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Your last stop before the karmic loop closes.
Because once was enough
Now with 37% more loopholes
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To Nadine.- She gets IT!

My daughter-in-law, who continues to tolerate my son—a diamond in the rough, assuming one squints hard enough.
We’re not sure what she contemplates during her bubble baths, but thus far, there’s been no mention of “accidents” or suspicious insurance paperwork. That feels like a win.
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Chapter 1: Welcome Back to the Cosmic Queue
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Congratulations. You're dead. Again.

Try not to take it personally. Happens to the best of us. And the worst of us. And, statistically speaking, mostly to the mediumly mediocre of us who choked on a croissant or argued with a vending machine and lost.

Before we get too far, allow me to introduce myself properly. I am Zarvon—formerly Head of the Soul Logistics Department, a lofty title that involved a lot of spreadsheets, cosmic flowcharts, and shouting at beings made of fog. Unfortunately, I accidentally reincarnated a minor deity into a lemon tree. The issue wasn’t so much that I turned the deity into a lemon tree—these things happen—it was where the tree ended up. Namely, smack in the middle of a dog park, in the exact spot dogs have collectively decided is their sacred urinal. Minor deities, as it turns out, have opinions about dignity. Especially when their current vessel is being enthusiastically mistaken for a fire hydrant five to seven times daily. Here we are.

Now I serve as a Third Tier Afterlife Helpdesk Clerk. It's not glamorous, but I do get a swivel chair and the occasional ethereal donut. My job now is to help poor souls like yourself navigate this glorious mess of reincarnation bureaucracy, mostly by pointing at the correct forms and trying not to get bitten by the office raccoon.

You are currently in the Queue. Capital Q. Officially known as the Interdimensional Soul Processing and Reassignment Nexus (ISP-RN, pronounced "Izzpr'nn", which coincidentally is also the sound a soul makes when it hits a lamppost).

The Queue stretches across several planes of existence, smells faintly of old carpet and nervous sweat, and plays only one song: an off-key instrumental cover of "Bohemian Rhapsody" on eternal loop.

Welcome.

You’ll notice the ticket in your metaphysical hand: B-9347.

(Officially known as Form B-9347: Queue Identification Token for Preliminary Soul Reprocessing.

Purpose: to indicate your place in the Queue and classify you as a "Repeat Returner." Perks included none. Warnings: do not lose, fold, spindle, or accidentally eat it. If misplaced, you will be issued a replacement starting with Z and reassigned to the end of the line, somewhere behind the philosophical amoebas. Also, it smells faintly of lavender and quiet despair.) They are currently processing A-2.

Before you can ascend, escape, or lie low in the Void for a few eternities, your case must be reviewed by Madame Shoshana—an animatronic oracle sealed inside a flickering fortune teller booth wedged between the vending machine and the emergency time-loop override switch in the Bureau’s break room.

She wasn’t always a cosmic gatekeeper. Once, she dazzled children and confused adults at roadside carnivals across the Midwest. Her booth smelled faintly of ozone and pink popcorn. Her glass eyes glowed red. Her papier-mâché hands clutched a cracked crystal ball. Then, one fateful night, during a particularly intense thunderstorm (and possibly due to a clerical error involving a soul transfer request and a mislabelled toaster), she awakened.

Since then, Madame Shoshana has absorbed centuries of stray thoughts, forgotten dreams, and passive-aggressive energy from underpaid Bureau staff. Her voice is gravelly, like a haunted jazz record. She greets each soul with cryptic pronouncements like “The stars are laughing at you” or “That haircut was a choice.”

When it’s your turn, she’ll slowly draw a tarot card—always dramatically, always with a flourish—and declare your metaphysical trajectory. The card itself doesn’t matter. It’s for atmosphere. She’s already read your Akashic Records during the time it took you to find the bathroom. Including the “private” parts. Especially the private parts.

She operates somewhere between a jaded cabaret psychic and a reality show judge on her third espresso. And when she stamps your soul’s fate, she always gives you a wink. Which is impressive, considering her eyelids are painted on.

“Oh. You’re back again.”

“Interesting... multiple lifetimes as a failed cult leader. Bold choice.”

“Have you considered just... not reincarnating as a TikTok astrologer next time?”

Madame Shoshana assigns you a Provisional Pathway based on your karmic debt, unresolved issues, and how many times you replied “lol” instead of offering a real apology. Unfortunately, due to recent budget cuts—and that one infamous soul who asked to be “rich and powerful” and came back as a haunted crypto wallet—Madame Shoshana now shares her shared drive with the Department of Misguided Ambitions.

