
        
            
                
            
        

    
Elevations

 

Raymond sat in his office on the thirty second floor of the Emory Towers office building and hurried to complete his work.  It'd already been a long day, and the sooner he got home, the better.  He eventually finished, and then logged out of his computer, packed up his briefcase, and headed out of his office for the elevator.  As he did, he wondered to himself what his wife would be fixing them for dinner when he got home.

"See you tomorrow, Sue," he said as he passed by the receptionist's desk.

"Have a good evening, Mr. Smith," she replied.

Raymond stepped out into the hallway and started heading for the elevator when he noticed an "out of order" sign sitting on the floor in front of it.

"Ah, blast!  Why do they insist on doing elevator maintenance right before everyone leaves for the evening!?  Now I'll be all day getting to the parking lot," he said.

"Actually, you won't have to.  I can let you use the service elevator if you'd like," said a man who appeared out of a nearby doorway.

Raymond turned and studied the man, and took stock of his gray overalls on which was sewn the logo of the elevator company.

"Why should I have to?  I should be allowed to take the regular elevator any time I please!  Doing maintenance on it during evening rush hour is ridiculous!" he cried with angry arrogance. 

The man scratched his head apologetically.

"Well, I would've waited until y'all'd gone home, but she quit about an hour ago and wouldn't go anywhere after that.  Been trying ta' figure out where she's broken so I can fix 'er," he said, a slight twang to his voice.

Raymond grunted in frustration.

"Great, now I'll have to walk down thirty two flights of stairs and hope I don't break a leg doing it," he grumbled.

"If you really don't want to take the stairs, you could always just use the service elevator, like I offered you," said the man. 

Raymond was not happy with this.  Taking a service elevator was for peasants.  But, then again, going down thirty two flights of stairs wasn't his idea of fun either.  Someone would be hearing from him tomorrow morning about this.

"Fine, I'll use your service elevator.  At least then I won't have to walk to the ground floor," he grumbled.

The elevator repair man tipped his hat at this, and then led Raymond through the door behind him, and over to the building's service elevator.

"Just press G for the ground floor and this old girl will get you there lickity split!" said the man.

Raymond jeered at the man as the door closed, and then huffed disdainfully.

"What a buffoon.  It's no wonder the elevator is broken.  With idiots like him on the job, it's little wonder that this entire place hasn't fallen apart," he muttered.

He then looked down at the control panel for the elevator, located the button marked "G", and then paused as his eyes caught sight of all the other buttons on the panel.  An eyebrow went up slightly at this.  To his intrigue, the buttons weren't marked with the typical list of floor numbers.  They were instead covered with a variety of images ranging from the Pi symbol to a red button with what looked like a pair of horns.  One of them even had a blue cloud on it.  Curious, Raymond pressed the cloud button and was surprised when the elevator suddenly shot skyward, and then lurch hard to the left.  Momentarily panicked, he reached over and grabbed the handrail, only to find himself pressed against the back of the car when the vehicle lurched forward without warning.

"What's happening!?" he cried out in fear.

The elevator then came to a screaming halt a moment later causing his body to fly forward into the door and bounce off it like a racket ball.  He carefully picked himself up off the floor and then looked up in surprise to see not only the door open, but clouds floating by.  Not sure what to think, he carefully stepped to the doorway and leaned out.  To his complete horror he found himself, and the elevator, floating several thousand feet above the ground!  A jet liner roared past him not far away as it climbed its way through the clouds.  A moment later a duck appeared and flew through the door, landing inside the elevator as though happy for the rest it offered him on his long migration.  But the duck didn't just stand there.

To Raymond's surprise, it walked over to the panel and pressed a button with a wavy set of lines on it.  A moment later his feet lifted off the ground as the elevator suddenly plummeted earthward.  He began to flail wildly as his body floated higher and higher in the little cabin.  The duck, however, didn't seem to be bothered by this apparent bout of free-falling.  The cabin then slowed suddenly, causing Raymond to crash to the floor with a thud.  As he lay on the floor of the elevator, trying his best to catch his breath, the elevator doors opened.  Turning to his left to see where they were now, he noticed that they'd come to rest just above a forest lake covered in cattails and weeds.  As he tried to make sense of this, the little duck walked over him, turned back briefly, and saluted him with his wing in a gesture of thanks.

He then hopped out the door and swam away.  Raymond picked himself off the floor and studied the lake curiously.  Not wanting to stay there any longer, he reached over and pressed the door close button.  He then examined the other buttons on the panel curiously, and eventually decided to try the red one with the two horn like swishes on it.  The elevator suddenly dropped like a rock, once again sending Raymond floating up off the floor in a flailing panic.  But this time when it slowed down he was ready for it and quickly caught himself.  The elevator soon came to a stop and the doors opened again.  But as they did, he felt a sudden blast of intense heat, as though someone had lit the world on fire, and he were square in the middle of it.  As he covered his face against the heat, he was shocked to catch sight of a strange, evil looking man, dressed head to toe in black, standing in front of him.  The man in black appeared equally surprised to see him. 

"Who or what are you!?" asked Raymond in surprise.

The man in black grinned devilishly.

"Well, this is an unexpected and pleasant surprise.  You weren't scheduled to be here for another six years," he said.

"Here!?  Where is this place!?"

The man cackled demoniacally. 

"Why, Hell of course," he replied. 

Raymond's eyes went wide.

"Oops, sorry, wrong floor," he said nervously.

He quickly pressed one of the other buttons on the panel next to him.  As the doors closed, the man let out an evil, demented laugh.

