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Chapter 3
Desert Training Refined
Apples of Gold in Settings of Silver
This second phase of desert training was a serious work of refinement that
cut deep into the heart. Six years of extreme highs and lows. A time of betrayal
from those who were very close to me, — the final betrayal taking over two years to
recover while being relocated alone in a city along the pacific west coast.

The Stable Experience
Took the family out on a country drive. It was a beautiful summer day and
we made our way to a friend's acreage. As we walked through this amazing
setting, we slowly made our way into this rustic looking barn. Suddenly he
had an unction to deliver a prophetic message. As he began to speak I
collapsed to the barn floor while the presence of heaven fell all around. He said
that heaven had strategically placed me in this specific time for a specific
purpose. That I would receive a well trained horse for the approaching battle.
Then he compared me to a horse trained not to flinch during combat. He saw me
as a warrior striking the ground with my lance igniting spiritual fires. He saw my
heart burning for the things of heaven and saw me as one of those forceful men
taking back the land that was stolen.
Still lying on the ground, I tried to get up, but to my surprise I found
myself lying under a horse named Warrior. Instantly I was reminded of the vision
where all the horses had gathered around the end of my bed. I realized this event
confirmed my need to press into whatever heaven has coming for me. If there is
truth to any of this, — then spiritual fires will be ignited once again.
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Renaissance in the Arts
As an artist, I felt that heaven was about to unleash another renaissance in
the arts. I began to create art that was very prophetic; when people looked at my
work, they were impacted with the power of heaven. People were weeping as they
became healed. The art spoke to them deep within.
I was as surprised by this as anyone else and I realized I had touched on
something huge. Perhaps heaven was about to release another artistic renaissance.
I knew that the first renaissance of heavenly expression happened in the sixteenth
century through artists like Michael Angelo, Leonardo Da Vinci, and many others.
A second wave occurred in the 1960's. We are now at the threshold of a third renaissance and it looks like a big one.
When the visions came I felt the need to illustrate them because writing
them out didn't do a whole lot of justice to what heaven was trying to express. I
spent days and weeks putting art pieces together. It was like going into heaven's
treasure house and bringing the jewels back to earth and throwing them on a canvas. Good art can do good things, but what I discovered is that when art is anointed it can channel the power of heaven, causing amazing effects in people.
I realized that this third wave will be used as instruments of destruction
against the surrounding dark influences. It will have the ability to cause paradigm shifts as heaven manifests through the art. It will have the ability to transform our world view into one in line with heaven. We have somehow lost the art
of symbolism. Heaven is full of symbols and part of the renaissance is to redeem
that which has become distorted. Somehow we have synchromeshed the cultural
symbols of this world with our perspective of heavenly symbols, and with this
amalgamation we have come up with something that is somewhat distorted.
To have a greater understanding of this amalgamation here is an example
of two world cultures that have intertwined: Certain places in Africa were very
expressive, western civilization comes in with its culture and the African art forms
of expression become distorted, and in some cases squashed. Now apply that
understanding to the bigger picture and we can see how the undercurrents of world
cultural influence have the ability to distort heavens art forms. I believe that the
time of renaissance is a time to redeem what has been distorted.
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With the renaissance comes heavenly revelation and one of the main reasons for revelation is to bring restoration. This restoration now brings the unfamiliar things of heaven and replaces the familiar. It will challenge the familiar things
we value and give it more of a heavenly perspective bringing the unfamiliar to the
forefront. It's like heaven releasing a whole new generation of creative spiritual
warriors.

Another Mountain
Every now and then heaven would download revelation about the spiritual
men in this new city where I lived. I tried to piece it together, but as months went
by it all started to come into focus. According to heaven, these men were viewed
as eagles for the surrounding region, but they were hindered from being the
prophetic eyes that heaven called them to be. Not that they didn't see, — they
did. They flew into the heights of heaven and saw with amazing perspective, but
they were unable to walk out the revelation, and so these eagles eventually
isolated themselves and went into hiding.
These misunderstood ones never quite received the release nor the reception to speak out what they were prophetically discerning. Instead they were labeled
as the young guns in the spirit and quietly pushed aside. Those older were not
willing to embrace these young guns for two reasons; one is fear of loosing
control, and the other is not willing to take a risk on prophetic revelation that could
somehow be distorted through the interpretation and application. Being accountable for these young guns was not on the top of their hit list, but any good revelation was extracted and released without the proper recognition, giving them all
the accolades. Sidelined, these men removed themselves for they were not looking
for position, nor were they looking for recognition. What they were searching for
was a place of release. That safe place where they could try out their prophetic
wings, where they could crash and burn as they experimented with the prophetic
intel, a place where they could pick up the pieces and try wholehearted gain.
Instead, what they found was a microscope that continually analyzed their lack
of true character with a verdict that continually disqualified them.

Now I was
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hearing heavens cry for the "Men of God to arise!" In the last city heaven called
for the bride to arise; in this city the call was for the men to arise.
Five more months went by and I was finally able to piece it all together. A
tremendous windstorm hit the lake and the city, destroying most of the giant trees
in the main park. Again it was the natural speaking of the coming supernatural. Are
the religious giants in this region hindering the prophetic voice from the men?
Were the agendas of these religious giants overshadowing the light that shone
through these eaglets? Heaven plans to clear a way so that these men can stand up. If
the natural is truly speaking of the supernatural, then the religious giants in this
region are about to come down. How it all unfolds, — I’m not sure.
Spring was in the air and on this weekend I was standing on my front
porch, thinking how nice it was to be in this town, having a new job, meeting new
friends, when all of a sudden I heard the words; " Go to the mountain ! " Not
again! I looked up and said, " Lord, I need confirmation? " Well twenty minutes
went by and a friend from the last town I lived in pulled up the driveway in his
red pickup truck and said; " I woke up this morning having a sense that maybe we
should take a trip up the mountain today. Waddaya think ? " As we stood there
sharing our mountain revelations someone else in a white van pulled up to the
driveway and said; " You guys feel like taking a trip to the mountain ? "
Obviously we're going to the mountain today! But the real question is
which mountain? We are totally surrounded by mountains! As we gathered
around the front porch, a buzzing noise came from above. We all looked up and
noticed the neighbors wind dial violently twirling around. As we all watched, — it
suddenly stopped dead and pointed north as if an invisible hand was directing
it.

