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REVOLUTIONS IN SUCCESSION

There it was, that light everyone has always talked about. A pinpoint of brilliance, but there was no doubting its existence. The anticipation gripped me like a vise, or a vice, whichever has a stronger hold. It was getting bigger and closer. Due to fear or sheer exhilaration there were tears streaming down my cheeks. The salty liquid clouded my view, for I swore I was seeing things. As it got closer, the fragment of light was shifting. It began to take form. As it got closer I realized that it was indeed a man. The figure looked like it was encircled in fire. The flame was blue and white. The dazzling flickers of flame danced and blazed an aura around him. 

Then it dawned on me who this was. I was awestruck and dumbfounded. I went completely limp and fell to my knees. Then I felt a hand grip my shoulder. It was loving but firm. His voice sounded like rushing waters, soothing yet powerful. “Fear not child. Rise, for you are in the presence of love.”

I opened my eyes to find myself staring at his feet. Instinctively, I kissed them before I rose. As I stood my eyes immediately met his. I wanted to look away but I couldn’t. Like a secret force they kept me fixated. The depth of those eyes was beyond reasoning. They held the wisdom of the ages. Any secrets a man thought he kept to himself were revealed by those pools of tranquility.

His eyes narrowed as a smile broke across his face. I melted at the comprehension of his acceptance. A lifetime waiting for this moment exuded itself in a rush of emotion as I exhaled a laugh and rushed to embrace him. I could’ve held on forever. 

“I said you had no reason to fear, did I not my brother? Come now, let us move on; there is much to see.”

Reality came rushing back to me as I loosened my hold on him and drew back. It was then that I felt calm. He took my hand and I could sense a feeling of weightlessness. We ascended a few yards and then we were off. I was terrified of heights when I lived on earth but now it seemed as natural as walking. We must’ve been going faster than it felt because everything seemed a blur except for the prisms of light that flanked us.

As if it were just within the turn of a page, we were at our next location. When my senses were gathered I looked at my surroundings. I was enveloped in what seemed to be a cloud mixed with white light. As it dissipated I noticed a pillar of fire. It was spinning like a vortex, making a whirring noise like a quiet motor. I couldn’t feel a force emitting from it, yet there was something holding me back from getting any closer to it.

Suddenly, the whirring sound changed into one of a great vacuum. The spinning pillar of orange and yellow grew thinner and narrower. As it did, the object that it was being absorbed into was becoming apparent. It was a giant throne, very stately and ornately carved with meticulous attention to detail. It was formed of pure gold with gleaming transparency. Seated upon this royal piece of furniture was a figure, which was God himself. His robe was white perfection, brilliant yet supple. A purple sash draped his shoulders. He held a scepter in one hand and purity in the other. His face was that of a man’s yes, but much more than that. Any further attempt at description would be useless.

In the background I could hear the call of many creatures. I heard a choir of the heavenly host singing praises to God, with the creatures providing harmony. In one voice they cried out in worship, “Glory to God in the highest.”

The next voice belonged to the El-Shaddai. It thundered across Heaven, and all beings, great and small, prostrated themselves. Then the Lamb of God lifted me to my feet. He walked me towards the throne. As compelling as it was, I couldn’t help turning my face away. 

Soon I felt a change in the atmosphere. I looked up and around. We were now about 20 yards past the throne. Even from the rear it was astounding. “If I may ask, what was it the Father said? I couldn’t understand.”

“It was a pronouncement of your arrival, my brother.”

Wow, that was for me? When I found myself back in the moment I asked, “Where are we going?”

“You will see.”

As he led me, I was encased in a fog. There were smells that of the freshness of springtime. Distinct were the aromas of grass, budding flowers, and honey. As if walking into another dimension, the haze vanished to reveal the warmth of sunshine on my face and the gentle brush of a breeze.

“What do you see?” Jesus asked me. 

“I see people, what look to be people anyway. They seem different. Not strange, just different. I’m confused.” 

Jesus chuckled, “As were those from previous times.”

“Where are we?”

“Remember the writings of the servant, ‘There will be a new Heaven and a new earth’.”

“I’m looking down at a new earth? Those people, who are they?”

“My explanation will be the clarification of things kept hidden.”

The anticipation swept over me like a fever. I was about to be exposed to the secret things of the Heavens.

“My former statement was recorded near the end of the scriptures. Now I will speak from the beginning, for it was then that God created the Heavens and the earth. Recall the next phrase, ‘Now the earth became formless…’ It was not revealed what that former state was. You recall what transpired in the tenth chapter of the revelation of John? The mighty angel planted his right foot on the sea and his left foot on the land. He gave a loud shout, like the roar of a lion. When he shouted, the voices of the seven thunders spoke. As John was about to write, a voice from heaven exclaimed, ‘Seal up what the seven thunders have said and do not write it down’. That which John heard but didn’t speak is in accordance with the Genesis account. Consider the mystery that has hid itself in the ages.”

Suddenly, I was no longer in the presence of grassy knolls and wildflowers. The sky was dark gray but I could see in the distance a rainbow. Then came the loud and ominous peals of thunder. I wondered if I was experiencing the voice of the seven thunders John wrote about. The wind picked up and I could see seven vortexes that had encircled an object ahead of me. The cyclones hid its identity. As they revolved around this spherical mass, they would change their speed and formation until a beacon of luminescence broke through the dark, whirling matter. The twisters became less prominent while the glowing ball gained introduction.

