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As far as I knew, it was merely continuing to mist
heavily the way it had done all through the day. What I did not
realize was that the mist was really ice, and it was accumulating
on the road as I drove. Not until the car began to spin.

There is no feeling quite so terrifying as the one
you get when your car is moving in a direction other than the one
you are pointing it in. I was helplessly sliding off the side of
the road and straight at an inconveniently-placed tree.

It's true what they tell you in those public service
announcements about auto accidents: your body is going just as fast as your car. That's how fast I
went through the windshield. I had time enough for only one
thought: "This is going to kill me."

Later, I found out I was right.

I would like to say I had one of those
much-talked-about "out of body" experiences, to say I glided up and
out of myself, gazing down with curious detachment at my bloody,
mangled body. Or to say I had the most powerful sensation of being
rapidly propelled up a narrow tunnel with a brilliant light at the
end. But unfortunately the sensation of dying was nothing that
dramatic. More like falling asleep and then awakening after about
half an hour: merely a short nap. I awoke (as I had confidently
counted on all my life) in Heaven.

No mist on the floor. But I must admit everything did
seem brilliantly illuminated and... well... glittery. I turned my
head to see what appeared to be a normal-looking man at my
side.

Figuring all this business about halos and wings was
probably pure hokum, I hazarded a guess. "Are you an angel?"

"Only in the same sense that you're an angel
now."

"In other words..."

"Yes, I once lived on the Earth. I'm dead and now I
live here. Well, if you're though with your disorientation now,
please come with me. God is waiting to see you."

I reeled briefly. "God is waiting to see me?"

"Of course," the angel/man said with casual
annoyance. "Doesn't everybody count on getting to see God when they
reach the other side? Isn't 'Gone to meet his maker' synonymous
with croaking? Don't tell me you weren't expecting this."

"I guess if I ever thought about it," (and I wasn't
even sure that I had), "I thought God must be an awfully busy man,
and he wouldn't have the time to welcome everyone personally."

"The boss always schedules an appointment with each
new arrival." My guardian angel's face screwed up as he thought
intently. "With the world's population the way it is now, surely
there must be several people kicking the bucket every second. It
must be true what they always said about him being in more than one
place at once." He resumed tugging at me. "Well all the same, it
ain't good to keep the big guy waiting. Come with me."

I will not even attempt to describe the (literally)
heavenly vistas I saw on our journey to the mansion of the
Almighty. Nor will I attempt to describe said mansion. There are
simply no Earthly references that work. But a description of God
himself, well, that's the crux of my story.

I suppose if I had any preconceived notions of what
God looked like, then they were pretty much the standard ones: a
big guy (about eight feet I guess), Anglo-Saxon, with long, flowing
white hair and beard, wearing a robe. Turns out the only part of
this stereotype on target was the eight-foot-tall part. Whenever it
occurred to me that this image was most probably wrong, I had
struggled to envision some noncoporeal form; perhaps a sphere of
brilliant light something like the sun. It turns out our heavenly
father has a coporeal form alright but...

Jehova did not so much resemble my mental picture of
God as... Godzilla.

He had scaly lizard skin and green slit-pupil eyes
like those of an alligator. Pointy teeth. Claws. Three-toed feet.
There was a division down the back of his throne to accommodate his
long, tapering tail. He looked very much like science book
illustrations I had seen (when I was alive back on Earth) of
dinosaurs of the smaller, two-legged variety, but with one
difference. Although the head was definitely reptillian in shape,
the top was high and domed: A brainy dinosaur.

God looked me up























The End
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