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What people are saying about 
The Afterlife, a journey to


The Afterlife, a journey to will provide comfort and hope to anyone who has lost a loved one and is questioning whether their loved one is still safe and provided for. With compassion and insight, Stephen provides possible explanations to some of the most challenging questions about the Afterlife.


Dr. Matthew Welsh, Founder of Spiritual Media Blog


This book enthralled me: in it I travelled with characters who found themselves experiencing the agony caused to others by their actions during their lifetime, and with those who had created and were locked into their own pain. While reading I had to discipline myself not to have a quick look at the end of the book to find out if there would be happy endings, until I recognised the theme of love that was guiding and supporting every character in a pathway leading to their respite or healing. A truly beautiful book.


Annabel Muis, Reiki Master and coauthor of Turning Points: Regaining Joy after Loss


There are many chronicles of the lives of those who have traversed the dimensions of existence that are said to be ‘the Spiritual Path’. There are also countless stories of those who have experienced ‘Near Death Experiences’ and give us glimpses of that which awaits us after our transition from life. However, there are few who have brought to us details of the dimensions and path ‘on the other side’.


The Afterlife is one of those few. In a language both poetic and evocative, it takes us through the soul’s journey through the dimensions of purification to its fruition of service to life.


The Universal Storyteller, Divine at Play


The Afterlife is an evocative and challenging journey through an ethereal realm in a quest for enlightenment and understanding. Chong takes us to the spiritual precipice and beyond in this perceptive and visionary interpretation of another world.


John Singe, author of My Island Home, Coral Sea Story and Blackbird Story


Whatever your thoughts and beliefs are about what happens immediately after death, our one inevitable destiny, Stephen Chong’s book entitled The Afterlife will give you some thought-provoking insights into his understanding. His appreciation of truth and consequences are not to be discarded easily, and one hopes his interpretation is somewhere close, as it is far more comforting than some of the models of yore. A great read.


Chris Shaw, author of The Imposter and Counterpunch


The Afterlife is an intense, mystical, and ethereal journey into heaven and our purification into ‘Divine Love’ in our Afterlife. It stirs an examination of our conscience – to better prepare for our Afterlife. We will be accountable for what we have done and what we have failed to do.


Mario Calanna, Calanna Pharmacies, author of Design a Good Life


Richly descriptive. Beautifully written. Takes us on a journey that we could never imagine.


Dr. E.M. Martin, author of Journey Beyond the Self


Stephen Chong’s evocative style and writing and how the words weave a magical web is both enthralling and delightful. I have loved all of Stephen’s books and this one is no exception – it is profoundly beautiful with a great message of hope.


Grace Angel Forest, North Queensland, Australia


Stephen Chong is a writer who moves with the divine compelling him to release what he sees into poetic and sincere words. This book is a reflection of his call to be a writer that leaves the reader awestruck, evoked and jettisoned into a new way of thinking and even loving. Stephen encourages all towards an inspirational world understanding how “each… is a teardrop from the eyes of our Father”.


Letizia C. De Rosa, JCU Special Collections: DEROSA Collections


Your best one yet.


Mark Ruge, Reiki Master, www.markruge.com.au


The Afterlife is a guide to the hereafter and what awaits us all after we die. It touches on heaven’s various realms and portals that one will journey through after the inevitable ‘end’. However, there is no real end to life as we only begin a new journey after our time on Earth. Athar, the narrator, takes us on a journey through the afterlife and shares the details and secrets that lie just out of reach. Every human being has access to this information; however, most are just unable to tap into it.


The Afterlife is an interesting and thought-provoking book that seeks to enlighten and bring spiritual awakening to the reader. This book is written as both a guide and a story that explains the journey every human being will find themselves taking after death. We all must face the crossing and discover what our life on earth amounted to. I thought this book was very well written and, honestly, I found it extremely absorbing. As someone who was raised within the Christian faith, it was deeply moving and engrossing. It challenges what you as a person believe and also challenges your faith. Overall, this book was wonderfully written and I think it has a lot to offer readers in terms of spirituality. I would recommend this book as it gives the reader food for thought.


Miche Arendse, Readers’ Favorite
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Prologue


Finding out about the afterlife teaches us how to live.


S.P. Chong (2021)


My name is Athar. At least it is now. That is, now that I’m here, in heaven. I can only tell you the story now, I couldn’t back then. Back then it was too painful, it hurt too much. But now I know. Now I know what happens. But more than that, I now know why. Yet, I am not here to tell you what to believe, only to tell you what is true.


