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      For anyone who thinks Heaven is a figment of one's imagination.


      Foreword


      Having Cheryl Garrison Garrett as a personal friend and business colleague for many years, I am honored to offer this brief insight into her latest publication. My family and I have been privileged to read the story as it has been developed over several years and are proud to recommend it to all who love to read and love to wonder.


      This novel is not comprised of absolutes, nor does it preach. It is not presented as an authority, but rather as a request by a friend asking us to think: What does life look like through the eyes of God? Can we look at an enemy with the love of God?


      We all have a story. Does it begin with Christ, endure with Christ, and end with Christ?


      THE CHOICE TO REMAIN IN HEAVEN is the work of a joyful explorer, one who moves in God's time where we neither linger nor rush.


      It is my hope that seeing life and death through the eyes of Jared Wolcott will spark conversation and lead you to search the scriptures for revelation.


      Tim Roberson, President


      King's Witness, LLC


      www.kingswitness.com
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      Part One


      Arriving


      
        [image: ]

      


      Psalm 1:1 “Blessed is the man that walketh not in the counsel of the ungodly...”


      Chapter 1


      First Heaven—The Waiting Room


      Jared Wolcott did not believe in a physical Heaven, so when he arrived there, he had no idea where he was. A vibrant light radiated behind him, and although aware of its presence, Jared was not compelled to turn toward the light.


      He had the sense that he was floating and looked down, but he saw no feet, just a bench—a crudely carved wooden one that reminded him of the church pews he sat on as a boy.


      With his back to the light, he hovered in place and peered into a massive chasm. It was dark gray and rock-filled with no sign of life. He knew that if he pushed forward too far, he would have a mighty long fall.


      While everything in front of him was gloomy and gray, the light behind was just the opposite; and in its presence, he felt safe, strong, unrushed, and energetic. He knew who he was and sensed that he could move about, stay, or leave. A familiar scent of lemon oil rose around him and brought with it a childhood memory of times spent dusting and cleaning stair railings, chair rungs, church pews, and carved wooden claw-shaped feet of a dining room table at his grandmother's house in Gaffney.


      As he thought about these chores, the dark-quiet expanse in front of him brightened. Jared watched the dull nothingness transform into a space filled with radiant, billowing, cumulus clouds that generated the sound of rushing water and presented vivid, color images of him as a child, a teenager, and a man. He saw himself climbing Chinaberry trees, skipping stones over quiet lake water, and casting a fishing line off the back end of a paint-peeling rowboat. All the images were separate; yet he saw them simultaneously as if they were taking place at just this very moment.


      Eyes pinched, he moved forward to investigate, but he stopped when he felt a tugging at his middle. He looked down and discovered that he was fastened to an elastic gold thread that knotted at his navel, passed through his center, sprang out his backside, and hooked onto the bench below him.


      His restraint did not upset him because he felt that it was there for protection more than restriction and somehow, he knew that he could unfasten the tether at any time. Now, it seemed natural for him to settle on the bench. Anticipation of a hard landing was exchanged for the experience of gliding onto plush cushions covered in purple, yellow, red, and blue brocade fabric. Its softness reminded him of a feather bed he had slept on as a child, and its colors were like intricate woven tapestries he had seen hanging in the Biltmore House in Asheville, North Carolina.


      He sank onto the cushions, got quiet, and began to examine the expanse that stretched as far as he could see to his left and to his right. Occasionally, cumulus clouds formed over the expanse and presented an ensemble of intermittent, soft “poof” sounds and flickering of lights. Colors or the image of a familiar face emerged then disappeared along with the sounds and cloud formation as if scolded and claimed by the dark. Looking into the enormous void, Jared mumbled, “I wish someone would explain what this is in front of me.”


      Within moments of his request, Jared sensed movement behind him.


      “Who's there?” he asked, but the only response he got was a warm breeze.


