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  Prologue

The Vision
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Iexist to glorify Christ through the testimony of transformation. My life is not a random breath in the cosmos; it is a divine echo of redemption, a living scroll inscribed with mercy and fire. The meaning of life, for me, is to reflect the image of God in a world that often forgets its Creator. I am here to serve, to speak, to write, and to awaken others to the reality of the Kingdom. 
My purpose is to be tethered to eternity. Earth is the proving ground, the rehearsal space for the eternal symphony. My dreams are not merely vocational. They are prophetic. I long to see my story become a vessel of healing, a viral witness that breaks jars and floods hearts with holy awe. I dream of readers encountering my words and exhaling, “Surely, the Lord is in this place.”
Humanity’s core principles, dignity, compassion, justice, and transcendence, are not abstract ideals to me. They are embodied in Christ, and I seek to live them out through radical obedience and creative proclamation.
Some doctrines and behaviors stir a holy unrest in me. Chief among them is the distortion of grace when religion becomes performance, and mercy is traded for moralism. I grieve when I see spiritual leaders weaponize Scripture to shame, for greed and for condescension rather than to restore. Legalism, prosperity gospel distortions, and spiritual elitism are deeply unsettling to me.
My response to these issues is visceral. I feel righteous anger, not toward people, but toward the systems that blind them. I often find myself praying, “Lord, let them see You, not the scaffolding built around You.”
Conversely, I find peace in expressions of humility, repentance, and authentic worship. When I witness believers confessing weakness and clinging to grace, I feel the pulse of Heaven. These reactions mirror my understanding of life’s purpose: to reflect Christ, not control Him.
My spiritual journey began in a home where faith was both whispered and thundered. My earliest memories are of my mother praying in tongues while folding laundry, and my father reading Scripture with tears in his eyes. But it wasn’t until I encountered God for myself, alone, broken, and desperate, that faith became fire.
I remember the night my flesh fell and my spirit rejoiced. It was not a metaphor. It was a moment. I had been chasing approval, drowning in performance, and then the Spirit of God interrupted my striving with a whisper: “You are mine.” That moment rewrote my identity.
Since then, my life has been a series of divine interruptions. Dreams, visions, and encounters have shaped my theology more than textbooks ever could. I’ve walked through deserts of doubt and danced in rivers of revelation. Each season has layered my soul with new textures of grace.
My writing is the overflow of this journey. Every chapter I craft is a stone from the Jordan River, a memorial of what God has done. My past, marked by struggle, surrender, and supernatural encounters, has forged a present that burns with purpose. And my future? It is a blank canvas waiting for the brushstrokes of Heaven.
The room around me dissolved. The walls, the voices, the weight of the moment: all of it fell away like smoke in the wind. Where a man once stood to face judgment, there now blazes Holy Presence no human tongue can fully describe.
The Seer’s Journey
He was clothed in white, but not the white of linen or chalk. This was a white that breathed, a white alive with fire. It was as though light itself had taken form and chosen to sit upon the throne.
Then His eyes met mine.
They did not simply look at me. They looked through me. Every secret, every rebellion, every prayer, every wound was laid bare in an instant. I was undone. My excuses shriveled. My pride melted. My soul stood naked before the One who sees all.
And yet, in that gaze, I did not find condemnation. I found a love so fierce it terrified me. It was not soft or sentimental. It was holy. It was the love that split seas, raised the dead, and crushed the serpent’s head. It was the love that demanded surrender, not negotiation.
I knew then: I was not standing before a man. I was standing before God.
The encounter marked me forever. From that day, I could never again doubt the reality of the unseen realm. I could never again pretend that visions were imagination or that warnings were optional. I had seen the Judge, the King, the Christ. And once you have seen Him, you cannot go back.
This is why I write. This is why I speak. Not to entertain, not to impress, but to declare: God is real, His eyes are upon us, and His call is urgent.






  
  Chapter 1

The Prophetess’s   Son Chicago
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 Chicago, Illinois—1987. 
