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Preface: One Vision, Two Modes of Exploration






This work places side by side two ways of exploring the journey of early humanity in the symbolic realm. One is literary, epic in nature, which seeks to imagine a family in prehistory experiencing a symbolic adventure, based as much as possible on what archaeological evidence can muster as to what it might be like. This under-structure is then shared by offering alongside the strictly scientific version which details evidence for what we might see and infer actually happened. Atop all of this is a novel logarithmic mathematical framing of time, in which units of time half from 8 million years ago to 60 thousand years ago—nine nodes of time—that provides our story with a precise structure for how it unfolds. Last, and in the case of Mythos, we have also added the developmental story of a human child whose age doubles with each node of time. 

This type of combination enables us to have each way of telling enrich the other. We live our life as a story, a narrative—not as a sequence of scientific facts. Nonetheless, we encounter factual reality all the time and it’s part of our story—but only part. The person had to live life, to confront dangers and receive blessing, to encounter the reality of the world as a human being.

Together, epic and opus make for a powerful paired exploration, each offering a way of telling, and each informing the other. Science doesn’t convey the drama that must have been present in human survival, or the questing and discovering in the world around them, creating new tools that opened new doors. The drama without a scientific basis risks becoming a just-so story that conveys more of the author’s personal fantasy dynamic than the actual grounding it claims to reflect. Put another way, this type of epic demands that we do the science. How did early humans actually make that first symmetrical biface? It didn’t just magically happen. 

The epic offered here weaves in an archetypal dimension, suggesting that we have within us a deep symbolic capacity—even if one doesn’t believe it exists outwardly. That consciousness greater than our own is drawing us ever onward is a viable hypothesis, even if it’s not one explored by science. The discipline of science is only one of the things human beings do: it is not all of life. There is life’s beauty, artistry, love-filled moments and tragic ones. In this sense, narrative, though it is an art form, is far more accurate than science alone, as to how things actually happen and are experienced in the world. I would repeat this sentence, but it makes for bad literary form. Let me say it this way: We live a life of narrative, and one of its most important guides is science, which reveals facts, insights that lead to discoveries—not to be underestimated, but still only a tool within the storied-shaped nature of our lives.

I might die for love of humanity or of a person. But I won’t give my life over to whether a disputed fact is accurate—though I will fight for accuracy.

In life we are invited to have both a narratively rich life and scientifically rich one, both of which offer discovery and meaning. I hope this work takes a step toward showing that both epic and opus are possible—and what better way to see that than through the path that early humans followed? 
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PART I: Mythos
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Prelude






“We’re in paradise,” said Tod. “Quite amazing.” Exotic plants and animals abounded—familiar and yet not familiar.

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

“Well, let’s hope not. I think we’ve passed the initial test. Clear sailing from here on out?”

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

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

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

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

“I think what’s different—unusual as this might sound—is that part of our inner self was used to make this world.”

“So, before we start naming—how are we going to do it?” asked Tod. “I mean, how are we to have this new world become at least as beautiful as Earth, despite the failings of Earth? Maybe we can avoid the mistakes that were made.”

“You mean, not have a world flood wipe almost everything away, except those in an ark?” 

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

“Yet we’re not. I sense something more—a presence.” Zoe gazed around them into the dappled light and opened her arms as if to receive something.

Before them appeared an angelic form, slowly coming into shape, from a faint outline to a solid and very real form. “You are not alone,” announced the angel. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I suppose we’ve experienced the planetary journey and life’s journey, but not yet the human part?” guessed Tod.

“Yes, humankind is the third. The body and the symbolic mind of humans have deep roots, and together they birthed spirit. You can see how this happened.”

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

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

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

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

“It’s best experienced without preconceptions,” the angel answered.

“It's safe, right?” asked Tod. “No risk, just a tour of the ages, to see how ancient humanity came into its own?”   

“Safe?” questioned the angelic being. “If there is free will, how can it be totally safe? You might choose to jump into a chasm.”

