Waiting for the promise:
patience makes perfect
I came across this, written eight years ago today, and
considering the fact that one year later God told me to write
my first Context for Kids curriculum book, then my Context for
Kids YouTube channel and website, and now I have the Context
for Kids radio show (airing on two stations and also on my
podcast channel) and will be speaking to a homeschooling
conference next month–well, I figured it was good
encouragement for those of you still waiting on your promise
from God. Or it could be your second or third promise because
those trip us up too–especially when that promise comes from
the dream of a scholar whom you have admired for many years.
Not sure I even want that one to happen or how it would but
then I never saw any of this coming or wanted it either.
****
There’s this phrase I use, not sure where I got it from, but
someone undoubtedly coined it long ago. It’s a great one.
“Creating an Ishmael.”
I say it whenever our impatience causes us to jump the gun on
the huge deliverance planned for us when it looks as though we
have been cursed, or forgotten, or when we feel there just
isn’t time left for God to deliver us from our circumstances
and deliver on His promises. But I don’t say it with judgment
or a scowl because the people who judge Abraham and Sarah
harshly have probably never had anything withheld from
them–possibly because nothing great will ever be demanded from
them or come from them. I am wondering if I can think of
anything amazing that ever came to anyone in the Bible who
didn’t have to suffer and wait for it. Offhand, I just can’t
think of anything really. Except that Adam and Eve got the

Garden right away, and we see how well that went.
An “Ishmael” is what we create when we try and force a
blessing, when we figure we know what form God’s blessings
*should* take and according to what timetable they *should*
arrive.
Disappointment driven by sorrow and humiliation
coupled with hopelessness can really push a person towards
taking matters into their own hands, which is what Sarah and
Abraham did when Hagar became a surrogate mother in a
misguided and impatient effort to speed up what was meant to
be a purely miraculous event.
In a perfect world, Abraham and Sarah would have welcomed
Isaac into a world that never heard the cries of baby Ishmael.
Perhaps Hagar would have married another servant and lived a
more contented, uneventful life.
happened, not by a long shot.

But that isn’t what

Perhaps it would have, in a world where Sarah was not branded
as a failure, either by herself or others, or in a world that
is willing to wait for the fulfillment of promises. Abraham
and Sarah have done nothing that we all have not done in one
form or another, even if we do not see it. After all, how
many times have we seen someone have a dream or a prophetic
word that they decided that THEY had to bring to pass? I have
been a part of two congregations where a building plan
inspired by a prophetic word completely altered the course of
a local assembly, and the course of a minister’s life, and not
for the better. And the words might have been very valid!
But fulfilling such things in the flesh, as Abraham and Sarah
did, is not a valid option. You see, God does not need our
interference when He has promised something, He needs us to
prepare ourselves and wait for Him to make it happen.
About 10 years ago I had a dream that I have never understood
the interpretation of, although my husband and I have chatted
about it often. Last year, a sister of mine from Africa, who
I have never met, had a confirming vision. I want to use it

as an example of how we could have mucked everything up, and
still might muck it up, for all I know, if we get impatient.
I was sitting in an upper room watching a movie on one of
those screens they used to have in school, the ones where you
would pull them down from above. The movie was about a man
and woman who were raising 100 children, none of them
biological. I saw their tiny little house, I saw toys out
front, and thought about how much I admired them.
As the
movie ended, I realized it was about my husband and me.
At this point, we had our two children, neither biological. I
was greatly confused and yet it was one of the most vivid
dreams I have ever had. So, I tucked it away. Now what could
I have done? I could have said, “well this means this and in
order for this to happen, that has to happen, and I had better
get to work.” Fortunately, a few days earlier I had left the
church system due to the first of the two situations I spoke
of earlier regarding building plans hurting a congregation (or
in this case destroying the congregation) by compromising a
minister. I had seen firsthand what happens when we assume
and do not wait–we screw everything up. David (the pastor)
didn’t have to do God’s work for Him, and I wasn’t going to
repeat the mistake. But over the years, I started wondering
as I saw nothing happening and I got older and older.
Then in January 2013, my friend from Africa, a minister, sent
me this about a vision she had while praying, “I SAW A LADY
WITH SO MANY KIDS, MOST OF THEM WHEN BABIES. YR NAME WAS
WRITING UNDER THE PICTURE BOLDLY WITH CAPITAL LETTER. THE
SPIRIT OF GOD WHISPERED TO ME, “TALK TO HER.”
I told her the dream I had had so long ago and that I had
feared that in waiting, I had missed my calling in life. We
were both very glad that I had waited and she had not waited!
Now again, I had a choice, but not coincidentally, I had just
come out of my second incidence, a few months before, of a

