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A special thanks to my neighborhood friends, who lived on Emerson Avenue, Modesto, CA, in 1969.


Special Thanks:


This story would not be complete without the help and support
I received from my family and friends.
In grateful gratitude, I send a heartfelt thank you to those who supported me beyond measure.


And those are:


Judy Almand, Mark Pingleton, Daniel F Griffin, Calico Hickey,
and Hector Hernandez for his permission to add his part to this story. My mentor and friend Paul Tuthill, and last but not least,


Scott Osborne, thank you Scott for listening.
Know that wherever you go, my love goes with you for we are one and the same.


I love you, I thank you, I appreciate you, and above all things, I see the spirit of Christ the Light of the world in you.


Thank you for being here now!
Light and Love,
Sharon Casey







Introduction


There is nothing special about me. We are all equal in the eyes of our Father. We are all equally loved beyond measure, equally given all that we need, equally filled with that which is of Him: light, life, and unconditional love that is forever eternal. This love has no beginning and it has no end. It simply goes on and on and on, that which we are cannot and will never die. There are no exceptions. “That which is of God will never die and there is nothing that is not of God.”


How does one describe the indescribable?


With trust the words will come to paint an ever so faint memory of that which lives and dwells in us all.


I ask, “How do I describe that which has been described so many times in so many beautiful and truth filled ways? There is nothing left to say, I am not even a writer.” And I hear Your voice, “Write it down, it does not matter how many times it has been described. Do not concern yourself with how to describe your experience it will come. Remember the truth in one is shared by all, remember that. There is nothing that can be said that has not already been said, there is nothing that can be shown that has not already been shown. There is no other who can describe home like you. There is no other whose witness can be anything more beautiful, profound and unique as the one you are to share with the World, my one love, my one creation. Be a voice in the seeming darkness of forgetfulness; remind them who they are.”


The truth in one is shared by all: the memory of Home dwells in all as surely as it dwells in one.


Where to begin? Would I share this experience when my eyes opened? Would I start when I called Scott Osborne (DJ at KYCC in Stockton California), to not only thank him for listening to God, but to thank him for acting on what he had heard and felt? Or would it be as I drove down the road that beautiful morning and asked with a sincere heart and open mind, “Was it a dream, it seemed so real?”


Some twenty years ago, I had a dream or at least I thought it was a dream. When I woke up or should I say closed my eyes, it was all I could think of, flashes of this dream would flood my mind… until the day I asked if it were real: “Was I there, it seemed so real, or was it a beautiful dream?” I thank you, Father for answering me in such a way that it cannot be denied.




The Answer


As I was driving, early one morning, on my way to Petaluma California, I had continuous flashes of what I thought was a beautiful dream. I pulled over and asked the simple yet profound question, “Father was it a dream, or was I there?” I knew the answer would come, I knew not how, yet I had faith. I looked about me and said aloud, “radio” the answer will come through the radio. I put the question out of my mind and went about the day. As I was driving home late that afternoon, down 580 eastbound near Livermore. I was tuning the radio, searching for some music. What I heard was a man’s voice announcing; “Remember that dream you had the other night? Stay tuned I have the answer you are waiting for.” I heard the call letters of the radio station and that it was a Family Christian radio station.


When he returned there were angelic voices singing in the background like a mass choir of soulful angels. He repeated what he’d first said, “Remember that dream you had the other night… and you wondered if it was real or a dream? Well I am here to tell you it was real… you were there; you were in Heaven with God. And God wants you to know you are still there.” He went on to describe it in more detail. I do not recall anything that was said at that point. I was ecstatic. It was as if I were floating off the seat. I was laughing, with tears flowing, thanking God for answering me.


“I thought you would pick the radio to answer me and you did. Thank you, Father.” I do not recall making my way over the Altamont that day. I do recall pulling over and sitting there for the longest time. Remembering my experience of home, remembering when I opened my eyes, the light bodies, and the movement, the river, my Lord, and all of you.




