PAGE  
1

“Get off the Bus” Recurrent Dream Series

Series: 
Dream #1: 
Tipsy Apartment

I dreamed I was in the dining room. I think my mom was over helping put the kids down for a nap. She was holding my toddler. My baby was in the crib in my 2yr olds room (but it was her room in the dream) I felt disoriented - The apartment began to sway dangerously. I was in a little bit of disbelief - "is this really what I think it is? It seems impossible!" The apartment began to tip over - and I was afraid it would keep turning on end again after that. I could keep my footing, but my baby as in a car seat in the crib, and I was afraid she would get thrown around and traumatized. I was worried for her neck. I began to yell at the top of my lungs: "JESUS! PROTECT MY BABIES!" over and over.

Dream #2: 
The whole thing comes down. later.

I dreamed I was walking on a small dirt path outside a large city.. It led past a large wooden shack. My husband was with me, and he wanted to stop and talk to the owner of the shack, who was sitting on his front stoop, next to a dilapidated upright piano. I didn't trust the man but I knew he was some kind of community staple - everyone knew him and they kind of liked the fact that he existed even though he was a loser and possibly a bad influence. People often went to visit there, like you might a hotdog stand that was ugly but good. However, there was nothing positive about the whole thing. His shack was an eyesore and filthy, but no one minded. 

He was old and wore overalls. My husband kept trying to dialogue with the man, but I wanted to leave. However the man ignored my husband and addressed me. "Do you like alcohol?" I said I didn't mind it, and like a glass of wine now and then with my husband. Now my husband was sitting on the piano bench. I tried to join him, and rocked the bench. He got upset. The old man continued: "No, I mean, do you like ALCOHOL? Like LIQUOR? I mean the HARD STUFF" I said I had nothing against the actual drinks, but that some people's use of it was distasteful. It was like he wanted me to say that the alcohol was bad (so he could turn it against me) but I wouldn't, and he continued to harp on it, so I ignored him and turned to my husband to tell him we should leave. I wanted to move on.

Just as I opened my mouth to speak, I saw my husband heading off with a large spade. "I'm going to the bathroom," he said. I tried to get his attention, but he was already off to use the old man's disgusting outhouse, where you had to dig your own hole. 

While I waited for him, I saw people coming and going from the old man's house. They would walk from their city, which was in the distance, to the shack. I saw an upstanding man and his wife, in their fifties, coming. I saw a man leave with his two daughters. He had been there all day, and let his kids wander around in the filth while he drank beer and played video games. I wondered if his wife knew he was there -- she was at choir practice. He was hurrying to get home before she came back, and the kids were in their pjs. I was struck by the fact that there was probably child molestation in the upper rooms of the house, and the man didn't even know or care because he was so absorbed in sitting around at the old man's shack.

Then the dream shifted. I was in a wide hallway outside the Onething conference in Kansas City. I was peering in. Billy Humphrey, (my old intern director) was giving some kind of speech. Then there was some younger guy onstage, and it was like facebook meets American idol. Everyone was watching him sing/talk, and then all the girls were going "Oh! Will you friend me?!" Oh! Me too!" I was irritated at how stupid it all was. At the front end of the hall there was a huge window.

Suddenly the building started to sway. It seemed familiar, and I remembered my dream. I yelled "Jesus! No! Not this building too!" We scambled to keep our footing. I yelled "Everyone, move to this end to counter balance the building!" We all did, but went to far in that direction - overcompensating, so we had to quick try and go to the other side to offset it. Amazingly, the building righted itself and stood still.

Then I heard in the distance the sound of a hundred large semi-ornamental wooden spindles tumbling against each other. I looked out the large window and saw a wave of these spindles (about 7 or 8 feet tall each?) come tumbling into the field in front of the building we were in, and begin to pile up. Every person in the building cried out in unison, "IT'S GARY, IT'S THE DAIRY!" over and over. My family had owned a dairy in Gary Indiana at one point, and it had gone under and the building was decaying. In the dream though, it was like it was kind of still running, and was a focal point in the community in a sort of sentimental way, though it didn't really add anything of value - I don't think it produced milk.  The pile of huge wooden spindles had been the supports to the wraparound building on the porch.

