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Through the
expanse of white, Geraldine Simmonds gazed down at the sombre group
of people below her. She frowned. Only one of them was crying, her
niece Mandy. She heard, ‘Oh, Aunt Geraldine, why did you have to
die? I was going to help you find some good in your life.’

Geraldine
blinked back a tear. ‘You were the good thing in my life, Mandy,’
she muttered. She watched the group of people leave the graveside
and climb into their cars.

‘Where are you
going?’ Mandy asked her relatives. ‘The wake is at my flat.’

‘We’re not
coming. We only came cos you asked us to. Bye, Mandy,’ one of them
replied.

What sort of
relatives were these, that didn’t want to say a proper goodbye to
her, Geraldine wondered. Oh, Mandy. You being there for me is
enough. As the scene faded, she sighed. Some relatives they
were. She was well away from them. Horrible, mean people, she
thought; especially when she heard a sob from Mandy.

 


* * *

 


The scene
changed. The whiteness appeared once more and a flash of bright
gold like a shiny new ring shone round Geraldine then.

What the...?
She blinked to focus on her new surroundings. Her eyes widened as
huge pearly gates appeared. And standing guard by them was a tall
man with a beard, holding a long golden stick with a ball on the
end.

‘Are you
Geraldine Simmonds?’ the man asked.

Geraldine just
nodded, dumbstruck as she realised where she was.

‘Thought you
were.’

‘Am I where I
think I am?’

‘Yes. You have
reached Heaven. I’m Head of Security. In charge of all missions and
tasks as well as guarding this place.’

Then Geraldine
heard a deep, smooth voice. One she didn’t think she’d hear again.
It shouted: ‘Get me that apple. Now!’

‘Oh my, that
sounds like…’

‘Your ex,
Keith. Yes, it is.’

‘He never used
to be like that. What’s made him so nasty?’

‘I believe
he’s missing you.’

‘Missing me?
But we’ve not been together for three years.’

‘Well, your
name keeps cropping up when he talks.’

‘Oh.’ She felt
her eyebrows lift as he said this. How could they? Wasn’t she meant
to be dead?

‘So, I’m
pleased to see you now. I have a proposition for you, Geraldine.
You can come through these gates on one condition only – you must
appease Keith and get him back to his normal self and the man you
knew, then you may stay. You have a week to prove you’re worth a
place here or you’ll go to the other place. Have we got a
deal?’

She remembered
what Keith used to look like and the good times she’d had with
him.

‘Oh yes.
Deal,’ she said.

The Head of
Security held out his hand. She shook it.

‘Welcome to
Heaven, Geraldine. I see you’re eager to go and see Keith. Once
you’ve visited him, your room will be ready. Turn left out of
Keith’s room, go straight ahead and you’ll find it. Good luck.’

Geraldine
walked through the gates, eyes out for Keith and listening for his
voice again. All she could think about was seeing the man she had
loved with all her heart. They’d been together for ten years after
his wife had died. Even though he had not returned her feelings at
the start of the relationship, she had given him time to grieve and
hadn’t pushed him. And so he had seen her caring, patient side, and
had learned to love her too. It had taken time for him to build
trust, to love again. But he had, and it had been a long, wonderful
love they had shared – right up to the day he had walked out three
years ago. She didn’t know why then. She had been numb;
broken-hearted. Maybe she’d find out now. She walked towards the
building where she’d heard him shouting as other people glided
around her.

Then she heard
it again. His voice.

‘I said an
apple not a pear, you idiot! Can’t you tell the difference?’

My, he was in
a rage.

Geraldine
walked nearer and nearer to the voice, until through an open door
she saw a familiar head of silver grey hair with tinges of dark
brown. As she stepped closer to him, foot by foot, she felt her
heart beat louder and her mouth turn as dry as cotton wool. The
thought of seeing him again was making her nervous. Would he
recognise her after all this time? Only one way to find out.

She took a
deep breath and walked into Keith’s room. As she did, he yelled:
‘Get me...’

But he stopped
as soon as Geraldine entered. She watched him look at her. First
his grey eyes squinted to see who it was, then they widened.

‘Geraldine?’
he whispered.

‘Hello, Keith.
What on earth has made you this miserable? You weren’t like that
when we were together.’

He clamped his
lips together and scowled.

‘I’m here to
make you nicer again.’

‘How?’

Geraldine
opened her mouth to give him an answer, but couldn’t come up with
one. That was something she had to work out.

‘I’ll see you
when I’ve settled in.’

Coming out of
his room, she followed the Security Man’s directions. She ended up
facing a building made of brown bricks that appeared to have a
lilac glow to them. There was no way that she could mistake this as
her place. She sighed with contentment. And when she stepped inside
she almost cried with glee. She was in a room decorated in her
favourite colour. And not only her favourite colour, but everything
was in the same style she had had it on Earth. From the fridge and
cupboards, to the lilac net curtains above the sink. And when a
door appeared and she walked into another room, she saw that the
bed and even the way it was facing was how she’d had it before,
too. The sheets on the bed were lilac, and the curtains were white
with purple daisies. It truly was home from home. Heaven!

