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"9 will reveal’ myyeé[ to the world
in the little fﬁi@y .. and you will

he my messenger. !

And so, the journey begins with a reluctant
teen and his younger sister.




CHAPTER 1:
THE DREAM

he click of the front door closing is my daily

morning alarm clock for high school. Like
any other teenage boy, I badly want to roll over
and go back to sleep, but the need to see my mom,
however briefly, wins out.

After pulling on my school uniform—navy
pants that are almost too short for my six-foot
frame and a white-collared shire—I rake my fin-
gers through my straight, dark hair. Then I peer
closer into the bathroom mirror. My red-rimmed,
blue eyes give me away.

Busted! I look like I haven’t slept all night.
I hope Mom doesn’t notice.

I meet my little sister, Mary, in the hallway.
She’s still wearing her white nightgown and rub-
bing her eyes.

“Hey, Brat,” I call out.

She sticks out her tongue.
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Laughing, I allow her to pass and then follow
her into the kitchen. To say our apartment is
cramped is an understatement: one-story and two
bedrooms. But at least I don’t have to share my
room with the brat.

“Good morning, darlings!”

I know from her cheerful greeting that Mom’s
tips from the all-night diner were better than usual
last night, and breakfast will consist of more than
just carbs this morning. I perk up.

Mom was regal at one time. She keeps a picture
on her dresser of a formal she and Dad attended
years ago. Sometimes I sneak a look when she
isn’t home.

But these days Mom looks pale and haggard in
her drab-gray diner uniform. The accompanying
stiff, white apron doesn’t do much for her looks,
either. Most of the time dark circles show up
under her blue eyes.

She’s exhausted.

“Morning, Mom,” Mary and I mumble.

[ sit down at the kitchen counter and stretch
and yawn, only half awake. “Can I skip school?”
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I'm tired from staying up late texting Max. No
one was home to make me go to bed.

I watch through droopy lids as Mary wraps
her slim arms around Mom’s waist. Mom is very
thin ... too thin.

Mom gives Mary a tight squeeze and plants
a kiss on the top of her dark curls. She studies
me with that certain, wistful look I've come to
recognize—a look of regret.

I know what she’s thinking. I look too much
like Dad.

“Seriously, Joseph? Skip school? Let’s not start
the day by complaining, please.”

I’'m used to her semi-aggravated tone, but it
changes when she smiles down at Mary. “How’s
my little angel this morning?” she whispers sweet-
ly. “Did you sleep well?”

Mary gasps. “Angel!” Her eyes grow wide.

At the word “angel” I feel sucker punched.
I catch my breath and fight to sit up straight. The
last vestiges of sleepiness vanish.

In an instant, my mind flashes back to last
night’s dream. My heart races. The dream is as
real to me this moment as when it happened.
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I recall everything in detail and exquisite color.
[ always dream in color, yet this time my dream is
especially clear, stunning, and unbelievably vivid.

“What's with you two?” Mom gazes at us, clearly
stunned. I see the fear in her eyes. “Joseph, are
you okay?”

My mother’s voice sounds distant. I hear roaring
in my ears and feel like I'm going to faint. “Umm,
I’m not sure.”

It’s the best I can muster. I'm trying to make
sense of my thoughts as they race around inside
my head. One scene shifts to another ... then
another. I place my elbows on the counter and
prop up my head. The roaring slowly recedes.
“I think I'll live.” My heartbeat returns to normal.

“Well, breakfast is served, and food always
seems to make you feel better.” Mom shakes her
head and lifts two containers out of a brown
paper bag.

Whew! I'm glad the focus has shifted. I need
time to regroup.

Mary grabs the napkins and forks from the
drawer. She passes them to me before scooting
up on the barstool and taking a seat on the other
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side of Mom’s stool. She’s bursting with eagerness,
glowing even, if that’s possible. She opens her
mouth to launch into the reason for her excite-
ment. Before she speaks I've got a feeling that
I know what she’s going to say.

“I had the weirdest dream ever,” Mary says.
“I feel like it’s still happening.”

Mom stops scooping out the eggs and narrows
her eyes, as if seeing Mary and me for the first
time. Slowly, she puts down the container. “Both
of you—Dboth Mary’s face and yours, Joe—are ...
are aglow. Not with the rosy glow of sleep, but
with the glow of someone who has seen something
otherworldly.” Her voice catches. “Otherworldly?
Really! Did I just say that out loud?”

Mary and I exchange astonished looks. Some-
thing is wrong. Very wrong. It must have some-
thing to do with the dream.

“Joseph,” Mom says. “Do you see it?”

[ stare at Mary’s face. “Weird!” That’s about all
I can manage right now.

“Did you dream what I did?” Mary asks me.

“I don’t know how I know this, but yes, I did.”
Okay, I'm starting to freak out here.
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“Look at me.” Mom’s voice sounds tense. “Does
someone want to explain what’s going on here?
Joseph? Mary?” She places a hand on my shoulder.
The food is all but forgotten.

