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CHAPTER 13


PLANET HEAVEN


[bookmark: OLE_LINK1395][bookmark: OLE_LINK1394]They entered a narrow and exceptionally long tunnel. Once inside, their flight took on a dizzying pace. As the air swished and buzzed in her ears and brushed against her skin, Martha perceived a brilliant light at the end of the tunnel thousands of miles away. For some reason, the trip through the mysterious passageway felt longer than the rest of their journey. After a while, they suddenly were beamed up—just like the crew on Star Trek—through a brilliantly lit gate into a luscious green meadow.
[bookmark: OLE_LINK143][bookmark: OLE_LINK142][bookmark: OLE_LINK1397][bookmark: OLE_LINK1396][bookmark: _GoBack]The uncle and niece took deep breaths, enjoying the aromatic, fresh pasture air as they sprawled on their backs, captivated by the sight of the crystalline sky. To Martha, it resembled a vast, high, bright diamond-studded ceiling. Within seconds, the air resounded with a soul-caressing melody. Martha listened with great interest. The tune somewhat resembled Bizet’s compositions. When at the end of the song the broadcaster‘s voice echoed in the air, announcing that the musical piece was Gounod’s work, Martha creased her brow, “I don’t understand,” she said. “Has Gounod changed his style?” 
[bookmark: OLE_LINK1399][bookmark: OLE_LINK1398]As Martha was busy pondering the composition of music, Uncle Sooren turned to Martha, gave her a lopsided smile, and said, “Welcome to Planet Heaven!”
[bookmark: OLE_LINK145][bookmark: OLE_LINK144][bookmark: OLE_LINK71][bookmark: OLE_LINK70][bookmark: OLE_LINK69]Martha cocked her head and asked, “Excuse me? Did you say, ‘Planet Heaven’? Already?”
[bookmark: OLE_LINK1401][bookmark: OLE_LINK1400][bookmark: OLE_LINK1403][bookmark: OLE_LINK1402]He nodded.
“OK, but what do you mean by the word planet?”
“Well, on Earth, no one knows that Heaven is the same kind of a place as Earth—a separate planet.”
“Go on; please fill me in,” Martha said, creasing her brow pensively.
[bookmark: OLE_LINK634][bookmark: OLE_LINK633][bookmark: OLE_LINK631][bookmark: OLE_LINK632]Sooren went on to explain that just like Earth, Heaven was divided into several continents.
Martha gazed into the luminous sky, which suddenly was swamped by numerous flocks of strange radiant fowl. Soon, the heavenly birds began flapping their broad wings to the rhythm of the ongoing classical melody.
“Listen, Uncle. I think this composition is Mozart’s work. The previous one was from Beethoven.”
Sooren said approvingly, “I love classical music.”
[bookmark: OLE_LINK1404][bookmark: OLE_LINK1301][bookmark: OLE_LINK644][bookmark: OLE_LINK637][bookmark: OLE_LINK636][bookmark: OLE_LINK635]“So do I.” Martha nodded in agreement as she scanned the surroundings. She wished to capture the beauty of the exceptional landscape in her memory. Martha had never seen such a stunning view. At the same time, a group of young women appeared not too far from the calm pond, meandering among the tall grass. The girls wore jeans and colorful sweaters as they bent down and picked flowers. The entire scenery looked like a fairyland.
Farther away, Martha noticed some teenagers enjoying themselves as they played soccer. She had to laugh at the sight of a few young men speeding on their motorcycles along the road, just like people did on Earth. However, she could not see any cars or carriages on the thoroughfare. She was interested to know what the official means of transportation were. Martha guessed that the motorcycle riders were there simply to enjoy themselves.
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