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surprise as he stood in a long line before the golden

can Frederick Littlemin’s

imagine

gates of heaven. Even if Fred had been a spiritual
man, he would have found the cloud-floors and white
robes a bit hard to swallow. As it was, Frederick had
been a corporate attorney, and that left no room for
religion. “Life is for living, death is for dying! Check
the dictionary, jackass!” He had once screamed that
into the face of a Jehovah’s Witness before slamming
the door. Right now, he wished he had been a little
nicer.

Just twenty minutes ago Fred had been alive
and happy. He had a date with a gorgeous twenty-two
year old actress who thought he was a director, and he
was getting ready to make a down payment on a new
Porsche. That was before he choked to death on an
olive.

All of this was jarring, of course. But nothing
that had happened was a hundredth as shocking as the
angel.

It was a real, bona fide angel, complete with
feathered wings and a glowing halo. It floated beside
the line, looking everyone over. The woman in front of
Fred cried tears of joy when the angel was next to her.
Itignored her and kept going. Then came the part Fred
never would have expected. Not in his wildest, most
fearsome dreams. Even if he had thought any of the
rest possible, he never could have imagined the angel
singling him out and asking “Is your name Frederick
Littlemin?”

Yet that was precisely what happened.
Ignoring the thousands of other souls before him, that
winged being, that servant of the Lord, was standing
before Frederick, speaking in a voice more beautiful
than any he had ever heard.

The question sull hung somewhere between
Fred’s right and left ear while he swallowed hard. It
was as if all the liquid in his body (or whatever he was
now) suddenly evaporated, and his husk of a soul was
left dried up and shriveled.

The first ume he tried to speak, he just
coughed. Then, in the most timid voice an attorney is
capable of, he answered, “Yeah. That’s me.”

“Would you please step out of line?”

By Erin Snyder

[t didn’t seem to be a request, so, with shaking
legs, Fred did just that.
asked.

“Is there a problem?” he

“Please follow me, sir.” The
angel led Fred alongside the line. The
other souls waiting for their chance

moved to the side, allowing them to

pass. It was obvious to everyone that
this was important.

They reached the front, where
a short, fat man was sitting behind a
desk. It was a nice desk, similar to the . // ""/
kind Fred used to have in his office.

“You’re Peter,” Fred whispered.

“And you are Frederick Littlemin. I apologize
for making such a scene, but you're what we like to call
a special case.” Peter lifted a list. A long list. “Shall we
start with the sins of the body?”

“I’d rather we didn’t,” Fred said, softly.

“There was something in here...something
during college.” Peter reached that section, and his eyes
shot up. “Fred,” he scolded, shaking his head.

“I was drunk,” Fred whimpered, as Peter
moved on.

“Things pick upafter college. Lying. Cheating.
Withholding evidence--"

“I was doing my job,” Fred blurted out, before
realizing that he had just interrupted Saint Peter.

“A job with consequences. You chose that
job. You made choices. Choices like... hiding evidence
of illegal disposal of toxins. Your actions allowed that
practice to continue. [ have a tally here of the number
of children who died or became sick because of you,
Fred. You. There’s the incident with Roger Stevenson.
Remember him? The man who tried to sue after his wife
got sick at work. The company was willing to settle, but
you told them you could win the case. And here, ten
years ago. Do you remember Terrance Smith?

“I... T don’t

confessed.

know who that 1s,” Fred

“I don’t suppose you would. You never asked
his name. You just called him a jackass and slammed
the door in his face. Well, he was one of our agents. |

can go on, Fred. We're just getting started.”
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Fred shook his head. He shrank as small as he
could.

“You were a bad apple, Fred. Normally, we
don’t even consider bad apples. We just throw them
away. We let them roast in the fire. But, like I said
before, you're a special case.”

Frederick looked up. “I am?”

Peter calmed down. He even smiled. “Oh,
yes. Very special. So special, we're going to give you
one last chance to redeem yourself. One chance to turn
your life around and turn all that bad into good. Now,
if a man was to do that, it might be grounds for me to
tear up this list. If [ was in your shoes, I'd like a chance
like that. Especially given the alternative.” Peter’s gaze
shifted downward.

“Do you want me to return to Earth?”

Peter laughed. “We have our own agents for
that. No, what we're asking for is a lot easier. You
see, what we want is for people to do the right thing
and end up here. On occasion that means opening the
right doors for people, doors that encourage the right
behavior. Now, opening doors 1sn’t easy. It takes
something special. Do you see what I'm getting at,
Fred?”

Fred shook his head. “I’'m sorry,” he said.

“That’s all right. Let me start again. It’s really
hard to help people from up here. We need to be able to
act closer to the sinners. The easiest way to do that is to
set up organizations on Earth. That takes something,
Fred. I think you know what I'm talking about.”

Fred was still confused. “Love?”

Peter leaned across his desk. “Money, Fred.
We need money.”

“Pardon.”

“Some of that money you earned sinning. We
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want to put it to good use. We want to open churches.
Some of our agents preach on cable television: that isn’t
free. We need bank names, account numbers, and
codes. You give us that, and we’ll let you into heaven.”

“I...Tdon’t get it. Can’t God--"

“God spins galaxies on his fingertips and
prevents the universe from exploding into flame. He
keeps the stars from freezing and the heavens from
falling. God is too busy to deal with the little things.”

“Wait. I mean, the kids I had with my second
wife are supposed to get that money. Is this a test or
something?”

“This isn’t a test. It’s a choice. You can give
us the codes and get into Heaven, or you can go to Hell,
where they’l] torture the numbers out of you to pay for
strip clubs, casinos, and personal injury lawyers. Either
way, your next of kin won’t see the number they were
expecting. The difference will get credited to taxes,
bills, and accounting errors. It’s your decision. Which
side of this battle are you on? The winning team or the
losing team?”

Peter slid a blank sheet of paper across the desk,
and Fred wrote down number after number. He gave
details on how to collect millions of dollars. “That’s all
I remember,” he said.

Peter ripped up the list. “All right Fred. Enjoy
eternity.” The gates opened, and Fred walked through.
They slowly closed behind him.

Peter motioned for the next person in line, a
petty thief and drug addict who was damned to Hell for

his sins.

Frin Soyder lives in Astoria, where he is currently

revising his first novel.

-
Fa

CcHASE
By Jottnson)
RECHE OGT G6LAS

foMMERCE

JOEPH BMNK
Rectrtt 226358+
CITI(BANI .
SANDY FiSHER //
nccﬁtmsm%m/t/

W