      Strange, he thought and he shrugged, turning his attention back toward the dark expanse before him, which now had become still. In spite of this, Jared scanned its surface for details and was drawn to its middle portion. As he did so, clouds began to take shape and started to illuminate with familiar scenes of flimsy bridges crossing the Pacolet River, brick cotton mill buildings belching black smoke, and rows of sunflowers planted along the backside of his yard. At first, an image sparkled in pale yellow, lime green, or cerulean blue, and then it flickered; just as Jared determined what the image was, it evaporated like a magic act with a loud “poof” followed by silence.


      “Humph,” he grunted prompting more movement behind him.


      “Who's there?” he asked again, brusquely this time.


      Turning to his right, Jared was unprepared for what he saw.


      Chapter 2


      The Guest


      An object that resembled freshly dispensed shaving cream floated to the end of the bench and bobbed there as if awaiting orders. A caring energy radiated from its center.


      “Greetings, Mr. Wolcott,” a cheerful voice rose from the white fluffy shape. Jared was impressed that the shape moved in rhythm with each syllable.


      “Welcome,” the voice added and bubbled for emphasis. “May I join you?”


      Believing that this being might be able to explain matters, especially the unpredictable movement in the expanse in front of him, Jared shifted to make room on the bench and answered, “Sure, why not?”


      A mild spurt of static was exchanged between him and the new arrival sitting next to him on the bench. Jared wondered if he had made a mistake sharing his space.


      “Pretty, isn't it?” the voice said happily.


      “Pretty?” Jared smirked, “You call this one-seat, cloud and wind-breaking performing arts theater pretty?”


      “Oh, excuse me, I forgot. You were not prepared for the Waiting Room.”


      “The what?”


      “The Waiting Room—the place we call First Heaven.”


      “First Heaven? There's more than one?”


      “Yes, there are three.”


      “Three?” Jared repeated in disbelief. “How do you explain that?”


      “Welllllll,” the bench guest said rising up and floating out of sight. “I will be glad to try so that you may understand.”


      Jared heard rustling—like papers or note cards being shuffled. He couldn't distinguish the direction of the sound, but he decided that the noise had something to do with the disappearance of his guest and his question about three Heavens. Jared groaned, certain that he was about to be given a long, boring sermon.


      Without commenting about Jared's grumbling and suspicions, the bench guest reappeared and said brightly, “The Waiting Room is First Heaven, Second Heaven is where you come to understand, and Third Heaven is God's Kingdom, also known as paradise.”


      “Whatever the case, if I'm in Heaven, that means I'm dead.”


      “Wellll, not exactly,” the bench guest said dragging out his words as if to stall for time. “You are in Heaven, but you are not dead. You died—sort of.”


      “Sort of? Dead, dying, dying, dead, what's the difference?”


      “Dead can be final, whereas dying is a process.”


      “So being sort of dead means I'm not finished dying?”


      “Not for now, and here you will never be dead.”


      “Oh great,” Jared said with sarcasm. “Now I get riddles. If I died, then I'm dead.”


      Because of his mercy training and having studied the dossier of Jared Hamilton Wolcott, Jr., the bench guest did not comment on the remark of this being whose formative years were peppered with loss.


      Chapter 3


      The Brief


      Jared was born in Gaffney, South Carolina, in 1944 and his mother Julia died giving birth to him. Soon after, his father abandoned him and Jared was placed in foster care and then court ordered to live with his father's parents: Pop and Mom Wolcott in Indianapolis. Jared adored Pop but he was afraid of Mom. Pop always had time to read with Jared and play hide and seek and Pop laughed a lot. Mom was stingy, cruel, and moody and she despised Jared's best friend Percy because of his skin color. Jared's maternal grandmother, Grandma Robinette, wanted to adopt him, but the courts would not allow it. She was a widow who had to work full time and would not be able to stay at home with a child.


