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APRIL 1st

Billy, my son,



Congratulations! And very well done. You came through all kinds of difficult tests to arrive at this moment of triumph. Today has been a pinnacle day for you. Of course I was there. And yes it was truly glorious. As you came close to me, the glory that surrounds me wrapped itself around you two. That’s why everything had that extra shine. The whole day was permeated with radiance – and the fragrance? Same thing! The scent of heaven. Just as I am closer than breathing, heaven is always close, but is hidden from your world. In your love for each other and for me, you and Helen created what an ancient people called ‘A thin place’. The veil between heaven and earth became porous. Treasure this day, because other days will come when life will be much more difficult. Moments like this, mountain peaks of joy and glory, are days to be treasured, days to be held firmly in your memory banks, so that when darker days come you can remind yourself that though it may feel all-surrounding, the darkness is not the only truth. In the end it cannot win.

You mentioned the song ‘One Moment in Time’. I love that song. It represents the longing of human beings, as they cry out to me for what they instinctively know inside them is true. They have a destiny, a dream for which they were made. The yearning for that dream is what makes people human. When it dies, something in their humanity dies as well. By the way, who are you kidding? ‘I REALLY held it together on “Forsaking all others – ’til death us do part.”’ Everybody there, not just me, knew you were struggling. Why didn’t you let go? If a man cannot weep with joy at such a moment, it is a crying shame . . . So hold the picture in your mind, especially the picture of the children. This isn’t just a new day for you and Helen, but for them too. Don’t be afraid to be vulnerable.

Here’s my promise – no matter what happens to them and how far away from me at times they may walk, I will never abandon them. I will follow them, love them and always draw them back to me.

Your proud and ever-loving Father,



GOD





APRIL 4th

Dear God,



Great to hear from you and have your promise to look out for the kids. I loved that idea of ‘a thin place’, like somehow the space between heaven and earth is just like tissue paper. I think music can take me there more easily than anything else. Like a guitar solo that transports you and lifts you up and leaves you feeling better than before, or the way Eva Cassidy used to sing – breathtaking and beautiful. ‘I wish I knew you like this as a child ah . . .’ but what do they say? ‘Youth is wasted on the young.’ Well it certainly was for me. Still, we’re all older and hopefully wiser now. I’m so looking forward to our second honeymoon. Helen and I have rented a villa not far from Nice in the south of France. I’ll send you a postcard!

Love you God,



Billy x



PS There is something very wonderful about an older woman. I mean Helen. All that experience. Admittedly the chassis may not be as buffed and polished as it used to be (but neither is mine).





BILLY FIDGET’S FAMILY FORTUNES





Airmail received by Billy February 26th

SUNDAY NIGHT

Billy, my dear son,



There is so much I wanted to say. I thought I should put it down in writing, because I think, by the time you arrive, I will be too weak to say very much. So I have written this for you to read after I am gone, and I will post it to you, so you are reminded that even when you think that’s it, that’s the end – it won’t be. I know in novels, this kind of letter usually begins By the time you read this, I’ll be dead . . . Actually, of course, the glorious truth is that by the time you read this, I will be more alive than I’ve ever been. Just think, Billy, I am going to see Jesus face to face. Then he will escort me into the presence of his Father, there to see our heavenly Dad, to see his smile full on. Won’t that be amazing?

You know, I prayed that I would not have to suffer pain on this journey. The truth is there has been lots of pain and at times it has felt almost unbearable. Yet I have known the presence of Jesus closer and more real than ever in my life before. People talk about intimacy. But it’s nothing compared to what I have known these last few weeks. Our God is so amazing. There are moments now when the veil between heaven and earth seems almost like a mist, like one of those diaphanous curtains that drift in the slightest breeze.

So, although I know you will weep for me because we will not see each other face to face in this world again, I ask you also to rejoice for what I will be seeing even when you read this. Already there are moments when I sense heaven drawing near and the joy is almost close enough to touch. I’m going to rest now. I will carry on tomorrow.

TUESDAY MORNING

I couldn’t work on this yesterday. I was too weak. But I have to tell you this, last night in my dreams I saw it, Billy, I saw it – heaven, more beautiful than anything I’ve ever seen or dreamed of. Just amazing. I know we live in the kind of world where people will tell you ‘it’s just the influence of the drugs’ or ‘it’s the compensating mechanism of his brain as it begins to shut down’. It’s all nonsense! They can prattle away as much as they like, but I’ve seen it and I know where I’m going. So Billy, never give up hope. You will face difficult times. Before we meet again, you will go through heartbreak. But as he’s been with me, Jesus will walk beside you and he will bring you through. He’s like that.

