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Dedicated to my daughters, Alyssa and Britney. I pray your love will grow for the manifest presence of God and that long after I am gone the words of this book will continue to live on in your hearts. I pray that God would use you both in powerful ways to bring healing and glory to the nations. 

 

I love you both so much!

♥

Dad

 

Also dedicated in 2021 to all my future grandchildren with LOVE. 


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“He who has My commandments and keeps them, it is he who loves Me. And he who loves Me will be loved by My Father, and I will love him and manifest Myself to him” (John 14:21).
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Steve’s book Whispers from the Throne Room, is not for the faint of heart or for those seeking status quo religion. Its insights emanate from a hungry vessel seeking the very heart of God. Our Lord is calling His people up to a higher level of intimacy at the throne, where they are changed as they enter and abide in His manifested presence. 

 

Surely our “book learning” is valuable. It cannot however, take the place of an experience with God—when we come “face to face” in a personal encounter. Through such personal encounters with the Lord in the life of Steve Porter, this book found its voice. It calls the complacent from passive indifference to a dedicated running after the very heart of God—to embrace a personal touch from a personal Christ that results in a deeper level of revelation in His Manifest Presence. 

All the dealings and struggles of life, along with the chastening and scourging we experience, are in reality, preparation for this revelation of the “manifested glory of the Lord” throughout our lives.

 

Paul said, “I press toward the mark for the prize of the high calling of God in Christ Jesus” (Phil. 3:14).  The goal that Paul is pressing toward is his placement (level of attainment) in the kingdom. He understood that he had to be made ready for this elevation. 

 

“I follow after, if that I may apprehend that for which also I am apprehended of Christ Jesus” (Phil. 3:12b).

 

“Let us be glad and rejoice, and give honor to Him: for the marriage of the Lamb is come, and His wife has made herself ready” (Rev. 19:7).

 

Jesus ascended in glory, and He is increasingly releasing and imparting that glory, especially in these last days.

 

“But we all, with open face beholding as in a glass the glory of the Lord, are changed into the same image from glory to glory, even as by the Spirit of the Lord” (II Cor. 3:18).

This “open face” is the result of the “veil” having been “rent” when Jesus died on the cross, so we can again enter the manifest presence of the Lord. The reason we behold “as in a glass” the glory of the Lord, is that this “glass” acts as a “shield” allowing us to experience as much glory as we can handle. As our capacity increases, the level of the glory we experience will also increase.

 

The Apostle Paul was on his way to persecute the Church when the Lord suddenly appeared before him in such glory that he fell from his horse and was blinded. This manifestation of glory was so great, Paul had to be prayed for to restore his sight. Much of what he later said of his pressing toward the mark may have been due to the never forgotten manifestation of glory the apostle had experienced. And he continually sought to experience again this higher level of glory.

 

We are living in the last days, and the Lord is preparing a people, calling, “Come My beloved, let us go forth.”  This is Prophet Ezekiel’s “wheel within the wheel,” our lives merged into His life that we may become the expression of His life to significantly affect all mankind. There are forerunners whom the Lord is preparing, who will greatly impact the church of our day.  Steve Porter is one of these forerunners.

Our world is hastening toward the greatest divine visitation this world has ever witnessed and it is even now being orchestrated. There is a two-fold purpose—the calling out of a people into an end-time cooperative relationship with the Lord, and the ensuing judgments upon the nations. It all begins through the functioning of this “wheel within the wheel.” “The appearance of the wheels and their work was like to the color of a beryl: and they four had one likeness: and their appearance and their work was as it were a wheel in the middle of a wheel” (Ezek. 1:16).

 

This glory is a moving glory.  Not only are we cleansed and purified in glory, (Isaiah 6:5), but we are being changed—”from glory to glory” (II Cor. 3:18). This is the “wheel within the wheel” that will lead to the establishing of the government of God in the earth.

 

Steve’s most recent work, Whispers from the Throne Room is a powerful end-time word for hungry people seeking the manifest presence of the Lord. As you read these profound Spirit-inspired messages, open the gates of your heart, and you too will be changed “from glory to glory.”

 

Sincerely,

Wade Taylor


Introduction
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“For this reason, I am reminding you to fan themselves to flames the gift of God

that is within you through the laying on of my hands” (2 Tim. 1:6).

 

The year was 1992. I was attending Pinecrest Bible Training Center, tucked away in the Adirondack Mountains of Salisbury Center, N.Y. As I hurried down the stairs from my dorm one evening, I was again anticipating a few precious minutes with Wade Taylor to receive counsel and prayer. The line at his office door was long, and the wait certain as I fell onto a couch and prepared for the delay. I was accustomed to the long lines every evening to see our Bible college president. The deep hunger inside me told me it would be worth the wait. 

 

Wade Taylor had something special. He had a unique walk with his God, and he carried the Lord’s manifest presence. He himself had received a powerful impartation many years ago given by Walter Beuttler, and it was very evident in his ministry. Wade’s deeper walk encouraged me to pursue God for myself, to also obtain an abiding manifest presence in my own life. 

 

An hour and fifteen minutes later, I was ushered into his office where he greeted me warmly. I nervously walked to a special spot in his office where he loved to pray for people. He took my hands and prayed, “Give Steve a special anointing to speak from his heart, and a gift to write and communicate.” All at once the manifest presence came, and I felt the tangible power of God surge through my arms and body. The prayer was heartfelt, as I sensed the nearness of God in Wade’s office that evening.

 

After thanking him, I left his office. Wade had encouraged me to stay in touch, saying he believed God was active in my life. I climbed the two flights of stairs back to my dorm and entered my room. I fell onto my bed and lay there silent. I could sense the nearness of God as my body still literally vibrated under the power of God. I felt a heat surging through me. A fire was burning through my soul, and I knew I had received fresh impartation. 

Then I knelt before the Lord, just basking in His presence. I pledged my very life to Him and asked if I too, could carry the presence of God. The Lord responded by giving me an even deeper hunger for more. This hunger kept me going to Wade Taylor’s office, sometimes nightly. I always ended up on my face before the Lord in my dorm room deep in the stillness of the night. 

 

Eighteen years have passed since those special nights at Pinecrest. Yet I vividly remember Wade’s mentoring and the flames of fire the Lord fanned in my life when we were together. I remember lying on my face in my dorm savoring the glory of the Lord for hours as I was transformed by the manifest presence of God. Even today, fire for the deeper things of the Spirit still burns inside me, sparked by those times spent with Wade Taylor in prayer. He would pray with me regularly on the phone, and I could sense the nearness of the Father as he prayed. 

 

My prayer is that through this book a fire would also be ignited in your life. I pray that even while reading, His manifest presence would come and that you would have an intimate encounter with a personal Christ. That you would come to love the manifest presence, and you too would hear, “whispers from the throne room.” That you would come to know the heart of God and be changed by His GLORY!

 

Dear precious Lord, please come walking into the room of this dear reader. Let them experience Your manifest presence and be transformed. Let a deep hunger be stirred inside of them, as they are changed from “glory to glory.” Jesus, give them a token, the reciprocation of Your love for them by means of the manifest presence. Visit them even now… 

 

If I could sit with you as with a friend, in a warm room by a cozy fire—these are the things I would share from the depths of my heart. I hope you’ll feel free to put your feet up and relax as you read on...


Preface
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This is perhaps one of the most powerful pieces of writing I have ever read. I can’t tell you how many times I have read this, and it brought me to tears as I lay prostrate on the floor in His manifest presence. Gabe Hoffman, the author of this piece, captures the beauty of a true ministry unto the Lord. I knew I had to share this with others as it also captures the very heart of this book. Thank you, Gabe Hoffman, for hearing this whisper from the throne room as it has truly transformed the body of Christ. 

 

With Love and Prayers,

Steve Porter 

 

 

 

The Door to God’s Heart

by Gabriel Hoffman

 

I saw the Lord Jesus come to me. He said, “Come, Father has something special for you.”     Excited, I followed my Lord and Savior to the throne room. Father God was there in all His majestic glory. He greeted me with a smile. “Son,” He said, “It is time for you to choose your life and ministry.”

 

“Really?” I responded with joy and amazement. “Oh, Father! This is the day I have been waiting, preparing, and praying for. Is it really time?”

 

“Yes, My son. It is time. But you must choose wisely, for this will be your life’s work.”

 

Then I remembered that He was Lord of my life. “But Father, what is your will for me?” He smiled. “Son, I’ve prepared you to serve me in any number of ministries. The choice is yours. Truly I give you the freedom to choose from the set of options I have prepared for you. Any of them will please Me as long as you are faithful in how you carry them out. Do you understand?”

