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Adam yelled, “Run Steve, run!” The two recent high school graduates sprinted through the night pursued by smugglers. The city was in ruin as the dictator had been assassinated a week before and no one had been able to control the outbreak of violence and theft. The two youths maneuvered back to the empty track of houses they called home.

The next morning, they were awakened by a megaphone held by a man driving in a Jeep. The leader shouted, “Good morning! Congratulations! Twelve of us and two of you evaded us last night. He paused, I hope you slept well.” He waited a minute just for effect. “Today we will burn these houses down. Save us the trouble and come out.” His men snickered and laughed. “I will make sure that you are treated better than the 23 other young men we will fly out of here. You are worth a lot of money to me. They pay four times as much for young athletes like you.”  At the end of the block they set a house on fire. 

An hour later, he started again on his megaphone, “Well doesn’t appear that you were in that house.  We’ve got time. No one will come to rescue you, neither of you have families.”  The man seemed to be quite full of himself and his power.  “If by chance you escape again, we will announce that you are enemies of the state and offer a reward for your capture.” The captain seemed pleased with his words.  He directed his men to set fire to the next house.


“This guy is just an idiot Steve whispered as he cracked open the electronic utility door and peeked out. “Why go through all of this?” Adam pulled Steve back and took a look for himself. 
“We are worth more than a year’s salary,” Adam claimed as he closed the miniature entrance.  “And that’s times two.” 

The hours crept along as the houses burned down one at a time.  The crowd had grown quite large. The leader announced that the young men they sought were dangerous criminals to be avoided. They roasted a cow and feed their men and many of the people. Then they did the finale. “Adam,” Steve said.  “We missed our opportunity.” Adam didn’t respond. “We could have eaten. When they find us now, we’ll get nothing.”  He cracked the door open. “They are burning the last three houses. They seem to know which one we slept in last night.”
“I have a plan,” Adam chirped. All of the structures had been reduced to rubble.  The guerilla soldiers checked the surroundings of each structure. Their leader froze. He saw it before anyone else. He jumped off of the jeep and walked directly to the fenced-in four feet by two foot structure that stood nearly five feet tall.  There was no lock on the barb wired topped gate entrance. Three gun carrying men stood ready as the megaphone dangling man opened the door to the structure. He stepped in and stepped back out. 
“They were here,” he insisted. Then he screamed. “How could no one spot them leaving?”
A soldier spoke up, “There have been spiritual groupies headed up the hill.” He pointed. “At least three groups have walked up the street.” 
Another of his soldiers said, “Yea I saw those people. They always travel in groups of twelve. The colonel walked up the street.

He cried out, “Hector did you see the groups that travel up the hill?” He nodded. “How many were in each group?” 
“Twelve to fourteen people,” he replied. “The first group had twelve. The second had fourteen and this last one had twelve also.” 

Believing they would be followed, Adam and Steve rushed ahead of the group they had escaped into. When they reached the top, the road split. Steve asked “Are we going in?” 

Adam responded, “We can’t go back down. There is no chance for us.” Steve walked toward the entrance on the left. 
“Why are you going into that one?” Steve laughed. “Look at this one then, look at that one. Everyone is entering here.” He paused. Adam looked at both. He stood and looked from left to right. “What is there to consider?”

Adam said, “It says ‘Human Energy Learning League.’” He waited. Steve didn’t see it. “It’s HELL. 

 Steve laughed and defended his choice, “It is not Hell.” He pointed. “Look it’s clean. The walk way is paved with brick pavers. The archway is meticulously woven with blooming boganvias of three colors. There is structure for the entrance. It’s all well manicured. There is even a question booth.” Steve watched Adam and waited as they stepped to the side to allow a crowd to go by. “See everyone’s going in here.” He snarled. “Then you look over there.” He pointed. “It is all rickety. The gate is narrow.” The hair on the back of Adam’s neck stood. As he was raised a Christian, the words sounded familiar. Steve continued, “That gate looks as though if I touch it, it might fall over. Two people can’t even walk through at the same time.” He walked towards the flamboyant display. Adam watched as a young woman approached. She hesitated. She didn’t laugh with amusement like the other. She seemed on a mission. Steve looked up and pointed.
“Look Adam! There is fruit in there,” He said with the excitement of a little boy. He walked over to the question booth. The young woman that Adam had observed stood at the front and secured her scarf, tucking her loose hair-strands back under the edges. She walked through the entrance.

At the booth, Steve asked, “Can I simply come out if I don’t like it in there?” 

