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THE STORY OF PENTECOST 

AS RELATED IN HEAVEN 

CHAPTER 1 

 
I HAVE had yet another vision. I hope I shall not come to be regarded as a "visionary" 
in consequence of my frequent dreamings; but this is how the one I am about to relate 
came to pass. I wanted to write something upon the subject that stands at the head of 
this paper, that was calculated to be useful and likely to be read; but how was it to be 
done? 
 
My longing for information on the subject of which the vision treats from the very 
people who actually took part in the stirring events, in addition to our account given   
in the Bible, can readily be appreciated. I can remember exclaiming, "Oh, that I could    
but interview someone among the favoured few who composed that upper room 
audience on that remarkable day." 
 
That could not be, however; so, giving wing to my imagination, I found myself 
suddenly transported to the celestial country, where, by favour of an attendant angel, I 
succeeded in securing an introduction to one of the very individuals whom I wanted to 
meet, and from him obtained the following narrative, which will, I think, be found, so 
far as the facts of the case are concerned, to be in strict harmony with the story   
related in the Sacred Book by the inspired writer. In our translation of this account   
more liberty has, I think, been taken with the Scripture narrative in the effort to make it 
more real and natural to the reader than what will be considered to be perfectly lawful 
and reasonable by those who count it their special duty to protect the inviolability of 
the Word of God. 
 
Imagine, then, dear reader, that you see me, in company with one of the happy 
inhabitants of the Holy Land, seated on a bank covered with verdure, at the foot of 
which one of the tributary streams of the river of living waters is flowing. Around us are 



	

Visions – The Story of Pentecost – Chapter One 2 

the loveliest of flowers of every colour and form. Above us is the clear blue sky, from 
which floods of warm sunshine are poured down without unwelcome heat or glare; 
while on the branches of the trees of ever-green beauty which stud the landscape the 
birds of paradise are singing their entrancing songs. 
 
Now to my business. But before proceeding I must have a word respecting the 
companion from whose lips I am to hear the story which had so much to do with the 
introduction of Christianity into the world. 
 
Who is he? Ah, that was one of my first enquiries, to which he responded in the freest 
manner. 
 
“May name is Samuel, and I am the son of that beautiful saint who was known on earth 
as the widow of Nain.” 
 
"What!" I said, in surprise, "are you the young man whom our Blessed Lord raised to 
life, and restored to the arms of his mother while the funeral procession was actually 
on its way to the grave?" 
 
"I am that very individual," he replied, with a look of delight, called up, doubtless, by 
the recollection of his Lord's tender concern for his mother, and of the blessed 
consequences that had followed to himself. 
 
My surprise knew no bounds, and I do not know how many questions came unbidden 
to my lips, referring, among other things, to his feelings at the hour when he was 
restored to life; the manner in which he had spent his days on earth; and the place in 
the heavenly world where his mother could be found — for I could not question but   
that she was there. But I checked myself at once, remembering the object of my visit, 
and that I must attend to that business before venturing to enter upon any other. 
 
So, having satisfied myself that my friend was an actual eye-witness of the matters I 
desired to describe, I settled myself down, notebook in hand, and proceeded to 
record the story of the Day of Pentecost, as my companion’s words, which trilled me 
like music, came from his inspired lips. 
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“And how did it all come about?” I asked. “Let me have the particulars as they occur to 
your mind, for the merest details of that marvellous event will be of the greatest 
interest to those who read my account of it." 
 
"Well," he said, "I will try and tell the story; but you must have patience with me. For, 
although my memory is perfect as to what I heard and saw on that memorable day, I 
was so excited with the remarkable experiences that transpired around me with such 
startling rapidity, that my ideas were naturally a little confused. Then you must 
remember also, that, although I could speak very freely to you in the language of 
Heaven, I have not the same facility for conversing with you in the language of earth." 
 


