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Preface

Hello, my earthly name, William Dejor. I am the first and only human to be chosen by the Alpha and the Omega to become an angel before my natural life was to end. I have a story to tell and a message that will run through these pages like water from a stream. I will tell my entire story from beginning to end and all the elements of my life will be revealed to you. 


I have enjoyed and suffered through a life unlike anyone you will ever meet. My existence on earth is no more but I am still here, with you. I have been given my assignment, and that is to protect an important soul coming to earth very soon. Follow these pages and see my journey and the lessons that have been placed on me. My brothers are now some of the finest souls and spirits in Heaven and I am learning and growing as a being of a spiritual nature. I sit along with Gabriel, Michael and many other heavenly hosts and I have never understood the ways of the world more than I do now being an angel! I will take you through all the things that I have experienced and let you inside some of the mysteries of Heaven. 


One question I feel I would be asked of me if the opportunity ever were presented would be, "What is God like?" I must say to you that there are no words that can adequately say it all but, if I had to choose one word it would be Marvelous. Oh, but the creator is so much more as you will undoubtedly see one day and begin to know him more closely when you rejoin him at the end of your days on the earth. I do not mean to sound morbid or depress you, but you do not understand the joy that comes from being in the sight of the Almighty! Don't worry good readers I won't leave you to wait until then, continue to read my gospel and I will give you a glimpse of God, himself. All of your thoughts about Heaven and the divine plan will come into question through these pages before you. You must alter your thinking in order to gain a true perspective on the fullness of everything that is in existence. 


My gospel is written to inspire, inform and help shape your visions of the way things are in this universe. I have listened and heard the hearts of many people ask, "Is this all there is to life?" I have wanted to respond with an answer every time I heard these words come from someone's heart and give them the true purpose of existence and why life is all that it is. Along with all the numerous blessings I have received from the God he has again allowed me one more. I have been given the opportunity to share my story with the world and what I know of life and the after-life. In his divine wisdom he has seen fit to grant me a request that my heart has been yearning for. If you look inside these sentences on these pages and feel what my heart is saying and imagine the views I depict, then you will gain my insight. 


Science has made huge strides and is desperate for you to believe that earth is all there is in terms of life. It says there’s no Heaven or Hell and when you die, that’s it. Nothing. It is not so. I am proof of that and if you have ever come close to death you know as well that this is not true. But Science has always wanted tangible proof of something more than this earthly existence without taking into account: How are they able to reason and research? The human mind is all the proof you need.

Now Charles Darwin's Theory of Evolution will gain momentum in your generation but does Darwin's theory cover an evolution of gained intelligence? No other animal comes reasonably close to our intellectual abilities, but if we accept his theory that would mean that some other form of life on earth is relatively close to our mental capacity. Moreover, we can all see and know to a certainty that there is no other species, anywhere that compares to mankind intellect and abilities closely enough to precede us in the evolutionary scale. God is the creator and designer of all that we accomplish and all that we can accomplish; it is through him that we gain insight and knowledge. What scientist, professors and doctors discover has already been given to mankind through God and placed into their minds. There has not, and will not ever be a major discovery with out the consent of the Creator. Ever!


 You, the future generations, will have great strides in science and move further away from the truth of God. All these things are signs of the end that is destined to come, and you all are coming to the point in time when serious religious doubt will come almost to the point of a religious extinction. At that point you will be reminded, but for many this will come too late. People are moving more towards a time you will call the, "Here and Now." This time will be full of self-gratification and selfish living and will begin the end of times. Considering all things I wanted so badly to tell mankind all these things, I think it will help them in the times to come. This story is my life, death, insight and what I know of the world and everything that truly matters. Learn what I now know. Enjoy.

Chapter 1


I was born in America in 1833 to Rubella and John Dejor. My parents are farmers of that day and host many problems and struggles during this period in time. Our past generations never came from wealth and we never knew the joys of a life of leisure. My mother Rubella met my father in 1828 and began a courtship that was much to the dismay of their parents. Grandmother Gwendolyn Pages always wanted the best for Rubella and considered her attachment to my father a very large step in the wrong direction. My fathers' family was opposed to his decision to develop a relationship to my mother as well. 


They made a defiant decision to runaway together after tiring from the constant battles and fights defending their relationship to their families. Mother and father ran away from their homes to create one of their own. Because of their direct disobedience, they were both disowned by their families for many years. Mother would cry for days and she went through many times of loneliness without anyone to talk to when father was out working the fields. 


Mother had always been very close to her family; they were more than blood relatives to her were they were her friends as well. She spent the first few years alone, at home with no one to talk to for most of her days after being disowned by the people she loved. Later in life when I learned of this it upset me immensely, even more than I realized. I am getting ahead of myself in my story so let me back up a bit.