The odd looking image under a hood responded, “Look.” He pointed with a laugh. “No one comes back out.” With that Steve headed for the entrance. He looked back down the road. 
He said, “Look their coming after us.” Steve pointed down the hill at the group of men that had been hunting them. Adam merely glanced down the hill and snatched his head back.

He shouted, “Wait! Steve, I think it’s a façade.” Steve entered with a barrage of people. Adam collapsed at the side of the road. After a moment’s thought he nearly jumped to his feet to pursue Steve. Not regularly a spiritual man, Adam prayed, “Lord, I have not been faithful in anything. But, show me the way to go.” Adam glanced down the hill. Steve was right. It was the men that had been pursuing them. When he looked at the flimsy gate, he saw it off to the side. A sign nearly hidden in tall grass and held to the fence by a single fastener, the sign read, ‘Heaven’. A loud commotion drew his attention back to the other entrance. The young woman with a scarf was fighting off two wolves inside the entrance. She grabbed a man who had not yet entered. In horror, he snatched his arms away, pulling her and the wolves out of the entrance. As the woman fell, the wolves made an injured yelp and rolled away from the woman. They shriveled, and completely decomposed in sixty seconds. Adam blinked. The five or so people standing near the entrance hurried into the wide entrance without a thought as to what they had just witnessed. The bloody woman stood and picked up her scarf. She hurried into the narrow gate as she cut a glance at Adam. He looked back to see the soldiers with guns drawn and fifty feet away and sprinting. Adam glanced at the sign again and ran through the gate.
One of the men shouted, “Don’t go in there, it’s a trap.” Adam slowed his run to a trot. 


Steve headed to the side of the road where he saw a green apple tree. He pulled one off and took a healthy bite. To his surprise, it wasn’t delicious. In fact, it had no taste at all. He reached for another and heard his first warning, a growl. Lying beneath the tree, a wolf had locked his eyes on Steve. When he put his hand back on the fruit, the animal stood up. It was ready to attack him.


“I’ll get something further up the road,” Steve mumbled as he headed back onto the paved road and glanced back. The wolf was relaxed and stretched out. Steve took inventory of the type of people he was surrounded by, as young as three years old and as old as 75. There were couples, an old woman and her sister, a father and son, and a family as well. He trotted down to an orange tree on the opposite side of the road and pulled an orange down. As an after thought, he looked around. There were wolves and dogs everywhere. He pulled the beautiful fruit apart. No juice ran down his hands. And once again, there was no flavor to the fruit. He finished the orange and considered reaching for another, but the dogs and wolves were watching. Still hungry, he moved on. 

Adam tried not to allow the heat to beat him down. There was no indication that this was in fact Heaven. He walked on. 

Steve had walked for the whole day and suddenly the attractively paved road ended ten feet ahead. No one was around him. Some people had charged ahead, and others had sat or laid down to rest. There was a commotion down the road a ways. A man was sprinting towards him. From every direction, dogs ran towards the man. The mongrels weren’t gentle. The six dogs gave him no options. They held him in place. Two wolves hustled out of the far area of the trees. The dogs walked away as the wolves proceed to drag the screaming man off the road. When they got him a good distance away, they tore him apart. It seemed that even more wolves had joined the frenzy. The man’s screams ran chills over Steve’s body. He swallowed hard.

He whispered, “What is this place?” Steve glanced back up the long walk to see if maybe Adam might catch up. A black man jogged over.

He said, “Man, did you see that!” Relieved that someone else had seen the killing, 

Steve agreed, “I saw the whole thing.” The two began to walk as they compared what they’d seen. 


The man of color said, “I think we are only aloud to go forward or stop.” Steve froze in shock.


He snapped, “Are you serious?”


The black man snickered and said, “Let’s see.” He took four steps back and out of no where a gray and black dog and a tan dog were at his feet preventing a further retreat. He motioned another step and the dogs struck at his shoes. “See, that’s it. We can only go forward.” The men sat, the dogs settled, and the two men watched as the day ended.
Adam stopped and simply lay on the ground. The sun would soon set. After a full day of hell, the temperature had changed. The surroundings were gentle. The up slope was now nearly flat. The dust was gone, replaced by a soft clay-like surface. He noticed that he wasn’t hot, nor was he hungry. He closed his eyes for a moment, and fell asleep. When he awoke, he jumped to his feet. It was a new day. It was an odd feeling to sleep on the ground and not wake up sore or confused. He wondered, ‘Where is the lady with a scarf?’ He hustled along for an hour, focused. Then he spotted her, a dot on the horizon. He picked up his pace. He was sure this woman knew something about this place. After nearly three hours he cut the distance down to about half a mile. Then, he heard running water again. The sound of the water had possessed him. Adam knew it was time for a serious drink. He stepped off the road climbed a few boulders and saw the water spitting out of a large conglomerate of stones. It was clear. It splashed into a small reservoir that disappeared beneath the rocks. He dipped his hand in and snatched it back. He thought he’d been burned. He cackled.
He shouted, “Frigid cold!” He leaned down as he giggled, dipped both hands in and slurped the luscious refreshment.


