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​Preface

This isn’t intended to be a theological treatise on the book of Revelation.  I am neither an academic or a theologian.  I have been to a Bible College - but not for Bible studies.  I went there to study Business.  

I have a background in Information Technology.  As a software Engineer, when troubleshooting, I was trained to “become the variable” so I could plunge into the code and follow the logic.

I have employed this technique with the book.  Instead of a Bible Study, I made it a questioning journey through the Bible in a study, where I became a character called “Wayfarer” on a journey through the Apocalypse.  

It’s been a strange journey, one that has taken me more than a year to complete.  I’ve been at times amazed, puzzled, baffled, frustrated, astonished and rewarded – and I’ve come out with a deeper appreciation of the enigmatic mind behind the last book of the Bible.  

There is logic to the structure of the Book of Revelation - but Jesus has had it written in such a way that you have to be led through with His assistance.  He expects the reader to seek Wisdom in order to follow the sequence of events.  Those who don’t will end up in “the maze.”  

This book won’t appeal to everyone; I have written it for a reader who is familiar with the Bible.  If you are not, you may find all the scripture too much to digest.  

All Bible quotes are from the New King James Version unless otherwise specified.  ​
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The Awakening
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I had been dreaming lately, dreaming strange dreams for strange days.  

In my dream, I was trying to open a book that was locked but I didn’t have a key.

“Seek Wisdom,” the voice kept telling me; “and those who are in her house.”

Even though I prayed and read my Bible, I was not that aware of the spiritual realm.  I was like one who was asleep. 

Now the voice in my dream was rousing me; “Wake up, sleeper!” 

Waking, I remembered a verse;

It is high time to awake out of sleep; for now our salvation is nearer than when we first believed. The night is far spent, the day is at hand. Therefore let us cast off the works of darkness, and let us put on the armour of light.  Romans 13:11-12

Rubbing my eyes, I listened to the news broadcast on my clock radio.  The digital display read 4 AM.  I sighed as my feet hit the floor.  The news always seemed bad these days and the world oppressive.  I dressed while the radio played a song called ‘The Eve of Destruction.’

Desiring to understand the events swirling around me in this rapidly changing world, I made a decision to go on a journey to find Wisdom.  

Today was the day, hence the early start.  I didn’t know how many days the journey would take.  

Grabbing my small backpack, which I’d packed with the essentials; food, clothes, and my trustworthy Bible.  It was well-thumbed except for the last book, the book of Revelation.  I didn’t like that book much – I had trouble understanding it, and what I understood terrified me.

Locking the door of my house, I shouldered into my pack, picked up my staff and ventured into the sleeping world.  The only sounds were my footsteps and the crowing of a faraway rooster. 

Walking along the narrow path in the early morning darkness, I remembered the first time I’d read Revelation, the book at the end of the Bible.  It was 1973 and I was thirteen years old.

Even though our family didn't read the Bible, we had a healthy respect for the tenets of ‘the Book.’  

Someone had given us a book called ‘The Good News.’  It stayed on the shelf.  I had no idea the book was a modern version of the Bible.

One day out of boredom and curiosity, I pulled the book off the shelf and thumbed through its pages.  I had the odd habit of starting books at the end chapter.  I didn’t like unhappy endings and it was my way of avoiding them. 

Unaware of the experience I was about to undergo, I started with Revelation instead of Genesis. 

The book gripped me and took me as an unwilling passenger on a fearful trip through the Apocalypse.  I read it through in one sitting.  It has remained the most unforgettable literary ride of my life.  It scared the hell out of me. 

Trembling, I shoved the book back on the living room bookshelf.  

“How can that book be called ‘The Good News?’” I groaned.  

“Have you seen a ghost?” my mother asked as I reeled into the kitchen, ashen-faced and trembling.

“No” I mumbled.  

I wanted to tell her I’d just read a really scary book, but I knew she’d say “Well why didn’t you put it down then?”

In truth I’d been pulled into the story and couldn’t put it down.  
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​Wisdom’s Call
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Shaking myself back into the present, I walked along soaking in the beauty of the new day.  The dawn sky hung like an indigo curtain with a hem of apricot and cyan, and a glittering morning star perfected the picture, gracing the sky like a newly cut one-carat diamond. 