minister going forward in his own power who was hurting people
and himself in the process trying to make a word come to pass
himself—one promising an international ministry when,
strangely enough, he already had one but I suppose he thought
there should be more nations than just two. My choice, in
light of these failures, was to continue waiting or to make
something happen. I chose to wait, based on scripture and
personal experience.
I think of my life over the past 10 years if I had rushed
forward and created an Ishmael. Perhaps I would have become a
foster mother, and maybe my immaturity and woundedness would
have been magnified, and my spiritual journey stunted in my
zeal to lean on my own understanding. Not to mention what I
would have done to those poor kids. I know in my heart now
that path would have been a disaster. But still–what does it
mean?

Who are my 100 children? Are they really babies?

I can tell you this, that when my sister in Africa confirmed
the dream for me, I decided it was time to grow up in a big
way. I decided something I was incapable of deciding 10 years
ago–that those 100 children, whatever they represent, need
someone to care for them who doesn’t have a ton of issues to
inflict on them. So, I started preparing myself to be their
mother, whatever that means. When I decided to change for
them, things started changing for me. And a few weeks ago my
husband had a dream where we were living in a tent that kept
getting bigger with more and more people in it — which
reminded me of this:
Is 54:1-2 Sing, O barren, thou that didst not bear; break
forth into singing, and cry aloud, thou that didst not travail
with child: for more are the children of the desolate than the
children of the married wife, saith the Lord. Enlarge the
place of thy tent, and let them stretch forth the curtains of
thine habitations: spare not, lengthen thy cords, and
strengthen thy stakes;

And still I do nothing, except that my efforts on the behalf
of my promised children have been redoubled. With every new
reminder, I become more and more determined to prepare myself
and wait for God to prepare the circumstances, even though the
temptation becomes greater and greater to make it happen
myself.
Fortunately, after all these years I am still
clueless as to what it all means, or I might have created an
Ishmael already.
You see, creating an Ishmael happens when we start changing
our circumstances, but creating an Isaac happens when we allow
God to do His thing, according to His timetable. We believe
that changing our circumstances is the same as cooperation and
obedience when, in reality, we are usurping the authority of
God. We are saying that we don’t think He can get the job done
quickly enough to suit us. But the timetable is EVERYTHING.
The time between promise and fulfillment isn’t the curse,
it’s the blessing.
If a woman only had a week between
learning she was pregnant and giving birth, she would not be
prepared to be a mother — UNLESS she had already spent much
time in preparation before she ever got pregnant. That is
what the promise is for, to give us the heads up to prepare
ourselves, and not to make us hopeless and impatient. It’s
about walking in trust.
Some promises, some “children,” are too darned special to be
given to people who are not prepared. The longer the wait
time, the graver the responsibility, in my opinion. Isaac,
Jacob, Joseph, Samson, Samuel, John the Baptist — great men
who needed extraordinary parents refined in the fires of
disappointment and the agony of waiting. How many years did
David spend on the run when he could have killed his rival and
grabbed the crown? There is no verse saying that God helps
those who help themselves, but there is this one:
Is 40:31 But they that wait upon the Lord shall renew their
strength; they shall mount up with wings as eagles; they shall
run, and not be weary; and they shall walk, and not faint.

It is the ones who wait who will stand strongest, who will
soar highest, who will run with endurance, and will simply
walk. It’s all about how we walk. So don’t give up hope, you
are not forgotten, you just may be being prepared for greater
things than those who appear to have it all so easily but
might only be succeeding through charisma instead of promises.
And when you get it, remember to keep waiting and remain
patient, because the next promise can trip you up just as
easily as the first one. Just because we trusted and were
patient once, doesn’t mean that our Isaac can’t have an
Ishmael for a younger brother instead of an older one.

