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Follow the Light

I’m sitting with Trent, Lazarus and Geordie in the boys’ 
lounge room on the day after Mike’s court appearance. Geordie’s fluttering about 
serving drinks to everyone but me, and Lazarus is talking about something… I 
don’t know what, and suddenly I don’t care in the slightest. Everything in the 
room brightens and starts to glow. 

“Linda?” I faintly hear someone say.

A door appears right in front of me. I should be jumping 
back and swearing in shock, but I’m as relaxed as a stoner. The door opens, and a white 
light shines through it. So I do the logical thing for a dead person, don’t I? I 
blow kisses to the guys, and I walk through the door.

I follow the light, and I walk for what feels like 
hours through featureless white – but I don’t get tired or bored. I’m weirdly 
content to just walk and walk through the light. Eventually, I come to an 
enormous gate. It stands open between high white walls, and it glistens like 
real gold. Underfoot is something that feels like shag on my bare feet, but 
looks like fluffy white marshmallow. Beside it stands – I kid you not – an 
angel. She’s wearing a diaphanous white robe over a slim, boyish body, and huge 
white feathery wings spread out behind her, feathers ruffling slightly in the 
gentle breeze.

“Welcome to Heaven, Linda,” she says. “My name is 
Sephenia.”

My mouth opens, but nothing comes out. I clear my throat 
and try again.

“I… made it to Heaven?” 
I ask.

I’m honestly shocked. I mean, that stuff down on Earth 
after I died – you know, the torment, the tantrums, the making people miserable 
– was a bit out of character, but I still haven’t been the best person around, 
by any means. Not to mention a distinct failure to follow a few of the rules of 
the church. Errr… make that most of the rules of the church. Or even going to 
church that much, lately. I wonder if they have church in Heaven?

She smiles, and I have a horrible feeling that she can see 
inside my head and knows exactly what I’m thinking. And if she can, I’m about to 
get booted out to where I belong.

“None of that matters now,” she says. “You have been judged 
worthy. Heaven doesn’t make mistakes. Come in.”

She leads me through the gateway to a hut in a glade of 
trees, soft grass underfoot.

“Everyone gets a home like this,” she says. “You can 
decorate and add to it as you wish, or even move it, later – you won’t impinge 
on anyone else’s home. We have all the space you need. I imagine you’ll get 
started sooner than most, what with your untraditional start down on Earth.”

I blush, feeling a little ashamed of myself for having used 
my ghostly skills for what now seemed rather childish pranks. But it was 
important at the time, it was! Sephenia leaves, and I shake my head and look 
around, poking my nose into cupboards and nooks. The hut is… basic, to put it 
mildly. A living area with a kitchen bench along one wall. Hotplate and electric 
kettle on the bench, not plugged into anything. Tinned food in a tall skinny 
cupboard next to the bench. Crockery in the cupboard under the sink. A few 
pieces of cutlery in a drawer. There’s a television and a lounge over the other 
side of the room. What is heavenly TV like, I wonder? Probably terrible. No rude 
stuff. No appalling people doing appalling things for no good reason. I shudder 
at the thought and walk over to the two inner doors.

The first is the bathroom. Again, basic. Toilet, basin, 
shower. Hang on, we don’t poop, do we? 
I think. Isn’t this whole room hopelessly redundant? I shake my head. OK, we 
don’t need to eat either – I know that from my time on Earth, remember? But food 
is a pleasure, so I like the idea that it’s cool to eat in Heaven. I’m a little 
perturbed at the thought of pooping, though. I haven’t felt any inclination to 
do any such thing since I died. Oh well, next door…

Bedroom. A queen-sized bed and two bedside tables, made 
from pine, left natural. White sheets, white quilt, white pillowcases… you get 
the idea. A shitload of white. A vase of lillies stands by the bed – white ones, 
of course. 

“Oh, how nice,” I mutter sarcastically. “A funeral 
bouquet!”

They have to go. I pick them up, then remember what the 
angel chick said about decorating. Maybe, just maybe… I concentrate on the 
flowers, and they slowly blush to a pale purple, then darken until they’re a 
rich bluish purple shade. I put the vase down and admire them.

“Umm… stay!” I say firmly, and walk out of the room.

I peek back in, and they’re still purple. I cheer. Of 
course, that’s when my new mentor decides to pop in. The first I know about it 
is hearing a ridiculously chirpy voice say:

“Hi! Linda? Welcome to Heaven! I’m your mentor, Tina! Are 
you ready to get started?”

I shudder slightly and turn around, a picture forming in my 
head before I even see her. Sure enough, a young woman in a short pleated skirt, 
sports singlet, and blonde hair in a perfect high ponytail stands behind me. She 
smiles and bounces. Oh God, all she needs is pom-poms and she’d be my worst 
nightmare.

“Are we celebrating something?” she asks brightly.

“I… turned the lillies purple,” I mutter, feeling like an 
idiot.

“Aww… I’m sure we can turn them right back, honey!” she 
says, oozing sympathy.

“No thanks.”

This is my mentor? Shit. Maybe they were kidding me all 
along, and I’m really in Hell.

“So, are you ready to learn?” she asks, bouncing a little.

