GLIMPSES of Heaven, II

A true account of spiritual journeys

[image: half mandala digitally designed by Ginger Marks of DocUmeantDesigns.com]

RICHARD S. SMITH

[image: DocUmeant Publishing imprint. 244 5th Ave Suite G-200, New York, New York 10001; (646) 233-4366; www.DocUmeantPublishing.com]


Table of Contents

Title Page

Glimpses of Heaven, II: A True Account of Spiritual Journeys

How It All Started

Day Dreaming

Go Fly a Kite

Walking In the Forest

Picnic

Opera House

My Bike

Forget About Earth

Walking Stick

Doing The Lord's Bidding

Waterfalls

The Second Time

Sixties & Seventies

Kitchen

Painting

Destiny

Seahorses

Fun at the Fountain

Visiting Holland

Jungle Forest

When Life Throws a Curve Ball

Balloon Ride

Angels

Train Ride

People

Flying Horses

Fields of Vegetables

Playing With Angels

Fields of Daffodils

Cinderella Again

On Tilt

A Touch of Fruit

Grandparents

Red Rose

Campfire

Full Blown Ice Hockey

Friends

Dessert

Mary

Christmas Poem

Christmas

Skiing

Downtime

Sled Ride

Heavenly Rabbit

Elijah and Elisha

Billy Graham

Book of the Dead

Understanding

Soccer

Furry Friends

Tree Climbing

Gobblers

Tear Room

Papers Please

Apostle Paul

Storehouse

Baseball Size Diamonds

Fine Dining

Just Want to Have Fun

Blacksmith Shop

I’ve Got You Covered

Waterslide

Joking Around

Pure Love

Bees

Life’s Breaths

Talking About Harvest

Boy’s Just Want to Have Fun

Lazy Days

Sea Life

Samuel

Night Life Again

Acknowledgments

About the Author

Sign up for Richard S. Smith's Mailing List

Also By Richard S. Smith

Published by

DocUmeant Publishing

244 5th Avenue, Suite G-200

NY, NY 10001

Phone: 646–233-4366

Glimpses of Heaven, II

Copyright © 2022 by Richard S. Smith All rights reserved.

The design, content, editorial accuracy, and views expressed or implied in this work are those of the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording or by any information storage or retrieval system, except as may be expressly permitted by law or in writing from the publisher, or except by a reviewer who may quote brief passages in review to be printed in a magazine, newspaper, or online website.

Permission should be addressed in writing to:

publisher@DocUmeantPublishing.com

All Scripture quotations, unless otherwise indicated, are taken from the Holy Bible, New International Version®, NIV®. Copyright ©1973, 1978, 1984, 2011 by Biblica, Inc.™ Used by permission of Zondervan. All rights reserved worldwide. www.zondervan.com The “NIV” and “New International Version” are trademarks registered in the United States Patent and Trademark Office by Biblica, Inc.™

Scripture quotations marked “NLT” are taken from the Holy Bible, New Living Translation, copyright 1996. Used by permission of Tyndale House Publishers, Inc., Wheaton, Illinois 60189. All rights reserved.

Cover art “Zoe Climbing to Heaven” by Jim Warren used with permission

Illustrations by Ginger Marks, DocUmeantDesigns.com

Library of Congress Control Number: 2021952748

ISBN: 978-1-950075-14-0 (pbk)

ISBN: 978-1-950075-78-2 (ePub)

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

How It All Started

[image: ]


We, as Christians, want to get closer to God. We see Him as an example of how a Christian should act and try to live accordingly. Jesus says in His Word that if we draw closer to Him, He will draw closer to us.

Years ago, while I was sitting alone at my desk at work, two massive angels suddenly appeared in front of me. For over a week, they just stood there saying nothing, standing at attention they were wearing warrior garb, meaning with swords and shields.

After one week of the angels standing there, Jesus appears. He says, “Do you want to come to Heaven with me?” Naturally, I replied, “Let’s go!” and I take hold of his hand. The second I take hold of Jesus’s hand I see stairs going from my workplace floor up through the roof. When Jesus first started coming to see me, He said, “I will keep coming to see you until I come again for My people.”
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Day Dreaming
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I’M HERE AT my desk, just daydreaming, letting my mind go—wondering about taking a little trip. Have you ever let your mind go for a moment like in school when you weren’t paying attention to what the teacher was teaching? For example, when the lesson is about Shakespeare. How can anyone talk like that? That in itself is mind-numbing. You have to daydream about getting through the class to get that credit. Sometimes the teacher would sneak up on you and smack the ruler on your desk, to get your attention.