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

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

“Makes sense to me,” said Tod.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

With their assent already obtained, Zoe and Tod—who had been comfortable on a paradisal planet with exotic animals and plants—found themselves back in the abstract space of the Time Matrix.
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SHAPING THE WORLD
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Walking






The matrix was not as abstract as during their cosmic and biotic journeys—it was like musical lines with notations sounding like wind chimes—not caused by wind but by waves of fluorescent energy, which revealed as flashing particles every so often. The energy of those wavy lines had an organic feel, as if they were living—as if someone had made the Time Matrix alive.

“Wow... it feels friendlier than before,” said Tod. 

“The universe has become more personal and more alive,” Zoe concurred, catching her breath with expectation as to what might follow. “I just didn’t know we would need this training.... It seems that starting a world would have just come naturally.”

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

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

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

“So, do you think there are numerous worlds?” asked Zoe.

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

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

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

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

“We are,” said Zoe. “It’s wonderful here, but it’s not planetary, if you know what I mean.”

“I know,” said the Angel. “You prefer to be on a planet. And so you shall—be on one, some eight million years before you appeared.”






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

Zoe and Tod transformed, clothed in hair, walking close to each other. They struggled to keep their balance. The variegated land held pockets of vegetation, stands of trees, and open fields. 

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

“Our bodies are not quite outfitted for this bipedal way. We can help balance each other.” 

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

“I think there were some...survival of the cooperative, I recall. Maybe some romance comic books carried the theme.” 

“Comic books? Funny to think of that now—writing came way after language. Tod...I just realized, we aren’t actually speaking, but we’re hearing each other’s thoughts. Our mouths aren’t moving.”

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

“What did you say? That sounded rough. I don’t think we have the equipment yet.”

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

“Reading minds,” Tod interpreted. “Maybe that happened before speech. Interesting...”

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

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

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

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

“Wow, you’re strong—I guess we both are. I’ve got a feeling we may need it.”

Birds winged by, and there were hints of other animals hiding.

Zoe, sensing the animal life, remarked, “At least we’re not in the age of dinosaurs. We wouldn’t last long.”

“No, just the age of giant cats, bear-dogs, jackals and hyenas, raptors and snakes—all our size or greater—and I forget what else. I have a feeling we’re small here.” 

“You look regular-sized to me.”

“We’re children!” said Tod. “I mean, we’re child-sized adults, going back that long ago. Have you noticed how the shrubs are half our height?”

“Okay, food and safety,” said Zoe. “Food first?”

“Let’s go for both—let’s try that gallery of trees. If my eyes serve me right, there’s red in the branches—fruit.”

They walked, or rather shuffled, like toddlers with their feet set wide apart. 

“Graceful humanity,” Zoe remarked. “I don’t think I’d attract a mate with this walk.”

“I’m not exactly manly.” They had almost stumbled, even holding hands. 

Zoe stubbed a toe and made a guttural sound. “Wow, that really hurt!” 

“Our bodies are quite real here,” Tod reflected.

“I’d say so,” said Zoe. “I think the Angel of Time is reminding us how hard life was back then, and how much effort it took to walk. Take nothing for granted.”

In a stand of trees, they approached a crystal-clear stream, its bed filled with beautiful orange-red rocks. “Wow, these stones are amazing,” said Tod, picking one up.

They drank and felt refreshed. Tod splashed water on his face, then tossed some Zoe’s way. She leapt back and fell into the stream.

“Tod, no time for antics, really? And don’t forget hunger—we can’t eat these stones. To the trees!”

“Yes, we need to get to that stand of trees... before it’s too late.”

“What do you mean?”

“The hair on my back is rising.”

“Yes, I smell something—more than one animal from the trees.”

The wind shifted. The strong smell came with clarity—then out from the trees emerged jackals proceeding at a rapid gait, straight toward them. There were at least six of them.

“Trouble,” said Tod, gripping the rock in his hand. “And each one is as big as us.” 
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Moment of Danger 






“They look real,” said Zoe. 

“I think they are... in this world. But we can’t really die again, can we?”

“It feels real... We could die to this world, I think—I don’t want to experience that.”