This obviously led me to question the guys about the north mountain, and

what I got was a bit of a history lesson on a mountain that we were now
determined to climb.

We all jumped into

the red pickup truck and drove

towards the top of that mountain. When the road came to an end, we hiked the
rest of the way.
When reaching the very top of that mountain, we were then able to see the
whole city and valley below along with the surrounding mountains. Then I
heard heaven's call over the city: "Men of God arise!" I kept hearing it over and
over again. This was the reason why we had been directed to the top of a moun58

tain. Heaven wanted the three of us to call out to the North, South, East and
West for the men of God to arise. For the men in this region to take flight once
again, -

and with the solid backing of heaven we cried out, "Men of God

arise! Men of God arise!" We cried out to the North, South, East and to the West!
Only moments later we found ourselves fanning spiritual flames as if we
were fanning a huge spiritual campfire. The spiritual flames intensified, the
presence of heaven became so thick on that mountaintop that it felt like we were
actually in heaven. We stopped fanning to look up, — the sky was on fire! A red
wildfire appear from south horizon and traveled right across to the north side
while at the same time the flames were flickering east and west. We were
awestruck as we watched a display of incredible color. Something was launched in
the Spirit and it definitely had something to do with the releasing of eagles. Heaven
was calling for the men of God to take their rightful place in the prophetic.
That night as I watched the local evening news, the first thing they
mentioned was the evening sky and how awesome the hues displayed themselves
over the valley. As we pressed forward I continued to write out those things that
heaven was downloading, and it all had to do with the men in this region to arise
with their prophetic voices. Being surrounded by many voices out there, it’s this
prophetic voice that needs to rise up! The writing was a cry for the former eagles to
embrace the arising eaglets. Filled with anticipation I await for these men to not
only step up, but to take their rightful place.
But once again, as I submitted my writings, they found themselves getting
stuffed into another filing cabinet. I have my share of filing cabinets in various
cities. And as I watched this new cabinet take shape, heaven mentioned I was only
accountable in walking my part out, — My hands are clean and there was no need
to get all worked up. I knew I was just the delivery boy but it’s hard to not take it
personal. In the past, I'd force myself out of indignation to push the revelation
through, — only to be disappointed. I found that when revelation steps upon
people's agendas and people's programs, people have a tendency to kick back.
And those mule kicks really hurt at times. But I have also learned from the past
that heaven will personally take care of man 's agenda if it's in the way of
heaven's agenda. Plus I've learned the hard way about getting in the way. Once
again heaven was telling me to step aside and step aside I did.
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Meanwhile, spiritual eagles of the city started to gather at a place nicknamed "The Eagles Nest." How ironic! It was like 300 Spartans in one room.
These were powerful times; the portal of heaven opened up as they gathered. The
prophetic call to "arise" unfolded before my very eyes. These eagles would
spread their wings and the updraft would take them to the high places of heaven, —
to the very throne of the one who rules heaven and earth. The revelation that came
from those spiritual thermals was absolutely stunning as the Lord of heaven
released his kingdom upon them. Amazing kingdom perspective came during those
times of gathering but the one question remained; "Were their voices being heard or
were the religious giants once again stealing the light?"
Outside the eagles nest tension was building up. The very force that once
sidelined these eagles was now pounding on the front door once again. Then it all
went sideways. The very ones called to release have put their hands to the silencing of these eagles. Before my eyes I saw prophetic synergy being dismantled. The
updraft turned into a downdraft by the hands of the very men who were called to
oversee. Within a very short time, — all was scattered. A few months later a fire
broke out in the valley. Like the fiery red sky that filled the valley on that prayerful night, an actual forest fire now filled the sky on the exact same location. That
catastrophic wildfire upon the valley uprooted people forcing many to see with a
different perspective. Like the giants that went down during the winds t o r m in that
city park, so did some of the religious giants come down in that same region. The
very ones that did the silencing now found themselves being silenced. Heaven was
definitely stepping in creating that needed paradigm shift. H eaven

was

determined to release the arising prophetic voice and remove the obstacles.
Heaven must have an amazing plan for this region. They are making a
clear statement that the men in this region need to be restored into their rightful
place. Who they are and what they represent is important to the region. Only when
this key is locked into place that the rest of heavens plan will be released.