I dream about going to Heaven a lot. It’s better than dreaming about some deserted island somewhere, like the Swiss Family Robinson fighting the natives to stay alive and pirates trying to kill them.

Now Jesus is calling me, and I am in that faraway place called Heaven. I am standing at the front gates watching all kinds of people come in and go out. No daydreaming here, that’s for sure!

He puts His arm around me, and we begin to walk outside of the Pearly Gates to where there are many fields. Jesus starts by saying, “I look and see the beauty of what I have created. I sometimes come here to take my mind off of the souls in that terrible place called Hell. To give you a better understanding, about people and the lives they want to live, My son let Me say this, it’s like when a man and woman get divorced. They live apart, perhaps not talking at all. They divide their assets; maybe one has a lot of worldly wealth, and the other does not.

The partner with a lot of wealth has no relationship with me, nor cares to have one but is content in their wealth. The partner that has very little has a good relationship with me. When their lives expire, who do you think will inherit eternal life?”

Jesus bends down, picking up a flower; smells it. “Come see how it smells.” He hands me the flower. I take a whiff. It envelops all my senses. It smells like all kinds of perfume rolled up into one—that is the best I can do to describe it. To lighten the atmosphere, so to speak, I call out to Jesus, “That calls for a celebration.” Instantly I have three scoops of ice cream in my hands, all three in chocolate, oh yes, smothered with chocolate syrup.

Jesus just stands there smiling. He has a gold spoon in His hand, saying, “Don’t mind if I do.”

Wow, He takes a real big scoop and I say, “You hardly left me anything from that scoop.” No sooner than the last word left my tongue, I looked at the ice cream, and it was as if Jesus had never taken the ice cream. It has been replaced. I have to remind myself these things are expected in Heaven.

Sometimes my brain is slow to switch gears from earthy thinking to Heavenly thinking.

As we sit down on the grass, He says, “My son, I take great pleasure spending time with all My redeemed, even you.” We both laugh. I get up, give Him a big hug, and start walking towards the main gates and now I’m home again.
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Go Fly a Kite
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TODAY IS A stormy day. I love to drink coffee outside on my porch, watching the rain. With a cup of Joe in my hand, the rain smells so lovely. The smell of rain is a different smell, like a musty odor but it still smells nice. Jesus waters His creation.

Jesus starts by saying, “Come on, I have plans for you.” No sooner do I hear this and I am in Heaven standing right beside Him on the main drag. You may ask, “What on earth is the main drag?” The street runs through the main gates everyone comes and goes through, like the new arrivals. But that’s another story.

Earlier in the day, I went to the chiropractor. He cracked my back where needed and my, muscles are still very sore. I have a perfect back now that I’m in glory, ha, ha.

I put my arm around Jesus’s shoulder, saying, “Come on over here a little while, shall we?”

Jesus smiles, “My pleasure, My son.” We walk off the main drag, onto some grass with trees—a quieter atmosphere.” But, Jesus, I would like a better relationship with you to appreciate what I just did, putting my arm around you, not the opposite way.”

We recline at a marble table, with two cups of Joe, steaming hot, waiting for us. Jesus says, “Look up at all the stars.” As I look up, Jesus continues, “Wishes do come true, My son; your request is unquestionably deserved.” Yes, King David had a special relationship with me, so do you, but a different one at that.”

I finish my cup of Joe. It just fills right up again; you will find out when you get here. Jesus says, “You know we haven’t been anywhere in a long time.” I answer, “I know I have been exhausted from work.”

He smiles, “Would you like to go somewhere? Well, perhaps next time you come here, we can visit one of those stars?” He points to a bright star in the Heavens.

“Yes, Jesus, that would be a lot of fun. Jesus, do you know what I feel like doing that I have not done in a very long time?”

He asks, “what might that be?”

“Flying a kite, but it has to be huge.”