      Besides his best friend Percy, Pop and Grandma Robinette were the only loving islands Jared cared to visit. When he was five, he nearly died of scarlet fever and the disease caused permanent heart damage and hearing loss. When he was eight, he witnessed the accidental death of Pop, and later that day, alone in his room, a frightened Jared begged God for his daddy or to let him live in Gaffney with Grandma Robinette; but his pleading did not persuade God to do either, so Jared gave up on asking God for anything. He remained with Mom who promptly remarried a drunkard named Walter whose exchanges were single syllable grunts, brutal whippings, white supremacy tirades, vulgar imperatives, or false accusations. This early conditioning of love then loss, physical and mental abuse, denial and rejection, fostered distrust and produced a young man who could not accept God's love.


      Jared might have rejected Heaven if he had not married Priscilla, his second wife, or met and became good friends with C.W., a chaplain. Their combined encouragement and support helped mend Jared's old wounds, but his doubts about Heaven and lack of trust in God remained and restricted his ability to be direct. He chose sarcasm to express himself, especially when he felt something was out of his control. And because souls arrive in the Waiting Room with their personalities intact, Jared's sarcasm naturally followed him into Heaven.


      Chapter 4


      The Helpful Bench Guest


      “If I'm in First Heaven, a place you call the Waiting Room, and I'm not finished dying and will never be dead, then what's happening to me?”


      “I cannot tell you that,” his companion said.


      “Why not?” Jared asked.


      Wanting to be helpful, his companion offered, “It has to do with time, choice, and the process of dying.”


      Jared turned to get a better look at the shaving cream fluff sharing his bench, but a gurgling noise from the chasm distracted him.


      “What was that?” he asked.


      “The gurgling noise?”


      “Yes, that! What was it?”


      “It is part of the process.”


      “Of dying, you mean?” Jared asked then added, “My death? Is that what's happening?”


      “Wellll, not exactly,” his helper said.


      “It is more about changing time zones,” he continued. “In a while, all this will make sense for you. Presently, I am limited in what I can tell you because I am not qualified to share too many more details. But I can tell you this much, so that you do not feel lost. Things are different here and many souls have no clue what to do when they arrive.”


      “Yeah, I know. I'm one of 'em,” Jared snorted, patience thinning. His mood changed from somber back to sarcastic. “Maybe I'm dreaming,” he muttered.


      “You are not dreaming, I assure you.”


      Something about this comment triggered a sensation of familiarity for Jared. He asked, “Do I know you?”


      “Not directly, but your wife helped my mother a few years back.”


      “My wife? My Priscilla helped your mom?”


      Again, Jared thought he saw a glimmer of light in the clouds covering the dark expanse, but he shook his head in disbelief and asked, “Helped how?”


      “She helped my mother deal with my suicide.”


      “Suicide?! You killed yourself and you get to be in Heaven? How does that work?” Jared's voice was a mixture of shock, surprise, and sarcasm, but he also wanted to know because he had a favorite teacher who had died that way.


      “I was told that suicides go straight to hell,” Jared said.


      “Some do go to hell, but yes, people who died by suicide can be eligible for Heaven along with a lot of other souls you might not expect to be here. As for me, I was out of my mind. I was deeply depressed and had lost the ability of rational thought. I would never have gone through with it if my brain had been working properly.”


      Thinking this sounded like something out of the Joseph Heller novel, Catch-22, Jared asked, “Are you saying that if your brain isn't working right and you commit suicide, it doesn't count?”


      “Welllll, not exactly. Suicide is complicated. People can take their lives because of abnormal brain chemistry or because they are selfish.”


      Jared thought of people in great pain, dying of cancer, and wondered how suicide could be a selfish act.


      “You will come to understand that in another realm,” his companion said and Jared flinched wondering how his bench guest knew what he was thinking.


      “In my case, it was brain chemistry. When your brain chemistry is okay but your final act is one of willful disobedience, that is, ending your life to escape something you want to avoid, then what you are doing is selfish and wasteful. You are rejecting God. You are saying to Him that you know better than He does. In these cases, when the soul leaves the body, it will not come here.”


      “You mean Heaven?”


