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29-Oct-2021_the poppies  

 
 

 

[Note: Yesterday on a walk I happened to meet a lady tending to her flower garden. “What are these big green bulb-

shaped buds?” I asked. She said they were buds to the giant poppies she was growing. She said it takes about two 

years of growing this plant before it finally blooms for the first time. The white cockatoos were coming and nipping 

off the buds and flying off with them. She didn’t like that and was trying to use netting to guard the poppies. 

[A little while later, while driving home, I saw a van at an intersection. It was coming from the right side to drive 

across to the left of us. In large lettering on the van’s side was written “Poppies”. It was curious to me, that one of 

the rare times I’ve been out, I had two noticeable things happen involving something I’ve rarely see here—poppies—

each one only minutes from the other. I wondered if the Lord wanted to use it to tell me something. Here is what I 

received while praying.] 

*** 

(Angel speaking:) The poppies, the population, the people --are ready for the mass infusion of death that is 

marching on the horizon. Many died in violence, willing and willful, even gleefully doing the same to others, and 

then it cost their own lives. These continue on in the unseen realm in preparation for the real war that is soon 

coming upon you, the people of this planet. War is rising; the smoke is in the air. The red sky is lowering like a 

dragon’s head turned on its prey. 

Death will come in one way or another.  

The grave is ready for the influx of souls soon to depart from this world, this temporal realm. 

Would you that you live through this mass confusion and epidemic of death, pain and suffering? Some of you may 

remain so that the testimony of the Lord be declared. But many in the world shall be given wings. They will fly to 

the arms of death and the destroyer.  

But they that wait on the Lord will renew their strength, and with wings of eagles they will fly and be welcomed by 

the angels of God.  

The poppies are ready, for the grave is to be filled. Death, much death is on the horizon. It must exceed the 

conditions of the world wars and the death camps. The horrible entries into the world’s log of events must be 

exceeded in this final hour. It must come to pass. 

Declare this word, for much more tribulation will yet arrive on the doorstep of the Earth. (End of message from 

angel) 
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(Jesus speaking:) I need you, My darling. Much more will yet come into the lives of the masses, for the world is in its 

breaching of the travail of the birth.  

A pilgrim you will be, for the end is not quite yet. And yet another thunder will utter, and more evils will enter the 

lives of this wicked terrain.  

Tell Me, My darling, will you be true to Me and truly have faith until the end? I will purge the ranks of the 

halfhearted, the weak and the fearful. Even now I am testing. Who is on My side? Who wishes to stay until the stars 

come out? That is to say, until the darkest part of the evening --when the angels are more involved than ever. 

The ranks of the non-believers are tested and tried to their limitations, to see if they will turn and switch to ‘God 

Power’. Will they? Or will you turn to their side? It is a test of the toughest kind, to see who will remain loyal. I am 

with you to the end.  

The ranks will whittle down to size pretty fast when the troubles hit at loin level.—That is to say, truth level. When 

truth starts to expose the hypocrisy that is rampant in this world, people will drop from the team, no longer able to 

hold up to the light. They were fine marching in My Kingdom’s army when it was the cool or fashionable thing to 

do, but when it’s going to mean being sent into the arena to not just live but to die for their faith, that is when the 

great divide will really show. Who will still march? --If to do so means your own death in some of the most 

humiliating ways?  

The ranks will thin in huge amounts. Only those with the strongest weapons and the least care about their own 

image and own well-being can endure the march to Gloryland through the minefields and pillaging of Satan. 

(Whosoever is willing to lose their life for My sake, in the end will save it.) 

Why would you go on standing up for what is right when to do so costs your own head? Only the most valiant for 

the truth will do so. No, they won’t be cheered on this earth, only jeered, if that. But more likely silenced as soon as 

possible. But when the time is right and crowds of cowards and neutrals are asleep along with the troublemakers, 

that is when I at last will blast through the dark night and wake their sorry souls. It will be too late then to try to 

make new battle plans.  

I will turn their own swords against each other, and as the story went with Gideon’s very small army, so will it go at 

the end of this play. Some things in the script will be a fair bit different, like the tools that are used. But woe will be 

to those who are asleep, rather than on the small and fighting team, for sudden will be their woes.  

Awake now and on with the war by preparing both in heart and mind, as well as in materials for winning the war in 

the lives of others who need them.  

Darling, angels will be at your beck and call.  

Don’t faint when the footmen are wearying you. That’s just the climb up to the top of the hill, the climb before the 

charge down into the pits where the gates of hell meet the slime pits of the filth of this world—the in and out 

places where the world takes in that from the nether-realm --the place where wicked of earth long to pass over to 

do yet more corrupt deeds in the unseen place. 

If you don’t want to tumble down into the slime, then up and walk bravely, taking your tests now as vital training 

and preparation.  

I love you and will not leave your soul in hell on earth but will deliver you. (End of message from Jesus) 

***  

Note: I was feeling very unsure about these messages and passing them on to anyone. I wanted some confirmation 

if it was right and that I should give it to others. I asked the Lord to show me in some way as well as give me some 

message in the night in my heart and mind. Here are the confirmations that came that night. 

When the Bible was cracked for evening Bible reading, the following passage was read. I took it as the Lord starting 

to answer me in my hesitation: 
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EZE.33:1 Again the word of the LORD came unto me, saying, 

EZE.33:2 Son of man, speak to the children of thy people, and say unto them, When I bring the sword upon a 
land, if the people of the land take a man of their coasts, and set him for their watchman: 

EZE.33:3 If when he seeth the sword come upon the land, he blow the trumpet, and warn the people; 

EZE.33:4 Then whosoever heareth the sound of the trumpet, and taketh not warning; if the sword come, and take 
him away, his blood shall be upon his own head. 

EZE.33:5 He heard the sound of the trumpet, and took not warning; his blood shall be upon him. But he that 
taketh warning shall deliver his soul. 

EZE.33:6 But if the watchman see the sword come, and blow not the trumpet, and the people be not warned; if 
the sword come, and take any person from among them, he is taken away in his iniquity; but his blood will I require 
at the watchman's hand. 

EZE.33:7 So thou, O son of man, I have set thee a watchman unto the house of Israel; therefore thou shalt hear 
the word at my mouth, and warn them from me. 

EZE.33:8 When I say unto the wicked, O wicked man, thou shalt surely die; if thou dost not speak to warn the 
wicked from his way, that wicked man shall die in his iniquity; but his blood will I require at thine hand. 

EZE.33:9 Nevertheless, if thou warn the wicked of his way to turn from it; if he do not turn from his way, he shall 
die in his iniquity; but thou hast delivered thy soul. 

*** 

I prayed for further confirmation in the night. The next morning, I heard of a dream someone had that night. They 

were in their old house. There were 5 people there. They only remembered three of the people: Themselves (a 

Christian), an unbeliever relative, and a teenager. A catastrophe was coming. A big catastrophe. Then they all went 

to sleep. They slept for 1,000 years. When they woke up everything was different. There was peace, and the way the 

world looked was different. It was nice. The neighbors were being so welcoming to them and invited them to come 

and eat.  

This was the confirmation I needed. “Sleep” often means death in the Bible. And it says the dead won’t rise till the 

end of the 1,000 years, till the New Earth. In the message it talks about different types of people falling, and in the 

dream it was different ages and beliefs that “slept”.  

*** 

Also, during the night Ezekiel 9 came to my mind, about the destruction and death. Those who “sighed” or were 

grieved about the wickedness were sealed and protected. This reminded me about the last “plague” in Egypt, where 

death came to every house—unless they had God’s mark on the lintel of their door; the blood of a lamb. Sounds like 

the seal in the book of Revelation, when so much death and trouble come, we have the seal of God in our foreheads.  

EZE.9:1 He cried also in mine ears with a loud voice, saying, Cause them that have charge over the city to draw 
near, even every man with his destroying weapon in his hand. 

EZE.9:2 And, behold, six men came from the way of the higher gate, which lieth toward the north, and every man 
a slaughter weapon in his hand; and one man among them was clothed with linen, with a writer's inkhorn by his side: 
and they went in, and stood beside the brasen altar. 

EZE.9:3 And the glory of the God of Israel was gone up from the cherub, whereupon he was, to the threshold of 
the house. And he called to the man clothed with linen, which had the writer's inkhorn by his side; 

EZE.9:4 And the LORD said unto him, Go through the midst of the city, through the midst of Jerusalem, and set a 
mark upon the foreheads of the men that sigh and that cry for all the abominations that be done in the midst thereof. 

EZE.9:5 And to the others he said in mine hearing, Go ye after him through the city, and smite: let not your eye 
spare, neither have ye pity: 

EZE.9:6 Slay utterly old and young, both maids, and little children, and women: but come not near any man upon 
whom is the mark; and begin at my sanctuary. Then they began at the ancient men which were before the house. 

EZE.9:7 And he said unto them, Defile the house, and fill the courts with the slain: go ye forth. And they went 
forth, and slew in the city. 

EZE.9:8 And it came to pass, while they were slaying them, and I was left, that I fell upon my face, and cried, and 
said, Ah Lord GOD! wilt thou destroy all the residue of Israel in thy pouring out of thy fury upon Jerusalem? 