The two men started in silence and simply walked for hours. A mistake had been made and reality was setting in. Two kids, twins, began to play tag. The kids didn’t seem to wander too far. The dogs let them play. It made both men watching laugh. 

“Moses is my name,” the thick, mid-thirties short haired coal colored man said.
Steve barked, “Are you kidding me?” Moses shook his head. “What a great name. Now, get rid of all of these plagues.” Steve laughed. Moses looked puzzled.

He spoke softly, “Excuse me?” Steve stopped laughing.
“It’s a religious thing,” Steve said as he extended his hand. “Just forget it. My name is Steve.” They sat again and chatted about their lives, loves, mistakes and families. When they finished Moses noticed.

“The trees are gone,” he said. They both looked back. 

“It looks like they’ve been gone for quite a distance,” Steve commented. “It was so much more pleasant in the beginning.” He paused. “I was hoping my buddy would catch up. But, I think he took the other entrance.”

“Yea, I saw it,” Moses admitted. “I never considered it.” Steve dropped his head.
“Me either,” he confessed.

Adam dunked his head into the water and came up squealing. When he turned around, he nearly fell in when he jumped.

“Hello,” the woman said. “My name is Jezebel.” Adam’s eyebrows went up. “My family use to call me Jez.” Adam nodded. “I saw you leave the road. So, I came back to see if I should fear you,” She paused “since you are following me.” Adam blushed and shrugged his shoulders with a priceless smirk. He walked in a circle. Considering where to start, he opened his mouth, and noticed her skin.
“Your arms, and legs,” he gasped. “They were bloody!”

“Yes,” she agreed. “I was pretty severely wounded.” She posed for him. “But, I healed completely, not one mark.” Adam raised his eyebrows.

“How’s that possible?”

“When I came through the gate, the pain stopped. Then, I went off the path to find water,” she explained. “When I got to a pool of water, I sunk my arm in to clean it off. When I pulled my arm out, it was healed, the same for my leg.” 

“So,” Adam thought. “This might actually be the road to Heaven? The other gate just didn’t seem right.” 

“It wasn’t,” Jez said. “After four steps in, I knew it. I was fortunate to get out.”

“Yea, the decomposition thing is just as weird as your instant healing. I’m not sure we’re still on Earth. Too many things I have never given any thought to, let alone witnessed.” 
“You’re right. I couldn’t believe it either.” They both were walking to the road.

Adam said, “I could use something to eat.” She pointed.


“A little further down the road,” she revealed. “There are grape vines with delicious grapes. And, that’s not all.”


Moses said, “Doesn’t make sense to walk fast. It all just seems to get worse the further we go.” They watched a woman dragged across the road by a wolf.


“This is sobering,” Steve admitted. “Now that I’m ready to listen, it’s too late.” Up ahead, twenty people surrounded a fountain. Moses and Steve wedged in among the others to get a drink. The three tiered round top spurting fountain had a wide basin that everyone dipped in to. 


Steve leaned over and whispered, “It’s dirty.” Moses had already taken several handfuls of water.

“Don’t drink it then,” he teased. “I don’t care. At some point in here, I will die. I don’t want to be thirsty.” Steve gave it some thought, bent his face close to the water as he used both hands to shovel it into his mouth.


“It’s horrible,” he protested.


Moses insisted, “But, it’s definitely water.” Steve saw one woman, finely dressed, spew the water from her mouth and set her old body in motion headed back towards the road.


Adam ate several handfuls of grapes before looking around. The trees were a sort that he had never seen. He asked, “What kind of trees are those?” 


“Nut trees, those are walnut trees,” Jez responded. She spun around with her hands wide.

“I have been all around this place. You can eat anything almost anything except the bark,” she answered.


Adam questioned, as he walked over and under a walnut tree, “How many times have you been to this place?”


