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  Foreword


  Your entire life can be turned upside down with one word: cancer. In March 2011, I was diagnosed with stage-four cancer of the tonsil and lymph nodes. What followed was a seven-month ordeal involving two throat surgeries, chemotherapy, and six weeks of daily radiation treatment. This story is the result of my life-changing confrontation with mortality and the dramatic shifts in consciousness that accompanied the entire experience. During this intense personal challenge, there was a radical change in my waking and dream life while new visions of reality opened to me.


  On every level, my life was drastically altered. For many months, I could consume only liquids, while sleep came in brief, thirty-minute respites. The throat pain from my surgeries was so intense I had to brace myself each time I swallowed. I began to journal my daily experiences to shift attention from the constant, grinding ache.


  The burning question of what occurs after this life inspired my exploration of the afterlife. My lucid dreams and out-of-body experiences provided mind-bending visions that stunned me to the core. To the best of my ability, I have attempted to organize this flood of insight into a logical, linear format.


  In part one you will experience my life through the eyes of Frank Brooks, a fictional character based on my own adventures in consciousness. Follow Frank on this journey and witness his death and initial entrance into a traditional religious reality. His need for self-knowledge propels him beyond the comfortable, belief-based heaven of his youth, where he discovers a spiritual training center designed for accelerated growth. With the assistance of highly evolved guides, he experiences a series of intense lessons that explore his multidimensional self and the unseen nature of our universe. He sets out on a daring quest to uncover the mysteries of the afterlife and discovers thought-responsive environments beyond his wildest imagination.


  Part two presents information about our continuing adventures beyond the body and some easy-to-use methods to assist us in our individual journeys of consciousness. For many of us, the time has come to open our minds and explore the amazing reality of our multidimensional existence. Always remember that we are powerful creative beings who possess the ability to shape our current existence and also our continuing life beyond the physical world.


  The purpose of this book is to provide insight into the spiritual path that lies before us. The more prepared we are, the greater our potential to accelerate our personal growth and navigate the many thought-responsive environments we will experience in the afterlife.


  My hope is that this book will assist your journey in this life and the next.


  All my best,


  William


  www.astralinfo.org.


  PART ONE


  Accelerated Evolution


  Chapter 1


  The Journey Begins


  June 18, 2011


  "Stage four, inoperable cancer ..." is all that I hear. My mind locks.


  As I walk out of the doctor's office, the news begins to sink in. I am only thirty-seven years old and I'm going to die. The bitter-green hospital walls seem to close in around me. I can't breathe, can't think. Trying to hold back the inevitable tears, I'm lost in a maze of winding hallways and endless swinging doors. Finally, I recognize one of the openings as an elevator and punch at the button as though it were somehow at fault. My ears are ringing and my throat has started to close. Focusing, I struggle to remember where I'm going, although it really doesn't seem to matter. The elevator jerks to a stop at the lobby and I aimlessly follow a group of people as they herd out of the building and onto the street. The noise of the city fades as I fumble for my cell phone and dial my wife. I need to hear her voice.


  "The news isn't good," I tell her. "I'll be home soon." The analogy of going home doesn't occur to me right away.


  Tracy is waiting on the front porch and gently takes my hand, whether to calm me or to hang on to what little time we have left together, I don't know. I admit it is comforting to know that she will be by my side during this ordeal. At her request, I decide to keep this journal; I hope it will help me gain some perspective on the remaining months of my life.


  July 12, 2011


  Doctors tell me that chemotherapy may prolong my life. The quality of that life is questionable, but I have to do it for my family. Anticipating my first treatment, I sit with Tracy in the dimly lit waiting room. My anxiety grows with every moment. A thin, older gentleman comes in and sits across from us. A sad-looking woman signs the register at the reception desk and takes the seat next to him. She watches as his name is called and he walks unsteadily toward the nurse. When he is out of earshot, the woman tells us that her father has a rare form of inoperable lung cancer and has been given less than six months to live. He is seventy-nine years old, a Vietnam veteran. She fights to hold back the tears as she tells us his story. The chemo treatments will give him only a five-percent chance to move beyond the six-month mark. I seriously wonder if I would endure the notorious side effects of chemo for only a five-percent improvement; I doubt it. Only then does it hit me that our situations are not all that different.