She wandered
back into the living area, opening cupboards, surprised when she
saw basic foods such as potatoes and carrots. And in another were
pots and pans. Was she meant to cook here, too? She sniffed the
air. Aah. The scent of lavender gently wafted by. Bliss! She was
surrounded by her favourite colour, and close to the man she
loved.

That night,
Geraldine lay in bed, pondering the change in her beloved Keith. He
used to be such a kind man, full of love and care to those close to
him. But now he was surly, rude and unhappy. What had made him that
way? She had to find out, then she’d find a way to work on his
heart and get him to show it again.

 


* * *

 


The next day
when Geraldine woke up and looked around her she couldn’t work out
where she was for a minute, but then she heard a familiar angry
voice.

‘No, it’s not
a good morning! Not when you’re dead.’

That was
Keith.

Ah, now she
knew. She was in Heaven and had a job to do.

She bounced
out of bed and got dressed with a spring in her step. Today was the
day to prove she was worthy of her place here. Today she’d talk to
Keith and maybe find the reason why he’d become such an angry man.
She’d got a good start from what she’d just heard him shout. He
hated being dead. It was her job to find out why.

Striding out
of her room, Geraldine entered the white expanse, which she saw was
broken up by the pearly gates. Right, first things first. She was
going to tell the Head of Security she meant business.

She marched up
to the gates and seeing no one else with him, coughed and said,
‘Excuse me.’

He turned
round. ‘Good morning, Geraldine. What can I do for you?’

‘I want to let
you know that I will turn Keith back to his happy self – and by the
end of the week, too. You just watch me.’

‘Good to
hear,’ he said, smiling. ‘The Boss will be pleased.’

He looked up
then. Geraldine did, too. The white area above moved up and
down.

‘As I said,
the Boss is pleased to hear you’ll do it. There remains one thing
to do.’

Geraldine
watched as he picked up his long, gold stick. She frowned and
stepped back. He wasn’t going to hit her with it, was he?

‘Don’t be
afraid, it isn’t anything bad. The opposite, in fact. Step forward,
Geraldine.’

She edged
closer until he said, ‘That’s better.’

He then
lowered the end of the stick so it touched her right shoulder.
‘Geraldine Simmonds, you have promised to help another person,
which is the first step to being a better person yourself.’

As Geraldine
felt the stick touch her, she noticed a rainbow of colours appear
around her. She looked up. It was floating over her head.

‘I see that
you’ve spotted the rainbow. All our helpers have a colour of their
own to encourage them in their work. Which one would you like,
Geraldine?’

‘Purple,’ she
replied without hesitation. ‘It’s my favourite colour.’

‘Good. Purple
it is.’

He then moved
the stick and lightly touched her other shoulder with it. ’When you
start helping people, the colour purple will shine as a light
colour, and will darken as your help is taken. When your work is
finished, it will return to a light purple, such as lilac. You may
go and start your work, Geraldine. Good luck.’

Having been
bestowed a special colour to her task, Geraldine strode off with
renewed vigour to where she had last seen Keith; a large building
resembling an old bungalow much like the one where her room was.
But this building was glowing grey. As she stepped nearer to the
place, Geraldine noticed how much it resembled the house that Keith
used to live in, with white windows opening into a room with brown
curtains. There was no mess around the place. Not a speck of dust.
No weeds appearing in the front garden. Neat. Just like the man
himself.

Sure enough,
he was there. She heard him shout again. Oh dear. She certainly had
her work cut out. Step up to the job, girl, she told
herself. Keith needs you.

She opened the
door and as she stepped inside, she was sure she saw a lilac glow
around her hand. With the Head of Security’s words in her head,
reminding her it would turn darker as she gave more of herself,
Geraldine held her head high and called, ‘Good morning, Keith.’

‘Geraldine,
you old reprobate. What are you doing here?’

‘I came to
talk to you. Aren’t you pleased to see me then?’

Geraldine saw
him bow his head, but not before she saw him slightly smile at her.
He was pleased to see her. She went and sat next to him.

Silence.

She didn’t
know where to start the conversation. Then she recalled what she’d
heard him say the day before; he hated being dead.

‘So, how long
have you been here? And what brought you here?’

‘Cancer,’
Keith muttered.

‘Me too.’

He looked up
at her then, and what she saw in his eyes made her blink. There was
sorrow and pain in them. She guessed that he hadn’t wanted to leave
his family so soon. Neither had she. But then it hit her: whereas
his family probably had been heartbroken to lose him, hers wasn’t,
apart from Mandy.

‘I
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