I was born shortly after that period when my mothers' family stopped speaking to her, but I was born prematurely and I was severely underweight. Through the good graces from the heavens I survived and was seen as an extra special child to my family. Grandmother Gwendolyn felt she could not continue to isolate mother when she found out she had a grandson. Eventually, peace was made in her family shortly after my birth. Their relationship became closer even, considering the fact that at my birth I was so close to death. I believe that Grandmother Gwendolyn could honestly see that my father was indeed a good man and worked hard to provide a suitable life for her daughter. I believe shortly after seeing this she slowly gave him her approval.


My mother was a very religious woman. I can remember she would always sit with me and read the Bible to me as a child. She instilled a strong sense of God in my life and looking back on it, those are some of my best memories as a child. On many afternoons mother and I would sit at the kitchen table and read the Bible and discuss the stories in it. We discussed its prophecies and what we would do in the situations presented in its stories. She and I would also giggle a little every time the table would wobble because one of the legs on the table was uneven from the others. My mother, my friend and truly a special woman with a place in my heart no one could fill. 


The summer I turned seventeen I came home one day from the lake down on Old Crescent Wick Lane to see mother a sleep on the chair. She would usually take naps around this time in the afternoon so I came in and washed up. I decided to cook dinner so that mother could sleep a little while longer. After the food was prepared I walked out to the front of the house and called for father to come in for dinner. I yelled for father and I could see him by the barn, in the distance, putting away his tools and dusting the dirt off his trousers. I went back inside and began setting the table while periodically looking out the window, over the sink, to see how near father was to the front door. I just love punctuality and I always try to make one task flow into another without any time wasted. Maybe that comes from having to be on many time schedules while doing different chores on the farm. As soon as father walks in the door I would begin putting the food on the plates so I would be just finishing as he sat down to eat.


These next hours are forever burned into me, and I remember these things as if it was yesterday. Just as father opened the front door and proceeded to wash up. I call to wake mother for dinner. "Mother, it's time for dinner," I say raising my voice to wake her. I continue to serve the hot food on the plates then looking over to see if she has awakened.


 "Father, mother is still sleep," I say to him as he walks to the table. "Shh, let her sleep she is tired and well deserved of the rest," father says to me so then I sit to eat as well. We sit and quietly eat occasionally whispering about some things that people in the town are discussing currently at this time. We discuss politics and past presidents the entire length of the evening. My father is a wise and disciplined man whose only flaw is he denies himself too many of life's little pleasures. There is a lot to be said for enjoyment by just a walk on the beach, camping outside, or sitting and talking all night. Father worked hard all those years and needed to be good to him self.


After dinner I wash up the dishes and I occasionally look in on mother as she slept so peacefully. After this I go to my room and lye in bed thinking about the events of the day and then I notice someone standing in my room. Out the corner of my eye I see a man standing by my dresser in the shadows of the darkness. I focus my eyes once again and the figure is gone. 

I sit there questioning what I believe I had just seen and then I hear screams! The voice was that of my fathers, I jump and run into the living room to see what is happening in there. As I approach the room I see father standing over mother repeatedly hitting her in the chest crying and screaming. It sends a chill through my spine as I rush over to him and pull him away from her. The closer I get to him the slower time seems to move as I notice that mother still appears asleep. Immediately it shook me that mother would not still be a sleep after being hit like that and then I see the truth.

 
"Please Lord no," father screams as he falls to his knees and sits at her feet. I stand there and I feel as though I have left my body. Looking at mother sitting there still appearing a sleep I know that she is gone. She is no longer of this earth and pain enters my body like a thousand spears as I sit by father and begin to weep as well. The tears that well up in my eyes made the room seem as if it is under water. Once again I see this figure of a man before me. In my overwhelming sadness I just watch this figure standing before me uncaring and emotionally detached. I sit also not sure if what I am seeing is real at all. I can barely see through my tears but I do not make an effort to wipe my eyes. I just sit here with my father, weeping uncontrollably as one tear gives way to another. I see the figure extend his hand and place it on the shoulder of my mother and then once again, he is gone.


After my crying slowly began to subside I stand up and begin my walk into town to get the sheriff. I tell father where I am going and tell him I will be back. I look back at father as I leave the house and I see a broken man with his hopes dashed away. All I can feel is the pain for my father and I hurt more over. Then as I walk out the house I catch my reflection in the window and my crying increases more. I walk up the road and think about mother and continue to cry every step of the way. I walk along the road and ask God questions of why. I wonder why my life had to take this path. Why did I have to spend the remaining years of my life without my mother by my side? 

"I want to know God," I speak under my breath with a quick mumbling motion of my mouth. I can hear the rumbling of thick gray clouds that hover above me. "I wish she could have stayed for a while," I continue to say as I walk down this dark road. I feel no fear as I walk down this desolate road because my sorrow is so deep. I then begin to feel little droplets of rainfall touching me on the shoulder. As slow as I feel time moving now I approach the Sheriff's Station rather quickly it seems. The station sits off to the left of the road with two horses off to the side, tied up by the building under a port away from the rain. Now it's raining in a steady down pour with lightning cracking every few minutes. I can see shadows moving back and forth as I walk to the porch of the Sheriff Station completely drenched and consumed in my sadness.


 I walk into the station with my eyes blindly staring about the room and I see Sheriff Molder in the corner sitting at his desk. "Stay right there William! Don't come one step closer or you'll wet every bit of our floors," he says pointing in my direction. Sheriff Molder was from the South and he moved here with his family about six years ago. His wife Linda and his three children came with him from the South and have been living here at the Old Manner Mansion in Windsor. He is a short and pudgy man with black and silver hair, which always looked as if it needs to be washed. He is a very nice and good spirited man who had the fortune of inheriting the mansion from his family some time ago. 


"What in the world would make you want to come out in this weather?" Sheriff Molder asks me while slowly walking to where I am standing. The dripping of my clothes is creating a puddle on the floor in the very place that I stand. The closer he gets to me, I can see his facial reaction change from pleasant and easy, to curious, then concern. He looks in my face and can see that rain wasn't the only water on my face. He began to notice my tears. "What's wrong son?" Sheriff Molder asks me now sympathizing with me. I stand here still crying but managing to control my tears enough to speak clearly.

 
"My mother," I say choking back more tears as they begin to force themselves to the surface. "What about her?" Sheriff asks now standing in my face looking very hard at me. "She died, in her sleep," I say to him as I wipe my eyes. Sheriff Molder walks to the window on the side of the building yelling, "Johnny and Nigel bring around the buggy now." As he walks back over to me he asks, "Where is your father son?" 

"At home, with her," I say looking down at the floor as the water from my clothes continues to collect into a now large puddle.


I stand lost in the moment from before when I heard my father screaming. It burns in my mind as it plays over and over again. I feel the weight of the world upon me and I feel as if I just want to give up on everything and everyone at this moment. It doesn't seem fair! I know people that have blackened hearts and souls that are as cold as winter at night and they seem to exist forever! The sweet and kind, loving people are stolen from this world too soon. Why? I stand here contemplating life and becoming angrier by the second. I walk out of the office and begin my journey back home. I look at the gray, gloomy sky and realize that the color of the sky is indeed the color of my soul right now. As I walk back home I can hear the horses coming up behind me with the trotting of their hooves slowing down to a walking pace.


 "What are you doing William? Come in out of the rain and ride with me," Sheriff Molder said as he motioned for one of his assistants to slide over in his seat. I turn and look at the Sheriff and I can see in his eyes that he is confused by my strange behavior. "I want to walk, alone, go ahead I will be there shortly," I say then continuing to walk down the road. "All right then," Sheriff Molder says then whipping the reins on the horse and continuing his ride to my house. 


"What more can I take from this so-called life? Are we here to suffer? Why is nothing on earth non-perishable?" I ask these questions to myself over and over then I begin to cry again. Looking off to the left of the road I see an old barn that use to belong to Mr. Winkerton before he passed away those few years ago. I stop walking and just stared at it from the road and my mind drifts back to times when I was younger. There were times when I would play in that barn for hours. 

I use to imagine I was a world-renowned doctor and all my patients from all around the world would come to visit me there, in my office, for appointments. I was so full of false hope and I was so naïve back then. I feel the need to just sit there, by the barn for a while with my thoughts while in the rain. I begin to walk through the field directly over to where the barn is and once there, I sit. Hour after hour goes by but to me it feels like minutes. I sit in the rain and mud just sulking in the tears and pain I feel. 


Over this period of time of me sitting in the mud, I think of all the years I've existed and all those many years before my life began. What I have learned through school and my many lessons in life is that nothing is safe from death or destruction. Everything will fade away into nothingness and all that is created will never last forever. Why can't love survive and never fade away? All humans ever really want is security, a place of complete safety. Nature is a cycle that always creates itself, and then it destroys itself it is a never-ending cycle. The old passes away to make way for the new, and it is a scary thing for the ones of us living in this whirlpool of constant motion. Heaven must be pleasurable up there, but it sure feels like Hell down here. After all the time I spent sitting and thinking about things, I look up to notice the buggy that carries Sheriff Molder and his assistants is heading back towards town and I can feel my mothers body inside that buggy as it trotted along that road. I watch from the barn until the buggy is far out of view then I force myself to return home.