When the Winds Blow
Many times the winds of circumstance have tried to blow down the things
I value in my family life. While being blown around I would cry out for the peace
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of heaven to come and save the day but most of the time those windy experiences
did not end quite the way I expected. But with each passing storm I have learned
a little more about how to sail and how to be a better sailor. My many sailing experiences have helped me define the four dark winds that have continually challenged my life. These winds are drastically different than the winds of heaven, for
the winds of heaven are refreshing and usually come with some level of goodness.
It's those dark winds with their dark influences that have caused havoc in the lives
of people, and have filled up correctional institutions, asylums and hospitals. It is
these winds that I have found myself brushing against.
The first of these four winds is that subtle wind that tries to deceive and
slowly steer me off course. The second is that gale force wind that bangs upon the
front door of my life to intimidate. The third one comes as a tornado that has rattled me big time in so many ways. The forth one is that hurricane.
I found that with discernment I can avoid the first wind. It's only when
I deal with my fears and phobias that I can sail through the second wind. The
third wind of tornadoes has a lot to do with issues and usually there's a lot of
yelling and screaming in this storm. Getting to know boundaries usually helps
me sail around these storms. But the hurricanes are storms that have been
strategically planned to cause some kind of displacement. They will hit either
my family, finances, business or friendships and are designed to somehow
displace me mentally, physically or spiritually. I find that when this storm hits
I need to get to the centre of it where there is peace, because this storm is not
going to stop. When it hits I need to find that place at the center of the storm
because I need to be thinking straight, my heart needs to be at a place of
peace, cause if I don't this storm will have its way with me. As the storm passes, and I'm in that place where I need to be, I can then handle the aftermath
without falling apart.
I have sailed my share of storms and I have tried to glean from each storm
on how to be a better sailor. The one important thing I have learned is that I need
to take the eye of the storm wherever I go. Sure heaven has the ability to stop any
storm, but I also realize that heaven requires me to be a good sailor. That can only
happen if I allow heaven to train me up and take me sailing.
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Building a Big Family
Today I had a need to define this whole thing about the Father of heaven
and the kingdom that surrounds him. What I have found is that one of the key elements that drives the Father is his desire to have a big family, which was the very
reason for sending his Son. Since creation his plan has never changed. I remember
when I first entered his kingdom. I was like a kid resting my head on his dad's
chest and the Son of God welcomed me to his Father's house. I felt like I was
adopted into this amazing family. I realized that his house and my worldview
clashed. But in the midst of all the clashing, my new found Father would come and
He would speak amazing words of comfort. I have learned that whenever heaven
speaks it reflects the heart of the Father.
This relationship with the Father is also a two-way street and not this thing
where he speaks and I tremble. He wants to have family fun, which is why he has
given us access to angels, his Son, and the Holy Spirit. I have discovered that the
Holy Spirit is an actual person, omnipresent and omnipotent, — the ultimate super
hero. I also found out that the Son is with the Father and it is the power of the Holy
Spirit doing most of the work down here on earth.
As I learned more about the Father I also learned more about the dynamics of his Kingdom. Reality is that his Kingdom is in direct conflict with the
kingdom of darkness, and there are some very dark things out there that we
contend with continually. The last thing darkness wants is for us to embrace the
true voice of the Father, and so counterfeits continually try to overshadow his
voice by tossing in a wrench. I have discerned the voice of the Father and I have
also felt the impact of that wrench from the counterfeits, and what I now know is
that when my heavenly Father speaks it is heart to heart and directed to the very
heart of the matter. It's all done in love. He embraces with his arms of love, as a
father loves his child. He will speak as one who loves absolutely. He longs to
restore the thing that is lost, stolen, or broken down. When He speaks to me He
draws me unto himself and I find myself melting in His presence and an amazing
peace comes to still the waters that have a tendency to rage in my life. I hear
words of hope and faith, words that are directed to the very fabric of who I am in
Him.
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The counterfeit does all the finger pointing. He will speak words that are out
of season solely intended to control and manipulate. At times this is disguised under
the banner of constructive criticism when it is really a web of deceit. Other times it's
just a dog and pony show intended to lead us down the garden path. Freedom never
comes with his words, just more pressure and being under the thumb. Our Father of
heaven never disciplines with a blinding left hook, only the counterfeit does. Our
Father in heaven is an amazing loving father and he is build- ing this present
relationship for eternal reasons. His love is fore v e r and ever. He has some serious
future plans for his family, — and we are all in it!
Touring the Palace
Reading the word of God is like walking through a palace that has over
sixty incredible rooms. His heart, kingdom and voice are all in this palace. As I
explored, I found myself directed with revelation and inspiration, and as I walked
deeper into that palace, - the tools from heavens own treasure chest began to
carve and reshape my life.
The first room I entered was really the front porch of all creation, which
then gave me access to the courtrooms. I visited the historical rooms of man and
his God, which lead me to the rooms of philosophy and music where I began to
hear the chords of deliverance for the first time. Then I entered the business rooms
and then the chapel of romance, and from there I found myself in the prophetic
rooms that spoke of a bright morning star. Before I knew it I was in four rooms
with the King himself, — four amazing rooms that revealed the heavenly Father.
Then I found myself in the hall where the work was actually done, and then into
the rooms of communication and correspondence. Finally I was standing on the
back deck where revelation of things to come is bestowed.
It is an incredible place. As I toured through his palace, I touched the

waters that refresh and cleanse. I partook of the living bread from heaven. Light
was before me as it guided my footsteps. More was revealed about the three that
run this heavenly government. Revelation was released in understanding the love
of God. I felt that I actually walked with him as he shared of his kingdom and his
plans for eternity.
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Star Light Star Bright
One night I was sitting outside stargazing. It was a clear night and I could
see all kinds of stuff streaking across the skies. The stars were extremely bright
that night and I remember saying, "Your creation is awesome, Lord". Then I heard
this response: "What you are seeing up here is similar to what I see when I look
down there". He continued, "Those that are his in Spirit are viewed as shining
stars by all those who are looking down from heaven. As heavenly stars shine up
the dark skies in the heavens, so are those shining up a dark world down there.
When you see stars up here, — we see stars down there". Wow!

The Storms Continue
In spite of these off-the-wall experiences, I'm really no different than any
other guy who's trying to raise a family, pay his bills, and keep the wheels of commerce going, — except I’m continually being pulled between life’s struggles and
the processing of the prophetic voice that heaven has decided to graft into my life.
Historically I’ve been walking from storm to storm, only to survive the last one
to walk into another. It’s been tough to see the end of the tunnel and this tough
day only added to what became another long arduous week. Mentally challenged
by the overwhelming circumstances in family and finances, I once again felt
pressed to the max. I tried so hard to make it work only to come short again.
Caught up in emotion I drove down the road with no sense of direction hoping that
if I drove fast enough the weight of the world might fall off my shoulders. I
looked up and asked if it was possible to smile in the midst of the storm. I
continued down the road and ended up driving right into an actual storm.
Darkness fell all around me. Then out of the darkness beams of light broke
through the clouds and landed around my car. A rainbow appeared, arching from
one side of the road to the other, and the rays of sunbeams glistened upon every
single raindrop that was falling. The twinkling of raindrops upon that dark
backdrop looked like diamonds as they were hitting my windshield. What an
amazing sight! As I drove through the rainbow with diamonds falling all around
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me, I had to smile. Right then I looked up realizing just how creative heaven can
get when they answer prayer. God! You are amazing!

