Chapter 4

Waking Up in The Millennium

Hamilton sat straight up in his bed, heart pounding. A word came involuntarily to his lips.  “Nothing.” He repeated it as he tried to force his mind to make connection with reality.  Had he been dreaming?  The experience had seemed so real, so vivid, so painful!  Even now, he felt Sue's green eyes staring at him in the darkness, pleading, haunting.  "Sue, I'm so sorry!"  The apology gave him no relief.

Hamilton held his hands in front of his face.  “Lights, dim.” The lamps by his bed came on slowly. No scars!  He touched his right ear and ran his index finger down his cheek. “No scars.” He said quietly.  “Thank you, Lord Jesus.”

Calmness returned to his spirit, and he swung his feet off the bed. The shiny clean floor looked like marble, but was soft like the peel of a banana and, as always, exactly the right temperature. Hamilton breathed deeply. “Time?” 

A soft female voice responded from the clock by the bed, “It’s 2:30 a.m. Hamilton.  You’re up quite early this morning.  Who are you trying to impress?”  

Often, he enjoyed a little chatter with the witty device, but not now. He stood and stretched his hands toward the ceiling. Not a pain or discomfort of any kind.  In fact, what he had just re-experienced was the closest he had been to feeling any significant discomfort in a very long time.

Walking into the bathroom, he put his hand on the doorjamb, and thought of a beautiful sunrise. The room began to glow with soft rosy light. He lifted his hand and waved at the image in the mirror as if greeting an old friend.  He tried to smile, but couldn't.  He slipped off his shirt, and twisted his torso so he could see his back.  “No scars.” The body reflected in the mirror was muscular, with every sinew well defined. Flexing his powerful arms, he said, “Amazing! Hamilton Fry, you could bench press a cow!”  He made a few more ‘boyish’ gyrations until a smile returned to his face. 

Touching the silver faucet and thinking of a mountain spring, produced cool water flowing lazily from the spout.  He splashed his face several times, then drank. “Thank you.” caused the flow to stop.  From the 'hyper-dry', he pulled a towel and held it flat over his face for a second.  The water vanished into the towel and he hung it back in the cabinet.

He left the bathroom without turning off the light.  Light and energy were not an issue in the clean but energy filled world that Hamilton now lived in.  Fossil fuels, like the butane in the overturned tanker, were relics of a bygone civilization.  It was the same celestial ball, populated by many of the same people, but much of daily life had changed.  A beautiful planet, inhabited by flawless people, led by one perfect leader, it was a good life.  It wasn’t heaven, but after seven centuries with Jesus Christ as King of the world, it was heavenly, at least most of it was.

Hamilton walked down a hall, into the study, and sat down in a comfortable desk chair.  A ‘C’ shaped desk wrapped around the chair and recessed into the wall a few inches.  Above the desk, the curved wall held a concave screen.  It had the appearance of a blank canvas waiting to be painted.  “Earth view, Americas.” The screen produced a three dimensional, real time image of North and South America as viewed from space.

He sat for a minute admiring the beautiful sight. Dawn was just starting its way across the Atlantic Ocean, but the moon was shining brightly on the Americas.  Even in the moonlight, he could see the lush green of the reforested jungles of South America.  The Amazon River appeared like a string of diamonds on velvet. 

During the first century of the millennium, Hamilton and his wife Shirley had worked for several decades in the reforestation program on that continent.  Much of what was beautiful about the earth had been destroyed during the wars and tribulations of the last few years of man’s rule.  

He moved his chair closer to the screen and focused on an area where a small tributary intersected with the Amazon River.  Placing his index finger on the polished metal edge of the desk, he thought of falling, and the picture zoomed down until he could see the area clearly. 

When he had first arrived at this location to take part in the reclamation project, the whole area was one big mud hole.  The trees and most of the animals were dead and the river had filled with silt.  The first 20 years of his time there had been hard manual labor in difficult conditions.  It had not been what he expected of life-after-death.  Like most Christians of his time, he had died expecting to go straight to the pearly gates in heaven. After all, that’s what all the preachers had said at funerals. Why they never mentioned this amazing millennial age, he couldn't imagine.

A smile came to his lips as he thought of how naive and ignorant he had been.  Life after death had been full and rich beyond his wildest dreams, but it had also been as different as night and day from what he expected.  

“Earth view, center.” The view on the screen ascended back into space and the world seemed to rotate quickly on its axis, coming to a stop, focused on the Eastern Hemisphere.  He zoomed in until he could see Jerusalem.  It was daytime there, and the beautiful city of peace shone like a jewel in the sunlight.  The Lord has done so much!  

Dominating the view was the great worship center. Goose bumps rose on his back even now, as he remembered the first time he had entered it.  Basically, it was an amphitheater that could hold millions of worshipers, but that was like saying a peacock is a bird.  Every detail was perfectly crafted, from the gold inlay on the silver pearl floors, to the names of the believers exquisitely etched on the columns. 

Angels said that it was a simplified miniature of the great throne room in heaven, but he found it hard to imagine a place that held millions of people, being a miniature of anything.

Zooming down to the altar area, workers were already making preparations for the evening service.  Hamilton had been in that area on a tour, but had never had the opportunity to be close to the front during a worship service.  Only those who had just completed the Baptism of Fire got to sit in the front section.  To be close enough to actually look into the eyes of Jesus while singing praise with the millions of worshipers was one of the great longings of his heart.  

Even though there were services almost every evening and it held millions, getting a seat was a privilege. The first section held those ready to present their golden crowns, having completed the Baptism of Fire.  Their guardian angels and spiritual families filled every other seat.  Many had tens of thousands of spiritual descendants, so it was always filled to capacity. For the apostles and some early missionaries, The Lord had called for special services because millions of people were on their spiritual family tree.

On one occasion, Hamilton had been quite surprised to receive an invitation as a spiritual descendent of the man known as Saint Nicholas. Being many generations removed, the seat had been in the third balcony, about half a mile away from the altar, but the service had been memorable.  

He had never known that the man actually was a great Christian, much less that his own salvation could be traced person to person back to the saint.  Toward the end of the service, when Saint Nicholas stood, wearing his crown, and walked toward the altar, the crowd had gone crazy, because his crown radiated like the sun!  His life had proven pure and his good works had passed through the Baptism of Fire.  His dazzling crown reflected the very Glory of God as he moved toward the altar.

When the saint fell to his knees before the Lord, Hamilton remembered how the whole congregation had gone to its knees in homage to the Savior. When the others brought their crowns to the altar, the combined glory was like a blinding star at the foot of Christ’s throne.  

As Christ stood and raised his arms toward heaven, everyone fell silent. The Lord then smiled down on the saints at the altar and yelled through the silence, “Glory to the Father!”  As His voice echoed across the worship center, the brilliance of the crowns became a tornado of Shekinah glory and ascended toward heaven. 

The saints at the altar began to sing and returned to their seats, but their guardian angels picked them up and started carrying them up and down the isles and balconies. The congregation joined the chorus and the sound of their praise was so loud that the whole place shook. 

Hamilton remembered seeing the face of Saint Nicholas as he was carried nearby.  He was radiant with joy and continually pointing to the heavens and shouting, “Glory to the Father, Glory to the Father!”  

Hamilton wondered about the day when he would be casting down his crown of reward before Jesus. Again the word, “Nothing!” came to his lips. Would anything from his first life endure the Baptism of Fire?  He thought of that Bible passage that he could scarcely remember hearing during his first life, but now had become so important: 

For no other foundation can anyone lay than that which is laid, which is Jesus Christ. Now if anyone builds on this foundation with gold, silver, precious stones, wood, hay, straw, each one's work will become clear; for the Day will declare it, because it will be revealed by fire; and the fire will test each one's work, of what sort it is. If anyone's work which he has built on it endures, he will receive a reward. If anyone's work is burned, he will suffer loss; but he himself will be saved, yet so as through fire. (1 Cor 3:11-16 NKJV)

Hamilton imagined himself walking down that isle wearing his golden crown. He knew it would not shine as Saint Nicholas’ had, but would it shine at all? He closed his eyes and said, “Off.”  The screen went blank.  