How an Apocalypse Works
I want to talk briefly about the genre of eschatological
apocalyptic literature and some of what it does and does not
mean.
To put it simply, very simply—an apocalypse pulls back the
veil between our world and God’s view of our world. Although
we have a way of looking at things here, aka “the way things
are”, an apocalypse reorients us to see events, governments
and people more the way God sees them and so you get humans
and governments described not the way they look to us but the
way God sees them. An apocalypse is somewhat of an angelic
guided tour through God’s view of our current reality and
struggles, and will function to show us the benefits of
overcoming and penalties of falling away. I guess the best way
to describe what is and is not an apocalypse is by sharing a
few dreams—one of which would qualify as apocalyptic but not
as eschatological apocalypse as it was not about the last days
and two will not, even though they have many of the same
elements.

So, first dream, not a fully realized apocalypse but having
the same revelatory elements and symbolic language, greatly
abbreviated:
I was in
violated
watching
actions.

church, watching myself up on stage being sexually
by the Pastor. He looked like a monster. People were
and throwing money at him, financially supporting his
(2004)

Okay, no angels in this dream but it was revelatory during a
time when I felt completely rejected and abandoned by my
church family after the Pastor launched a smear campaign
against me, lying about the contents of a letter I had written
him privately. As I mentioned, there was no angel saying
anything like, “Look at this…” and there was no call for me to
endure and be faithful. This was simply a dream showing me
what the situation looked like from God’s point of view—with
the Pastor was violating me and by continuing to pay him while
knowing what was going on, the congregation as complicit. This
is very simple, nothing complicated, but you needed the
context of my life to understand the trial I was enduring at
the time. Without the context, the dream could mean a lot of
other things. It helped me to endure the abuse that God had
previously told me to bear quietly. This served to show me
that although it seemed like the pastor was getting away with
it and maybe God was playing favorites, that nothing was
further from the truth. So, although we have the over-the-top
imagery of an apocalypse, it also lacks many elements you
would find in an actual apocalypse. Let’s fast forward to a
more recent dream during the days of social media:
I saw people slaughtering and butchering others and turning
their bodies into paint. But the paint had no color, it was
beige. It was lifeless. How could so much blood and violence
not be obvious in the final product? (2021)
Again, no angelic figures but the symbolism is again monstrous
and horrifying. That’s how symbolic language works. Are people

actually doing this? No, but this is how God sees the slander
going on on social media walls (which is where paint goes,
right?). People are butchering one another and plastering it
all over their walls and it looks absolutely normal (beige) to
us and even boring when it should be horrifying. Now, without
the social media context, someone might mistakenly interpret
this dream in such a way as to believe that people are
actually committing murder and turning the bodies (it wasn’t
just the blood) into paint and we will end up with a
desperately lurid conspiracy theory on our hands. But this is
how God communicates in dreams. The imagery is always more
severe than what we see on the surface in real life. So, this
is a wake-up call to see what internet slander looks like from
God’s point of view—all the gossip about other people and
generally posing as something far more righteous.
This next one actually qualifies as an apocalypse, albeit a
personal one and not for the world or the end times and
therefore not an eschatological apocalypse. And again, without
the personal context of a specific event in my life, it is
meaningless. To make it easier, we were living out in the
country at the time.
I was standing on my porch, with Mark, and a farmer driving an
old truck was barreling onto my property, almost hit my aboveground septic tank and as he turned toward the chicken coop, I
realized that he was “driving like a damned fool.” The back of
his truck, I noticed, was full of dilapidated chicken coops
and he dumped them unceremoniously on my property. It was then
I noticed that Mark was carrying me in his arms but then I
realized it was not Mark but the Lord! The farmer sped off,
never even bothering to acknowledge my presence. We went over
to the chicken coops, looking for anything of value but all we
found was chicken…um…poop. Lots of it…I found myself on the
farmer’s property and there were a lot of tourists and
spectators there. Farm animals but trapped in cages. The
ground wasn’t solid, but deep mud and probably manure. I saw a