EZE.9:9 Then said he unto me, The iniquity of the house of Israel and Judah is exceeding great, and the land is 
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full of blood, and the city full of perverseness: for they say, The LORD hath forsaken the earth, and the LORD seeth 
not. 

EZE.9:10 And as for me also, mine eye shall not spare, neither will I have pity, but I will recompense their way 
upon their head. 

EZE.9:11 And, behold, the man clothed with linen, which had the inkhorn by his side, reported the matter, saying, 
I have done as thou hast commanded me. 

***  

Then when I walked out that morning, a dog was on the path, a German shepherd type, without an owner in sight, 

and he was barking. It was odd, and I was feeling unsafe. I remembered this verse: 

EXO.11:7 But against any of the children of Israel shall not a dog move his tongue, 

I claimed this verse and the protection of the Key Craft. The dog walked to the side. I didn’t see what happened or where he 

went, as when I got there, just short distance from where I was, he was gone and nowhere to be seen. This verse is from the 

chapter of the last plague in Egypt, the plague of death. It was to me as another confirmation.  

The 10th and final plague in Egypt was death. If something is about to happen in the world to do with death, does 

that mean we are nearer to the “deliverance”? The ten horns, the ten toes, the ten plagues, and then the Lord 

comes? 

EXO.11:1 And the LORD said unto Moses, Yet will I bring one plague more upon Pharaoh, and upon Egypt; 
afterwards he will let you go hence: when he shall let you go, he shall surely thrust you out hence altogether. 

EXO.11:2 Speak now in the ears of the people, and let every man borrow of his neighbour, and every woman of 
her neighbour, jewels of silver and jewels of gold. 

EXO.11:3 And the LORD gave the people favour in the sight of the Egyptians. Moreover the man Moses was very 
great in the land of Egypt, in the sight of Pharaoh's servants, and in the sight of the people. 

EXO.11:4 And Moses said, Thus saith the LORD, About midnight will I go out into the midst of Egypt: 

EXO.11:5 And all the firstborn in the land of Egypt shall die, from the first born of Pharaoh that sitteth upon his 
throne, even unto the firstborn of the maidservant that is behind the mill; and all the firstborn of beasts. 

EXO.11:6 And there shall be a great cry throughout all the land of Egypt, such as there was none like it, nor shall 
be like it any more. 

EXO.11:7 But against any of the children of Israel shall not a dog move his tongue, against man or beast: that ye 
may know how that the LORD doth put a difference between the Egyptians and Israel. 

EXO.11:8 And all these thy servants shall come down unto me, and bow down themselves unto me, saying, Get 
thee out, and all the people that follow thee: and after that I will go out. And he went out from Pharaoh in a great 
anger. 

EXO.11:9 And the LORD said unto Moses, Pharaoh shall not hearken unto you; that my wonders may be 
multiplied in the land of Egypt. 

EXO.11:10 And Moses and Aaron did all these wonders before Pharaoh: and the LORD hardened Pharaoh's 
heart, so that he would not let the children of Israel go out of his land. 

 

This dog occurrence was near a path where the tiny fig tree grew figs and “put forth a leaf.” (I wrote about this before) Like 
Jesus said, “You will know that summer is nigh”. It was such an interesting event—a “tree” that looked like a stick in the ground, 
less than 2 feet tall, with 4 figs on it and one leaf. It certainly reminded me of these verses, and that we are to work and bear 
fruit now, as much as we can… before “summer is past”.  

JER.8:20 The harvest is past, the summer is ended, and we are not saved. 

 

MAT.24:30 And then shall appear the sign of the Son of man in heaven: and then shall all the tribes of the earth 
mourn, and they shall see the Son of man coming in the clouds of heaven with power and great glory. 

MAT.24:31 And he shall send his angels with a great sound of a trumpet, and they shall gather together his elect 
from the four winds, from one end of heaven to the other. 

MAT.24:32 Now learn a parable of the fig tree; When his branch is yet tender, and putteth forth leaves, ye know 
that summer is nigh: 
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MAT.24:33 So likewise ye, when ye shall see all these things, know that it is near, even at the doors. 

 

We think things opposite.  We think of “summer” as “fun” and vacation, etc. But it was actually a difficult time with so much 

heat and dryness. A girl in the Mideast said the season she liked the least was summer, as all the flowers wither away. We can 

expect the feeling in the world is opposite to the way the Word talks about it. Summer meant difficulty, discomfort, thirst, 

weariness, etc.  

Like that verse, “If this be done in the green, what shall happen in the dry” 

LUK.23:31 For if they do these things in a green tree, what shall be done in the dry? 

*** 

I also remembered today about this curious part in a message in prophecy I received, like a stage play of what might 

happen in the final parts of the world scene. It too seems to hint of a departure of many people, both good and evil. 

Excerpt from file:  8-May-2021_the unexpected stage show (A parable of sorts) 

(Spirit being speaking: ) “The show ends in a lame short of way, and nothing spectacular is seen. That is until you looked 

around at the crowd. The lone figure seemed to vanish or slink away from some light, as if it was totally not in the script. But 

the crowd that was once so loyally watching is now writhing in pain. Something or someone is going around spreading pain 

dust all in the air. But that is not all. There are gaps in the crowd, huge holes where there used to be people seated thickly. 

They are gone. No, it wasn’t by the door, for that is still locked. It wasn’t through the stage, for that too is guarded. But look up 

to the ceiling. The source of the light that caused all on the stage to retreat into the shadows is streaming in. Up and up now 

stream many people who had been seated. They are going up and out, leaving gaps in the seated crowd. This was the best part 

of the show indeed and entirely unexpected. Unnatural. Seemingly unplanned for. But where are they going? Upstairs to 

prepare the true ending of the show.” 

*** 

The poppy event, which prompted the message from the Lord, reminded me of this writing: 

(Selected from a transcript of a spiritual experience David had on December 22, 1975)  

 

We woke in the early morning and were having a little fellowship and David was singing to me: "Roses are blooming in 

Picardy", a love song of northern France during the First World War. But then he began weeping. When I asked him what was 

wrong, he said,) 

 

"THOSE POOR BOYS! SO MANY BURIED IN FLANDERS FIELDS! (Near Picardy.) They like for me to cry for them, to 

love them, to know somebody loves them. My tears help to pay for it, to bring remission for their sins. I pray for them to help 

save them, Honey Baby. 

 

(HOW CAN YOU SAVE THEM?) 'Cause I cry for them and Jesus sees my tears and helps them. Nobody ever cries for them 

any more but me. I cry for them and give my tears for them and Jesus sees and helps them and forgives them 'cause I pray for 

them. I shed my tears for them like Jesus shed His blood. 

 

"IN FLANDERS FIELDS THE POPPIES GROW, BETWEEN THE CROSSES ROW ON ROW." (Weeps and cries in 

tongues raising his hands to the sky and down again, touching his fingers to his lips and flinging them out again in a gesture of 

throwing kisses.) I'm praying for all those boys that are buried there in Flanders where the poppies grow. (There is a vast 

soldiers' graveyard there of little white crosses and flowers stretching as far as the eye can see, thousands upon thousands!) 

 

I PRAY FOR THEM 'cause nobody else prays for them, 'cause they've forgot them. But I pray for them. I pray a prayer for 

them so Jesus will remember them. I pray the love of a father for his sons, all those boys who have died there, that Jesus will 

love and take to His bosom and forgive for their sins and have mercy on them and give them a new life, another chance, 'cause 

they didn't know. 

 

THEY DIDN'T KNOW, they didn't understand. They were so bad to make all that terrible noise, to kill all those poor people, 

so sad. For those poor German boys, too, I prayed, and those poor French boys. They all need Jesus. O Jesus, Jesus! Have mercy 

and help them in Jesus' Name. 

 

They just need someone to pray for their souls to help usher them in. They've been waiting for someone to pray for them.  

All prayers help. Everybody's prayers help. Will you pray for them?  
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THERE'S SO MANY OF THEM THOUSANDS OF THEM! All those little crosses and all those little poppies! Did we 

finish praying for them? Was it enough? They want me to pray for them. (How can you tell they want you to pray for them?) 

The way they look at me. The way they think to me. They tell me to pray for them.--All their poor spirits! 

 

JESUS PRAYED FOR THEM and Jesus went down and saw them and so did I! (When?) You know!--When I saw them just a 

little while ago. When I saw all the poppies and all the crosses and all the poor spirits. In Jesus' Name. In Flanders Fields row on 

row, and row on row. In Jesus' Name... (David sleeps. Later:) 

 

WILL YOU PRAY FOR ALL THE SOULS? They need our prayers. Everybody forgot them. You didn't forget them, Jesus. 

You made me remember them.--Just like little flowers they grow to see the light of day! 

 "In Flanders Fields the poppies grow, 

 Between the crosses, row on row!" 

 

Will you please look that up for me and see what it's all about? It's something about a rendezvous with death. (It is from John 

McCrae's "In Flanders Fields". It goes on: 

 

 "Take up our quarrel with the foe: 

 To you from falling hands we throw 

 The torch; be yours to hold it high. 