      “Correct.”


      A rapid, vibrating energy surrounded and passed through Jared. It hummed and expanded, surprising him. Before he could ask about this energy, his bench companion asked, “Did you feel that?”


      “I did,” Jared answered and assumed that his companion did as well. “Was it an earthquake?”


      “Wellll,”


      “Not exactly,” Jared interrupted anticipating his companion's quirky response to questions that could not fully be explained at the time. His companion laughed and congratulated Jared on his keen observation but did not reveal to Jared that this method of stalling was out of respect for timing and choice.


      Because he had another question about suicide, and trusting that the bench was going to remain a safe place, Jared settled in and asked, “What about assisted suicide?”


      “That is a different matter and one that will be discussed in detail later—but for now, you need only to see and understand what happened in my case.”


      Jared accepted the limitation and listened.


      “Once I got here and understood, I felt sorrow for having offended God by ending my life.”


      “That must've hurt,” Jared said, setting aside his sarcasm.


      “More than anything you can imagine. Ironically, if I had waited a mere three hours, I would have gotten exactly the help I needed to deal with my depression. The worst part is that because of my faulty thinking, I was unable to consider the people who had to deal with the mess I left.”


      He did not know how, but Jared was able to see the suicide scene. Glowing on the cloud before him were images of memories that did not belong to him. A gray-haired man was sitting on the floor of a single room, sparsely furnished, squalid, trash-filled apartment, his legs stretched out and his arms cradling a blood-covered-faceless body. Features of eyes, nose, lips, and teeth had been obliterated by a self-inflicted shotgun blast. With care, the man pulled from his back pocket a white cloth handkerchief, shook it open, and draped it over the faceless being. Caressing the docile figure to his heart, the man let out a haunting, guttural cry. A mature woman was near the man's side. She bent down, gingerly moved the firearm out of the way, and walked a short distance where she stood with her back to the scene. With arms crossed over her chest, she held herself and rocked back and forth, sobbing, moaning, and then screaming out—she cursed God.


      Jared felt a chill. “Who are these people?” he asked.


      “My mom and dad.”


      Curtailing his usual sarcasm, Jared spoke with reverence, “How terrible for them.”


      “Yes, it was. Mom had a nervous collapse. Unable to sleep because of grief, she became despondent. She slept in my old room, clinging to things I had worn. She yelled at God and snapped at people from her church who tried to comfort her. Dad suffered. He was also grieving, but worse than that, he felt helpless to console his wife. His prayers for her were passion-filled as he continued to call out to God, but the opposition gripped my mother's heart, showing her failures and shortcomings, making her believe that my suicide was her fault. It was your wife, Priscilla, who was able to comfort my mom with words of hope.”


      A feeling of sorrow rose around Jared and his companion, but it did not last. Warmth penetrated the surroundings, and shadows of sorrow were replaced with healing, mourning light.


      “Ah, relief,” his companion whispered. “I do not enjoy reruns of that moment, but if seeing them can serve to help you get oriented…”


      “Oriented?” Jared interrupted, resuming his sarcastic tone, “Oriented to what? This gigantic, colorless, dark-gray canyon here in front of me?”


      “Ah, yes. Many new arrivals to the Waiting Room wonder about the expanse, which appears different to each being, but it is essential for decision-making and orientation.”


      When Jared said nothing, his bench guest continued.


      “It is used for boundaries and for Rapid-Replay which is seen in Simulvision. Would you like a demonstration?”


      “Jared hesitated. He had never heard of rapid replay in simulvision. He paused a long while before saying, “Sure, I guess so.”


      “Brilliant!” his bench guest exclaimed. “Just remember something about your life and watch the expanse.”


      Chapter 5


      Joy Ride


      Jared's eyes widened like a surprised three-year-old when the dull-gray space in front of him filled with hundreds of colored billowing sheets. On their surface, scenes of childhood happenings fluttered, disappeared, or came into focus. One in particular was a tender moment of discovery when Pop showed him how to use a bubble-making toy. After dipping the wand into a colorless liquid, Pop handed the watery filled ring to Jared and told him to blow gently.