Iwas two years old when the Angel of Death first visited our small apartment. 
My mother was a prophetess. She spoke with God many nights, her voice rising and falling in conversations that I, as a small child, could hear but not understand. The walls of our modest home were thin, and through them I would hear her prayers ascending like incense, her supplications punctuated by moments of silence when, I would later learn, she was listening for the voice of the Almighty.
One night when I was still small, barely old enough to form lasting memories, she and I lay down sleeping in the same bed, as we often did in those days of poverty and closeness. It was a seemingly ordinary night, unremarkable in every way that human eyes could perceive. But this night would change everything for us, setting into motion a spiritual inheritance that would define my entire existence.
Out of the darkness, my mother felt the tap of hands upon her leg. The touch was cold, deliberate and insistent. Thinking this to be nothing more than a vivid dream, she thrashed back and forth, trying to dispatch those phantom hands with the instinctive movements of disturbed sleep. Still believing this to be merely a nightmare and not yet sensing the heavy presence of Death that had entered our room, she opened her eyes to the darkness.
A tall, masculine figure stood at the foot of the bed, shrouded in shadows deeper than the natural darkness of the room. The shape was unmistakably humanoid, yet there was nothing human about the presence it emanated. Trying desperately to shake herself from what she still hoped was a dream, my mother dove under the covers, pulling them over her head like a child seeking protection from monsters. After a long moment of held breath and racing heart, she stole a glance from beneath the threadbare blankets.
There he still stood. Waiting. Patient as eternity itself.
This time, the unearthly figure raised one arm and motioned for her to follow, beckoning her toward whatever realm he had come from. In that gesture, my mother finally realized with terrible clarity that this was no dream. A wave of existential dread washed over her, cold and absolute, threatening to drown her in fear.
She cried out to God in the name of Jesus, her voice breaking through the oppressive silence with a desperate plea to save her life and that of her child, who lay sleeping beside her, innocent and unaware of the supernatural confrontation taking place mere inches away.
Her plea was heard by the One who holds authority over all things, even Death itself. For as she opened her eyes after her cry of faith, the figure had vanished, as if melting back into the darkness from which it had emerged, dissolving like shadow before dawn.
In the depths of her heart, she felt the Lord speak to her with unmistakable clarity. Through this divine communication, she understood that she had come face-to-face with the Angel of Death and had been rescued from an untimely end by the One who holds the keys to Death and Hell. Jesus Christ, her Savior and Redeemer, had intervened on her behalf, and she would live to raise her son and fulfill her calling.
From that night forward, her life was lived entirely for Christ. There was no longer any room for half-hearted devotion or casual faith. She
had stared Death in the face and been delivered by the living God. How could she ever return to spiritual mediocrity?
My bedtime stories were not fairy tales filled with princes, dragons, and magical kingdoms. Instead, my mother would gather me close and recount the grand stories from the Bible: tales of Moses parting the Red Sea, of David slaying Goliath, of Daniel surviving the lions’ den, of Jesus walking on water and raising the dead. These were not mere stories to her; they were historical accounts of God’s faithfulness that would be repeated in our own lives if we had faith to believe.
When my cousins would come over to visit from across the city, my mother was resolute that they would become aware of Jesus regardless of their initial willingness to listen. She would gather all the children together and teach us about salvation, about heaven and hell, about the reality of the spiritual realm that exists alongside our physical world. Some of my cousins squirmed and fidgeted, eager to return to their games, but she persisted with the determination of a woman who had been snatched from the jaws of Death itself.
My mother. It was her faith and unwavering love that became the pillar upon which my own spiritual life was built. She carried me to where I am today through countless prayers uttered in the midnight hours, through tears shed on my behalf when I wandered far from the path of righteousness. Even during my youth, when I was reckless and full of rebellion, when I caused her sleepless nights and heartache that would have broken a lesser woman, it was she, my mother, who prayed for me without ceasing.
