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Introduction

In a boundless, heavenly place beyond the veil of life, souls come 

together. There’s no earth beneath, no sky above—just a vast, 

soothing expanse glowing with soft, silvery light. This light isn’t still;

it pulses gently, like the heartbeat of the cosmos, sending ripples of

warm, white energy through the misty air. A faint melody weaves 

through the space, a blend of delicate chimes and whispering 

breezes that carry the weight of countless stories. The air smells 

faintly of lavender and rain-damp soil, a scent that feels like peace, 

like a fresh start.

A soul’s pain might appear as a deep, velvet blue, while a spark of 

joy could burst into streams of golden warmth. In this gentle haven,

those who ended their lives by their own hand arrive—not to be 

judged, but to experience a tender, meaningful "life review."



No one is alone here. Each soul is greeted by a warm, glowing 

presence, more felt than seen, its voice deep and comforting like a 

cello’s hum, each word wrapped in kindness and unwavering care. 

Guided by this presence, souls revisit their lives, not as a movie 

reel, but as vivid, immersive moments. Tiny, star-like orbs drift 

down from the silver glow above, each one holding a memory, a 

choice, a turning point.

When an orb reveals a moment of despair, the realm doesn’t make 

the soul relive the hurt. Instead, it wraps the memory in 

understanding, the cello-voice offering clarity and compassion. With

a soft chime, the orb shifts, showing paths that could have 

been—choices hidden by the fog of their pain. As these new 

possibilities unfold, the air grows sweet with jasmine, a scent that 

speaks of hope and life’s quiet strength. Colors bloom, hopeful 

sounds echo, and the soul feels the truth: healing was always within

reach.

This novella, Life Reviews of the Self-Unmade Soul, follows the 

stories of sixty people, each grappling with their own unique 

struggles. Through their life reviews, we see the countless ways 

their paths might have changed. This is not a story of blame, but 

one of hope—a reminder of the power of connection and the many 

forms help can take, always just a step away.

Chapter 1: John, 45, Male – Financial Difficulties

The world John left behind was painted in shades of oppressive 

gray. It was the gray of unpaid bills stacked on the kitchen counter,

their sharp corners like accusations. It was the gray of the weak 

morning light that filtered through the dusty blinds of his silent 

home, a home that once echoed with the bright, chaotic laughter of 



his children. Now, the only sound was the relentless, percussive 

tick-tock of the mantel clock, each tick a hammer blow against his 

skull, counting down the seconds to foreclosure, to failure, to the 

final, crushing weight of his perceived inadequacy. The air was thick

with the scent of stale coffee and his own quiet desperation. He was

a devoted father, a man who had always provided, and now, in the 

wake of an economic downturn that had snatched his job, he felt 

like a ghost in his own life. The weight of it all became a physical 

presence, a heavy cloak that smothered him until the silence was 

the only answer he could find.

He took his last breath in that gray, silent house. The next was an 

inhalation of pure wonder. The oppressive weight vanished, 

replaced by an impossible lightness. The gray dissolved into a 

swirling mist illuminated by a soft, pulsating silver light. A gentle, 

humming melody replaced the maddening tick of the clock, and the 

air, fresh and clean, carried the scent of cedar-wood and damp 

earth after a summer rain. He felt grounded, steady for the first 

time in months. A radiant presence coalesced before him, its 

warmth a balm on his frayed soul. Its voice, like a resonant cello, 

spoke not in words, but in pure understanding.

A single, star-like orb drifted down and glowed with a warm, amber 

light. The scene inside was a cozy, sunlit office. The scent of old 

paper and polished wood filled the air. A man with kind eyes sat 

across a desk from him, a financial counselor. His voice was calm, a

flowing stream that washed over John’s anxiety. "Let's just look at 

the numbers, John," the man said, his pen making soft, scratching 

sounds on a notepad. "There's always a path." As John watched, the

terrifying figures on the page began to rearrange themselves. A 

budget took shape, not as a cage of restriction, but as a map. The 



amber light of the room seemed to infuse the paper, turning the 

stark black ink into something manageable, something hopeful.

The orb shifted, its light turning a vibrant, lively green—the color of 

new growth. He saw himself at a government office, the sound of 

rustling papers no longer a source of dread but a symphony of 

progress. The clerk's voice was professional but not unkind as she 

explained unemployment benefits. Outside the window, he could 

hear the cheerful, determined chirping of sparrows, a sound he 

hadn't noticed in years. The green light pulsed with possibility, 

showing him job training programs, community resources he never 

knew existed.

Another orb descended, this one glowing with a brilliant, warm gold,

the color of his daughter's hair. The scene was his own living room, 

but the silence was gone. It was filled with the sound of his family’s 

laughter, a rich, melodic sound that vibrated through his very 

being. His wife’s arms were around him, her hug real and strong, 

smelling of her familiar perfume. His son was showing him 

something on a laptop, his voice full of excitement. They weren't 

judging him; they were rallying around him, their love a tangible 

force, a golden shield against the grayness. They were a team.

The final vision shimmered with a bright, clear blue. He was 

outdoors, his hands in the soil of a community garden. The earthy 

scent was rich and real. He was volunteering, working alongside 

others, their voices a pleasant chime of shared purpose. This path 

led to another: a vision of him starting a small online business, the 

clicking of the keyboard not a sound of lonely work, but of creation. 

The blue light sparkled with innovation and recovery.

The orbs faded, their light rejoining the silver canopy above. The 

scent of cedarwood deepened, and the cello-like voice of the 