      Watching an iridescent bubble expand and then burst, scattering its evidence into the air, was magical. But the last part was the best, when a reminder of the bubble's existence drifted back as an invisible wet spray tickling his face.


      Jared grinned, and while he savored the recollection, vivid royal blue, pumpkin orange, and bold mustard yellow colors united. They formed waves that washed over the surface of the clouds with a strong, unseen undercurrent of order. Like the steady ebb and flow of an ocean's edge, the waves cleared the image of his exchange with Pop and replaced it with another.


      “What am I seeing?” Jared laughed. “Flowers? Herbs? They certainly are not weeds,” he remarked as another childhood memory appeared with details of a summertime visit to Gaffney when he was six. Crawling past Grandma Robinette's flower beds, he brushed against a variety of sweet-smelling plants. His destination was a secret hiding place underneath the raised foundation of the house where he lay back on the cool red clay and let his imagination develop into scenes filled with heroes who showed up in the nick of time to rescue him from bandits. Underneath the house, pleasant fragrances wafted into his theater, overriding the musty smell of the wood subflooring above him. When it was time for supper, Grandma Robinette called him out of his hiding place to play a game with him. Together they would choose flowers and herbs for the table. With eyes squeezed shut, Jared was challenged to guess which plant his grandma clipped and waved beneath his nose. In time she taught him the names of herbs and flowers by their scent.


      “I know these,” Jared declared. “I can smell them: rosemary, mint, and honey suckle,” he laughed and felt himself rising. He rolled, tumbled, and floated in unison with the colors and fragrances; then he enjoyed another surprise: sounds.


      Initially, these were delicate tinkling noises like crystal wind chimes or a fine gold charm bracelet dangling from a young girl's wrist. But then, as if turning up a rheostat, sensations sped up. An unseen gentle but efficient force grabbed hold of Jared. With it he bounced, soared, and twirled giddy with joy.


      “Wheeeee, ooooooo, wheeeeee, heeee—heeee,” he whistled.


      His energy whirled, spiraled up, and then merged with the sounds, fragrances, and colors. United they burst into striking jewel tones that reminded Jared of a kaleidoscope, but this one was different. He was part of it, tumbling and rolling, contributing to the spectacular display.


      “Where had I felt this way before?” Jared whispered to himself. “White River Amusement Park?” he asked. “No, it was another place,” Jared thought as technicolor light rays shot up around him.


      “I remember this,” he declared. “I saw this when I was a kid, on a trip to Canada. It's the Northern Lights, the aurora borealis.”


      Jared's excited energy expanded then retracted slowing him down. He was almost breathless from his fun-filled ride.


      “What could possibly happen next?” He asked.


      As if responding to a command, the dark expanse lit up, exploding with detail. Appearing as simultaneous happenings, Jared saw things from Lake Junaluska: lush green, mature tree-filled hillsides; tall white wooden lifeguard stands; a variety of wooden, aluminum, or fiber glass fishing boats bobbing on the lake surface; and raccoons tearing into trash cans. And then he saw twin towers in Manhattan turning into dust, hot pretzel sidewalk vendors near Grand Central Station, high prancing, fast-moving trotters at the Indiana Marion County Fair, and deep aqua blue water-filled quarries in Bloomington lined with IU students waiting to make a breathtaking jump into the cold water below.


      Mesmerized, Jared breathed in and out evenly. His gaze was fixed on the images. Each one captured a unique moment in time, but he could see all of them simultaneously. His companion smiled, knowing that Jared was impressed with how time works in Heaven.