  My name is called next and I am guided to a green vinyl recliner, where I will be seated for the next five hours. It is a strange, sterile environment with the constant sound of TV soap operas and game shows filling the room. Identical recliners line each wall, and patients sit hooked to their lifelines of clear, toxic-chemical bags. My fellow patients read, watch TV, or participate in discussions of family stories and their life situations. It's clear that the nurses have been through this a thousand times as they listen to the patients' stories, feigning interest. I observe my surroundings and feel completely disconnected from the unfolding events; it is as if I were watching a movie of someone else's life.


  I'm surprised by how nauseated I feel after the treatment, and for several days I seriously wonder if it is worth it. But when I look at my little girls, I vow to do whatever it takes to fight this monster that is consuming my life.


  August 27, 2011


  I can't believe how fast my entire existence has spiraled downward, completely out of control. All my life, I've been strong and energetic, overflowing with drive and ambition. Now I can only watch as my body grows weaker with each passing day. Each breath is a chore. Sometimes I think it would be easier to give in, but then Maggie brings me her teddy bear to hold, thinking it will make me well again, or Lizzie asks if I can have cookies and juice with her, and I think maybe I can beat this and prove the doctors are wrong. I need to get stronger, but inside I know the wretched truth: each day is getting worse.


  September 4, 2011


  My life has become a whirlwind of medical appointments. The doctors say my cancer has advanced and they don't appear hopeful that chemo will stop the spread. Deep inside, I've known for some time that this was a losing battle, but I've tried to stay positive for Tracy's sake.


  For days, I prayed to God to spare me from this horror: "Lord, I promise to be a better man if I'm healed of this nightmare." But in my heart, I know it is too late for deals.


  Tonight is my last poker night with the guys. We've been playing every other week since I joined the firm over ten years ago. Even though they say they want me to stay, I can tell that watching me get weaker is not fun. The baseball caps I wear are a poor disguise for my balding head and in all fairness to the group I know it's time to leave the game.


  October 17, 2011


  I have been unable to work since my chemo treatments began, and now it's becoming difficult to command my own limbs to move. This disease is devouring my body and I'm rapidly losing weight. Exhaustion overtakes me as I walk down the hall to the bathroom. The doctors and nurses tell me this is a normal process, but it feels as though an evil curse has been placed on my body. I find myself struggling to accept my body's relentless decline.


  People say that everything has a purpose, but what could be the purpose for the daily weakening of my organs and the loss of the very memories I hold dear? Sometimes I have a hard time just remembering the names of my girls, Maggie and Lizzie, my little twin angels. They will start first grade next year, and I fear that I won't be there to hold their hands as they go to school for the first time. Every day begins with the dread of what will happen next.


  Why would God allow this to occur? What have I done to deserve this?


  October 31, 2011


  Today is Halloween. I recognize the irony as I watch children dressed as skeletons and ghosts. They are laughing and trading candy. I feel like one of the walking dead that the costumed children are impersonating.


  November 12, 2011


  I've read that the mysterious process of dying is natural. I'm reassured that there are predictable stages of psychological change and I'm told that eventually I will reach a final acceptance of this malicious decay that has spread through my body. What a load of crap. There is no acceptance, only anger. I can't find a single reason for this raging insanity. It's completely senseless that the cells of my own body have turned against me, consuming my life.


  December 1, 2011


  I'm so very tired. Unanswered questions bore into my brain. What is the purpose for this fight to the death? Why would God allow this cellular heresy to exist? I've been a good Christian all my life; I've done the best I could. Why am I being punished?


  December 5, 2011


  Pastor Clark visited me today. He read some Bible passages and tried his best to be supportive. "Make peace with your situation and trust the Lord," he said. It took all my strength to hold my tongue; my faith in miracles is in damn short supply. I didn't tell him, but all I really feel is a deep-seated anger that saturates every cell of my being. I feel abandoned by God.


  December 17, 2011


  My body grows weaker with each passing day. With my wife's help I'm making it through the chemo treatments. The spreading cancer is eating my life away with shocking speed, and it feels weird to admit that a portable oxygen tank has become my friend and constant companion.


  December 25, 2011


  Christmas is just sad. Family members visit and try their best not to appear shocked by my frail appearance. The awkward small talk, punctuated by poor attempts at humor, is exhausting. I just want all of them to leave. Their faces say it all and I feel like a freak in a bad circus act.


  December 31, 2011


  Today is New Year's Eve. My big resolution is to breathe just one more day. I try my best to look comfortable so my wife won't fuss over me. She's amazing; I don't know how she does it but she always manages to smile.


  I have slowly accepted my fate. If only I could see the big picture and know that there is some kind of great, unseen, cosmic plan at work. There must be a divine purpose behind all of this but for the life of me I don't see it.


  January 3, 2012


  As a withered shadow of my former self, my daily care has become a demanding chore. My wife is a warrior who has done the best she could to take care of me. I know I've become a terrible liability to my family. For several days I have suggested going to a place where professionals can take care of me. She refused at first but finally conceded after my repeated insistence.


  January 7, 2012


  Today I was taken to the hospice care center. As I was carried from my home to the waiting ambulance, a strange thought filled my mind: this will be the last time I will see my house? How many hours did we spend picking out the perfect shade of paint for the front door? The gardens are bare now, but I know that in the spring they will be alive with color. This was our dream home, the first house we bought together. Then it hit me that the idea of possessing anything is a complete illusion. Nothing can be owned. We arrive in and depart from this life with nothing. For the first time, I clearly see that the entire concept of ownership is a grand fantasy.


  January 8, 2012


  My room is comfortable; not that it matters much. Tracy visits me for much of the day, but I'm exhausted and sleep most of the time. She looks beautiful. I love my kids, but I will miss her more than anything. My doctor's liberal use of pain medicine doesn't ease my labored breathing and I grow tired of the endless fight. Drifting in and out of consciousness, I wake to a peaceful, floating sensation. People surround the bed and gently touch me; they whisper my name, but the nurses don't seem to see or hear them. They are trying to comfort me. A voice says to me, "We are here with you."


  January 9, 2012


  I struggle to focus as Tracy reads to me from the Bible. My favorite passage is Psalm 23, which I know by heart and recite silently as I drift to sleep: "The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want. He maketh me to lie down in green pastures; he leadeth me beside still waters. He restoreth my soul; he leadeth me in paths of righteousness for his name's sake. Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil; for thou art with me."


  I'm dreaming. It's dark and I find myself wandering through an endless series of hallways, trying to find my body. I feel like a point in space desperately attempting to locate my physical form. Then it hits me—I must be dead. I'm jerked awake, my mind is racing. I thought I was dead, but I am still here. This convinces me that the end is near.


  January 10, 2012


  Light is streaming through the window as I steal each breath from the power that is death. For many months I've battled this cancer, and now I face the inevitable with a strange mix of fatigue and acceptance. This war is lost but my mind is clear. Vivid images from my childhood come alive and a newfound clarity wells from deep inside. There is a simple truth: I have wasted too much of my life focusing on the lifeless objects around me. All of the possessions I worked so hard to obtain are meaningless and only the love I hold is truly important. I have been so blind. Why did it take my impending death to understand something so basic? It's ironic that it took me to the end of my life to open my eyes and finally see what living should be.


  My wife sits by my bed and it is all she can do to hold back the tears as she places my frail hand in hers. It breaks my heart to think that I might not see her again. I'm too weak to speak. I can't tell her how much I love her but I'm sure she knows. My precious little girls stand by the bedside, and I can see that Maggie is startled by my withered appearance; she touches my arm as tears trickle down her soft, perfect cheeks. Lizzie hides behind her mother, unable to even look at me.