 If ye break faith with us who die 

 We shall not sleep, though poppies grow--In Flanders Fields!") 

 

 

 (NEXT MORNING:) In some of these I must revert to when I was a little boy, 'cause I remember I used to watch the parades 

and my Mama would tell me about all the boys who didn't come back, and I'd cry and cry and cry. 

 

 (WEEPS AGAIN:) O JESUS, HAVE MERCY! They've already been through their Hell! They've been through enough Hell 

even on the battlefield. In my visit last night I can remember the boys looking at me over each other's shoulders--a big crowd of 

them! It was like I now was the parade and they were standing alongside on both sides and crowding to see me! 

 

IT WAS LIKE I WAS WALKING ALONG LIKE AN INSPECTING OFFICER, inspecting the troops.--Only they weren't 

standing at attention, but they were crowding on both sides and watching me walking. There were others with me--like 

somebody was showing me through like I was some kind of visiting dignitary. There were a whole bunch of officers and 

important people. 

 

WHEN THE HEAD OF SOME COUNTRY comes to visit another country you know how they do: A big crowd of dignitaries 

meeting dignitaries. But here a group of us dignitaries were walking through these long long lines of boys. Isn't it strange! It was 

just like we were walking through those rows of crosses and poppies, but they weren't crosses and poppies my more!--You could 

actually see the boys! 

 

THE POPPIES HAVE SOMETHING TO DO WITH THE BOYS--like they're peeping through the poppies to see if 

anybody cares or loves them anymore. There are just miles and miles of them there in Flanders--huge, huge graveyards! It's 

pitiful to think of how many boys were killed--thousands upon thousands died on that front! 

 

YOU KNOW, IT'S LIKE ALL THE CHEERS ARE GONE, the cheers of the throngs to the passing parade, to the soldiers as 

they go to war. All the glory and the glamour as they march off to war as the people throng and cheer them--all of a sudden it's 

hushed!--And then there they lie, silently, the biggest parade of all, and nobody cheers any more, nobody cares, nobody even 

remembers! 

 

MY MOTHER WROTE A LITTLE SONG ABOUT THEM. She must have been moved by that, too. They say when you 

first see those fields it's such an awesome sight! It was just like I was there! But I don't think I've never been there in the flesh. I 

must have gone there in the spirit. Maybe that's why I'm so tired some mornings. 

 

. I CAN HARDLY THINK ABOUT SINGING IT.--It used to make me cry when I was little boy. My mother must have 

believed in prayer for them, or else what could it mean?  

 Oh, where are the boys from over there, 

 I wonder where they are? 

 We saw them when they marched away, 

 Off to the great World War. 

 

(Male chorus answers:) 

 We're the boys who fought in Flanders-- 

 To you we're still as true! 

 So let our comrades hear you say, 

 "We still remember you!" 
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YOU KNOW, THEY USED TO HAVE A MEMORIAL DAY.--Remember that? I wonder if they have it any more?--When 

you're supposed to remember the veterans, those who died in the wars. What terrible, terrible things wars are! How terrible! How 

awful! Cruel steel against soft flesh!--How horrible! How can flesh never win over steel? How can anybody win? It's just awful, 

awful, awful! 

 

THEY'RE ALL LOSERS in a war: They lose their boys, they lose their lives, they lose their governments, countries and 

colonies and economies. They all lose everything. They all lose. Nobody won anything, you know? 

 

THEY SAY THEY WON THEIR FREEDOM at least, but what freedom?--Freedom to fight another war?--That's what 

happened! Freedom to fight another war, to lose more lives, kill more boys, lose more countries and lose more colonies and 

bankrupt their economies, so there's less freedom today than there was then. They didn't gain anything at all. 

 

NOBODY EVER WINS A WAR.--Everybody loses:--All the dead and broken bodies, suffering and sadness and sorrow and 

pain and hunger and grief and the mourning! Nobody ever wins. Everybody always loses. 

 

WAR IS HELL!--And the poor boys!--They go through hell!--A hell of a war that they didn't even want and had nothing to do 

with making, yet their dictators make them fight it like slaves, and they have to be the sufferers and losers. 

 

THOSE GUYS I SAW STILL FIGHTING WARS IN HELL, they must be the ones who wanted the wars here on Earth.--

Next time they'll get to fight them and suffer and die--perpetually! God damn the war makers!  

*** 

(Note--Here is selected from his experience in a hell-ish place in the spirit world, that he is referring to:) 

 

AFTER GOING DOWN ALL THESE HALLS LOOKING AT ALL THESE ROOMS, ALL THESE PEOPLE SO BUSY 

DOING NOTHING, ACCOMPLISHING NOTHING, AND GETTING NOWHERE, uselessly, endlessly, fruitlessly, futilely 

working but getting nowhere, what else can I say? It's like they're all just going through the motions, an endless waste of time, all 

busy and working hard but accomplishing nothing!--And I had this terrible apprehensive feeling all the time: "How horrible! 

How terrifying!" It didn't have at all the spirit of the catacombs, the caverns. It had an awful, foreboding spirit, terrible! 

 

I THOUGHT TO MYSELF, "WOW! THIS MUST BE HELL!" I thought, what could be worse than that for the wicked--an 

extension of life after death for the wicked would be just a hellish extension of the same meaningless, purposeless, fruitless 

existence, painful existence, sorrowful existence, sad existence! The longer they live the more useless they are and the more they 

keep doing the same things and getting nowhere and accomplishing nothing except going through all that agony and suffering 

and pain, just like on earth, but now without any end, without any hope of being able to die!--It was terrible! They're still at it, 

the same things--working, but not really progressing--endless, endless labour, but all of no avail, fruitless, hopeless, useless! 

 

 IT'S JUST AS THOUGH HEAVEN, OR THE LIFE HEREAFTER FOR US, GOD'S CHILDREN, THE SAVED, IS AN 

EXTENSION OR AN AMPLIFICATION, A MULTIPLICATION OF THE JOY AND THE THRILLING, EXCITING LIVES 

WE NOW LEAD! It was just like our present happiness multiplied many times over! Heaven and Space City were all busy, but 

they were things we liked to do, we loved to do, enjoyed doing for the Lord, just like the things we do now. Do you understand 

what I mean? It's like Heaven was a continuation of our present kind of life, only much much better, happier, and with manifold 

blessings, achievements and even more thrilling and exciting work! 

 

** 

(Experience transcript continues: )  

 

GOD BLESS THE PEACE MAKERS!--"FOR THEY SHALL BE CALLED THE CHILDREN OF GOD!" (Mt.5:9) 

We're peace makers who try to bring peace to men's hearts and minds and souls and bodies and countries, but we'll never have 

total peace till we get rid of the God-damned war makers, the evil hearts that make war!--O my Lord!--War is in their hearts!--

They thirst for blood, they lust for destruction!---"Them that destroy the Earth." 

 

THANK YOU JESUS, PRAISE YOU LORD! HELP US LORD! HELP US TO BRING PEACE. At least we can bring 

peace to their hearts while waiting for God to destroy the war makers--and He always does. They always die, and what a Hell 

they'll have! But one of these days He's going to get rid of them altogether, thank God, and then the whole world will have 

peace.--Tomorrow when the world is really free! 

 

LIKE THAT OTHER OLD FAVORITE SONG of World War II you've heard me sing before: 

 "There'll be blue birds over the white cliffs of Dover, 

 Tomorrow when the world is free! 

 There'll be love and laughter and peace ever after-- 

 Tomorrow when the world is free!" 

 

 WE'LL BE FREE FROM WAR with real peace brought by the Lord and His Kingdom forever, the Kingdom of love where 

we all make love, not war! Thank You Jesus!--And those boys will live again! Hallelujah! Thank You Jesus! In the land of 

flowers and sunshine and love and peace forever! Thank You Jesus! 
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THERE'LL BE NO MORE CROSSES, NO MORE WARS. There'll be love and laughter and peace ever after, tomorrow--in 

God's tomorrow--when the world is free of wars. Thank You Jesus! There's no more death, pain nor suffering, crying nor sorrow, 

but all is light and life and love and peace forever! Thank You Jesus! 

 

WAR IS THE DEVIL'S OWN WEAPON to slaughter and destroy man and maim and kill and cause agony and suffering. But 

God's love is just the opposite: LOVE AND SALVATION ARE GOD'S WEAPONS to create life and save life and help 

people to live to love and have peace and no more war. Thank You Jesus! Praise You Lord! No more dead and dying and 

suffering, noise and confusion! 

 

HE SAYS THAT "NOTHING SHALL HURT NOR DESTROY IN ALL MY HOLY MOUNTAIN!" (Is.11:9) Nothing 

shall hurt nor destroy in all God's Holy Kingdom. We'll only create and live and love and laugh and have peace ever after. Thank 

You Jesus! Tomorrow!--When the world is free of war forever--through Jesus, God's love. 

 

THOSE FLOWERS, THE POPPIES AMONGST THE CROSSES, SYMBOLISE THE LIFE THAT IS TO COME--

THE RESURRECTION! Like the old hymn: 

 

 O Love that will not let me go, 

 I rest my weary soul in Thee; 

 I give Thee back the life I owe, 

 That in Thine ocean depths its flow may richer, fuller be. 

