“Across the Flames”

Jordan Cernek
(This is a dream that I had one night, which I am positive was spiritual warfare, in the fall of 2008 while at TIU.  It shook me up for a couple days after it, so I decided to write it down as close to it as I could remember.  The “him” in the story, I am convinced, is definitely “Jesus.”)

Perhaps what drove me the nearest to complete and udder insanity was the fact that he was not there; he was not with me in my day of despair, simply because I failed to call on him, whoever “he” was.

How long it had been since I had first stepped foot into the old, decaying house I do not remember.  It seemed that I had always been there, yet at the same time, never been there.  The house was old, very old.  Its foundation was made of crumbling limestone, barely visible from the outside, hidden behind the dirt surrounding the old house.  The white paint was chipping away from the thin boards covering the exterior.  Old black shutters hung loosely around the large, single-pane windows.  Shingles, old black shingles, had begun to peel off and some lay on the roof freely.  This house was indeed old.  In the front of the house, in front of the small porch, there lay a well-trodden, dirt road.  Actually, I should say path, for it hardly resembled a road at all.  Years of wear and tear and little to no repair had ripped up the ground so that were ruts three inches deep in some parts.  Everything surrounding the house, whatever little there was, was barren and old looking, like every single object had lost its color over the many dry years it had been there.  Indeed, the ground certainly was dry.  The earth seemed to cry out for water, but to who or whom it did not know.  There was no hope here; no hope in this land.  Everything had fallen, faded.  The sun barely shone through the gray clouds, and night was approaching.

I was inside the house.  Dingy, old, white curtains hung from the huge window in the front of the house that looked out onto the porch and the dirt path.  A chandelier of glass and great beauty hung above the rickety old table that was placed in the center of the room which held the huge window.  The wallpaper was fading throughout the house, but particularly in this room.  Disgusting, yellow painted walls were only partly covered up by the fading yellow and white wallpaper.  This room, the dining room, was in ruins, save the chandelier.  Its sparkling, pure beauty seemed to give life to the area surrounding it; its pure, white light never fading.  An old, rotten, wooden door was in its place at an odd angle next to the huge window in the dining room.  In the next room, an antique bed frame was set up.  There was no mattress on the bed, only old, rusty springs.


I was not alone in the house.  I distinctly remember, apart from the house and everything in it being old, that were other people in the house.  Although I do not know their names, or even the exact number of people, I do recall an old lady, hunched over in her old, pink pajamas and wearing thin, wiry glasses, shuffling slowly throughout the house with no apparent reason or purpose.  I say she was old, yet somehow she was also young.  Her internal body was old, yes, and very wise, I am sure of that.  But her face, her face was smooth, not wrinkly, and young; yes, she was indeed young.  Then, suddenly, there was a rap at the front door.

Instantly I saw them, their ugly, deformed faces partly hidden under their droopy black hoods.  However many there were, I could not tell; it did not seem to matter.  They came to destroy, that was their sole purpose.  They all wore long, pitch-black robes, covering their whole bodies down to their ankles.  Their long, bony fingers were equally as disturbing as their hunched over, evil appearance.  Their faces, though, were the worst!  The eyes were black, cold and cruel black, like the color of hate, extreme, dark hate.  Their skin color was a light tan, and their noses were long and bony.  Everything about them was evil.  Darkness entered all parts of the house at the sight of them, and even the chandelier seemed to dim.