Apples of Gold in Settings of Silver
On my way home from a business trip I noticed a community gathering in
one of the small towns I was driving through. With the car now parked and coffee
in hand, I worked my way into the meeting. The guest speaker spoke to the locals
about a trip he and his colleagues took in a third world country. He was part of a
small medical team that was going from village to village tending to the needs of
the poor. While on their medical journey they found the single greatest need was
dental; but nobody on the team had any dental experience. With not one stitch of
dental equipment in sight; they were forced to pray. To the surprise of all and especially to themselves they saw their prayers being answered right before their eyes.
Heaven came through with an amazing display of gold and silver fillings. Angels
took care of all the needed dental work and many of the villagers were healed. As
the medical team moved from village to village the miracles followed.
When the team flew back home they related the dental miracles at the
home coming meeting. Again the angels appeared and to the surprise of all; people at the home town meeting also received gold and silver fillings. As I listened,
I reflected on the fact that just two weeks prior I had my own dental checkup and
no way could I afford to get my teeth fixed. I needed some serious dental work and
for over a year I've been eating painkillers.
While standing at the back of that community hall the speaker up front
began to pray for the same miracle to be released upon that hall. And then the
miraculous happened! I saw people receiving dental work right before my eyes.
Excitement started to flood the hall like a wave. Mouths all over were being filled
with gold and silver fillings. Then I sensed something different with my own
mouth. It had a strange feel to it. My whole bite seemed different. I ran to my car
and looked into the rearview mirror and there they were, — gold and silver
fillings! All my dental work was done! I was shocked, stunned and absolutely
amazed!
I drove home constantly checking the rearview mirror. It was an amazing
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event. Then I noticed a dental clinic sign on the side of the road. My chance for a
confirmation! I quickly pulled over and asked the lady at the front counter to check
my teeth. She confirmed the gold and silver fillings. I continued my drive home
and all I could think about was the miraculous. As I drove I kept hearing the words
''Apples of gold in settings of silver" and this phrase kept rotating in my head as I
drove down the highway. I then realized there are other reasons for the miracle. It
had something to do with apples of gold in settings of silver, a phrase that was
referring to a quality of speech. That the using of choice words like apples of gold
in settings of silver was also part of the miracle, — for me anyways! As I pieced
it all together I realized the miracle was two-fold; that the reference to speaking
choice words had something to do with the shaping of the prophetic voice. Using
those choice words would then allow heaven to release the needed power to get
the most powerful results. This is going to take a bit of work on my part; I'm not
that great of a speaker. Obviously heaven has plans to change all that!

Releasing the Pioneers
I had a dream that I was a passenger in a car going down the main street of
a large city that I knew very well. I knew that just around the comer coming up
was a huge cathedral-looking building that had been established during the pioneering days. When we drove around the comer I was devastated by what I saw.
The building looked like the remains of a battlefield but the surrounding neighborhood was still residing in all its beauty. As I walked through what was once the
front door of a cathedral I saw the remaining inside walls. Even though the building looked like a bomb had leveled it; everything was cleaned up and whatever
was left was freshly painted. There was a small group of ladies standing behind a
counter selling memorabilia. When I looked beyond what had once been a back
wall; I saw a small graveyard of the original pioneers. When I realized that I was
walking through a museum, - I woke up.
The actual city in the dream was about a thousand miles away from where
I lived. I wondered what heaven was trying to tell me and why. A few weeks went
by and I met an elderly gentleman who was carrying a shofar. I had always been
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intrigued by those homed trumpets. During biblical times the shofar had been used
to communicate battle signals. As he sat there with this four-foot-long battle instrument in his hand; he mentioned that heaven clearly told him he had to give it
to someone who was going to use it for a specific purpose. He didn't know who
that person would be but he knew that he was going to give it to someone who
would be leading some type of procession. As we sat there waiting I asked him if I
could have a shot at the horn. He handed it to me and within minutes I was
getting this amazing sound. It sounded like something right out of the old movies.
The gentle- man was shocked and said that many a men have tried to blow the
shofar but never captured the true sound. As I continued to fine-tune my skills he
looked at me one last time and said, "You're the one, — it’s you!"
Days after receiving the shofar I received a business call from someone in the
very city that was in the dream. Next thing I know, — I’m on a plane heading to
the big city with a shofar in my suitcase. A friend met me at the airport and as we
drove into the heart of the city we pulled over for a quick coffee where I spotted a
tourism brochure. As I opened up the brochure I noticed the many museum tours. I
then spotted the very building in the dream as one of the tours. Like in the dream,
this building was now a museum! Instantly we jumped into his car and like the dream I
became a passenger in a vehicle that was now going down the very same street. As
we turned the final comer, — there was that majestic cathedral. As I hauled myself out
of the passenger door I realized the adventure had just begun.
The first thing that came to me was that heaven never planned for this
building to be a museum. We walked into the building and I asked the person in
charge if he could give us a bit of a tour. At the end of our tour I asked him to show
us the graveyard. Shocked he responded by saying that the original founders were
not buried in a graveyard but in the building. Only a select few knew. It was a catacomb in a secret wing!
That night I sat at my friends place holding the shofar in my hands; realiz ing that the vision had been completely confirmed, the building, museum and the
gravesite, — but what am I to do now? As I woke up the next morning it all
started to come together. I realized the original pioneering spirit as released by
heaven was never meant to end up as a museum. Heaven wanted to liberate the
pioneering spirit so that people could once again touch the things of heaven. At the
67

sound of the shofar a procession of angels would be released to bring back the former glory. I then sensed heaven telling me to blow the shofar seven times inside the
cathedral at the heart of the sanctuary, so off I went to get permission to blow the
shofar. It was interesting trying to explain my reasons, but finally the man in charge
told me I could blow the shofar around noon on Wednesday, w h i c h was exactly
two days away. That night I had doubts because this whole thing was starting to
have a weird feel to it. The next day, out of the blue, in a completely different part
of the city, I met an elderly lady in her late eighties, and she began to tell me that
her parents were among the original pioneers in the area, and that she remembered
as a little girl going to that majestic cathedral. I was stunned as she continued on
about the building. The chance of connecting with this lady was one in a million.
That's when I realized it wasn't by chance; it was a confirmation. Heavens
confirmation was to relieve me of my doubts. She continued to say that they were
part of what heaven released during those early glorious days. She remembered the
year of division and how it dismantled the momentum of a powerful pioneering
move; how the amazing glory of a powerful time just faded away.
I realized the division she described was the war zone in the dream. It must
have been an ugly time, but after hearing her I was even more convinced that heaven
wants to restore bringing continuance of the former glory. I knew that blowing of the
shofar would release angels to activate the restoration process. But why Me? I'm sure
there must be a local, familiar with the history, who could handle the job? Well
Wednesday dawned and noon was peeking around the comer. With nobody in sight I
realized I needed to step up to the plate for the task at hand. Just blow the shofar, —
nothing more nothing less! Well I'm pretty sure that everybody in the neighborhood
heard the shofar's battle cry for restoration, — especially those in the building! The
seven blasts in the main sanctuary totally rattled the place.
Later on that week heaven downloaded a few more locations within the city
on where to blow the shofar. All the locations seemed to be very strategic, — seven
locations, representing seven strongholds, all receiving seven blasts from the
shofar. At one location, while blowing the shofar, visible power was released. A
shockwave in the spirit impacted the people in a one-block radius. Obviously
something was unlocked and released. It was a powerful thing to watch.
After taking care of heaven's business, along with my own, I packed the
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shofar and headed home. Every now and then I'd hear amazing stories about what
transpired in that city. As for me, — I've moved on never knowing what heaven
has in store for me next.

