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PROLOGUE
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“So Mike which one would it be today?” The disembodied voice echoed in the cave. A whimper escaped his lips when he heard that voice again. He could not remember how long he had been in the cave. 

“Please let me be,” he said as he sobbed, hand groping around as he tried to steady himself. Laughter reverberated in the cave, causing his stomach to sink. A slight puddle had gathered beneath him. 

“Going somewhere, boy?” the disembodied voice said again. He stood there, his body shaking as tears welled up in his eyes. He licked his parched lips as his gaze sought his salvation. 

“Not again,” the young man said as he slumped to the cold floor of the cave. 

“Just one last time,” a seductive voice intoned into his ear, sending a chill up his spine. He wanted the torture to end. No amount of begging would save him. He knew what he had to do. Yet if only it would be the last time.

“Just one last time, Mike and it will be over,” the young man pushed himself up and sauntered towards the noose hanging on the wall. Beside it, he saw a deep abyss. Despite the icy fear building up in his gut, a smile crept up his lips. At last his torture would end. He whispered a prayer to God, hoping he would hear this time.

He slung the noose round his neck. He strained his ear and heard the wailing from the abyss. A tear run down his face. Nobody deserved this fate. He tightened the noose and approached the abyss. Just a step further and the noose will tighten around his scrawny neck. 

The young man wished for one thing he knew he would never get, a second chance.

He jumped into the abyss and his neck snapped.

Then, he gasped, as he found himself on the cave floor again. For the thirtieth time, he was about to die again. 
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ONE
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Edward Quainoo had believed in many things in his lifetime. But a literal hell and heaven was never one of them. He was clearly disappointed when he found himself gazing up two massive gates that clearly were paths to those domains. Yet, being a preacher, he had always expected a glorious fanfare to meet him after death albeit in his imagination after all. For one thing, he knew he was dead. That much he knew. His memory was still hazy as to how it happened.

Edward scanned around. He was standing on a summit. All around him was empty space. Heights always made him giddy. Edward glanced at himself. He was still donning his favorite suit. Where am I? He stared with trepidation at the two massive gates. The gate on the right opened to reveal a scene beyond imagination. He felt his fears and worries slipping away as he gazed at the ethereal scene. At last, he had made it to heaven. He broke into a grin as he sauntered towards it.

Edward hit an invisible wall when he reached the gate. He couldn’t believe it. “No! No!” He shouted as he gazed at the rapturous scene, he would never step foot into. His chest constricted as tears welled up in his eyes. This cannot be happening. 

“This is not fair,” Edward shouted into the air. “I have served you faithfully,” he exclaimed as he shuddered.

“Not so fast Ed,” a voice behind him said. Edward turned to face the figure before him. A man in a white robe stood there staring at him sadly. Edward simply stared back, too bewildered to comprehend what was happening. 

“Where are my manners?” The stranger said as he fumbled in his robe for something.

“Aha,” the stranger glanced at the roll of parchment he held and peered closely at Edward, his brow furrowing. 

“Apologies, I’m the Gatekeeper.” 

Edward opened his mouth to speak, but bit his tongue. The stranger stared at Edward, waiting for a response. When none was forthcoming, he shrugged.

“Well, I guess you’re wondering where you are?” The strange man clapped his hands with glee. There was a boyish charm to his mannerism.

“I’ve been banned from heaven,” Edward said, gazing intently at the reaction of the man in the white robe. 

The gate keeper raised an eyebrow and peered at Edward again. He whispered undertone. Edward managed to catch these words.

“Peter had better not bloody well involve me in this.”

“What is going on?” Edward said, barely concealing his anger. 

“ Well, I wish I could help you on this Ed, but it seems fate has planned otherwise.” 

The Gatekeeper glanced at the gate on the left and sighed.“Not again. Edward know that – ”

“Am I unworthy?” Edward said as his voice broke. He should have been frightened of what was about to happen. Yet, he felt so calm and resigned. 

“For what is worth, Edward, always remember this, all things work out for those that believe in.”

“In God.” Edward responded. A favorite line of his when he was alive. Yet those words felt hollow as he glanced at the gate on the left. He glanced behind him if there was a way back. It was a bottomless drop to who knows where. The Gatekeeper was no where to be found. He felt the ground vibrating and saw that the massive gate on the left opening. He took one last glance at the gate which led to heaven and stepped through the gate on the left.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


TWO
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The corridors of the hall of records were silent as Peter strolled through. Overhead, the cherubs were updating the hall of records with the deeds of mankind on earth. Recent years had seen a steady decline in the souls making it to heaven. Lucifer was winning, Peter thought as he tightened his hand on the book of souls he held. If he had his way Lucifer would be locked up in a deep abyss somewhere in the nether realms.

“Watch it,” a cherub gently announced as he glided over his head. Before Peter reached his destination, he passed a door marked repentance. Had it not been the issue at hand demanding his attention, he would have entered the repentance room to witness the rapturous conversion of souls.

Peter exhaled as he approached a massive golden gate emblazoned with the sign of the godhead. Even on the outside, he could feel the power emanating from within. He lifted his hand to knock when a gruff voice bellowed for him to come in. Peter poked his head in, a grin on his face. He stepped into the room and immediately felt at peace. Being in the presence of Big G was an awesome experience. Around the room, were small sized planets rolling around. Instead of walls, the room was like standing in the very center of the galaxy. Big G’s back was turned to him. 
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