Stopping to lean against an elm tree, I ate a simple breakfast and drank a cup of coffee from my thermos. 

Rejoining the narrow path, I headed for a hill on the horizon.  

The sun was well up when I reached the summit.  Below I saw a river and a large market town.  Descending from the hill, I crossed a bridge and followed the main road into a busy market square.

It was a traditional market town but it had an unhappy, repressed air about it.

Watched by the police, aggressive men blocked a thoroughfare to pray to their god, and no-one challenged them.

Further down the square, I heard a voice begging people to listen:

“To you, O men, I call, And my voice is to the sons of men.
O you simple ones, understand prudence,
And you fools, be of an understanding heart.
Listen, for I will speak of excellent things,
And from the opening of my lips will come right things;
For my mouth will speak truth;
Wickedness is an abomination to my lips.
All the words of my mouth are with righteousness;
Nothing crooked or perverse is in them.
They are all plain to him who understands
And right to those who find knowledge...”

It was the voice of Wisdom, making her call from Proverbs chapter 8.  

Wisdom was a woman who was tall and graceful, articulate and well-spoken.  Appealing to the people with her serious grey eyes, she exhorted the motley crowd while her assistants Faith, Hope, and Love handed out Bible tracts. “Fear God, not man.  Don’t fall for political agendas wrapped up as apocalyptic scaremongering!” she warned. 

Some of the townspeople didn’t care for the words of Wisdom.

“Go away, this is not the place for you!” a deranged looking man howled. 

“Stop preaching!” another yelled.

“Fear God and keep His commandments,” Wisdom urged, ignoring the hecklers.

Shoppers hurried by as the crowd hissed.  After their prayers, some of the men who’d blocked the thoroughfare walked over to Wisdom.  Arms folded, they glared at her and her friends belligerently, their eyes narrowed on the gold cross she wore.  It looked like they wanted to tear it from her neck. 

A few brave souls edged closer to listen to Wisdom and take what Faith, Hope, and Love had to offer them. 

Wisdom continued her appeal until she was abruptly moved on by the police.  Pamphlets fluttered in the breeze as the crowd dispersed, and I lost sight of her.  

I felt strongly drawn to the words of Wisdom, but she seemed to have disappeared.  How was I ever going to find her again? Tired and dispirited, I entered a cafe by the fountain to buy coffee and a sandwich.“Do you know where the woman Wisdom went?” I asked the waitress who brought me my drink.  

“What do you want with her?  She’s nothing but a troublemaker,” the waitress snarled.  

“I know she wasn’t being politically correct, but doesn’t everyone have the right to free speech?” I asked.

“Not if she offends people,” said the waitress.  “In this town, we prize tolerance and diversity. Those preaching racism, hate speech, homophobia and bigotry will not be tolerated!”

“If you can’t hear Wisdom then you don’t have free speech,” I observed.

Looking at me coldly, the waitress walked off.

I grimaced.  What sort of town was this?

“Do you mind if I join you?” a stranger asked me.

Glancing up, I saw a pleasant looking middle-aged man smiling at me.

“Not at all,” I replied, motioning to a seat.

“I’m Luke,” said the man.  “Are you a local?”

“No, I’m just passing through,” I replied.

“I overheard that exchange between you and the waitress,” he ventured.  “Don’t take too much notice of her, she likes to shoot her mouth off.”

“I found it off-putting.  Did you hear what she said about tolerance?”

The man laughed.  Sipping his coffee, he said, “I was in the crowd who gathered to hear Wisdom speak.  I like to think for myself and I hate this liberal PC nonsense.  Stifling the truth has made this town sour,” he added as we watched subdued people walk by.

“Yes, I am afraid things will get worse when there is no free exchange of ideas,” I said.  “I have read in my Bible that many will be offended, and will betray and hate one another.”

“I can see it going that way,” said Luke.  “I don’t know how much longer Wisdom can come here. A law is being mooted to ban preaching in the town square without a permit.”

