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Floating up, lighter than air, free. Sailing on soft, warm breezes. It was like falling into
a deep sleep and suddenly waking up to a “newness”. Like passing from one small room
into an enormous one; only on the other side all of the heavy weights fell off. The
depression and heaviness, the confusing tearing and gnashing at purpose and reason.
Now, suddenly it’s all gone. And I feel free! Able to be just me, just as I am.

Before me I see in the distance a type of light. And the more I look towards it the more
I become conscious of its goodness. A goodness that I want, that I need. A goodness
that is meant for me. I seem to be drawing nearer and nearer to this Source as the
goodness swirls around me so close that I can taste it. It's like the sun, the source of light
and warmth. It’s like all that I ever hoped for and much more is right at my fingertips.
Tears are tickling my cheeks as I begin to see this “light source” is in the shape of a
person...it s a real person!

And, just when I am on the verge of being able to see this Source of all that I could ever
desire, I realized that something was below me. Like a great sea of darkness! And it was
beginning to pull at me. I could make out arms outstretched from the “Light” as if
waiting to draw me in; but, I was being pulled downwards, away. The darkness was
clutching up at me. It was like a jealousy. It demanded me!

Then it dawned on me in an icy cold way that even though the Light wanted me and I
wanted the Light with all of my being, the sea below had some kind of claim on my life.
I now began to descend into its jaws. I remember screaming in agony at the thought of
losing what I now wanted the most and getting the very things I was leaving behind on
the other side. Bitterness and confusion fell upon me worse than before. I heard my
teeth grinding and a deep groan pour out from my soul. Anguish roared with its ugly
sounds.

I began to weep and sob, with the words “help me Lord” being sent towards the Light
now barely visible from the distance- darkness nearly drowning it out. Just as I was
about to tumble headlong into this eerie pit of misery and impending torment I heard a
loud voice command “Stop her!”.

Miraculously I felt the darkness lift with its powers of painfulness and suffering. And
there with his hand stretched out, was a young man dressed in clean, radiant clothing.

He projected that same kind of goodness I had seen at first. He simply introduced
himself as a servant of the Light and said that he had come to show me some things and
to later ask me an honest question.

I was stunned as I was grateful for the word which saved from the terrible darkness.
The only words I could manage were “Yes, please do!”

With this began a most startling account of what the young man called the “sea of
suicides”, or those who had for one reason or another taken their own lives on the other
side. The things pictured are not pretty or exaggerated. But they are as closely related as
possible to what I saw and felt during my brief journey. The depth of misery, the
suffering and the torment are difficult to describe in human words. What can truly
express the anguish of a human soul trapped in an endless pit of multiplied agony?
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I took hold of the being’s hand and we began to swiftly glide down into the stinking
darkness. A surge of fear came over me and would have consumed me if it hadn’t been
for the servant of the Light at my side and his firm grip on my hand. With a word he
calmed me and told me to pay attention.

The darkness was thick and an acrid stench like urine and feces rose up like a rotting
cloud. But for the glow coming off the young man, there was nothing but pitch
blackness. Soon heaps of figures came into sight, naked forms swarming together. Deep
moaning noises cut by sharp screams came from them. They were like wild animals
caught in a deadly snare. Some of the forms writhed on the ground in a ball. Others
hunched on all fours. And still others climbed on top of one another as if trying to
pyramid their way up and out somehow. There was constant pushing and shoving.

Soon we stopped and hovered above a small group of them. The scene was worse than
any movie or television producer could ever have imagined. The twisted looks of horror
put a shudder through me. The eyes, swollen and red, seemed to give vent to an inner
hatred which burned as an uncontrolled rage within them. The servant pointed out one
soul in particular who was cursing and foaming at the mouth. His muscles were strained
to the limit as he rolled on the ground shaking and spitting.

“This one,” he said,” had been a middle aged man in his earthly life. He was angry
with his wife. Angry with his children. Angry with his boss. Angry with the
government over taxes. He was always angry and blamed God. In a jealous fury one day
he got even with everyone, so he thought, by shooting several others and then himself in
the head.”

“And that one over there was a television actress, “ he continued. “She had fame and
success and a loneliness which forced her over the edge. If only she had reached out to
receive the comfort offered time after time through television and radio programs,
through friends at work. If only she had known the comforting presence of the Lord of
Light- the true and everlasting beauty which would have filled her to overflowing. But
she willing rejected it. She clung fiercely to her own beauty and success; ambition
isolated her to her self. Sleeping pills put her to sleep.”

I could see her curled up in a filthy fetal ball on the ground crying. Her hair was a
putrid, matted mess knotted together. She was all alone in the darkness. Nothing within
nothing. An empty shell of a woman crying only for herself.