LATER THAT DAY

I have to tell you this.

When I look back I am amazed at what God has done. The days when I hated you and wished you dead are like a distant memory of an old nightmare. I can scarcely believe that was me or that I felt that way. Somehow God has taken what you did to Sara, redeemed it and covered it with glory. What an extraordinary story I have lived through! Incredibly, you have become one of the most precious parts of it. You know I forgave you for what you did to Sara. But there are still days when you listen to the voice of the accuser. So, see this written down Billy. Believe it once and for all, Sara and I forgive you totally for what you did to her. There is no tiny lurking shadow of anything other than joy and love in our hearts. We have forgiven you totally and accepted you unreservedly.

Thor, obviously, is not yet at that point. But he is softening. Now my prayers for him will be made from another place. So I ask you to take up that charge. Pray for Thor until he comes through to full knowledge of Jesus and the Father’s love for him. I ask you to do this because in becoming my son as you have, you have inherited a brother. I know, as I wrote before, that you are faithful. In this, I am certain you will not fail.

I cannot tell you what a joy it has been for me to see my beautiful daughter, Helen, and watch her grow into the radiant beauty that has become hers. As for my new grandchildren (they still feel new to me) – how I love them; Tom with that mischievous twinkle in his eye. I think he’ll make a great minister of God! Jack, the fierce competitor. I look at you and see where he got that from. And oh my beautiful Annabel, is there a love that tears more at the heart of a man than the love he feels for his granddaughter? If there is, I have never come across it. I wanted to be there for the day of her wedding. But I know I’ll never do that now. Maybe the Father himself will let me see! Who knows! And tiny Liberty, what little I’ve seen of her, wriggling in her mother’s arms – Helen is such a great mum, isn’t she? I suspect she is going to give you lots of sleepless nights for all kinds of reasons.

MIDNIGHT

So my son, this is it. These are the last words I will express to you this side of the gates of heaven. Get your priorities right. So much has happened to you recently, I think you’ve put the issue of your destiny on the back burner. But I haven’t forgotten what you told me the heavenly Father said, about the call to ‘the impossible dream’. Don’t drop that. Think about it and pray. God still has something special for you to do. You’ve become to me even more than a son, you’ve been a friend, almost like the young brother I never had. In your weeping don’t suffer too much. I am off to the best place. All that I’ve handed over to you, I do with joy, and huge gratitude to my heavenly Father. I know you will not fail. Your loving earthly dad,

Haakon Friedriksen



PS They’ve just told me you’ll be here tomorrow midday. I’ll wait. Dad





AUGUST 12th

Dear God,



Six months have passed since Haakon went to be with you, and there is not one day when I don’t think about him. I keep his last letter to me inside my Bible, and read it every day. It contains such profound wisdom. If I can achieve just one iota of that wisdom while I draw breath then I will die a happy man. Not that I’m in any hurry, mind you! I’m still earning my living selling cars, but I haven’t forgotten ‘the impossible dream’. It was almost the last thing Haakon wrote to me. Maybe cars could be part of it. I’ve always loved them and I’m good at trading in them. Maybe that’s the way forward? Tell me what you think.

I now pray (as you suggested) every day for Sara, Victor and Thor along with everyone else, and there have been some interesting results. Victor has got a job with the Daily Telegraph and is set to move over here just before the summer holidays start, and Sara thinks she has found the man she’s going to spend the rest of her life with. His name is Conan. I had to laugh. I immediately thought of that film, Conan the Barbarian. Victor tells me his mum is head over heels, but he doesn’t like him very much. Describes him as ‘shifty’ and he’s concerned that he’s playing fast and loose with his mother’s affections. But then, I don’t suppose any son will take to his mother finding new love easily. Thor has taken to emailing me and has asked for my advice on a work problem he has. Significantly, his first email to me was an apology for having given me such a hard time back in the day. It was really lovely, as I got to give some of the grace back to him that Haakon had so kindly invested in me. Something is definitely changing the shape of his heart, and I think maybe it is you!

By the way, Liberty has started toddling and the other day managed to ‘post’ a digestive biscuit into the DVD player. When we took it to be repaired they also found a hair clip, a plectrum and three peanuts! No wonder the blasted thing didn’t work!

Will write again soon.

Love,



Billy x



PS Helen sends her love.





AUGUST 13th

Billy, my dear son,



I am not surprised that you continue thinking about Haakon. His love for you was quite extraordinary by human standards, and a joy to me because it so deeply reflected my own love for you.

You suggested that if you can achieve just one small iota of his wisdom while you live, then you can die a happy man. I think it’s a bit soon to be talking about that! You already reflect some of the wisdom he imparted to you and more which, believe it or not, you have learned through your walk with me. But your race is not finished yet. You’re not even in the final straight.

