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I 

Visit 3                               

     enter the simple, earthen house. I 
see the meal already spread on a low- 
lying table. Today it consists of dishes 
of different types of beans -all so 
colourful and delightful looking.  
John, the host for today, greets me. I 
respond, “John, how pleasant to see 
you, Thank you for inviting me.” He gives 
me a warm embrace, looks me in the eyes 
and says,  
“I’ll be your host for today, and it’s a pleasure to have you. 
Please have a seat wherever you feel comfortable.” He motions to some wool 
cushions on woven mats. 
“The Master will join us when everyone has arrived,” John says. 
He read my mind. Of course I’d want to sit near  Jesus, but since He’s not here 
yet, I don’t know where He’ll sit, so I will have to just choose based on other 
considerations. 
I choose a seat off in the corner, so that when more guests arrive they won’t 
have to go stepping over me. It’s a bench that looks like it’s made of clay, cov-
ered with a long cushion. As I sit down, John lovingly hands me a glass of the 
water of life. He then proceeds to wash my feet with a bowl he had on hand. 
I smile. It’s humbling, but it is such a loving way to be accepted into a house. 
 
 I don’t feel like I should be waited on by someone so knowledgeable about 
God’s ways as he. But I know the loving thing to do is to just accept the love 
that is being passed on, through this gesture, from the Master Himself.  
Then John opens a bottle of sparkling and glowing Heavenly oil and pours it in 
the air all over me. It’s not like earthly oil that is sticky and gets on your 
clothes.  This Heavenly oil anoints my spirit, the way I am, and changes the way 
I feel. John will do this for everyone that comes, and all will be filled with the 
same spirit of God, the Spirit of readiness to hear and receive the special things 
the Saviour wants to tell us about. 
Once he is done ‘greeting me’ properly, he gives me a kiss of blessing on my 
head, and then turns to see that a few others have now shown up. Warmly he 

greets them and proceeds to wash their feet, give them a drink, and pour 
Heavenly anointing oil all over them. The air in the room gets almost giddy, or 
electric. We are greatly anticipating the entrance of the King of love Himself. 
The oil has made us hungry for His words, and calmed our other thoughts. 
 
By the time there are about two dozen guests, John calls people to come up 
and begin serving themselves some food. There are wooden and clay bowls to 
be used, or even some large leaves if one would rather. It’s really authentic 
eating and cuisine. 
 
Once everyone is settled again with their bowls of food, suddenly, silently to-
wards the front of the room,-where every one is sure to get a good look- Jesus 
Himself appears. John hands Him a bowl of food, and He greets and thanks 
John with a warm and loving embrace. It’s like seeing a best friend again after a 
time of parting. He’s so enthusiastic about each person He sees; He loves each 
one. 
No one moves or rushes up. They know they will get their chance to be in the 
arms of Jesus. The calming oil has taken effect. The desire for His Words more 
than anything has made them eager to listen, and to remain seated for the 
time being. 
To a room of waiting listeners, Jesus begins. 
“Thank you for inviting Me,” He says. Though everyone knows it’s really the 
other way around—Jesus has invited them all to live in His house, in His King-
dom. Everyone smiles and chuckles a little 
Jesus adds, knowing their thoughts, “Still, I appreciate the love you have for 
Me. I never take it for granted when one of you wish to have Me close by. I 
love it, and cherish each moment that you love being with Me.” 
The looks on the faces of those in the room show how much they do indeed 
love being with Him. They wouldn’t wish to be anywhere else in the world but 
right here, right now. 
After offering a praise and prayer, to the Father of Light, for the meal, Jesus 
begins to share a few more secrets about His life on Earth. 
“Shall I tell you about the time I first did a major job on my thumb, a real 
whacker? I was using a rock -primitive, I know-  but sometimes you use what-
ever you have on hand. We had tools of all sorts, but sometimes a good natural 
tool works just as well for simple jobs. So I was working with wood, as was my 
trade when on Earth, and missed what I was aiming at. I knocked myself a hard 
blow with the rock directly on my left thumb. Oh, boy, boy, boy that took some 
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recovery. I couldn’t work properly for  
a few days at least. So even though  
I was God’s son, I wasn’t immune  
to pain. I guess I couldn’t be, or else  
it couldn’t be said that I “suffered for 
 your sins”. It couldn’t be blissfully  
easy -without pain from start of life  
to the end. 
“While I was pondering my throbbing  
thumb, and being hardly able to think  
about anything else, what do you think 
 came to mind? My Father helped use these 
 times and these accidents to show me things 
 I wouldn’t have been alerted to on a regular 
 day. I saw a flash of a vision of a nail being  
driven into a piece of wood, the only difference 
 was that my hand was there also, in between 
 the wood and the nail.    
“Ouch!” The shock of that vision nearly made me cry out aloud. 
“Somehow the picture of the greater pain, that I was being prepared for—the 
death on the cross for the sins of all people--made the wound now seem much 
less intense. I got sombre and pensive. It was to be part of my life on Earth, and 
I knew I would have to go through worse things than a bruised and bleeding 
thumb. 
“I went to soak my thumb in water, and a tear or two ran down my face. I was-
n’t crying now because of pain, but because I was starting to feel the premoni-
tion of the anguish and sorrow that I was to endure someday. I didn’t linger 
long on this. Although I was hurting, I would need to keep doing what I could to 
help my family. But these glimpses and preparation of the heart, flashes of 
pictures in my mind, and the readying of the mind and body and soul kept me 
sober and maturing in character. I had a unique mission on Earth, though no  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
fun, would yield much good on the overall scheme. If I chose to yield and to do 
what I was sent to Earth to do, I would not regret it.” 
(There wasn’t a dry eye in the room, for when Jesus talked, He had a 
way of transmitting the feelings and emotions to the listeners as well. His 
Words moved each one there, and stirred them to greater love and devo-
tion.) 
“Now on to a happier topic,” He led out. 
“I had a vineyard, not very big, but it was with great joy that I at last saw the 
first little grapes begin to form. After tending to the plants for so long and nur-
turing them, I could hardly express how very happy I was to see the fruit of My 
labour starting to show forth. Of course I called my mother, and sisters, and a 
few others. I wanted each one to share in the joy. They must have wondered 
why I was so overwhelmingly happy and joyous. I think it was because it had 
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something to do with you—My fruit, the fruit of My life; My reason for coming 
to Earth. Grapevines grow grapes naturally, so it wasn’t really that big of a deal. 
But in my heart it was a sign that My life was going to bear fruit, no matter how 
long it took to nurture the fruit.” 
 