Amidst the chaos, while these evil creatures were breaking through the door, the old, yet young woman was scurrying around the house seemingly purposelessly, while the others screamed in sheer terror.  Suddenly and horrifyingly, the door began to give way.  Splinters began to fly out along the edges of the door, and long, bony fingers began to emerge through the cracks, ripping, scratching, and tearing at anything and everything that they grabbed hold of.  I then realized that, as if by instinct, I had begun to rip and break apart the old bed frame in the room next door.  I yanked on one of the poles supporting the headrest but it would not give.  I yanked and yanked and pulled and pulled, but it would not budge.  Finally, in a mad frenzy, with the door beginning to topple over into the dining room in shambles, I managed to break free the wooden pole.  It was straight, to my amazement, despite all the torture I had put it through.  I leapt towards the door, and with one solid, magnificent blow, I struck down one of our oppressors.  Oh how good it felt!  How powerful and self-fulfilling it felt to beat back a creature so ugly and so evil!  They seemed to retreat, yet the chandelier remained dimmer than usual.  In my triumph I ran around the dining room table, amidst the creaks of the floor boards, and sang out my praise, while holding the bed pole above my head.  All the while, the old and young woman observed me curiously.  For although I thought that I was rejoicing triumphantly, the words that came out of my mouth were of fear and desperation.  While I heard, “I am triumphant!” she heard, “Help!  For our doom is near!”  She humbly yet forcefully told me to “call on him.”  “Call on him,” she said repeatedly.  I equally forcefully rebuked her, ignoring her, letting her know that I could handle these violent assailants by my own strength.  But behold!  They have returned.
I once again leapt towards them and swung viciously.  Then, as if by some strange power, I found myself out in the middle of the dirt road, my attackers near, but unseen, hiding in the shadows.  (I cannot explain how I came to be in the road; it just happened, as if by some sort of magic or unseen force.)  With me in the road was the old bed frame, with which I realized myself trying to break another pole free from.  I struggled, kicking and pulling at the stick, yet it would not come free.  With my assailants closing in once more, I finally managed to break it free, yet the ends were perfectly rounded and the pole was not bent.  And then, as quickly as I had discovered myself in the middle of the road, I found myself back inside the house, the chandelier still dim and the wallpaper still peeling from the yellow wall.

Once back inside the house, the evil black beings began attacking my stronghold once again.  Amongst the battle, as I swung blindly at them, the old/young woman continued to tell me to cry out to him.  “Cry out to him.”  I ignored her.  “Cry out to him.”  I was being beaten back by the evil creatures.  “Cry out to him.”  I was now in the next room, retreating from the onslaught.  “Cry out to him.”  And all turned to black.

Suddenly, I “awoke,” or, rather, “appeared,” and found myself standing on a small, rock island made of limestone looking out over a huge, vast sea of fire.  The sky was dark because the fire gave off very little light.  It burned slowly, and in dull colors of red and orange.  The fire was not hot, but it stretched out far beyond my gaze or imagination could see.  It was as if a huge field, millions and billions of acres wide, had been set ablaze in the night.  I looked up and saw two huge stone, yet wooden, objects.  (I cannot even begin to describe the magnitude of the field of fire and this huge object, for our small human minds cannot even grasp the size of it!  The same goes for the object; it was made of a mixture of stone and wood, something that I cannot describe in any more detail except that it was gray colored.)  One of the objects was a fat, long pole beginning from nowhere and ending in the middle of the fiery field, thousands of miles above the flames.  The second object began far behind the pole, slowly winding itself in spiral form till it became bigger and more visible.  It continued to spiral and grow larger until it wrapped itself around the pole two times.  At the end of the spiral was the gigantic head of a serpent.  Its mouth was wide open, as far as it could open it, its four fangs on the edges of its mouth long and sharp.  Its beady eyes could be seen on the sides of its head, both pupils looking directly into its own mouth.  In the mouth, seated between the bottom two fangs was the old/young woman!  She appeared much more childlike now, as if many years had been taken off her life.  She now wore no glasses and was not hunched over as before.  Yet she still wore the same faded, pink pajamas.  The girl, however, did not appear to be scared or even anxious.  I stared at her for some time, my eyes seeming to zoom in closer towards her the longer I stared.  Scared, oh how scared I was at this point; scared that she would be devoured by the lifeless, stone/wood beast!  Scared that she would fall into the flames thousands of miles below her dangling feet!  Scared that my only miraculous source of hope and strength would soon die!  Yet she remained calm.  As I stood their entranced, she looked back at me, across the millions and billions of miles of fire between us, and said, “Call on him.”  At last I understood.  Somehow and somewhere deep within my soul I understood.  I meekly called on him, whoever “he” was.  I felt so horrified, yet so good at the same time.  I felt so ashamed, as if I had not spoken to my best friend in many, countless years.  Yet I felt so alive and joyful at the same time.  Oh the joy that I experienced by simply calling on him, whoever “he” was.  I did not need to know who I called on at this moment, only to know simply that he heard me, and I am confident he did.  And I rejoiced.  Oh the joy!  Oh the freedom!  And the fire faded into a bright light and finally disappeared.