  Sadness wells up inside until I feel like I will burst. Tracy's hand is stroking mine, and then she's gone. I wish I had more time.


  January 11, 2012, 2:00 a.m.


  I'm jolted to awareness as a powerful buzzing sound and intense vibrations surge through me. I feel weightless as I float away from my body. It's a wonderful sensation of freedom; no pain, no struggle for breath. Voices speak to me and I strain to comprehend the words. Several people feel close to me and even though their words are muffled; I clearly hear my name called. It must be the middle of night yet my room is illuminated by ethereal, silvery light. Spontaneously, I think about my physical body and I'm instantly there, lying on the hospice bed. Damn. Once again I feel the heavy dull pain of my body.


  Chapter 2


  Transition


  January 12, 2012, 2:35 p.m.


  As I drift in and out of consciousness, images of my life flash through my mind. I can't believe how fast my entire existence has passed by. In contrast, I recall how slowly the clock moved when I was a child waiting for Christmas morning to dawn. After going to evening church on Christmas Eve, we would ride around the neighborhood looking at the holiday lights. I can still smell the sweet-potato pie that my Aunt Sophie baked every year.


  I find myself floating from one familiar life event to another. Coming into view is my teenage self in red swim trunks sitting on a tall, white stand at the community pool. At the age of sixteen, I was so proud to have passed all the rigorous tests to become a lifeguard. Before me there are vivid pictures from the day I pulled an unconscious, freckle-faced boy out of the deep end after he hit his head on the diving board. My CPR training was put to use until the ambulance arrived. They told me that I saved his life.


  At the beginning of college, I didn't think I would ever make it to graduation. Four years seemed so far away, but as I see myself walking across the stage to accept my diploma I can only remember the confidence that my family always had in me. Tracy was there; I proposed to her later that evening. What a classy wedding, with flowers at each pew and garlands around the altar. There was a four-piece orchestra playing in the back of the church. I can hear the music now. I smile, thinking about how my bride wanted every detail to be perfect, and all I wanted was to have her as my wife.


  Then we were blessed with our twin babies and I see the replay of their baptism in the same church. I've been so lucky to have these beautiful girls in my life, even for just a short period of time.


  The last time I was in that chapel was to say goodbye to my mother. She worked so hard all of her life, it was almost a relief to see she was finally able to rest. I hope that she has found her reward in heaven.


  Powerful vibrations surge through me, dragging me away from my visions. A peaceful light saturates my mind and all my fear dissolves away. I can scarcely tell what is real and what is shaped by the cool liquid that slowly drips into my veins.


  There is no more pain. I hear voices around me and realize that my legs, which had been pressing against the sheets, now seem to be melting away. Is someone touching my hand? I can't tell for sure. Sparks are flowing up my arm; this tingling is something I've never felt before.


  Then I hear music; the sound comes from both deep within and far in the distance. It's the chiming of bells and the clear tone of pure crystal singing to me. Again, there is a touch on my arm, a gentle stroking from my wrist and across the top of my hand to the end of my fingertips. My arm is drawn up to the ceiling, so light that it feels like it has detached from my body. I can only watch as my other arm begins the same journey. It has become an endless reach, searching for another world.


  I can feel myself moving, yet my body is still. Are my senses deceiving me?


  The smell of mint is unmistakable. I'm a child in my grandfather's garden, picking mint leaves and chewing slowly while the sunlight warms my face. I sit on the ground with my knees bent, my arms around my legs. The scent of mint would linger on my fingers for hours, but I can no longer feel my hands, so where is this sweet fragrance coming from? The music seems to be getting closer with each passing moment. The chimes have become the background to a host of perfect voices.


  The words are indistinguishable but the sounds are soothing. It feels like I'm losing control of my body but I no longer care.


