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This book is a collection of memories, dreams, reflections, and spiritual interpretations from different seasons of my life. I cannot place every dream in exact chronological order, and I do not claim that every dream was supernatural or that every feeling I experienced revealed an objective fact about another person.

What I can say is that these experiences felt real to me. They affected the way I prayed, the way I understood protection, the way I carried pain, and eventually the way I began to understand repentance, grace, and my responsibility for the choices I made.

The chapters are arranged by meaning rather than by a perfect timeline. This is not a story about having every answer. It is a story about what I began to hear in the space between who I was and who I believe God was calling me to become.
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I don't remember when I first went there.

I only remember arriving.

Before there were streets, people, or sounds, there was gray.

An endless gray space surrounded me as I flew through it like Superman - arms forward, body cutting through something that wasn't quite sky and wasn't quite darkness.

I wasn't controlling where I was going.

That was the strange part.

I was completely aware of myself. I could see. I could think. I could feel.

But I couldn't steer.

Something was carrying me.

Then suddenly - I landed.

It felt like I'd been dropped into the middle of Times Square, except there were no buildings. No billboards. No flashing advertisements.

Just people.

Hundreds of them. Maybe thousands.

Walking. Skating. Moving.

Everyone was going somewhere, but nobody seemed interested in where anyone else was going.

Nobody stopped. Nobody spoke to each other. Nobody even seemed to look at each other.

It was as if standing still wasn't something people did there.

And somehow, among all those people, I felt different.

Because I was looking.

I was searching faces. Trying to understand where I was.

Then I saw one I knew.

Leimiah.

My cousin.

A man who was no longer alive in the world I had come from.

For a moment, everything else disappeared.

There he was. Not sick. Not hurting. Not frightened.

Just living.

He had gotten off a bus - or at least that's how I remember it. There was something strange about that bus, too.

It didn't stop.

Maybe it never had.

Maybe nothing stopped here.

Then Leimiah looked in my direction.

Our eyes met.

And he smiled.

That smile.

His patented smile. The kind of smile you could recognize in a room full of strangers. The kind death couldn't erase from your memory.

For one brief moment, I knew exactly who I was looking at.

But a question immediately entered my mind.

Did he see me too?

I couldn't tell.

Maybe he recognized me. Maybe he didn't. Maybe that smile was meant for me.

Before I could figure it out, Leimiah continued along his path.

He didn't call my name. He didn't tell me to follow.

He simply kept moving.

And I watched him disappear into a world where nobody seemed to stop.

Then everything changed.

Dreams don't always have doors between rooms.

Sometimes you're simply somewhere else.

Now I was sitting inside a diner I'd never seen before.

There were people around me, but I couldn't see their faces. I knew I wasn't alone. I could feel their presence.

But something inside me wouldn't settle.

I needed to leave.

I needed to find my cousin.

And then another feeling came over me.

Not an image.

A memory.

Suddenly, although I knew I wasn't there, I remembered Boston.

A diner.

Katheryn DeJesus's father.

Papa Carl.

And for some strange reason - French-toast sticks.

It made absolutely no sense.

Yet the feeling was unmistakable.

The diner in this unknown place somehow carried the feeling of somewhere I'd already been.

And underneath that feeling remained the same thought:

I need to find Leimiah.

Then I woke up.

For whatever reason, I didn't think much about the dream afterward.

Life continued.

But I remembered the place.

And apparently, some part of me did too.
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The Hill
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I don't know whether this dream came before or after the others.

I only know that it felt like the same place.

The same atmosphere.

The same strange awareness.

And once again, I wasn't in control.

I wasn't choosing where to go. I was simply being carried through it, conscious enough to know what was happening but powerless to determine where I would end up.

Eventually, I found myself moving down a hill.

Something about the landscape changed.

The farther down I went, the heavier everything felt.

Then I realized what appeared to be below me.

A graveyard.

I continued downward.

Not because I wanted to.

I couldn't control where I was going.

Then something inside me changed.

Danger.

I didn't see someone coming after me. I didn't hear a warning.

I simply knew.

Whatever was down that hill, I wasn't supposed to continue toward it.

And still - I couldn't turn myself around.

Then something took control.

Not me.

God.

That's the only way I know how to describe what I experienced.

At the moment I couldn't redirect myself, I was turned around.

The descent stopped.

Instead of continuing toward the graves, I began moving back up the hill.

Away from whatever waited below.

Back toward where I had come from.

I don't remember what happened afterward. I don't remember leaving. I don't remember flying through the gray again.

I only remember that I was going down -

and then I wasn't.

I don't know what that place was.

I don't know whether Leimiah actually saw me.

I don't know where that bus was going.

I don't know why nobody ever stopped moving.

And I don't know what would have happened if I'd reached the bottom of that hill.

There is only one thing I know for certain.

I didn't choose to enter that place.

I couldn't control where it took me.

And when something inside me said I had gone far enough -

I was turned around.
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