      But Jared was not paying attention to the thoughts of his bench guest. He was still watching his life in a single snapshot of time: Pop Wolcott showing him how to properly hold a fishing rod and taking him to the banks of White River to practice setting the hook; he saw Grandma Robinette sweetly scolding him for reading Mad Magazine, and putting a finger to his lips to hush his best friend Percy as they tromped in the Indiana woods looking for Sasquatch—the hairy man—and calling out “E aqi” when they got separated. He saw birthdays, holidays, and getting a pocketknife, Denver Broncos' brown and gold striped socks,.22 rifle, cross bow, putter, track shoes, compass, baseball glove, magnifying glass, Magic 8 Ball, and multicolored marbles.


      There were images of him playing checkers with C.W. and him holding his first son Matthew. He saw Rita, his first wife, Matthew's mother. Images danced before him of his fraternity house at IU and hitchhiking to Georgia. He saw his Emory University diploma arriving in the mail, his first day on the job at Coca Cola in Atlanta, and visits to Old Curt's, a favorite Gaffney neighborhood gathering place for young men to tell their stories about college days or fighting in Vietnam. Multiple prints of blue jays, cardinals, wild flowers, and raccoons he had created with watercolors came into focus along with the birth of his twins Marcia and Philip. He saw them at different ages and stages of life. Then he saw her: their mother, Priscilla, his second wife—the one he affectionately called Cilly—a godly woman who tried to help him understand the difference between knowing about Christ and knowing Christ.


      Thousands of images of their life together flooded the expanse, yet all were perfectly in focus. One in particular held his gaze. It was their twentieth wedding anniversary; they were slow-dancing—moving expertly to the music, crisscrossing their feet as they twirled to the throaty, soulful, lush sounds of Etta James singing “At Last.”


      As he held her, Jared looked into Priscilla's hazel eyes and saw love reflected back to him. She nestled her head on his shoulder and pressed into his neck. Her hair was fine and smelled of lavender. Smiling, his cheek touched hers and as it did, he reminisced about their first kiss. He could taste it.


      “Is this possible?” Jared asked himself.


      Then he heard her say. “My dearest one, my precious, I love you and I'll be with you again someday.”


      A high-pitched sound yanked the images off the cloud. Jared felt himself gaining energy and increasing in size as if he was everywhere at once, yet he was still whole and near the bench.


      “What happened?” he asked, astonished. “The colors, the music, Priscilla, the memories, where did it all go? What was that high-pitched sound? How is it that I could hear my wife's voice, like she was here with me? How was it possible to see everything at once?”


      Jared expected his companion to have the answers, but because it was not time for him to fully understand about transformation and arrival, his bench guest replied instead, “Like I said a moment ago, we call it Rapid-Replay in Simulvision and it, too, is part of your orientation—I will explain if you wish.”


      Anticipation was traded for grumbling and Jared remarked, “It seems there's a lot to explain.”


      “Actually, there is a lot to understand,” the bench guest said, and when Jared did not comment, his companion asked politely, “May I orient you now?”


      Chapter 6


      Time Straddler


      Distracted by the fascination of seeing his entire life take place simultaneously, Jared missed the offer to get oriented. He wanted to know about the technology that allowed him to see his entire life at once. “So are you going to tell me how you do that?” he asked.


      “Do what?”


      “Make everything appear all at the same time but separate.”


      “Ah, the technology. Eventually, you will understand everything. For now, I can tell you that it is a supernatural time-energy thing.”


      Jared accepted the brief answer because another question was crowding his thoughts. “Okay, okay, going back to the dying thing, if I'm dead, rather, dying and I'm in Heaven, how is it that I know exactly who I am? I mean, I'm still…”


      “I know precisely what you mean,” his companion replied. “You are still you.”


      “I am? How is that possible?” Jared asked.


      “This is an aspect of Heaven that many people find difficult to fathom. You see, souls come to the Waiting Room with their personalities intact. Each person has a unique imprint, given to them by God through their parents. And one's soul is a culmination of all events in life on this imprint, which shapes one's personality. If you were a sarcastic or blunt or timid or reserved, cheerful, meek, or outspoken being, you remain so when you arrive in the Waiting Room. Souls also arrive with their LHT intact.”