 

“Yes Father.” I replied, still too stunned to say anything more. Father took me to a great golden door and led me through. It opened to a corridor curving gently downhill and to the left. In the corridor stood a number of tables, each with an object on it. Beside each table was a door that exited the hallway.

 

“My dear son,” said Father, “We will go to each table and I will explain the ministerial gift and call you may choose. I will answer any questions you have. At any point, you may choose an option and exit through the appropriate door into your ministry and My happiness.”

 

“Yes Father, I am ready to begin.” The first table was covered in bright green velvet and held a bottle of oil. Over the doorway was inscribed, “HEALING.” I looked questioningly at the Father. “This is the ministry of healing. The green table represents health and life.  The bottle is the healing oil of the Holy Spirit. In this ministry you will have power to touch people in spirit, soul and body and bring My healing to many.”

 

I thought to myself, “This would be great! Oh, the aching hearts and broken bodies I could touch. The glory that would be brought to Jesus by this!” Yet, something in my heart tugged at me. “Father! This would be wonderful, but….”

“But I feel you have something even more important for me.” He smiled and led me to the next table. As we walked to the next table, I noticed how the carpet looked worn in front of the door of Healing. I asked Father about this. “Many have chosen this door. Those who were faithful brought great glory to the Kingdom and pleasure to Me. Those who abused the gift brought shame to us and themselves.”

 

The next table was made of electric blue azure. On it laid a wooden staff. Over the doorway was inscribed “MIRACLES” in blazing letters. As we stopped in front of the table, Father spoke. “The blue represents My power. On the table is Elijah’s staff. With it you can have tremendous power with man and nature. You can do supernatural acts for Me.”

 

The Staff of Elijah! I had long admired his power, and his mighty exploits for God. And yet, that longing inside my heart was not satisfied. “This would be tremendous, my Lord, but somehow, my heart yearns for something deeper, and more lasting.” I thought I caught a glimmer of approval on Father’s face as He said, “Very well, shall we go on?”

 

I nodded. We went around the curved corridor until I could no longer see the door by which we entered. Next, we came to a table of black marble shot through with white. Over the doorway “PROPHECY” was written in bold block letters on a pure white background. On the table was a worn pair of sandals. As we stopped in front of the table, Father spoke  again.

 

“The colors represent the nature of prophecy. The prophet clearly sets forth the light of the Truth in a world darkened by lies. The sandals belonged to John the Baptist. In this ministry, you would be my oracle to those of the world.”

 

“Prophecy?!” I thought to myself. “That would be outstanding. I’ve always longed to speak the very words of God. There are so many lies going around the world and even in the Church. There is a desperate need for true prophets in these last days.”

 

Still, the tugging in my heart did not cease. In fact, it grew stronger. Father smiled again in approval.

 

“Son, you are wise to be thoughtful about these gifts. They are very powerful and can be quite dangerous if pursued with a wrong heart, like carrying a large electric current through a corroded wire. Many have used these gifts well and have entered into My joy, but too many others have destroyed themselves and those around them in their abuse of these gifts. You are free to choose these, and I will work with and in you for their proper use.”

 

“Thank you, Father, but I desire something deeper and closer to Your heart.”

 

“Closer to My heart, son? Very well, let us press on.” As we walked farther down the corridor, I noticed two things. First, the light was growing somewhat dimmer and second, I could hear a faint thump-thump in the distance. It sounded like a drum and although I wondered about it, I held my peace.

 

The next table was made of brightly polished brass. On it laid a finely made trumpet. Over the doorway was written “EVANGELISM” in letters nearly as bright as the sun.

 

We stopped in front of the table, and I quietly waited for Father to explain this ministry to me. He began speaking. “The ministry of evangelism is very special in the Kingdom.

 

The brass table represents My judgment against sin. The trumpet heralds the Good News  that My Son, Jesus bore the Judgment on behalf of mankind. The brilliant lettering is a glimpse of the Heavenly Kingdom.”

 

I pondered these things silently for a moment. It would be such a thrill to lead others to New Life in Jesus. There are so many suffering people who need the Good News. The Lord Jesus and the Father deserve to have more people gathered around the Throne in worship and adoration. Does not all of Heaven rejoice each time a sinner repents? I knew that this ministry would bring great joy to the Father, but the tugging on my heart grew stronger.

 

“Oh Father, this would be truly wonderful, but I feel that you still have something more for me. Father, may we go on?”

 

“Yes, son. The choice is yours. Let’s go to the next table.”