We all ran outside, and it was twilight. The pile of spindles was higher than I was tall. i knew the building was going to come down soon. Everyone came out from Onething and the city to start cleaning up. Now it was midmorning. I realized that the "dairy" was the same as the old man's shack, I was just seeing it from the opposite side. (A note - the Onething building was the same building that the lady had choir practice in)

Everyone was saying the old man was dead, but no one looked for him. I started looking for him, because you can't just leave a body lying around. However, i believed he was still alive, and was hiding out. I was kind of afraid the old man would jump out at me, or that I'd end up alone in a room with his body. I looked in my parent’s bedroom, but he wasn't in there to my relief. I went back outside to have my husband help me look for him. As I was talking with him, I realized that I had seen the old man leaving to premises carrying a mail bag. I knew that he had staged the whole thing, was faking his death, and that I had to find him so he could be held responsible. I knew he was going into the city so I ran there with my husband (though he didn't believe me) 

When I entered the city, I encountered people selling tokens, saying "a token for your daughter?" I started recognizing them as people who were supposed to be cleaning up the collapsed building, but instead, they were working with the old man, and I realized he had left a trail of tokens for me to follow- (like a scavenger hunt) I had to collect 10 tokens or clues. So now I started running to the sellers and collecting the tokens from them, I thought I had lost the trail and heard a song playing which was the next clue a woman had paid to sing it on the radio, it said to "go to 55"  I was surprised that she was with the old man too and how widespread it was.(I knew this was a store just across the street which sold Chinese artifacts.)
It was hard to get in the door there, there were things to climb over and I almost fell. There is jazz music playing there, which I thought was odd, until I saw that the shop owner was black. She offered us something to eat and the next clue was on the plate under the food, just before I could read it, I got woken up. 

Dream #3:
Get out alive.

I dreamed I was in a building.  It was like my apartment, but bigger with more floors and less furniture. I felt a familiar sense of disorientation. I knew it was the first shock of an earthquake.

I wanted to run out of the building, but I knew I needed to wait for a lull. I ran into the bedroom hallway, because I knew it was safe - even if it caved, it was structured in a way that would keep anything from falling on me. The worst that could happen was that I would get trapped and have to wait for the firemen to get me out. 

There was a lull. I ran down the hall to the stairs to get out of the building. I could see that I was barefoot (it was sort of my house, so that was normal) I was several floors up. There weren't many people in the building. Some were leaving. Others were in a daze, but i it had nothing to do with the earthquake, it was their state of mind. They stayed.

On the landing of the second or third floor I stopped because I saw two children on that floor. The lights were out on that floor. It was almost time for the next shock - if i didn't get them I could just get out before it happened, if I did get them I'd have to keep my balance and avoid falling over etc. I knew I needed to grab them and try to get them out even though it would mean I would have less time to get out. I ran onto that floor, grabbed them out from under some collapsed wooden beams and rubble.

I got back in the stairwell with both kids and ran for it. The building almost tipped over. Amazingly, it righted itself. I wasn't sure if the structure was safe anymore (though it seemed fine), or if the quake was going to continue. When I walked out, I was on the land that my old school (named Christian Life School....ha ha.) was on. My mom and her friend Michelene were there. Mich's twin girls (teens - my sister's friends) Nettie and Kirsten were just walking out of the building too. It seemed like they might've been going back in and out to get their stuff. They were really pumped, because it was kind of a rush. I had considered doing it - it was the kind of thing where you had a pretty good chance of making it back out. However, I knew it wasn't worth the risk.

.
What would you title the dream series? 

(helps to unlock the  essence of the dreams)
Who or what is the dream for? 

(For the dreamer? For Intercession? Prophetic message for a group? Etc.)
Recurrent themes:
Compelling Dream Elements: (follow the revelation!)

Category of dreams:    
* SELF-INSIGHT * CAUTIONARY * PROCESSING * CORRECTIONAL* ENCOURAGING * DIRECTIONAL*

* REVELATORY * HEALING * NIGHT VISION * TWILIGHT * EXPERIENCE * INVENTION * 
* INTERCESSION * SPIRIT MINISTERING * LUCID * TRAINING * DESTINY/ DESIGN * 
* DELIVERANCE * SPIRITUAL WARFARE * 2ND HEAVEN * NIGHT TERRORS *
 * PREGNANCY * DETOX * FALSE *
Why was the dreamer given the dreams?

What does the dreamer need to do (or stop doing) /learn/ or address to “get off the bus?”

Class Interpretations:

