
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

 




 


Copyright © 2012 Anna
Andrews

Revised edition published
2023

All rights reserved

 


 


 


No parts of
this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system,
or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical,
photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the prior written
permission of the copyright owner.

This book is
sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or
otherwise, be lent, resold, hired out, or otherwise circulated
without the publisher’s prior consent in any form of binding or
cover other than that in which it is published and without a
similar condition including this condition being imposed on the
subsequent purchaser. Under no circumstances may any part of this
book be photocopied for resale.

This is a work
of fiction. Any similarity between the characters and situations
within its pages and places or persons, living or dead, is
unintentional and coincidental.

 



Heaven High

 


The East Lake Series Book 1

By Anna
Andrews

 


 


To my gift from Heaven,
Arthur.

 



Chapter 1

 


Beau Frazer
had never given much thought to idea of dying let alone what might
happen when he did. He was a confident eighteen-year-old and pretty
convinced the grim reaper wasn’t out to get him soon. But when Beau
and his best friend Edgar found themselves at Heaven’s door one
summer night, he was quickly forced to accept two truths. There is
most definitely life after death and you don’t necessarily escape
what you’ve avoided on Earth...

 


Beau and
Edgar Phillips had been inseparable since their mothers met in the
maternity ward and kept in touch. Together the boys had started
school, ditched school, annoyed the neighbours, and been each
other’s wingmen. They were the brothers in all but blood, but from
very different families.

Because of
Edgar, Beau never took the privileges he enjoyed for granted. He
lived in a big house in a smart neighbourhood, both his parents
were still together and sickeningly in love. They bought him a car
as soon as he had passed his driving test, took the family on
holidays and took an interest in each other’s lives.

Edgar’s
neighbourhood bordered on Beau’s but couldn’t have been more
different. He lived in a dilapidated tower block with his mother,
surrounded by boarded up shops and potholed streets because none of
the residents cared enough to complain.

Edgar’s
relationship with his mother was complicated at best. It’s not that
his mother didn’t love him, she did in her own way, but she worked
long shifts at the meat-packing factory to feed and house them both
so Edgar mostly took care of himself.

When his
mother did have some downtime, she spent it in a bar recruiting an
endless string of ‘uncles’ to fill the hole in her heart that
everyone could see except her. Edgar adored his mother but he
longed for the safe and secure existence of his best
friend.

So, Beau had
assumed responsibility for Edgar from as early as he could
remember, partly out of guilt but mostly out of love. He often
thought that it was just chance that sent two babies on very
different paths but, as he would later find out, that wasn't the
case at all.

Beau and
Edgar had just had the best day ever. They’d finished high school
for good and both had just scored summer jobs at a trendy
restaurant in town, a restaurant popular with rich businessmen.
Which meant big tips.

Beau had
managed to persuade his parents he needed a year off before going
to university and he planned to make the most of it. They’d spent a
warm, sunny June day stuffing their faces with all the junk Beau’s
mum would never have allowed them and pouring over maps of
Europe.

The boys had
been planning a road trip since they were fourteen. Even though
they had planned the itinerary almost to the hour they went over
the plan again with as much enthusiasm as the first time they had
opened the crumpled maps which were coming apart at the seams. And
now they had a way to pay for the trip of a lifetime.

Eventually
the sun began to set on the city park and Beau started to make
moves to go home.

“You want a
lift, Ed?”

“Er, no,
that’s OK, I think I’ll just hang out here for a while.”

“Really?”
Beau replied putting his jacket on. ” Why would you want to stay in
an empty park, in the dark?”

“No reason,
just feel like it,” said Edgar, staring at a family in the distance
packing up for the day.

“Seriously,
Ed, get a move on, I’ve got to get home for family night,” Beau
replied as he rolled his eyes.

Family night
at the Frazer house happened once a week and each member took turns
to choose what they did. It was Beau’s little sister’s turn tonight
and so there were plans for ice cream and a film about a cartoon
polar bear.

“Thanks, but
no thanks Beau. I mean it.”

Beau checked
his watch and pictured his mother’s face when he arrived home late.
It wasn’t pretty. But he knew something was up with his friend and
he couldn’t just leave it. He deliberated for all of two seconds
and sat back down on the damp grass. “What’s going on
Edgar?”

“Nothing’s
going on Beau, I just want to hang out here a bit longer, you
go.”

“For God’s
sake, you’re not going to make me work for it are you? What’s
bugging you?”

Edgar thought
for a minute. He felt like an idiot but decided it would be less
humiliating to get it over and done with quickly.

“What exactly
have I got to go home for?” Edgar sighed. “I’ve had such an amazing
day and I’m even looking forward to starting work on Monday which
is weird. The thought of going home to that pokey little place on
my own to watch some really bad TV depresses me beyond belief. And
that’s the best-case scenario. Worst case scenario is that my
mother comes home with another idiot to spend the evening and I
have to play the dutiful son just to impress someone she’ll never
see again. She’ll get drunk, we’ll have a fight and another
fantastic day will have passed in the world of Edgar Phillips.
There, you happy?”

Beau stayed
quiet for a minute. He knew deep down that his best friend always
felt this way about his home and his life, but somehow, they both
managed to avoid the subject most of the time, mostly because Ed
got shirty when Beau brought it up. It must be pretty bad today if
he’s prepared to actually admit it Beau thought. Which meant that
wasn’t the only reason his friend was depressed.

“And?”

“And
what?”

“And what
else is going on in that thick head of yours?”

Edgar sighed.
If he said it out loud, he would be being honest with himself for
the first time, let alone Beau, and he wasn’t sure he wanted
to.

“I suppose
it’s just dawned on me that we’re planning our last year
together.”

“What do you
mean?”

“Next year
you’re going to college and I’m going to be stuck here in some
mind-numbing job, living in the same neighbourhood and dragging
myself towards retirement. Meanwhile you’ll be living God knows
where, probably travelling with your glamorous wife and I’ll be a
distant memory.”

Beau stifled a laugh but not
very well according to the glare Edgar gave him.

“I’d visit
you at Christmas. With my glamorous wife of course.”

“Don’t make
fun of me, it’s easy to laugh when you’ve got a nice cosy life laid
out in front of you.”

“Ed, why on
earth would this be our last year together? Firstly, if I go to
university, it can just as easily be a close one. Secondly, even if
I go far away, we do have such things as trains and planes.
Thirdly, you can always come with me and fourthly, if that’s even a
word, you are one of the smartest people I know so you can go to
college or at the very least get an interesting job.”

“Beau, I
can’t leave my mum or my neighbourhood, can I? I haven’t got the
money and my mum hasn’t got anyone but me.”

“They’re
excuses and you know it. Anyway, the point I’m making is that you
don’t just stop being friends because life changes. This year is
the first year of the rest of our lives.”

“That’s so
easy for you to say, you have everything on a plate.”

Beau was irritated.

“Don’t give
me that. I know how lucky I am, but right now I haven’t got
anything more than you. We’re both going to be busting a gut at the
restaurant to earn the same money to go on the same trip and the
same adventure. I don’t know what I am going to do next year even
if my parents think they do.”

“You’re
saying all the right things Beau, and I would love to believe you
but I can’t shake the feeling that this is it for us. Don’t get me
wrong, I want you to be happy and not stuck here but I wish there
was something better for me.”

Beau knew
asking Edgar to family night would seem like a pity invite,
although it was against family rules anyway. So Beau knew then and
there he would have to make a choice between his family and his
best friend. Under the circumstances, there was no choice to make
really.

“OK then, if
you’re staying out then so am I,” he said cheerfully, hoping to get
a smile out of Edgar.

“Don’t be
stupid Beau, your mum will kill you.”

“Probably,
but she’ll get over it.”

“You might
not though.”

“Nah, I’m and
expert at getting around her, and she can’t really threaten an
eighteen-year-old with a straight face, can she?”

“What are we
going to do then?”

“Let’s just
start driving and see where we end up. It’ll be practice for our
road trip.”

Suddenly the light went back on
in Edgar’s eyes and Beau knew he wouldn’t see it go out again for a
while now. Or for a long time if he could do anything about it.

Once in the car, Edgar spread a
county map out in front of him, almost blocking Beau’s view.

“Let’s go,”
said Edgar, “we’re heading north.”

“I get to
choose the music,” added Beau quickly before his friend could say
it.

“Fine, just
make sure it’s good”.

“Er, I only
know good music Ed,” shouted Beau as he turned the music on full
and fired up the engine.


Chapter 2





Beau felt the impact and as he
came to, waited for the pain to hit. But it never did.

As he was trying to make sense
of it, he remembered Edgar, and panic instead of pain set it. It
was almost pitch dark and Beau couldn't work out where he was in
the car and where his friend should be.

With his hands, he started
feeling around next to him but found only empty space. It made no
sense. He should have been able touch the seat or the steering
wheel or the roof. Or his friend. But there was nothing.

Beau knew he needed a clear
head to call for help but he felt like he was swimming in black
water without the suffocation and he had no idea where he was in
the car or how to get out of it.

"Ed!" Beau shouted. "Ed, are
you okay?!"

Nothing. Beau finally
understood how silence could be deafening.

He realised he had to move.
Edgar could have been thrown from the car, badly injured
or...worse. It was impossible to tell which way around the car was
but Beau figured he had to go sideways regardless.

He felt for the belt buckle but
couldn't find it. Then he patted his chest to try and follow it
down but it wasn’t there. He always wore his seat belt.

Just
move, Beau, he said to himself,
concentrating on getting his legs to work, wherever they were. It
was then that he began to see grey in the blackness and
instinctively followed it.

Quite quickly the greys began
to include blues and whites as Beau's eyes adjusted. He was
outside, with a steep ridge on his right and woods on his left.
Standing up, and began calling for Ed again.

“Ed! Where
are you? Can you hear me?”

“Beau?” said
the familiar voice a little way in front of him. The relief almost
made Beau vomit. “What the hell happened?” said Edgar as Beau moved
towards the sound.

“I'm not
sure. One minute we're driving, the next, I don't really know. Then
it was all black and I couldn't see or feel anything.”

“I know, it
was weird, right?” said Edgar. “It was like floating in space or
something.”

Beau finally saw the outline of
his best friend, turning slowly and feeling the air around him. He
grabbed Edgar’s shoulders, scanning for blood and injuries.

“Are you
alright?” he said. “Are you hurt?”

“Not a
scratch as far as I can tell. You?”

“I'm fine. Is
the car intact? I need to get my phone so we can call for
help.”

The boys turned towards the car
and stopped again. It was upside down and there wasn't a panel that
hadn't been pushed in sharply. The exhaust was torn off, the
headlights smashed and steam was pluming in the air.

“Oh crap,”
said Beau eventually, checking himself again for
injuries.

“How...I
mean...?” was all Edgar could mutter.

“We need to
get help, Ed, find your phone.”

Beau and Edgar went to their
respective doors and got on their knees, feeling around the ground
and on the inside of the car.

“Beau, I
can't feel anything,” said Edgar, examining his hands. But Beau
didn't reply. “Beau?” repeated Edgar. “Can you touch anything? Can
you find your phone? I'm starting to freak out now.”

“Ed?”

“Yeah?”

“Look in the
car. We've got a big problem.”

“Yeah, I
know. The cars a write-off, I can't touch anything and we've got no
way of getting help.”

“I think it's
too late for help.”

“What do you
mean?”

“Look inside,
Ed.”