 

We walked farther down the corridor and came to a table made of pure white alabaster.

 

On it were a piece of slate and chalk. Over the doorway was written “TEACHING.”

 

“Son, this is also a very special ministry to the Kingdom. There are so many in dire need of proper teaching of My true Word, the Word as it is recorded in the scriptures and that which is being poured forth day after day from the throne. The white table represents the purity of the properly taught Word. The slate and chalk represent the instruments of an instructor of the things of God.”

 

This is it, I thought. “This is what I came to Bible School for. I know the Lord has placed a call for teaching on my heart. And, as Father said, it is desperately needed in the body of Christ.”

 

I was just about to tell Father that this was the one I wanted when I felt the tugging even stronger in my heart. I looked down the corridor. It was dark but it seemed like the drumbeat was coming from that direction. It wouldn’t hurt to see what else Father had available.

 

“Father, this is the one that I thought was for me, but now I’m not so sure. Can we walk a little farther?”

 

“Of course, my son.”

 

As we walked on, I noticed that the light was growing dimmer, and the drum beating was more distinct. I asked Father about it.

 

“Son, the lights are dimmer here as we descend farther away from the more open and public ministries. As for the drum beating, I think it is best if you discover the source of that for yourself.”

 

We walked farther down the corridor and came to its end. Three tables were set there; one on each side and one at the end. We stopped in front of the table on the right. It was made of pure silver and glimmered, even in the dim light. On it was a small wooden cross. Across the doorway, written in blood red letters, was the word “LOVE.”

 

“This is a deep ministry, my son. Few come this far. The silver represents a pure reflective   surface for My love to shine upon. The cross is a symbol of the sacrifice of Jesus, in demonstrating ultimate love to the world. The blood-colored letters are a memorial to the  blood shed there.”

 

“Love?” I whispered. “That is what this hurting world needs so incredibly. There are so few who really love with God’s true love. It would be a tremendous privilege to carry His love where He bids.” Yet, the longing in my heart was still not satisfied.

 

We turned around to see the table on the left wall. It was made of black ebony. On it was a simple mat. Written above the doorway was the word “INTERCESSION.” On the door itself was this question; “Who will stand in the gap?”

 

The Father spoke quietly. “The black represents the darkness and depth of intercession. It is dark in the prayer closet and an intercessor must be willing to go into the depths of sin to rescue the perishing by prayer. The prayer mat is the simple tool of the intercessor. There are so few intercessors, son. Few people will make themselves so available to Me that they will not despise a work which appears to be nothing while in reality, moves the entire universe.”

 

“Oh Father, to be a true intercessor. To represent man before You and represent You before man. I would so love to be able to stand in the gap and pray your burdens for the world. I know I would receive little earthly recognition. I would be satisfied in knowing that I was part of your touch in this world. But what is the final ministry?”

 

We walked a short distance to stand before the final table and door. There was very little light, and the drumbeat was quite loud. The table was made of pure gold and shined with an inner light. On the table was a small golden altar with incense burning. Over the doorway was written, in gold letters,

 

“MINISTRY UNTO GOD”

 

Father spoke very quietly, barely audible over the drumbeat. “Son, this is a ministry that very, very few choose. The gold represents divinity. The altar is one that stands in the Heavenly tabernacle and burns fragrant incense to Me. This ministry will not earn earthly recognition. The world and most of the Church may think you spend your time for naught.  It is the ministry of service to Me, not to achieve anything or affect the world but merely to be My worshipper, companion, and friend.”

 

Father stood there looking quietly at the door. I could not see His face in the dim light. I

asked Him, “Father, what is your desire?”

 

“Son, you are free to choose any; I rejoice in all faithful service.”

 

So, I stood there quietly thinking. What did I really want to do with my life? There are so many needs in the world and in the Church. So few were truly faithful. I knew the workers were few. And yet, I could not shake the growing desire in my heart. To serve God? Nothing else; just to minister unto Him. How many others would there be with me? Would my family understand? What about my church?

 

As I pondered all of this, Ion. Couldn’t a few of us start now? Then I thought of all that Jesus had done for me on the cross.

 

What higher thing could I do with my life, anyway?

 

“Father, I choose this door, this path.” Are you sure, My son?” “Yes Father, quite sure.” “Good   son, go in.”

 

As Father turned to face me, I could see tears streaming down His face. I stopped in amazement. Before I could think about it, I reached up and wiped His tears. I then realized what I had done.
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