“I want to find her,” I said.  “Do you know where she’s gone?”

“Yes, I know the road Wisdom takes.  Go past the clock tower and when you come to the court building, follow the road Justice points to.” 

“Thank you,” I said with a grateful smile.

“If that law is passed, I will be leaving town by that road myself,” said my new friend.

Going the way Luke pointed, I walked to the War Memorial Clock Tower and read, “One God, One Flag, One Empire, Pro-Liberty.”  It seemed those valiant words had fallen with the soldiers.  I sighed.  Where had the old values gone?  The antique clock kept the time for an era it no longer belonged in.  

Finding the courthouse, I saw a statue of Justice who was blindfolded and holding a set of scales in her hand.  Her other hand pointed to an arch leading to the road on the opposite side of the town. 

Quickening my pace, I hurried down the road.  I couldn’t wait to get away from this benighted place. 
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​The House of Wisdom
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For the rest of the day, I travelled through farms and vineyards.  Late in the afternoon, I stopped for a rest.  Sitting on a wooden bench by the road, I contemplated where to stay for the night.

Fortunately, a monk came by.

“Welcome Wayfarer,” he said.  “You look weary.  Where are you headed?” 

“I am trying to find Wisdom” I answered.

“You’re on the right track.  We’re Wisdom’s servants.  Our men accompany her when she speaks in the town square.  You’ll find the House of Wisdom tomorrow.  The house is another day’s journey from here so you are welcome to stay for the night,” he said, leading me through the vineyard to a picturesque monastery that made church wine.  

After a simple meal of bread, salami, olives, and cheese washed down with a glass of their renowned wine, I went to the guest quarters and fell into a dreamless sleep.

After breakfast the next morning, I farewelled the hospitable monks and headed west.  After walking through a gorge, the alluvial plains, orchards, and vineyards gave way to sheep and cattle farms.  Green, flat-topped hills faded into the blue distance and doffed their caps to a majestic white mountain.

I followed a rough map and some brief instructions the monks had given me: “Cross the river by the village and turn down ‘Long Valley Road’ by the hall.  The road is narrow and there’s not much traffic.  

You’ll find Mount Zion Station at the end of the road.  You’ll see a tree-lined drive and a stone manor.  

Enter through the narrow gate next to the main entrance and follow the path.”

After walking for several hours, I came to the place late in the day.  Stopping, I saw the manor house and various outbuildings.  

Bathed in late afternoon sunshine, the stones had a blue-grey hue with sparkling leadlight panes.  Seven ornate columns graced the front of a wide wrap-around veranda.  No expense had been spared in the house’s construction, yet it was not pretentious.

From the path, I climbed the steps and walked up to the front door.  The ornate door knocker was fashioned as a bull’s face.  Raising the ring, I knocked.

A beautiful olive-skinned woman with the same ageless look as Wisdom greeted me.  “Whom seekest thou?” she asked, her brown eyes twinkling.

“I’m seeking Wisdom,” I said after introducing myself.

“I am Prudence, Wisdom’s sister.  Come in,” she invited, abandoning her old-fashioned dialect when she heard me speak.

“Please, wait here while I fetch my sister,” she said before disappearing down a passage.  

Standing in the spacious wood panelled hallway, I looked around.  

While I waited, I read a framed verse from Proverbs chapter 8 which hung on the wall;

I, Wisdom, dwell with Prudence 

and find out knowledge and discretion.

Counsel is mine, and sound wisdom; 

I am understanding, I have strength.

I love those who love me, 

And those who seek me diligently will find me.

“Welcome,” said Wisdom as she entered the hallway.  She seemed pleased to see me, almost as if she’d been expecting me.  

“Come, rest from your journey.  Prudence will take you to your room upstairs.  When you are ready, come down and join us in the living room.”

Following Prudence up an ornate staircase to a guest bedroom, my eyes lit up in appreciation as I gazed around.  My room was light and airy with a fireplace on the far wall and a double bed on the other.  Sitting in the window seat, I removed my shoes, rubbed my ankles and sighed as my tired feet sank into the thick carpet.  

