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     ight had fallen; on the world, that is.  
I readied myself for my trip into the realm of the Spirit. This is where I could 
meet with loved ones of Jesus. I would get to attend something that wasn’t avail-
able to any here on earth –unless they too chose to put aside the cares of this 
life for a bit and take the trip into the realm of Heaven.  I fell asleep waiting. I 
would be summoned at the right time. It was dark when I woke. Thinking  about 
the past trips I had taken to this special meeting place, I just spent a  while dwell-
ing in the presence of the  Lord, praising Him, and hearing His fresh and wonder-
ful Words to me personally. By the time I was ready to lift off and enter this spe-
cial place I could hear the birds singing their morning melody, and the sun was 
nearly up. 
“I’m glad you’ve come—and early, before doing anything else in the day,” I was 
greeted at the door, surprisingly by Jesus Himself. 
“Come,” He said, gently tugging my hand to sit with Him on the bench couch 
towards the back of the room. The window behind us showed the lovely morning 
light. This place was set up in such a way—it could appear to have the lighting 
and everything that the house He had grown up in might have had. Maybe it was 
a bit fancier, and certainly a whole lot cleaner—as in the absence of dirt--than 
the house He’d actually lived in, but it was just right for these special get-
togethers. 
We sat there in the light of the early morning, holding hands while we talked and 
communed. We were alone. I had come early. No more tardiness for this special 
appointment.  He was rewarding Me for it. When we had talked deeply and inti-
mately for a good while, He gave me a kiss on the forehead, and a smiling look 
into my eyes. It was His way to show His joy because I was there with Him. It’s 
almost like I didn’t skip a beat, for the last time that I was here I was going to 
sleep, with Him holding me reassuringly. Now it was morning and we were talk-
ing. Had I really gone to earth and done all that I had done? I was glad it seemed 
I didn’t miss out on anything. 
I looked over and saw a few people at the door beginning to enter. Jesus rose to 
greet them heartily. I love seeing the enthusiastic love He shows. He’s never cool 
towards people, and never takes their presence for granted. He always does 
what a person might consider humble. That’s His nature. 
After those few were seated, the next batch arrived. It seems they liked to travel 
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in teams of a few. Maybe it was their time to walk or fly together and talk about 
things, a little time of fellowship before the real meetings began.  I was just 
about the only one that would come alone—after all, I wasn’t living in the 
neighbourhood. 
It was always a bit of a surprise to find out who the host was going to be that 
day. Since no one seemed to be leading it on this day, everyone sat ready and 
eager to listen. At first they wondered where Jesus had gone, as He was there 
greeting them, but then had seemed to vanish again. Oh, well, they were used 
to it, and knew that good things were to come. 
Gasps were heard when some of the guest saw who had just entered the room, 

coming from one of the back rooms. 
The host had entered, dressed only in a girded loin cloth, with towel and a bowl 
of water in his hands and a big smile on His face. 
It was Jesus! And yes, He was going to wash everyone’s feet while He told the 
stories today. So He was the host for today; a servant of all, showing such loving 
humility. The feeling is truly heavenly. 
As He went around to each one, tears were on people’s faces. The feeling of 
being deeply touched by the love of Jesus in this simple and humble display 
makes one weep. It’s something you’ll understand more one day, that the God 
who can make a world, a universe, and a soul— would show you, just you, His 

love like a servant.  Just because He wants you to know that 
He really does love you. 
There were no dry eyes that day. Everyone listened while He 
spoke and went from person to person. Some, he had come 
up to the front, to sit on His chair while He washed their feet 
with water fresh from the throne of God. This water was 
piped into this place, and flowed down a pipe, as if it was rain 
water, yet it was from the River of Life, directly from God’s 
throne. 
 