 

 O Light that followest all my way, 

 I yield my flick'ring torch to Thee; 

 My heart restores its borrowed ray, 

 That in Thy sunshine's glow its day 

 May brighter, fairer be. 

 

 O Joy that seekest me through pain 

 I cannot close my heart to Thee; 

 I trace the rainbow thru' the rain 

 And feel the promise is not vain 

 That morn shall tearless be. 

 

 O Cross that liftest up my head, 

 I dare not ask to hide from thee; 

 I lay in dust life's glory dead, 

 And from the ground there blossoms red 

 Life that shall endless be! 

(--George Matheson.) 

 

WE HAVE TO GIVE OUR LIVES TO JESUS TO SAVE THEM. We have to give our lives for Jesus to save them. 

 

 --"And from the ground there blossoms red, 

 Life that shall endless be"! 

 

From the blood of the martyrs and the blood of the witnesses there springs new life and new lives to live for God. 

 

THE BLOOD OF THE MARTYRS IS THE SEED OF THE CHURCH--God's martyrs slain by the Enemy, slaughtered by 

the wars, staining the soil red with blood, the soil that received them when others rejected them, which will grow again and 

spring up to life a new like the flowers that grow on the graves of the departed. Thank You Jesus! Praise You Lord! Amen. 

 

THERE'LL BE NO MORE CROSSES THEN, JUST FLOWERS--no more graves, just the growing--no more dead, only the 

living--no more dying, only the loving.--Tomorrow!--When the world is free of war, and the poppies grow and live forever! 

 

 (DAVID WEEPS AND THE LORD SAYS:) "WEEP NO LONGER FOR THE DEAD, but weep for the living. Weep for 

yourselves, you upon whom the ends of the Earth are come!" I can't cry anymore!--Haven't I cried long enough? Do you weep 

for them? 

 

IN FLANDERS FIELDS 

 In Flanders fields the poppies grow 

 Between the crosses, row on row, 

 That mark our place; and in the sky 

 The larks, still bravely singing, fly 

 Scarce heard amid the guns below. 

 

 We are the Dead. Short days ago 
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 We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow, 

 Loved and were loved, and now we lie 

 In Flanders fields. 

 

 Take up our quarrel with the foe: 

 To you from failing hands we throw 

 The torch; be yours to hold it high. 

 If ye break faith with us who die 

 We shall not sleep, though poppies grow 

 In Flanders fields. 

--by John McCrae 

 

 

** 

 Poppies Grow Along Streets of Gold 
 There is a land, so I've been told, 

 Where poppies grow along streets of gold; 

 Where cripples learn to play and dance. 

 Could this be Heaven, perchance? 

 

 At times I've heard some people say, 

 This special land isn't far away. 

 If that be true, then if I may, 

 I'd like to ask who knows the way. 

 

 I've often dreamed of some place where 

 All wars would cease, love fill the air. 

 If this is true, I'd like to go. 

 Please take me if the way you know. 

 

 I'm waiting for that special day 

 When this old world will pass away, 

 And I can fly to where I'm told 

 Poppies grow along streets of gold. 

--M 

 

I Dream of the Future 
 I dream of a world of peace and love, 

 A world where there'll be no more wars. 

 In the heart of all mankind will reign a dove, 

 In the soft blue sky, eagles soar. 

 All death, pain and weapons will lie 

 Under a blanket of grass so green! 

 Not a teardrop in a single eye, 

 And each one breathes sweet air, so clean. 

 

 All the horses will be running wild, 

 No more bondage, not one cage! 

 The love and simplicity of a child 

 Will conquer hatred, strife and rage. 

 All around the sound of laughter, 

 Nothing but happiness, nothing but joy! 

 This is the future forever after, 

 For every girl and every boy. 

 

 But this dream is much too great 

 For a world that's ruled by man. 

 That is why we must patiently wait 

 For Christ to take us Home at last. 

 With trumpets blasting in the sky, 

 Heard from the west to the east. 

 In that new world, we shall never die, 

 For it will be a world of love and peace. 

--N. (15) 
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***  

Some prophecies from 22 years ago 
  (Vision:) I saw a line of soldiers, dressed like those [in the picture from] "Where Poppies Grow." They each had a 

drum and were all drumming. One of the soldiers stepped out of formation to give me this message. 

 

  (Departed soldier speaking:) The drums are sounding in the distance! Hear the sound of drums! The soldiers of the 

Lord from the realm of the spirit are preparing for the day of battle. Many of His children who died as soldiers in the wars of 

man have been retrained and are now gathered together to stand with you as you face the foe, that one who will stand up 

proclaiming that he is God. 

 Greater is He that is in you than he who will oppose you. Greater is He that will fight for you than he who will fight 

against you. Greater is He who will triumph in the end than he who would tribulate you. Greater is He within you, and so great 

you shall be--for His Word shall come to pass as He prophesied--"greater things than these shall ye do!" This is the day of 

greater things--greater progress, greater victories, greater miracles. Great and mighty is the Lord Who has called you, Who also 

will do it! 

The bugle is sounding! It's time to fall in line! Come! Forward march! (End of message from departed soldier.) 

 

 
  (Jesus speaking:) The armies of Heaven are mighty and powerful, thousands of thousands, brandishing weapons, 

mounting steeds, going forward into battle before you to clear the way. They are prepared as you are, anointed and 

commissioned. So do not fear and do not hold back, My armies of Heaven and Earth. 

 You've been chosen and anointed for the task ahead, just as you've been chosen for all that you've been called upon 

to do in the past. Have you not seen Me fight for you and bring you through? It hasn't always been easy, but I never promised it 

would be easy; yet I have promised the victory in battle. 

 I've chosen you to be Endtime warriors, and now you will better understand the term "elite troops," especially when 

you see the anointing that will be upon you; when you see the Scriptures opening up to you; when you see how I've given you 

understanding of them and of the events around you; when you see the discernment, faith, courage and conviction that will make 

you new men and women. 

 Old things will pass away and you will be new creatures in Me, soldiers of the End, separated and set aside for special 

use and a special calling as warriors of the faith. (End of message from Jesus.) (3288) 
*** 

Bible verses and passages in the message received about the poppies, on the 29th of October, refer to: 

LUK.23:28 But Jesus turning unto them said, Daughters of Jerusalem, weep not for me, but weep for yourselves, 
and for your children. 

LUK.23:29 For, behold, the days are coming, in the which they shall say, Blessed are the barren, and the wombs 
that never bare, and the paps which never gave suck. 

LUK.23:30 Then shall they begin to say to the mountains, Fall on us; and to the hills, Cover us. 

LUK.23:31 For if they do these things in a green tree, what shall be done in the dry? 

 

MAT.16:2 He answered and said unto them, When it is evening, ye say, It will be fair weather: for the sky is red. 

MAT.16:3 And in the morning, It will be foul weather to day: for the sky is red and lowering. O ye hypocrites, ye 
can discern the face of the sky; but can ye not discern the signs of the times? 

 

  

PSA.16:10 For thou wilt not leave my soul in hell; neither wilt thou suffer thine Holy One to see corruption. 

 

EZE.13:18 And say, Thus saith the Lord GOD; Woe to the women that sew pillows to all armholes, and make 
kerchiefs upon the head of every stature to hunt souls! Will ye hunt the souls of my people, and will ye save the souls 
alive that come unto you? 

EZE.13:19 And will ye pollute me among my people for handfuls of barley and for pieces of bread, to slay the 
souls that should not die, and to save the souls alive that should not live, by your lying to my people that hear your 
lies? 

EZE.13:20 Wherefore thus saith the Lord GOD; Behold, I am against your pillows, wherewith ye there hunt the 
souls to make them fly, and I will tear them from your arms, and will let the souls go, even the souls that ye hunt to 
make them fly. 
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EZE.13:21 Your kerchiefs also will I tear, and deliver my people out of your hand, and they shall be no more in 
your hand to be hunted; and ye shall know that I am the LORD. 

EZE.13:22 Because with lies ye have made the heart of the righteous sad, whom I have not made sad; and 
strengthened the hands of the wicked, that he should not return from his wicked way, by promising him life: 

EZE.13:23 Therefore ye shall see no more vanity, nor divine divinations: for I will deliver my people out of your 
hand: and ye shall know that I am the LORD. 

 

JER.12:5 If thou hast run with the footmen, and they have wearied thee, then how canst thou contend with 

horses? and if in the land of peace, wherein thou trustedst, they wearied thee, then how wilt thou do in the 

swelling of Jordan? 

 

REV.12:11 And they overcame him by the blood of the Lamb, and by the word of their testimony; and they loved 
not their lives unto the death. 

REV.12:12 Therefore rejoice, ye heavens, and ye that dwell in them. Woe to the inhabiters of the earth and of the 
sea! for the devil is come down unto you, having great wrath, because he knoweth that he hath but a short time. 

REV.12:13 And when the dragon saw that he was cast unto the earth, he persecuted the woman which brought 
forth the man child. 