It remains difficult to find adequate words to describe the blessing of having her fight my spiritual battles alongside me. When demons assailed me, she was on her knees. When temptation threatened to overwhelm me, she was interceding. When the enemy whispered lies into my ears, her prayers created a shield around my soul. I did not always appreciate this gift while she lived, but now I understand that her prayers were the invisible architecture that preserved my life for
God’s purposes.
I loved hearing how Jesus overcame Death and walked out of the grave full of resurrection power. This story captivated me more than any other because my mother had her own testimony of Christ’s victory over Death. She had experienced it firsthand, and her conviction made the resurrection real to me in a way that mere theology never could.
When you surrender your life to Christ, you become a target for spiritual warfare. The powers of darkness recognize the threat you pose to their kingdom, and they mobilize against you with malicious intent. They want to drag you down into destruction, to silence your testimony before it can impact others. Satan is the destroyer who comes to steal, kill, and destroy. Yet Jesus is the life bringer who came that we might have life and have it abundantly.
“Righteousness guards the person of integrity, but wickedness overthrows the sinner.”
(Proverbs 13:6)
“You believe that there is one God. Good! Even the demons believe—and shudder.”
(James 2:19)
During those early years of my childhood, we relied heavily on walking and taking public buses to get wherever we needed to go. We had no car, no reliable transportation of our own. Though we had little money and fewer material possessions than most families around us, we were rich in something far greater than earthly wealth: we had each other, and we had God. These two treasures sustained us through circumstances that might have crushed a family without such foundations.
My mother often turned our necessary travels into games that would pass the time and sharpen my young mind. As a bus approached in the distance, rumbling down the Chicago streets, she would quiz me, asking if I could see the route number posted on the front of the vehicle. She would make it a challenge, testing my eyesight and my ability to recognize numbers from far away.
I tried to see, squinting into the distance, and sometimes I was wrong. But other times, I surprised even myself with what I could perceive.
One day, I asked my mother a question that would mark a turning point in my understanding of God. I asked her if I was able to ask God for something, anything at all. She looked down at me with a smile filled with faith and reassured me with gentle confidence that yes, I could ask God for anything according to His will.
I bent down to my knees right there on the sidewalk, oblivious to the passing strangers who must have wondered at the sight of a small boy praying in public. With childlike faith uncomplicated by doubt, I asked God to show me an eagle. I do not know why I chose an eagle. Perhaps I had seen one in a picture book, or perhaps the Holy Spirit Himself planted the desire in my heart.
Not yet realizing my gift, not yet understanding the spiritual inheritance my mother had passed down to me, I was amazed when the very thing I had asked for appeared in the sky above us. An eagle, soaring against the backdrop of the Chicago skyline, circled overhead as if responding to my prayer.
My mother smiled knowingly. She recognized what was happening even if I did not yet possess the vocabulary to name it. My sight was beginning to awaken, and it would not be limited to the physical realm. In time, I would be permitted to gaze into the spiritual realm as well, to see things hidden from ordinary human perception.
Many members of our extended family believed my mother to be mentally disturbed. They could not reconcile her spiritual experiences with their understanding of normal human existence. They whispered behind her back, questioned her sanity, and dismissed her visions as symptoms of illness rather than gifts from God.
I remember when I was little, some nights she would cry out about the things she was being shown, things no one else was permitted to see. Her experiences were met with incomprehension by family members who had no framework for understanding prophetic revelation. They could neither grasp the scope of the visions she was receiving nor imagine the fear those revelations often carried. When God shows you glimpses of hell, when He reveals the spiritual forces arrayed against your family, when He pulls back the curtain on realities most people are mercifully shielded from, the weight of that knowledge can be crushing.
Demons and dark entities have a keen sense for detecting those with prophetic gifts. My mother’s ability to see into the spiritual realm made her a target of their harassment, even as it made her a powerful intercessor for those she loved. She bore this burden faithfully, never turning away from her calling despite the cost it extracted from her peace of mind and her
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