Edgar ducked lower and peered
inside the upside-down car. It took a moment to register what his
eyes were seeing but when he finally took it in, he scrambled back,
clamping his hand over his mouth to stifle a scream. But his eyes
never left the view of his body dangling, bloodied and very, very
dead.

 


The boys sat quietly for a
while taking in the scene. Each trying to reconcile how they could
see themselves dead and mangled and yet still be whole.

Beau's mind eventually wandered
to his family who would be worried sick by now. Though he couldn't
touch it, he could see the number of calls on his phone that had
gone unanswered. And never would again.

He assumed in time that the car
would be found and someone would have to tell his family he was
gone. His mum would crumble and his dad would be stoic until he
couldn't hold it in anymore. His sister would be confused, lost,
until reality finally set it.

Edgar realised his mum wouldn't
miss him until the morning. Maybe even the afternoon. Probably when
Beau's mum called her to ask if she'd seen him. And then he
imagined her realising he wasn't coming back. Not ever. It was too
much to bear.

Eventually Edgar broke the
silence.

“What do we
do now?”

Beau looked up and saw the fear
on his best friend's face. He imagined he looked the same.

“I have no
idea, Ed.”

“Are we
ghosts?”

“I
guess.”

“What happens
now?”

“How would I
know?” Beau snapped.

“I was just
wondering...”

“I think we
need to find a way back into our bodies. I mean, we're right here,
I reckon we can just get back in.”

“Beau, look
at us, our bodies are a write-off, just like the car.”

“What's the
alternative? Wander up and down the road groaning for
eternity?”

“It's a waste
of time Beau, we're dead. Maybe we're supposed to look for a white
light or something.”

“Ed, you go
look for a white light if you want. I'm going to find a way to get
home and get my life back.”

Edgar stood up, unsure what to
do. Beau was closing his eyes as if wishing himself back into his
body, but with the car out of sight and not a single other vehicle
on road above, there was would be no life-saving help, no shock to
the heart. No way back to life.

Edgar began to look around,
searching for something, but with no idea what. He walked away from
the car and up the steep incline they'd just rolled the car down.
He couldn't feel the ground beneath him but his legs seemed to work
normally.

When he reached the top Edgar
looked both ways and spotted headlights in the distance. With
nothing to lose he stood in the middle of the road and waiting for
the vehicle to draw nearer. Soon the headlights revealed a small
white van and he began to wave, jump and shout, trying to attract
attention.

The van maintained a steady
speed, so he shouted louder and tried to make himself as visible as
possible. But the van never veered of its course or slowed down.
Edgar wasn't surprised and he realised he wasn't too disappointed
either.

He turned around and made his
way back down to Beau who hadn't made it back into his body. And
the frustration was showing.

“How's it
going?” asked Edgar.

“Shut up,
Ed.”

“I just tried
to flag a van down but it didn't work. I really think we need to
accept the situation.”

“Like I said
Ed, you accept whatever you want. I am not giving up my life
without a fight.”

Edgar walked around the car and
knelt next to Beau, getting a clear view of his best friend’s body
that was so mangled it would have devastated him had Beau not been
right there trying to revive a dead body.

“Beau, even
if you could magic yourself alive again, your body is broken. The
best doctor on earth couldn’t fix you.”

“So what? We
just shrug our shoulders and give up?”

“What choice
to we have? Look, we can’t just sit here. By the time anyone finds
us there won’t be much to resurrect.”

Beau didn’t reply. He knew in
his gut that Edgar was right but couldn’t bring himself to accept
it. Yet the alternative was to watch his body slowly degrade, and
then what?

“How are you
so calm about all this?” he said eventually.

“I’m not. But
staying here isn’t an option.”

“Okay, fine.
Where do we go?”

I don’t know. Let’s just start
walking.”

 


The boys walked away from the
car and headed into the trees. There was no real plan, but instinct
told them the road was pointless and the only the alternative was
the dense line of trees.