REV.12:14 And to the woman were given two wings of a great eagle, that she might fly into the wilderness, into 
her place, where she is nourished for a time, and times, and half a time, from the face of the serpent. 

REV.12:15 And the serpent cast out of his mouth water as a flood after the woman, that he might cause her to be 
carried away of the flood. 

REV.12:16 And the earth helped the woman, and the earth opened her mouth, and swallowed up the flood which 
the dragon cast out of his mouth. 

REV.12:17 And the dragon was wroth with the woman, and went to make war with the remnant of her seed, 
which keep the commandments of God, and have the testimony of Jesus Christ. 

 

 

REV.13:4 And they worshipped the dragon which gave power unto the beast: and they worshipped the beast, 
saying, Who is like unto the beast? who is able to make war with him? 

 

 

REV.13:5 And there was given unto him a mouth speaking great things and blasphemies; and power was given 
unto him to continue forty and two months. 

REV.13:6 And he opened his mouth in blasphemy against God, to blaspheme his name, and his tabernacle, and 
them that dwell in heaven. 

REV.13:7 And it was given unto him to make war with the saints, and to overcome them: and power was given 
him over all kindreds, and tongues, and nations. 

REV.13:8 And all that dwell upon the earth shall worship him, whose names are not written in the book of life of 
the Lamb slain from the foundation of the world. 

 

REV.20:4 And I saw thrones, and they sat upon them, and judgment was given unto them: and I saw the souls of 
them that were beheaded for the witness of Jesus, and for the word of God, and which had not worshipped the 
beast, neither his image, neither had received his mark upon their foreheads, or in their hands; and they lived and 
reigned with Christ a thousand years. 

 

***  

JDG.7:1 Then Jerubbaal, who is Gideon, and all the people that were with him, rose up early, and pitched beside 
the well of Harod: so that the host of the Midianites were on the north side of them, by the hill of Moreh, in the valley. 

JDG.7:2 And the LORD said unto Gideon, The people that are with thee are too many for me to give the 
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Midianites into their hands, lest Israel vaunt themselves against me, saying, Mine own hand hath saved me. 

JDG.7:3 Now therefore go to, proclaim in the ears of the people, saying, Whosoever is fearful and afraid, let him 
return and depart early from mount Gilead. And there returned of the people twenty and two thousand; and there 
remained ten thousand. 

JDG.7:4 And the LORD said unto Gideon, The people are yet too many; bring them down unto the water, and I 
will try them for thee there: and it shall be, that of whom I say unto thee, This shall go with thee, the same shall go 
with thee; and of whomsoever I say unto thee, This shall not go with thee, the same shall not go. 

JDG.7:5 So he brought down the people unto the water: and the LORD said unto Gideon, Every one that lappeth 
of the water with his tongue, as a dog lappeth, him shalt thou set by himself; likewise every one that boweth down 
upon his knees to drink. 

JDG.7:6 And the number of them that lapped, putting their hand to their mouth, were three hundred men: but all 
the rest of the people bowed down upon their knees to drink water. 

JDG.7:7 And the LORD said unto Gideon, By the three hundred men that lapped will I save you, and deliver the 
Midianites into thine hand: and let all the other people go every man unto his place. 

JDG.7:8 So the people took victuals in their hand, and their trumpets: and he sent all the rest of Israel every man 
unto his tent, and retained those three hundred men: and the host of Midian was beneath him in the valley. 

JDG.7:9 And it came to pass the same night, that the LORD said unto him, Arise, get thee down unto the host; for 
I have delivered it into thine hand. 

JDG.7:10 But if thou fear to go down, go thou with Phurah thy servant down to the host: 

JDG.7:11 And thou shalt hear what they say; and afterward shall thine hands be strengthened to go down unto 
the host. Then went he down with Phurah his servant unto the outside of the armed men that were in the host. 

JDG.7:12 And the Midianites and the Amalekites and all the children of the east lay along in the valley like 
grasshoppers for multitude; and their camels were without number, as the sand by the sea side for multitude. 

JDG.7:13 And when Gideon was come, behold, there was a man that told a dream unto his fellow, and said, 
Behold, I dreamed a dream, and, lo, a cake of barley bread tumbled into the host of Midian, and came unto a tent, 
and smote it that it fell, and overturned it, that the tent lay along. 

JDG.7:14 And his fellow answered and said, This is nothing else save the sword of Gideon the son of Joash, a 
man of Israel: for into his hand hath God delivered Midian, and all the host. 

JDG.7:15 And it was so, when Gideon heard the telling of the dream, and the interpretation thereof, that he 
worshipped, and returned into the host of Israel, and said, Arise; for the LORD hath delivered into your hand the host 
of Midian. 

JDG.7:16 And he divided the three hundred men into three companies, and he put a trumpet in every man's 
hand, with empty pitchers, and lamps within the pitchers. 

JDG.7:17 And he said unto them, Look on me, and do likewise: and, behold, when I come to the outside of the 
camp, it shall be that, as I do, so shall ye do. 

JDG.7:18 When I blow with a trumpet, I and all that are with me, then blow ye the trumpets also on every side of 
all the camp, and say, The sword of the LORD, and of Gideon. 

JDG.7:19 So Gideon, and the hundred men that were with him, came unto the outside of the camp in the 
beginning of the middle watch; and they had but newly set the watch: and they blew the trumpets, and brake the 
pitchers that were in their hands. 

JDG.7:20 And the three companies blew the trumpets, and brake the pitchers, and held the lamps in their left 
hands, and the trumpets in their right hands to blow withal: and they cried, The sword of the LORD, and of Gideon. 

JDG.7:21 And they stood every man in his place round about the camp; and all the host ran, and cried, and fled. 

JDG.7:22 And the three hundred blew the trumpets, and the LORD set every man's sword against his fellow, 
even throughout all the host: and the host fled to Bethshittah in Zererath, and to the border of Abelmeholah, unto 
Tabbath. 

JDG.7:23 And the men of Israel gathered themselves together out of Naphtali, and out of Asher, and out of all 
Manasseh, and pursued after the Midianites. 

JDG.7:24 And Gideon sent messengers throughout all mount Ephraim, saying, come down against the 
Midianites, and take before them the waters unto Bethbarah and Jordan. Then all the men of Ephraim gathered 
themselves together, and took the waters unto Bethbarah and Jordan. 

JDG.7:25 And they took two princes of the Midianites, Oreb and Zeeb; and they slew Oreb upon the rock Oreb, 
and Zeeb they slew at the winepress of Zeeb, and pursued Midian, and brought the heads of Oreb and Zeeb to 
Gideon on the other side Jordan. 
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PRO.6:15 Therefore shall his calamity come suddenly; suddenly shall he be broken without remedy. 

PRO.29:1 He, that being often reproved hardeneth his neck, shall suddenly be destroyed, and that without 
remedy. 

ISA.47:11 Therefore shall evil come upon thee; thou shalt not know from whence it riseth: and mischief shall fall 
upon thee; thou shalt not be able to put it off: and desolation shall come upon thee suddenly, which thou shalt not 
know. 

 

EZE.47:11 But the miry places thereof and the marishes thereof shall not be healed; they shall be given to salt. 

 

 

JER.9:2 Oh that I had in the wilderness a lodging place of wayfaring men; that I might leave my people, and go 
from them! for they be all adulterers, an assembly of treacherous men. 

JER.9:3 And they bend their tongues like their bow for lies: but they are not valiant for the truth upon the earth; for 
they proceed from evil to evil, and they know not me, saith the LORD. 

JER.9:4 Take ye heed every one of his neighbour, and trust ye not in any brother: for every brother will utterly 
supplant, and every neighbour will walk with slanders. 

JER.9:5 And they will deceive every one his neighbour, and will not speak the truth: they have taught their tongue 
to speak lies, and weary themselves to commit iniquity. 

JER.9:6 Thine habitation is in the midst of deceit; through deceit they refuse to know me, saith the LORD. 

JER.9:24 But let him that glorieth glory in this, that he understandeth and knoweth me, that I am the LORD which 
exercise lovingkindness, judgment, and righteousness, in the earth: for in these things I delight, saith the LORD. 

JER.9:25 Behold, the days come, saith the LORD, that I will punish all them which are circumcised with the 
uncircumcised; 

JER.9:26 Egypt, and Judah, and Edom, and the children of Ammon, and Moab, and all that are in the utmost 
corners, that dwell in the wilderness: for all these nations are uncircumcised, and all the house of Israel are 
uncircumcised in the heart. 

 

***  

Great mourning: 

EXO.11:6 And there shall be a great cry throughout all the land of Egypt, such as there was none like it, nor shall 
be like it any more. 

MAT.24:30 And then shall appear the sign of the Son of man in heaven: and then shall all the tribes of the earth 
mourn, and they shall see the Son of man coming in the clouds of heaven with power and great glory. 

REV.18:9 And the kings of the earth, who have committed fornication and lived deliciously with her, shall bewail 
her, and lament for her, when they shall see the smoke of her burning, 

 

 

The reason for the Death and cleansing is to claim the land for setting up God’s Kingdom 

GEN.47:11 And Joseph placed his father and his brethren, and gave them a possession in the land of Egypt, in 
the best of the land, in the land of Rameses, as Pharaoh had commanded. 