In the corner of my vision a black spot became apparent. I had to brace myself when it created a vacuum, drawing the seven cyclones and the surrounding gray substance into it. In an instant there was a sonic boom that shook space and propelled me into a momentary blackness. When my eyes opened and my focus cleared I was could see what was once a curiosity.

It was a planet, looking similar to earth, yet different. There was an equal amount of water and land. The landmasses weren’t shaped like our continents. The seas were green, like you’d find in a tropical setting. And the land was the color of Mars. 

I was taken to the center of the eastern land mass. I became reacquainted with the grassy knolls and wildflowers. The grass was an electric blue and the wildflowers were fluorescent. I felt like I was gazing at an artist’s rendition. A slight breeze blowing through had the scent of innocence attached. 

Abruptly, a voice broke through. “Its creation will be a likened image.” 

Then, in a blink of an eye, I saw at least a hundred creatures. I thought back to the beings I had witnessed earlier that looked almost human.

The masculine voice rang out again, “As it is, so shall it be.”

I was observing the creativity of a race. The “people” looked much healthier and stronger than those from the planet where I lived. Their faces had a radiance matched by no one other than Moses himself when he descended from mount Sinai. 

“The creation before you was a different one. The cycles then were not as you know them now.”

I tried to decipher all I had just taken in. I collected my thoughts and tried to sort them. Then it became clear. The look on my master’s face told me he knew I had come to an understanding. I uttered a statement in response. “So we weren’t the first.”

“Nor will you be the last. Remember the written accounts? Genesis stated the earth became formless. In the second letter written by Cephas, it speaks of the heavens disappearing with a roar and the elements being destroyed by fire. The earth and everything in it will be burned up.”

“So what I witnessed was before, not after. How many have there been?”

“As there were many before, there shall be many after. Recall my words, ‘I have other sheep that are not of this pen. I must bring them also. They too will listen to my voice, and there shall be one flock and one shepherd. Come, there is more you need to see.”

He took my hand and led me back to where the throne of God stood. He led me past a curtain that separated the common from the uncommon. Once I was past the heavy, violet drapery, I was inside what looked like a library. The decor was done in plum and there were amethysts everywhere. In the center of the room, there was a book upon a pedestal. Its cover was noble in form and elaborately constructed. 

My Savior motioned for me to go and view the book. I opened it and found myself awestruck over the pages. They had the texture of finely woven silk and the color of milk. As I gingerly turned the blank page I noticed the bold, crimson red letters that blared forth the majestic words,  “THE HOLY WORD OF adonai”. It occurred to me that the writing was English. I turned to question Jesus but he answered before I could ask.

“You see the text as your comprehension allows. You’ve learned of speaking in tongues, this is writing in tongues,” he said as he chuckled. 

I laughed in response as I turned back to the book and realized that it was a bible. I had a feeling that this wasn’t going to be the bible that I knew. The next page revealed the title of the opening section: “Origin”. As I read the account it was clear that I was reading what I had just witnessed. I needed no further explanation. 

My curiosity got the best of me when I went to turn to the end to see what the fate of this strange world was. That destiny was not for me to know as I was stopped by his loving hand. “You have seen enough. When the time is right, you will be given the knowledge of this account. The Day of Judgment has yet to be. You must have the patience of the saints that have already been.”

Then my focus turned to the other books in the library. “Are those the bibles for all the worlds before mine?”

“Bear in mind what the scriptures told you in the John’s Revelation, ‘And I saw the dead, great and small, standing before the throne, and books were opened. Another book was opened, which is the book of life’.”

“Yeah, I often wondered what those other books were.” A thought entered my mind. “Lord, the angels that are in my bible, were they the ones I saw in the other world?”

“It is as you say. Those inhabitants were of the former. Now they are the spirits sent to minister to those who are His.”

“So when the new Heaven and the new Earth are formed, then we will be the angels ministering to the new race.”

“Correct.”

I had many more questions but Jesus stopped me. “You have seen enough. The time has come for you to take your place in the garden of Paradise and wait for the day of longing to manifest itself.”

“You mean the Paradise in the bible?”

“The very one. Eden was given to perfect man as his dwelling. Imperfect man has been banished and the holy guards keep watch. Once death has befallen a saint, his residence of tranquility becomes that which was once taken from him.”

“Wow. I have one more question. Please grant me an answer.”

Jesus grinned. “Your question is, if all are destined to die once and then the judgment, then what of the two that were taken alive, Enoch and Elijah?”

“What of it, my Lord?”

“The answer is revealed in the account of the two witnesses described in Revelation. The two witnesses that appear are Enoch and Elijah. They are sent back to earth to proclaim the truth. At the appointed time, they experience the death that all humans taste. But, as an example to all who believe in their hearts, they are resurrected and drawn up to the heavens in victory.”

I felt an immense appreciation that the one who formed the universe had allowed me this privilege. I gave one last look to the Bright Morning Star and then, in the twinkling of an eye I was in my temporary resting place, the Garden of Eden. 

THE END
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