"Ah, that explains it.  Well, have fun with the rest of your life, and we'll be seeing you in six years," he said with a sly, knowing grin.

The doors then hissed shut and the elevator suddenly shot upwards, nearly flattening Raymond to the floor as it did.  After a bit it slowed, and then accelerated off sideways for a time.  When it finally stopped, and the doors opened, Raymond was surprised to find himself standing in the middle of the desert staring at the great pyramid of Giza.  He soon realized that he'd pressed the button marked with a pyramid.  He grinned.

"So, the images represent locations where this elevator goes.  How fascinating.  Let's see where else this thing takes me," said Raymond.

He carefully scanned the numerous rows of buttons, and soon found one with a harp on it.  He pressed it curiously, and then felt the elevator shoot suddenly skyward.  After ascending for a few minutes it came to a stop and the doors opened, sending a flood of light into the elevator that nearly blinded him.  When his eyes finally adjusted to its intensity he noticed a man dressed entirely in white standing in front of him with a perplexed look on his face.

"What are you doing here?" asked the man.

"Where...where is this place?" asked Raymond.

"This is Heaven.  But you're not supposed to be here," said the man.

He then grimaced as the odor of sulfur and fire caught his nose.

"Oh, so you thought you could get away from your doom by riding this elevator.  Well, you need to go back to where you're supposed to be," he continued.

The man then reached inside the elevator, pressed the button with the horns, and stepped back as the doors closed.  As the elevator descended rapidly again, Raymond realized where he was going, and frantically pressed the cancel button.  The elevator lurched to a stop.  He then pressed another button on which was the letter G.  The elevator started down again and soon came to a stop.  But this time, when the doors opened, he found himself in a small maintenance room.  He stepped out carefully, examined the room, and then retrieved his briefcase.  As he walked cautiously over to a nearby doorway he looked back at the elevator anxiously.  Was he in the right place finally?  He carefully opened the door to the maintenance room and found himself in the lobby of his office building.  He gave a relieved sigh, and then made his way to the parking ramp.

But as he walked, a thought nagged at his mind.  He couldn't stop thinking about the man in black he'd met on his elevator ride.  He'd mentioned that they'd meet again in six years.  He also remembered the man in white who had said that he wasn't supposed to be there.  This bugged Raymond intensely.  Had all of that been real?  He soon sniffed at his suit collar and could smell faint traces of fire and sulfur.  There was also another fragrance there that was sweeter than honey, and more wonderful than the most beautiful flower.  He then noticed footprints from a duck dotted across the front of his suit.  He stopped in his tracks and examined them.  It didn't take him long to realize that all of what he'd recently seen had been real.  He wasn't certain how, but there was too much proof for him to simply deny the existence of recent events.  Then the words of the man in black came to his mind.

"Six years," he said quietly to himself.

A twinge of fear echoed through his mind.  He soon hurried off to his car, and then drove quickly out of town.  But as he drew close to his house he spotted a small, humble little church house sitting alongside the road.  He'd passed by it every day, year after year, and hadn't given it a second thought.  Yet now it pulled at him with an incredible gravity.  To his surprise, he soon spotted the church's pastor standing out in front.  He appeared to be studying the road anxiously, as though waiting for something.  Raymond wondered if it was him that he was looking for.  So he pulled off the road and parked his car in front of the man.  As he got out, the pastor looked at him curiously.

"Are you Mr. Smith?" he asked.

Raymond blinked in surprise.

"Yes, I am.  How did you know?" he said.

The pastor smiled.

"God told me you were coming today, and asked that I wait for you.  Apparently you have some questions you wish to ask me."

Raymond nodded slightly, and then shared with the pastor everything that'd happened to him.  The pastor marveled at this.

"Few people have ever been told how long they have left to them.  You must be special as you've been given a second chance like few people before you," he said.

"I had always heard that Heaven and Hell were real, but never in my wildest dreams did I believe that was true!" said Raymond.

He shivered slightly in fear.

"That man in black.  He said they were expecting to see me again in six years.  But I don't want to go back there.  I want to go to the other place, to Heaven!  But I don't know how to get there."

The pastor smiled kindly.

"I can show you if you'd like."

"Is it hard?" asked Raymond anxiously.

"No, not at all.  You only need to believe that you're a sinner, and that Christ died for you, and then put your full and complete trust in Him, and accept His gift of eternal life.  If you do that, you can be saved and go to heaven."

"That's it?" said Raymond in surprise.

The pastor nodded.

"That's it."

Raymond laughed with joy!

"Then I believe and accept!" he exclaimed.

"Then tell Him," replied the pastor. 

"Who?"

The pastor laughed.

"God.  He's the one who gave you this gift.  So you need to tell Him."

Raymond looked up at the sky, and said happily, "God, I know I'm a sinner, I trust You, and believe and accept your gift.  Please save me and let me come into Your Heaven."  He then looked at the pastor, and asked, "Is that good enough?"

The pastor nodded and smiled.

"It is.  Welcome to the family."

And from that day forward Raymond served God with all his heart, soul, and mind.  Then, six years later, when he finally died, just as the man in black had said he would, Raymond once again found himself standing in the clouds of heaven.  But this time he was greeted by another man, one who was different from the person he'd met the first time he'd come up there.

"Am I in heaven?" asked Raymond anxiously.

The man nodded.

"You are.  Welcome home," he said.

Tears formed in Raymond's eyes.

"Can I see Jesus?" he asked after a moment.

The man smiled kindly at him, and said, "You already have."

 

The End
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