
No Longer Slaves to our Fear of Death: Part Two 
Some who study the human personality tell us that a whole lot of our life energy is 

consumed in our denial of death, in our screaming out in ways appropriate and 

inappropriate, “Look!  See me!  I’m still alive!  I’m not dying!” even if the ways we 

choose make us slaves. In fact, this primal dread is likely at the root of addiction. We fear 

extinction. We fear that in the end there may be nothing to us. And so we need something 

to push away this feeling that we are lost in the cosmos. We feel like a mass of 

protoplasm looking for a structure, and finally in desperation any structure will do, 

anything that will push off the dread of nothingness. It may be alcohol or drugs, sex or 

romance, overeating or exercise, or travel and adventure. It may be a relationship,  an 

illicit relationship, but it makes us feel like something for a while. Maybe it’s an 

addiction to work or money or status, a job, even an illicit job, one that pries me away 

from family and faith and church and the kingdom of God, but they want me, they pay 

me, I live the high life, I feel important, I feel like something, and it pushes the dread 

away. 

 

There is, however, another vision, another story. In fact, it is the real story of which your 

life story is a part. It’s the real story of life in this universe and it’s the story in which we 

find ourselves. It tells of God trusting his life to us,  living as we live, once in the Roman 

province of Judea, in the time of Caesar Augustus, living and showing us the way to live, 

but then coming up against those who live by force and violence, and being killed for us, 

dying for us in the most excruciating way imaginable, but passing through death on 

Friday to resurrection on Sunday. So he experiences death as we do, though in a way 

horrendous beyond imagination, so that we can know as we contemplate our dying, that 

he has gone before us and shows us the way so that we will not face death alone. One will 

come and walk with us through it. But he also shows us so much more—that there is no 

sting to death. There is no shame or fear. We are alright with God, and because we are 

alright with him, we are freed from slavery to our fear of death.   

 

Based on this, knowing this, a generation of believers arose willing to die! And they 

began to change the world. A man like Paul could get up from a stoning that left him 

looking dead and walk back into the city. He knew he lived in a world lit by resurrection. 

Later he could head for Jerusalem knowing that many were out to kill him, saying only 

(in Acts 21:13), “I am ready not only to be bound, but to die in Jerusalem for the name of 

the Lord Jesus.” He could say it because in his life the dark force was gone. He knew that 

not even death could separate him from the love of God. So a generation of faith arose, 

reborn, freed from their fear of death, and amazing things could happen.   

 

We, in fact, all know that this is true—that in the words of the song, “it’s the soul afraid 

of dying that never learns to live,”  and that the sooner we can accept the reality of our 

own death, the sooner we can really start living. It is death that focuses our life energy. It 

is death that gives life intensity and color. Life matters more. People matter more. This 

evening matters more. The opportunities I have to do good now matter more.   

 



But there is so much more. The death of Jesus, this self-sacrificing love of God, for those 

who can accept it, destroys the dark force. And now we are free. Knowing that we are 

alright with God, knowing this, being sure of this, what is there in death to fear? If I 

know that things are absolutely fine between God and me, why would I ever fear death? 

 

So now in that moment when I exhale that one last time, when I breathe out my last 

breath, just suppose now that I am merely transitioning to a higher reality. Just suppose 

that I am met by someone, by a being of light who welcomes me and leads me lovingly 

through a life review. It seems almost instantaneous, but it covers it all, all the pain, all 

the triumph, all the joy and all the sadness, all the turning points, all the moments that 

shaped my character and in which I shaped the character of others. I am taken through it 

all not at all to be corrected—God loves me—but so that I might be made wiser still. And 

so I am led to my eternal home which had been foreshadowed all along by the wonders of 

nature all around us.1 And I see that sunrise and sunset every day have recalled the glory 

of Eden and anticipated Eden’s return. I see that Paradise, the garden of the Lord, has 

been entirely restored. As I venture farther into my eternal home, I begin to recognize 

every rock and stream and tree. I see again the glories of autumn in New England, the 

grandeur of the mountains of the West, the wonders of Old Cape Cod. I discover to my 

wonder and joy that the world I loved, the world we love, is preserved—only more rich 

and real than ever. I realize that the reason I so much loved certain places here on earth is 

because they somehow look a little like heaven. Just suppose that now I’m introduced to 

my true life’s calling. Now I’m “in charge of many things,” Scripture says.  I will never 

be bored again. I have come to the most exciting place imaginable. I have begun the 

greatest adventure I’ve ever known. God shares with me his own creative energy, invites 

me into the process of taking care of creation, and sets me down in a paradise of 

unlimited potential. I now take my place in the ongoing creativity of the universe. I take 

on the role for which I was being prepared my whole life on earth. Now I live out the 

deepest passion of my heart, with all the freedom and all the power to do exactly what I 

am meant to do. I discover that God completes me. God is my lost wholeness. God is the 

other half of me. And now I live eternally in that God-given zone where life is lived at its 

most intensely, with its greatest energy, and where life is at its most colorful, vivid and 

purposeful. Now I can say with Paul that death has been swallowed up in victory. I can 

exclaim with him (1 Corinthians 15:54-55): “Where, O death, is your victory?  Where, O 

death, is your sting?” These things, in fact, I do believe on the basis of Scripture and 

human experience from around the world. 

 

Hebrews 2:10 says that at the cross Jesus brought many to glory! We are all called to this 

glory, this radiance. It takes sooner or later new birth, starting over, washing the past 

away, being born again because it goes against almost everything you are otherwise told. 

But it’s the glory of Perpetua in AD 203 in Carthage, a mother still nursing her infant 

son. She has every reason to stay alive. Still when the unskilled executioner came to 

finish her off in the arena, she took his trembling hands and guided the sword to her 

throat. But it’s our glory too—to live truthfully, honestly, not in denial but facing things 

as they really are, not as slaves but as those gloriously freed from their fear of death.  

—Dale Pauls 



                                                 
1 Indebted throughout this section to John Eldredge, The Journey of Desire, Dallas Willard, The Divine 

Conspiracy and of course C.S. Lewis, The Chronicles of Narnia.   