He just laughs. “Well, well, I think we can accommodate you, My son. What kind of kite would you like to fly?”

“Oh, a box kite. I can feel butterflies beginning to tickle my stomach with excitement.

We walk further into the grassy area. Suddenly, I see a gigantic box kite sitting on the grass. I run up to it and it looks like it’s made out of fragile paper. The colors are red and yellow; yep, it is massive indeed. I call out to Jesus, “Okay, let us go fly it!”

Jesus holds the kite above His head and I run about 50 yards away till the line is tight. I call out, “Let it go!” He releases the kite and it goes straight up like a rocket. Now I don’t feel any wind at this point, so really, I can’t see why the kite is even in the air!

Like I have mentioned before, this is Heaven; earthy physics laws do not apply in Heaven. The kite starts to look smaller. I let out more string and see it has traces of gold line in it.; Wow! The kite is accelerating straight up. Thinking I might lose it, I call to Jesus in my excitement, “What do I do now?”

He says, “Want to let go of her?”

I think for a moment and call back, “Nah, Jesus. I’ll bring her in.”

Now that I have the kite on the ground, still jumping with excitement, I call to Jesus. “That was so much fun!”

Jesus says to me, “I’m glad you enjoyed your flight; now it is time for you to be going.”

“Nah,” is my response.

“Yes, you have to go now.”

We hug now I’m back.
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Walking In the Forest
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JESUS SHOWS UP wearing black pants, a shirt, a black tie, and some bling on His wrist smothered with diamonds. On His right hand is a gold ring with a dark ruby surrounded by small diamonds. He says, “I just wore these to show you that people in Heaven don’t always walk around in robes and sandals. Are you ready to go?”

“You mean the treehouse?”

He said, “Yes of course you will have the only one in Heaven because you are the only one that has asked Me for something different.”

Let me explain a bit about the treehouse. A long time ago, I asked Jesus if He would build me a treehouse because I couldn’t afford one here on earth. In case you don’t know about my treehouse, it sits outside the city gates in a forest away from the city and is about 50 feet above the ground. It has all the amenities that an earthy one does. It has a living room, bathroom, kitchen, many windows, and an incredible balcony that goes all around it. Oh, one more thing, it has an old-fashioned ladder made up of tree branches for the rungs tied together with rope.

You’re just going to have a look-see when you get here.

Now I’m in glory. It’s the same as before—birds singing, dragonflies flying all around, bees flying to and fro. We are standing at the edge of a forest, nothing like the Amazon. The Amazon is much denser and extensive. Jesus turns to me, “Are you ready?”

As we go in, we have to part many tree branches and huge giant fern leaves. I just had an epiphany, there are no mosquitoes to swat or any other biting bugs here. I remember as a young boy, my brother and I were at my grandfather’s cottage by the lake. We wanted to go to the store to buy some candy, so they gave us about 50¢ each. We set off to the store on a dusty gravel road. The mosquitoes were so fierce that our necks were covered in bites.

Jesus stops up ahead and says, “Do you see that?” He was pointing to two deer, just walking under to a tree partly hidden by the greenery. They look at us and just keep walking as if they never saw us. How awesome is that!

As we walk further into the forest, I notice a green snake on one of the tree branches. I think he must have been at least 12 feet long. I call to Jesus, and He walks back, takes a look, and says, “Remember My son, all animal life in Heaven is docile.”

I shrug my shoulders “Oh, I forgot, but it has pretty markings just the same.”

As we continue walking, I look down to see a giant turtle. Wow, it has to weigh at least 100-pounds! I think water has to be near—perhaps the lake I had been to before.

I pick it up to take it over to Jesus. He says, “If that had been on the earth, it would undoubtedly have tried to take your finger off!”

At that, I almost drop the turtle. We stop at a different lake than the one we had been to before. Still holding the turtle, I drop it in the lake.

Standing at the edge of the water, Jesus says, “Why don’t you go in for a quick swim?”

I look at him, “Really”?

“Sure, why not? I might go in with you.”

When that last word left His mouth, I find myself wearing bathing trunks, white with blue strips; Jesus has red trunks on.

