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   was being summoned. It was time for the next meeting and mealtime to sit 
and learn of Jesus. We would gather in the humble home in Heaven that was 
set up for this special time of class -this very fun class. 
But people here on earth were asking “Can you do this for me?” 
“Oh, and I forgot to take care of that,” I thought. 
“Maybe I can’t go after all, and will have to skip it,” I pondered. 
I really did want to go, so I made a compromise. I’d go, but after I’d done a bit 
of this and a bit of that first. I hoped I’d still make it in time. 
 I shouldn’t have. I should have dropped all for the highest and most important 
appointment of all. At last I did make it. 
When I arrived at the meal and talk-time gathering this time, it seemed I was 
late. The room was filled with people with eager eyes, kneeling around on the 
ground, closely clustered around Jesus while He sat on a chair. 
“Perhaps I’ll just slip in unnoticed,” I hoped. But it’s too bad I was so cumbered 
with the cares of life that I missed being here for the beginning. When Jesus 
wants to talk, it never pays to be wasting time on things that don’t matter. I 
missed some of the joy. I realised that it was best to put my time with Him first, 
or else I’d miss the things that were the most important to me. 
Jesus looked up, glad to see me come at last. 
I loved His eyes. Though sorry to be interrupting, I couldn’t help but draw near 
to Him, give Him a kiss, and cry a tear or two. I was saying I was sorry. He 
reached up and wiped my tear. The others made room for me to sit for a     

moment, like a child, on His lap. He held and hugged me and sang a song of 
welcoming. I felt love, not distain or sternness. 
I then politely moved off and over, so the others could resume their closeness 
and the story could continue. 
Though I didn’t hear it all, the beginning part that is, one of the other 
attendees kindly retold the part I’d missed later on. So here I will record the full 
story that was shared on that day. 
Jesus had said: 
“I was sleeping outside at night, out in the open, as we often had to do - My 
disciples and I. I looked up and saw several fire flies or lightning bugs zooming 
around, making a dance in the night. The sight of the moving light and the 
cheeriness of their dance seemed to calm Me. My throat hurt, and I hadn’t 
been feeling well most of the day. Though I was the Son of God, I still had to be 
touched with a bit of this and that, so that I could know what those on Earth 
felt like. This helped move me with compassion to heal those who came to Me. 
“It’s amazing what effect different types of light can have on you. Some make 
you feel sleepy while some make you feel more awake. As I began to relax My 
body, My throat felt less painful. I took a swig of wine to cleanse my throat and 
lay down to sleep. There were sounds, of course, of night creatures.   These 
sounds in the night helped me to wake at a good time in the wee hours of the 
morning. That way, I could pull away for a time of prayer before the next long 
day started, with plenty of sunlight, little rest, and lots of miracles to pull down 
from Heaven. That is what would give me the strength for the day, not the little 
bit more of rest I might try to get. 
“As I woke, I saw dear lightning bugs greeting Me, for it was still dark in the 
morning. I popped another log piece on the fire, so it would be warm for My 
disciples when they woke, and off I went for My morning 
time alone, just My Father and I. 
“When the sun rose and the chill was off the air, I was hun-
gry and thirsty, and still pretty achy as well. I walked back 
to the camp to greet each one who was with Me “in my 
tribulations”. I hugged them, and we broke bread together 
around the campfire. I prayed aloud for the day and for 
each of the men there with Me. They would each face trials 
and lessons this day. They too would be tired and face 
struggles. They might make mistakes and say the wrong 
thing and need to be corrected and would need real humil-
ity to learn from it, and not to be offended. 
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“Looking up I saw a few women running up to us. They knew that we were fast 
movers, and if they wanted to catch us while we were here they needed to be 
quick. They were so glad to get to us before we moved on to the town where 
we were to minister to that day. It was a delightful sight to see their kind gifts: 
Flasks of wine and water, baskets of freshly made bread, and a few new coats 
that had just been sewn. 
“The men were happy, both to see the joyful faces of these pretty women who 
loved taking care of us and for the supplies as well. We thanked them heartily, 
and I blessed them before they left. I told them where we would most likely be 
the following day, in case they wished to meet us there for the evening meal. 
“They said we could count on them. They had taken it on themselves to see 
that our needs were met. 
“When night fell the next day, I could tell the men were looking around, hoping 
to see those lovely, caring women again. Besides the rumble in our stomachs, 
their company was delightful as well. 
“Well, we didn’t need to wait for long; they showed up, each bearing a pot of 
something. One had bread and other goods, another had water for washing 
and drinking, another had hot soup for us to warm up with as we sat there. 
“They were rewarded with a special time of stories that night,                        
parables, and lessons taught from scriptures that they had                             
heard but didn’t quite understand. They got to learn right along                     
with the disciples. This was their reward for their labours                                     
of love in making sure we had what we needed.” 
 
I realised the point, that time spent listening to Jesus is a                                 
blessing, a special privilege. The reason for doing any work for                         
Him at all is so that we can be near to Him. But if He’d rather                          
have our listening ear and eager heart, more than the works                            
and gifts we might want to offer, we should be just as pleased                            
to stop, to listen and get quiet. It’s His way of thanking us and                       
showing us love in return. 
 
(When Jesus finished sharing this story, the meal was then served.) 
 
“Let’s eat!” Jesus said. He had held off the food until now, for the                  
spiritually hungry wish for His Words above all. And He wanted                           
to give me a chance to show up, so kind. 