man and I realized he was an angel and so I asked him, “What
must I do?” He told me that if I engaged the farmer that I
would have to do it on his own turf and I would come out
filthy but if I refrained then I would come out clean.
Suddenly, I was in a house, impeccably clean and gleaming
white on the inside, and in every room there were spotless
white bathrooms. There were maybe five of these bathrooms—no
matter where I went in the house, there was a place where I
could get cleaned up and stay clean. (December 2015)
So, in this one, although it does not concern eschatological
concerns (last days) it had the other trappings of an
apocalypse. It had a personal encouraging encounter with
Yeshua/Jesus. It had an angel giving me guidance. It had a
warning of what would happen if I was not faithful to the
commandment I had been given as to how to handle the situation
(that I was still ignorant of in real life) and encouragement
as to specific promises of what would happen if I did obey. A
situation that had not happened yet (well, it had but I would
be unaware for a few more hours) was being portrayed in a
revelatory way where I could see how God viewed it. It
functioned to let me know that I was not alone and the
situation was not going unnoticed. We all need this from time
to time, right?
As in any apocalypse, the oppressed have an ally in God, and
the oppressors are shown to be condemned, foolish, and able to
deliver nothing but chicken poop—no matter how much of a crowd
they draw or how popular they are. The fact that chicken poop,
in coarser language, is also a euphemism for cowardice,
there’s that too. God loves a good pun and the Bible has more
than one instance of a very coarse pun or rebuke (Ez 23:20,
anyone?).
In context, someone had uploaded an attack video against me
where they described me and my research to a “T” so that it
couldn’t be anyone else, without naming me (that might be the
cowardice part), and lied about my intentions in doing the

research and just engaged in ruthless character assassination
against me (again, delivering the chicken poop to my
property). Now, without that dream, I would have retaliated
and would have felt right to do so. Just being honest. And God
knew it. So, like Daniel and Revelation and other apocalyptic
literature, I was given God’s view of what was going on and
encouragement to endure quietly with the warning that if I did
not, I would come out the worse for it and if I did then I
would come out squeaky clean—regardless of any short-term
damage (and there was some) and inconvenience. Plus, it hurt
like the dickens and was humiliating because he had a huge
following and I was barely getting started in ministry.
So, when we come to Revelation, which is a full eschatological
apocalypse because it goes from the immediate situation of the
congregations of Asia Minor dealing with various challenges in
being either persecuted by or allying themselves with Rome
(and both of those are problems, they just require different
responses) to future victory, we have the same things. But
without context, they can easily be misinterpreted to be
literal—like the locusts and the horsemen and the beasts. But
how would these images have translated to the original
audience that we see the letters specifically addressed to? If
we don’t study the original context, we are going to go wild
with a bunch of kooky interpretations that need to be revamped
on a regular basis. And that’s just bad eisegesis.
Fortunately, we know enough now that we can discern, in the
words of one of my favorite scholars, that even a low level
Roman official with mediocre intelligence could have read
Revelation and understood the attacks against Rome herself
and, specifically, Nero.
Taking an apocalypse too literally is to miss the point. And
so is taking it out of the immediate historical reality. After
all, no one drove their truck onto my property, and they
didn’t actually dump a bunch of old chicken coops. I am sure
the ground at their place is not literally ankle deep in mud