We jump in at the same time, a running jump at that. The water is so clear and refreshing it almost feels like silk running through my fingers. I drink about five mouthfuls. Wow, it tastes so good. Then, Jesus says, “I’ll race you to the other side.”

I answer, “okay, you’re on, one, two, three, go!”

We are both doing the front stroke. About halfway He starts to pull away. He is way too fast; He is now about 30 strokes in front. At this point, I know I’m not going to beat him.

We get out of the water, and as usual, we are completely dry.

Jesus says, “Come on, let’s go to your place.”

I answer, “By all means.”

We both go up the ladder and through the opening in the floor.

Two cups of hot Joe wait for us. I say, “Thanks, Jesus.”

He replies, “My pleasure.”

“Jesus, I could sit here forever just looking out of my window.

He responds, “Yes, it is peaceful.”

As we both sip on our coffee together, I blurt out, “Jesus, I need some cake to eat with my coffee. He laughs, saying, “Yes, of course My son! What kind would you like?”

“Chocolate with tons of icing.”

No sooner do I say that, than it is on the table with a gold fork with four small diamonds in the handle. I can’t believe my eyes. Wow! I savored each bite. “Jesus, I don’t know when I have had a better cake than this!” He just looked at me with a twinkle

in His eyes. Sometimes I start to well up because of all the love He has for me.

“I have to have another piece of this cake, Jesus. It’s so good!”

“Sure, My son, My pleasure.” The cake just appears, it tastes as good as the first one.

After I finish, I say, “Jesus, I don’t even feel full!”

He laughs, “The word ‘full’ is non-existent. Remember, when you’re in your new body, you only eat for the pleasure of it. That goes for all the animals here too.”

As He says this, He can hardly contain himself with laughter. He is trying to compose himself and when He does somewhat, He says, “My son, it is time for you to go. I know you do not like hearing these words, but someday, you will not have to listen to them.”

We hug and now I am back home.
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Picnic
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I JUST WOKE up from a deep sleep on my favorite couch. Earlier, I had said to Jesus, “I’m just going to close my eyes for a couple of minutes, then I will visit you.”

Well, this didn’t work very well. I woke up at 1:30 am. I am glad Jesus does not hold grudges. I ask Jesus, “Could I come now?”

He responds, “I have been waiting for you, My son.”

We are near the front gates but instead of walking towards them, we are going the opposite way!

“Where are we going, Jesus?”

“Oh, you will see My son,” was His reply. I took His hand, squeezing tightly.

“Jesus, I can see how You missed Heaven when you came to Earth.”

“Yes, My son, I missed it very much, but I knew it was for a good reason. I had to take back your Heavenly citizenship for man from an unworthy father, the Devil. He had acquired the rights to ownership through deception. I received the rights through love. He is still deceiving today. Why change

your strategy if it is working? That’s what the Devil is doing.” (John 8:44)

As we keep walking, I ask Jesus, “Do you still love the devil?”

He looks at me and takes a deep sigh saying, “My son, I love all the Father created and is still creating. I love the people in Hell, even though they have made wrong decisions.

I look at Him and see tears well up in His eyes. I try to change the subject. “Are we there, yeeettt?” Does that sound familiar?

“Yes, My son.”

We begin to walk off to the side, where we walk on grass that feels like plush carpet.

As we move further into the park, I see it’s filled with all kinds of trees, some small, others huge. It’s beautiful and reminds me of Alice in Wonderland. The park has all sorts of birds, flowers, and colors that I can’t even describe. My favorite are the butterflies. They are massive, so friendly that they like to rest on my shoulder; I can feel their weight when they land on me.

In the distance, I see a giant oak tree standing off to one side. I make a beeline for the tree and, as I get closer, I notice an angel standing beside it. It gets me thinking out loud, “What is Jesus up to?” I get to the tree and I see a picnic basket, a red blanket on the grass under one of the trees, and a sprawling canopy.

As Jesus arrives, He sits down, saying, “Let’s eat I’m starving.” I Immediately jump up about to say something to Jesus when I see the twinkle in His eyes, paired with a smile, “I got you, My son!” I begin to laugh, “Yeah, you got me, Jesus.”

Jesus is pulling the chicken out of the basket. The angel helps by pulling out dishes, knives, and forks, not that we need

them. On one of the forks, I notice on the handle it says in fancy letters R.S. Then the angel just flies away.