“I think we
should look for a light,” said Edgar after a few
minutes.

“I doubt
anyone lives here,” replied Beau.

“No,
the light. You know,
from the other side.”

“You don’t
seriously believe in all that do you?”

“Dude, your
soul is walking around. Doesn’t that tell you
something?”

“You make a
good point.”

They picked their way around
towering trees, unable to feel the cold that would usually be
biting at that time of night, until something that didn’t belong in
a forest came into view. A door.

Unsupported by a frame, the
door looked like it belongs in an office building. It was pristine
amongst the decaying vegetation, but other than a shiny chrome
push-bar, it gave no clue as to why it was there.

“This must be
it,” said Edgar as his pace quickened.

“I thought we
were looking for a light.”

“Seriously,
Beau, it’s not like I’ve done this before. All my mum’s magazines
have people who go on about a light when they have a near-death
experience. That’s literally all I have to go on. Let’s open
it.”

“Wait a
minute. Why are you in such a rush?”

“What?”

“There’s a
decision to be made here. If there’s something on the other side, I
don’t think we’re ever coming back.”

“And?”

“And that’s
huge. I’m not sure I want to go through.”

“We don’t
have anywhere else to go.”

“We haven’t
tried though.”

“Beau, we’re
dead! What else is there?”

“Why are you
being so easy-going about it, Ed?” Beau couldn’t conceal his
irritation.

“I’m just not
fighting it! Why are you?”

“I like my
life!”

Edgar was about to bite back
but took a deep breathe instead.

“All I’m
saying is, we’re out of options. Our bodies are over there and
we’re nowhere. If we don’t go through this door, then what? Beau,
we do this together or not at all. If you won’t go then neither
will I. But then what do we do?”

Beau crouched
on the forest floor, hands on his head. He wanted to stay; he
wanted the future he had planned. He didn’t want to give up on
it.

As he watched his best friend
inspect the office door like someone who had never seen one in his
life, he could sense something like relief in Edgar. Two boys so
different at birth and apparently as different in death.

Edgar was right, it was the end
of the road. The end of their road trip. One thing Beau was certain
of, however, was that he wouldn’t let Edgar step through the
doorway without him. He hadn’t in life and he wouldn’t in
death.

Beau stood up and pulled
himself together. Forcing himself to look positive, even if he felt
nothing but despair.

“Okay, Ed.
Open the door.”


Chapter 3

 


The door opened to nothing. Not
the forest, not a room just endlessness.

The boys took a few paces
inside before turning back to the door to reassure themselves they
could escape if they wanted to but the door had melted into more
nothingness.

Then out of
the emptiness, a tall figure formed in front of them. It was at
least twice as tall as the boys and as their eyes adjusted, they
could see the outline of feathered wings arching over both its
shoulders.

“Angel, 12
o’clock,” the boys whispered together.

“My name is
Elijah,” said the being in a voice that sounded like there was a
hundred of him. “Welcome to Heaven. I realise this must be quite a
shock to you and you will need time to adjust, please follow
me.”

“That wasn’t
rehearsed,” whispered Beau sarcastically as they followed the
angel.

“We’ve just
found out we’re dead and you’re worried about good customer
service?” laughed Edgar.

“I expected
more from an angel I suppose. Aren’t they meant to be warm and
fluffy or something?”

Elijah
stopped by a plain wooden door that had definitely not been there a
second ago. He cleared his throat to catch the boys’ attention
before continuing.

“We’ve
provided this room for you to rest and gather yourselves. Your
guardian will come by in due course to discuss your
options.”

“That guy has
to be new,” said Beau watching incredulously as Elijah simply
glided off into the white emptiness.

“Do we just
go in?” said Edgar, ignoring his friend’s cynicism.

“I guess so.
I’m not really familiar with the rules up here.”

“Helpful
Beau, really helpful.”