Is there life after death? Surely this must be the most consummate question one could ask. After all, we are all going to die. Imagine that each of the 7.7 billion-odd people currently above terra firma will at some stage not be above it. The perennial question is, “When, not if?” The following question is, “What then?” Is that all there is? Is it just a case of, “That’it!”? We go to dust and all that is left are legacies of a life lived well – or otherwise. Leaving those we leave behind to deal with the grief of loss and memories of love, passion and/or harsh recollections.


To describe what happens to us in the afterlife requires a complete and total leap of faith. It is not just a case of an indomitable need to know what happens. Nor is it cloaked in the desire to reassure ourselves that we do not just revert to a pile of dust after many years of struggle and toil. The search for knowledge and truth of what lies beyond is far more direct. It is, at its most fundamental, a task that will bring light to a better life. It will illuminate the actions and meaning behind what we do with our lives, and more particularly, how we do it.


The quest to understand ‘life after death’ becomes then a precursor to taking the next step (in life). How can I make life better? What do I have to do to make life a happier, more fulfilling place – one less inclined to a contest? If I know to take the right actions NOW, then what becomes consequential is the ‘reward’ in the life hereafter. Whatever that ‘reward’ may be.


My quest in this book is not to answer the question, “Is there life after death?” For me, the answer to the question is an emphatic, “YES.” More to the point, my aim in this book is to describe what happens. To take you on a journey into the next realm, to show you what awaits. To describe as vividly as I can, the events and laws that govern the consequences of life, and life after death.


But where do we go for such enlightenment? After all, we are not ‘dead’ yet. How do we know what happens?


There are, of course, numerous mediums who might bridge the great divide between us here on earth and those that have departed. Those mediums of pure heart play an important role to connect those seeking, with those (on the other side) willing to make the connection. Love is generally the bond in such regard. Because of our enduring love for another, we cherish knowledge of their continued well-being, their continued existence even. To know that someone we love remains eternal is a blessing beyond imagining. It gives us hope and prolongs cherished memories, unfinished business, or unspoken words of love that before could not be expressed.


This book that you hold in your palms is not like those that have preceded it. It does not require the intermediary of someone who may intercede and call upon departed spirits. It does not pretend to be written by a discarnate spirit of the nether world who has come to tell of fortune or prediction. This book is written by my hand and firmly grasps the true nature of who I am. I, as you are, am a being of the divine. I connect with that which I AM. To communicate directly with my HIGHER self and know that he speaks to me as plainly as I speak to you.


This does not make me special. This is not a gift for the select few. The ability and wherewithal to connect to our HIGHER SELF is available to us all. Yet, I cannot prove to you what I know; I can only share my experience with you. My fervent desire is to describe for you ‘what happens to us when we die’. This is not to give you comfort for that which will come to pass for us all. Rather, it is to give you the keys to a life that will provide you with hope and guidance. Sustain you in the knowledge that you are a being of the divine. After all, you are an eternal teardrop of the grace of God, our Creator. As part of this grand design, we each have our creed, community, beliefs and family. We each have been subject to the pressures of pain, suffering, problems and temptations. None of us could ever be placed under the banner of ‘perfect’. Yet, each of us, in our way, seeks an explanation as to, why? Why has life been so hard? Why did I have to suffer so?


I do not come to you to proclaim myself as a healer, nor medium, nor even a mystic. Rather, I do say to you that what I know, all can know. The HIGHER SELF that I have come to know is no more absent from you than your skin. Oneness with your HIGHER SELF is never absent – it is the listening that is often intermittent, or in need of reparation.


Within this tome I give you the wherewithal to know the truth of what lies beyond the great veil. For, ultimately, the cause of our evolution is in this earthly life, the effect is in the eternal and unavoidable life of spirit.


It is, as spoken by the great Master,


If ye abide in me, and my words abide in you, ye shall ask what you will, and it shall be done unto you.


John XV:7


With the tome you now hold to your hands, I can only lay claim to the words as the author by virtue that it is my fingers that are waltzing on the keyboard. The source of the words is what you, the reader, need to determine as truth, folly or fiction. I guess it comes down to the ism of ‘What you believe is true’, given the subject of this book, namely, ‘The Afterlife’ – what happens to us after we die? Burdens of proof as often demanded by enquiring minds are difficult to provide when in consideration of things ephemeral and/or spiritual.