and muck. I am sure they don’t have farm animals on display in
cages. And no, I have never been on his property, nor have I
even been in a house that clean with so many bathrooms. The
important thing was the message, the clarification, the
warning and the promise and what it meant to my walk. It was a
pseudo-apocalypse for me and my promised endgame of coming out
of it clean, which, even if you were one of the people
watching and spreading that video around, you must know by now
that I came out of the entire situation clean and unscathed
and even vindicated in that research he wanted to destroy me
over. The guy who did it? Not so much.
In the same way, Revelation is a message to churches in the
midst of trial and temptation that no matter how things look
to them on the ground now, God sees the situation differently
and is calling them to endure with faithfulness and integrity
and a spotless witness. And a further promise that in the
future there will be vindication and victory, even if they are
not alive to see it.
Can we glean and benefit from Revelation? Absolutely. Can
anyone glean from the dreams I had if they are going through
something similar? Absolutely. But only when not deprived of
the original situational context. Otherwise, we’re going to
end up with a story of nuclear weapons and apache attack
helicopters and miss the point of the apocalypse entirely.
God wins. He sees the injustice. Be faithful. Endure to the
end.
This is part 2 in a series on Revelation. Part 1, concerning
the two witnesses is linked here.
If you read the Reading list from part 1, you can add three
more books to it
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Sure, something smells fishy
– but what are conspiracy
theories distracting us from?
Just woke up from a dream that
had a couple I know personally
in it. They are going through a
time of discipline but haven’t
figured it out yet. In the dream
they had some sort of store
dedicated
to
secret
communications – the stuff they
were selling was vile and was only supposed to be bought by
people who were “in the know” – but the stuff they were
selling was defiled, things that should not be eaten, much
less bought. To say that something about that place wasn’t
“kosher” was an understatement – even though this couple does
eat according to Leviticus 11. So right away I knew that this
dream had nothing to do with actual food – very much like
Peter’s Acts 10 vision that used food to talk about people.
Well, except of course my dream isn’t anywhere near as earthshattering or important as Peter’s vision for a great many
obvious reasons.
There were a lot of customers in that place considering there
was nothing in there worth eating, not for anyone. Even the

descriptions on the packaging would keep just about anyone
(who wasn’t literally starving to death) at bay. Monkey
pastries and caterpillar delicacies – dang.
As I walked to the back of the store I found the family on the
floor trying to identify where the “fish smell” was coming
from. They were convinced that it came from below the house.
And yes, there was a fish smell but it wasn’t coming from
below because I took a quick sniff at the gaps in the
floorboards and compared to the air around me, it smelled
pretty neutral.
Not three feet away, however, was their toilet – crammed to
the top with feces and they couldn’t care less (even though
they were aware of it and everyone who cared to look could see
it). They were focused on what smelled fishy.
********************
First, I want to share how I got the interpretation. Unlike
Moses, God doesn’t speak with me face to face as He would with
a friend, whenever I get a dream it is full of riddles. My
dreams are always full of puns and idioms, they just are, and
it is fun to unravel them – usually. The #1 thing in dream
interpretation is to consider the audience – which is why I
put no stock in dream books because each person is unique in
what certain things mean to themselves. I dream from the
context of my own life, which is also why I am hesitant about
interpreting other people’s dreams. I am not a Joseph! (Or a
Peter..)
So, my friends were selling secret information but it was so
defiled that no one who was following God’s laws should have
been able to get past the packaging. The description itself
should have kept them a mile away. In other words,
idiomatically – no one who keeps Torah should have ever bought
it in the first place or even spent time considering it.
As I got deeper and deeper in, my friends were on the ground

searching for the source of the fishy smell and yes, there was
a slight fishy odor but it was not coming from where they
thought it was coming from, which was below. I told them that,
but they weren’t listening to me.
So here we have an acknowledgment that something really is
fishy, although it wasn’t THAT fishy, I never smelled it until
I got in that specific spot, but that their identification of
the source was incorrect.
I have had countless dreams in my life about clogged toilets
in bathrooms – when they are about me I know one thing for
certain, I am not getting my issues dealt with. Bathrooms are
places of purging and cleansing, and when they are not in
proper working condition in a dream there is a reason for it.
This toilet had a special quality to it, it looked awesome on
the outside, pristine, but inside was packed almost to the
brim – and they were ignoring it. Not just ignoring it though,
they knew it was full but were so focused on locating the
source of the smell that it seemed unimportant.
I knew one thing in my dream, neither they or I were going to
be able to locate the source of whatever was fishy, the only
thing we could do is smell it.
*************************
So, this the season between Shavuot (Pentecost) and Sukkot
(the Feast of Tabernacles) when I can’t even bear to look at
my social media newsfeed. The frenzy, in fact, has already
begun and this year in the US we have a Presidential election
thrown in just to make everything worse. (This is the point
where a lot of folks will stop reading and will get defensive
and react, but I want you to keep reading to see the point I
am trying to make in all of this – which actually isn’t about
conspiracy theories, conspiracy theories are simply a common
avenue of distraction from what we are called to do – which
is, to prepare ourselves from the inside out. There are a