Eternity
Today was one of those days where I gathered all my thoughts on eternity.
My years of mental references have me believing that eternity is going to be a
place where we will have lots of fun with lots to do for the one who rules and
reigns eternity and heaven. My journey makes me believe that my life adventure
really has a dual purpose: one is for the present adventure and the other is for the
coming eternal adventure. The training, suffering and character building in my
present-day adventure will help me in eternity. As God rules and reigns I believe
that I will have the opportunity to play the parts he has for me, and for all of us in
eternity. From the very beginning of my journey I've believed heaven does things
for eternal reasons. The Father sent his Son for eternal reasons. One of the main
reasons why we're here is to make that decision about our eternity. So I believe that
what I do every day has an eternal component, and whatever I do in the present
aligns me for whatever those eternal purposes may be. I've come to know that the
Father's plans have always been to build a big family. I've also come to know that
there is a hierarchy of a heavenly government, and I believe He is trying to
establish His heavenly government down here on earth in the present day realm
called the apostolic government. Most of us are getting it all wrong down here. It
really has to do with serving instead of being served. There are no business cards
or passing orders down to the next level with this government. It's all about
serving one another. For me it's an opportunity to get it right while I'm here on
earth; serving in this apostolic government on earth will help me to serve in
eternity. At one time I looked at my life as one taking care of first things first;
whatever happens after, — well, we’ll take care of that after. Now I see that God
looks at it completely different. First H e sets up eternity then He helps His people
get through their earthly life so they can enjoy the eternity that He has for them.
He then sends a gift our way to solidify that eternity which ends up being the
greatest eternal gift of all, — His Son.
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Conference of Angels
Recently I connected with a group who were becoming well known as
troubleshooters for the kingdom of heaven. I was always amazed how heaven
showed up at their weekend conferences, but most importantly, I was even more
amazed at how they worked as a team. Everyone had a valuable part to play, and
as a team they worked the field together. At times those conferences would start
out slow, but eventually would break into a weekend of unleashed power from
heaven. Because of those powerful weekends of setting people free, this group
was continually invited to different cities.
At one particular conference in a city not far away there must have
been three hundred people. Finding a breakthrough on that first day was tough
and it ended being more of a teaching session. The second day it seemed to be
going in the same direction. For some reason people had no desire to open up.
As I sat there watching the afternoon session I was completely surprised by the
many angels descending upon the meeting. So many that the room lit up like a
Christmas tree in the spirit. I was squinting because of the illumination of
heavenly light. They all lined up against the back. Nobody noticed! How weird!
How rude! I sensed their eagerness to get involved but the teaching
continued. I watched with anticipation wondering if the leaders ever planned
to cut away from their program and dial in. Finally I walked over to a leader
and I whispered into his ear, "The angels have landed and the room is full .
They look like they really wanna jump in on the meeting. " He looked at me
stunned, and then got up and slid in the message about the angels.
As I sat down I was instantly downloaded with prophetic revelation. I realized the angels came to release the silent ones, — those that had been silenced for
some time. Heaven revealed that many had the gift of prophetic revelation; people
designed to speak prophetic intelligence but had never felt the freedom to release
that revelation. Intimidation was one reason, being misunderstood another, not
feeling qualified, walking in fear, and the list went on and on. Without that
inaugural safe place to help release their voices, — they all fell silent. Some
walked in silence for years. No wonder the room was silent for the first day and a
half.

The prophetic intelligence residing in them was intel given by heaven and it
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Needed to be released. Well on that day, God sent angels to release those who
were silenced, — to have them speak out and be that prophetic voice.
After the download, I made it quite clear why the angels were here. The
person leading the conference openly invited anybody who had that feeling of
being silenced to stand up. Well most of the floor stood up. The angels of salvation
were then invited, and when the Lord released them, — the place went ballistic.
People wept with joy as they began to prophecy. They knew the days of silence
were behind them. As the kingdom of heaven came with power, the schemes behind
the silencing were rendered. As people spoke out with boldness, the strategies of
heaven followed up with even greater freedom. It truly was an amazing time of
release and many were set free.

Person of Importance
Many times I have found myself interacting with this one called Holy
Spirit. I have come to know him as an actual individual who is omnipotent and
omnipresent. Like Jesus, he is part of the Godhead. He is that powerful front man
for the kingdom of heaven in our present age. His presence could be described as
a blanket that covers a lot of territory at one time. Very gentle towards mankind,
he speaks with amazing comfort. He brings incredible perspective, for he is perspective. He is the one who has given the needed wind to my sails and he is also
the one who has charted my course. He nudges me forward when things are down.
He is patient and kind. His desire is to see me complete and become everything
that heaven has designed me to be. He is that fresh breeze that is able to give clarity and he brings life to those areas that have been beaten up. Every word he counsels is backed up with the power needed for me to press on, for he is able to clear
the way. When I wait upon him, he never disappoints. He is backed up with a ton
of angels and the unleashing of his power has everything to do with heaven landing here on earth, be it healings, miracles, or just basic perspective. Through sincerity and humility of heart I can have an amazing session with him. He comes
with a wonderful presence of heaven, and unbelievable revelation. He represents
the voice of heaven and the power of heaven. But like the meeting where the
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angels showed up and nobody noticed, — so it is with him. I can actually miss out
because of my busyness. But if I continue to pursue Him like a good friend I'm
always amazed at what happens, — cause in reality He really pursues me more
than I can ever pursue Him. Why? Well it has something to do with building a
family.