“I hope you like your room,” Prudence said, smiling.

“Very much,” I replied, smiling back.

Full-length windows lined with opulent drapes looked out on an immaculate lawn that sloped down to a river and forest.  The drapes and cushions matched a royal blue bed cover with scarlet and purple thread.   

Light from the trees played on the wall, and a painting of a high-country shepherd holding a lamb hung above the fireplace.

A claw-footed bath with an overhead shower waited in the ensuite.  

My eyes going back to Prudence, I said, “I like your name, it seems to belong to a different age.”

Prudence replied, “We’ve lived here for ages.  My name means ‘good judgement.’  I encourage those who seek my sister Wisdom to walk through the world carefully.  

I live by the word in Ephesians 5:15 that says, ‘See then that you walk circumspectly, not as fools, but as wise, redeeming the time, because the days are evil.’”

After a shower and a change of clothes, I joined Wisdom and Prudence downstairs in the lounge room between the kitchen and formal dining room.

In my absence, a man had joined them.  He had a commanding presence tempered with a kind and gentle manner.  

“Welcome.  I am the Father of Wisdom and Prudence.  Blessed are those we find waiting at Wisdom’s door,” he said, shaking my hand and introducing himself.  “I live here with my daughters and I am a father to all who seek us.”

“How should I address you, sir?” I asked, feeling I was in the presence of royalty.  Bowing my head in respect, I wondered if I should kneel or curtsy.

Sensing my uncertainty, he took my hand as I knelt. “You may call me Abba,” he said.  “I provide counsel for those who come.  

My words are in Proverbs chapter 4:1: “Hear, my children, the instruction of a father, and give attention to know understanding; For I give you good doctrine, do not forsake my word.”

Wisdom said, “Abba is the head of this house.  He will take you through the Bible and we have Miles, a professor who’ll teach you history.  There’ll be some crossover between us.  

Miles is in charge of the library.  He’s there right now, but you’ll meet him at dinner.”

We ate dinner in the formal dining room.  I was glad I’d bought a pair of good sandals and my best dress that didn’t need ironing.

A candlestick with seven branches holding lighted candles was the table’s centrepiece.

At dinner, I was seated next to the professor.  He was a bookish looking man in his forties, with brown eyes, greying hair, spectacles, and a neatly trimmed beard. 

“You may call me Miles,” he said, shaking my hand.

“My role is to assist in your learning.”

“Great, I never want to stop learning,” I replied.

Wisdom nodded in agreement.  “Hear the words from Proverbs chapter 1:5-6,” she said: “A wise man will hear and increase learning, and a man of understanding will attain wise counsel, to understand a proverb and an enigma, the words of the wise and their riddles.” 

Prudence said, “As you can see, it’s not just about men in this house.  This applies to women too, as Wisdom is the author of Proverbs.  That’s why we often quote Wisdom’s sayings.” 

“I hear you’ve been looking for Wisdom,” Miles said.

“Yes, all we hear on the news these days is doom and gloom, and many world leaders, including the Pope, have declared a climate emergency.  I want to hear what you think about that, and learn what Jesus wrote about it in His final book, the Book of Revelation.”

Wisdom fixed me with her grey eyes.

“The wisdom of this world is foolishness in God’s sight.  Are you prepared to become a fool, so that you may become wise?”  she asked. 

I nodded.  “Yes, I am.”
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​Bible History
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I woke the next morning with the sun streaming through the window.  After a hearty breakfast, I met Miles in the library.  

Work began. 

“Good, you have your Bible,” he observed.  “I’ll use the New King James version too, but if I quote from a different translation, I’ll note it.  

Abba will expect you to have it when you go into his study. 

For whom will he teach knowledge? And whom will he make to understand the message? Those just weaned from milk? For precept must be upon precept, precept upon precept, line upon line, line upon line, here a little, there a little.”  Isaiah 28:9-10

The Bible is a compilation of 66 books by 40 authors, written over a period of 1500 years, before and after Christ,” he told me.  

“Despite the difference in time periods and authors, you’ll find that the passages are designed to fit together.  