“Agreed,” said Tod. “We’re exposed... we have to think of something.” Tod shouted a guttural warning sound.

The jackals halted, but not for long. They spread out and started to circle warily. 

Zoe and Tod stood back to back. Zoe picked up a stick, and Tod gripped the stone he still had in hand. It felt like feeble protection.

“It’s going to end a little early unless something gives,” said Tod, searching for answers. 

Zoe remembered, “Didn’t the Angel say to call on her in the moment of danger? I think this qualifies. Since we can’t speak, we need to shout it in our minds.”

One jackal tested them, coming dangerously close. Tod swung hard with the stone in hand, but the jackal easily shunted aside. After testing their resistance, the jackals stopped circling. The three largest moved in from different angles.

“We'd better start wishing real hard,” said Zoe. “Even if we have to close our eyes. Say it with me: Angel of Time, come!”

They did so and were rewarded with the faintest luminosity, a being in outline. It didn’t stop the jackals, however, who didn’t seem to see her.

“No flaming sword in hand,” said Tod. “I thought she might have carried one to protect her charges.” 

The Angel smiled as she became more real. Raising her right hand, she waved it gently over the animals. They slowed—though still coming forward—as if in slow motion. 

Tod and Zoe wondered if the Angel had altered time so they could flee. But there was no open path before them, and the three were slowly closing in, their teeth bared. Tod and Zoe remained frozen. 

The lead jackals were not more than three steps away when they suddenly lay down, lowering their heads. They fell asleep and the pack behind them did likewise.

Zoe laughed, and Tod waxed eloquent, “Daniel in the lion’s den—one of the most unsung stories of courage. Thanks, Angel of Time—and none too soon.”

The Angel gently admonished. “You need to be more careful. Earth in past times was a dangerous place, and you should have hurried to cover. Colored rocks are fine, but you are not the strongest creatures here. You need guardian trees as much as angels.

“Now, can I escort you since I’m here? I’m not always present.” 

The Angel proceeded, passing through the fallen clumps of jackals. 

Then, coming to the stand of trees, she pointed to one of them. “This one looks good, ripe with fruit, and it goes high enough off the ground.”

Tod and Zoe looked up at the tree, with a trunk of several feet without any branches.

“This one?” asked Zoe. “Climbing trees without any branches is not my forte.”

“Have you forgotten your primate heritage?” asked Tod, who turned and winked at the Angel. She was no longer there.

“She’s left now that we’re out of the bind. Climb quickly. The jackals are starting to rise.”

Somehow they managed. Using their powerful muscles below the elbow and the friction of their bodies, they pulled themselves up. 

“I think we’re better at climbing than walking,” Tod said when they had reached the first branch. 

Growling below them sounded. “The jackals are upset they’ve missed a meal,” said Tod with mock sympathy. “Poor doggies.”

Zoe’s dour expression didn’t elicit a smile.

“Speaking of food, it’s supper time,” said Tod, gazing upward. “I smell fruit above. Not sure what type it is.”

Zoe still felt shaken. “Tod, isn’t this journey supposed to be mostly fun? Look what just happened... And now the Angel of Time tells us it’s a dangerous place.”

“Hey, this is training for handling a real planet. There’s going to be danger and fun, I suppose. No worries, though. We have an angel to call on.”

“Didn’t you hear her? She said she wouldn’t always be around...”

Tod shrugged, then looked below and let out a sharp, guttural sound of triumph. The jackals scattered. 

“Dinner?” asked Tod.
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Nest 






Climbing higher—now with branches to help them—Tod and Zoe reached a dark red-brown fruit with hints of purple. “Figs! Didn’t we encounter these long ago... as the first primates?”

“Yes, that feels like eons ago, but the fruit is still around.”

“That part hasn’t changed. Trees are faithful.”

They took good bites, exposing the ruby-red insides. “Sweet,” said Tod. “Life is good here.”

“Very much so,” agreed Zoe. “What more could we ask for?”

As if to answer her question, a plaintive wail sounded—the unmistakable cry of a baby.