In consideration therefore of your system of belief – whether you are agnostic, atheist or a true believer of traditional religious ideology – it matters not. I ask only that you approach the following pages with a mind open to possibilities. With a heart bursting to know the truth and an eye to reveal the truest expression of what you will take from this reading, to make your life, and lives of those you love, a grander, more expansive expression of a life well-lived. To be able to say upon your last breath that, “I have done my best,” “I have left nothing behind on the field of play,” and that, “I carry no regrets to the Afterlife that awaits me,” is all to which a humble author could aspire.


May The Afterlife work its magic at whatever level for you, and let it inspire you to achieve great things in your life. Once worked, use this knowledge as your inspiration and motivation. Indeed, you could read the ‘stories’ again and again, each time extracting a different message or meaning. This is YOUR journey of discovery.


Let us therefore proceed upon this journey, you and I, with the surety of eternal wisdom beyond anything else ever known…


Love is stronger than death.


Let us begin, therefore, by encapsulating this journey through the gift of prose:


Behold! I am your God Almighty.


It is from me that from all life springs, and to whom all life returns,


But you must know that everything is life.


Do not be afraid, for I am not a judgemental God – this is the design of men who know not the truth.


Yet, it is a return to innocence that will be your most profound journey of life.


All who are innocent are the truest reflection of God on earth. Your children, your elderly and your sick will all return to me as true children of God, I AM.


Fear not for the departed, for they reside with me, as me, and know also that they reside in you, as you, for we are not separate – all are one in the spirit that I AM.


Seek all that you love in the silence where I, and they, will be found.


Call my name and I will be with you; call their name and they will be with you.


Love is your bond, and to love you will all return, for love is what I AM.


Excerpt from Letters Across Time (Chong, 2013, 191)









Chapter One


The Passage


Eternity’s mirror laid bare,


Neither saint, nor spectre reposed from reveal.


Freedom’s choice removed from soiled hands –


Nay, I say to deeds exposed to inevitable truth.


Would thou’st weep words to succour?


Revealed to truth shall thy deeds be.


That thou art cleaved by laws known, or closed to eye,


Nay, I say to heart pierced with regret and insouciance.


Dirge and mournful wailing,


Pain and suffering caused to regret.


That thou art one like the other,


What thou has sown, to see it reaped, stands unbroken.


A pathway unique, steps devoid of choice,


Robes befit fit the king, and the pauper of spirit.


Would thou’st leave me alone to such fate, oh, lord of hosts?


Nay, for love’s tendrils shine to find redemption within.


The bishop’s day, as usual, had been filled with the many and multi-varied facets of administration of his See. All according to God’s will amongst his many believers, he thought – but he was tired. It was more often that he was feeling the weight of his years in his bones. In limited spare moments of divine reflection, he was beginning to see the expanse of his remaining days in moments, rather than the years before him. There is much to be done, he mused, as he sighed deeply while removing his vestments to seek the comfort and warmth of his bed. Only then did he notice the deepening darkness of the rings under his eyes as he passed by the looking glass.


Sleep came only with a struggle. It was as if his need to sleep conflicted with his desire for peace. His dreamscape was filled with the chorale of a thousand voices crying in unified pain and suffering. It was discordant music that filled the essence of his nightly spirit with dread. Even in sleep, tears managed to seep from his eyes from his poorly constructed REM. Yet, he awakened with a start only to wonder why his cheeks were wet.


Rousing with a jolt, he felt chilled air streaming through the open window of his chamber. The gelid wind made the drapes sway in a silent apparition. I’m sure I closed the window before going to bed, he thought, as he threw back the blankets to rise and seal the opened portal to the outer world. His involuntary shudder when reaching to pull the window shut only reminded him to be more aware before going to bed. Despite the chill, he stood a moment, quietly in awe of the full moon, and silent flight of what appeared to be a large owl swooping around the trees just on the perimeter of his ornate garden. The “Hoot, Hoot” of the owl sent another unbidden tingle down his spine. He seemed to remember reading something about an owl’s portent for wisdom, or was it a harbinger of death? He couldn’t remember which.


Despite the now firmly closed window, he tugged at the length of his bedclothes to avert the chill in his bones. It was then that he saw it from the corner of his eye, just as he turned to return to the warmth of his bed. Dark, with menacing eyes all lit up with red peril known only to another dimension. The black hood and flowing robe enveloping the otherworldly figure confirmed only that the fear that had arisen in the bishop’s chest was eminently tangible. He felt his heart turn to icicles when he noticed that the scythe held in the spectre’s left hand was even taller than its bearer.