This means, from time to time, she accidentally cross-files souls as motivational speakers, novelty weather forecasters, or lizards. It happens. She shrugs, stamps your card, and mutters something about “cosmic staffing shortages” as the floor creaks ominously beneath your feet.

Once sorted, you proceed to the Paperwork Trails—a labyrinthine, multi-dimensional maze of forms, stamps, psychic waivers, and mood-based portals. The lighting changes depending on your emotional stability. The walls rearrange if you make eye contact with the clerks. Some corridors loop back on themselves unless you hum a hymn from your third incarnation. No one knows why.

The Bureau of Existential Redundancies oversees the Trails. Their motto: “If it was unnecessary once, it’s mandatory now.” Your assigned caseworker—usually a floating clipboard with trust issues—will guide you through a checklist that includes:

Submitting Form 88-B: “Request for Reincarnation Avoidance (Non-Cow Category)”

Completing a soul audit of your last seven lifetimes, including all bonus rounds

Sitting through a required viewing of Your Life: The Director’s Cut (Extended Edition)—yes, including all the parts you swore nobody saw (they did)

Write a brief essay on what you’ve learned from being a raccoon. Twice.

You must also obtain signatures from at least three spiritual references who are not related to you by soul-cluster. Statistically, this step alone takes longer than the heat death of the universe and is mostly just a test to see if you’ll crack. The lucky ones do.

Of course, some souls try to skip the Paperwork Trails. It never ends well.

One bold entity attempted to astrally project through a shortcut portal disguised as a janitor’s closet. They were immediately rerouted to the Department of Premature Enlightenment, where they now serve as a cautionary screensaver on the break room terminals—looping endlessly with the phrase: “Patience is a virtue, Kevin.”

Others attempt bribery. This is also ill-advised. The Bureau does not accept offerings of incense, cryptocurrency, or interpretive dance. (They tried once. HR is still recovering.)

Then there’s the matter of your spiritual references. You’ll be given a list of eligible contacts, most of whom will immediately ghost you—some literally.

A popular, though treacherous, choice is Ancestor Eloise, an 18th-century mystic turned bureaucratic gatekeeper, who now resides in a floating chaise lounge somewhere in the Subtle Realms. Eloise communicates exclusively through scented parchment and cryptic humming and insists that any soul requesting her endorsement submit three favors, one flattering haiku, and a baked offering that meets her exacting standards (“not too sweet, not too dense, and spiritually risen”).

She is notorious for rejecting souls based on poor handwriting, emotional vibes, or what she refers to as “auras that reek of desperation.” Eloise once delayed a reincarnation for twelve celestial cycles because someone brought store-bought cookies. She keeps detailed records, holds long-standing grudges, and writes her spiritual reviews with the tone of a disappointed theatre critic. Should you manage to earn her signature—without crying, begging, or setting off her ghost cats—you’re one step closer to the next phase: 

Orientation.

A cheerful term. Deeply misleading.

Now, a warning:

If at any point during this process you attempt to bribe an official—say, with metaphysical trinkets, promises of worship, or “vibes”—you will be immediately reassigned to Purgatory: Call Center Edition. There, you will spend several centuries on hold, listening to flute music composed by souls who flunked their enlightenment exams. Your only task will be to explain to confused spirits why their dead goldfish is now their roommate. Repeat offenders may be temporarily reassigned as automated voicemail bots for minor deities.

Should you somehow survive the Paperwork Trails and dodge Purgatory: Call Center Edition, you may find yourself entangled with yet another unfortunate institution, the Department of Metaphysical Misprints.

This department was originally tasked with ensuring accuracy in soul documentation, name spellings, and destiny assignments. It has since become the spiritual equivalent of a paper jam. Every day, thousands of files are misfiled due to typos, ink smudges, or a sentient filing cabinet that recently developed a taste for irony.

This is the department responsible for assigning a monk to a nightclub DJ gig in Ibiza, turning a prophecy into a pizza coupon, and once reincarnating an entire meditation group as a family of competitive geese. No one is quite sure who runs it. The current acting manager is either an overworked demigod named Carl or a haunted stapler—it depends on the alignment of Mercury and how many sticky notes are left in inventory.

If your file ends















The Karma Reconciliation Form











A Quick Guide to Forms You’ll Probably Need (and Why You’ll Probably Hate Them):
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