Two branches further up, they found a baby of their own kind nestled in a cradle of woven twigs and branches—large enough for at least another. 

“What? Where did this come from?” asked Tod. 

Again, as if in response, they heard a swooshing sound and saw a flash of white wings.

“What’s a water bird doing here?” asked Zoe. “There must be a marsh nearby.”

The baby began crying, and Zoe cradled it. “Whose baby is this?” she asked in wonder.

“I don’t think it’s the Angel’s—could it be ours? Maybe we forgot what happened earlier?”

Zoe cuddled the child closer. “How could we have forgotten about having a child?” 

Tod noticed that she’d said, “our child,” but he let that pass. He reflected, “The Angel of Time may be our protector, but she’s also our complicator. I suppose this is supposed to be part of our training.”

“Tod, how are we going to care for a child in a tree? He’s hungry too!”

The baby knew what to do, reaching up and beginning to nurse from his new mother. To Zoe’s surprise, milk flowed. “Well, we have a new life on our hands.”

“That’s quite a burden to carry—I mean literally carry,” said Tod. “We’ve got to navigate branches, right? If you take the baby with you, we’ll have only one arm free. Human babies can’t cling.”

“Tod, how can you say he’s a burden? This baby is a gift—he’ll be our teacher.”

“Okay, Zoe... if you say so. That’s something I’d expect the Angel of Time to say.” 






The couple spent several days—becoming weeks—caring for their child. Not much drama, just life. A couple of times, Tod had to scare off a raptor. Once a saber-tooth passed by at dawn and looked up their way. But the great cat was too heavy and ground-based to attempt a climb.

It became routine, Tod going below to forage for food. A sweet edible wild yam was their favorite, along with tamarind seeds from another fruiting tree. Zoe had to eat more to make up for the baby’s demand, which was growing fast. Tod handled cleaning duty, replacing the old nesting with fresh leaves and branches. “The work of the father,” Tod sighed. “I know why modern people have maids.”

“Tod, we raised a daughter—this isn’t new. And now we have a son.”

“I suppose we do,” Tod said, though he still wondered how the baby had arrived. “You know, it’s a different pace than our other adventures—things happened fast. Becoming a galaxy, experiencing life as the first fish.”

“It’s just as interesting, and just as important,” Zoe insisted, the mother’s fierce sense of protection rising within her.

Tod held up his hands. “Not denying it.”

“And have you noticed? The baby is teaching us too. The sounds—the ones we actually make—are more varied now.”

“I have. Like Za and Ta for Mom and Dad. Now that I think about it—how did he know the beginning of our names? I mean, that’s uncanny.”

“Maybe the baby knows us better than we know him,” said Zoe. “He’s our child.”

“Yes, ‘our child.’ Come to think of it, we’ve tried saying our names, and maybe it just comes out like Zo and Ta...”

“Another thing that’s uncanny,” Zoe added in her thought-speech. “I had a dream. The Angel of Time was standing over us, silently guarding us. She said to me, ‘Through this child, you’ve been given the gift of time.’”

“Hmm, a deep dream,” reflected Tod. “I suppose we do mark the passing of time more, as the baby changes almost daily, it seems.”

“Tod, there’s something more you should know about—I don’t really want to tell you this.”

“Yes, go on.”

“We had a visitor last night.”

“What, who?”

“It was stealthy—I could barely hear it. Green eyes flashed—luminescent, eerie.”

Tod exclaimed with an alarm sound that startled the baby. “Night Cat,” said Tod aloud, not very well pronounced.

Zoe returned to thought-speech. “Tod, it was almost twice our size. I think it’s a young leopard, not yet sure of itself.”

“Maybe his mother is nearby, giving her leopard child training.”

Tod, we’ll have to protect the baby. I feel the leopard will come back and try to take him. Promise me you will.”

“Of course I will. I just don’t know how. Glad you told me. I’ll find a stick on the ground and fashion it. But maybe the night cat won’t return.”

“It will, Tod—I know it will. It was ready to pounce, but then the mother—some distance off—mewed, and the young cat retreated. I think it was chance this time, but next time....”