The tic in his left eye, the one that he did most days exert influence over, flickered like it was on steroids, and he could feel his body tremble without volition before this unbidden manifestation from across the ethers. A soundless scream found a way to his strangled vocal cords, and he could do little to control the trembling of his chin. Then a stolen glance at his mitre, placed strategically on his desk beside the wall, reminded him who he was, or at least what his title was. It succeeded little as he tried his best to straighten his spine and project a modicum of gravitas.


“Who, who are you?” was all the bishop could stammer as he leaned toward his side dresser for support.


The being merely lifted the bones of its right hand to point directly at the man of God.


“It is time. You must come,” was the only reply from a guttural depth, as if the words were wrenched from a furnace pit of black ooze.


The bishop’s mouth fell agape, and he pleaded with his eyes, trying to force words through his strangled vocals.


“Do you mean that death is upon me, and I go to heaven?”


The otherworldly being did not reply, merely stood silent, eyes aglow and fixed to its purpose.


A few eternal heartbeats passed as the bishop’s eyes then fired with growing realisation.


“I’m going home – to God,” he said in confirmation to his inner-urgings. “I am to be welcomed at the Gates by the Holy Hosts. My life as Bishop has seen me to the portals of heaven.”


Again, the guttural voice resonated like a thousand drumbeats of thunder.


“Bishop, you are a long way from home,” said the Reaper as he stepped closer to the still trembling man.


“But I don’t understand. I am a man of God. I have been His voice and hand as Bishop of my See. How can it be? I have brought many souls to His door. Given redemption to His flock…”


The reaper said nothing more, merely extended its bony index finger to touch the bishop fully between his terror-filled eyes. Suddenly his mind filled with a blinding light. He reeled backwards as a thousand images poured into his being, as a panorama in a moment describing a lifetime. With a slackened jaw and crumpled visage, tears exploded from the bishop’s eyes to flow in a cascade down his cheeks. Then, of the million images that etched across his soul, one seemed to repeat itself ad nauseam. “What have I done? What have I done?” he cried in abandon to heaven and a fate now uncertain, but surely eternal.


The thunder-drum of a thousand voices surrounded him in a cacophony of agony as they cried out in unison of pain and lifetimes of suffering. “Why? Why did you say nothing? Why did you not protect us? How could you condone the abuse? You are a fraud! You are a liar! You knew! You knew!”


Later, after the morning sun had pierced the darkness of the dawn, an urgent knocking came pounding on the door of the bishop’s bedroom. It is most unlike Bishop to sleep through morning prayers, thought the young acolyte, as he slowly pushed on the door of his master’s chamber. The squeak of the hinges did little to calm the lad’s trembling poplars.


“Your grace, are you awake?” he asked with hesitation.


Peering around the open portal, with mouth agape and eyes agog, he saw the bishop lying prone on the floor of the bedroom, bedclothes in disarray. Despite the tenderness of his years, he knew his bishop was dead, but certain to his fate in heaven.


“Oh, dear God,” he whispered as his heart filled to the brim, then dropped to the floor as a weighted stone.


Being a child of God, and before raising the alarm, the novice mouthed a silent prayer for the departed and made the blessed sign of the cross. It was all he knew how to do at this innocent age, and he prayed hard that it was enough.


For a brief moment, the tunnel of intense light made him wince, but he remembered his readings and how the transition was always made. Although now, right at this precise moment, his hesitation made him feel like his welcome had long disappeared. For where the bishop now found himself could not be fathomed. The mists clung to his being like cloy. It was as if he were being compelled forward towards a destination unknown, without any sense of direction or purpose. The only thing he could discern was the sound of choral voices – at a distance, yet so near he could feel them beat in his core. He managed only to trudge forward, each step releasing another bead of sweat to a brow deeply furrowed at the reality of his current dilemma. But he knew, deep down, wherever he was, he couldn’t go back – even if he tried.


Suddenly the mists parted. They were all there, every each one of them. He didn’t know who they were. At least he couldn’t remember them by name, but he knew why they were here. The crescendo of voices pierced his soul to its fundamental. “You knew, you knew, yet you did nothing,” they spat in a chorale.