 

PSA.47:1 O clap your hands, all ye people; shout unto God with the voice of triumph. 

PSA.47:2 For the LORD most high is terrible; he is a great King over all the earth. 

PSA.47:3 He shall subdue the people under us, and the nations under our feet. 

PSA.47:4 He shall choose our inheritance for us, the excellency of Jacob whom he loved. Selah. 

PSA.47:5 God is gone up with a shout, the LORD with the sound of a trumpet. [SECOND COMING!] 

PSA.47:6 Sing praises to God, sing praises: sing praises unto our King, sing praises. 
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PSA.47:7 For God is the King of all the earth: sing ye praises with understanding. 

PSA.47:8 God reigneth over the heathen: God sitteth upon the throne of his holiness. 

PSA.47:9 The princes of the people are gathered together, even the people of the God of Abraham: for the 
shields of the earth belong unto God: he is greatly exalted. 

Seal of God: 

PSA.37:37 Mark the perfect man, and behold the upright: for the end of that man is peace. 

***  

The entrance/ exit place where flesh and spirit meet and cross over—earth and “other world” dwellers go out and 
in: 

ISA.51:1 Hearken to me, ye that follow after righteousness, ye that seek the LORD: look unto the rock whence ye 
are hewn, and to the hole of the pit whence ye are digged. 

PSA.139:15 My substance was not hid from thee, when I was made in secret, and curiously wrought in the 
lowest parts of the earth. 

GEN.25:8 Then Abraham gave up the ghost, and died in a good old age, an old man, and full of years; and was 
gathered to his people. 

GEN.25:17 And these are the years of the life of Ishmael, an hundred and thirty and seven years: and he gave up 
the ghost and died; and was gathered unto his people. 

*** 

More on slime and mire: 

GEN.14:10 And the vale of Siddim was full of slimepits; and the kings of Sodom and Gomorrah fled, and fell 
there; and they that remained fled to the mountain. 

 

GEN.11:2 And it came to pass, as they journeyed from the east, that they found a plain in the land of Shinar; and 
they dwelt there. 

GEN.11:3 And they said one to another, Go to, let us make brick, and burn them thoroughly. And they had brick 
for stone, and slime had they for morter. 

GEN.11:4 And they said, Go to, let us build us a city and a tower, whose top may reach unto heaven; and let us 
make us a name, lest we be scattered abroad upon the face of the whole earth. 

 

EXO.2:3 And when she could not longer hide him, she took for him an ark of bulrushes, and daubed it with slime 
and with pitch, and put the child therein; and she laid it in the flags by the river's brink. 

 

JER.38:6 Then took they Jeremiah, and cast him into the dungeon of Malchiah the son of Hammelech, that was in 

the court of the prison: and they let down Jeremiah with cords. And in the dungeon there was no water, but mire: so 

Jeremiah sunk in the mire. 

JER.38:22 And, behold, all the women that are left in the king of Judah's house shall be brought forth to the king 
of Babylon's princes, and those women shall say, Thy friends have set thee on, and have prevailed against thee: thy 
feet are sunk in the mire, and they are turned away back. 

JER.38:23 So they shall bring out all thy wives and thy children to the Chaldeans: and thou shalt not escape out 
of their hand, but shalt be taken by the hand of the king of Babylon: and thou shalt cause this city to be burned with 
fire. 

 

JOB.41:1 Canst thou draw out leviathan with an hook? or his tongue with a cord which thou lettest down? 

JOB.41:30 Sharp stones are under him: he spreadeth sharp pointed things upon the mire. 

JOB.41:34 He beholdeth all high things: he is a king over all the children of pride. 

 

ISA.57:20 But the wicked are like the troubled sea, when it cannot rest, whose waters cast up mire and dirt. 

ISA.57:21 There is no peace, saith my God, to the wicked. 
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PSA.69:2 I sink in deep mire, where there is no standing: I am come into deep waters, where the floods overflow 
me. 

PSA.69:14 Deliver me out of the mire, and let me not sink: let me be delivered from them that hate me, and out of 
the deep waters. 

PSA.69:15 Let not the waterflood overflow me, neither let the deep swallow me up, and let not the pit shut her 
mouth upon me. 

PSA.69:16 Hear me, O LORD; for thy lovingkindness is good: turn unto me according to the multitude of thy tender 

mercies. 

 

ZEC.9:3 And Tyrus did build herself a strong hold, and heaped up silver as the dust, and fine gold as the mire of 
the streets. 

ZEC.9:4 Behold, the LORD will cast her out, and he will smite her power in the sea; and she shall be devoured 
with fire. 

 

2PE.2:22 But it is happened unto them according to the true proverb, The dog is turned to his own vomit again; 
and the sow that was washed to her wallowing in the mire. 

 

***  

From “Sailour of Fortune” published 1906: 

It was January nth, 1896, when I left for the now notorious asphalt districts of the south. My experience as 
superintendent of the New York & Bermudez Company and of the La Brea & Guanoco Railway was neither very 
long nor very agreeable. All the petty intrigue and underground politics which have since come to the surface, as it 
were, of the lakes of pitch were then fermenting, and I did not fancy the process.  

"Touch pitch and be defiled " is a proverb which would seem to have been especially invented for the asphalt 
industry. In time, perhaps, the mix-up of companies and politics will be understood and rectified; but my own 
knowledge of the mess is too limited to undertake a lucid analysis here, and, besides, the public is already weary of 
the theme.  

The asphalt lakes, however, constitute one of the wonders of the world. The largest, La Brea, is about five miles 
long and three miles wide, and the major portion of it consists of asphalt in its pure state. This substance is a 
bituminous vegetable product, like coal, distilled and diffused by some subterranean volcanic agency, and in its 
liquid state it bubbles and blisters under the fierce tropic sun—literally a lake of pitch.* [*The Spanish name La Brea 
signifies pitch.] 

 In places, where it is cooled and hardened, it is covered with tropical vegetation, which has to be cut away 
before the asphalt can be removed. The supply seems inexhaustible, and no matter how much is taken out, within 
a short time the hole fills and the level of the lake is restored. Whether the supply is really neverending, time alone 
can tell. A narrow strip of land but a few yards wide, and upon which there was then a growth of trees, separates 
this lake from another, Lake Felicidad—the two being probably connected somewhere in the depths. On one side is 
a range of mountains, on the other, in close proximity, the Guanoco River. Above and below are pampas, or muddy 
swamp plains, extending on the northward to the Gulf of Paria. It is a weird, sinister locality — a, place for 
unhealthy ambitions and unnatural schemes.  

Perhaps I should say a few words here as to the method of handling this strange merchandise. The workmen 
employed during my administration ranged in number from one hundred to three hundred West India negroes and 
native Venezuelans, about equally divided.  

Vessels were chartered and sent to Guanoco to bring coal for the locomotives, piles for wharfage and various 
supplies—the vessels to be returned with cargoes of asphalt ranging in bulk from five hundred to eight hundred 
tons. Cars which brought the asphalt from the lakes held about one ton each, and to prevent the pitch from sticking 
to the sides they were washed with a coat of mud. The bodies of the cars were hoisted from the trucks and the 
contents dumped into the ship's hold, in bulk. Great care had to be exercised in confining the asphalt, for if it 
shifted it was likely to put a vessel on her beam ends. It was a peculiar business, throughout, and I was not 
unhappy, when, at the end of September, 1896, my connection with it ceased. (End of book excerpt.) 
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***  

 

[Note: The term “slime” has come up often in messages received from the Lord and His angels in the past year.  
And in one of the books I typed, there was a few chapters dealing with a place of slime. Here below are some 
prophecy excerpts, and following them is part of the book, for interest. It’s still a bit of a mystery to me. But the 
“poppy” messages from the Lord in this file talk of the slimy place being the entrance/ exit place where earth meets 
the nether dark realm—where the wicked try to cross to the dark, evil spiritual side, and the evil ones come out to 
plague the world.]  

 

Prophecy Excerpts on “slime”, from 2020-2021 (From Jesus and angelic messengers) 

Merriment in God’s Spirit is a tool and an aid that will get you out of most traps and pits, slime and grime. Songs of 

praise are like the wings of a bird. Up and up you will go, high above the negativity. 

*** 

Then I see that you are loved and amply dried; loved and cherished. For tears must needs dry before you can see 

your way clear enough to carry on. But how much faster you go now, as the weights and the sticky slime that 

hindered your steps are gone.  

*** 

We are coming, Me and My troops. Are you ready? Then stand up and say, “Take me, Jesus! I want to be part of 

You and Your team. I’m sick of satan’s slime in this sad and sinking world. I want something better—and I want to 

be a part of the team that is really doing something to change the world for the better.” 

*** 

Smile more. It’s a weapon for the light. The dark side’s weapon is frowning and bringing others down. Fight with 

light. Fight with smiles. It’s not all bad. God is winning, remember? He’s winning so big all over the place it’s 

freaking the slime out of satan and he can’t help but spraying it everywhere, as he is running and being scattered. 

