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Visit 2                                

(Part 2--The continued answer to the 
question posed to Jesus, “Was it hard 
to never have a wife while on 
Earth?”) 
 
    esus speaking: 
“I was requiring many of My disciples 
to give up the same thing—getting 
married and having children, either 
for the rest of their life or temporari-
ly, so that they could learn of Me in 
the short time we had together. It was better that they were free to go and 
preach the Gospel without the added worry of a family that would be depend-
ent on them. It’s Godly to care for your own, yet if they made God’s family 
theirs, and the family of believers their own family and cared for them rather 
than having their own children at this time, this would be a whole lot better for 
getting the Gospel out and getting news of salvation spreading. 
 In a way, though it’s hard for English words to express it, My disciples had  be 
married to the Word of God; the Word had to take the place in their heart that 
normally people try to fill with other people.  It had to be as the children they 
wished they could have had.  They had to care for the Word God gave them, 
and teach it to others, using all their resources and strength to pass it on. Their 
“Bible projects” were their “babies”. The Word of God was also their life-long 
companion and mate, their constant friend, their go-to for comfort and 
strength, and their source of good counsel and right advice. 
 
“I didn’t want people to care about their physical relationships more than pass-
ing on the Word of God, which was then being given like never before. Marry-
ing and having relationships had been happening since the beginning of the 
world, but it wasn’t what was going to change things for the better if that is 
what held the highest loyalties in people’s life. It wasn’t good enough to just 
love someone, that person you loved needed to love God and His Word most 
of all, and they needed to love God and His Word above all as well. 
“So, in putting first My ministry of preaching the glad tidings, and telling people 

the ways of the Kingdom, I had to forsake the idea of having a personal little 
family unit to care for.  It wouldn’t have worked for Me to be like a King that 
had all He wished for, and just tell His servants to go out and spread the Good 
News. They needed an example to follow, and that’s what it cost Me—giving 
up marriage while on Earth. 
“Besides, that family would have gone through so much and many troubles at 
the hands of those who hated Me, that it would have been very hard to bear. I 
would instead bear the persecution and threats on My life without endanger-
ing the lives of personal family.  Of course, in saying that all who loved and lis-
tened to and received the Words I had to say were like family to Me, it also 
meant—and I knew it—that they would endure trouble, just as a personal fam-
ily might have, at the hands of those angry with My message and who I was. 
“It was very hard, so very hard for people to understand that in receiving Me 
they were receiving God, and thus would find their way into His Kingdom. But 
God always expects faith. That means accepting something that takes utter 
faith and trust in Him -something that makes no sense to a carnal human. You 
have to step out and reach beyond your carnal and worldly way of viewing 
things if you want to actually GO beyond—like you all here have done.” 
(With that, Jesus was done speaking for the time being—but of course not for 
long, for Word is what He is. Everyone took turns to come up and thank Him for 
letting them be there for this special meal and personal chat time. They hugged 
each other and walked out of the room arm in arm to carry about their celestial 
existence and tranquil responsibilities.) 
*** 
I describe: 
Then everyone was gone, all but Jesus, who had hung back and was reclining 
there for a special reason. The maid servant host –that is the one playing the 
role of a servant for that time- came to clear away the last of the dishes and 
jugs… 
 
Though in actuality they were all taken away already, and she knew it. She 
wanted to see Jesus one more time, and alone. It was not presumptuous, for 
had He not called her, in His special way? 
She came and knelt down again at His side and placed her hand on His chest. 
He held her hand and kissed it, bringing her in closer to Him. He caressed her 
hair and made her feel like she was a queen and worth all the gems of all the 
crowns on earth put together. 
A tear or two rolled down her cheeks, for Jesus had a way of making everyone 
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feel His love in the most spectacular ways. As He looked in her eyes they both 
were, in a way, transported to a place of heavenly splendour. And it was there 
that this maid servant, who only lived to love and serve Her Master, received a 
special reward of some marvellous heart’s desire. It was something she had 
long hoped for and was waiting, in heaven, for the time when she chose to 
serve one another in love, and to come and kneel at His feel, showing humility 
and deep love. 
The story will not describe her personal wish, for it is just that. 
 
But if, out of deep and yearning love for the Master of life, the King of the uni-
verse- you were to do the same as she did, He could take you too for a time of 
splendid bliss and marvellous realisation of your deepest heart’s craving. His 
love makes any heavenly dream possible, and your love for Him -above all- 
gives you the passage to take the trip to paradise and personal enjoyment with 
the King of love. 
*** 
Now I’ll give a glimpse into what her life was like, and what helped the host of 
the evening find her way to Jesus and Heaven: 
Night was falling down in the back alleyways of old Earth. The beggarly woman 
dragged her feet along the nearly deserted street for what seemed the mil-
lionth time, all in hope that there would be something, even a small something 
left around to eat. 
 Summer was always the best time for her, because more tourists were around, 
and being that the food of their region wasn’t always to the liking of the vis-
iting men and women, that meant more scraps to be gathered here and there. 
They didn’t know what it was like to be utterly destitute of help, and feel so 
completely forgotten, and have not a hope in the world but making it through 
to the next night. 
But this night something different was to happen. No longer would she have to 
struggle in the way she always had for more years than she kept count of. 
“Here, this is for you!” a kind gentleman surprised her. Expecting a food hand 
out, it was instead a small piece of paper showing directions. It had a lovely 
picture on the front. But knowing she could not read, it was pointless keeping 
it. Besides she thought it was best suited for someone of more worth than her. 
She handed it back, marked now with a smudge of a finger print. She sported a 
toothless grin, hoping she didn’t have to tell this stranger with the kind eyes 
and gentle manner the reason. It was enough being despised as she was, with-

