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    This book is dedicated to the night-watchers, the dreamers, the seers who tremble at what they see and yet remain faithful. To every believer who has asked, "Lord, is this You?"—may this scroll be a lamp confirming your steps.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "For God speaks in one way, and in two, though man does not perceive it. In a dream, in a vision of the night… then He opens the ears of men." — Job 33:14–16
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Chapter One: When Heaven Opens

[image: ]




I did not ask for a vision the first time Heaven opened. I was not on a mountain, not in a cathedral, not even in a formal fast. I was simply tired—a body worn by the day, a mind stretched thin by routine, a spirit that had done the faithful things and then sat quietly, waiting for sleep. I turned off the lamp, pulled a blanket over my knees, and exhaled a long, honest breath: “Lord, I am here.” No trumpet. No thunder. Just a simple here.

And then the veil thinned.

It began with the smallest shift, like the air itself became aware. The room felt taller than its ceiling, wider than its walls, as if the borders of the visible world took one step back to make room for Someone greater. I did not see with these eyes at first—I felt with another kind of sight. It was the sensation of being noticed by God, not as a crowd is noticed by a king on a balcony, but as a child is noticed by a Father kneeling low: personal, precise, present.

I have read the words: “After this I looked, and behold, a door standing open in heaven...” (Revelation 4:1). That night, I understood. It was not a door with hinges or a threshold of stone. It was an opening of awareness, a summons of the spirit, a divine “Come up here.” I did not leave my chair; the room left its limits.

What I saw first was light—layered, living, not the white glare of earth’s bulbs, but a brilliance that seemed to carry music inside it. It did not blind; it clarified. In that light, everything I had carried into the room—worry, haste, small anxieties that nip at the heels—fell off as easily as dust falls from a coat. I was left standing in the simplicity of being loved.

Then the light parted like curtains pulled by invisible hands, and a scroll hovered before me—unfurled, alive. I had seen scrolls in dreams before: rolled, sealed, distant. This scroll opened of its own will, as if it had been waiting for my yes. Its edges glowed like embers that never cooled. The letters upon it did not sit flat on the parchment; they breathed. As I leaned closer, the words rose and sank like waves, and I realized they were not only to be read—they were to be received.

The first line spoke without sound: See.

The second: Write.

The third: Walk.

I trembled. Sight without obedience is entertainment. Sight written without walking becomes a museum of revelations that never touched the ground. Heaven was not offering me a spectacle; Heaven was offering me an assignment.

I wanted to ask a thousand questions, but as in Ezekiel 1, language buckled under the weight of what was before me. I remembered the prophet’s struggle—wheels within wheels, living creatures, eyes everywhere—how do you name what has never lived in human air? The vision itself became my answer: I was not invited to master Heaven with vocabulary; I was invited to behold, and then to obey.
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