BEYOND BROKEN DREAMS

I will make rivers flow on barren heights, and springs within the valleys.  I will turn the desert into pools of water, and the parched ground into springs.”  Isaiah 41:18

As I awake from a brief unsettled sleep, the tension gripping my body draws me back to the shadowy stillness of the bedroom and the sense that something is wrong.  What is the nightmare still clinging to my mind?  I close my eyes again, the dark dread growing inside me.  I feel the empty space in the bed stretching out beside me in the dark. It isn’t a dream.  The nightmare was real.  I fight back the encroaching fear threatening to overtake me.  Then the floodgates open and memories rush in.  He has left me.  I am alone.  How can he do this to me?  How could he actually leave me?   

 
“But he has, Linda.  He has left you.” A friend’s words from the day before pierce my heart like a knife.  My body trembles.   I feel myself sinking into a dark hole. “He has left you.”  Inside my head, the tension grows like a balloon filling too rapidly with air, becoming taut and stretched to the breaking point.  I cry out in anguish, terrible sobs breaking from the deep caverns of my soul. 

That’s how it often began for me.  Chances are you’ve been there. Perhaps you’re there now.  But that’s not where you want to stay.  You’re looking for a way out.  You’re looking for hope.


In the middle of this dark valley, one fact is absolutely clear. In one form or another, we know the pain we are experiencing is real; it is a part of our lives.  It is inescapable and will not go away. But what do we do with it?


If we bury our pain, it will only resurface somewhere else.  If we slam the door on it, we will open another door along the way and find ourselves facing it again. If we escape onto the back roads of somewhere else, we will meet our pain once more at the other end of the highway.  Pain may change form; it doesn’t disappear.  


But there’s another transformation our pain can make.  On my journey down this difficult path, I discovered that the One who created the majesty of the universe and brought life from the dust of the earth-- the One who healed the lepers and paralytics, and dissolved the power of death into the miracle of eternal life, also promised to heal the brokenhearted and bind up their wounds. He is talking about us. You and I can put our names there.   We are the brokenhearted.  The powerful God of the Universe wants to heal our wounds.  

Hope squeezes through the taut sinews of our fear and leads to life when we place our pain in the hand of the Creator.  In His hands the brokenness of our hearts becomes fresh, warm clay which He molds into something beautiful and new.  Only our Creator has the power to transform our pain into hope.


But you must linger with Him, keep your eyes upon His face, His words within your heart, and let His love hold you above the shards of broken dreams.  Run to Him now.  Don’t look away.   Surrender to God the broken pieces of your heart, and let Him hold you in the shelter of His arms.  Let Him carry you through the barren valley and along the road to springs of living water where Hope resides.

BEYOND BROKEN DREAMS

I will make rivers flow on barren heights, and springs within the valleys.  I will turn the desert into pools of water, and the parched ground into springs.”  Isaiah 41:18

As I awoke from a brief unsettled sleep, the tension gripping my body drew me back to the shadowy stillness of the bedroom and the sense that something was wrong.  What was the nightmare still clinging to my mind?  I closed my eyes again, the dark dread growing inside me.  Even without looking, I could feel the empty space in the bed stretching out beside me in the dark.  It wasn’t a dream.  The nightmare was real.  I fought back the encroaching fear threatening to overtake me.  Then the floodgates opened and memories rushed in.  He had left me.  I was alone.  How could he do this to me?  How could he actually leave me?   

 
“But he has, Linda.  He has left you.” The memory of a friend’s words from the day before pierced my heart like a knife.  My body trembled.   I felt myself sinking into a dark hole. “He has left you.”  Inside my head, the tension grew like a balloon filling too rapidly with air, becoming taut and stretched to the breaking point.  I cried out in anguish, not slow, gentle tears, but terrible sobs breaking from the deep caverns of my soul. 

That’s how it would often begin for me.  Chances are you’ve been there. Perhaps you’re there now.  But that’s not where you want to stay.  You’re looking for a way out.  You’re looking for hope.


In the middle of this dark valley, one fact is absolutely clear. In one form or another, we know the pain we are experiencing is real; it is part of our lives.  It is inescapable and will not go away. But what do we do with it?

If we bury our pain, we know it will only resurface somewhere else.  If we slam the door on it, we will open another door along the way and find ourselves facing it again. If we escape onto the back roads of somewhere else, we will meet our pain once more at the other end of the highway.  Pain can change form; it doesn’t disappear.  


