CITY OF THE DEAD 

Are personal accounts of near-death experiences enough to prove life after death? World-building lets you create the hereafter now: the afterlife begins in god-knows-where, a welcome place of refuge, as one young woman dies and another vanishes on the same spring night.

As a spiritual director, telling people where to go is just the beginning. You must keep billions of souls happy by giving them the rewards and punishments they deserve. Don't get locked out of heaven! Download your free report today and discover the common experiences people recount when the body dies but consciousness continues to exist. 

The wages of sin are plentiful, the dearly departed arrive in droves. Unbelievers are believers of sorts and their stories contain mysteries. Heaven is on the brink of becoming a permanently abandoned ghost town, full of memories from another era, abandoned dreams in the shadows.
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OUT OF STEP

Cold summer morning, with autumn spiders already spinning their webs. Between the trees the sun is out but I've had to put a hat and coat on to sit and read in the garden. The cat is curled up on the table beside me, fur bristling.

Summer has been long and tedious: days of rain and mist between occasional bouts of heat and sunlight, local roads and towns packed full of visitors while we can't afford to go anywhere.

The problem is not single, is multiple, has myriad solutions. This colour or that? Splashes, stains or lines? Carefully placed or gestured, thrown? There is too much to process. Colour is the least of it.
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COME-TO-GOOD

I walk down the garden to look at the graves of no-one I know. The prayer flags have gone from the small building nearby, and the door to the meeting house is locked. Today there are no swifts' nests above the covered yard but there is a mossy silence underfoot, the product of wet fallen leaves and dropped branches. 

I wanted to sit in the quiet dark and breathe in history but instead have to return to my car and drive away from the glares of the neighbours trimming their hedge, suspicious of visitors in battered cars. Sound reconvenes around me as rain splashes down again.
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THE MODERN HOUSE

'History is obviously less than
it's cracked up to be'
[bookmark: _GoBack]   – Amy Sillman

In our modern house I constantly trip over the decapitated heads of gods we use as ornament and statement, always seek more space for the possessions I am not supposed to keep: all those old VHS films, my comic collection, and the photo albums assembled in my youth. 

There are no sheds outside or cupboards in our modern house, it is not allowed: we must live in the present and keep our memories to ourselves or online, parade them on social media, let others comment or like, interpret and opine.

We are not at home in our modern house, our children have never played hide and seek or been allowed to have a hobby; their music is disembodied, their photographs stored on mobile phones or in clouds of memory. 

They laugh as I type this and play LPs, use the phone still connected to a landline or turn the television on. Our modern house pushes us aside and dictates how we live. We have no choice or say in the matter.
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