But before you begin, we want you to know why you can trust this book, and so today our lesson will be on Bible history.”  

I nodded.

“Firstly, what questions or objections do you hear people raise about the Bible?”  he asked.

“I’ve heard people say it contradicts itself, but I have found the opposite - it fulfils itself,” I replied, “They say it’s not relevant, that it’s the stuff of myths and legends.  And people think it must have changed over the centuries.  

I once invited a Muslim friend to our Bible study, and he was surprised to see our differing versions all saying the same thing.  

He later told me that Muslims believe our book has been changed.”

“When did you realise the Bible hadn’t been changed?” he asked.  

“In 1990, after I read a book called the ‘Secrets of Mount Sinai,’ a true account of finding the world’s oldest Bible, the Codex Sinaiticus.  It was kept in Saint Catherine’s Monastery, located on the Sinai Peninsula in Egypt, and because of the dry desert air the Bible was preserved very well.  

The ancient codex has been dated to the second half of the fourth century and it agrees with our modern translations.”

Miles nodded, “The Codex Sinaiticus is also known as ‘Aleph.’  

The book about finding it is here in the library.  What do you know about the Dead Sea Scrolls?”

“I know that they were eventually published in the early 1990s due to public pressure and after that conjecture that the scrolls would ‘disprove’ the Bible stopped.”

“Would you like to hear about the discovery of the Dead Sea Scrolls?” he asked.

“Yes, I’d like to know more,” I said.

“The scrolls were found in 1947, at a time when major prophetic events were beginning to unfold.  

As prophesied, Jews were streaming back to the land of Israel after World War Two and fighting the Arabs for their right of return. 

Israel became a nation-state in November 1947 when the UN recommended the creation of independent Arab and Jewish States and a special international regime for the city of Jerusalem.  

That year, the Judean desert gave up its secrets when a young Bedouin shepherd, searching for a stray sheep on the crumbling limestone cliffs of the Dead Sea cast a stone into a cave.  He was startled by the sound of breaking pots.  Climbing into the cave, he found intact clay jars with lids still in place, containing old scrolls, some wrapped in linen and blackened with age. 

The world held its breath at the discovery but had to wait forty years while experts studied the scrolls.  

One of the seven scrolls recovered was the ‘Isaiah scroll.’  

Besides its great antiquity, it is notable for being the only scroll from the Qumran Caves to be preserved almost in its entirety.  

Written in Hebrew, the Isaiah scroll contains the entire Book of Isaiah from beginning to end, apart from a few minor damaged portions.  The scroll is written on 17 sheets of parchment and is the oldest complete copy of the book of Isaiah, being approximately 1000 years older than the oldest known Hebrew manuscripts.  

The Jewish scribes were fanatics about accuracy.  If they found even one letter wrong, the whole parchment would be destroyed. 

That’s why Jesus said in Matthew 5:18, ‘not one jot or tittle will pass from the word till all is fulfilled.’  

When you are in Jerusalem you can go to the ‘Shrine of the Book’ at the Israel Museum and see the scroll for yourself.”

Impressed, I said, “I want to go there.  I’m reading the Book of Isaiah at the moment.” 

“Are you up to Isaiah chapter 53 yet?” Miles asked.  “It’s a description of Jesus Christ, 700 years before he was born.  

The verses describe him growing up as a tender plant - like a root out of dry ground, to be despised and rejected by men; A man of sorrows, who was acquainted with grief, pierced for our sins, crushed for our wickedness, led as a lamb to the slaughter, cut off, stricken, assigned a grave with the wicked, and with the rich in His death.

That’s why Jesus said, ‘Here I am—it is written about me in the scroll—I have come to do your will, my God.’”

Miles added, “That’s like getting a detailed description of a person alive now, written way back in the 1300s.  Christopher Columbus hadn’t even been born!  What are the chances?” 

“It’s mind-boggling,” I agreed.