 “So you’d like to know what I do for fun around here?” Jesus 
said after a while. What He’d been talking about so far was 
more on the counsel or lesson side of things, teaching, like He 
did with His disciples when on Earth. It was a deep time of 
sharing. And now, He was lightening things up a bit as He con-
tinued to make rounds to the other half of the people. 
Smiles and nods were seen, and Jesus began to speak: 
“Well, as you can see, ‘going house to house’ as the early   
disciples did in their mission of preaching the Gospel, is some-
thing I enjoy. And that’s why I am here today. I always did like 
the less formal gatherings, because that is when people have 
given themselves permission to just be themselves. If they are 
around people they know and love they can be more relaxed. 
Then they are more ready to receive advice and give hugs, and 
be like a family. In a formal setting, like many still use on Earth 
today, it’s harder for people to let much into their hearts; it 
won’t be an experience that really changes them much. They 
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are programmed to be a certain way, behave in one way, and keep a schedule. 
This makes them closed up. Whereas, in a less formal, more friendly,  relaxed 
family setting, things are more unpredictable. People are people, and they act 
new ways. You never know just what someone might think or the way they 
might react. This means it’s a setting where people are more vulnerable—to 
hurt and also to healing. So if everyone relaxes, yet has love in their thoughts 
and mind and words, it’s a wonderful setting for My Spirit to come in and teach 
them new things. I prefer the ‘house to house’ approach when it comes to peo-
ple getting to know Me more, and people teaching others about Me.” 
Jesus could tell from the looks on the faces around Him that they were eager for 
a story of a house visit He did while on Earth. They wanted to get a better 
glimpse of what it was like for Him in His ministry. 
“The home in Bethany was a favourite for Me, of course.” Everyone remem-
bered it - the house of Lazarus, Martha, and Mary. 
“I think what I most liked was their love for Me, their belief in Me. That meant I 
could relax. I didn’t have to always be defending that what I was doing and say-
ing. I wasn’t in a battle, just to speak or to heal someone. Their hunger for what 
I had to give, and their total acceptance and belief in Me made it so pleasant to 
be there. Of course in every household there are some sceptics. There were the 
‘friends’ of these ones in Bethany that came and snooped around plenty, check-
ing out what was going on, and helping themselves to the meal. But I just  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

ignored them and focused on the hungry. I didn’t let the “help themselves” nos-
ey ones take away the Bread of Life--the time of sharing and feeding the family. 
And later on, thankfully, even some of them believed on Me too, after seeing 
Lazarus rise from the dead. If I had only come when he was sick, many of these 
others wouldn’t have been at the house. They had gathered for the time of 
mourning, to comfort the family. That’s why they were there. So it was good 
that I waited, for then many more were able to come to a saving knowledge of 
the truth.” 
 
(Each time Jesus spoke, it was as if in response to an unspoken, yet thought 
question. I couldn’t always hear the questions in people’s minds, but He could, 
and would respond aloud with the answers or additions to the stories.) 
 
“How did it feel, when Lazarus was dead—if I knew he was going to rise again? 
Did I have perfect peace and no feelings of grief and loss?  
Well, I was tempted or tried and tested in all types of trials of life. So it was part 
of my Earth course, My lesson-learning, to feel the sorrow of a friend that died, 
since that is what so many people have to feel and go through. And it was one 
more reason to die for the world’s sin, so that death could die. In the end, death 
itself is going to get the boot. The sorrow of loved ones being gone forever is 
something that I did away with on the cross. Though there still is pain now on 
Earth, it won’t be long now until everyone who loves Me will all be reunited 
again. And those who don’t, well, they’ll get some more chances for a bit long-
er, until they know what is good for them. So feeling those deep feelings of loss, 
a wave of deep human sorrow for a while helped spur me on when it was My 
time to “take up My cross”. It was the sorrow of the death of loved ones that 
was also going to be done away with due to My sacrifice. Lots of joys, so many 
joys, would be ushered in because I gave up the life I had, so that you and eve-
ryone could live forever—those who wanted Heavenly joy, not fleeting pride 
and earthly pleasure.” 
 
People nodded. This man, this Son of God, really did understand what it felt like 
to be human. He went through it all. And the things that He didn’t personally go 
through, it was easily simulated and given to Him to understand. Maybe He 
hadn’t been a cripple for 38 years, but he could look at one and know the feel-
ings and empathise, because He was there. It was an understanding of the Spirit 
that was given to Him. 