It is a week later that my mother is laid to rest. I walk into the First Temple Church that is located two roads away from the Sheriff's Office and I look at the people in attendance. Uncle Johnson is sitting next to Cousin Ritchie both looking through their programs with their faces somber. To the left is where the immediate family sits and then I see Aunt Nina and Aunt Mae holding one another crying. As I approach the front of the church I slowly look into the faces of all the family in attendance one by one. I see some family members here that I haven't seen since I was a child and it angers me immensely.  Some of them are sitting here, in front the eyes of God, pretending as if they care so much for my mother. In actuality they never cared enough to come by and see my mother when she was alive. Why all the tears now?  Where were you all those years? Those times of loneliness when she felt all alone, where were you? 

I sit down up front and I feel hands pat me on the shoulder and hear whispers saying, "I'm sorry." I sit here trying to control the feeling of contempt that I have for some of my family and trying to focus on the person my mother was. My mind races with so many thoughts all piling onto one another. Why is it said that a person was this or was that when they die? Death does not change a person, just the shape they take in this world. Are they not counted anymore because they are not beside you in physical form? My father comes into the church and takes his seat next to mine. His face seems hard but I can understand he feels he needs to be strong. All his dreams and his love lay before him in that coffin. My heart clinches with pain from the thought. 


As the service begins I sit staring forward listening to the minister speak of life and how precious it is and I feel a void in my heart. "No one knows why we are here," The minister says looking down on the podium at the paper he laid there minutes earlier. "Most people go through their lives not loving anyone or anything. Some people never touch another living soul their entire time on this earth. I will say to you on this day that this is not the case for Rubella Dejor. This loving woman has touched the lives of everyone here and many more that could not make it here today." I can hear people in the back of the church saying amen to the ministers words and I feel as if I want to die. My mind is constantly drifting into thoughts of other people who are more privileged than I. People still having both parents alive and healthy makes me envious and bitter now.

 
I sit looking up at the pulpit watching the lips of the minister move as he speaks to the congregation but I do not hear a word that he is saying. I am consumed by sorrow. I am submerged in thoughts of despair and solitude. While in thought some words come to me unlike any others words running through my mind at this time saying, "keep having faith." I take notice of it instantly then my thoughts continue to flow the same as before. I look over at my father as he leans forward putting his head in his hands, I can hear him weeping. The sound is small and faint; I look over to see Sarah Dunkin, my former neighbor, walking over to me from the middle isle in the church. We were really close at one time, as children, but when she moved away we lost touch. I do feel at ease, seeing her here before me, she gives me some comfort.

 "I am sorry to be seeing you in a time like this, a time of great sadness for you. I knew her as well and I am saddened by your loss William," she said to me while placing her hands on my face. I look into her eyes and I begin to cry more. "I will sit with you," she says to me reaching over and touching my father's arm and then she sits down next to me. The minister continues his sermon and I look up to the stained glass picture of Jesus in the baptism window. The window sits above the choir section and shows our Lord kneeling in prayer before a rock looking into the heavens with a divine light shining on his face. I sit staring at this window picture, listening periodically to the minister. Sarah places her hand in mine and I look onward as the minister begins to call us forward to view my mothers' body one last time before she is laid to rest. Sarah and I stand and I shake father on his shoulder so he can come with us, and he falls to the floor!

 "Father," I yell looking at him lying on the floor. Chaos rushes through the pews of the church as the deacons of the church rush over to aid him. I step back shaking my head. I have this feeling of time slowing down once again as I turn my head towards the deacon as he checks my fathers' pulse. I feel my stomach clinch up as one of the deacon looks up to the ceiling and then over at me. Another deacon shouts, "Get help." One of the deacons stands and walks over to me saying, "I am sorry William." "Sorry for what? This can't be happening to me. Not again," I scream out as I look at the stained window picture of Jesus that sits over the pulpit. 

"Have I offended you so greatly that you would do this to me," I shout at the picture and up to God. "Why do I deserve this?" I begin to feel flushed as I look around the church, in my rage and I see one man's face that stands out above the rest of the faces in attendance. I don't recognize him but at this moment I don't care about anything anymore. My anger forces words from me that I begin to shout for all to hear in attendance. "We all rush into structures like this," I say with my arms extending outward pointing at the walls of the church. "We sin but we pray for forgiveness, and try to become better people but we are all destined for pain and sorrow. We are all forsaken and we will never be safe from the hurt I am feeling now," I say looking into the audience.

 
"Don't say that young man," the minister says from the pulpit. "Why should I not say it? You know what I am saying is true. We are destined to spin upon this rock called Earth facing one tragedy after another until we become a tragedy for someone else when we die! I am now an orphan! In one week I became an orphan, all at once! How can this be part of the divine plan for me?" I say storming out of the church full of anger. I look back at Sarah and she bow's her head in sorrow. I run outside and I sit on the stones next to the road facing the church. The sheriff once again shows up to take away my father. I sit and watch as they load my father inside of the very same cart that carried away my mother one week earlier and move away, into the distance.

