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Nothing ends here and now.

1.

My eyes were closed, yet I could see everything, absolutely everything... Suddenly I felt a chill envelop my body and I began to sink down. I felt weightless, as if I was swimming in some kind of jelly. The only thing I could hear was a constant squealing sound, but it gradually died down ...And then I realized - I was on the operating table, and the sound was coming from the devices with which they had hooked me up to they monitor my vital signs, and according to them, there were no more! I felt my body lighten up and gradually I began to separate from it, I could see myself from above, I could also see the doctors, who were already taking off their gloves and getting ready to leave the operating room, I wanted to shout: "Hey, wait! Don't leave me here!" But I couldn't...

All the stories I had read (which I thought were absurd fiction) about people in clinical death who left their bodies were absolutely true!...There was no point in resisting, and I didn't seem to want to ...I felt light, like a balloon filled with helium. I rose higher and higher, leaving the room, the hospital,...THE EARTH!
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I was in complete darkness, but I still felt like I was moving in space. The darkness was so impenetrable that it filled my entire being. Where the hell was the tunnel of light that everyone who had transcendental experiences talked about?! Suddenly, an indescribable fear came over me, I felt some creatures rushing past me, trying to drag me each in their own direction. I felt my movement slow until it came to a screeching halt and I suddenly started backwards. It was as if invisible ropes had wrapped around my arms and legs and were pulling me harder and harder. The creatures were whispering in my ears in their chilling voices, which was both terrifying and somehow mesmerizing...They wanted me to become one of them.I started to feel them somehow close...And just when I was ready to follow them and do all they ask of me, they dispersed with lightning speed, just as they had appeared. What was it that scared them so much... Suddenly the darkness was filled with light. I realized that its source was somewhere behind me, I turned around, to see it, but the light was so strong that I tried to cover my eyes with my hands, but then I remembered that I couldn't do that... It didn't look like nothing I had ever seen before – it flowed in all the colors of the rainbow, translucent and at the same time each color had its own intensity and undulating movement in sync with the others. It was huge and so majestic. The most beautiful thing I had ever seen.. It gradually began to shrink until it took on the outline of a person. I couldn't tell if it was a woman or a man, and it didn't matter at all, since the beauty it radiated could not be he limited with these human forms. He had a kind, calm face, but at the same time his gaze radiated steadfastness and strength. I didn't need to try to speak - he read my thoughts : 

“ I can't tell you my real name, you're not ready to know it. Call me Seraphim, that's my rank” - he said in a slightly patronizing tone, while looking at me from the height of his majestic posture.

I got it - that's what angels looked like.
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I realized that I was already in another place. The earth was visible in the distance, so beautiful, blue and seemingly peaceful. I felt homesick. True, my life was terrible: a crappy job in a cramped nine-to-five office, a nosy and forever angry landlady, hypocritical friends, a bunch of unfulfilled dreams and... Rosa.

Rosa was the only good thing in my life. We met on the rainy morning of November 17th at a bus stop four years ago. I was rushing to another job interview when I passed her just as a taxi blew all the water out of the puddle in front of  the stop on her. The folder of papers she was holding spilled on the wet pavement and she looked to me like a little girl whose favorite toy had just been broken.

"Fuck the interview", I thought, looking at my watch, and we both hastily started collecting the soaked sheets, which were no longer of any use.

‘Yavor’, I said, staring into the most beautiful green eyes in the world, as if I was seeing the Amazon jungle with all its wild life. Later I realized that those same eyes would be the reason for all my joys, as well as for all my torments.

Our relationship was like a rollercoaster—a great sight as you climb slowly up, and shouts and screams as you descend headlong. But, despite everything, anticipating the end of the ride—you can't wait to get back on. I was never sure, if the next time she slammed the door behind her would  be the last... And that terrified me. But maybe that’s what kept me alive—the anticipation, the need to make sure there was someone in the world who loved me, no matter how unlovable I was. I counted the days and hours waiting for her to come back, unlock the door quietly, and sit next to me on the kitchen table, as if nothing had happened. Then I just poured her coffee into her favorite cup and we sat in complete silence, without saying anything to each other. Pride sat between us.

This same kitchen table had become a gladiatorial arena dozens of times for the battles between pride and the heart, and the heart  naturally got a thumb down every time...