      “LHT? What's that? An illness, a disease?”


      “In a way, yes. It is a limitation. LHT stands for limited human thinking. We acquire this type of thinking during our Earth journey, the period of probation.”


      “Period of probation? For what?”


      “The period of probation is more like a period of opportunity,” his companion remarked and then added, “An opportunity to make a specific choice might be a better way to describe it.”


      “Choice? You mean to be good?”


      “Not exactly,” his companion said in a more serious tone. “Being good is important, but that is not the most critical decision we make. The purpose for being born is to choose God. We don't have to, and even when we do choose Him, we can still fail to trust and depend on Him. We can continue to rely on ourselves which increases limited human thinking.


      “There's more to be said about L-H-T, but the short version is that here, we infuse it with spirit and transform it into L-I-G-H-T—but only if you permit it. You see, here, just as you retain your personality and all of your memories, you also retain your free will. I would not do anything intentionally to interfere with your free will. Did you notice how I wait for you to ask a question or how I get your permission before doing something?”


      “Who are you anyway?” Jared grumbled sarcastically.


      “Hallelujah! I am so glad you asked. I have been waiting to tell you that. Sonny. Sonny is my name. I am your greeter.”


      Jared watched the feather pillow-like object next to him change into a red-haired young man with freckles and green eyes. He wore brown corduroy pants, a blue and yellow striped rugby shirt, red sneakers, and white socks with red “IU” letters on the sides.


      “This is what I looked like when I lived down there. I thought you might like talking with someone who looks less like a marshmallow and more like a person,” Sonny said and Jared laughed.


      “That's quite a trick,” Jared remarked.


      “Oh, everybody here knows how to do this,” Sonny said matter-of-factly.


      Thinking he would like to know more about Sonny's abilities activated clouds over the expanse; the moving screen filled with details about his bench companion. Sonny grew up in Indiana, was an accomplished horseback rider, attended Culver Academy before transferring to Thomas Carr Howe high school, fought in Vietnam, had a master's degree in math from Indiana University, and was an accomplished rugby player. He enjoyed serious lectures about education, had a winsome sense of humor, and was known for his corny jokes. He had the ability to talk with anyone: the academics over coffee at the IU Student Union Center, the dishwasher at Sully's Oaken Bucket, or the rough and tumble Mudsharks, his fellow IU rugby players.


      “So what else would you like to know?” Sonny asked, surprising Jared.


      “Everything, I suppose.”


      “Oh, this is just amazing,” Sonny declared happily. “A cooperative, free willer. I love CFWs.”


      LHT, now CFW. How will I ever keep them straight? Jared thought to himself.


      “I will help you,” Sonny said.


      “You heard that?” Jared asked, astonished. “I thought I said it to myself.”


      “You did, but remember, earlier when I told you things are different here. When souls are on the same frequency, they share thoughts.”


      “Frequency? We have a frequency like a radio signal?”


      “Oh my, there I go again giving out too much information. I forgot to activate the guardian shield.”


      “What's that?” Jared interrupted.


      Sonny knew that he was drifting away from his assigned task: to get Jared oriented. He prayed for wisdom and guidance to get back to his mission.


      “Sometimes greeters have to protect against thought leakage,” Sonny began. “We get excited about our work and think about things too advanced for a soul's level of understanding. So occasionally greeters and discussion leaders will need to hide details.”


      “That doesn't seem fair,” Jared grumbled. “You can read my thoughts but then you get to hide yours.”


      “Trust me, Jared. If we choose to camouflage a detail you are not ready to handle, it is a blessing. We are not keeping secrets, just doing our job to make sure that some thoughts do not get out inappropriately. In time, all these hidden details will be revealed to you, but for now, you and I will be selectively aware of each other's thoughts, which might be funny, embarrassing, or sad. Remember how you saw my suicide but did not know how it was possible for you to see it?”


      “Yes, I wondered about that,” Jared said.