The Desert Experience
I really look at myself as an ordinary guy having an extraordinary adventure. But this adventure of shaping the prophetic voice has driven me into two
major desert experiences. What I personally found out about these two deserts is
that they were needed to shape the prophetic voice. If the prophetic voice in me is
to lead, then the molding process for true leadership had to take me into the desert.
But the toughest part about my desert experience was that those who were close to
me also felt the heat of the desert, and that made the tough times even tougher.
I realized that as I went from one desert experience to the next there were
no short cuts. In my first experience I found that the prophetic things I said had a
way of heating up the environment all around me. Speaking what was on the heart
of heaven led me to a place of rejection, isolation and solitude. This was my place
of personal humiliation. It became a place of major scrubbing, sculpturing and polishing, and this was not a quick process. This is where I heard a lot about myself
that I did not want to hear. I found out later that this was an important part of the
process designed to carve out character that would help me later on to endure
almost anything. Then it became a quiet place of communion where I found the
invitation to come apart, — apart from my fears, my phobias, any false identities,
and myself and apart from a world that would want to lead me away from all
that heaven has for me. This desert place also presented an opportunity to become
that place of intimacy with the one who rules heaven, — if I would allow it.
It was a long grinding process, but after enduring this I entered my next

desert experience. A place of personal suffering causing me to have compassion
for others that I never really had before. A place where I’ve learned to go the
extra mile for others, a place where I realized I need others around me for heaven's purposes and not just for my own. It was at these times of great need that I
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found others with even greater need supplying mine. As they helped me, heaven
helped them. During those tough times it was humbling to receive from their
scraps. But as heaven came through for them, they realized that the heaven that
surrounds me is very real, and so they began to look towards the God of that heaven. Not long after, heaven started to invade their lives.
I found during those desert times that the person who resides in that quiet
place alone with his God is going to have the heart of his God in whatever message he decides to speak. And with those times of intimacy comes power. I'm still
a work in progress; I still see my footprints in the sand every now and then, but I
press on with what I've learned from my desert experiences.

False Accusations
I realized one of the weapons against the prophetic voice is that lethal
weapon of false accusations. I've been falsely accused before but this was the first
time that this weapon had slammed me into a criminal court. I realized that if a
false accusation has the ability to stick, then it has the ability to kill the credibility of the prophetic voice. A few months before when I had been falsely charged,
dragged into jail, and released on a court date, I knew I had to prepare my case. I
asked advice from those close to me on how I should proceed. Half the people said
I needed to lawyer up, the other half said that if heaven watches over you then why
not let heaven represent you. I had to think about that one. How would that even
be possible? Then I found out that the mayor's office advised the justice department to start dealing harshly with those charged with the very thing I was accused
of. Looking up I asked God, "Where do I go from here? How should I be represented?" Then I clearly heard the words: "The truth will set you free." After much
thought I realized that if I just went solo and spoke on the events as they actually
happened, that would open the doors of heaven to back up my words with the
power needed to set me free! Seems a little risky for a guy who knows nothing
about courtroom procedure! As I thought about it a little more, I realized all I have
to do was to step up to the plate and speak. No lawyer, — just me speaking out.
So I made up my mind; heaven was going to represent me.
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An hour and a half into court and it was looking bad, — really bad! The
judge had plans of making an example out of me. Obviously he made up his mind
as he threw parts of my defense out the window, which included people who were
to take the stand on my behalf. Every time I questioned the judge about him thinning down my defense, it ended up being a classroom session on courtroom procedure; all in a language meant for lawyers. I remember looking up and thinking,
"]could really use some help right about now guys! Send me wisdom! Maybe a few
angels! They're killing me down here!" After the accuser lied under oath nine
times the judge turned to me and began to tell me that I didn't have much of a
case. No kidding! It was all piled up on the other side of the courtroom bench. I
was still waiting for heaven to come through when the judge made reference of
me needing to take the witness stand and allow the prosecutor to cross examine
me. The judge continued to say that while under oath the court could then recognize any statement that I would make regarding my defense. I realized that doing
this would allow the prosecutor to totally rip me apart, — I felt I was being set up!
But then an epiphany! A realization that this could be the appointed time that
heaven allotted for the truth to set me free. Yes! The prosecutor did have his intentions of going all out, but I knew the truth, and no matter how he sliced it or diced
it, — the truth is the truth!
The prosecutor grilled me at every angle. As I responded with continual
truth the countenance on the judge changed. I also saw the prosecutor re-evaluating his case as I continued to respond to the grueling questions. After a long
process of being raked over the coals the judge and the prosecutor decided to take
a fifteen-minute stroll down the hallways. When the judge and prosecutor returned
the judge banged the mallet and said, "Case dismissed! You are free to go sir!"
Wow! After two and a half hours of total court time the truth had set me free!
Heaven was right! I looked up and gave thanks above and out of the courtroom I
went. Our God really does watch over those that are his!

Rocking the Cafe
I woke up with a sense that heaven wanted to establish something that had
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an "outside the box" feel to it. Maybe open up a coffee house with live gospel rock
music; some serious rock with a message. I thought about it all morning. I phoned a
friend and he said the same thing was on his heart. A week later we bumped into a lady
who was in charge of a recreation hall. We shared about our vision for a cafe. Then days
later a surprised phone call from her saying we can have the weekends free!
Well the next thing you know we officially opened "The Solid Rock
Revival Cafe" and it had that rock feel to it. The bands that played were well
known bands who played the bar circuit at one time. Months prior one of the bands
entered a major recording studio to lay down their debut release when all of a sudden heaven decided to crash the recording session. Within weeks they changed all
the lyrics to their songs, and not long after they became the big house band for the
cafe. We eventually ended up with a handful of these bands and rotated them every
weekend. We designed large "Solid Rock Revival Cafe" posters and distributed
them throughout the universities, high schools and colleges. Every weekend we
rocked that cafe in that Wild West end of town.
We heard stories of people showing without knowing how they ever got
there. These stories made us realize that the angels of salvation were playing a big
part in leading people to the revival cafe. If heaven made a way for this cafe to
open up, then heaven must have plans to fill it. That gospel cafe seated several
hundred people and it was crammed most of the time. It was amazing to see so
many lives touched and so many lives changed. One of the guys working with us
had been a drug dealer who worked the west coast circuit from Mexico, California,
Oregon, Washington right up to Canada. Then heaven crashed into his life and
while he served his time heaven rearranged his dome and he became one of the
original four members working the cafe. The four of us worked "The Solid Rock
Revival Cafe" for almost two years, — many lives were changed.
Then one day we decided to go hard-core and become volunteers at both
the maximum and minimum-security jails. We connected with some pretty tough
characters and we saw some of the toughest get hammered by the Spirit of heaven.
We did a huge concert with our cafe house band at the maximum-security
prison. It was like Johnny Cash at Folsom Prison all over again. We had fun, the
inmates had fun, and it was a day when heaven had lots to say to the prisoners
about real freedom. It was absolutely powerful.
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Communication Breakdown
Stuck between careers and bills piling up; I decided to take the job offer
from a friend and help with the renovations of a building. A building well known
for its conferences and global speakers. As I began working on the first phase of
the renovations I kept hearing the words " Tearing down the walls! Tearing down
the walls! Tearing down the walls! " After hearing this day after day I realized that