  A warm glow engulfs my mind as a spreading lightness flows through me. I don't feel my body at all, now floating up and away from the arms and legs that bound me to the Earth. Fully conscious, I'm moving through a radiant tunnel of blinding light. It's beautiful. The sparkling energy cannot be described in words that I know. It softly wraps around me, filling my spirit with new life and clean, cool energy. In my imagination I could never have pictured this scene; it's a light not of our world. The radiance is pure—angelic in nature. The feeling of being loved is overwhelming as an aura of complete peace and harmony surrounds me.


  Motion blurs my senses. I try to focus, adjusting to the brilliant light. It's as if I have been in a dark room for a long time and someone has just switched on the lights. My feet have feeling again and to my surprise, I'm standing. Disoriented but aware, I sense unseen beings around me. Their voices seem muffled; my surroundings unclear. As my vision improves, I begin to see the hazy outlines of people around me.


  This new world comes alive and human forms begin to take shape. Images and sounds become sharper. People are laughing and hugging each other as joyous reunions fill my senses. One woman stands alone, waving a flag, and a young man in a military uniform quickly joins her. The connection between them is almost tangible. I turn and see a young boy; he seems lost until he is greeted by an older gentleman—his grandpa. They share warm smiles and a big hug as they become family again. They quietly walk away together, hand in hand. As I look around I sense that someone is here for me, too.


  A familiar energy is close, and I strain to see the features of a young woman. I hear the comforting sound of a feminine voice calling my name: "Frankie." It's so clear. This is no dream; it's the voice of my mother.


  Recognizing this loving sound, I struggle to verify the image before me. This woman has the same facial appearance as my mother but is much younger and thinner than I remember. She wears a yellow sundress with tiny red hearts. Her shining, dark hair and wide smile illuminate the space around her. She wraps her arms around me and squeezes me tightly; it takes my breath away. Her hug feels like a warm blanket of love and comfort.


  To my surprise, her thoughts flow effortlessly into my mind: "I was surprised to hear that you were arriving so soon."


  I don't take my eyes off of her, fearing she might disappear as quickly as she arrived. "Is this real? Am I dreaming?"


  I sense her memorable laugh as she says. "Frankie, of course it's real."


  Overwhelmed, I ask, "Is this heaven?"


  "Welcome home." Her eyes say it all.


  I look down at my legs and arms and realize that I'm standing; no more pain, no struggle for breath. As I touch each limb a wave of euphoria washes over me. I'm alive and I feel like I've been born again.


  She smiles brightly. "We are all reborn in heaven."


  My mother's youthful appearance amazes me. With long brown hair and glowing smile, she appears to be twenty-five years old. My memory of her as an elderly, overweight woman is shattered. She overflows with energy and seems to know my every thought. "Everyone can be young and healthy in heaven."


  She takes my hand, and we communicate with our thoughts. It feels natural and effortless as her feelings and thoughts flow together through my mind. "Come with me." I turn for one last look at where I am, but the scenery has already melted away. She takes my hand and escorts me to a series of white archways.


  She leads me through the arches and the change is dramatic; a vista of scenic, rolling hills, lush trees, and a vibrant green field extends as far as I can see. The light and colors are so intense I must stop for a moment so my vision can adjust. My mother smiles and says, "Your new body will quickly adapt."


  Chapter 3


  Welcome Home


  In awe, I survey my new world. It appears to be the rolling green hills of western Maryland. Directly in front of me is a semicircle of red-brick, colonial-style houses, each with a white picket fence and slate stones leading to a covered front porch. The hand rails are gleaming and the flower boxes at each window overflow with a cascade of color. My mother beams with pride as she escorts me through the gate and up to the front steps. I scan the neighborhood as she points to a house down the street.


  "Aunt Sophie lives over there."


  "I wonder if she is still baking pies."


  "Of course, and they are still delicious." I can sense that my mother is thrilled to finally live in the beautiful home that had eluded her during her physical life.


  As we approach the front door, I notice that it's painted bright white with two small windows. An eight-inch, silver cross seems to float in the center. The inside of her home is spotlessly clean with plain furnishings, including a large, green sofa and a comfortable, brown recliner in the corner. The rooms have an inviting, warm feeling with a large, brick fireplace, wood trim, and an Early-American-style dining set.


  My mother's thought fills my mind. "Life is perfect here." She guides me to an overstuffed, pale-green chair and says, "I know this is a big change for you; it's a lot to absorb."


  We sit for a moment as I try to process my new surroundings. My mind is in overdrive. The awesome reality sinks in; I'm in heaven. The chemo, the nausea, and all the pain and hardships of the physical world are behind me. A wave of elation envelops me as I realize that I've finally made it home. I'm bursting with questions, but I find myself weak from the transition.


  "We will have plenty of time to catch up; you must be exhausted." She senses my need to rest and escorts me down a hallway to an empty bedroom. As I enter, my childhood memories come alive. The walls are covered in blue wallpaper with narrow yellow stripes. My favorite childhood science-fiction movie poster, The Day the Earth Stood Still, appears next to a twin bed that is amazingly similar to the one I slept on when I was a young boy. On top of an old brown dresser sits the model of a World War Two Spitfire fighter plane that I built when I was ten years old.


  "I've prepared a room that I thought you would enjoy," my mother says to me, recognizing my confusion.


  "It's amazing," I say as I pick up a picture book and flip through the pages.


  "I'm glad you like it." She pauses as I continue to examine my room. "The change is tiring; you should sleep now." She kisses my cheek and closes the door behind her. A wave of fatigue sweeps through me and I collapse on the blue-plaid comforter of my childhood bed. As I stretch out on the covers, my thoughts return to my wife and kids. How they are doing? How will Tracy be able to raise our children without any help from me? I desperately wish to see them again.


  Closing my eyes, I feel an intense internal pull from the center of my torso. I'm rising up from my bed, parallel to the sheets. Just as quickly the location changes and I am standing in my daughters' bedroom. My little girls are sleeping in their twin beds. They look like precious angels. With a gentle kiss on their foreheads I whisper, "Daddy loves you more then you will ever know. I'm sorry I had to go away."


  Maggie senses my presence and opens her eyes. "Daddy, are you OK now?"


  "Yes, I'm much better."


  "I'm sad."


  "Don't be sad. I'm in heaven now with Grandma."


  "When will I see you again?"


  "It might be a little while, sweetie, but we'll be together again someday."


  "I miss you."


  "Be a big girl for your mother." I try to pull the blanket up under her chin.


  "OK, Daddy. I love you."


  A wave of pain sweeps through me. "I'll always love you."


  "Who are you talking to, Maggie?" I hear Lizzie say in her sleepy voice.


  "It's Daddy. He's all better now."


  "I miss him."


  "Me too, go back to sleep."


  "OK. Good night, Maggie."


  Maggie smiles and slips back to sleep.


  I think about Tracy and I am suddenly standing next to her as she sleeps in our bed. She looks so beautiful. Sitting next to her, I run my fingers gently through her hair. I can't help but lean over slightly to kiss her lips. "I miss you."


  She moans quietly and touches her mouth. "Frankie," she mumbles and rolls over.


  I wonder if she will remember this moment.


  Chapter 4


  My New Life


  After sleeping for what seems like days, my eyes slowly open and there's an unfamiliar energy rushing through my body. Once fully awake, I feel more refreshed than I've felt in years. Gathering my thoughts, a sudden panic washes over me; was the entire memory of entering heaven just a cruel dream? Jumping out of bed, I stare at the full-length mirror attached to the back of the bedroom door. A young man looks back, and I know it's me. It's not a dream; I'm alive and full of energy again. My body is as light as a feather and I can see that I'm about twenty-five years old. For the first time in a long while, there is a head of thick, dark hair surrounding my young face in the mirror. I can't help but laugh aloud for I know it's real—this must be heaven. A surge of relief sweeps through me; I feel reborn.


  The smell of fresh coffee and sound of sizzling bacon breaks my concentration and sends me to the kitchen. My mother is a burst of sunshine as she prepares her traditional Sunday breakfast. She turns to greet me with a smile and hands me a glass of freshly squeezed orange juice. My senses are heightened; every color and scent is so intense, I can even smell the sweetness of the juice.