“I’ll be ready then,” said Tod, though his voice lacked conviction.

“If we hold our ground, I think it will back off,” said Zoe.

“That might work...with the young one,” answered Tod. 
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Night Cat 






The next day Tod found a heavy, polished piece of driftwood by a stream—something that would serve as a club. Then he set to work finding a long stick to help keep the creature at bay. It took some time to find one of the right length and weight that he could handle.

“The one thing we have going for us is better balance,” Tod said when he returned. 

The baby was now making faint attempts to hold on to a branch. Then Tod handed Zoe the piece of driftwood, which had a thick knot on one end. “Now we have a twin to the baby—a weapon. I thought we were in paradise—the world we were shown, where all the creatures got along. 

“Well, that was paradise, how things started, not how they progressed... if that's even the right word. I mean, the leopard, after all, did not attack.”

“I sensed it wanted to, but held back for some reason.”

“Did you stare it down—that would have been a threat display.”

“No. I glanced at it and made cooing noises to the baby. The cat was watchful, seemed intrigued, as if studying me. But I wouldn’t rely on that a second time.”

“Yes, perhaps it had been a scouting mission to assess the enemy. Fortunately, this time we’ll have weapons. We have to defend the nest. That’s the baby's lifeline.”

“But what if it’s us or the baby?” asked Zoe. “What do we do then?”

“Let’s not think of that. We’re now a family, and we need a nest to survive ourselves. I’ll keep watch at night, then sleep during the day. The first night will be the hardest.”

“I suppose we could call on the Angel for help.”

“Why do I think there won’t be enough time—if the Angel only comes at the moment of danger?”

“I think the Angel had also said we could ask for help if we were in a bind. So this qualifies, and I think we can start asking ahead of time.

”But I think we’re not supposed to have foresight now. Maybe we are supposed to wait until the last moment.”

“I don’t know.... But it can’t hurt to start asking before... Look, I’ll be staying up at night and sending out pre-requests already.”

True to expectation, Tod sensed the cat coming. It was not yet in sight. A branch below and further out had clearly moved—not by wind, but by taking weight. Then there was silence, but Tod sensed the cat remained. He gently woke Zoe. “Be ready,” he signaled. “You can start asking for help now.”

“You don’t have to signal; remember, I can read your thoughts.”

“Yes, I’m forgetting. Still—a visual signal might bring faster clarity.”

“What’s the help signal again?” asked Zoe.

“My alarm call or a hand raised to my eye. That means sighted—the moment of danger. Zoe, I must admit I’m scared. You said it was twice our size.”

“About... but it was young. It was exploring as much as hunting.”

“If it attacks—how could I possibly hold out? It all feels like a test—one that I can’t pass.”

“The baby must live—that’s all I know,” answered Zoe.

Tod sensed that maternal love had overridden all logic. 

In silence he went to the side of the nest, facing the trunk, his head jutting out over the limb. He didn’t know from what direction danger might come, but this seemed most likely. Still, he scanned around him, keeping his stick close to his body, ready...

So much time passed that Tod began to wonder if it had been a false alarm—a misread sound amplified by his heightened state. Once, then twice, he found himself nodding off, then caught himself, his eyes fluttering open in alarm. Zoe was already back asleep. It was not yet dawn, a faint light etching the horizon.

He must have nodded off once more when a noise sounded. He turned away from the trunk and saw the cat there, its eyes a stunning luminescent green—not more than ten feet away. Unexpectedly on the thinner side of the branches, perhaps trying to surprise them. The creature was no longer assessing him. 

It seemed Zoe had underestimated the size. Maybe it was still only twice his size—but the feeling was giant. The cat looked large enough to leap atop him and crush all three, or dismiss him with one swipe of its claws. This is the moment of danger, he sensed, and he called upon the Angel. No luminous being made a sudden appearance, nor presence cutting through the danger. Tod sensed he was perilously alone.

Still, however, the cat remained stopped. Perhaps it was surprised that someone was awake and held a long branch in his hand. Perhaps it sensed that two primate parents protecting a child might cause trouble. Perhaps this was only a training mission, and the cat had fulfilled his task by coming within striking distance. 