“This is my third time,” she answered.


“Why don’t you go all the way?”


“Fear, I guess,” Jez admitted. “I’m not sure I’m ready to give up my life. I keep hoping for something better.” They noticed a man with a walking stick passing along the road. A few minutes later, a couple in their 50s also passed by. Adam dropped onto the ground between two rows of vines. He stretched out with his hands behind his head.


“Since there is no rush,” he started. “Can you and me just stay here and talk? Like you, so much of my life has been chaos. I’m here because I was being chased. If they had caught me, I would have been shipped off and enslaved.” He qualified his request. “My mind has never been so relaxed and my heart so at peace.” Jez sprawled out in the next row and giggled. Adam laughed also.


“Yeah, we can do that,” she answered. “You’ve chosen Heaven. And, you’re feeling what I felt, a loss of anxiety. Life just got simple. That’s why I keep coming back.” They both laughed out loud.


Steve and Moses relaxed 50 feet from the water fountain. “There’s no rush to get to the end of this,” Steve figured. 


“No,” Moses agreed. “This can’t end well.” 

“What’s the worst that can happen?”


Moses thought, “Well, if there is no more food. But, we have water. And, this place pushes us to keep going, there’s an end.”


“Our condition is insignificant,” Steve concluded. An ox with a body across its back crossed the road headed in a different direction, escorted by someone in a hooded robe.

“That’s that woman,” Moses said. “Look at the dress. She spit the water out. I guess she really needed it.”


“She’s definitely not moving. And, the guy in the robe is not at all concerned,” Steve added. 

“I believe she is dead,” Moses determined. They watched until the ox disappeared. “That’s the same direction the wolves drag people off the road.” For some time, no one came to the fountain. An hour later, another ox had a little girl across its back. And, then an old man came next stretched across another.

“Look at that,” Moses said. “The old man doesn’t have an escort.” He thought about it and laughed. “Shorthanded, it’s hard to find good help, even in here.” Steve moved his head back and forth.

“We volunteered for this hell,” Steve insisted. “If everyone pretty much goes where you lead them, the ox can handle a few dead bodies.”

“So,” Adam began. “How much further is it?” Jez frowned. 

“How much further is what?” She thought about the question and answered. “I don’t know where the end of the road is. The farthest I have traveled is about a half day farther.” 

“To arrive in Heaven,” Adam suggested. “How long would it take?” Jez scrunched her face.

“Wow, you are always thinking.” She paused and answered. “I have no idea.” They both sat in silence.
Adam mumbled, “Perhaps the answer is God’s favorite number.” Jez looked at him without a clue.

“I had a friend that played soccer. He always wore the number 8. His last year at the school, he couldn’t get that number. When he chose number 7, I asked him why? He said he heard that it was God’s favorite number in the Bible.” Jez nodded. “Maybe it takes a week, to arrive at Heaven’s door.”

“I recently got a Bible,” Jez admitted. “I have a lot of reading to do.” Adam lay back again.

He said, “It doesn’t seem difficult at all to keep going, if it continues to get easier.”

Moses stared at Steve. He looked at the road before squinting. He said, “We can’t go back, and we can’t get out. So, how do we drag this out or do we sacrifice ourselves to the dogs?”
Steve said, “I wish I could talk to my friend Adam. He was raised in a church.”

Moses suggested, “Text him. I know our signal can’t get out to the world. But, maybe it works inside these realities.” He paused and added, “After all, we are still alive.”


On the evening of the third day, Adam and Jez washed their outer clothes and splashed around and lay on the rocks until their clothes were dry. Moving his things around, Adam dropped his phone, and the screen showed that he had a message.

“I didn’t think we had reception in here,” he commented.


“Every call that I have made,” she said. “It didn’t go through. Obviously, you have something.” Adam read the message and handed the phone to Jez to read. She slow blinked.

“Wow,” she said. “I’m glad I got out of their.”


Adam said, “But, he’s asking for ideas about how much time they have.” He paced back and forth. “They don’t let you come out because no one would ever go back.” 


Jez snickered, “They make it so inviting at the entrance. I don’t know what I was thinking when I walked in.” 


Especially after you’d been in here twice,” Adam reminded.

“I saw both signs,” she admitted. “I don’t know much about God. However, after I questioned the difference, I began to read.”


“Read what?”


