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The visions began about ten years ago. In all honesty they were more like very precise dreams. It was as if I was watching a movie with an all-star cast of Oscar winners. They always came at night when I retired to bed. In reality I rarely dream and I never remember them when I do. When I awoke the first time I thought maybe I had been watching something on television. But it was more realistic than any movie I had seen. I felt I was actually there in each scene with these New Testament figures and I could recall every second. And so because I was a writer...I wrote. I wrote what I witnessed.

I carefully wrote down what I experienced in my sleep if I was indeed asleep. The very first vision or dream I experienced was of Mary visiting Nero in Rome attempting to gain the release of the Apostle Peter. I had always assumed that Mary had passed away long before Peter’s imprisonment, but we don’t actually know. Maybe this vision was as it actually happened? As I finished and reread the scene it was exactly what I witnessed, felt and believed. Even the names of the soldiers like Stephan and Barcus just popped up from out of the blue.

One month later I experienced another vision and the next month, yet another. The three visions together were actually three parts to one story which began with Jesus on the cross and ended with Peter’s crucifixion. It seemed to be a realistic snapshot of what life was like for Christians in the early church: The drama, the excitement, the miracles and the joy of spreading the Good News. This became my novella, Acts Untold. (Available as an eBook everywhere)

It would be months before I experienced another such vision but they always unfolded in the same manner as the first. They came in no particular order or in any sort of time frame. They came to me as little plays and I just wrote what I saw.

Some of the visions are of very common, well-known incidents in the earthly life of Jesus and Mary. Although they can be found in the New Testament the detail and emotion I felt as I lived them was something unexplainable. The heartbreak of the crucifixion, the complete joy of the annunciation and the confusion felt by all at the surprising news of the empty tomb. Each time I finished translating the vision onto paper I was exhausted and drained. I knew I had to share it and it would become part of my writing ministry.

It could be I have an over-active brain, though some have told me just the opposite, or it could be that I was meant to share these visions with the world in hopes it may help to strengthen the faith of those facing challenges. I can’t say, but I do know it strengthened my faith and I hope someone in need may happen upon this little eBook at a time they need to read it. I pray God blesses you and your family.
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In Nazareth, Mary stood by a table in her home. She pulled a bowl from the large bucket of soapy water and began drying it with her apron. She softly hummed to herself a barely audible tune which floated in the air like a fragrant perfume. Her sweet voice, though very quiet, attracted the attention of a dove who had been winging his way over the rooftop when he detected the music coming from the house. He landed in the open window and cooed delicately in a tender duet with Mary. She smiled kindly at the bird as he was a frequent visitor.

For almost a year the dove seemed to show up wherever Mary was at. She found it fascinating for the first few weeks but it had become so commonplace that it never surprised her when he made an appearance. Her feathered companion seemed to watch over her and somehow she felt he was protecting her. She didn’t understand why or how, but she always felt safe when she saw him. She felt safe today.

As she dried another bowl she became aware that the dove was no longer cooing. She looked up at him to see he was intensely staring at something with great reverence across the room. He was so still he appeared as if a statue. When Mary looked for what held him so captive she saw the angel Gabriel looking directly at her, only a few feet away.

He spoke, “Hail, full of grace, the Lord is with thee: blessed art thou among women.”

The bowl slipped from Mary’s hand and crashed to the floor, shattering into many pieces. But she didn’t hear it, she took no notice that she even dropped it.

“Fear not Mary, for thou hast found grace with God.” Mary felt the fear and shock quickly subsided as if ordered by an unseen power to flee at once. “Behold thou shall conceive in thy womb and will bring forth a son: and thou shall call his name Jesus.”

Though not afraid her mind was spinning in wonderment. She dried her hands on her apron and tried to think logically, which was impossible. Here stood an angel of the Lord. Very tall, robed in white and glowing.

Gabriel continued, “He shall be great and shall be called the Son of the Most High. And the Lord God shall give unto him the throne of David his father: and he shall reign in the house of Jacob forever. And his kingdom will have no end.”

Mary had only been betrothed to Joseph for a short time and she had never been with any man. “How will this be possible as I have never known a man?”

The angel took a step closer. “The Holy Ghost shall come upon thee and the power of the Most High shall overshadow thee. And therefore also the Holy thing which shall be born of thee shall be called the Son of God.”

His eyes were so intense that Mary could not have looked away if she had wanted too. Which, she didn’t. Although this seemed so unimaginable, Mary felt a powerful, divine inspiration that she was being blessed with a life-changing, world-changing mission.

“And behold thy cousin Elizabeth, she also has conceived a son in her old age: and this is the sixth month with her that is called barren. Because no word shall be impossible with God.”

Tears began to leak from Mary’s eyes, joyful tears as her heart could barely contain her bliss. With a firm smile she said, “Behold I am the handmaid of the Lord: be it done according to thy word.” With the last word leaving her lips, the angel dissolved before her eyes and was there no more.

Mary took a slow, deep, deliberate breath in and out. “I must go to Juda and share this news with Elizabeth.” She thought out loud. “I shall leave tomorrow.” She started to pack, the dove watched and cooed softly.
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