Its dark body shifted a step closer, and the hairs on Tod’s neck rose. He sounded the alarm—it was nearly time. Then, Tod realized they could flee—climb down the trunk, leave the baby, and let it become the creature’s food. They could slip off and find another one...if need be. Perhaps that was what the young leopard had been waiting for all this time—for the parents to come to their senses.

Tod couldn’t do it. He had promised Zoe. And if the experiment ended here, if they failed their planetary test, so be it. This and more swirled in his mind, and he wondered why the cat was still waiting.

Then things seemed to happen all at once. Tod instinctively raised his stick, called for the Angel’s help, the leopard sprang, and Tod braced. But as the cat propelled off the branch, one of its hind feet slipped, and the beast landed off-center in front of Tod. Its leading paw missed the branch, and the cat’s head slammed into the branch. Stunned, the leopard lost its balance and fell below. The cat twirled in falling and miraculously landed on its feet—then stepped away, limping.

Tod, shaken, went back to the nest to check on Zoe. 

He was surprised to see the Angel of Time—her body enclosing Zoe and the baby. She held a sword that seemed quite real.

“Well, I don’t think the cat would have done any harm in this nest,” said Tod. “I thought it all depended on me.”

The Angel only looked up in response, neither affirming nor denying. 

Tod suddenly realized, “You made the cat slip—didn’t you?”

The Angel seemed to sigh, if angels could sigh. “I had to come to the Little One again to defend him. They are so needy.” 

“I see, and if we had fled, you might not have—”

The Angel did not answer directly. “You know, much depends on such as these.” 

The answer puzzled him. “Are you saying we are really entering into early Earth’s time, like some sort of time machine?” asked Tod.

“There are no machines here. I am the Angel of Time.”

The couple realized they would have to come up with their own answer as to how this new reality interfaced with the original Earth. The stakes suddenly felt real to them.

“We should know your name by now,” said Zoe. “You have become too close to us for us not to know.”

“True. It is time. My name is Eatheral.” As she spoke it, the being became more present to them, as if they now sensed a deeper layer of her being. It washed over them like a soothing comfort.

The couple absorbed this for a long moment. Then reality returned—the dawn was coming. 

“What happens now?” Zoe whispered. 

Tod, still shaken, asked with restrained anger, “Will the mother cat come back, or perhaps another young one?”

“No more cat,” said Eatheral. “You have passed the test. It’s time to return to the Time Matrix.”

As she spoke, dawn fractured into lines of color and sound—again like the rippling notes from a wind chime untouched by wind. The tree faded. The nest faded. The child in their arms remained, and they ascended back into the Time Matrix.
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Chapter V
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The Child is Real






The Angel of Time appeared amid the musical lines, and Tod and Zoe were surprised and happy to see her. Zoe, who carried the sleeping baby, raised him as if offering him to the Angel.

“He’s yours,” the Angel answered to the unspoken question.

Zoe could hardly believe she was asking, for she knew the answer. “Is he real?”

The Angel laughed—or so it seemed—as the surrounding notes became louder and more melodious. “Yes, this child is real. Where do you think new life comes from? There is a making dimension.”

“It’s just... how?” wondered Tod. 

“Ah, you seek an answer... Let’s say it this way: Life comes from mystery and returns to mystery. Don’t expect me to know everything, though. You can always ask the Lady if you want to know more.” The Angel bowed at the mention of Her. 

“The Lady—the one we met when we made our choice?” asked Tod.

The Angel’s smile became radiant, and she answered, “Yes... most generous, she is—casting life freely about.”

“I love this child, but we have more journey ahead of us,” said Zoe. “Can we leave him here, or are we supposed to keep taking him with us?”

“Yes, he is yours. You’ve shown you can protect him. I wish you the best upon your return.”

“You mean... you’re not—?”

“Don’t worry. You have shown yourselves able.” 

Zoe cradled the child, wondering how they would manage.

“You’ll still provide some backup...?” Tod asked.