The light is coming and it’s chasing him away, and leaving paths of slime everywhere. It’s not that there are so 

many of them, but they are frantically running trying to get away, and that is why you see so many slimy trails. They 

keep trying to get away, but they can’t. They’ve been exposed too much.  

*** 

Learn quickly, and the joy that comes after pain of chastening can come more quickly. If you just roll in the slime of 

despair, it’s not going to make you any better.  You’ll learn far less as it takes you so long to get over one blow that 

there’s not time then for too many more. Learn it, rise from it, and keep going. Blow! Then repeat. Learn, and get 

up and keep traveling. You’ll learn more and faster the quicker you can snap back into shape and get ready for 

another round. You’ll get tougher and wiser. 

*** 

The world has slime, but God’s beloved ones have shine. But it only comes from forsaking what you don’t want 

anyway, and putting on the fresh love of Jesus. 

*** 

 I want you to win. I’m not going to let the enemy try to use My things to trap you. Yes, praying aloud is very 

powerful. Yes, you are to use the Keys at every turn. But pearls aren’t to be randomly tossed to the muddy pigs, 

especially when you are in the slime pit with them now, trying to pick your way through and out to the other side. 

*** 

Hearing—believing—doing the Word of God keeps you so active and activated that this evil dark (daurque) entity 

has no success over you. With faith in God’s all-powerful ability, it’s like you sprout wings and up and over you go, 
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far away from the sticky slime ball obstacle that was trying to roll over you, gather you into it and stop you from 

ever moving forward. You can’t “rise above” without wings; wings spring from the faith in your heart, then up you 

go, flying high above, and making great progress on life’s pathway. 

*** 

Because that is what we are primarily made up of, people, many many, who put Jesus first and the world last, and 

suffered terribly at the hand of the world and its sick system. But now it’s us who get to laugh, and laugh long and 

heartily. Why?  Because we are free! What they tried to use to bind us to them, to make us fear to do anything else 

but to conform, instead propelled us by expelling us out of their sickening slime. Out we came and free we are.  

*** 

Let us sing the songs of Heaven, from around God’s throne of glory to you, my love, dear saint of the living God. No, 

saints aren’t covered in their own righteousness and shining and glamorous; they are often covered in the slime 

and dirt of living on earth. But listen, just listen to the songs of the realm above. Let us uphold and uplift you as we 

glorify the God of all. He alone is to be praise and shall receive praise forever. Just listen, and in hearing receive 

strength. There is strength in listening; and in praising God. Just listen, can you hear? There are so many of us all 

lifting our voices in praiseful song. Glory to God in the highest! 

*** 

Beloved, let us love one another, for love is of God. This is what the scripture says, and what I say to you again, for 

in this is the secret to humility. And those that are humble are able to draw nigh to Me, for I resist the proud, but 

give grace and comfort to the humble. Those that draw near to Me I can empower, for as it says, “They that do 

know their God shall be strong.” If you want to be strong and do great things for Me, then you need to be 

humble. And being loving or striving to be so is a great way to let humility shine, and to shed yourself of slimy, 

grimy, unpleasant, sticky, icky pride. Love sometimes hurts, because when pride is being shed it can be a bit 

painful. But then when you splash into the pool of humility and wash off all the black slime and grime, and do 

something really, honestly loving for someone else—something that perhaps you don’t even seem to benefit 

from at all, then it all feels right again. You wonder what ever attracted you to go into the slime pit of pride, like 

the slime pits that were used to build some of man’s big, proud buildings and structures. Instead of being up high 

and making a name for yourself, you go down low, where the pool of refreshing water is. This is the pool of 

humility and giving love to others.  You don’t worry if people know how dirty you were and how much you must 

have needed to wash. You look away from their critical looks as you take off the ugly and stained garments and 

just have a good wash in the pool of humility. And when you get out, you’ll see that your freshly washed soul has 

new muscles and extra strength. Giving love has made you stronger.  

*** 

I’ve got a big removal service, one that takes away all the trash, the sins of mankind, and stores them 

ready for disposal. When I then burn up everything, in the end, all the evil, then that heap is likewise 

going to go. It’s not in a place where you can see it, but it’s just something that can give you a bit of an 

idea of what I do. I take your sins away and then one day I’m going to press “delete”. I want not even the 

faintest memory of evil and wrong to be lingering in My servants’ minds. I want all remnants of the muck 

and slime of the enemy that has besmirch much of My creation, to be gone. I will replace it with clouds of 

rain, and rivers of happiness will run down and thoroughly refresh all My creation.  

Then will come the new growth, and great joy will be known then. 

You want a good bed time story? One day I’ll read you the whole story, from A to Z of “What happened to 

Planet Earth, the full adventure story.”  

 

*** 

 [excerpt from “Celtellina” book series] DWELLERS DOWN UNDER—Part 1 
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“Snicker, snicker” and a stifled cough could have been heard if you were quiet enough. But the Awdomobils that 

lived way down in the Awchknick caves were a quiet sort of folk. You didn’t hear much from them or about them, 

unless they wanted you to.  

It was, however, always with a stifled sort of laugh that they would view cave explorers, who happened upon the 

entrance to the Awdomobils abode.  

The ground was slimy but not totally untraversable. But if you did happen to step in the wrong way, bam! Down 

you went on your rump in a rather ungraceful way. That was if you landed well. But most were far more 

unfortunate than that, for once they landed on the slimy and sloped surface, it turned into a slide ride they weren’t 

planning on.  

It was no playground down here, and that is precisely why the Awdomobils chose to make it their home. No one 

else was likely to dwell down here. The damp air and the chill that was always around made it highly unwelcoming. 

Curiosity was the only thing that would draw visitors. But curiosity wasn’t always a good thing if it led to slimy, 

difficult and dark places well beneath the surface.  

After a bit of “play” as the Awdomobils called it, the visitors were eager to leave—if they could do so and hadn’t 

fallen down to the depths that were nearly impossible to get out of. If this ever happened to a visitor, the 

Awdomobils usually waited until they had fallen in to a deep slumber before lifting them up and out, using the 

various contraptions they had made for getting around this place themselves. 

Remaining unnoticed was the biggest goal of the Awdomobils. Sometimes to help the poor unwary folk fall into a 

deep sleep, a little “help” was used by these cave dwelling Awdomobils. Using some of the plant matter that grew 

lushly around the marshy ponds located in the Awchknick caves, they deepened the slumber of the unhappy 

visitors. The fumes put forth from the burning plant matter was indeed sickening, yet most of all it put one into a 

deep sleep.  

The Awdomobils themselves weren’t too affected by it, or so they thought. Just because they were always awake 

and nearly never slept, made them sure they weren’t troubled by this sleep-causing vapour. However, all the 

Awdomobils suffered from a condition called “Auchnetchury” and this was incurable in most situations. Sores 

appeared at various places on their already ugly forms. These sores would tend to come and go. There wasn’t a 

cure; it was a condition they suffered from.  

None realised that the cause was the lack of pure sweet air to breathe, clear water to drink and wash with, and 

most of all the lack of healing light that shone all around for the land dwellers.  

Awdomobils didn’t always dwell in the Awchknick caves. They used to be hardworking and pleasant folks to be 

around. But one un-fine day the land of the village where they lived sank right inside the mountain they used to be 

atop. That is when the Awchknick caves were discovered.  

Rather than leaving their abodes that had sunk down in the hollows, they stayed there. Over time the tunnels and 

caves were discovered, and deeper and yet deeper they began “exploring” as they called it. Yet there was another 

reason for their “explorations”.  

Said one Awdomobils to another—before they had called themselves by this name: “I’m finding myself fonder and 

more attracted to the dark within the caves. I have spent so much time down within that I nearly hate come out to 

be bathed in the light. It feels as if I am nearly naked. The privacy I have when I go down to the slim-pits 

compensates for the lack of good air and solid land. I rather enjoy the feeling of darkness surrounding me.” 

He said this in a rare time he was sitting in a stream of light that came in from a hole above him where a bit of sky 

could be seen. Looking up he pointed to the hole and said, “It looks like an eye peering right into me. I don’t care to 

be looked at or look after by anyone but myself.” 

After verbally expressing his preference to the dark zones and poisonous air, something about him began to 

change. His friends and family began noticing a change in his skin colour, his stature was shorter and more plump, 

and his hair began to fall out here and there giving his head a patchy look. Then sores began to be a nearly constant 

pattern on his sickly skin.  
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The less light he was exposed to, and the more malnourished he became, the less sightly he was. And the less 

sightly he was, the less he wanted others to see him. And so thus he stayed more and more in the dark and damp 

places, out of sight and out of light for the most part, and the worse he became.  

“It’s too late,” he told himself, when one day considering if he should return to living above the realm of darkness. 

Imagining there was no hope of being restored to his former good looks, he stayed as out of sight as much as he 

possibly could.  

In other caves of the same Awchknick cave system there were many others just like him—only he didn’t know of 

them, and they did know of him, at least for a long time. Long enough for them all to change into sickly forms and 

decide they would never, or very seldom at most, be seen in the light of the above lands.  

Exploration of the Awchknick cave system happened over time and some of the Awdomobils discovered each 

other. There were several others who never did meet up with the larger team of half a dozen. They each still felt 

they were the only one choosing to live on a more permanent basis deep down below. It was a very lonely life 

indeed, but due to their condition of ill health in numerous ways, they felt completely locked into it for the 

remainder of the short life they thought they would have. 

 

DWELLERS DOWN UNDER—Part 2 

It was, thus, with a bit of a shock that one day the Awdomobils noticed a new type of visitor. This one did not have 

the appearance of an unwary visitor that by happenstance and dark curiosity was there. No, this one had the face 

of a redeeming warrior. This one’s very face had taken in the light from above and shone out all around. Rather 

than watching this one fall into some slime pit, the Awdomobils found themselves slinking away deeper into the 

cave to escape this one’s piercing gaze.  

“Whatever is that—or who is that?” this strong-built one with light on his face said aloud. 

Yet as he took steps closer to the one lurking in the wet shadows, the hiding creature—for nearly a creature he had 

become—could not get away. With a slimy rock behind his back and a fierce looking light-filled strong man facing 

him down, all he could do was cower in a heap. Then loosing traction, he slipped and slid right to the feet of the tall 

visiting warrior.  

This was too much for the other Awdomobils to remain silent about. They thought it rather humorous to see. But 

their unkind laughter at what seemed to be another’s embarrassing misfortune gave them away.  

Seeing the slump at his feet the warrior simply stepped over him to find the hiding snickering ones. They were 

behind a type of slimy vine that hung like a curtain over an entrance to another pathway through the dark cave 

system. They would have to feel their way through, normally. But on this unusual day, their strong visitor’s eyes 

pierced the darkness and discovered the hiding and awful looking ones.  

The curtain of slimy entangled vines was torn away by his large and strong hand, and the hiding ones as well as the 

tunnel behind them could clearly be seen. Rather than running, for if they tried to they would slip and fall indeed, 

the discovered Awdomobils found themselves trembling so much they couldn’t get their feet to move, and fell 

likewise into a heap.  

“It’s the light, dear ones, that you have been missing—and I might add, has been missing you.” 

With this spoken, he seemed to be holding something invisible in his right hand that was upheld. With an energy 

that these forgotten and degenerated Awdomobils never knew existed, he then shot up straight through the ceiling 

of the cave, breaking a large hole up, up and up to the surface. Yet it wasn’t light that streamed in through the hole, 

not at first. This well-planned breakthrough spot was at the very base of a lake of mountain water. This is what 

came pouring through with much force.  

The Awdomobils were washed, flooded, with such a force of clear liquid that they could do nothing but attempt to 

hold on to the slimy rocks. Yet, as the water poured over, the slime itself was washed away, along with their 

decrepit, puss-filled clothing.  
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When the water abated into the inner recesses of the Awchknick cave, the Awdomobils were left holding on to 

clean rocks, and naked as ever. But once they were able to speak again, there was a crying, a moaning, for indeed it 

was a painful experience. For the water not only cleansed but disinfected their sores and sorry looking, sick skin. 

There was a burning sensation that covered each one of them—both those who saw this mysterious visitor and 

those who merely felt the rush of the water pouring into their dark abodes deep within the Awchknick caves.  

There was much tumbling and crashing, smashing and raw skin as it rubbed on the now rough rocks--if they did not 

cling hard while feeling the strong rushing waters beating on and over them.  

The pain most of them were feeling was ample distraction for the Awdomobils to cause them to give little notice to 

their nude and raw skin. A cry was heard, echoing throughout the tunnels of the Awchknick caves. This was most 

unusual, for these Awdomobils seldom liked to be heard, much less seen. Now they had no choice. They were both. 

The pain of the cleansing was too much to keep them quiet. And the light that followed after the water rushed 

through, almost as if it were water itself, flooded through all the tunnels, caves, and hiding spots. All was seen. All 

was open in plain view. 

It was quite some time before the Awdomobils had quieted enough, and had the strength to begin moving about. 

Not much was said, but small movement was seen here and there. Movement up and out, out to the source of the 

light. Why would they dare to expose their nude and ugly forms to the light, to the onlooking eyes of those who 

lived in the light always and never changed their form to a baser sort? The light was healing. The more an 

Awdomobils stood in the bathing light, the less pain they felt. The faster the comfort was coming, the brighter their 

own skin became.  

It would be a long and hard climb up and out for those who weren’t used to clean and fresh air, and ascending in 

the opposite direction that gravity called them to slump to. But with each step up and out they found their strength 

was rising. Even their perspiration caused them to shed yet more toxins held in their being. Then to wash this off—

for it was extra foul smelling indeed being filled with the stench of the place they had been living in—they found 

pools of fresh water here and there, filled from the flood of pure water that had poured in.  

Every time they washed, bravely, even though it stung their sores all over again, they felt so much lighter. Their 

climb was much easier afterwards. And thus they made their way up and out. Climb, perspire, wash, bathe in the 

light, breathe deeply, and continue on. 

 

 

 

DWELLERS DOWN UNDER—Part 3 

At last the Awdomobils, each from their various places of emergence, had reached the surface. There was nothing 

above them but the highest place—the blue and golden sky above that gazed on them. The energy and rejoicing 

they felt was so overwhelming, nothing else mattered to them but running and dancing in the light, though they 

had yet to be clothed.  

It was at this point that a form, a strong and large figure began making his way over to these cleansed, stronger, 

and renewed no longer “Awdomobils.” For that is when they received their new name: The Demeeder.  

“A feast has been set for you, for you have returned to your rightful place. You were lost, and now you are found. 

You were as good as dead, yet now you live. Live now in the light and great will be the rejoicing of those who have 

missed you.” It was with a booming voice that echoed all throughout the hillside and below.  

Instantly, each of the Demeeder found themselves covered in a garment of white, and with joy they rushed over to 

speak to the one whose voice they recognised—the one who had visited them below. Indeed it was as they were 

told. A feast unlike any they had seen or tasted or imagined had been laid out.  

With tears of gratitude they bowed before this powerful being. Though the “gift” they were first given was a rather 

painful one, now they knew it was the only way to truly live again. “Thank you for redeeming us, for pardoning us, 
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for changing us, and for clothing and feeding us. We will be your servants for as long as we live,” the Demeeder 

heartfully expressed. 

With a twinkle in his eye, and a teasing thoughtful stroke of his chin he said aloud, “I do have the power to renew 

your life again and again, and cause you to never cease from living. For eternity will you serve me?” 

It was a new thought, but the grateful ones, replied as if with one voice, “Yes, forever. For as long as You cause us 

to live.” 

“Very well then, if that is the case, we will seal the deal with a meal. Let the refreshments begin!” said the voice of 

the master of ceremonies, the very one who had caused them to be healed and to live once again in the light.  

“Have you ever tasted something better?” said one Demeeder to another, while chewing the most sumptuous 

delights possible.  

“Never. And it only gets better, our Master said,” this one said motioning over to a doorway. 

“Through that door will come new delights and pleasures when we sit to feast with the Master, after our work for 

the day is done. I can only anticipate what it might be. Why we did not choose the light before, I do not know. We 

were foolish and forgotten ones, kept in bondage to our pride, as well as our temptation to be held in the grip of 

darkness. It’s a wonder the Master had any pity on us.” 

The other Demeeder replied, “Pity perhaps. But more than that, I wonder why would he desire to have the likes of 

us around, knowing how wayward and horrid we were, and our weakness to fall into darkness and the slimy pits. 

It’s a wonder he didn’t use a volcano to purge the mountain of us who lurked within.” 

Another overhearing the conversation added in, “He will. The volcano is indeed next. Good you chose to get out 

while you could. You were called, in a rather elaborate, and somewhat painful fashion, but you responded, and you 

sit here today as princes who serve. Those who are still clinging to the slimy dark places will have much ruder 

awakening; one they may never awake from.” 

This caused the two conversing Demeeder to shudder, and be grateful all over again for their chance to live in the 

light, and for the healing of the light that caused them to rise up and out of the darkness, never more to slink away 

into it again. 

“Yet the question remains, why does he want us here?” the Demeeder wondered aloud.  

“I think I can answer that one,” said a loyal companion and servant of the Master. He held in his hand a large scroll 

that he was going around showing to teams of people sitting here and there at this tremendous feast. On it were 

drawings and writings of massive and complex plans to be carried out.  

“We are going to need help, simply put. Those willing to serve will help with this, and be amply rewarded I might 

add. Labour for the Master never goes unnoticed and certainly never unrewarded. His reward is the completion of 

all plans that were given into his hands to carry out. His reward is past our finding out. But what he gives to us will 

more than compensate for the effort it will take. Eat up now. There is work to be done, and the stronger you are, 

the faster will come the completion of the Master’s designs.”  

With that, the scroll holder walked on to show and tell others. There were many going around as he was, for all 

were to be shown and told, in a personal setting, what was going to take place once the feast was complete and 

work was to begin in full force.  

And as he suggested, the sitting and feasting Demeeder who heard what was said, did just that. The next course 

that was served, being of course even more delicious than the previous one, was partaken of with gusto. 

*** 
 
 

 