great many other distractions that we deal with – like
“paganism” witch hunts and so many other side issues we get
hung up on.)
Isaiah 8:12-13 “Do not call conspiracy all that this people
calls conspiracy, and do not fear what they fear, nor be in
dread. But the Lord of hosts, him you shall honor as holy. Let
him be your fear, and let him be your dread.”
This is the point where I point out that since I started
noticing this in 1999, not one prediction this time of year
that I have ever seen has ended up happening – and the really
obvious tragedies happened without warning from anyone on
social media. Of course, afterwards, they claimed to have
known all about it…
Does something smell fishy? Yes, but do the people peddling
all of these conspiracies know where the source of the smell
is coming from? Evidently not, and in fact theories are thrown
against the wall like spaghetti – but to what end? For all of
the selling of this or that theory going on across the
internet, the promoting of the secret information – it seems
to simply be a distraction.
We are preparing to know about things that very probably can
never be known with certainty, and certainly we have no power
to prevent, and while we are busy making sure that our
outsides look clean, we aren’t getting our issues dealt with –
even when we know they exist. The lure of chasing down what
smells fishy is too distracting – even more distracting an an
open toilet filled to the brim with vile sewage.
We are called to prepare ourselves, first and foremost. That’s
what the time in the wilderness was about, that’s what the
first exile was about, and it’s also what this final exile has
been about. If you want to prep and store food, that’s awesome
– but if we are not spending ten times the effort and
resources prepping our characters and dealing with our own

issues, then we will just end up well fed corpses in the
wilderness who were not prepared to be that generation which
enters into the Land. I am not expecting you to believe or
create any doctrine based on my dreams – heck, I don’t even do
that – but we are nowhere near the end. I have seen a movement
increasingly swelling to prepare the children, because I
believe they will be the ones upon whom the heavy lifting
falls. All of us, we are still too Egyptian with our jealousy,
infighting, and outright rebellion against any manner of
leadership whatsoever. Our kids have a chance to get it right,
however, if we get our attitudes and distractions out of their
way.
If we want to be a part of what they will be doing, we need to
focus on the dirty toilet in the room, our toilet full of our
own… well, I don’t really have to say it. Do we think that
Yeshua wants that stuff in His face when He returns? Will He
want to hear, “I was too busy telling people about things that
didn’t end up happening every year, and researching a lot of
things that my knowing about couldn’t change, and I didn’t
spend much time preparing my own heart or my own kids to have
the kind of character it will take to get through the
Tribulation – actually, I spent far more time on conspiracy
and controversy websites than in Your Word.”
Hmm… it just occurred to me that the couple’s children were
nowhere to be seen in the dream. Considering what they were
selling, I am not sure if that was a good thing or a bad
thing.
Character is job #1 – and character isn’t defined by keeping
the commandments any more than making a sacrifice constituted
repentance. Then and now, our commandment keeping and their
sacrifices were only pleasing if our hearts are right with
God, and that takes a lifetime of concentrated effort and much
pain in order to get right. It takes getting into the Word and
allowing it to change us, it takes being willing to see our
own issues, no matter how badly it hurts, and it takes the

kind of person who can embrace discipline instead of blaming
it on the enemy.

Practical
Dream
Interpretation Pt 3: Dreams
that show us that it’s time
for a major change
Still editing the book (halfway through the final edit) and
so I am publishing from my emergency reserve – the blogs that
come from weeks when I write three but only want to publish
one or two.
My son Matthew came to me with
this dream yesterday morning and
I was thrilled because it’s just
a
classic,
straightforward
communication from the Spirit
(indeed, personal correction is,
I
find,
the
most
common
communication from the Spirit). I immediately knew what it
meant and was able to relay that to him.
Why? Because I’ve had the same sort of dream many times and it
always leads to something amazing. This is the sort of dream
where, if we respond correctly, our lives will take a new and
positive direction.
In the dream, Matthew walked into his bathroom and closed the