“Our friend Wisdom loves maths,” Miles said.  “We could get her to work out the probability of Jesus fulfilling all of the prophecies.  I hope I’ve shown the Bible can be trusted and what has been written will surely be fulfilled.  Jesus said this about His word, and I’m quoting from the Message Bible as I like their version:

Don’t suppose for a minute that I have come to demolish the Scriptures—either God’s law or the prophets. I’m not here to demolish but to complete. I am going to put it all together, pull it all together in a vast panorama. God’s law is more real and lasting than the stars in the sky and the ground at your feet. Long after stars burn out and earth wears out, God’s law will be alive and working.” Matthew 5:18 
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Next, I met Wisdom in a smaller room off the library.  This room had a whiteboard along one wall devoted to maths and its related disciplines.  I hoped I wasn’t going to get a maths lesson.

“Now you’ve heard about the reliability of the Bible, we’re going to talk about its authenticity,” Wisdom said, asking “How do you prove that something written on paper is genuine and not counterfeit?” 

“By the watermark?” I suggested.

Nodding, she said, “The Bible has two types of authentication.  One is equidistant letter sequences, which are strings of text hidden inside the surface text.  The codes have been locked away for the generation that would have the technology to discover them.  They were found after the Hebrew Bible was run through a computer to search for strings of words.  The Jewish sages knew they were there, but their existence couldn’t be proven until computers were invented.”

“That’s interesting.  Can you give me an example?” I asked.

“Yes.  Five generations of the family tree of the Messiah are hidden within the text of Genesis 38.  The names Boaz, Ruth, Obed, Jesse, and David are placed in chronological order at 49-letter intervals.  There are many equidistant letter sequences in the Bible.  We won’t focus on this but I’m telling you so you’re aware of this mark of authenticity.”

I was fascinated but also perturbed.  “If people can run the Hebrew text through a computer program, won’t they use it to tell the future?”

“No, they can’t predict events, although they’ve tried.  

Unfortunately, this has led to sensationalism and caused many conservative scholars and unbelieving sceptics to turn away from this study. Many authentic treasures hidden beneath the Biblical text have been discounted because of this.”

“What a lost opportunity,” I commented sadly.

“Yes,” Wisdom agreed.  “If you want to read more about the Bible codes, I recommend a book in our library called ‘The Truth Behind the Bible Code’ by Jeffrey Satinover.  

Wisdom moved on to the study of numbers: “The Bible was written in Hebrew and Greek, languages where letters also represent numbers.  Did you know that Jesus is also associated with the number eight?  

In Greek, the name of Jesus is spelled I H S O U S.

Each Greek letter has a numerical value and so if we then take each letter in Jesus’ name and add them up, the total comes to 888.”

	
	
	Value


	I 

	iota

	10


	H

	eta

	8


	S

	sigma

	200


	O

	omicron

	70


	U

	upsilon

	400


	S

	sigma

	200


	
	TOTAL

	888



“Eight is the number of resurrection,” Wisdom explained.  “The resurrection is the eighth ‘great sign’ recorded in John’s Gospel. 

Jesus is referred to as the ‘Son of Man’ 88 times in the New Testament. 8 is the same, up or down.  Sideways it’s the symbol of infinity, represented by an 8 laid down.”

“Finally,” she concluded, “the book of Revelation is the revelation of Jesus Christ.  There are 22 chapters of 404 verses, and 22 multiplied by 404 equals 8888.”

“Wow, Jesus really has stamped the number eight all over His Testimony!” I remarked, awestruck.  

“Yes,” Wisdom agreed.  “That’s enough revelation for one morning.  Let’s take a break and go and have lunch.” 
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​Abba
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After lunch, Abba wanted to see me.  Stopping in the hallway at the bottom of the stairs, I read the plaque on his study door.  It was a Bible verse from Matthew 7:7 which said; Ask and you shall receive, seek and you shall find, knock and the door will be opened to you.  

I knocked on the door to his study.  

“Come in,” he invited.

The study was a big room and yet cosy.  It led out through French doors to a wide veranda overlooking a sweeping lawn.  A fireplace occupied the nearest wall with a large coffee table and a pair of comfortable leather chairs next to the fireplace.  Large double doors led to the library on the far side of the room.  A large screen occupied the other wall and next to that was a smaller Virtual Reality room.  