The Call


It took me a couple of days to find the radio station once again. Finally, Scott, the DJ, announced the call letters. I stopped at the nearest gas station that had a phone booth. I called information and they gave me the phone number of the radio station.


I called the station and Scott Osborn answered. I had no forethought of what I would say, I only knew it was important that I call him.


I said, “Hi, my name is Sharon Casey and you do not know me. I called because I wanted to thank you for listening to God.”


Scott was of course bewildered. I went on to state, “Remember a few days ago when you came on the radio and said, “Remember that dream you had? It was real, you where there.”


He replied, “Yes I do remember that.”


I asked him, “Why did you say it?”


He said, “I am not sure, it just came to me.”


I then said, “That morning I prayed and asked God about a dream I had. I was wondering if it were real or a dream. God answered my prayer through you, Scott. And I just wanted to thank you for listening to Him. Through you, Scott, God is answering prayers.”


He was exuberant and so excited. “What do you mean?” he asked.


I said, “I was in Heaven.”


He asked if I could hold on and I said, “Yes.”


When he came back, I went on to tell him briefly about what I saw.


I told him, “Heaven is a place of bright light, yet it does not hurt our eyes because we see through the eyes of our spirit.” I went on to explain that we are golden cloud-like beings of light, with human form and beautiful. I told him Jesus was the first one I saw and that there was a celebration. We were being danced “in” and that I was spun around so fast it made me feel dizzy, even though I did not have a body. I was not aware of that at first. I said there was not one thing in Heaven that is earth-like or of this world. I told him that God was there and that we looked like Him. He was huge and full of lights that flashed and spun around and that some of them were different colors and He had beams of light that flashed from the top of His body, from His head.


Scott was amazed, he was laughing and praising God, and so was I. Together we marveled at the wonders of God, how He truly works in mysterious ways. I do not recall every word that we spoke that day. Yet I can promise that Scott did not doubt, and neither did I. We were equally humbled and filled with awe, praise and heaven’s joy.


Blessed are those who have not seen and yet have believed. John 20:29


I felt as though I was floating after Scott hung up. I felt the greatest joy. I was beaming at everyone there at that gas station, as I found my way back to my truck. I climbed into the cab and sat there staring off into the dark blue sky with my experience rolling through my mind. The color of the sky took me back to the late 1980s to the day I was at the laundromat.




The Laundromat


It was just another day; everything that could go wrong went wrong. I was used to it. I was stuck in a relationship I could not get out of. I refer to it as the Seven Years of Hell; it was nearly five, yet it seemed like thirty. I was stuck in a world of intravenous drug use, blackmail, and abuse. It was a cycle I’d started back in my early twenties, full of abusive boyfriends and meth. At the time, I thought it was ok to take it a few times a month more of a recreational usage. However, that attracted the broken guys, who had different agendas, which was to get high as often as possible. The boyfriends changed, the scenery changed, yet the outcome and the circumstances stayed the same. All except this one relationship. It was my breaking point, and looking back from where I am now, I’m grateful for it, yet at the time it seemed to be the worst thing that could have happened to me. I longed for release daily, yet there seemed to be no end in sight.


Until one afternoon, standing in the middle of the local Laundromat, a stranger changed my life. Here’s the story, simple and brief, yet none the less profound.


It was just one of those average days. I was out of money, out of luck and feeling I would never escape the muck I had sunk into. My washer had broken down, which was nothing new. So, rather than watch the mountain of dirty clothes pile up, I decided to gather them and go to the Laundromat. When I arrived, I was just a bit surprised to discover I had the place to myself. Was my luck beginning to change?


As the clothes were washing, I set mulling over my life as it was. I recall feeling insignificant and much less than ideal. I felt stuck in a life I did not want, with no escape.


A car pulled up outside. The driver got out and started looking in the back seat of his car. He put his hands on his head, walked to the back of the car, and started digging around in the trunk. He was a Middle Eastern gentleman who immediately extended a hello as he walked through the door. He was mumbling something to himself.