He went on. “And that one thought he could end the anguish and confusion of his life
by “starting all over again”. A high school teacher had taught about reincarnation one
day during a world history class. He had never heard about having a second chance
which he desired. The idea resonated in his being for years. So finally he figured it’d be
easier to try life as something easier, as a bird or dolphin.”

“That woman over there with the sunken features, pressing herself against the ground
as if trying to get into a crack, was an average housewife caught up in the mundane tasks
of her household. Through television she became curious about occultism and secretly
opened herself up to them. Spirits worked severe guilt and depression into her life until
she was overwhelmed. Neighbors and family were shocked when such a model
housewife hung herself”.

“Those two cringing and whimpering like fearful animals were an elderly couple who
convinced themselves that they just “couldn’t go on alone”. The rapidly changing world
frightened them. Inflation consumed all their savings. They refused to reach out for the
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hand. So they let a gas stove pour deadly fumes into their small house one winter
evening.”

“The man over there was a college student who discovered from his many studies that
life had no real meaning and purpose. In a drunken stupor one night, he drove his car
into a tree.”

“And that one was an executive who thought that his life consisted in his position of
authority and the abundance of his possessions. When the economy and his company
crashed, so did he- out of his top floor office window.”

“And this one here thought that existence began and ended in his own mind-created
world, ruled by the seducing power of his intellect. The more he knew the more he
thought control of his will and life was in his own hands. The Hemlock Society was an
attractive organization to him.”

“Some of these others were driven by the self-centered zeal of a false religion. They
learned to strive and work for the abstract celestial goal of eternal life, their own positive
human efforts determining everything. In the end, when real needs pressed them into a
corner, they followed their enlightened leaders in making a ‘final cosmic leap to eternity’
leaving their useless bodies behind in a final act of obedience. Some were even
convinced alien beings in spaceships awaited them.”

I was speechless as I looked upon these numberless living souls consumed by the very
poisonous lies that drove them to this place. As many others were shown to me, I could
see that one thing tied them together- tormenting fear! Underlying each was a terrifying
fear shown in their faces and eyes, a fear of existing in this very state. On top of it all, the
very things they had tried to escape from were now magnified and covered them like
wormy filthy garments over their nakedness.

When a young woman with a story much like my own circumstances was exposed, I
shrunk back and began to beg the servant to take me from this terrible place. Nothing on
earth, no matter how awful, could even hint at what my eyes had seen.

Without words we floated over to an open area, a quiet space where we touched down.
It was like a staging area of sorts. There the angelic being began an explanation and a
simple appeal to my heart which, as I remember, went like this:

“You have been given a small glimpse of just a tiny portion of where you were to go. I
showed you just a few of those who chose such a path of self destruction. This is the bad
fruit of seeds planted on the other side. They are all forever like bitter springs of water
never to run sweet, and having no desire to! The Merciful One has chosen to spare you,
if you desire, if you wish.”

He continued, “His desire is for you to walk uprightly crowned with honest and true
beauty, clothed with royal white. His desire is for your completeness with the oil of
gladness upon you and pure delights within you. For this you were created, as were all
the others. But, like any real treasure, you need a key to open it- your choice! You must
want it and need it, and choose it by walking in that choice! It is offered to all who
hunger and thirst for life.”

“There are always those who would like nothing more than to see you reject it. They
scoff at it as being not reality. They work to blind or block or thwart any chance of you
choosing the Light and being faithful to Him. You must resist them and reject their
constantly pressing darkness and walk the true path along with others like yourself.”
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“Each human creature has this same high calling now being offered one last time to
you. The Merciful One made this same appeal to some of those you saw in eternal
darkness. Now I ask you the question- which do you choose, darkness or light?”

By this time my soul, my heart was on fire and I yelled at the top of my lungs, “The
Light! The Light! The Light...”

And suddenly, with the same ease that I had entered the spirit realm, I raised swiftly
from the darkness, separated from the beautiful servant and carried into that same dreamy
state I had passed through before. All the while echoes of “The Light! The Light!”
filled my mind.

The a thought came into my mind- “Surely I must be dreaming! This must be my
imagination. It had to be. It must be!”

Then I sailed into a hospital room and saw a form lying on a table covered with a drab
white sheet. Like a feather I floated down into it knowing the form was my body. It was
waiting for me.

What happened next was muddled with some confusion. I began to gasp and to sob, to
gasp and sob more and more loudly. A nurse in the hallway screamed “she’s alive” and
quickly doctors and nurses were all over me like worker bees. And still my mind echoed
with those two words- the Light!

48