I’m glad you’re praying every day for Sara, Victor and Thor. There are bound to be interesting results. People might call them mere coincidences. But then as one wise man said: ‘When I pray, coincidences happen and when I don’t – they don’t!’

It’s great that Victor got that job with the Daily Telegraph. You’ll enjoy seeing him and your kids will benefit enormously from having their big brother near. Keep praying for Sara. Since Haakon died she has been lonely and it is not surprising that she is drawn to Conan. He is a charming and plausible man. I won’t say more than that, except that Victor is quite perceptive!

Your relationship with Thor is really important. I felt for him above all when his father died. The tears that flowed were not just grief. They were an expression of his longing for the relationship he turned his back on for so long. The stupid thing is that he knew all the time, in turning away from his father because his father was willing to forgive you, he was wounding himself more than anyone else. Sadly, the pain he felt was precious to him as a weapon with which to punish his father – too much so for him to give way to his understanding of the damage it did to him. But, following his father’s death, he is coming to a place of true repentance.

His email apology was the first step in a link that will enable the relationship with his father to be repaired at last. So keep on giving him lots of the grace that Haakon gave to you. Obviously, you’re right – the person who is changing the shape of his heart is Jesus. He always does that when people finally let him in. Keep on praying and stay open to him. That bond is going to be of enormous importance to the whole family.

You don’t mention Tom, but I know he is doing well at the moment. His ongoing care for Lefty has made me very proud. And Annabel’s canvases are even more amazing than ever. But let’s talk about Liberty. You’ve discovered that her relationship with modern technology is quite creative – but then I think you’ll find that will be her approach to life. Whatever else it is, life with Liberty is never going to be dull! She is a combination of the feistiest bits of Helen and the sparkiest bits of you. Rejoice . . . and tremble! You mention that Helen sends her love. In return, I send her the adoring love of her true Dad.

Blessings to both of you from your eternal home and your loving Father,



GOD



PS You tiptoe around ‘the impossible dream’, but my destiny for people is not always something difficult and horrible. In fact, it is almost invariably linked to something about which they have a passion. I take that passion, once it’s surrendered to me, and remake it into a calling. So, if you think it through, something to do with cars might well be right for you! From your fond Father, God.





AUGUST 21st

Phone call:



Tom: Dad, it’s Mum! She’s gone!

Billy: What do you mean?

Tom: She was pushing Liberty along in the buggy and a car just came round the corner and hit her!

Billy: Where are you?

Tom: On the way to the hospital, in the ambulance.

Billy: I’m coming. See you there.





AUGUST 21st

God,



I’m going to the hospital now. Help us, God!



Billy





AUGUST 21st

Son,



I’m already here.



Dad





AUGUST 21st

Billy, beloved brother,



It’s me – Jesus. That’s the first time you’ve called out to me directly since you were drowning in darkness at the hospital years ago. You ask what we have done. Do you really think the heavenly Father loves Helen any less than you? Or the children? My heart was broken at the tomb of Lazarus – and I was just about to raise him from the dead! Do you think I don’t feel the pain you and the others feel at a death like this? Did I take her? No. Did the Holy Spirit kill her? No. He is the Spirit of life. Death is an affront to us. You have forgotten about the prince of darkness. Our enemy. Satan. Yes – we together bring light and life into this world – but it is a constant battle. He hates all humans with a passionate fire because he hates us, the three-in-one God. Each of you reminds him of us.

There’s a war going on, Billy. You and the whole human race are in the middle of it. He is the devil, not any kind of gentleman. With him, there is no honour or ‘civilised warfare’. He fights dirty. He uses anything and everything to hurt and destroy because he is a user, a defiler of all that is good. You are walking through the Valley of the Shadow of Death – but we will not leave you there alone. Do you remember those three words Haakon gave you at the end? Love, Loss, Trust. We allowed him to warn you, my dear brother, of what was coming . . . In all this, our heart is towards you, planning only good for you and the children, even Liberty at just one year old. Do you think we don’t feel this injustice? You are my brother and I believe you can rise above this. I don’t mind your rage or the bitterness of your heart at the moment. But don’t let it take over.

We warned you that he hated you. He is at war with us and with you. After years of nurturing and training, you and Helen had advanced through the ranks until you were both on the frontline. Satan, knowing how much you love Helen, has come after you through her. You are a target-rich environment. He is not subtle and will always come at you where you are most vulnerable. He hopes that by ending Helen’s life, he will destroy you. This life is a battleground. You know that. But Helen’s death was swift, merciful and selfless. Liberty lives because of her last determined thought to protect her daughter. Her very last act in your world ensured that her daughter would live. A very wise man once said, ‘The greatest test of his followers is the moment when they perceive God has betrayed them.’ This is where you are.

