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The sidewalk seemed incredibly hard as I landed on the pavement with full force after being ejected from the bar I’d been partying at all night. The only thing that probably saved me from having any broken bones was the heavy coat I was wearing.

Looking back at the door I could see the manager, who also clearly doubled as the bouncer, pointing his finger at me and yelling, “Austin, that’s it, you stay the fuck out of here you troublemaker.”

“That guy started it; I was just defending myself.”

Shaking his head, the middle-aged man with a full head of gray hair and steel blue eyes said, “You know that’s a bunch of shit, you hit him first.”

“But he ....”

“But nothing, you’re banned from here and if you come back, I’ll call the cops.  Got it?”

He then stepped back and pulled the door closed. As the door closed, any illumination from inside was gone which left me in the darkness.

“Fuck those guys,” I muttered.  

Grabbing onto the lamp post I pulled myself up and tried to get my bearings. I was not doing well since I was drunk off my ass and my head was spinning like crazy.  For the life of me I’d never put down that much alcohol in my life, but for some reason I drank way more than usual that night.  Not recalling clearly how much I had actually consumed, I estimated that it must have been at least a dozen shots of vodka, then a guy sitting at the bar shared his bottle of red wine with me.  That had to be close to about fifteen drinks.  Way to many for anyone, let alone me.

On top of getting blasted out of my mind, I’d also gotten into a discussion about our president, foreign policy, and the U.S. military, which was not the thing to do when you’ve had a lot to drink.  The discussion soon escalated and became heated, and since I am a veteran and a former member of special forces, the last thing I wanted to hear was a bunch of liberal mumbo jumbo.  That’s when I socked the sorry son-of-a-bitch in the gut, ultimately leading to my expulsion from the tavern.  I was probably fortunate that the police were not called, and that the other patron did not file charges against me.

Working my way across the sidewalk to the building I’d just exited, I used the brick wall to navigate my way down the street and to the alley where I’d left my shopping cart behind a dumpster with my remaining worldly possessions.  All the way there I felt sick to my stomach but kept pressing onward toward my destination hoping it would pass.

As I arrived behind the dumpster, I found my cart was right where I’d left it and everything appeared to be there so I grabbed my sleeping bag and threw it onto the ground with the intention of climbing in and going to sleep.  Sick as a dog and not able to hold it back any longer, I slid the side of the dumpster open, leaned in and began to vomit.  I have never thrown up that violently in my life.  Just when I thought I was done I would throw up some more until finally there was nothing left.  Making my way back to my sleeping bag I climbed in and zipped it up the best I could trying to keep the cold out.  Afraid I might vomit in my sleep and choke I edged up against the building making sure that my back was against the brick wall before I passed out.

The time that I slept was less than restful and full of nightmares, essentially a recording of my life the past few years since leaving active duty.  What was it they said I had?  PTSD?  Sounded like a bunch of bullshit to me, just some stuff made up to excuse veterans from being able to function in the real world once they were discharged.  There was one thing though that I could not deny and that was I had some of the symptoms associated with the condition.

The three years I’d been back were pretty unproductive, a little time in the VA hospital, psychological counseling to help me get over the mental trauma I’d suffered in the Middle East, and a failed marriage with my high school sweetheart.  The fault was all mine and not hers as she’d done everything possible to tolerate my mood swings and drinking.  She could only take so much from me before she wanted out and I couldn’t blame her.  For some reason I thought the alcohol could help to solve my pain, but in the end, it took everything.

After losing my job I soon lost my apartment and the next thing I knew I was on the street, not a very glamorous way for a highly decorated veteran to end up after serving his country and doing two tours in the desert.  

I’d been homeless for about seven months and had learned my way around. I knew where all the soup kitchens were located and where to get social services.  One thing you picked up quickly was which of the people living on the street were bad news, and by that, I mean those who were junkies and those who were dangerous.  Associating or becoming friendly with them was the worst thing you could do because they would slit your throat for fifteen cents, and I’m not kidding about that number.

My friend Paul Brunson, also a homeless vet, had taught me how to panhandle which was the best way to earn money, and that translated into alcohol which was my best friend.  I’d thought about going to the mission and asking for help, but they had too many rules which included not being able to have a friendly drink and I was having no part of that.  Father M, as they called him ran the mission and encouraged me to get the help that I needed when I would come and eat there on occasion, but as nice as he was, I always turned it down.

I wasn’t sure how much time had passed, maybe a couple of hours, but I woke up to the sensation of my heart racing, which alarmed me.  Lying there, I waited, hoping the symptoms would pass quickly but they did not, and the longer they lasted the more terrified I became thinking that maybe my luck had finally run out.  My mouth was dry, probably from being dehydrated by the alcohol, and I knew I was in desperate need of water.  Remembering that I had a small bottle of H2O in my pocket given to me earlier in the day by a social worker on the street I pulled it out drank it quickly.  

With my heart about to beat out of my chest I came to the realization that my time on this earth would probably soon be over, and my relentless abuse of alcohol day after day would be the contributing factor.  However, no one was to blame as I’d done it to myself thinking that booze was the answer to my personal problems but in the end, it was not, it was my downfall.

Feeling short of breath, I gasped for air, and knew it was time to face the truth, that I probably had alcohol poisoning and was not going to make it through the night.  Laying there in my sleeping bag I looked up and for some reason the stars were especially bright that night despite the smog and light pollution.  Continuing to gaze upward the North Star caught my attention as it seemed to be glowing more brilliantly than I’d ever seen it before.

Still looking upward at the star, I said, “Oh Lord, I know I’ve not always lived a good life and have not always been the best person, but if it’s my time to go take me and let there be no pain.  If it’s not and you want me to remain on this earth to do your work, I will gladly follow your plan for me if you will save me, please.”

Noticing a brilliant illumination at the foot of my sleeping bag I looked and saw a glowing figure dressed in white which I could not clearly make out.  It appeared to be a woman with long golden hair who was smiling at me and she began to speak to me in a soft voice which could only be described as angelic.  

“Austin, you are about to pass from this world from alcohol poisoning and I am here to take you if you are ready,” she said.

As far as I could figure, this was clearly an angel from heaven who had been sent her to collect me, and she was far prettier than the grim reaper who I had always assumed would be assigned to pick me up.  Nodding and trying to prop myself up to see her form which was slightly fuzzy, probably because of the amount of alcohol that I had consumed I said, “Yes, and I am sorry, if I had it to do over again I would have lived differently, and if it is God’s will I’m ready.”

Being scared to death about what was to come I think I was shaking but at the same time relieved as the pain of this life would most likely be over and I would be free of the suffering I had experienced in recent years.

“Are you an angel from heaven?” I asked.

Smiling she said, “Let’s just say that I’m here to take you home, as your time here is done.  That’s the only way I can describe it that you might understand.”

Well, she was definitely condescending, but then again if she was an angel from heaven then she was definitely a lot higher up the spiritual ladder than me so I would just have to accept that fact.

“You say if you had it to do over again you would live your life differently?” she asked.

Nodding I said, “Yes, I would clean up my act, get off the heavy drinking, and start living a
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