But there’s another transformation our pain can make.  On my journey down this difficult path, I discovered that the One who created the majesty of the universe and brought life from the dust of the earth, -- the One who healed the lepers and paralytics,—the One who dissolved the power of death into the miracle of eternal life, also promised to heal the brokenhearted and bind up their wounds. You and I can put our names there. He is talking about us.  We are the brokenhearted.  The powerful God of the Universe wants to heal our wounds.  

Hope squeezes through the taut sinews of our fear and leads to life when we place our pain in the hand of the Creator.  In His hands the brokenness of our hearts becomes fresh, warm clay which He molds into something beautiful and new.  Only our Creator has the power to transform our pain into hope.


But you must linger with Him, keep your eyes upon His face, His words within your heart, and let His love hold you above the dust of broken dreams.  Run to Him now.  Don’t look away.   Surrender to God the broken pieces of your heart, and let Him hold you in the shelter of His arms.  Let Him carry you through the barren valley and along the road to springs of living water where Hope resides.

. Don’t climb into the arms of despair or escape through the jaws of anger.

If we bury our pain, we know it will only resurface somewhere else.  If we slam the door on it, we will open another door along the way and find ourselves facing it again. If we scream at it, our pain merely mocks us in our innocent arrogance, and is still there at the end of our screaming. If we escape onto the pages of “somewhere else,” we will meet our pain once more at the other end of the highway in our own reflection in another’s eyes.  Pain may change form, but doesn’t disappear.  


On my journey down this difficult path I uncovered an amazing secret about the nature of pain.  Another transformation could take place. I discovered that the One who created the majesty of the universe and brought life from the dust of the earth-- the One who healed the lepers and paralytics, made the lame to walk, the blind to see, and the deaf to hear-- the One who dissolved the power of death into the miracle of eternal life, also promised to heal the brokenhearted and bind up their wounds.  Then I realized He was talking about us. You and I could put our own names here. We are the brokenhearted.  The powerful God of the Universe wants to heal our wounds.  And that is the secret of pain’s transformation.

Hope squeezes through the taut sinews of our fear and leads to life when we place our pain in the hand of the Creator.  In His hands the brokenness of our hearts becomes fresh, warm clay which He molds into something beautiful and new.  Only our Creator has the power to transform our pain into hope.


But you must linger with Him, keep your eyes upon His face, His words within your heart, and let His love hold you above the dust of broken dreams.  Run to Him now.  Don’t look away. Don’t climb into the arms of despair or escape through the jaws of anger. Surrender to God the broken pieces of your heart, and let Him hold you in His everlasting arms.  Let Him carry you through the barren valley and along the road to springs of living water where Hope resides.

If we bury our pain, it will resurface somewhere else.  If we slam the door on it, we will open another door along the way and find ourselves facing it again. If we scream at it, our pain merely mocks us in our innocent arrogance, and is still there at the end of our screaming. If we escape onto the pages of “somewhere else,” we will meet our pain once more at the other end of the highway in our own reflection in another’s eyes.  Pain may change form, but doesn’t disappear.


But there’s another transformation of our pain that can take place. The One who created the majesty of the universe and brought life from the dust of the earth-- the One who healed the lepers and paralytics, made the lame to walk, the blind to see, and the deaf to hear-- the One who dissolved the power of death into the miracle of eternal life, has promised to heal the brokenhearted and bind up their wounds.  You can put your name there. He is talking about you. You are the brokenhearted.  The powerful God of the Universe wants to heal your wounds.

Hope squeezes through the taut sinews of our fear and leads to life when we place our pain in the hand of the Creator.  In His hands the brokenness of our hearts becomes fresh, warm clay which He molds into something beautiful and new.  Only our Creator has the power to transform our pain into hope.


But you must linger with Him, keep your eyes upon His face, His words within your heart, and let His love hold you above the dust of broken dreams.  Run to Him now.  Don’t look away. Don’t climb into the arms of despair or escape through the jaws of anger. Surrender to God the broken pieces of your heart, and let Him hold you in His everlasting arms.  Let Him carry you through the barren valley and along the road to springs of living water where Hope resides.

the One who had the power to make a path through the middle of the Red Sea and caused bread to fall out of the skies to feed the Israelites;

So where do we go from here?  Is there any hope?  Must we sit hopelessly in this terrible pain and do nothing?  We reach the other side of the valley, by putting one foot in front of the other, one day at a time, while holding onto our God who knows the way.