Jesus says, “It’s not the food, My son. It is the closeness we have in our relationship.” I nod my head in agreement. I take another chicken breast—Ooh-Wee, it’s piping hot! But the breast does not burn my lips or hands; it’s so tender and juicy the juice is running down my chin. Come to think of it, Jesus and I haven’t had a meal together in a long time. Jesus and I dig into the drumsticks; with that, I take a heap of spuds, oh so creamy smack it down on the plate. I take one of the crystal glasses; it’s filled with ice-cold chocolate moo juice.

“How do you like it so far, My son?”

“Jesus, I’m speechless.”

He laughs. In all, I end up having three breasts, one leg; if I had any more, I would get tired of the taste.

“I hate to eat and run, but I have some pressing business to take care of My son, now you have to leave.” With that says, I finish my last gulp of moo juice.

“Can’t I stay for a little while longer, Jesus?”

As I put my arm around His shoulder, He looks at me square in the eyes, “Okay.”

With that, I give Him a reassuring little extra hug with my arm. “Have some more chicken, Jesus.”

“Don’t mind if I do; thank you.” He takes another drumstick.

As Jesus takes His last bite, He says, “My son, you have to be going now.”

“Thank you for the splendid lunch.”

“My pleasure, My son.”

We hug and I start to walk away. Now, I am home again.
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Opera House
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AS I HEAD to my bedroom to spend some quality time with Jesus, I hear Him say, “Thank you for spending your time with me, My son.” Jesus continues, “My people, as a whole, are not spending a lot of time with Me. Nor do they know Me or My Spirit, which is a giver of life.”

I respond, “Yes, what a real shame; they are only hurting themselves. Instead, people would rather watch TV, talk to friends, play on their computers, and run here and there. It’s like the vision I had once, and I saw the people’s hearts. They had old fashion keys in them, the more they started worshiping, the more they were getting out of themselves. Then, finally, the keys that were in their hearts began to turn to open their hearts’ doors once again.”

Jesus asks, “How are you doing?”

“I’m fine, I’m so glad you’re here with me. But, Jesus, can I go on the Merry-go-round? I haven’t been for a while.”

“Sure you can, My son. Heaven is your inheritance. I died so you could enjoy My rest.”

“Come on, let’s go.”

I find myself in between Heaven and Earth. I can never get over how blue the atmosphere looks in the vast expanse of it all as we head towards Heaven. We arrive just outside the city wall. I hear music. It sounds like an orchestra playing. I can make out different instruments playing like violins, trombones, and flutes.

I turn to Jesus. “It sounds terrific.”

“Yes, they are playing at the Opera House.”

“I’ve never been.”

He replies, “Well, it is about time you went. Now is as good a time as any.”

We are standing outside a gigantic glass-sided building. It has a dome shape, no ordinary glass in Heaven, just crystal.

We walk through the double doors made of oak with solid gold handles. Two balconies appear as my eyes get used to the dim lighting inside. All seats are red, having cup holders in the back. These seats hug one’s form and there is a red carpet to match.

The walls are gold near the stage. It has balconies on each side, with ornate gold scroll designs at the bottom of each terrace. The stage flooring is made of dark oak and the stage seating is crystal glass. A Grand piano sits slightly elevated; the flooring is somewhat higher where the drums are. The guitars sit off to one side and the string section is off to the far left.

As I look at all the stringed instruments, I notice that they all have gold strings! Not stainless-steel like on Earth. I walk over to the piano. I look inside the top; it also has gold strings, golden felt, heads for the moving parts, not to make any scraping noises. On Earth, the piano’s felt heads are made from wool fibers. The ceiling has a painted blue look to it, with gold inscriptions around the edges. I happen to glance at myself, in the reflection of the piano. I’m wearing a black tux with a bow tie!

Now I know something is up. I calmly walk over to Jesus, who is standing between the drums and the piano. I whisper to him, “I’m going to play the piano, aren’t I?”

Jesus whispers back, “Yes, My son, if you would like to play some Handel, it would be okay.”

“Why didn’t you give me a hint that I would be playing in the Orchestra?”

