
 

The Lord is my Shepherd, I shall not want. 
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  his is a story that I have not looked forward to 
writing. I don’t know exactly why, except that it is a story 
that brings back terrible memories of being burned alive. It 
is also a story of a beautiful experience of being able to let 
go of my life and embrace Jesus through death. 

I have written of my experience and it is on the 
Internet at www.ismyshepherd.com entitled “The Day I 
Died” for those of you who might be interested. Maybe this 
story of my past is on my mind because of you, something 
you’re going through right now. I don’t know, but I write 
what Jesus tells me to. 

The anguish that I am experiencing relates to a 
personal moment of almost 38 years ago. It was a moment 
when my life here on earth ended and my journey through 
the portals of eternity began. 

It is an experience that demonstrates the immediacy 
as well as the finality of that split second when living gives 
way to dying for the just and unjust as well. The prompting 
that I have in my heart is to speak to you, the Christian-to 
the one who has already made that decision to follow Christ.

To the rest of you, the ones who know of Jesus but 
have ignored making a decision to accept Him, let me tell 
you that the end came for me in a split second without any 
time to make things right. 

Early on the morning of September the 9th, 1969, 
our alarm clock went off, awaking me out of a most 
comfortable sleep. Lying next to me was my beautiful wife, 
married then for only a couple of years. I quickly shut the 
alarm off, so as not to wake her, and started the routine of 
getting ready for work. 

As I made my way to the front door, I hesitated for 
a moment and then stepped outside into the early morning 
darkness. As I closed the door behind me, I had no idea that 
it would be over four months before I would walk through 
the door again. 

Before the day would end I would come to that 
moment in my life when my eternal journey would begin. I 
would discover for myself that we do indeed discover life 
though death. Death is not the end of our existence; it is only 
the end of our presence on earth. Life does not stop just 
because eternity has started only the location changes. 

I, obviously, survived my experience of death and 
was made to return to life. But for that moment or    (Cont.) 
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 have always been impressed by the way men 

and women in the Bible were guided by dreams-from 
the angels climbing Jacob’s ladder to the dream 
warning Joseph to flee with his family to Egypt. I’ve 
always known such things were possible, but it was 
only in 1978 that I received such a dream myself. 

A dear friend had a terminal illness and 
yearned to see her son again. The young man led a 
nomadic life. He didn’t keep in touch very closely, and 
when he telephoned he rarely told her where he was. 

Then one night I had a strange dream of huge 
stacks of Esquire magazines. I couldn’t recall ever 
having read the magazine. I dismissed the dream as 
being of no significance, but it persisted. After I 
dreamed of a house built entirely out of Esquire 
magazines, my husband bought a copy. But I saw 
nothing helpful in it. 

Then one day, a sudden thought hit me-the 
name of a hotel in Chicago that somehow I connected 
with the son. Did he live there? When I was visiting 
my friend, I contrived to sneak a peek at her address 
book. There, next to her son’s name, among years of 
addresses, I saw the name of the hotel. 

I wrote a letter to the son at that address, 
telling him of his mother’s illness. That was Monday. 
At 11:00 o’clock on Thursday night, my friend’s son 
called collect from Chicago. He’d only been back at 
the hotel for a few days and he’d just received my 
letter. Shortly before his mother’s death, he was 
reunited with her. 

Dreams can be very real, and anytime I’m 
tempted to just brush one off, I remember the name of 
that hotel. The Esquire, just like the magazine. 

Dorothy Nicholas, Asheboro, North Carolina 
Guideposts-June 1989 
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(CONTINUED) two that preceded death, in that 
moment when the death process started, that is what I feel 
led to talk about. 

Not so much about my death experience, as 
fantastic as that was, I want to tell you about that moment in 
time when time became no more. If you are a Christian and 
you have doubts or fears, even apprehension about dying, 
then don’t stop reading.  

If your health is failing and in your quiet times you 
have tried to imagine with some hesitation about that 
moment when your illness will shut the door behind you, 
don’t be fearful. 

That afternoon of September the 9th, at 2:30 in the 
afternoon, a 12-inch pipeline blew up and ignited. I was 
evacuating the residents out of the danger area when I was 
blown through the air 20 to 25 feet, screaming to the top of 
my lungs from the 800-degree heat, combined with the 
incredible blast that catapulted me through the air. 

By the time I hit the ground my hair was burned to 
the scalp, one ear almost burned away, while exposed flesh 
melted like cheese and was instantly seared. I hit the ground 
with burns over 50 percent of my body, 30 percent was third 
degree, internal injuries as well, but pain so incredible that 
there was no surviving it. 

When I opened my eyes to see my fingers digging 
into the dirt in an effort to pull my body away, but it was no 
use. I could literally feel my life leaving my body, not an out 
of body experience but the unmistakable reality that my 
body was shutting down. 

It was in that moment that split second, that life 
was over for me. I had crossed the line of no return, even if I 
had wanted to, I couldn’t stop the process. 

For all intent and purposes the door had closed and 
locked behind me. There was no turning back; but a long 
time ago. I had made my decision to follow Jesus, even 
through death itself. If you have come to that moment in 
your imagination and imagine the worse about death, let me 
be quick to tell you that it is in that moment that you will 
know Him as you have never known Him before. 

You no longer have the capacity for fear or even 
nervousness. You have only the capacity for this tremendous 
joy. You have only the capacity for spiritual euphoria of 
comfort and peace. Don’t worry about it, for there is nothing 
to worry about, I know, I’ve been there and I am looking 
forward to the next time. 

I suffered tremendously up until it was time to let 
go. When Jesus came and loosed my grip on this fragile
thing called life, I was ushered into His presence. I was 
filled with His fullness and I have never had a more fantastic 
experience before or since. You can take my word for it; it’s 
worth dying for. 

Awaiting His return, 
Stan Manley-Editor 

 

  
 
 
 hile standing on the porch of the library, I 
watched a blind college student walk briskly 
across the campus. He walked along one edge of 
the sidewalk with his cane reaching over to touch 
the grass with every step. When he came up level 
with the flight of steps leading to the library door, 
he paused, turned toward the door, and walked 
carefully up the steps. I greeted him and asked 
how he could do that since he could not see the 
library. He grinned and said, “This one’s simple. 
It is an honest walk from the corner of the 
campus to the library. I hold the edge of the 
walkway and count my steps. After 119 steps, I 
know that I am in front of the library. I turn 90 
degrees to the left, and 2 more strides bring me to 
the foot of the steps.” 

This is an age of spiritual darkness. A 
great need exists for enlightenment. Christians are 
needed to reflect the light of Christ and to shine 
steadily with integrity. We must walk honestly, 
holding up a steady light of Christian faith. 

Open Windows - August, 1995 

 
 
 
 One day I was walking down the beach with 
some friends when one of them shouted, “Look at that 
dead bird!” Someone looked up at the sky and said, 
“Where?” 
 
 My sister has a lifesaving tool in her car 
designed to cut through a seat belt if she gets trapped, 
She keeps it in the trunk. 