out having to further embarrass herself with this nice looking man. 
“Would you like me to read this to you, while we sit in the shop over there and 
enjoy something refreshing to drink?” 
The woman who was called “Maggy”—which reminded her of “raggy” each 
time someone called her, so she preferred to not be called at all for the most 
part—looked up in disbelief. 
“Let’s go,” the man said and started heading across the deserted road. 
Once they had found their seats and a waitress, trying to keep her nose as far 
away from the odorous  visitor, asked for their order and was off to get it. 
Wasting no time at all, the man -called Gregory, began to read the little pam-
phlet. He was sure that as soon as Maggy started feeling better in body with a 
drink and a bite to eat, she would head out of the place promptly, for she felt 
terribly uncomfortable around “decent” folks. It was best to read to her now 
while he had her full attention. Though, admittedly, not full, for her thoughts 
were filled aplenty with the whole experience. 
Taking her hand to try to capture her thoughts, the chap began to read the 
simple message of the love of Jesus, and why He had come to Earth, and most 
of all what He could do for each one that let Him come into their life. 
After reading the short message, while the drinks and snacks were on the ta-
ble, Greg told her about a place two blocks down the road that was looking for 
someone to help with a bit of waitressing. Seeing the very surprised, and al-
most scared look on her face, Greg hastened to say that it wasn’t at all like this 
place, but very simple -nothing fancy.  In return for her help with clearing away 
the cups and saucers, she could get a meal each night while listening to some-
one tell her and others there more about Jesus. If she would like that job, they 
could walk there now to check it out. No one was there, but the one who was 
cleaning things up. This person was the same one who cooked the food, pre-
pared the Bible lesson, served the food, and now was cleaning it up—after a 
full day of working elsewhere to raise the funds to pay for the rent and food to 
minister to the spiritually hungry. 
With little better to do than nestle down to a uncomfortable sleep on a door-
step, Maggy decided to walk with this seeming angel. 
When they reached the bare-looking room, it was warm and the low lighting 
was soft and relaxing. The first thing Maggy spotted was a soft, though rather 
ragged, couch, and all she wanted to do was to lie down and go fast to sleep. 
“Tom, this is Maggy,” Gregory introduced them both. 
Tom looked her up and down and inside and out, looking more into the heart 
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and eyes it seemed. 
Maggy looked down and felt like running far and fast away. She’d never felt so 
nervous and out of place. Were these guys to even be trusted? They spoke of 
love, and God.. things she knew little about. There was a chance they meant it. 
Time would tell. Just getting through this moment is what she needed to do 
now. 
Greg broke the silence—since it seemed Maggy had little to say. What could 
she say? 
“Perhaps we’ve found the angel that you need, Tom. You work yourself too 
hard, and there are still so many that need help and encouragement. She 
would do a wonderful job of lending you a hand. At least she could give it a try, 
and if she doesn’t enjoy it and it doesn’t suit your needs, well, it’s not a binding 
arrangement.” 
“She’ll do,” Tom said, looking at her tenderly with compassion. 
“I imagine you are due for a warm shower, clean set of clothes and warm bowl 
of soup? Followed by a good night’s sleep on a real mattress... am I correct?” 
Tears came to the woman’s eyes. She nearly fainted, thinking she must be in 
heaven. 
Ding-a-ling! The door bell jangled while a lady walked in. Tom introduced her 
to Maggy. 
“Maggy, this is my friend Celina, and she’ll get you all set up for the night in the 
neighbouring apartment. I think you’ll have all you need there. 
“Hi doll, you’re in good hands now. Come, I’ve got just the thing for you. We’ve 
been waiting for you all day!” 
Maggy was surprised. How did they know she would come? 
She’d find out more later, but the Lord had told them there was someone in 
the neighbourhood that they were to help in this way, on this day. As they lis-
tened and obeyed His voice to their hearts, the best plans unfolded. 
Maggy proved to be a kind-hearted woman, who even learned to read a bit, 
simple things at least, and was the most faithful student at the evening Bible 
reading and times of prayer. She had the understanding to encourage just 
about anyone, as she knew what life was like on the side of the fence where it 
seemed no one cared or really understood. 
A few years later, she went to her heavenly home and was greeted by many 
who showed her the love that she always wanted. They were her new family. 
Now, when there was ever the chance, she in her humble Biblical-styled heav-
enly home, would host “meals with the Master”. It was the best time of her 

life. She was the maid servant that loved her Master with all her heart and 
mind and soul. 
Does the story end there? It doesn’t need to and shouldn’t, for there are peo-
ple all around who need to be introduced to the one who gave His all for them. 
He is the one who walked cold and barefoot, who often was hungry, and who 
came to serve …all so that others could find in Him the love their heart always 
wished to experience. 
 
“I’ll see you later then, Magdalene,” Jesus said as He escorted her back to her 
humble dwelling place.  It was what she had chosen and was just right for her 
wishes. She couldn’t wait until next time came around. In the meantime there 
were others to help and speak with and encourage. The Master would wish for 
her to do so. And while caring lovingly for others and making them feel wel-
come in this new heavenly land, she knew she was doing it for the Master. He 
knew, He felt it, and loved every bit of love that she transmitted to Him 
through her deeds of loving care for each one that He loved. 

                                                      (a spirit trip: Secrets with Jesus)  