We sat around some round tables in a few different groups. Each table had flat 
bread and some kind of broth to dip the bread into. It was very simple, but 
quite like what they had eaten on that night together, when the women were 
there to minister to them. 
Jesus went to each table and broke a piece of bread and passed it around, one 
half going this way around the circle, and the other half going the other way. 
Each broke some off, and as was the custom, prayed in his or her heart for all 
that were yet to be a part of the body of Christ that they might partake of the 
Bread of life and take Jesus in.  They were praying for many on Earth who yet 
needed to receive the gift of salvation to become part of our fellowship of love.  
He also took three cups that He had had the host reserve, filled with good-
tasting, heavenly wine, and let that be sipped, and passed around and around 
the table until it was all sipped up. 
Jesus then stood and lifted His arms in praise to the Holy Father, thanking Him 
for each one that was there, for those who had made it into the Heavenly King-
dom so far. Everyone followed along and enjoyed a great time of standing with 
arms raised praising God with all their hearts for quite some time.  
Then Jesus went around and gave everyone a hug, thanking them that they had 
                      chosen to embark on a personal relationship with Him. It was 
                          going to be an  eternity of experience ahead, and He was  
                           thankful for all who wanted to be close to Him and make Him  
                            their life’s focus and greatest joy. Then everyone started  
                              hugging each other, and more snacks were brought out: fresh 
                             fruits and other delights like stewed figs in raisin wine, nuts,  
                           and honey with butter to dip bread into. Everyone ended the  
                           time laughing and rejoicing. I was invited to stay longer than  
                          usual, for I really had no desire to leave. Even though the guest 
                        of honour was not visible now at the closing of the meal, I wanted 
                      to make up for time lost. When all was quiet, I was led to a simple  
                   back room where I could rest. I had a flutter in my heart. I could  
            almost feel the presence of the Saviour there.  I didn’t want to hope, but 
       the feeling was getting stronger by the moment. Then to my heart’s great 
delight, Jesus was there at the door. Just what I really wanted. I stood up and 
walked over. He took my hands in His, and we went over and sat on the hard 
wooden bed for a time of deep communion. It’s was not long before we were 
lying down, and He started stroking my hair. I loved the sound of His whisper-
ing voice and the secrets He told to me. But they are secrets, so I can’t tell 
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them now—even if I wanted to— for I don’t remember them with my earthly 
brain. But I know that I slipped away to sleep, and woke to find myself far 
away, back in my room on Earth. But is it really far away? I think not, for only a 
prayer and desire will take me back where I can ‘learn of the Master’ once 
again...I’m looking forward to it already. 
 
Oh, but I have forgotten to tell you something that I can and shall. While I was 
waiting in the room, the host of the evening stopped by for a chat. This is when 
she told me the parts of the story that I had missed. She then told me a bit of 
her life, why she loved the Master, and what he had done for her. I’ll let it be 
said here in her words: 
 
“I was one of the children whom Jesus took up into His arms and blessed. Ever 
since that day, I knew I loved Him more than any on Earth. I was so glad that 
our mothers took us to see Him. When I grew up and became a mother myself, 
I learned to be kind and patient too, and I always told my children about the 
time I saw the Saviour. They loved hearing the story again and again. 
 
“Later on, my family helped to house some of the apostles when they were in 
town, and when they were under persecution. I knew Jesus was special and I 
wanted to learn all that I could about Him. I got every story I could out of the  
                                                      lips of the ones He personally knew. I didn’t care 
                                                               what people said about Him, I listened to 
                                                                      the ones that loved Him, rather than the 
                                                                         ones who were confused and  
                                                                           troubled.   
                                                                           “When it came my time to come  
                                                                             home to Heaven, Jesus knew the  
                                                                             love I held for Him, and once again 
                                                                              He picked me up and held me in His 
                                                                             arms. This time He could do more  
                                                                           than on Earth. I could fly with Him  
                                                                          and listen for a long time to the  
                                                                        stories He wanted to tell—without a  
                                                                      crowd pressing on Him. Many others of  
                                                                    course wanted to gather, and the  
                                                                   children of Heaven ran over to hear Him 

speaking.  I made sure to welcome them and let them get the best places to 
sit—right on His lap and beside Him. I knew that would make Him happy. It was 
my way to thank Him for welcoming me when I came to Him. Children are im-
portant to Him, and it’s important to Him that we treat them with the care that 
He wishes to give them.”  
She ended and I thanked her for sharing her story. Off she went to pick up from 
the meal. I know Jesus met her out there, to thank her for making this oppor-
tunity for people to come and get to know Him better. She must have been 
very happy to receive His personal hug and thanks, for I do believe I heard her 
singing after that. Shortly afterwards is when Jesus was at my door, and the 
rest I have written.  
She didn’t go on telling me of all the other things she does for Jesus now, but I 
seemed to get the impression that she holds special times like this for children 
also to come and be with Jesus. She is a great cook, and loves to see children 
enjoying time with the Master. They still have to choose to be with Him or not, 
and how much they would like personal interaction, even in Heaven. He 
doesn’t push His friendship and interaction on people, but waits, just as now, 
for us to invite Him into our heart, into our schedule, into our thoughts. If we 
really want to be with Him, He’ll be there, and will love it. Those who made 
time to be alone with Jesus, or together with others to love and praise Him, 
have very special times up there.   
 
He especially blesses those who give to Him something very precious—
something only those on Earth can give: time. To give the gift of time to anoth-
er is a costly and special gift. Jesus knows what time costs. If anyone knows 
what “a short time” means,  it is Him. He had to do it all -all that He came to 
Earth to do-  in a few short years. But He did it, by first making time to get 
alone with His Father and to commit His time and future to the will of God. 
Then everything else fell into place. 
 
Ah, the joys now that come to those who have found their rest in the Heaven-
lies, because they took time alone with Him while on Earth. Great is their joy 
now. He makes sure that their time together, in person, face to face, is very 
special. 

 

(a spirit trip: Secrets with Jesus)  


