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Dedication
This book is dedicated to my father, who is not knocking on
Heaven’s door, but I am sure went through the pearly gates all
on his own with a cold glass of beer in one hand and a cigar in
the other.
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Disclaimer
This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and
incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are
used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons—living or
dead—businesses, establishments, events, or locales is entirely
coincidental.
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Prologue
He . . .
The water was cold; he looked around the small, stark room
and realized he was naked in the tub, the bubbles long since
dissipated. His eyes remained heavy and he could hardly lift his
head—it bobbed up and down as if playing along to invisible
music. His chest felt like it was about to explode. He gasped
for air but could not inhale; the air would not come. He did not
notice that there was nothing there, and his chest would not
heave. He only noticed the pain in what he thought were his
ribs. He assumed that he fell getting into the tub.
Where was she? he thought. He tried calling out her name
but only air escaped his lips. He could not form the letters to
speak her name. He knew she was near; she was in the apartment
lying in bed, waiting for him to return from the errand she sent
him on.
The room was getting colder, or was it just the water? Only a
few minutes ago the tub was filled with warm water, but now it
was growing cold. How long had he been lying in the tub? Hours?
He could not recall. He remembered taking off his shirt and tight
leather pants and dropping them on the cold bathroom floor.
It was early July and the apartment was hot. The streets of
vii
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the city stank of rotten food and urine. Paris may be the prettiest
city in the world, but in the summertime it was hot and smelled
foul—unlike the States, where the filth was cleaned from the
streets at least once a week. Paris was for the elite and fashionforward, but that was all.
In the dark, he heard a moan coming from the other room.
Was she awake yet? He never gave her any of the package but
kept it for himself; after all, he was the one who left to retrieve
it in the middle of the night. He thought of a line for his next
poem: “In the dark where we lie together.” He would write it
down just as soon as he could get out of the tub. Funny how the
mind works in the dark.
Since coming to Paris he felt sharper; the words played before
his eyes. His thoughts were straightforward and complete—he
was tapping into his creative side after a long drought. He felt
like Jack Kerouac, finally putting pen to paper and reliving the
first years of his life—a journey across the universe this time.
He felt alive again as he wandered through the streets of Paris.
Nobody followed him or wanted anything from him; he was free
to be himself.
Damn, his chest was constricting with pain. Every breath he
tried to take made his chest hurt worse. He assumed it was just
heartburn; after all, he had been losing weight lately. The extra
pounds he put on before coming to Paris worked their way off.
He was glad to get the extra poundage off, as he just did not feel
like himself—he felt dumpy, slow, and just could not put words
to paper. He came to Paris thinking it would inspire him, lift the
block from his mind. The atmosphere and freedom of Paris, he
was sure, would be a new start to something better. It was not as
if he did not have everything a man could want, but he just was
not living the life that suited him. He felt trapped, like the man
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in the iron mask.
The pain was worse, and he clutched his chest. He rolled his
eyes toward the ceiling. Damn, why can’t she hear me? The air
around him began to smell like roses. He could finally take a
deep breath of the sweet air. He gasped.
Woozy—he felt woozy, like he was swimming in air filled
with flowers jumping up all around him. Roses wrapped around
his arms; their thorns dug into his flesh. Blood was dripping
from his puncture wounds into the water; it was turning pink
with his blood. Stems squeezed tighter around his forearms, but
he did not feel any pain. He gasped in the wonder of it all. It was
beautiful. There was some meaning behind it all, but he was not
sure what the roses were trying to tell him. It was strange and
beautiful all in the same instant. It reminded him of her beauty.
Thoughts of her entered his mind. Her doe-like eyes stared into
his. He smiled, thinking of how much he wanted to kiss her lips.
He felt only bliss. His eyes were shut, and yet he saw her face
and the roses dancing around the tub. He was happy, a happiness
that could never be described as earthly; it was all so surreal.
There was something else in the darkness near him, but
he could not fathom who or what was growing nearer, ever so
slowly—no smell but a glow around a shapeless object. Was
it a person? He did not know, but he knew it was not her. It
made no sound as it approached him. Slowly, from the left,
the glow became brighter and seemed to engulf him. He tried
to lift himself up from the water once more but could not. The
glow felt warm on his face. He wanted to ask it a question,
but nothing came from his lips. He had so many questions. He
knew it would know the answers. The presence was something
more than just a presence; was it Jack Kerouac coming to
debate the essence of it all?
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Nothingness—his mind went blank . . . there was
nothing more.
She . . .
Looking up from the floor beside her bed, she noticed the
peeling paint on the ceiling. The walls were chipped with beige
paint, not much of a color for this type of hotel. The hotel
catered to the famous and infamous. Those that wanted to be
seen frequented its hallways. The hotel was conveniently located
near the recording studio. She liked being close to the studio.
