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There is no such thing as death.  At least, not in the traditional sense.  We must view the 
universe as the tool it is, a place where our souls mature through life experience in 
preparation for out true existence.  The truth is that almost all souls are carried to fruition, 
meaning nearly everyone who is born lives to a ripe old age.  Of course, observation 
apparently contradicts this view, so some explanation is needed. 
 
First, we must come to an understanding regarding the fundamental structure of the 
universe itself.  We have always measured the world around us in three dimensions.  Like 
a box, all things we interact with have height, width, and depth.  In other words, north-
south, east-west, up-down.  Additionally, we can define a fourth dimension: Time.  The 
universe around us not only exists, it endures.  These four measurements make up the 
basis for our very existence.  Anything at all can be located using those four coordinates: 
latitude, longitude, altitude, and the moment in time the object was there. 
 
Well, almost anything.  As we’ve already seen, there are some things which refuse to be 
measured.  Thoughts, for example.  Dreams.  Certainly, our highly advanced electronic 
devices can tell us when such seemingly intangible things occur.  Brain waves, alpha 
rhythms, and so on.  But there is no way to quantify such things.  No way in which, using 
our four coordinate system, that we can map their physical existence.  Now, 
mathematicians tell us the universe is much stranger than we could have ever imagined.  
Instead of merely four dimensions, there could be as many as eleven.  Divide subatomic 
particles down enough and what you find are curls of energy called “strings” which make 
up the entire fabric of the universe.  And not just one universe, either.  For the 
directionality allowed by the presence of other dimensions makes the universe much, 
much larger than we could have ever imagined.  A place where unseen places lurk around 
every bend of light, and the actuality of multiple universes leaves the realm of science 
fiction and becomes solid fact.  (For more about the structure of the universe as it pertains 
to string theory and multiple universes, I suggest Brian Greene’s book, The Elegant 
Universe.) 
 
For a long time, the idea of multiple universes has been explained this way.  Imagine you 
place a cat into a box.  Attached to the box is a device governed by the random decay of 
radioactive material.  The device, should the material decay a certain way, will kill the 
cat.  If the material decays differently, as it certainly could, the cat lives.  The point is, 
that unless you open the box, there’s no way of knowing what happened to the cat.  But 
mathematicians tell us that, in actuality, both outcomes occurred.  The universe split.  In 
one universe, the cat lived, in the other it died, and the only way of determining which 
universe you are in is to open the box.  On the surface, it seems ridiculous to imagine that 
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the entire universe can be duplicated in an instant, that it has done so over and over again.  
Further, that today there could be millions of alternate universes coexisting alongside 
ours.  But then, is it easier to believe in the invisible presence of God?   
 
I think that the possibility of multiple universes fits in perfectly with our view of God.  
Where, after all, is Heaven?  Where is Hell?  Isn’t it implausible to think that such places 
exist here in our physical universe, located somehow so far away that astronomers have 
had no clue as to its presence?  Or does it make more sense to think of God and Heaven 
coexisting right here beside us? 
 
Yet, what really governs the creation of an entire new universe?  It seems unlikely that 
God would allow such a thing to be based simply on the random action of atomic 
particles.  Scientists may believe that only because they are unable to see further.  They 
are unable to see down past the muons and quarks, past the “strings,” down to where the 
soul is anchored.  It is God and our own souls, what ever those entities are geared to, that 
constitutes the basis for universal divergence.  Nothing else can completely agree with 
our expanding understanding of the nature of God and our existence.   
 
And this is the reason we can know that death isn’t real.  For each of us, life is a 
customized experience.  We lead charmed lives and never realize it because our only 
viewpoint is our own.  We observe death but have never experienced it.  Not true death, 
as we have come to believe in it.  Instead, when we observe a death, it is only a change in 
us.  To that person, the one who supposedly died, life continues as before.  He has merely 
been translated into an alternate reality.  To his point of view, he narrowly escaped death, 
if he noticed the brush at all.  And most people can recall an incident where later they 
would say “I can’t believe I survived that.”  In another universe, they didn’t survive. 
 
The universe can only be interpreted through our interaction with it.  Therefore, the 
universe we observe depends wholly upon our personal point of view.  This harkens back 
to the postulate that the only thing we can be absolutely certain of is our own existence.  I 
know I am real, for if I was not there would be no me to ponder my own existence.  
Beyond that, however, everything might as well be illusory.  Certainly, I can sense my 
environment: taste, touch, smell, sight, sound.  To me, everything around me has a 
definitive physicality.  Yet how can I know, assuming I am not the only real person in the 
universe, that other people perceive exactly what I do? 
 
The answer is, I can’t.  A psychotic experiences reality in ways that are often radically 
tangent to what most of us commonly agree upon.  To him, what he sees, feels, smells, 
hears, or tastes is extremely real.  We call him crazy because his perceptions diverge 
from majority concurrence.  To some degree, this kind of perceptual misalignment is 
present in all rational minds.  Agreeing that a shirt is blue is different from agreeing it is 
aquamarine instead of seafoam.  We might attribute such discrepancy to a difference in 
visual acuity, and this simply agrees with the notion that we cannot ever exactly 
synchronize our perceptual realities. 
 
Which brings us back to the question of death.  If I assume that I am the only real thing, 
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my death would mean as little as my life.  Transitioning from hard “reality” to 
metaphysical intangibility would only be a symptom of an evolving perspective.  What 
we term death would never happen.  Which, in turn, makes the concept meaningless. 
 
Even if I am not the only real person, death is still nothing more than a transformation of 
the way in which I perceive reality.  That being the case, how can I be sure that such a 
transformation has not already taken place?  That I experience the universe in much the 
same way I always have is not enough of an indicator.  After all, the universe I perceive 
may only appear the way it does because of my own firmly held belief in its existence.  
Death may simply not be enough to interrupt the contiguous flow of events comprising 
our lives. 
 
But death as a real phenomenon does indeed appear to be fact.  People die.  That is, we 
perceive that their bodies cease to function.  It all comes down to perception.  If our own 
death cannot be proven to have ever or not ever occurred, then it is impossible to say 
death truly exists for anyone else.  When we observe someone apparently dying, it is 
merely another form of reality-transfiguration.  We cannot experience death.  We are 
merely being translated into an alternate reality, an alternate universe wherein we did not 
die at all.  Viewed this way, the seemingly capricious nature of God ceases to be a viable 
argument.  Children to not die in cribs, people are not slaughtered in war, no one is killed 
by accident or natural disaster.  Each person who is born lives on in one universe or 
another, aging into his or her sunset years successfully.  When we witness the death of 
another the change is in us, not them. 
 
Why does God allow the tragedy of premature death?  He doesn’t.  Life continues 
unabated into a somewhat indefinite future.  It seems likely that at some point we will 
experience a final transition, that our eyes will be opened to the true nature of existence 
allowing us to shed the chains of “mortality” forever.  But, like the weight of a soul, the 
future remains immeasurable.   As we continue to move through our universe, whichever 
one that might be, we continue traveling toward understanding, seeking truth, and hoping 
for revelations.   
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