  As we talk over breakfast I quickly learn that there is an exciting world to discover. With so much to see and do, I'm eager to explore my new home, my new life here in heaven. I flood my mother with questions and am sometimes surprised by the answers. My mother's personality and sense of humor have remained remarkably unchanged. With a big smile she hands me a plate of bacon and eggs. While eating, I share my experience from the previous night.


  "Last night I visited Tracy and the girls."


  "That's good. Visiting loved ones is normal; most of us return to say goodbye right after our arrival. It's hard to let go of the ones we love."


  "I was surprised that Maggie was aware of my presence."


  "Some people are just more sensitive than others. Children are especially open," she said as she refilled my juice glass.


  "So I will see them again?"


  "Of course you will. And someday you may select a house for your family to live in, just as I have. Maybe right here in this neighborhood."


  "How do you know this?" I ask as I continue to devour my breakfast.


  "Because I visited you after I died. You might have remembered it as a dream."


  "You're right. I do remember you in my dreams. It seemed so real."


  "It was real, and here you are, at home again with me."


  Exploring Heaven


  My first weeks in heaven are devoted to exploring this world of endless beauty; spectacular waterfalls, pristine lakes, and stunning sunsets are a daily spectacle. Every tree, flower, and blade of grass seems vibrantly alive, creating a mesmerizing landscape. Each living thing glows with energy and life. I never realized so many colors were possible. Some of these breathtaking vistas are similar to places I visited in my old life, but everything here is enhanced beyond my comprehension.


  At first it's overwhelming, for there is so much to discover. I'm finding that many of my old ideas and concepts are meaningless here. Since we don't age, time has little bearing on my daily life. Each day is highlighted by magnificent sunrises and sunsets that flow together with no thought of clocks or calendars.


  For a few dozen of these sunrises, I live with my mother. She is wonderful, helping me adapt to my new life; we spend many evenings sitting on the front porch talking about the wonders of heaven. She likes to discuss the recent arrivals—how they died and where they will live in heaven. But eventually it's time for me to select my own home. I have decided to stay in this neighborhood, but I choose a house with a more modern feel.


  It is comforting to know that heaven is every bit the paradise that I imagined it would be. Most of the people here are busy pursuing their creative interests while others are studying the Bible. I often see people in the parks enjoying picnics, painting, and playing all kinds of sports while the sound of inspirational music can be heard everywhere.


  As I stroll through the beautiful commons, I frequently stop to admire the artists as they create colorful landscapes. They seem to radiate intense hues of light and color not found on Earth. Heaven is so vast that no one has seen it all. A mountain range frames the west while an ocean creates the eastern border. One popular beach is famous for its magnificent sand sculptures, incredible creations portraying important events in the Bible. They are so detailed that they appear to come to life.


  Most people live in small communities with beautiful white churches located at their centers. With wide sidewalks radiating outward, these churches are the focal points of all major social activity. Individual homes are similar to each other; they are about the same size with white picket fences, muted colors, large windows, and wide front porches. Even though I've never seen anyone cutting the grass, the yards and hedges are always emerald green and perfectly manicured. Each home has an array of flowers in the yard, window boxes overflowing with color, and a shining silver cross on the front door. The neighborhoods I've visited project a distinct feeling of comfort, peace, and sanctuary.


  Every Sunday morning we attend church and praise our Lord. Our pastor imparts passionate sermons that are truly inspirational. He seems to know every verse of the Bible from memory and brings the biblical stories to life. Everyone respects him.


  During church services, we thank God for the miraculous gift of our eternal life and our acceptance into his heavenly kingdom. We sing hymns of joy and praise, and I'm always inspired when I witness so many moved to tears as they worship our savior. Our choir sings "Amazing Grace" with such power that the entire church seems to vibrate. Every week, several in our congregation are so overwhelmed by the rapture they collapse in ecstasy.


  Each week I attend regular church functions, where we discuss the Gospels and the works of the lord.
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