The VR room was bare and the floor was covered with soft black rubber matting.  Two Virtual Reality headsets sat on a hook just inside the entranceway.  

Abba must be a gamer, I decided.  I wondered how old or young he was, he seemed ageless.  

Although he commanded respect there was a gentleness in his eyes and manner.  He exuded warmth and old-world charm and he had the same keen eyes and direct look as Wisdom.

“Tell me about yourself,” he said, inviting me to sit down. 

“Well, I’ve been a bit of a late starter in life,” I began.  “I’m clumsy and awkward.  I seem to have needed two attempts at everything.  I was a square peg in a round hole for many years, and it took me a long time to figure out who I was.  

I first believed in Christ at age 10 after reading a Children’s Bible, and I received the Baptism of the Holy Spirit at a friend’s church, at age 16.  I first heard the Lord’s voice in 1994, aged 33.  

My faith has increased since hearing the voice of the Holy Spirit and I’ve been able to grow spiritually.”

“What brought you here, Wayfarer?” Abba asked me.  His voice was deep, low and kind.

“I’ve had dreams of this place...” 

“And?”

“You were calling me.  In my dreams, I was told the day was at hand and that I had to find Wisdom.  

I set out on a journey to find her and when I did, I saw Wisdom being howled down in the public market place.” 

“Yes, Wisdom is no longer welcome in society,” Abba replied, his eyes momentarily flashing.

“I’m glad you found your way to this house.  The road is narrow and few find it.  What do you hope to find here?” he asked.

“Answers,” I said.  “My culture and society is being transformed into something I don’t recognise, and night after night we are bombarded with warnings about ‘climate change.’  Young people are growing up in fear with no hopes of private property ownership.  Meanwhile the wealthy are getting even richer and the poor are getting poorer.  Instead of hope and optimism, we have doom and gloom.”  

Pausing, I asked “What does the Bible have to say about these times?  I want to give the troubled world a truthful narrative but I am struggling to understand the book of Revelation.  I know I am living through the end times and this book has been written for us - but it’s not an easy book to read and it keeps its secrets.  

I need wisdom to understand Revelation so I can explain it to other people who are asking the same questions.  Right now, I feel like I’m running on empty.” 

Abba nodded approvingly.  “Blessed are you for seeking Wisdom.  

Those who hunger and thirst for righteousness will be filled.”

Fixing me with his ageless eyes, he added, “Wayfarer, you are a stranger in a strange land, living in faith of Jesus Christ's return.  

Even though you don't yet have what He promised, you'll get a glimmer of it, a glimpse from a distance.  Admitting you are a foreigner and a stranger on earth, you’re looking for a far country, a heavenly country.  God is not ashamed to be called your God, for he has prepared a city for you. 

As for the book of Revelation, there’s a promise at the outset: Blessed is he who reads and those who hear the words of this prophecy, and keep those things which are written in it; for the time is near. Revelation 1:3

Revelation is the only book in the Bible that promises a blessing to the reader,” Abba stated.  “But there is more to the book than reading – there is hearing and keeping.  There is a God who reveals mysteries.  Would you like to go on a journey of discovery?”

“Oh, yes please.  Open my eyes so that I may see wonderful things in the Word.  I am a stranger on the earth, please don’t hide the truth from me,” I asked, praying the verses from Psalm 119:18-19.

Abba nodded.  “I will show you wonderful things,” he promised.  “Let me open the book for you...”



Chapter 1 The Seven Churches

Abba opened the Bible and it glowed with light, forming patterns on the wall.  

“We’ll begin at the beginning, with chapter one of Revelation and work through it chapter by chapter.  The events aren’t always in sequential order, but I’ll keep you on track,” Abba added.  

“But first, what do you know about the Apostle John?” he asked. 

“He was one of the twelve apostles, exiled to the island of Patmos, an old Roman penal colony,” I replied.  “He lived in a cave and wrote the book of Revelation.  He was the only apostle left after the others had been martyred.” 

Nodding, Abba said, “John wrote the gospel of John as well as Revelation.  He was one of Jesus’ closest friends, one of His inner-circle along with James and Peter.  Jesus nicknamed John and his brother James, the ‘Sons of Thunder.’”