[ stare into her eyes. Weird, unbelievable, or
outrageous as it might sound, I can’t lie. “I can’t
explain it, but Mary and I had the same dream.
We dreamt about angels and being with Jesus.
And”—1 swallow—"It’s still going on. Not the
‘seeing it’ part, but I remember it all, in detail.
[ feel like I could talk to the Lord right now if I
wanted to.”

“Joseph, don’t frighten your sister.”

“No, Mom, it’s true.” Mary bobs her head. Her
curls frame her face like a halo. “Last night I saw
angels. They were big—really big. This big!” She
jumps off the stool and reaches for the ceiling to
demonstrate the angels’ sizes. “Bigger than that,
even! They told me not to be afraid, that Jesus
wants me to spend time with Him, and to listen
to what He has to say.”

Mom sighs. “I'm bone-tired, kids. I've worked
the red-eye shift at the diner for five nights straight,
and I am in no mood for fairy tales, especially
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when it comes to God. My life has been filled with
about as much sorrow as I can handle. Happily
ever after is not in the cards I've been dealt.”

Mom looks close to tears, but there is nothing
I can say to cheer her up.

She goes back to dishing out the food. Her
marriage to Dad, her childhood sweetheart, end-
ed in a tragic accident. The business they owned
went bankrupt. I remember losing our home, our
friends, and most of our family.

I don’t know all of the details—Mom doesn’t
say—but Dad’s family won’t talk to us. 'm pretty
sure it has something to do with money. Who
wants to take in a widow and two kids, especially
in the current economy?

“No handouts for me.” That’s what Mom always
says. She won’t take government entitlements.
She provides for us by managing the local diner
at night, even if it means taking a double shift to
fill in when the help—more often than not—fails
to show up for work.

Mom looks at Mary. She shakes her head and
forces a smile. “I only wish I did see angels, sweet-
ie, even in a dream. But I don’t.” She places her
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hand against my forehead, and then Mary’s, to
check for fevers.

I's my turn to be annoyed. “No, Mom, we're
not delusional.”

“I'm glad to hear that. Now, no more angel talk.
Eat your breakfast or you'll be late for school.”
She sets plates in front of us.

“It’s no use, Mary.” I pick up my fork, stab a
chunk of eggs, and cram them into my mouth.

Mary pouts. “But I saw angels. I saw Jesus.”

“I know. So did 1,” I say through a mouthful
of eggs.

“Hello, kids! I'm right here,” Mom reminds us.
“I said no more talk about angels. Just eat.”

I pause halfway through my breakfast. I need
space and time to think before I head out the
door. For some reason, though, I'm compelled to
share something important.

“Mom, I know you don’t want to hear any-
thing more right now, but believe me, everything
is going to be okay. Please don’t worry.” I shove
in another bite, chewing as I gauge her response.
When she doesn’t say anything I add, “Our lives
are about to change drastically.”
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“Joseph!” Mom holds up her hands to stop me
from going any further.

I guess I shouldn’t have added that last bit.
Mom’s eyes narrow. She’s obviously confused,
and rightly so. Who would have guessed I'd be
sharing a dream about angels or assuring her
about our future?

“I'm looking at you,” Mom says, “and you seem
exhilarated and at peace all at the same time. You
found Jesus? How can that be? That’s not like you.”

“One more thing. Just one. I promise.” I need
to get my next sentence out in a rush or I'll never
be able to say it. “I feel the presence of the Lord
strongly right now. When you're ready, He has a
message for you.” I duck my head and shovel in
the last of my food. After that latest revelation,
I can’t imagine what Mom will say.

“We'll revisit this later, Joe. If you two don’t
hurry and get ready for school, you’ll be late.”

At least she didn’t blow a fuse this time.

Mom stands and watches us place our plates in
the sink. Her hand shakes slightly as she drinks
her coffee.

What is happening to me? I feel shaky too.
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Mary leads the way to our bedrooms. I take a
quick glimpse backward and catch Mom looking
wistfully around the tiny apartment. I am positive
she wants to believe us. I think she wishes she
could see some heavenly proof.

Taking a deep breath, I enter my room. Our
family needs a faith boost. The holidays have come
and gone, and Mom’s mood slid further downhill.
Holidays and anniversaries always make us think
“what if?” What if Dad hadn’t died in that car
accident two years ago?

After he died, Mom started a journal, which
eventually grew into an online blog. She said she
wrote as a distraction, and slowly she began to
earn a small income. At first, Mom wrote for her-
self. It was a way to grieve. Then somehow, other
grief-stricken people began to find her blog, read
it, and comment. They found solace in her words.

Mom doesn’t know this, but I read her blog and
find solace too. I see her write even when she is
tired, trying to fight off sleep. She doesn’t go to
sleep until after we leave for school, and even then
she manages to find the time to write.

If only Dad hadn’t died.
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