(At that point, some of the girls gathered up around Jesus, kissing His 
hands and cheeks, and cherishing Him, really happy to be his little 
grapes, His fruit, and wanting to “abide in Him.”) 
 
“So all the stories I told had something special that they reminded me of, or 
were about something I was well acquainted with. Thank you My beautiful, 
darling fruit. You are so sweet. I love your beautiful shiny faces, clustering 
around Me, like shiny grapes on a stem! How I love you. Yummy love! Beautiful 
love. So delightful. You make Me want to hold you. You are so pleasant to Me!” 
He said kissing each one …and as they went back to sit down, and others came 
up to Him. 
It was as if it was on cue that they would come to shower their “True Vine” 
with love—these were some of His good fruit. They had been nurtured with His 
Word and love. 
When everyone had settled back down, John brought out nothing less than … 
some large trays filed with the most delicious and luscious-looking grapes. They 
were of all colours and were especially for the guests to feast on.  Something 
was special about these grapes. Were they filled with “new wine”? No one ex-
pected them to be, but when Jesus is there, you never know what He’ll turn 
into wine, that is, what He will fill with a special token of His Spirit. When these 
grapes were eaten, there was a lot of laughter and joy heard. People were jok-
ing and laughing, even getting up and dancing. 
Soon John brought in some musicians to play some merry tunes, while the 
guest of honour, Jesus Himself, stood up to dance with everyone. It must have 
felt somewhat like that marriage in Cana of Galilee, when Jesus turned the wa-
ter into wine, for everyone at this “Listening to Jesus” time was up and active 
in a Heavenly merry way. 
The guests were having such a fun time dancing with Jesus and each other, 
they hardly noticed when Jesus had slipped away from sight. Eventually things 
calmed down, as the music took on a more relaxing tone, and the guests were 
swaying from side to side in a line, with their arms around each other. They 
sang along with the words of the final song; a song of adoration to Jesus, who 
had won them to His side and taken them to His Kingdom. 

After hugs and a time of thanking John for his kind hospitality, the guests 
slipped out of the room. 
I was the last one, for I didn’t want to miss anything. It was all so new and in-
spirational for me. 
John came and sat with me and let me rest my head on his chest, like Jesus had 
done for him, on the last night before Jesus gave His life. Such brave men they 
were. I was hoping that I would have the courage to face whatever challenges I 
would encounter on Earth. It was time to go, and I faded from the scene, with 
the pictures still part of my thoughts and the joy and emotion still in my heart. 
As I entered my normal life again, I pondered some words that this man, who 
loved Jesus so much, had told me that day: 
“Maybe I got to be there to hold your dearest treasure, Jesus, in the flesh while 
I lived on earth. But you get something I never had: a long life on Earth getting 
to form a relationship with someone you have never met in person. It’s very 
special you know. Keep resting in the arms of Jesus when trials come. That is to 
say, trust Him and tell Him that you love Him. All the times of trial when you 
wished you could be held by Jesus, your Darling, will not go unrewarded. Know 
that one day you’ll get to feel it for real. Though the soft comfort has to 
wait a bit at least in the full way you long for- it will come. No 
wished-    for hugs are ever missed. He and you can catch up 
on all the snuggles and tear-drying times you ever wanted. 
Trust for that. Wait for that.” 
 
(He hugged and kissed me good-bye and off I 
went, looking forward to the next “Listening to 
the Master” time in such a special, loving 
setting. I wish I could bring a bit of it back 
to Earth. Maybe that’s why I was al-
lowed to attend, though I am still actu-
ally living on Earth. I hope I do my 
part to share the love and joy with 
those I live with.) 

 


