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Death is not a portal 
	 To a better place,
A body free of sickness,
	 A life with no more pain.

It cannot brings us closer
	 To our Father-Mother God,
Or Christ the saving way-shower,
	 Or paths of peace untrod.

Heaven isn’t someplace else
	 Out there beyond our view,
It’s here and now for everyone,
	 Not some deserving few.

Did God create a rule saying,
	 “You must die to get to Me?”
No! God is Life, undimmed by death,
	 Shining eternity.

So why is it that we say,
	 “God took her; she’s with Him”?
“He’s found his peace — Eternal Rest”?
	 “She’s gone Home — it’s for the best”?
“He’s playing a harp, sitting on a cloud,
	 Singing angel songs, reading poetry aloud     (con’td next pg)



With Shakespeare and the rest, 
	 Who’ve passed beyond our sight,
Twinkling in the sky,
	 When we go to sleep at night,
Watching over us 
	 With tender, loving eyes…”? —
What a bunch of CRAP!
	 Such idiotic lies!

We’re mired in this belief
	 Of opposites, of two’s,
Of good and evil, well and ill,
	 Of happiness and blues.

But that’s really not the way
	 God made it all to be,
In fact, there’s only one creation — 
	 It’s good, whole and free.

So, life has no death,
	 It’s Life — don’t you see?
Somehow we’ve just mixed it up,
	 We silly human beings!

We’ve gotten this idea,
	 That death is a release,
That all our suffering, pain and fear
	 Will magically just cease.	         

But then we realize 
	 The moment that we die — Oops!
There’s still a lot of work undone,
	 It’s truly no free ride.

For Heaven isn’t some locale
	 We get to when we’re dead,
We’ve had it with us all along — 
	 It’s right within our heads!

Heaven is a state
	 Of consciousness so clear,
That anything unlike itself,
	 Just simply disappears!

So let’s stop all this nonsense,
	 Buying the mortal dream
And wake to life unending,
	 As it’s meant to be.

Let’s work out our salvation
	 “Now” instead of “Then”,
And we’ll find heaven here on earth,
	 Without pining, wondering, “When?”
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