heaven also has its plans in renovating this building. What I discerned was that
the walls mentioned have become a huge communication barrier in a facility
designed to be an apostolic center. What I also picked up was that the wrong
apostolic model was being established for coming season that was designed to be
very fruitful. Communication was out of alignment and heaven is now stepping in
to tear down a few walls. The word apostolic simply implies taking care of the
Fathers business the Fathers way. This model of the apostolic came with Jesus, a
model released upon the first apostles through the Holy Spirit. The focus for that
building project was to help build an even bigger family for our heavenly Father.
The classrooms Jesus had were in most cases field trips, and when He released
anybody - it was with power! With respect to this place; heaven simply
wanted to make an alignment and get everything back on track then release it as
to its original design for this generation. Sounds like a simple process right? Ya
right! With the communication breakdown it's pretty tough to communicate!
I was starting to see where it was all heading for me. I was going to talk
to global communicators about their communication problem. Right! The damage
done on effective communication directly affected spiritual discernment and
without proper spiritual discernment, it's difficult to keep things in its proper
perspective. I have come to realize that effective communication and effective
discernment can only be established if we are looking through the proper lens. In
this case it's the lens of our heavenly Fathers eyes. If we see through this lens
then we can rightfully discern the coming season according to heaven. We then
become facilitators of the Fathers plan to restore and expand His family.
The reality of it all, is that the hidden work of the apostolic that heaven is
establishing is usually in the midst of the visible work. What makes it even more
problematic is that it's very difficult to think of an apostolic process when the actu76

al model itself has yet to be completely revealed in this North American culture.
A culture so wrapped up with programs. The apostolic that heaven has been
developing is a well-hidden work. Like Jesus who was a well- hidden force in his
time, and placed in the midst of the very people that heaven was planning to
touch, — so is it for the hidden work in these latter days. For years heaven has
incubated and nurtured these hidden ones that now need an environment that will
facilitate them to be what heaven has always designed them to be, — the visible
embracing the invisible. These hidden ones are now looking for true leadership.
The present communication barrier makes it tough to recognize the hidden
work. Why? Because the autocratic governing body has not made the available
space for the apostolic to be released according to heaven's mandate. Man's version
of an apostolic program is stationed at the forefront and that's the reason why I
kept hearing heaven say " Tearing down the walls! " These walls need to be torn
down. The apostolic centre was not the problem; it was the apostolic program
that was going to eventually be the problem. It superseded the intimacy with
God, the very intimacy needed to pull this apostolic thing off. The real apostolic
had to be birthed out of intimacy and out of intimacy we can then place our hands
to the hidden work that heaven plans to push into the forefront. The walls that
need to be torn down have caused a serious communication breakdown between
the present autocratic apostolic leadership and heaven itself.
Heaven showed me that it was about to flip the money tables once again to
get the attention on a group where money was a big priority. Apparently my
coming on the scene was to deliver a prophetic message about getting the
apostolic back on track or the money tables would be flipped. The Fathers business
was in the balance, and we cannot allow ourselves to accidentally walk into man's
version of the apostolic. Walls that have redirected us into the permissive side of
the unfolding apostolic needed to come down. We need to start walking in the
direct will of the Father, — not His permissive will.
I spent weeks trying to figure out how to write out the revelation, so that
during the deliberation, those receiving won’t unload on me. Somehow I envision
myself swinging from a gallow. So as I contemplated on what really looks like a
suicide mission, I also contemplated on the voice from above that was relentlessly
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telling me to give the message, — to just go give the message! After pushing aside
the many visuals of becoming that swinger, I finally decided to deliver the
message; I just needed to figure the exact delivery day. Well that perfect day of
being the spiritual mailman showed up a whole lot quicker than I thought, so I
delivered that message. After reading my three-page letter, the one receiving it
started to unload. With guns blazing I raised my hands telling him that I was just
the messenger. I just wrote down what heaven told me to write down! I have no
hidden agenda and have no desire to even be here! I'm just the delivery boy! He
then pointed towards a seat and after our lengthy conversation he placed that
three-page letter of mine in a nice filing cabinet, — not another filing cabinet!
A year later the money tables flipped and that place ended up on the front
page of a major newspaper with the headline saying something to the fact that
millions of dollars were lost. With charges pending, the apostolic center was
never launched as heaven intended. But heaven kept certain ones safe from all
the upheaval, — heaven still has an apostolic plan. Why? Because the plan is the
plan and there is no other plan. We just went from a direct plan, to a permissive
plan, — also known as ‘Plan B’.

Eagles' Nest
Heaven was still speaking to me about eagles, along with the apostolic
government that heaven plans to unleash for this present generation. The original
intent was that this whole movement be embraced by the former generation first,
while the latter is being trained. Like the prophetic eagles at " The Eagles Nest "
the former eagle generation needed to embrace and give safe passage for the present eagle generation. True leadership also includes taking hits needed to keep the
environment safe for those eaglets that are being raised. When there is a lack of
cover and true leadership self-preservation kicks in, turning the group into a
scapegoat and letting the nest take the hits. In this case " The Eagles Nest " had
received bad publicity from outside sources and so the eaglets were grounded.
But heaven's plan was to take as many possible and send them out. And send them
out they did, — to the North, South, East and West. When we were upon that
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mountain, the call was for the men of God to arise, the call was for the former and
the present eagle generations to arise as one. The former was to create that safe
place for the present so that they could fly in the release that heaven had for them.
That safe place was to be a safe environment for any possible crashes that might
happen in their attempts of handling the prophetic. As they learned to fly in the
prophetic, — they would not be judged by their mistakes. That safe place would give
them the freedom, and the needed space to process the prophetic. But judgment came
after a few failed attempts and quickly, over night, the eagles were grounded.
I received two prophetic dreams not long after. In the first dream, a leader
was trying to serve eagle to a young group of ‘Bravehearts ’. This group was
asked to join in at the banquet room. Upon entering they saw that live eagle was on
the menu. As the leader held a live eagle with the one hand, he brought out a meat
cleaver with the other and started swinging the cleaver towards the eagle. But the
eagle fought back and got away. The clan could not believe what they were seeing
and started to make their way out. When I woke up heaven gave me the
interpretation of the dream. Serving eagle was the right idea but it was the wrong
application for serving. He was to serve to the eagle's needs and make the environment
safe, -