“Why did he call them that?” I asked.

“He did not say,” Abba replied.

“Let’s take a look at what John sees,” he said, leading me across the study into the Virtual Reality room and placing a wireless headset on my head.  

It was made of soft, light material that automatically adjusted itself to my head.  The VR room offered no distractions.  Patterns swirled around me as I entered the Word of God in visual form.  

I found myself in John’s cave on the Island of Patmos, high above the Mediterranean Sea.  

John had just spun around, hearing a voice behind him.  It wasn’t me.  The voice came from an angel;

“Write on a scroll what you see and send it to the seven churches: to Ephesus, Smyrna, Pergamum, Thyatira, Sardis, Philadelphia, and Laodicea,” the angel’s voice commanded.

Suddenly the view changed from the cave to Heaven.  I looked where John was looking.  

A majestic figure stood in the midst of seven golden lampstands, holding in His right hand seven stars, dressed in a robe reaching down to His feet and with a golden sash around His chest. The hair on His head was white like wool, as white as snow, and His eyes were like blazing fire. 

Dazzled and afraid, John shielded his eyes.  So did I.  The light was so intense it made everything white. 

Jesus looked like the sun shining in all its strength.  So much power emanated from Him I felt He create a world with just one word.  Or end it.  

I saw John fall at His feet as though dead.  I felt like I was going to fall with him.

Stopping my fall, Abba removed the headset.

“Jesus!” I exclaimed, shaking.  I wasn’t swearing.  

“Yes, that was Jesus,” Abba said. 

“Why was He dressed like that?  His gown, the golden sash, His hand, the stars in His hand ...” I stuttered.  

“He is dressed as the High Priest, the role He’s now serving in Heaven.  When He returns, He’ll serve as the King.”  

“If John was one of Jesus' closest friends, why was he so scared when he saw Jesus as the High Priest in Heaven?” I asked.

“John remembered the last time Jesus appeared to him like that,” Abba replied.

“Where was that?” I asked.
“On Mount Hermon.”  
“Was that the event called ‘the Transfiguration,’ where Jesus was transformed into a being of light on the mountain?” I asked.

“Yes.  Moses and Elijah appeared in the light to talk with Jesus about His death, which he was about to accomplish at Jerusalem.  Peter, James, and John fell face down in a dead faint to the ground, terrified.  They came to when Jesus touched them, saying 

“Get up, do not be afraid.”  

“When they looked up, they saw no one except Jesus.”

Abba continued, “And in the midst of the seven lampstands, John felt the same hand and heard the same words; “Get up.  Do not be afraid.”  

“Do not be afraid, I am the First and the Last. I am He who lives, and was dead, and behold, I am alive forevermore. Amen. And I have the keys of Hades and of Death.” 
Revelation 1:17-18
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​Seven Stars, Seven Angels, Seven Lamps
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“What is the meaning of the stars, candles, and lampstands?” I asked.

He explained, “The stars serve as lights in the vaults of the sky and as signs, and the candles give light to the house.  

The mystery of the seven stars is explained by Jesus; ‘The mystery of the seven stars that you saw in my right hand and of the seven golden lampstands is this: The seven stars are the angels of the seven churches, and the seven lampstands are the seven churches.’” 
Revelation 1:17-19.
A memory from my childhood came back to me.  I was walking across a field on our farm with my father.  It was a dark evening in winter and we were coming back from the cowshed.  

“Do you see those stars?” my father asked, pointing skyward. 

Stopping, I looked up.

“They’re angels,” he said.

It was 1967.  I was seven years old, and of course at that age I believed him. 

My eyes softened as I shared the memory with Abba.  I said, “When I was older, I realised my father had been tricking with me, but I still liked the idea of the stars being angels.”

“You hold onto that,” he said. “Remember this - when times get dark, the stars shine brighter.”  

“Have you seen the Pleiades?” he asked.  “We’ll see them in the Star Dome later in the week when the night sky is clear.  They’re a dim cluster of stars in the constellation of Taurus, near Orion
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