As if the words were not astringent enough, the chorus of voices in harmony was sufficient to grip his heart in a vice-like clasp. “Aagh, the pain!” he gasped. He could feel their misery and suffering as if it were his own. It felt like the very essence of his soul was being wrenched from his inside to his out.


Without warning one of the many stepped forward, soundless, with hand outstretched seeking his own. Yet it was the young boy’s eyes, his vivid blue eyes, that caused the bishop to wince. He could not resist, although deep down he really wanted to. He wanted to be anywhere else but here. He had to take the offered hand – no choice. It instantly transported him to the scene:


The mournful wailing was the first thing the bishop heard as he traversed the downward spiral of the decrepit tunnel. Through the opaque light, he could barely discern the large forbidding door before him. Yet, weeping and lament were emanating from whatever lay behind this portal to hades. He had to enter – no choice. He pushed the door open slowly; it wasn’t locked, and the creaking of disuse turned the bishop’s veins to ice. It was all he could do to not turn and flee in the dank, putrid air. The sound of wailing felt like a hundred fingernails scraping down a blackboard. It was a precipice at the edge of reason.


The mass of assembled spirits seemed unified to cause, with their voices raised to a crescendo. Their desolation and grief felt to the bishop like the crash of a hammer upon an anvil. Each word seemed to be surrounded in a cauldron of fire and heat.


“My son, they abused my son. You did nothing. You said NOTHING! He took his own life,” screamed one voice from the depths of anguish. “It was YOUR fault,” was another’s wail that surrounded him in a cacophony of pain.


How long the bishop remained in such torment he did not know, because the surrounding darkness had become even more profound. It seemed as if time were a mere figment to a previous epoch. It held no relevance to the currency of his existence. Yet, it was just at that instant he saw the light – a bright, vivid light that pierced the opaque darkness like a laser. Only sensing its origin, he looked up toward the beacon in supplication. It was all he knew how to do. “I’m sorry! I am so sorry for what I have done. But, what of them?” he pleaded, pointing to the sound of desolation. “Will THEY be okay?” he asked to the light.


The glow then enveloped him in a warmth not so far known in this place – wherever he was. “They are loved, eternally. They will see the light, eventually,” replied a beautiful voice.


With a flash of light barely discernible, the bishop found himself again surrounded by the mists, although trembling uncontrollably, feeling the suffering coursing through his veins, like heated magma. Then a sound floated errantly through the obscure surrounds. He strained to hear footsteps approaching from a distance, but near, nearing. Yet this mist was like a deep fog over a moonless expanse of sea; he could not discern for love or forgiveness where the sound was coming from. It was precisely then the mists parted.


He had to shield his eyes, for the colour and luminosity of the being’s robe was as nothing he had ever seen before. It flowed like the shades of a majestic rainbow, only a hundredfold. The bishop looked down in comparison to the dank greyness of his own attire and wondered how he had ever managed to clothe himself in such drabness to greet one so profound. He wondered why he hadn’t noticed before. Even with all that had happened, you would have thought I’d have noticed how I was attired, he mused sullenly.


“The colour of our robes is determined within the mists,” said the being-of-light in response to the bishop’s tacit thoughts. “It is a portent to the path you will soon follow.”


Given this brief opportunity to collect himself, the bishop observed his robe as it flowed around his body. From neck to toe it flowed as a cascade, where a point of comparison to earthly garb failed to describe the eminent weave of the fabric. It was as if it were made of light yet woven strongly so that no manner of force could rend its design. It seemed to be a part of him. In life the bishop had previously heard about a person’s aura yet had cast off the topic as if it were a construct of the devil. His spirit-being companion, he noticed, had a robe of similar design, but to him, the variance in colours was likened of chalk to cheese – despite the similarity of their stature. What even stood further as a point of difference was his eyes. They sparkled with divinity. His every glance proclaimed and sang to the angels.


“But I don’t understand,” mumbled the bishop.


“You will, soon,” replied the spirit-angel with surety. “First, you must traverse the path that is uniquely yours – no other may intercede.” He spoke thus as he pointed fixedly towards a doorway that appeared suddenly out of the mists. Even from a distance, the sense of foreboding emanating from behind the dark portal was tangible in its maleficence. The bishop turned towards the aperture with eyes filled with dread.


“Have mercy, please, I beg you,” he stammered, as his face reflected his pending fall from grace. “I am a man of God. All my life was in supplication to His word. I have been a guide to His flock and seen many sinners to His door in redemption. Why? Why must I go? This is a portal to hell I am certain of it.”


