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Visit 6                                 

I was told that today’s  get -together with the Master was to be in a 

different location. From the flat roof of the house we usually meet in, I 

had gotten a view of a portion of the River of Life that flowed not too 

far away. It looked so lush and green and lovely there. It did look like a  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

perfect place to meet and do something. So today we were to ‘gather at 

the river’.  

When I got there, people were already in the water, swimming and 

splashing around.  It seemed they were even re-enacting what it might 

have been like to be baptized at the river Jordan. Of course, this spar-

kling fresh river didn’t even remotely resemble the Jordan river on 

Earth. That river was there only as a symbol of the River of Life that was 

to come. And the immersion in the water was to remind people of the 

new life that was available to those who believed on Jesus. I threw my 

head back and laughed when I saw that it was indeed John the Baptist 

there, having fun, and baptizing, yet in a playful way. This water made 

you so happy, and  you would begin to laugh when you got wet. It was a 

water party...it seemed. 

Over on the side, a lady was spreading out some picnic blankets and 

snacks, of simply bread and fish, of course, and a few other herbs to 

add to the ‘sandwiches’. When people got out of the water, they settled 

around in the places that had been spread out and prepared. I learned 

later that the woman, who was the hostess of this fellowship gathering, 

was the mother of the boy who had once shared his loaves and fishes. 

She never made a big deal of who she was; she never talked about it 

much. I knew her to be one of the humble guests at these fellowship 

get-togethers with Jesus, drinking in His Words just as much as one 

could. I did wonder who each of them were -each of the attendees. I 

wished I could learn a bit about their lives. Perhaps in the course of the-

se events, as each one took his or her turn to be host, I would continue 

to catch glimpses into their lives, and learn more about their relation-

ship with the Lord.  

Then, to set the scene all that much more, walking over the River of 

Life, came our beloved Savior. Cheers and joyful exclamations were 

heard, as they cheered the King of all, the Lord of lords, the reason for 

their even being here. When Jesus set foot on the beach and walked up 

to the meeting area, He held out His hands and blessed each one there. 

 Then in teams of two or three, people rose to greet and embrace Him. 

Of course each one wished Jesus would come and share their picnic ar-

ea, but He chose a more impartial spot to sit, on a large rock that was 

equidistant from everyone. Of course the lady setting these things up 
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had already planned for it to be so. Jesus spent the next while answer-

ing questions about His life on Earth, the miracles He did, and why He 

did them. When the meal was over, and the question and answer event  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

came to a close, the teams were sent out two by two.  Everyone walked 

back to the house while having prayer together for souls to be reached 

all around the world, for those who needed to still find their way home. 

It was clear to all that no matter how lovely a place is, or how much fun 

is being had, that Jesus, the True Shepherd, could never fully rest when 

He was keenly aware of the lost and lonely ones who still needed a 

chance to find Him.  

When at last everyone had gathered in the house, Jesus surprised them 

by saying in His loud and booming voice, from the top of the house,  

“Come up hither!” This startled just about everyone, except the host-

ess, of course, who knew what was coming next. Some scurried up the 

stairs to the rooftop, others just floated up and through the ceiling, as 

could be done when one wished. Others politely waited their turn to go 

up the narrow stairs, and some took a grand leap outside and up to the 

roof. There were a few that went into the kitchen area to help the host-

ess carry what was needed to the top floor. With a wave of His hand, 

Jesus surprised them by placing a covering of starlight overhead. It was 

a total simulation of a night on Earth, while sleeping atop a flat-roof 

house. There was a small fire built in a very large short clay pot—or so it 

appeared, though it too was nothing more than a simulation. There was 

the sound of crickets, the wind, and several other very authentic addi-

tives to the special gathering.  

As they sat or lay around the fire and looked at the stars, nibbling 

snacks, Jesus began, “ ’Ye shall be as lights’,   that is what I said to those 

who I was leaving in charge of taking My message of Salvation to many 

others. And what were they to do with the light that I put in them? ‘Let 

it shine’. How do you stop a light from shining? You ‘put it under a bush-

el’ or cover and smother it. Light that is not covered up can shine very 

far when all is pitch black and dark. It wouldn’t have made much sense 

to tell them to be a light if it was going to stay bright and shiny as the 

noonday. A light is not needed then. But when the night falls, a light is 

very needed, and most noticed too. If someone wishes to stop a travel-

ling team, one of the fastest ways is to snuff out their light. There are 
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lots of ways for the light of a disciple to be snuffed out, and very easy 

ways too if they are not careful. “Staying always in a building for wor-

ship, instead of going out to the masses with songs and stories and 

meaningful ways of worship, is one way to hide a light. And a hidden 

light will soon run out of oxygen—as you who lived on Earth know. “A 

fiery light can be put out if a bucket of water is splashed on it and it’s 

unprotected. So if followers on Earth are not protected spiritually, a 

flood of lies can snuff out the truth they are meant to be proclaiming. 

“A light can be blown out by the fierce winds of the wrath of man, if the 

one holding the light gets too close to the words of man and man’s 

opinions rather than keeping good  and close to the source of light. So 

even if the words of others stop a disciple from shining for a bit, if they 

keep close to My Word, which is the fire and life of God, they can get 

easily re-ignited. “A candle is only as bright and strong as the fuel and 

oxygen it has. And so are My lights on the world only as bright and de-

pendable as the Word of God that gives them strength, the refreshing in 

My presence that gives them endurance, and the breath of the Spirit of 

God that keeps them bright. With this powerful trio they can burn 

brightly on and on. “But some people are like the guy that bought a can-

dle from the candle shop. ‘Oh good!’ he said, ‘I’ll have light tonight’.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

He was rather simple and hadn’t had much access to the modern inven-

tions of oil burning lamps, so he went home thinking he had all that he 

needed. “He waited hours, but the light never came on. Maybe there 

was something he missed? So the following day he went back to the 

lamp manufacturer and asked for some instructions. “ ‘Well, you need 

oil to keep it going; you need a wick to burn; you need air to keep the 

fire from being smothered; and of course you need something to spark 

it and get it going.’ “Happy with this advice, and getting the needed 

items, he had the wonders of light long after the sun had dropped. “It 

might be hard to imagine someone who didn’t know how the contrap-

tion of an oil lamp of My days on Earth, but everyone has a first time to 

learn things. But what should really surprise you, or dismay you, is that 

‘men love darkness rather than light’. And worse than that, there are 

those who know the light—know the truth—but keep their lamps of 

truth all tucked away. They have all the knowledge and tools they need 

to ‘let their light shine’ and show people the pathway of God’s will, but 

they just couldn’t be bothered. ‘Night is for sleep’ they say, and as soon 
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 as things get a wee bit dim -off to bed and rest they go. They don’t real-

ize that there are some who are stumbling in the darkness and need 

help to find a safe place to be. “So, ‘let your light shine’, don’t hide it 

under a bed of sleepy drossiness, seeking only to comfort yourself. Go 

out and use your light to help lead others to the place of refuge in the 

arms of the Savior. I need everyone’s help.”  with that, Jesus concluded 

his message under the stars in the soft firelight.  

Everyone slowly and quietly slipped away, and as they went down the 

stairs of the house they found out that it was just as light and bright as it 

always was. The darkness, the stars, was truly just a simulation, but it 

helped to set the mood for what those on Earth were enduring, not just 

the physical darkness, but more than that, the greater spiritual darkness 

that was setting. Each one attending left with a somber feeling and 

greater desire to pray and do whatever they could to spur on God’s 

“lights” that were on Earth. They could pray for the fire of spirit, the con-

viction and boldness of those on Earth, to speak out the truth.  

I nearly thought I was back on Earth, the night time setting on the roof 

seemed so real. It was what I was used to, being surrounded by darkness 

for some time each day. I lay for a while in the arms of Jesus, looking at 

the stars. The hostess was on His other side, and He was thanking her for 

the snacks and fun that she had planned for this event. She reached over 

and wiped a tear that was rolling down Jesus’ cheek. She knew that He 

was fired up, almost in anguish at times, for all who could, to make it 

back to the Father’s house, and hoping earnestly that the lights, the 

saved believers on Earth, would ‘take up the torch’ so to speak and go 

out in the dark of the World to bring them in.  

“I’m going down tonight, you know—to visit someone, in person, on 

Earth. I’ve got a secret mission. I still visit and help to bring the desper-

ate seekers closer in. We’ve all gotta do our part; and I never ask My dis-

ciples to do what I am not also willing to do, and am doing.” The lady 

smiled. He was earnest and doing something about it. We stood up, and 

after embracing and bidding the lady good night, Jesus faced Me and put 

His arms around me, “Are you ready? Here we go—each to our sta-

tions.” And in that instant I was suddenly back here again, and He, I 

don’t know where He showed up. But there are so many accounts of 

Jesus appearing face to face, in a dark lonely home, to earnest seekers 

who have no other way to know the truth. Maybe this was another of 

those special events that would make a believer out of one of the most 

unlikely people, in one of the hardest-to-reach places. I wish I could have 

gone with Him and seen the reaction of those He visited.  But I’ve got my 

mission to do here, in my real seeable and touchable form. So while I still 

can be a light, I will shine. I know He is still with me, though I can’t see 

Him.  

                                                           (a spirit trip: Secrets with Jesus)  