“I knew you wouldn’t mind.”

“Hmm, you are right, Jesus.” I hate it that He is always right!

The conductor comes out saying, “I want to thank all of you for coming out to be part of this gathering, to enjoy this music we have put together; thank you for being so patent. Richard is getting familiar with everything. We will start momentarily. All the crowd claps when they hear this. I mean, this place is packed. Standing room only.

When I finish the piece, they all stand up and give me a rousing round of applause—Jesus included. I bow a couple of times and walk off the stage with him. As we walk out, Jesus puts His hand around me, saying, “My son, you were marvelous.”

Wow, I feel really good inside about playing for so many people.

“I knew you could do it!” He whispers in my ear. I’ll see you soon, My son, don’t worry, be strong; I will see you soon.”

We hug. Now I’m back.
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My Bike
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I ASK JESUS when I could visit Him next. He told me soon. I see Him sitting in my wife’s chair. She is working overtime today, so the house is mine.

Jesus starts the conversation by saying, “This world has rejected the excellent doctor who is me with the medicine.” Then He looks at me smiling again, “Let’s go where there are no problems, just solutions, shall we?” We both stand up. Now, we are just inside Heaven’s gates.

There is always something going on in Heaven, never a dull moment. Next to Jesus, I see a shiny bright red bike; you know, the ones with the long handlebars and fat tires—that’s the one.” Is this for me, Jesus?” Yes, My son, it is your very own bike.” Wow, I give Him a big bear hug.

Upon closer inspection of my new bike, I see that the spokes a are real gold, with genuine gold rims to match. Not a speck of stainless on this baby. Jesus suggests, “Why don’t you take it for a spin to break it in?” I start by going inside the gates of Heaven real fast, then coming back slowly.

I have not had this much fun since I went on the roller coaster. Speaking of roller coasters, yes, there is one in Heaven. It has different colored cars, and you can go very fast. But to be able to go for a ride you need your ticket punched for eternity.

I circle Jesus a couple of times. He is still at the gates. Finally, I say, “Why don’t you get your bike and come riding with me?”

He laughs, saying, “Well, I could go for a little spin.” With that, He is holding a white racer with red pin striping just like mine with fat tires. His attire is baggy pants, a cream shirt to top it off, and running shoes. Can you picture in your mind Jesus, Lord of the Universe, with baggy pants and running shoes?

You have to forget about the images they have been feeding you in church all these years of how Jesus looked 2,000 years ago. Yes, He had to dress a certain way, considering where He was and the time period.

“You’re so ready,” I say.

He laughs, saying, “Let’s go.”

We’re outside of the gates, going down one of the many familiar paths. We stop by a wooded area. I take note of other kids going by on bikes. Glancing at Jesus, I exclaim. “I see kids going well beyond the city gates on their bikes; what’s up with that? Can I go anywhere like them?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“People that are here full-time get to see things you would not have the understanding for, so you will have to wait.”

I notice these bikes are just single speed, no gears. They go oh so fast! The earthly way, you would need low gears when going up a hill so you could make it, but in your new body, they don’t work like that.

Now, I have a toasted bagel with tons of butter, umm so good. I have never been on a one-wheeler bike before, with a single seat at the top of a tube.

“You want to ride a one-wheeler?” Jesus asks reading my mind.

“Yes, what is the learning curve?”

“None.”

“What do you mean none?”

Jesus replies, “We are in Heaven, remember?” Now, Jesus has one beside Him saying, “Here is your one-wheeler bike. Go ahead; give it a whirl.”

I put the seat between my legs, one foot on a peddle, up I go. Now I am riding—wow! Fantastic, now Jesus is clapping. When I’m not moving. I still keep my balance. I am now keeping up with two-wheelers! After a short while I’m back in front of Jesus.
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The second time I meet Jesus near the front gates. He says, “I have a surprise for you.” Suddenly, He is holding a bicycle built for two. That’s why He says, “Follow me.” Get the double meaning? A little humor never hurts. This bike is white in the front and Red on the back part, with all gold spokes ... of course.

He hops on the front seat, leaning it over so I can get on the back seat. When I’m settled, He asks, “Are you ready?”

I reply, “Ready.”

Off we go then. First, we start
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