door. It was dark but when he flipped on the light nothing
happened. He tried everything he could but to no avail – he
was totally in the dark.
I know, you’re either saying, “Big deal,” or you’re jumping up
and down because you’ve had the same dream or something
similar. It’s one of the most common types of dreams, as well
as one of the best.
In dreams, bathrooms will often show us our spiritual state.
The filthier the bathroom, the more work that needs to be
done. Sometimes the bathroom will be filled with other
people’s messes – which can either mean that we are
inappropriately cleaning up after someone or that there are
places of wounding in our lives, damages caused by someone
else, that need to get cleaned up. In this case, Matthew
didn’t notice anything about the bathroom so the cleanliness
was not an important element.
Bathrooms, as I intimated above, are the places where we get
cleaned up – but what happens when we are in the dark? Simply
put, it means that there is something that needs to be taken
care of but that we can’t see it ourselves no matter how hard
we try. This is a special revelation from God that He is going
to have to step in and reveal something that we generally
don’t want to know about ourselves. We all have these sorts of
disconnects in our lives where we think we are hot stuff and
we end up being kind of a hot mess instead.
The advice I gave Matthew is this – pray for that revelation
no matter how much it hurts or how embarassing it might be.
Being given the gift of seeing a truth about himself so young
is an opportunity I never had. I was twenty nine before I
started having such dreams, and he is being blessed at
fourteen. I also told him that when he finds out what the
character flaw is, to not ignore it or turn his back on it –
God only shows us things about ourselves when we are mature
enough to get it dealt with and at the moment when He is most

willing to work with us on it. Unlike people, who don’t wait
for the most opportune time but generally spring as soon as
they are irritated enough, God patiently waits until the
perfect opportunity.
Matthew prayed the prayer and last night he had another dream
which gave him another piece of the puzzle, encouraging him to
pray again for the full understanding of what in his life
needs cleaned up.
You know, God loves it when we respond to His promptings and
even though it is painful when we are being shown our faults,
Matthew is really encouraged by the fact that the Spirit
really is communicating with him. He has always wanted this to
happen, and now he is learning the benefits as well as the
price of hearing from God. He’s discovering that the Spirit is
a whole lot more about correcting us than showing us cool
stuff.
I will add that I had one of these very dreams just last
night, but in the middle of it I realized I was dreaming.
There was a person there that I could actually talk to and so
I said, “Please, tell me what’s wrong with me, whatever it is,
I don’t care. I am willing to do anything to fix this.” I
don’t remember what he told me, although I listened intently
in the dream, but upon awaking i had a deeper understanding
of why I do certain things and why that needs to change.
Painful, but good. The bathroom in my dream was spotless – in
fact it was a house full of practically spotless bathrooms, I
was the one who needed cleaned up on the outside. It’s a good
thing to know, in this life, what can be fixed while there is
still time to do so.

Relational Sanity Pt 10:
Moving the destroyers out of
your line of sight
Woke up from an amazing dream.

I started out in a bad place in the dream, although to be
fair, it wasn’t ever supposed to be a bad place but instead a
sanctuary of rest. In it were people from my life in the past
and present. You know, the kind of people who have or presume
authority but often lack good character?
It was time to leave a this place (it was like a rental cabin,
not someplace anyone is supposed to actually live forever),
but a ton of work had to be done first as there were things to
clean up and things to sort through in order to find out what
was good, what was bad, what belonged to me and what belonged
to others – but there was a sense of being pressed for time as
it was time to go. I knew that if I left the place uncleaned,
it would be someone else’s problem. In the midst of this, one
of the biggest challenges was the critical people who have
been in my life. These are the types of people who apply
pressure and never let up, who misrepresent situations because
of ignorance and refuse to be corrected or educated about the
things they are talking about as though just the fact that a
thought popped into their heads made it true and needful of
being spoken. I saw people who had betrayed me, long forgiven
but whom I still grieve over. These people, throughout the
dream, did absolutely nothing to help but only to hinder. I am