Now it’s time to make a stand. You won’t find the strength you need in a bottle. But you will find it in me. Tom still believes you’re a hero. Stand up and show him what heroes are made of – courage in the face of disaster, faith instead of despair. You described us as ‘all-powerful’. All power does come from us, the three-in-one God. But it’s not all that matters. We are also all-loving. Relationship is at our heart. If the kingdom of God was simply about the ruthless exercise of power, then Satan’s ‘kingdom’ would have been destroyed in eternity before the world was created. But in order to do it, we would have had to destroy someone accusing us of lust for power, its possession and use without truth or justice. We would have been validating the charge he raised against us. For me and the Father to be who you know us to be, we have to be not only all-powerful, but also all-loving and totally just.

I repeat – you live in a war zone. Here we see and experience things that beggar belief. But I’m your big Brother. I know what is in you. We share the same DNA. I know you can rise above this. You accuse me of being ‘the Great Pretender’. Do you really think that as I hung in agony on that cross, and screamed, ‘My God, my God, why have you abandoned me?’ that I was pretending? When I prayed, ‘Father forgive them, they don’t know what they’re doing,’ was I acting? Deep inside, you know I wasn’t. And when I said, ‘It is finished,’ I was not referring to the war between heaven and earth, but to the price that had been paid for the ultimate victory.

Do you see it? I had to prove my heart is love – pure undiluted, unselfish, passionate love. That’s the truth. My love is the most powerful force in the whole creation. I love you, my brother and my friend. Through the years, you know I have walked alongside you and upheld you on many occasions. Do not defile Helen’s memory and final act by debasing yourself and writhing in bitterness. You all deserve so much better than that. Please trust me now with the agony you feel. I’ve never failed you yet and I never will.

Your loving Brother, and Friend forever,



Jesus





AUGUST 21st

Billy, my son,



You’ve already heard from your elder brother, Jesus, and you know our heart towards you is nothing but love. We’ve allowed you to go through the Valley of the Shadow of Death. Haakon gave you those three words. Of all the men in your life, would he have left you with nothing but a trite line of overblown poetry? Love, Loss, Trust. Quiet your spirit for a moment . . . you will find that you knew loss was coming. Will you trust us, this family circle into which you’ve been drawn – Father, Son and Holy Spirit? Will you forgive us, even without understanding it all? Will you forgive me, your heavenly Father? It’s vital. You must do it or you and your whole family will come under a shadow of misery that could last for decades.

Helen represents the very best of you. She shows all hell and all heaven just what has been accomplished in the last fifteen years. Even while you grieve, rejoice in her triumph. Many people say they are ready to die for their children. Helen actually did it. She is one of the jewels of eternity. Remember, it’s not just about you. Be angry with me, Billy, but don’t sin by holding on to it. Your children need William, the true conqueror. Remember him? I am your Rock and your Fortress. It’s time to make a stand. Show Tom what heroes are made of. I’m still your proud and ever-loving Dad and I know you can do it!

Your eternal Father,



GOD





AUGUST 30th

Dear God,



I don’t understand. Mum has been so cruelly snatched from us just as everything was coming good for us as a family again. And now it feels like we’re losing Dad. Since Mum died he’s just hit the bottle and spends his days so out of it, he’s either asleep or talking gibberish. Annabel has been doing her best to look after little Liberty, who keeps asking, ‘Where Mummy? Where Mummy? Mummy home soon?’ It is beyond awful.

I can’t believe it happened so quickly, so unexpectedly – Mum just pushing Liberty in the buggy and just about to cross the pedestrian crossing, when this Peugeot 205 came careering round the corner on two wheels. She had just enough time to push Liberty out of the way before the car smashed into her. She died instantly. Turns out it was someone from my old school who’d just passed his test. He wasn’t wearing a seat belt and was flung through the windscreen and died instantly – severed his carotid artery. Where do we go from here? I don’t know – but with Dad permanently wrecked I’m doing my best to step up and run the home. We are devastated and I have no idea what is going to happen. Funeral next week and Sara and Thor are flying over. Victor has also said he’ll come and live with us for a while. Thank God for my big brother.

The house looks like a florist’s shop, and people just seem to be coming and going all the time – but Dad just sits in his chair and only moves to go to the bathroom or get himself another bottle of wine. He can’t carry on like this or he will kill himself. God, in your mercy, comfort and help us. This is the hardest time.



Tom xx
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