And now... Now it was too late. I was dead.
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I looked around, the landscape seemed quite familiar to me... Of course! I've seen it dozens of times on TV – I was on the moon!

Seraphim made a gesture with his hand, as if describing a semicircle, and a kind of huge hologram screen appeared in front of me in an instant, on which I could see a little boy, no more than ten years old, who was running down some snowy slope. I narrowed my eyes when I saw the three pines and the green  bench on the hill, a familiar picture from my childhood, when I spent every Christmas with Aunt Sophie and Uncle Martin in Leshten. I remembered the incident –  me and my friend David were playing in the snow and making a great noise, when my sled decided to go down the slope by itself and I ran after it. It’s rope got caught on a small bush and I managed to catch up with it.. When I bent down to freed the sled from the branches, I saw a few drops of blood on the snow. Although I was scared, I decided to look for what they were from. I raised the branches that were closest to the ground, and at that moment something rustled at the base of the bush. I discovered it – it was a raven, with a bloody beak. It looked at me as if to say ‘ You have come to finish me off? You and your kind have done this to me!'

With his last strength he tried to escape, but he failed, apparently his wing was broken. I overcame my fear and carefully took the bird.

‘Calm down, I won't do anything to you - I started talking to him, trying to calm him down, hoping that he wouldn't peck me in his fear. I took off my scarf and wrapped the raven with it. I don't know if it was because he got warm or  he was losing consciousness, but I felt him relax in my arms and close his eyes. I realized that if I wanted to help him, I had to hurry. I was climbing back up on the hill, where David was waiting for me and together we carried the wounded raven home.

When we came crashing through the front door, Uncle Martin looked at me from under his glasses and slowly, with a sigh, put down the newspaper he was reading. I thought then that the sigh expressed annoyance at having interrupted his favorite pastime with our childishness,  but now I understand that it actually meant something else – it foreshadowed my first disappointment in life, my first encounter with the unfair reality of adults, the realization that things don't always have happy endings would have hit me like a giant wave if the raven had died. But he didn't. On the contrary, he began to recover amazingly quickly. He got stronger every day. I don't know if that it was due to our care, or to my strong belief that he would live, that he would get better, even for a moment I had not assumed that things could develop in a different way for him.

‘Here. This is the true faith’ – said Seraphim – ‘ the faith of children. The faith of a thousand clergy is not worth as much as that of a child. And what you did then is something completely natural for the world you come from.’

I spoke without asking where I was, what was going on...Questions that anyone else in this situation would have asked...As if this was the continuation of a conversation that had taken place a long, long time ago...

‘Then why do things change with time, why does this belief wax and wane as we grow older? Besides, I'm not convinced that all children are by presumption pure-hearted and good. I've seen children throw little puppies into a well, laughing, as if the devil himself lived in them.’

‘The child is simply a phase of human development on Earth’ – Seraphim explained –’ a spirit that has been reborn hundreds of times can live in it. It all depends on what experience he has gained so far and on which side he has decided to be.’

‘Side? How many sides are there?’

‘ Two. The side of the Light and the side of the Shadow. In the beginning everything was one. Every being that came out of God lived in harmony with the others and contributed to the development of each of the worlds. Until one of them developed the desire to individualize , to make independent decisions, to be like God. He managed to convince many of the others to follow him, by giving them a taste of the only forbidden thing – the fruit from the Tree of the knowledge between good and evil. Then their hearts became petrified, they began to look at each other with envy, feelings arose in them, such as they had not known until that moment. They doubted God's love for them, they thought that He held all knowledge for Himself, and He gives them only crumbs, they wanted to exceed their capabilities, although they were not ready. With this, they transgressed God's laws and there was no longer room for them here. Then the Earth was created. And all of you who live on it are the same ones who went astray, those who followed Satanail.