“I told you. I bought a Bible,” she said. “When I came up here the first time and left, it made sense to learn the difference between Heaven and Hell. And, it seemed no better way than using a Bible.” They both sat thinking. “I still don’t know why I nearly trapped myself in the gates of Hell.”


Adam closed the subject, “Doesn’t matter. How long do you think he and his friend have?”


Jez shook her head. “The only thing I can come up with is 666. I think that’s a sign associated with the Devil.” Adam agreed.


“So,” he deduced. “If God’s favorite is 7, than 6 would fall short. Maybe it’s 6 days.”


Jez picked it up from there. “6 hours and 6 minutes.” They were both quiet for a while after Adam text Steve. “For us, it just keeps getting better. If their being forced to only go forward, and they don’t have food, what is the end?” 


Steve’s phone buzzed. It had been more than a day since he’d sent the message. He jumped to his feet to pull the phone out of his pocket. Moses stood also. This was important. Steve read the message.

“He has met a friend there too,” Steve said. He shoved the phone back into his pocket. “They think we have 6 days.” Moses stared at him. “Six days, six hours, and six minutes.” Moses laughed nervously.


“So,” he began. “This is not a training mission at all. That’s what they give the impression of at the entrance. We are actually on our way to Hell!” Steve could offer no assurance that he wasn’t correct. He sat down and stared at the dirt under his feet.


Finally, he said, “We have 2 days left. What will happen if we go over that?” Moses hunched his shoulders. They saw excited people hurry by. Moses’ eyes were glassy.


He said, “They are hurrying off to the end of their lives.”


Steve followed with, “Some will be glad to be finished.” Moses watched in silence. Steve could see the internal struggle Moses was having.


“I can’t believe it. I won’t escape this time. I’ve made a mistake that I can’t get out of,” he said. Steve stared off in the distance.


“We won’t go out like everyone else,” he suggested. “I have a plan.” He text Adam again.

Adam’s phone chirped. He read the message aloud, “How does a person get into Heaven when they die?” He watched Jez.

“I know the good person thing doesn’t work,” she said. “That’s all I know.” Adam raised his eyebrows as he text the message to Steve. Jez narrowed her eyes at Adam. “Well?” Adam tried to pretend as though he had no idea what Jez was asking.
Adam reversed the question, “Well what?” After a brief pause he continued. “You bought a Bible, continue your quest.” Jez decided not to be offended. No one had ever given her priority. But, Adam had made her feel more important than any one. She liked that. Besides, she had always determined that men couldn’t do more than one thing at a time. He was texting. 

Steve read the text from Adam several times. Moses stood waiting for something. He wobbled. Then recognized they had only given their bodies water for days. Steve’s face displayed a humbled man. He was in no position to argue. The end was near. He glanced up to see eight dogs that watched from all around. Most would walk away when approached. But some would allow a person to stroke him or her. It was obvious that they found no pleasure in being touched. The wolves watched from a distance in the leafless trees. Steve turned to Moses. He read the text one more time. 

Moses said, “There’s no hope, right?” Steve’s shoulders adjusted to a more positive posture.

He started out with a question. “Do you know who Jesus is?”
“I have heard of him,” Moses responded. Steve proceeded to explain what Adam had suggested. When he finished, he expected Moses to have questions that he didn’t know the answers to, or display anger. But, Moses only smiled.
“I believe that,” Moses said. “I have always believed in a creator.” He was silent. Then he added, “It just makes sense to me.”

“I wish I could say the same thing,” Steve bellowed. “I have to trust you and Adam.” He swallowed. “I have always tried to do everything my own way. When I lost my parents I just figured that was it.” He hesitated. “I’m glad there’s more to it.”

Jez had marked her furthest point. They were passing that spot. “I feel guilty,” Adam admitted. “Steve and his friend will be dead soon. It just seems creepy.” Jez saw the emotion in Adam’s eyes and pulled him in to her arms. 
“No one knew,” she said. “That this was life and death. It’s not your fault.” Adam stepped back. 

He said, “I am glad you are here with me. I feel like we have something special.” Adam stared at Jez as he held both of her hands. “Marry me.” Jez’s eye bolted wide. “They did it in Biblical days. They would marry to date, instead of dating to marry. It worked. I have nothing in my life that’s as good as this. We can leave here and try our own new adventure, without giving up on life.”

The evening darkness was quick. Moses proclaimed, “I feel it.”

Adam responded, “Feel what, the arctic cold or the tropical humidity?”

“The change,” Moses answered. “Something has happened inside of me since we prayed.”