      “It is because I thought it. I relived it, and you saw it. We shared the memory.”


      Amazing, Jared thought to himself.


      “Yes it is,” Sonny said, surprising Jared again. “You will get used to it in a while.”


      “There it is again, that phrase: in a while,” Jared said. “This must be code for something,” he decided.


      Again, Sonny prayed, this time for a strong guardian shield and for better control of his blurting out disorder, which often caused him to share too much with newly arriving souls, especially the ones who are surprised when they find out Heaven exists. He was brimming with eagerness to explain to Jared that he was presently straddling Earth time and Heaven time and that his decision to remain in Heaven could still be reversed. Sonny knew that Jared had to get oriented soon, but the choice to do so was Jared's—not his.


      Chapter 7


      Individually Guided Understanding


      “Okay,” Jared said. “How do I get rid of limited human thinking? How does LHT get spirit-filled and turn into LIGHT?”


      “Ahem,” Sonny began; “This happens when something learned is replaced with understanding. For example, while on Earth, you learned things wrongly from a worldly point of view. Your thinking was self-limiting. Here it is not. Here you can think rightly and understand matters from God's point of view.”


      “Oh no you don't!” Jared blurted out. “I tried that once and it nearly destroyed me. I asked God to humble me so that I could be more like Him, see things His way and love everybody. What a mistake,” Jared complained. “I concentrated so hard on loving everyone that I turned into a pressure cooker of nerves. I would be sweet and smiley to people, when actually I wanted to punch them in the gut or kick them in the shins.”


      “To begin with, Jared, you were operating on worldly soil,” Sonny said, “which is filled with the weeds of might and power driven by emotion. Here, once your soil is free of those weeds, you will be driven by the spirit of love, not emotion.”


      “Isn't love an emotion?”


      “Ummmmm,” Sonny hesitated then said, “Not like it is down there.”


      “I don't understand,” Jared complained.


      Sonny knew it was out of his realm to discuss love, but he felt Jared needed some clarification on the difference between emotional love and agape love. He prayed for wisdom of word choice and then said, “Emotional love is born out of a needy heart. This type of love is exhausting. Agape love is born out of a pure, giving, and unselfish heart. This type of love energizes.”


      “I'm still not sure I understand,” Jared said wondering about the emotional ups and downs of a heart needy for God.


      “You will in time, Jared. Leaders especially chosen to help you understand the difference are on their way right now. Each one is handpicked by God just for you.”


      “Leaders? Handpicked by God for me?”


      “Amazing is it not? God is big on the details of individually guided understanding. And once you achieve understanding and love as Christ loves, you will be ready to choose how you want to spend eternity. Some choose to be artists. Some choose to be inventors, pilots, explorers, engineers, athletes, gardeners, dancers, musicians, writers, teachers, greeters, discussion leaders—”


      “Hold on a minute,” Jared insisted. “I was told that Heaven was a place where you lay at the feet of Jesus in lush green meadows, listen to harps, and watch angels fly around.”


      “I know. You did not believe in a physical Heaven or a physical body in Heaven, but in a while, you will experience both,” Sonny said, thinking that he might need to consult with Einstein for proper word choice.


      “On Earth, we are influenced by people who try to convince us that Heaven is a figment of our imagination. When we have faith in the existence of God but do not understand what is written in the Bible about Heaven, we can doubt. But you can see for yourself, Heaven is not an imaginary place.”


      Sonny's words did not completely expel Jared's doubts. Sensing this, Sonny tried another approach—one that a child might grasp.


      Chapter 8


      It's Okay


      “Let me ask you a question, Jared. When you were a child, did you ever wish you could fly?”


      “Oh yeah,” Jared answered with enthusiasm.


      “Well here, you can do that,” Sonny said.


      “Did you ever want to walk through walls, be invisible, be at two places at once, and see other galaxies, planets?”


      “Of course.”


      “Well here, you can do that too.”


      Soothing pale colors emerged from the expanse and reached out and swirled around Jared.
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