You have been given a whole world to rule according to your wishes, to find out what results your actions will lead to, and to bear the weight of the consequences of your choices. Your souls, which until now were free and knew no bounds, were now reduced to such an extent ,to fit in a human palm, enclosed in your small human bodies. The only thing that reminded of their immeasurable beauty and your divine origin were the eyes. They are unique to everyone one of you, by them you can know each other, they speak and never lie. Everything is written in them, for the one who can read. The senses that you had developed until now were also taken away and reduced to only the basic five. The shell you created for yourself through your selfish and twisted thoughts was rough and undivided – it felt pain and needed food to survive. And despite everything, God did not put you in the worst conditions you deserved – he gave you the fire, the water and the plants to sustain the life of your bodies, but that was not enough for you... The dark forces of the Shadow had conquered you so much, that they managed to get you to taste the first drop of blood, instilling in you that it would bring you strength and endurance. Then you began to slaughter the animals that were actually sent to you for to soften your hearts and give you an opportunity to show your kindness... But you didn't stop there – you even attacked your beloved ones, you sacrificed them to appease your imaginary gods, you killed each other, because of things that didn't even belong to you... With every action you took, you strayed further from the path and made your return even more difficult.

You created the collective karma of humanity.

*
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IF SOMEONE HAD TOLD me this while I was still on Earth, I would have thought it was another 'new age' theory of some airhead, about the meaning of life and the origin of humanity. But now, listening to Seraphim, everything he said did not seem to me at all abstract and distant, on the contrary – as if deep inside I knew it and now I was beginning to remember it little by little...

‘  So...it turns out that I'm actually a thousand years old, and to think that thirty-four seemed like a lot to me...(apparently I hadn't lost my sense of humor yet).’

‘ Time exists only on Earth ‘ – said Seraphim – ‘ its function is temporary and everything on it is transitory. It is not intended to be one of the worlds. Every consciousness sent to Earth is placed in such conditions that help it to fix and grow, the fact that it doesn't work for some is another matter...’

I saw a shadow of disappointment cross Seraphim's face when he said this.

‘ Wait, are you saying that not everyone succeeds? Isn't God long-suffering, all-forgiving and merciful? At least that's what we were taught in the church.’

‘ Long-suffering – yes, but not infinitely; all-forgiving – not quite, to the extent that you also forgive; merciful –  of course, as soon as he allows you to live, despite your betrayal of him. And as for the church and different religions in general, they are your invention. We gave you ten simple rules to follow to find your way back, but for you, they turned out to be the most difficult thing. Do you think it is enough to say ten times 'Our Father' and your sins will be forgiven? Some of you read the Bible a hundred times and go to church every Sunday, thinking that this will bring you closer to God, and even leave money in the temple, almost trying to buy His favor. God does not love sycophants, he doesn't need your money or your sacrifices.’

Suddenly, the colors surrounding Seraphim began to turn a bright red.

‘ You spend your entire life on Earth accumulating money, unnecessary things, titles and ranks that mean nothing and have no value to us, while at the same time you ignore all the opportunities to do something really good and meaningful, so that it will be worth it to pay attention to you.’

‘Pay attention to us?! And where are you in our difficult moments? Where are you when our world comes crashing down! When we're alone, when we struggle, when we lose? Where were you when I was lying in the mud puddle behind the bar, writhing in pain, beaten by the two drunks who bothered the new waitress? Or when, on the night just before my birthday, I lost Aunt Sophie, the best person I knew? Where were you!’

There was silence. Seraphim's radiance returned to its former iridescent colors and his impassive eyes narrowed in surprise:

‘ You have changed. Our previous conversations were not like that. I did not expect our meeting to go this way.’

I was puzzled... ‘ Have we met before? ‘

‘ Dozens of times. Do you think that God would let his children wander alone in the Shadow world, like in a dark room full of sharp objects? We are with you from the beginning, during all your incarnations on Earth. Our task is to guide and help you throughout your earthly life. You do not even suspect how many dangers lurk not only your bodies, but also your souls daily. You surely remember this ‘ –  Seraphim pointed to the hologram screen in front of me, I saw myself sitting on the bench in the yard of my school, watching a group of upperclassmen play basketball,those eight boys were the most popular in the whole school, they commanded respect and fear from everyone. No one was allowed to talk to them, unless they asked him to. They had set rules that everyone obeyed, even the teachers, because they knew that their parents  were influential people in one field or another. Getting into their company was extremely difficult, and that's exactly what I wanted. I wanted everyone to know my name, to make way for me when I pass in the corridor, I wanted to be respected, to be part of something big. But this was not an easy job at all. To succeed, I had to pass the test they were going to put me through. They wanted me to sneak into the yard of the physics teacher, Mr. Kaminski, at night, climb on top of the pile of wood piled under the small bathroom window and throw a balloon filled with artificial blood
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