He was tall and a bit on the slender side, maybe late twenties. He had this glow about him; for lack of better words, he was “shiny.” I felt not the slightest bit threatened by his presence.


He carried with him a handful of clothes, and I mean a handful. No doubt what he had dug around in the trunk for. I remember thinking, “Why did he even make the trip? He had nothing to wash!” I got up to check on the washing hoping that, if I stood there and stared long enough that it would somehow speed up the process.


As I stood doing the “washer stare”, this gentleman called out the name, “John.”


Now this stopped me in my tracks. I looked around there was just the two of us there!


I asked him, “What did you call me?”


He paced back and forth a few times and replied in a stern voice, “You heard me.”


By now he had my full attention. He stopped pacing, looked me in the eye, his eyes beaming with a warm gentle smile and said, with a slight accent, “I was sent with a message for you.” Right then and there that cold void I would refer to as my heart, felt as if it was becoming engulfed with the warmth of love, a feeling that rushed over me so that tears began to swell.


These are the words he gave me, “Why so weary? Your journey is almost through. Be glad.”


I turned looking out the plate glass window into the blue sky, with tears now streaming. For a moment, I saw myself as a little girl three years old maybe four. I had awoken with a sense of urgency. I ran to my parents’ room. I can still see myself standing by their bed in the middle of the night. “Wake up Mommy!”


My mom opened her eyes with a startled sound in her voice, “What honey, what?”


I said, in my little three-year-old voice: “Will you write for me?”


She of course told me to go back to bed. I was persistent and she, being the loving mother that she is, got up. I am sure she thought if she were to get any sleep at all, the only way to quiet me down was to pacify me. And that she did! I can still see her sitting there, in the chair by the lamp, with a notepad and pencil. And me standing there singing this little song. To me it was important. The words were something about the sky and clouds. I do not recall any of the words or the tune. What I do recall is my mama showing me what she had written down. Although I could not read, I trusted she did what I had asked. As I sit here writing this, I realize my three-year-old self was reaching out to me. My three-year-old self had reached out from my innocence to tell me that I am love. I had reached out through the seeming passage of time to save myself from all I had thought I had done wrong.


Still looking out the window I replied to my messenger, “I know… I know.”


At that moment my answer was not referring to the laundry, and neither was his message. And I knew that! I stood there for a moment or two, then turned, still wiping the tears from my face and said, “Yep, my clothes are just about finished.” I had to play it off.


He hesitated for a moment, and then smiled at me very attentively. He knew!


As I gathered up my clothes and headed out the door, he just stood there all smiling and shiny. Feeling much lighter than when I went in, and a bit bewildered, he called me, “John?” How often I have wondered if he knew that those simple words he spoke to me I would hold forever dear. Of course, at the time I had no idea how dearly I would hold them.


Even now, when I think myself small, and insignificant, in times when it seems the world has turned its back on me, and I wonder what the hell I’m doing here. Whenever I feel cold, and in need of warmth; when I forget who it is we are… I open that small box of treasures I cradle deep within my heart. Thus echoes the words I’ve heard so many times. Knowing what I know now, that no man is an island. And that nothing is truly received unless it is given away. I would extend to you these simple words I hold so dear. That you too may draw them in, and find encouragement in their simple meaning!


Why so weary?


Your Journey is almost through, Be Glad!




The Voice in the Closet




To reach my children I would recreate the hell that they made, and I would walk through it with them, so they can see my love for them. And I will pull them out of their shadowed places, and clothe them in Light and fill them to overflowing with my eternal love and living water.


Creator of All Things





I took the laundry home and started putting it away. I opened the closet door and put the clothes on hangers. The closet was small and dark and as I stood looking in, I felt goosebumps flow over me in waves. It was a very calm feeling. I then heard a voice say, “Give me your life.”


It was a male voice, deep and soothing. I said, “What?” out loud, and He repeated, “Give me your life.”
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