5 

(a spirit trip: Secrets with Jesus)  

One of the ladies there in the group had a child who passed away, shortly be-
fore she too left the world. To know that Jesus knew the deep agony and an-
guish that she had gone through made her love Him all the more. Jesus looked 
over at her, and their eyes met for a moment. What was communicated in that 
instant, we don’t know. It was highly personal and very emotion stirring, for 
she nearly flew out of the room, bawling big tears, as she didn’t want to dis-
turb things. They weren’t tears of sorrow, but she was just so shocked and 
deeply touched and moved with utter joy. Something touched her so emphati-
cally when Jesus merely looked at her. 
What He’d said was something about how important her child was to be to 
Him, the high rank in the Heavens that he was to hold, because they had given 
their lives for Him. I began to understand now that it wasn’t a natural cause 
that had taken her and her child. But they were believers perhaps in a place 
where it wasn’t allowed to trust in Jesus and to love Him and His word. 
For any mother, to know that their children were going to be honoured by the 
Lord Himself, was about the biggest reward they could hope for. 
In a moment later, this mother and her son were walking back in together. The 
boy looked more like a young adult than a child—I guess He’d grown fast here 
in the Heavenlies, or had big work to do or something. They both were beam-
ing with smiles, arm in arm. Everyone in the room cheered, celebrating the 
joys that Heaven can give to those who put their full trust and faith in Jesus. 
The young man was wearing a symbol of honour on his arm, and this declared 
to all that he was chosen to be part of the special forces of Heaven, one who 
was to be sent down on missions to defeat the forces of darkness that were 
taking over large parts of the world. He and the team he was with, that would 
be led by Jesus in special rescue missions, would claim as many souls as they 
could out of the clutches of darkness. 
From that moment on, the meeting and fellowship turned into a celebration. 
Jesus had known it all along—a surprise party it was to be. But no one would 
have guessed it. 
The boy and his mother were set on seats at the front of the room, and out 
came, served by Jesus, of course, the fanciest treats to nibble on that they ever 
did see. No more “old world” foods for today, but what He’d always wished 
that He could have given His faithful ones back down on Earth. 
Drinks were poured; ladies started doing some sort of cheer leading dancing, 
cheering the young warrior of Jesus on. He would be sent on his first mission 
very soon—after some preparatory meetings and briefings that he would 

attend, led by Jesus, His commander. 
A bouquet of flowers was spontaneously brought in by one of the ladies and 
given to the mother, and pats on the back were given by the men to the young 
man, who was glowing with joy. 
“Cheers!” Jesus, the host said, and led in each one lifting up their glasses, “To 
new souls—and new friends and mates!” 
“Hip, hip, Hallelujah!” everyone replied. 
Then the young man knelt down, knowing he could do nothing without God’s 
help, and asked in prayer to be able to be the best warrior that he could be. He 
asked that as a result of being sent on these missions and being called to join 
the rank of Heavenly fighters, many more would come into Jesus’ arms. 
When the prayer was ended, Jesus said, “I’ll meet you at the briefing. Go and 
have some fun now with your mom. Celebrate how you like, and tell your 
friends, house to house, to keep you in their prayers, and I will do the seeming-
ly impossible through you.” 
 
The two of them left, joyfully, and soon others followed as well. For when one 
leaves, the team of them who came together usually went out together as 
well. 
Knowing that it was the host’s job to clean up at the end—not that there was 
dirt, but it was just the way things were, to be made as “Earth like” as possible 
here. Knowing that Jesus would be lingering, I offered to stay and help. Of 
course, once everyone was gone, He simply gave a twinkle of the eye and all 
was back in place, not a speck out of place. 
“Now, we have time for a walk together!” He said. I smiled and hugged Him, 
and we walked in the garden before parting and I was again back in my bed on 
Earth typing the account of yet another trip to the Heavenly meeting place. 
Thinking about it now, since there were 24 classes planned, and 24 attendees, I 
wonder if today it had been my turn to be the host, yet since I was just a visi 
tor, He took the turn for me, so kind. Just like Jesus to do so. 
 

 