The angel-being looked at the bishop with a depth of love and compassion. It was a look that cast doubt upon the bishop’s resemblance to his previous lifetime.


“Mercy is not the necessity of your redemption, Bishop. Rather, it is our Father’s purity of judgement that awaits you behind this portal. All beings, without exception, must enter.” The being-of-light paused, with a look that bespoke of the depth of its empathy. “Yet, I know that fear weighs heavy on your heart. Know therefore that the judgement that awaits you is neither eternal nor vindictive, rather, it is probationary and remedial. This is the manifest love and compassion of our Father.”


With these last words, the spirit-being faded back into the mists, leaving only the portal, the bishop, and his fear in its wake. The bishop’s feet seemed to move forward with volition of their own; every other atom of his being told him to flee. “This is not justice properly served,” he screamed into the ethers. Yet he could not stop. His hand reached forward and pushed hesitantly upon the door, which slid open silently with little effort. The overwhelming smell, like burning sulphur, or rancid flesh, assaulted him like a tidal wave. It was all he could do not to turn and plead the angel spirit, once again, for the redemption of mercy. Yet, he could do nothing but move forward into the gloom.


As he trudged forward, a blinding light flashed like a thousand light bulbs. Behind the light followed a hallowed being. A figure like nothing the bishop could ever have imagined in his wildest imaginings of heaven. It was the most beautiful idol he had ever seen. He fell to his knees in supplication.


“Oh, my God,” he cried, as tears of joy filled his eyes. “I knew it would be so! It is all that I had hoped and prayed for! All this time I was in fear, yet the lord of Hosts has heard my prayers.” The spirit-angel merely spread its wings of pure white as a gentle sigh fell from the divinity of its mouth. “What is your name so I may address you with proper respect?” stammered the bishop in awe.


“I am called the Archangel Urial. It is my task to see you to proper reward for the actions of the life you have lived.”


The bishop’s radiant smile described how the weight of his previous fear was now removed from his proper concerns. Rising from his knees, he stood with arms open in blessing and greeting to this being-of-light, the experience of which was beyond his wildest expectations and knowledge of the divine.


“Archangel Urial, by the grace of God, I am most pleased to make your acquaintance,” said the bishop, as he felt his voice return to a semblance of its previous authority. “And when do we leave such purgatory to travel to the heavens to sit beside the majesty of our Father?” he asked solemnly.


The archangel merely smiled and slowly cast the expanse of its wings around the bishop’s trembling but expectant form. Then, as if by some divine intervention, what was once before the colour of pure white and the sense of abject peace and serenity, the angel’s form abruptly transformed. What was before purity, now turned to a burning ember. What was before a gentle gaze from benevolent eyes was now a piercing red glare from the flaming pits of hells-gate. The bishop could not budge from Urial’s suffocating embrace. He could only scream in horror.


“For the love of God, who are you? What have I done to deserve such torment? You are not a true being of heaven. You are the devil himself. What is your real name? Tell me. In the name of God, I command you. Let me go, in the name of all that is holy.”


The archangel-demon did not relinquish its vice-like clasp upon the bishop’s prone form. Only a faint smile passed across its distorted visage.


“My name, dear Bishop, conforms to the evidence of your life.”


“What? Speak plainly, you vile creature, that I may understand the nature of your inquiry. In the sight of God, I would see you cast upon the rocks of despair from whence you have come.” As if by command, the archangel-demon unfolded its wings to allow the bishop to squirm away from its decrepit embrace. Then, with a flash of light, what was before a hideous demon was, once again, an angelic being of grand majesty. The bishop could only stare in awe at the transformation.


“My name, dear Bishop, speaks to you like an anagram of your eternal soul… Uliar.”


A cold sweat trickled down his back as he felt the weight of the archangel’s declaration creep through his eternal soul like a miasma. Without control, his legs started to buckle. From the corner of his mouth fell spittle that he could only wipe with his sleeve.


“But, but, I am…”


“You, Bishop, have been a fraud,” thundered the archangel. “You have lived your life in a fog of hubris and self-righteous indignation. You have treated your fellow brethren and children with scorn to their well-being, seeking only your elevation in the eyes of God.”


The bishop’s mouth opened instantly agape yet returned momentarily to righteous indignation and inspired self-assurance.
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