“You’ll be able to make tools... perhaps someone will help show you.”

“Hmm, flint-knapping—can’t say I can figure that out myself,” Tod said, stretching his fingers and examining them.

“Are you ready?” asked the Angel of Time, and she waved her hand over them. “Half again in time—four million years from when you last lived.”

Zoe looked at Tod and almost startled. “You’ve changed!” she exclaimed, touching his face. Almost by instinct, she parted his lip and saw Tod’s canine teeth had reduced. But it was not just teeth: their foreheads were dome-like, and their cheeks were full, flaring outward. Their arms were shorter and their legs longer.

“A passable human,” Tod said, examining her in turn. “You’re almost attractive... hair everywhere except your face, the palms of your hands, and, I suppose, the soles of your feet.”

“Tod, I’m beautiful!—even if I can’t see myself. And look... look at this child!”

“You’re both beautiful,” Tod agreed. “And we’re closer in size now, though I’m still a little bigger.”

“Are you ready?” asked the Angel again.

The couple’s faces read uncertainty, but both nodded. 

“Are you sure you’re not sending us into the lion’s den?” Tod jested.

“No lions yet,” answered the Angel of Time—and it seemed she winked.

The time tones swelled, the notes opened an oval portal, and they entered effortlessly.
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Chapter VI
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Weaving an X






The couple and child were on an open plain of golden grasses, with scattered tree cover. An assortment of smells filled the air, and not all were friendly. Tod quickly assessed their situation. “Let’s head for that large tree—quickly.”

“We’re safe for now,” said Tod, having arrived at a large tree with dense foliage and dark seed pods. Immediately they began opening pods, uncovering a pasty pulp. Its tangy, sweet taste surprised them. They spat out the hard seeds.

“Tamarind,” Zoe identified. “It’s used in sauces in India. I love the taste.” 

“A tamarind tree it is,” said Tod. “I like the dense foliage—good for hiding.” 

“And it has many branches—easier to climb with baby in hand,” Zoe added, “but we’ll have to build a nest.”

“Not one of my arts,” said Tod. Climbing higher, he stopped to examine an area with three branches extended at the same height. Zoe settled onto a neighboring fork. The baby was hungry, so she began to nurse.

“I’m good for the moment, but what if I fall asleep and let go of the baby? He barely clings to me now. Tod, we have to figure this out, but we have to do so before dark.”

“I’ll start by collecting branches,” said Tod. “This is a good spot for a nest, but we have no tools or rope. We need to stretch branches across these, but how will we keep the platform stable?”

Zoe cited Aesop’s fable. “Necessity is our greatest weapon. We’ll find a way.”

“Okay, but I’m blanking right now. This isn’t Legos or pre-notched pieces that fit easily.”

“Green branches, Tod—something pliable. Maybe you can get some from the saplings below.”

Tod climbed down and came back empty-handed. “Too large to break,” he said. Then he climbed higher and brought back two long green branches. “Rather thin—but they’re green. I don’t know if this is going to work.”

“Here, hold Tomai.”

“Tomai?” asked Tod. “That’s different. How did you come by that name?”

“Dreamed it. I was holding the baby in the Time Matrix, and it came to me. I meant to tell you earlier, but we’re just settling in. There was something else—the baby was lying inside a basket with an X pattern beneath him.”

“That’s curious... Well, Tomai it is. Does the name mean something?”

“I think it’s a variation of Thomas—it means twin.”

“But he has no twin.”

“I don’t know why the dream gave that name. It’s like asking where the baby came from, which we don’t know either.”

“Fair enough,” said Tod. “So, what are we going to do with these? They’re a little thin.”

Tod tried laying the two across the three branches, wedging them as best he could among the smaller offshoots. But they would come undone if any unbalanced weight was placed on top of them.

“Maybe we can find some vines later and tie them,” Tod suggested.

“There’s no tomorrow for the baby if he doesn’t survive tonight.” Then, like a flash, an idea lit up in Zoe’s head. “Weaving!” she exclaimed. “Hold the baby.”

