THE LESSON OF VULCAN BARU

     Abba reminded me of this clearly: 8:15 PM, Dec. 2, 2025 
     I was staying in north Panama 3 months at a time with a couple who had invited me. We met when I spoke in Denver, Colorado. They were soon to be married. 
Near Boquete, Panama, we stayed in a large rented house. Our landlady lived next door. She was from Chili. I had my own bedroom. When others joined us for Shabbat, about 45 people came. We had weekly prayer meetings also that began at 6:00 in the morning and sometimes would go to 10:00 or 11:00 AM. Then we’d have breakfast together. 
    I made contact with a couple I’d never met, Americans, who lived in Costa Rica. They were coming into Panama and wanted to meet me. They suggested that we meet up on Vulcan Baru during the day. I’d been up to the top of Baru, a volcano, during the day with the two I was staying with near Boquete.      “Volcán Barú, also known as Volcán de Chiriquí, is the tallest mountain in Panama,” (Google note.) There was a river on Baru that ran backwards, and Chinese and Negros had lived there together in unity centuries before. Lots of unusual seismic activity there too. Much occultism was practiced there. 
     As I prepared for meeting the couple, the couple I as staying said they’d take me to Baru. I began feeling that I should not go. I had warning after warning from others in our group telling me not to go. The more people told me not to go, the more determined I was to go. 
    The night before I was supposed to go, I had a dream. In the dream I was staying at a little motel up there near the town up on Baru. I waited for the couple, but they were delayed at the Costa Rica border they said. My friends I lived with in Panama left me there that afternoon so they could get down the mountain before dark. The mountain was quite high, so they needed to leave before dark. 
     In the dream, I was trying to go to sleep when there was a knock on the door. I thought it might be my friends. I opened the door a crack, and several men pushed it open. They tied my hands behind my back and took me away. 
     That morning, I woke up from the dream in my room near Boquete. Shortly afterwards, every one of the women who had prayed for me, came to the house to warn me not to go. They said that they prayed a lot the night before, and He said for me not to go. They prayed again with me there. I kept asking Abba, and He said not to go, but I was looking forward to it. Their warnings were so intense. All of them said I was in danger. Finally I said, “I will not go.” I was a great let-down. 
     Shortly after, I found out that groups of roving satanists were on the mountain, kidnapping women to sacrifice to Satan. I learned that the couple from Costa Rica had to turn back at the border. I met them much later in Boquete. 
     Abba had showed me in the dream what would have happened to me literally. I would have been taken for sacrifice to Satan. I have no doubts about that. He is a Father who directs our steps. He’s also a “Dad” who warns us of what would harm us. We’d better listen and obey. Hear and obey: that is what we must do now and not trust our own reasoning. Later I met with one from our group who had moved over to the Pacific Ocean side of Panama. She confirmed the human sacrifices taking place on Baru. The mind can make decisions, emotions and feeling can add to it, but if Abba says “No,” or warns us, we must submit to Him and do what He says – our life depends on it. Love and peace! Yedidah December 3, 2025 
