
324

 “You are dead?”

Oneghus

Background: no sunshine here.                                                                                SOUND
Dead Silence

     When Oneghus was shot he went into nothingness so quickly he remembered nothing 

of it when he awoke in limbo, where we awake as a spirit in and yet out of the body at the 

same time. Our silver cord is breaking, that link to physical life and we are about to pass 

over.

     The trouble is it takes a little getting used too. I mean one minute you were eating 

Madras Chicken and the next choking on a dried onion and then BINGO………..?

     “Where am I?” He asked and felt he was inside his skull but at the same time he was 

outside his head. Why he could see others about him and saw the drummer boy get killed.

     “Hello.” Oneghus.

     “I have been following you ages,” the boy replied not realizing he was dead.

     “Are you the assassin?”

     “Heaven no, I have a message from Cernurex the street urchin.”

     “I am sorry I don’t know her.”

     And the drummer began to tell.

     And Oneghus was allowed to listen.

ALLOWED?

Yes.

     “You are dead,” Oneghus heard and saw a bright light approaching and felt a strong 

presence.
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Getting BRIGHT

     “No I am not,” for he was afraid if he admitted that he would be dead, finished, never 

returning to his friends.

     “You are dead,” and he argued back that he had a war to finish and kids to have and it 

was a mistake him being dead for he was Oneghus and did not take things lying down.

     And the being was joined by another being more powerful than the first who said;

     “You are dead, come.”

And darkness was smothered by LIGHT from 2 beings

No teeth means no inflated dentist bill
 If you had eyes the 

brightness would hurt
if you had eyes  

SOUND
NO CHOIR

Just LIGHT
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     And Oneghus refused and argued his case again.

     Now it was not that he did not want to journey into the light or remain in limbo, but 

he really did have a war to finish with The Beast.

     And the second being was a brighter presence than the first being showed Oneghus his 

life, on Hesse without him and life on Hesse with him.

     And Oneghus’s heart screamed but it was his spirit in reality and the beings felt his 

remorse that his life was ended and would result in The Beast being victorious and the 

sufferings of millions.

     Oneghus’s spirit broke in pity for those the The Beast would kill and that pity was his 

pleading to the beings.

     Now he remembered Cernurex whom he had never met and knew if he was not 

allowed to return she was doomed.

     And the second being glowed as if smiling and departed with the first.

     That is all it takes, something personal, minor, so unimportant, but to God Cernurex 

was important and the beings: angels?

     And Oneghus never then crossed the black river of death into the purple light and 

through the doorway into LIGHT. His appointed time to pass over had been changed; and 

why could God not be able to do this? The idea God who made all universes and solar 

systems, whose lightening on Saturn’s moons is a million times more electrified than little 

Earth’s own. What is God? We are of the same divine spark.
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     Oneghus had a job to do, his appointed time was in distant time, and he had died too 

soon. Was this why God gave Oneghus life back, for there was no mention of “Sorry, it is 

your TIME.”

     And the drummer no longer stood beside Oneghus but after seeing his life flash across 

his mind, had been sucked down a tunnel that appeared black, but was not, it was a tunnel 

of LIGHT he was careering down at fantastic speed we have not discovered, following 

the beings into the LIGHT where he would be greeted by his loved ones, and if not them, 

unseen friends his guides in life. Just as Dr. Young the shrink described in a letter to be 

opened after his death: he believed and was to afraid to say when he was alive.

     And then progress into the LIGHT to the place he has earned for that depends on how 

much light shines froth from his soul.

     Did he break the commandment…………..”Thou shalt not kill?

                                                                             Steal?

                                                                             Corrupt?

                                                                              Hurt?

                                                                              Bully?

                                                                              Inflict pain?

                                                                              Retard spirit through drink and drugs?

                                                                              Forget the brotherhood of humankind?”

     No he was just a lonely street urchin with a good heart, who had undertaken a quest, 

and God knew his heart and the drummer was amazed to find himself in green fields next 

to lions and sheep.

      And the soil was much finer than what he was used too.
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   “And my organs, insides, where are they?” For he had none only a body of light for it is 

said, “Thou shalt not hunger, feel pain or know death.”

     And ahead in time where Alpha and Omega are one, a mile is a nano second and 

rubic cube is all reduced to a spot with no sides, a second death awaited the drummer 

boy, where he would shed the outer etheric body and become finer. Lighter and have to 

learn how to communicate with spirits, angels and the living; how to since he was 

vibrating faster than the living, too pass through solid walls and be called a GHOST.

     How to know just like that when he thought for thought is very fast and alive.

     Perhaps the drummer boy was now a thought of God?

     Definitely not dead for what WAS HIM was STAMPED upon the Divine Spirit of life 

so when he died he is resurrected as Jesus was.

     “Eternal life is for all, believe Oneghus who died and Estor who writes his tale,” a 

whisper.

“The LIGHT is full of colors we have never met
Music yet to hear

And sound is alive
So is color,” a whisper.