Zoe fitted one piece under the middle tree branch and then atop the two outer ones. Then she added the second, crisscrossing it with the first.

By the time she placed the second one, the realization struck her. “Don’t you see—the X in the dream! The baby’s name and the pattern... They were clues!” 

“Brilliant,” said Tod. “And it’s pretty well locked into place. But it still won’t support your weight.”

“Tod, we have to use our heads some more. Now we place thicker branches on top of these. That way, they won’t shift. Give me back the baby. There are lots of branches below, and they don’t have to be green, just not that brittle.”

With stiffer branches braced atop the laced platform, and a layer of woven twigs to which leaves, moss and grass were added, a comfortable nest was made.

“Much stronger,” said Tod. “But all three of us can’t fit.”

“Tod, who said anything about you? Ladies first with the baby. Maybe you can make something later for yourself.

“And also, Tod—how about railings for the nest? We want to make sure Tomai doesn’t crawl out when he gets bigger.”

“Later,” said Tod with a sigh. “We can’t build the whole house in a day... But it’s mostly done. Well, glad you came up with the idea...”

“The dream helped,” said Zoe. “And don’t ask me where that came from.”

Dusk settled. Tod went to the nearby tree crook that Zoe had first occupied. “It’s going to be a little cold tonight,” he complained with a smile.

“You’ll survive. Tomai and I will be keeping each other warm tonight.”

Darkness settled around them, and Zoe heard words in her mind, as if coming from the tree and nest. “Sleep well, Little One.”
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Chapter VII
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Knapping






They survived the first night, with Zoe and Tomai comfortably warm. Shaking off some cold, Tod was wondering about survival—about how alone they were. “Usually primates live in groups, and we’re dangerously alone,” he thought.

Zoe picked up his thought and suggested, “Then find us some friends.”

“The right stones are also necessary. Something to sharpen a stick with, smash open seeds, and crush plants.”

“There are lots of stones by the creek bed—I can hear it tinkling in the distance. Let’s start with getting water.”

“Yes, water. We definitely need that. Of course, that’s where animals might gather too. I’ll bring a stick to ward off any beasts.”

“A good stick is hard to find,” quipped Zoe. 

“What about Toumai?” asked Tod.

Zoe scanned the horizon and sniffed the air. “I’m thinking the baby is safe up here for a short while. Carrying him up and down the tree with one arm is risky. See how important the nest is?”

“All right, I suppose—we shouldn’t leave him for long. But we do need to drink, and it's better to go together to deal with the risks there. Carrying water—we need to figure that out, too.”

“Maybe we can use the stomach of a bison?” suggested Zoe. “I’m bonded to a hunter, right?”

“Nothing less,” rejoined Tod. “For now, we’ll first get to the water... then I’ll look for a sharp stone to open that bison.”

“Won’t you need a spear to kill it?” 

“Don’t rush me. First, I need to find the right stone, then knap it properly to make it sharp-edged. Maybe I can find one naturally sharp... I think my knapping skills are ... non-existent.”

“If we can make a nest, you can fashion a stone,” Zoe asserted.

“You have faith in me? We’ll see.” 

They descended the tree, surprised at how agile they were. Once on the ground, it became apparent they were more easily walking without shuffling. “I don’t think we can run yet, but walking is working better,” Tod commented. 

The stream was bordered by wild date palms and bushes they couldn’t identify readily. Stones abounded, and there were a few boulders. Several feet upstream, they sighted their first animal. A beautiful white ibis raised its head, then stepped away. Right ahead of them, a broad terrapin turtle scrambled into the water. Further upstream, an equid-like creature, a mother, was shepherding a newborn foal, still unsteady on its feet.

“We’re not the only ones with young,” Zoe noted.

“But these new horses can walk within the hour. Ours is going to take a few months. Ah, the disadvantage of raising a human.”

“Tod, Toumai is a blessing. We’re learning things through him—love and care for one.”

“Yes... I’ve noticed we haven’t been fighting each other lately. Keeping us and the baby alive becomes the priority—call it survival love.”

“Whatever you
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