Beau realised he should
probably be putting on a show of bravado but the whole
going-to-Heaven thing had freaked him out. He hesitated before
turning the handle and opening the door.

 


Neither of
them could say they had any expectations of Heaven as neither of
them could have anticipated being killed so suddenly, but if they
had, it would have looked nothing like this.

“Whoa,”
whispered Edgar.

As the boys
looked around them, all they saw was more absolute white. There was
nothing in the room; in fact, it wasn’t even a room, just another
endless landscape of white.

“I told you
he was new,” growled Beau. “He’s got the room wrong, the idiot!”
Beau started walking in the endlessness. “Shouldn’t this room be
filled with our every desire? Black leather recliners, widescreen
TV...”

“Erm
Beau...”

“...maybe a
pool table, a bar in the corner,” Beau continued.

“Beau...”

“Oh, and a
balcony that gives us the best seats at a football stadium. Or even
a sea of flowers.”

“Beau,
turnaround!”

Beau was in
the mood to rant but something in Edgar’s voice, strangely in the
distance, made him stop and obey.

As he did so,
he found he was standing pitch side of a football stadium filled
with flowers undulating in a breeze. On the opposite side, in the
only seats in the house, sat Edgar on a black leather recliner,
next to a pool table and pointing a remote at the biggest
widescreen TV Beau had ever seen.

Beau tried to
construct some kind of sentence but couldn’t. Instead, with his jaw
on the floor he walked over to Edgar who was screaming with
laughter. It’s took far longer than he’d originally
walked.

“Now this is what I am talking about!” said Beau when he eventually
reached the other side.

“It all
appeared, just as you said it Beau, this is amazing!”

“Unbelievable, Ed! Do you think it works with
everything?”

“I’ve always
wanted my own roller coaster,” said Edgar with his eyes closed and
fingers crossed. Suddenly the familiar whoosh of cars on tracks
whistled past his ears and Edgar opened his eyes.

“Last one on
is a loser!” shouted Ed, giving himself a head start.

This was, as Edgar had hoped,
the best rollercoaster he had ever been on and every turn seemed to
have a different track so they never knew where they would go
next.

On the fifth
turn and in the middle of a sheer drop, Beau shouted to Edgar,
“I’ve always wanted to be a pilot!”

In that instant the boys were
in the cockpit of a passenger plane and Beau was at the
controls.

“Ladies and
gentlemen, welcome aboard Beau Airlines flight 007, we hope you
have a pleasant flight,” said Beau in his best posh voice and both
of them cracked up.

They glided
over oceans, roared low over green fields, skimmed mountains and
caused storms in deserts. They were about to upgrade to a spaceship
when suddenly a teenage boy in white robes appeared airborne in
front of them.

“Ahem,”
coughed the boy and Beau panicked, looking for the
brakes.

“Don’t
bother,” said the boy, “you’ve already stopped.”

When Edgar
and Beau looked around them the plane had gone and they were
standing in the white abyss again. The boy in white hadn’t
moved.

“I’m Gabriel.
I’ve been assigned to show you around and explain how things work
here.”

“I hope
you’re better than the last guy,” said Beau smirked. Edgar elbowed
him and glared.

“Thank you,
Gabriel,” Edgar replied, “that’s very kind of you, isn’t it
Beau?”

“Sure.”

“Well if
you’ve quite finished playing, follow me,” Gabriel said, walking
off.

Beau glared
at Edgar with an I told you so
face.

“What?” said
Edgar. “I don’t know if we’re staying up here or going...you
know...down below and I’m not taking any chances.”

“Fair
enough,” laughed Beau.


Chapter 4

 


“There are a
few basic rules you need to know about Heaven,” said Gabriel,
walking grandly in front of Beau and Edgar as they sat in a bowling
alley. Beau remembered thinking that Gabriel had the sort of
Hollywood looks his sister would have obsessed over; all tall,
blonde and green eyes in perfect proportion. He even seemed to make
shapeless white robes attractive.