cleaning – people who aren’t cleaning give me grief. I find a
woman’s purse out on the property and try to return it,
someone snatches it away and expresses disapproval – not that
they want to keep the purse, but they simply are irritated
that I am pausing in my cleanup (that they are not helping
with) to see that something is restored to someone else.
Someone else is blocking my view of the person who I need to
speak to (and who has asked me to speak).
So what did I do? I cleaned anyway, I labored to return the
purse anyway, and I stepped forward until the man who was
blocking my sight was out of my line of sight.
Those of you who are familiar with my house dreams will see a
recurring theme – whenever I am in a new phase of my life, I
move into a new house in my dream and that house always needs
to be cleaned of other people’s stuff. This was the first time
in a long time that some of the stuff was actually mine, stuff
that needed to be kept and other stuff that could be tossed.
What I couldn’t do was just leave it behind for someone else
to clean up – it did have to be dealt with. Too much of my own
life has been spent dealing with the garbage that others left
behind for me to deal with – it’s time to break that cycle.
This is my third such dream in two months, three new houses
and so things are changing at a rapid pace.
My house dreams – always cleaning up the mess that other
people have left in my life that is holding me back and from
dealing with the things that need to be overcome. In the past,
I was only having to deal with the stuff because the old
owners were long gone. This dream was different – relatives
and a former ministry leader were there. Although some
relatives were there in the house I was trying to get cleaned
up, hampering me, and keeping me from returning to someone
else what was theirs for no reason other than to have the
illusion of control – it was the former ministry leader who
was in my way of seeing the person I needed to talk to so I
could address a gathered crowd about a problem. By walking

forward, and putting him out of my line of sight, I was able
to see the person I was addressing and I gave this stunningly
brilliant speech that concerned the giving of loans to the
poor but OF COURSE I can’t remember a word of it, only the
topic, so even though it was brilliant I can’t remember any of
it so it was totally wasted on my dream audience. Figures.
LOL. I will probably never know what I said or even say it in
broad daylight. Bah humbug….. it is not the first time this
has happened. I should imagine we have all had such dreams
where we do something amazing but alas – no witnesses!
The moral of the dream? People from your past often don’t want
your life cleaned up – they want you to be that person they
used to be able to control, keep down, discourage, frighten,
misrepresent, judge, and get in the way of. They want to be
better than you, more spiritual than you, able to pretend that
you are still that ‘messed up’ person who they criticized,
slighted, kept from doing what is right, got in the way of or
betrayed. It’s the crab bucket mentality – live crabs in a
bucket who try to escape will be pulled back in by crabs
beneath them and it works with humans too. Oftentimes the very
people who should want us to succeed the most really don’t
want us to – they want us to be the people they look down on,
or feel better than. Some people need that – they need to
critique, judge, control, and get in your way – because if you
move past them, they may have to turn around in order to
really see you. Turning around (Hebrew “teshuva”) is symbolic
of repentance, and in my dream, when I moved forward so that
the one who betrayed me was out of my line of sight, even he
had to turn in order to see me and he clapped along with
everyone else at my speech. Dang it, what did I say anyway??
So pay attention to the direction that people are facing when
they oppose you – as well as the direction you are facing.
Sometimes opposition is a good thing – not everything we do
should go unopposed – but when we are in fact truly cleaning
up our lives (as opposed to trying to forcibly clean up

everyone else’s life), truly doing good towards others (for
their sake and not for show), or truly moving forward (when
invited) then anyone opposing us is facing in the wrong
direction.
Oh, the woman who lost her purse? It isn’t uncommon for people
to lose their identity in the midst of critical, controlling
and treacherous people – being restored and then restoring
others is some of the purest work within the Kingdom.
Flip side of that – who in our own lives do we want to keep in
that place where they were when they were abusive to us? How
often do we truly want them to repent and be restored and to
get cleaned up, and how often do we secretly (or not so
secretly) want them to die evil so they can be banned from the
Kingdom? Do we stand in public, scream and point at them until
everyone hates them? While we look out for the people who are
unrighteously standing in our way (as opposed to the ones who
are righteously standing in our way), it is equally important
to look and make sure that we aren’t unrighteously standing in
the way of someone else (Warning: at first and easiest glance,
we will always assume that we are righteously standing in
someone else’s way). That’s tough, that requires real love –
to want restoration for those who have sinned against you and
have not repented, who in fact show zero remorse, oftentimes
because they do not question their own actions. Not
questioning our own rightness is an epidemic in the Body – and
it is probably the most valuable thing we can do in the
service of others.