Her home was up in the hills and traffic in this part of town was
horrendous; it was better than San Francisco but still too far to
commute from her house. So she decided to hole up at the hotel
until the tracks were all laid. It meant less time with the ones
she loved, but they promised to visit her at the hotel. Only they
didn’t. They were supposed to be with her Friday night, but no
one showed and no one called. No excuses were made.
Alone again—one more time in the long list of lonely nights.
So she made the phone call to a “friend” who could get her what
she wanted, what she needed for the moment. He would make
her forget that she was alone. She had no idea it would be the last
time she would speak to him. He made her feel important because
he came anytime—day or night—and would appear with what
she requested, no questions asked. No excuses were ever made
as to her needs—they were fulfilled because of who she was and
the power of being just that: her. She relaxed, knowing that the
loneliness would soon melt away. She would feel special again
and on top of her game.
There were long days and dark nights at the hotel, and once in
a while she needed something more to lift her from the darkness
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that engulfed her. So he came to her. He was there and gone in
the blink of an eye; but no matter, she got what she wanted from
him. She was well on her way to bliss. She knew the price of
fame. It was not much different from the way she was treated
back in Port Arthur, but it was better here because she could be
who she was. She did not have to hide her real self. After every
punch in the gut, she got up and stood tall. She talked the talk
and walked the walk.
Feeling alone was just part of who she was. She made her
own excuses. That did not mean that she liked it any better. It
just meant that she was used to the way it was, but in her heart
she preferred to be surrounded by people. She was not dumb—
she knew that some people just wanted to be seen with her to get
ahead. Some people just wanted to ride her coattails to success.
Then there were the others who wanted the money. They danced
to the music she played. They drank the Kool Aid. But was that
all real? She wanted more; she craved real, solid friendships.
Feelings—she had them, but everyone forgot that she was
more than just a doll. She had emotions. Unfortunately, she hid
them deep inside. Emotions were hidden behind an invisible
wall of her real self.
A tear fell from her eye as she remembered who she was and
where she was, alone. She crawled onto the floor. She used the
gift he brought her—its effects were just hitting her now. The
world was spinning around her, and she smiled although she was
hurting inside. Her arm was dangling from her body, lifeless,
almost as if it were an entity of its own. She took a deep breath—
it felt good to be alive in that instant. Freedom.
Free . . . she was feeling free. She was floating above the bed
now. She saw her body lying on the floor, but it did not panic
her, as she was feeling nothing but bliss. She felt nothing but
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warmth surrounding her body and wrapping her in a cocoon;
she had no weight. Her mind was wandering. She reached for
sunflowers with her left arm. Her right arm still had the rubber
band wrapped around it. Smiling—she was smiling.
She felt a kiss on her check. Maybe he did come after all.
She touched her cheek; it felt glorious. Where is he? She looked
around the room, scanning the darkness for his presence. He
must be hiding in the dark, getting ready to leap out and surprise
me. He did love me after all.
The mind plays tricks on us when we least expect it. Hers
was no exception.
Bliss: she felt bliss surround her in warmth. The smile would
not leave her face. She felt love in that one instance. Was this it?
Was this peace? she wondered.
Somehow, she could comprehend what was happening to
her; she had heard stories of a glowing white light and long-lost
relatives welcoming family members with open arms. She felt
the warmth of the invisible sun on her face. Sunflowers: how she
loved sunflowers. They danced around her, floating with her as if
playing tag. She reached out to grab one, but it eluded her hand.
Thoughts of her friends escaped her mind: Where are they?
Where are my friends? Surely they must be somewhere in the
room with me. Perhaps they are hiding under the bed waiting
to jump out and surprise me. Smiling at those lost thoughts, her
mind kept traveling on. Would they remember her? Would the
world remember her name, or would she be forever forgotten?
But that would never happen to her because she believed she
was different.
Once again she reached for the sunflowers that floated above
her. She felt at peace for the first time in her life.
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He . . .
Listen, shush. He heard the sirens. Where were they coming
from? They sounded as if they were above him. There was
something on his face; it was hard to breathe. His mouth tasted
like bile. He turned his head to the right to look out the window.
He could see red lights glowing outside. He did not know what
they meant. He tried to lift his arm to pull the contraption off his
face, but his arm felt as heavy as lead and would not move.
The vehicle was moving fast; that much he knew. He could
feel every bump in the road. There were people talking to him,
but he could not make out the words. The voices sounded
disembodied. He tried to talk, but there was no sound coming
forth. What were they saying? He was sure it was about him.
How many were around him? He felt a tugging at his side.
Blurry, it was all blurry now—he could not make out anything.
It was as if he was seeing shadows; no outlines of beings, just
light and darkness. Calmness surrounded him. Perhaps it was
something he took earlier that night that made him feel this way.
He heard crying from below where he lay. It was a woman’s
voice, but he could not identify whose. It sounded soft and
remorseful. Who was it? Her voice was somewhat familiar but
he could not make out her name. It had to be someone who knew
him. Why was she crying? Her waling became hysterical to the
point where someone needed to calm her down. He thought that
she needed a tranquilizer just to make verbal sense. Her voice
was so incoherent.
Strange arms coming out of nowhere started to pull at him.
They were lifting him up onto a table of some sort. He could hear
a man screaming orders to the others gathered around him, but
he could not make out how many there were or who they were.
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Plop, he was dropped onto the table. He felt someone tearing at
his clothes. Was he onstage, and were his fans ripping off his
clothes? He was floating; he felt groggy but calm. He felt at ease
with the situation that was playing out.
Suddenly he was floating above the room. It did not scare
him; he felt at ease. He glanced down and saw people below him
huddled over a body, not sure if the man was alive. The person
on the table was still just a blur, as the others circled like vultures
around the body. Nothing made sense to him, but he was not
scared. He felt no pain. He was just being. He was calm, looking
down upon the scene that unfolded below him.
Looking down he did not see the woman who was crying
hysterically earlier. He did not hear any voice that sounded
familiar and resembled hers.
The room was getting brighter. It looked like someone was
shining a spotlight in his face. Was he back onstage now? Did
the fans turn him loose? He felt aloof but calm, still unaware of
what was going on around him.
Floating—he was floating. He felt at peace and his mind was
calm. He felt rested, unlike anything he had ever experienced.
He felt at peace with his surroundings. The light shined in his
eyes, but it did not bother him; in fact, he rather enjoyed it.
Peace . . . that was all he felt. Then a warm glow surrounded his
entire being, and that was all he remembered. Peace was the last
thought he comprehended before it all went blank.
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ello, everyone! My guests today are Janis Joplin,
Jimi Hendrix, and Jim Morrison. We are coming
live from Heaven’s Gate Studios. Let’s give our
guests a big round of applause.”
Jesus looked calmly into the camera as the audience
applauded. Today’s guests were a mix of rock-and-roll legends, a
blast from the past. They invented the music that sold millions of
records and started a new revolution. Long hair and bell-bottom
jeans were the standard. The older generations were buzz kills,
and his guests represented the sound that made young people get
up and stand up. It caused a revolution of awareness.
By the sound of the audience, Jesus could tell that today’s
show would be up for a Shooting Star Award. It would be his
first nomination since his interview with Mark Antony. Now that
interview started a riot in the aisles of the studio. Mark Antony
had good looks, demeanor, and charisma. All the ladies wanted
Mark, and all the men wanted to be him. Even Cleopatra could
not deny Mark whatever he wanted. Whether it was, jewels or
other lovers, she gave him anything without question.
Jesus recalled that it was an interview to remember when
Brutus came onstage. The audience went nuts. They expected a
bloodbath between Mark Antony and Brutus. For added ratings,
Jesus called Cleopatra to the stage to confront Mark Antony
1
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about their torrid love affair. It was apparent that Mark Antony
had many lovers, and Cleopatra wanted to make sure that she
was number one. Although Mark died in Cleopatra’s arms, that
was not enough to calm her jealous heart. The argument that
ensued between the two about the dynamics of the relationship
was played out onstage. Their relationship was certainly one of
love and hate, as only two power-hungry people can evolve into.
With this interview and his lineup of talented misfit rock
stars, Jesus was hoping for another Shooting Star Award. If his
interview with Mark Antony, Brutus, and Cleopatra had taught
him anything, it was that his fans loved sex and violence. The
messier the situation the more drama it packed in one punch;
it was a ratings winner. What Jerry Springer was to Earth was
what Jesus wanted to be in his father’s realm. Jerry Springer
copied from Jesus, and Jesus wore that honor like a badge for
all to observe. No matter what you hear, Jesus was flashy and
not above a little drama when the moment called for it. He was
the ultimate showman. He had to be—how else was Jesus able
to get millions to follow him on Earth and now on the airwaves
in Heaven and Hell? He was a superstar. Jesus thought back to
the little town of Bethlehem where he was born; he had come a
long way. He was no longer just a carpenter’s son but the rising
star of the realm.
Jesus’s audience loved a bloodbath, why wouldn’t they?
They needed something to make their boring existence in this
world more meaningful. His audience brought their earthly
desires with them when they crossed over to his domain. They
did not check their egos at the door. Then again, neither did
Jesus. He had the largest ego of them all. The truth was not lost
on the reality of the situation. He was and always wanted to be
the “one.” He was out to prove himself, not only to his father
but also to all who cared to hear him, to believe in the reality
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of “Jesus.” He cared little about mortal guidance; he wanted to
rule the realm. Had he been born centuries later he was sure he
would be the reincarnation of Brad Pitt. Jesus never checked his
ego at the gate.
Jesus looked around. His agent did a great job of booking
today’s talent. His guests had a lot in common: they all passed
away at age twenty-seven, they were rock icons of the 60s, and
their music and reputations followed them to the grave. Their
deaths only made them more famous. Jesus was salivating,
knowing all the coincidences between the three icons. He knew
that he could get them to play out their worst personas. Jesus did
his research well and was pleased to find that his guests’ lives
were intermingled. They all knew each other in some form from
their past lives—a threesome of tortured rock super stars. Their
hard-drinking lives gave them a one-way ticket to the afterlife.
They were the embodiment of sex, drugs, and rock and roll.
Their fame attributed to many T-shirts bearing their likenesses
being sold after their deaths. People from Seattle to Paris still
came to pay tribute at their graves. They were famous as much
for their deaths as for their music.
Jesus knew that these three souls would propel him to the
greatness he so desired. Even in this realm, Jesus wanted more.
Jesus wanted to win that Shooting Star Award more than anyone
he knew. He was willing to throw out caution and move full
speed down the highway to Hell.
Jesus only had one competitor in the realm, one other soul
that he needed to beat down and rise above. This was Jesus’s
realm and he did not like competition. He did not like others
barging in on his success. Jesus was the head man here, and he
did not want anyone to forget it. His rival was none other than
John Dillinger—of all people. A ruthless murderer was the one
icon Jesus could not beat. He was the thorn in Jesus’s side. John
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Dillinger did not know his place in the realm and acted like he
was King James, strutting around like he was the king of the walk.
Jesus’s face burned red with rage at the thought of Dillinger.
John Dillinger’s talk show was kicking Jesus’s ass in the
ratings, and he needed one good heart-stopping show to pull out
of his recent slump. Jesus had an ego and his competition was
John Dillinger. Dillinger had rugged good lucks and charisma.
During his lifetime he was something of a folk hero to poor
Americans during the Depression. This popularity followed him
to this realm.
Many of the women in Dillinger’s audience would faint
when he took the stage. He could have been a movie star if he
had not become a bank robber. Shortly after Dillinger’s arrival,
he had a talk show and secured an interview with Bonnie Parker
and Clyde Barrow. The pair was outrageous, insisting that they
were a modern-day Robin Hood clan. It was a ratings bonanza.
Jesus tried to get the pair on his talk show, but Bonnie and Clyde
would have none of Jesus. Perhaps it was Dillinger’s charisma
or the camaraderie that Dillinger shared with the two gangsters
that secured the interview. Jesus was not sure, but he was not
going to let that get him down. He was going to do what he did
best and get his guests to “doubt”; he knew that would cause
chaos. Jesus learned that trick from his Uncle Beelzebub.
Jesus wondered whom Dillinger would have on his talk show
today, but then thought better of it. He tuned out his thoughts of
Dillinger and concentrated on the interview ahead. He prepped
his questions and timing. He knew that he had to start slow and
then just when everyone was comfortable, go in for the kill. He
had learned from the best—all those redneck television shows
where the cousins were marrying each other, and the husbands
were cheating not only on their wives but also on their mistresses.
The shows that made you feel better to be normal.
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Seriously, Jesus always wondered how anyone could possibly
be on those shows of their own free will. It was a mystery to
him, but as the saying goes, everyone wants their fifteen minutes
of fame, no matter what the price. Humility seems to sum it up
in one word.
Jesus walked onstage and thought, Yes, today is a good day
for the Shooting Star Award. Today he would leave his mark
on history. Today he could claim the realm as his own, and
Dillinger could stand in the dark and wonder what happened. A
smile played upon Jesus’s face: the kind that showed he had an
ulterior motive—the kind that made your skin crawl and made
one think that there was more to a man than his actions. There is
always something else going on in a man’s mind, and Jesus was
no exception. After all, he was part mortal, with human desires
and emotions. By no means was he an angel.
“How are you today, Jim?” Jesus asked Jim Morrison as he
took his seat beside him onstage.
The stage was thirty feet long and twenty feet wide.
The interviewees and Jesus sat on large yellow-and-orange
overstuffed, comfortable stools. A few tall plants were situated
behind to give some color to the set. Each stool had a table on its
right arm to hold a drink. The interviewees had their selection
of beverages. They often selected some type of alcoholic elixir.
“Could not be better, thank you. Had a great night and
looking forward to seeing my friends today.”
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