Steve admitted, “I don’t know that I feel as confident as you sound.” Moses stretched out and closed his eyes. Steve stared at him in disbelief. “That’s it? You’re going to sleep?”

“I am,” Moses declared. “We’ve changed. But, our situation is the same.” He paused. “When we pass from this hell, things will be good. I know it.” He sat up. “Thank you for my new faith, and your friendship.” Steve could no longer see Moses. The darkness had once again set in.

Steve continued as though he were talking to Moses, “Tomorrow is day six. I don’t suppose it will be a wonderful day.”

Jez considered Adam. They had not even kissed and he was asking to marry her. As the night set in, the breeze tickled as she leaned against a tree. She closed her eyes. It was as a soft tissue passing across her face and body. She opened her eyes and began to walk back to where she had left Adam. A small torch between the rocks every ten feet on both sides of the road illumined the path. Adam appeared asleep as he faced her on his side in the grass. She stood over him for several minutes. She smiled contently as she curled up in front of him and placed his arm over her side.

“Yes,” she whispered. “I am ready for a real adventure. It might be a foolish choice but I will marry you.”

Alarmed by the ferocious sounds of savagery and violence, Steve and Moses awoke and jumped to their feet. A woman in her twenties was being mauled by three wolves. Moses ran straight into the attack. A wolf sprinted from behind him and knocked him to the ground. Steve bolted towards Moses. His shoe caught under a rock and held him long enough to turn him around. When he fell, he knocked himself unconscious.  


“So,” Jez began seeing that Adam had finally woke up to a new day. “When are we going back? We have a life to start together?” Around Adam, Jez had assembled a breakfast buffet. There were nuts in a pile and various fruits.

“Not before breakfast,” Adam said. “That’s for sure.”


When Steve woke up his head throbbed. He didn’t need to look around. He was alone. He splashed water from the fountain onto his face. He needed to drink but refused. He headed to the road. As he walked, he passed a little girl of about seven years old. She sat on a rock weeping. As he strode past, their eyes met. 


He walked the day without feeling anything. He was a dead man. He witnessed eight attacks and three people dropping dead. The road was wider. People were crying, screaming, moaning in agony as they continued up the road. At this point, everyone knew that a run back was a death wish, a violent death wish. 

Before the evening arrived, Steve saw it, the end of the trail. It was an uneven edge, a cliff. He sat down about a hundred yards away from the end. It was not what he would have expected. However, it was a vast hole. And, occasionally the fire below would flair over the top. As anyone got close they were forced by the canines to continue on or be ripped apart if they attempted to retreat. At this point, most of the people were dehydrated, hungry, desperate, and ready for it all to come to an end. What the system did was to force the people to commit suicide. Weak and ready to die, Steve fell onto his side. He heard a voice that startled him awake. He heard the little girl that had been crying earlier. He turned from the edge and stood up when he saw her.

“Come to me,” he shouted to her. The dogs that terrorized her followed, unfazed. Steve realized immediately that he had one last mission. The girl held him tight. “Stop crying. We have each other. I need you too.” 


She asked, “Why aren’t you afraid?” Steve smiled.


“I have something very special,” he said. “It’s a gift.” She looked confused. The depleted orphan longed for something tangible. “I want you to have hope, a hope for Heaven.” Steve threw his hands out. “All of this frightening and ugly horror will soon be gone.” He made her face brighten. “It will be a beautiful place. Do you want that?” She nodded her head and Steve explained and they prayed. 

“What now? What else can we do? When can we eat?” She had a lot of questions. Steve had an idea.


“Help me send a text.” She was excited to do something familiar. He knew that he didn’t have all of the answers. But, with all of the chaos around them, they were content at the moment. They finished the text and shared a joke and laughed. They no longer heard the screams and horrors of Hell. The exhaustion took over and they slipped into a deep sleep as darkness covered the sky. Without warning, they became victims. The pain was extreme. Steve and the girl had been speared. They were quickly thrown over separate oxen. Steve couldn’t see the girl clearly until her ox turned. As he breathed his last breath, he saw the girl had departed life with a smile on her face. He mumbled, “Finally, something honorable.”

It took several days to get to the entrance again. Walking hand in hand, Adam and Jez giggled as they pushed the gate open to exit the dirty small road. The latch grabbed Adam’s pocket and his phone fell out. It came to life. He had a message from days before from Steve. It said, ‘You would be proud. I lived life all the way to the end. I am no longer a sinner. I am a saint. See you in Heaven my friend.’
The End