Edgar put his hand up.

“Yes Edgar,”
Gabriel said, turning mid-walk.

“Why are we
in a bowling alley?”

“I’d
understood you humans enjoyed pursuits such as bowling.”

“Sure we do,
but it’s an odd place to be having a conversation about how Heaven
works,” replied Edgar.

“Very well,”
Gabriel sighed, “I suppose this is lesson one. In Heaven you can be
anywhere, and have anything you desire.”

“Nice,” said
Beau his imagination running riot.

“But there is
a condition,” continued Gabriel, “you must not create at another’s
expense and you cannot recreate your loved ones unless they are
here also.”

This severely limited Beau’s
mental list so he started again.

“Let’s put
that to the test. Where should we be?”

“The
Himalayas?”

No sooner had
Edgar finished the sentence than they were sitting at the summit of
Everest surrounded by numerous flags, notes and mementoes left by
people who had actually taken the trouble to climb up.

“And a beer
each,” added Beau, which instantly appeared. “Continue my friend,”
he added raising a toast.

Gabriel shook
his head wearily as Beau and Edgar clinked bottles and
drank.

“The other
thing you need to know about Heaven is that time does not exist in
the way it does on Earth.” The boys looked at each other and then
at Gabriel who sighed. “For instance, several months have passed on
Earth since your death.”

“Months?”
spluttered Beau, “but we’ve only just left! Are my family ok? What
are they doing?”

“We can
discuss that in due course but you need to understand the
principle. Time does not exist, we do. There is no future, no past,
just the present. We understand this is difficult for humans to
grasp when they first arrive so we will sometimes use language that
refers to time, but really, it’s unnecessary. Any
questions?”

Edgar was
still processing the lack of time so Beau led the way.

“Where do we
eat and sleep?”

“We get that
question a lot,” said Gabriel.

“Apologies
for my lack of originality then,” retorted Beau dripping with
sarcasm and he promptly got elbowed in the ribs again by
Edgar.

“It’s
supposed to be rather hot down there...” whispered Edgar from the
corner of his mouth.

“My apologies
Gabriel,” responded Beau reluctantly.

“Gabe,
please,” urged the angel, “no one calls me Gabriel here. As I was
going to say, whilst you may enjoy the earthly pleasures of food
and drink, they are not required. Neither is sleep.”

“And what
will we do all day, even though days don’t exist?” chipped in
Edgar.

“Beau, Edgar,
let me introduce you to Maion,” announced Gabe grandly gesturing to
the tall, broad black man summiting the peak of Everest in rich
purple robes.

“Gentlemen,
Gabe, why don’t we go somewhere a little more interesting?” said
Maion who changed the mountain into a fun fair.

“Now you’re
talking,” laughed Beau. “Couldn’t you have come up with something
like this Gabe?”

Gabe was visibly annoyed but
refused to rise to the bait and betray the serenity of angels.

“Candy floss
anyone?” asked Maion. “I do enjoy your sweets and chocolate,” he
continued as he helped himself to the display of sugary produce.
“Let’s walk to the carousel.”

“The boys
wanted to know what they would be doing all day sir,” said Gabe
strutting proudly next to Maion and tentatively sampling some sour
sweets.

“Ah yes, the
big decision,” said Maion, leaning against a carousel
horse.

“Sounds
ominous,” replied Beau.

“Everyone who
comes to Heaven has a choice to make and it is an important one.
Each person has their own reasons for making the decision and there
is no right or wrong answer.”

“You’re
building the tension really well,” said Beau swiftly dodging
Edgar’s elbow.

“Thank you,
Mr Frazer, I do try. Your first choice, gentlemen, is to return to
Earth.”

“We’ll take
that one,” said Beau immediately.

“Hold on
young one, you need to understand the full implications. You will
not return as you are now.”

“Not as an
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