“Why not?” I ask, smiling back. Never hurts to
try to be nice.

“First – changing yourself. Did you know you can change 
your appearance?”

“Umm… yes?” I say, and change my outfit from jeans and 
singlet top to a black sparkly sheath.

“Wow, very good!” she says, clapping.

I suddenly feel like I’m in kindergarten.

“What next?” I ask, switching back to casual clothes.

“Changing your hair!” Tina says. “Let’s make it—”

I turn it bright green and spiky.

She giggles and looks just a little bit nervous.

“Very nice. Now, how about giving yourself a tan? What you 
do is—”

I turn my skin dark chocolate brown.

“Goodness!” she says, smiling. “You
are clever! OK, let’s change—”

“Please let’s make it something other than me.”

“But the curriculum says that you need to learn each step-“

“Oh, for crying out loud, woman – I know all this stuff!”

She looks confused.

“I was stuck on Earth for ages after I died. I know the 
basics. Now please – it’s been months since I had something to eat. Can we make 
something, or go somewhere that makes food for us? I’d kill for a burger and 
chips right now.”

“Oh, that’s in the advanced program, Linda. We need to work 
through the basics!”

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath.

“How many basics are there?”

“Oh, two or three days’ worth.”

“No.”

She looks at me like a roo in headlights.

“I’m not doing your stupid training program. Show me 
something useful, or leave me the hell alone.”

Her bottom lip quivers, and she disappears.

A few minutes later, Sephenia appears – she of the white 
robes and big feathery wings.

“You made Tina cry,” she says.

“I want to eat! I want to do something useful! I already 
know all the stupid stuff she was trying to lead me through, and she went soooo 
slowly, and she wouldn’t skip any of it.”

“How do you know you knew it all if you didn’t go through 
it?” she asks, far too reasonably.

“Argh!”

“Linda – you have all 
the time in the world. You don’t have to be in a hurry. You won’t go hungry. 
You won’t miss anything. This is Heaven. You can relax and slow down here. You 
don’t have to be in control of everything, every second of the day.”

I stare at her as her words start to sink in. Damn her, 
she’s right. I’ve been stressing like I was alive and about to lose the house 
because I couldn’t pay the mortgage.

“No more pain…” I mutter.

She nods serenely and smiles.

“Close enough,” she says.

I sigh.

“All right, fine. Bring her back, I’ll play nice.”

“She doesn’t want to be your mentor. She says you’re too 
mean.”

I roll my eyes.

“Oh, for crying out loud!”

“In fact, there are no other mentors available right now,” 
Sephenia says.

Huh.

“So…”

She smiles.

“Call me if you get desperate,” she says, and disappears.

Well, crap. I guess I brought that on myself, didn’t I?

I sigh and look around. I am starving. And I know I’m just 
imagining it, but fair go – I’ve been running around for weeks doing all sorts 
of stuff, not to mention being traumatised out of my brain, and I want comfort 
food. Lots of it. Hey, I can’t get fat in Heaven, right? Awesome! Now to find 
some decent food. I know there’s stuff in the cupboard, but it’s all tinned, 
therefore would need heating, and I’m about as good in the kitchen as a herd of 
buffalo.

I concentrate hard, and a block of chocolate appears on the 
bench. Brilliant! I’m a genius. I reach for it, and it disappears. Damn, so 
close. Maybe there’s somewhere around here that serves food. Surely there are 
chefs in Heaven. There’s gotta be. So I head outside, then pause. What feels 
wrong? Huh… keys. I look at the door – no lock. Guess I don’t need to lock up in 
Heaven. I look around. The sky overhead is blue, dotted with fluffy white 
clouds. The trees, spread out over velvety green grass, are of all different 
varieties. I recognise a eucalypt and a pine tree, but that’s where my 
tree-recognition skills end. I turn in a circle… trees everywhere. Great. Oh 
well. I pick a direction and start walking.

“Well, hi there!”

I peer around the foliage of some palm-type plant. A 
grandmotherly woman – complete to the little glasses on the tip of her nose and 
knitting in her hands – sits on a verandah outside a little hut a lot like mine, 
rocking in a wooden rocking chair.

“Hi,” I say. “I’m sorry, I was just exploring a bit. I 
didn’t mean to intrude.”

“No problem! Come on over and visit with me!”

A second rocking chair appears, with a plate of biscuits 
and what looks like a glass of milk on a little table beside it. I whistle under 
my breath. This old chick is good. I 
walk over and sit down next to her, and take a biscuit. Choc chip. Oh boy! I 
bite down, and I’m transported into ecstasy.
This is what I’ve been needing.

“Thanks,” I say once my mouth is empty, “you’re very kind 
to a stranger.”

“Oh, ain’t no strangers in Heaven, dearie. What’s your 
name?”

“Linda.”

“Nice to meet you, Linda. I’m Sally. Where’s your mentor?”

“I… scared her away,” I confess. I’m half expecting her to 
tell me to go away and cause trouble elsewhere, so I take a huge bite of the 
biscuit.

“Oh! You’re one of those!” she says, and chuckles.

“I’m not the only one?” I ask through a
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