not serve eagle! True leadership is in serving. Obviously something much

deeper was going on but I’ll explain that later.
The second dream was about another leader who was also connected with
the eagle gathering. He traveled from city to city doing his worldwide trapeze act.
Dazzling the crowd with his high wire act, — he fell off. As his body crashed to the
ground, it broke into several large pieces, — pieces that were all filled with straw. As
I looked upon the scattered body I noticed the world was in awe. In real life this man
actually glob trotted speaking about the coming apostolic government. In the
meantime, back home, he had an eagle’s nest full of those needing to be nurtured,
those looking for a safe covering. Within a year this leader did crash like in the
dream, and it was a global spectacle. Not long after he was grounded.
But heaven came through and sent some of the scattered eagles off to safer
havens. Every now and then I would hear amazing reports on how heaven watched
over them and how the Spirit of God launched them into some incredible
experiences. I was inspired how signs and wonders followed as the Kingdom of
heaven landed all around them.
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Then out of the blue I received a phone call from my older brother to join
his family for Christmas. A plane ticket was waiting for me at the airport. My
brother picked me up at the airport and as we pulled into his driveway I saw a
carved statue of an eagle on his front porch. I went to a junior hockey game and
the team was called the Eagles. I ended up having an interview for a manager's
position at a well-known west coast book publishing company. The owner gave
me directions and told me to tum into the driveway where a sign reads ‘ Eagles
Landing ’. After being hired, I found out that my new boss was the main eagle
research biologist for Washington, British Columbia and Alaska. That's when I
realized that heaven was sending me off too, — another eagle has landed.

The Eagle Has Landed
Totally blindsided by the one-two-three punch of betrayal, my heart was
ripped out of my chest by those close to me. I was hurting. How could someone
so close become so brutal? For months it was tough for me to function, but I
refused to lash back and become like them. I needed to survive this; friends came
and tended to my broken wings. I owe much to those who came at my time of
need. This betrayal totally busted me up inside. Brokenness was only a heartbeat
away. I tried to guide my thoughts so I could make it through the day. It was tough
and I knew my healing was going to take awhile. I never saw it coming; I had
never hit the deck so hard in my life.
When I started my new job I noticed a huge outdoor aviary on the property. Not long after a huge wounded eagle came into rehab. Apparently he had
crashed into a field with another eagle. His wings were damaged and rehab was
going to get him back to flying. This all started to sound a little too familiar.
I went on eagle road trips with my new boss. As we looked at the different
eagle nests, he would tell me what makes a good nest and what makes a bad nest.
I found out it takes five years for an eagle to mature before he gets his white crown
and white tail feathers. Large adult eagles weigh up to twelve pounds and can have
a wings p a n up to seven feet. While the female is nesting with her eaglets, the male
eagle at times would sit on a higher tree close to the nest and be the watchman.
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The little eaglets have their first flight after twelve weeks in the nest. I also saw
these skilled hunters tum into scavengers, which is another story all to itself. The
most horrific thing was hearing about developers who would cut down nests to
make room for their own building projects. It was amazing how the natural was
continually speaking of the supernatural when it came to the eagles.
The bald eagle in rehab was located in an outdoor aviary behind the build ing where I was working. Every now and then I would go visit him. I would walk
into his cage and get as close as I could. He was huge! His wingspan was probably seven feet and the intensity in his eyes pierced right through me. His healing
was coming from strangers as he rested in this strange environment. The bizarre
thing is that I too was slowly getting healed with the surrounding strangers I was
working with. Like that eagle, being in that environment was exactly what I needed. It was like we both ended up at the same location, under similar circumstances, being healed up by the same people. As I looked upon him I knew he was
in transition and that one day the sky would be the limit for him. That's when I
realized I was in transition too. Because this eagle thing seemed so prophetic,
my sense was that it wouldn't be long after his exit that I would be leaving too.
And sure enough that's exactly what happened. The roof caved in on the bird
aviary after a snowfall and he left; the roof caved in at the office and I left.
My three years was an amazing time and a very prophetic time. I started
with a staff of six, w h i c h ended up being twelve. The eagle biologist ran a
hard-nosed autocratic system. As the new General Manager I steered it more into a
uni- fied team effort. Our monthly general meetings and weekly meetings turned
into roundtable discussions with each department interacting and interconnecting.
After two years of solid teamwork, the company which struggling for many years
increased its revenues by three hundred percent.
The amazing thing was not only how prophetic the numbers were when
describing the three years, but how the years defined the apostolic in a completely natural and simple setting. When I looked back at what has transpired, I was
amazing how the natural profoundly unveiled the supernatural. A company called
to publish the word was now functioning to capacity. What was once a place filled
with anxiety has transformed into a working environment that had a lot of fun. For
the first time in years people were actually excited about coming to work. The
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commitment, the passion and the creative juices were off the charts.
Then one day I realized that to complete the whole
transformation, I need - ed to train his daughter to lead the company.
She was amazed of what has tran- spired in her dads company. As one
who represented the next generation she now needed to learn how to
grab the reigns and oversee the team of twelve. It was my job to train
her and release her into that position. It truly was a picture of the apostolic in a natural setting. Here was a team publishing the very words it
was given. Twelve people working with amazing synergy. The old
and new working together. Transition having its way for the greater
purpose.
Then out of nowhere adversity rose its ugly head once again!
The greatest opposition against the unfolding apostolic was now banging
upon the front doors. The one who ruled with an autocratic fist has
decided to rule once again. As he pushed himself into position, he
single handedly dismantled what was estab- lished. He removed his
daughter from the business and out of fear and a desire to control; he
once again sent the company back into a tailspin. While it was crashing all around I submitted my resignation and walked out the next day.
It was amazing to see a small publishing company flourish while
heaven demonstrated the apostolic, the natural profoundly speaking of the
supernatural. I learned first hand what works and what doesn't. I also
learned whom the greatest opposer is when it comes to the apostolic.
Something I obviously needed to learn, and learn I did as I saw something
beautiful crumble before me. The day I walked away I knew wisdom had a
greater application, — and one day that too will all be revealed. Heaven
has no plans in wasting any of my class time.
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