RELIGIOUS AND NEAR-DEATH EXPERIENCE IN RELATION TO BELIEF IN A FUTURE LIFE
It was a summer when I was sent to heaven. Back in Santiago. In my childhood my family owned a farm, full of cows and chickens, but most importantly horses. They were the pride of the ranch, my father used to tell me, and I’d always help him with them. He’d sometimes let me ride on top of one of them, including one named Diablo. It was a joke with my father, he was unruly and anarchistic, never following the pack and always doing what he wanted, galloping about in the fields, but he never seemed to mind when I rode him. Until the last time.
I remember it like yesterday, it was a summer blue that day, no cloud in the sky, and the chickens clucked their usual tune, with no patterns and without predictability.
Father told me to help again, the little barn sat way across from us, feeling like a small journey every time, we went over. The barn always seemed big to me, its light brown skin seemed to shed on summer days, the paint peeling. The inside was always so dark, the only evidence of life being the snorting of the horses and the tapping of their hooves. Diablo was always the first one we looked at, we always brushed his black fur and rode him out into the green fields. This time, like always, I rode on top, but something felt wrong. He seemed spooked, like a spirit was creeping up to him, his hooves clapped against the ground with a careful chatter, and his breathing seemed quick and hoarse.
The spirit took hold of him, and he started to become erratic, his neigh came in full force, and I could feel his body from my legs to my stomach start throwing left to right. He was possessed, with a spirit that had no care if I was on top, and he kept tossing his body around. I held for dear life, holding onto the fur on his back and screaming. My father backed away from the horse, staring as suddenly, my body was thrown backwards, and the last thing I remember was something hard smashing against my head, everything went black.
I had never thought about death before then, I was 12 for God sake, I never thought I would be in that kind of state. My parents always instilled into me the fear of God, so I believed, but not to a strong power. When I awoke, I was floating above, looking down in my kitchen, I could see the stove, a pot was boiling, the windows had their curtains drawn, my mother thought that would block the flies from getting in. The sink was full of dishes and on the table, was me.
I was dead.
My face bore a purple mark on one side, lesions seemed to mark my face, and I laid there lifeless, a living corpse. Right beside me was my mother, holding my hand for dear life as her breathes became quickened, her face moist full of salty tears and her voice a blubbering mess.
“Mijo, C’mon, please wake up Mijo!” She screamed at me, my hand was shaken more and more, I was convinced she would shake it out of its socket.
I wanted to cry out, to scream to my mother “I’m up here Madre! I’m right up here!” but no matter what I did, my voice never reached me. I tried to move, to go down below and tell my mother everything was OK, I am alive. But no matter how much I struggled, no matter how much I tried to push, I floated still. I tried to look at myself, pulling my arms up to my eyes, yet, there was nothing there, just smoke and translucent limbs.
It finally occurred to me that I was dead at that moment. Then what exactly is this? Am I cursed? Questions flooded in, why me?! I still have so much to do!
I stared more and more, wondering if this was what my existence was going to be, my own personal purgatory, until I could see my mother clasp her hands together, and start to pray.
I could feel my body being pulled from reality, the small kitchen began to get further from my vision, the clouds seemed to zoom past my face as the house started to look smaller and smaller, right until all I could see were the tops of clouds, and beings very much like my own, all ethereal in their own way, some small some large. I kept struggling and struggling, grasping at the clouds, looking for something, anything to anchor me onto existence. 
I started to realise, this is it. I gave up, watching as the clouds started to push me upwards, I turned and looked towards my destination.
Right in front of me were the large golden gates, which had two guardhouses connected at the bottom. I was really here, heaven, right in front of me. I started to walk forward, my body finally deciding to listen to me, and I walked more and more and more until I reached the front of the gates, a large lock taunting my eyes and judging my eyes.
“So you must be Jose?” A voice said.
Right beside me was what looked like a man in his mid 20s, all clad in white, a robe hid his legs and seemed to pile up on the floor. He clutched at a parchment and quill, and stared at me dumbfounded, his eyes continuously checking the parchment.
“Yes, that is me”
“Ah… Well, there seems to be a mistake!” He shouted, his eyes full of cheer. “It isn’t your time yet my child.”
As soon as he said that, everything faded right before my eyes, black upon black surrounding my vision until finally.
I awoke. I was alive.
My mother was sat in a chair, sleeping, her eyes slightly swollen and dry. She was the least of my worries, my face felt like a hammer had hit it, and my teeth were shattered, leaving only small spikes in my gums. But I was alive. I believe that God told me I had much more to do in my life, and I never left my belief fade of him, not from that point on.
