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   I woke early without any apparent reason (about 5:30am) on Friday 
[12th February 2010] and couldn’t get back to sleep. After tossing and 
turning for a while I realised God was trying to say something to me. I 
said “OK, Lord what is it?”, and He started to give me a picture. I 
remember part way through it saying “How can I remember all this 
detail?” and He said “Write it down!” (Seems obvious now!). 

   Here is what He showed me: 

   I was quite high up and I saw soft, dry sand as far as the eye could 
see (The kind of sand that is very tiring to walk on).  There was a natural 
causeway of flat solid rock which came from behind me and curved 
away into the distance and over the horizon. 

   When I looked down (closer to me) I saw a multitude of people.  There 
was excitement and purpose among them as they were breaking camp.  
They were sorting out all the things they had accumulated  in the camp, 
throwing out all the rubbish and everything surplus to their needs for the 
journey. 

   There was a pile of discarded stuff left and three things were clear to 
me amongst it: 

1) Empty cans.  They were all the older type, empty, with the top 
opened and bent back.          Each one had painted on the side 
the words: “SINGLE USE ONLY”. 

2) Empty, worn out hessian sacks with holes in them.  Each sack 
had stencilled on it the words: “REUSE WHILE GOOD”. 

3) Broken glass, bits of broken wood and some torn and twisted 
old tents which were clearly beyond use.  It looked as if a 
shanty town had been demolished and these were the old 
materials from temporary structures. 

  Eventually the people moved off as one, as if at someone’s command.  
Each individual was carrying a small load on their backs. It was only 
enough for their immediate needs, and so light it didn’t hinder their 
progress at all. They seemed happy and excited. 
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   Then I looked down at the rubbish again and saw in amongst it several 
people, each with his light load on his back ready for the journey, but 
they hadn’t moved off with the rest. They were struggling very 
determinedly to fill the worn out sacks with the discarded cans, which 
just kept falling through the holes and back onto the rubbish heap.  As 
they struggled and bent down to do this (very determinedly, almost 
obsessively) the good things on their backs were falling off and 
disappearing into the rubbish.  Eventually, left behind and exhausted, 
they sat down in the rubbish in despair. 

   I looked up again at the causeway.  It was now empty as far as the eye 
could see.  The horizon was bright, where the multitude had gone, and 
darkness came in from behind me and soon the darkness fell on the 
exhausted people left behind amongst the rubbish heap.  

    

[David Palmer] 


