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The Golden Gates of Heaven

His anger was raging through his body. His eyes were bulging, and his veins were popping. His 

glare pierced me, and I could feel his warm breath against the surface of my cheek. 

“Please, oh please don't kill me!” I had begged.

“Shut up!” He demanded. 

“Help!” I screamed out, hoping someone would hear my bloody murder cries. In an instant, I felt his 

hand rapidly strike me in the face. I was petrified, but yet determined to stay alive. The blow to my 

head broke my tooth, and almost instantly I could taste my own blood. I did something I regret because 

of the events that unfolded after. Out of hopelessness I decided the only thing I could do was spit in his 

face. I hacked a big spit ball of blood and saliva, spit it at him, and screamed once again for help. He 

wiped my only line of defense off his face, and I looked into the eyes of my killer. I could see a mixture 

of outrage, sadness and hatred. Why did he hate the world so much that he had to snatch my life away 

from me? 

His next action took me by surprise. I was in a panic. Do I kick and scream, or do I stay quiet? I 

embraced another blow to my head before him grabbing my hair and dragging me across the chilling, 

inflexible floor. This time, I thrashed around like a fish out of water, and started kicking and squealing 

out in pain. My head was throbbing, and I could feel each strand of hair ripping from my head. 

At last, his hand released my hair from his grasp. In a split second I decided I was gonna fight 

for it. If he wanted to rip my life away from me, he was going to have to go through a lot for it. When I 

saw my chance, I got up and and dashed for any door or room I could lock myself into. He was chasing 



after me, and I could hear his feet quickly thump the ground with ever running step, as if we were 

playing a bloody game of cat and mouse. All I could think of was my family: my husband, and my two 

children. I needed to live for them; to watch them grow and help them succeed in life. 

The sound of three gun shots rang out, and that’s when I felt an unbearable burning sensation in 

my chest. One single shot imbedded itself in my own flesh, and my body collapsed instantly. I heard 

my killer dash away from my lifeless body leaving me to die. A long stream of tears bottled up in my 

eyes, and with one blink they descended down my cheeks and onto the concrete floor beneath me. I 

was gasping for any air my body would take in, but it seemed as if something was sucking all of the air 

out of this world. 

I tried to scream one last time, but something was keeping my screams from escaping my 

mouth. I was angry; why did someone take my life away in such an inhumanity way? Precious 

memories of my wedding day, and the birth of my children flashed through my mind. Tears cascaded 

down even harder now.  I had so much love for my husband and children, and I knew my life was 

going to depart from this world soon. It was a bittersweet moment, and all I wanted was to give my 

family one last kiss. My life was flooding out of my own body now, and a puddle of my own blood was 

taking shape. This was it, this was my time now. With one last gasping breath, I let myself go. 

With that, a sense of peace sheltered me. I felt my soul lift upward. I peered at my broken body 

laying on the rock hard concrete. I was completely dead, and I could see the damage my killer had left 

for someone to find. The gruesome murder, and the graphic scene of my body didn't make me 

remorseful though. I actually felt pleasant, and at peace. 

Abruptly, the color of white exploded in front of me. No words could possibly describe how 

bright it was. It was as if my soul was going through the different stages to reach Heaven, and the next 

stage was an encounter with my savior. Jesus was massive and could clasp the whole world in just his 

two palms. Unlike all the other people up there, he had no wings. His eyes were sea blue, and his face 

was gentle and kind. 



As soon as I entered the widespread golden gates of Heaven, pure bliss blanketed my body. A 

variety of each animal roamed around, and no matter what kind of animal it was, it was friendly. The 

angels harmonized the most appealing music that have ever reached my ears. Everything was so vivid, 

and in such fine detail. When I had a stretch of time, I slowly strolled to some sort of pond. There was a 

hill of gold, and water plunged into this rather small pond. Once I reached it I looked into the crystal 

blue water. My reflection appeared and blinded my eyes. My white dress flowed with the wind, and my 

gold hair shined with the light. My pale skin matched my white dress, and it made my deep blue eyes 

pop. My eye lashes were long and curled. I wasn’t wearing any make up, but I was glowing without it. 

But the most beautiful thing, my wings. My wings were almost like the rest of the people here, but just 

a bit different. They were silky and lite pink; my favorite color. I dropped to my knees and dug my 

hands into the warm sand absorbing my new life. Jesus then came to me, lifted me to my feet and told 

me to come with him. He led me to a place, and there I stood. I was looking over my house, and was 

watching my husband holding my two children reading them a book. My babies had the biggest smiles 

on their faces. They were happy, and so was I. 

Before I passed, I was troubled about not being able to watch my children and husband advance 

in life. But up here, you can overlook everything that happens in the so called world I used to strive and 

live in. In that world, your life will terminate, but then you either spend your eternity in Heaven or 

Hell. If I do say so myself, dying isn't so bad after all. Jesus will never fail you, because in that crazy 

messy world called Earth, he will be your peace. I am looking forward to living in this peaceful place 

for an eternity with my savior, Jesus. 

 