(The answer is – yes, and  no.  Yes, if we face our pain, it will be painful.  But no, we shouldn’t sit still and do nothing.  By putting one foot in front of the other, we must move forward through this dark valley, one day at a time, while holding onto our God who knows the way, until we reach the other side.
)

If we bury our pain, it will resurface somewhere else.  If we slam the door on it, we will open another door along the way and find ourselves facing it again. If we scream at it, it mocks us in our innocent arrogance, and is still there at the end of our screaming. (trifling insolence). If we escape onto the pages of “somewhere else,” we will meet our pain once more at the other end of the highway in our own reflection in another’s eyes.  Pain may change form, but doesn’t disappear.

The one who has promised to bring beauty from ashes; gladness from mourning and praise from despair,  has said He is close to the broken hearted and saves those who are crushed in spirit   (heals the brokenhearted and binds up their wounds.)  ))

There is a road through this valley of pain, however, which is not an escape and does not deny its existence, but will take us to the other side.  And there is One who knows the way.  By holding onto God, we can move forward through this dark valley, putting one foot in front of the other, one day at a time.  This is the road of Hope.

 Hope squeezes through the taut sinews of our fear and leads to life when we place our pain in the hand of the Creator.  In His hands the brokenness of our hearts becomes fresh, warm clay which He molds into something beautiful and new.  Only our Creator has the power to transform our pain into hope.


But you must linger with Him, keep your eyes upon His face, His words within your heart, and let His love hold you above the dust of broken dreams.  Run to Him now.  Don’t look away. Don’t climb into the arms of despair or escape through the jaws of anger. Surrender to God the broken pieces of your heart, and let Him hold you in His everlasting arms.  Let Him carry you through the barren valley and along the road to green pastures where Hope resides.

As I journeyed this difficult path through the splintered remains of our fractured marriage
So what am I suggesting?  That there is no hope?  That you must sit hopelessly in this terrible pain and do nothing?  The answer to that is yes and no.  Yes, I am asking you to wait, and that will be painful.  But no, I’m not asking you to sit still.  I’m asking that you move forward through this dark valley one day at a time, while holding onto God, until you reach the other side.


Hope lies in the choice you make today.

 there is relief if you will (This is the time to) raise your sights and look up.  Look up and see the face of Jesus.  He is here reaching out to you.  Take His hand.  He is the Mighty God who, alone, can hold you safely above the swirling waters and raging winds that threaten to pull you under.  You will not be drowned if you hold on to Him.  Nothing else can (rescue you.) .  Don't look down.  Don't look to His right or to His left.  Don't look over His shoulder.  Don't look anywhere but into His eyes, and He will steady you.  He IS faithful, and He will not let you drown.

the Rock that will keep you anchored to reality when the world has been turned upside down and you are in a free fall.  Keep your eyes on Him.  Looking at anything else will send your mind swirling again.  But He will steady you.  He IS faithful, (even when you find yourself continually asking God how He could let this happen.) He will not let you down.  


Right now, in your mind, you must choose.  You must make that choice resolutely and firmly.  You must choose life, not death. Rather than allowing your mind to sink into thoughts of hopelessness, set your mind on Jesus.  That is a choice for life.

1

You are certain you are really going crazy.   You no longer know what is real.  What you believed to be reality has turned out to be a lie, and what you never thought could happen has happened.  You feel like there is a balloon inside your head which keeps getting bigger and bigger and is about to burst, until you can no longer think.  (Your head feels like it is full of  (kernels of popcorn) which is (one after the other) bursting inside your skull until you can no longer think.)  Your mind is swirling. Your head is pounding; your heart is racing in panic.  You are gripped with a fear you have probably never known before, and like Peter, you are sinking in the raging storm surrounding you.  You are screaming inside for relief, but there is no relief  in sight.

At times like this our mind tends to float like a magnet into pools of low resistance.  And once our mind goes there, our emotions quickly follow.  If depression sets in, we can become engulfed in it unless we actively, forcefully, choose to set our mind on Jesus and let the Spirit take control.

Think of your emotions as a balloon floating around in a pool of water.  When it is inflated, it floats to the top and you experience life and peace.  When it becomes deflated, it sinks to the bottom where there is only depression and death. Whenever you feel your emotions begin to sink, raise your eyes; look to Jesus and picture the Holy Spirit blowing his breath into the balloon bobbing in the water.  Feel it rise to the top as the Holy Spirit breathes life into your soul.  Feel the depression fall away.  As you look to Jesus, and feel the Spirit blow upon you, you can know peace once again.  And with that peace will come hope.

But you must make a conscious, determined decision.  Setting the mind on the flesh gives free reign to the strong undercurrent of depression which is continually lurking in the depths.  The minute you feel that sinking feeling, fix your eyes on Jesus.

Right now, in your mind, you must choose your path.  One path focuses on the flesh and leads to the low points of depression and death; the other focuses on the spirit and leads to life, peace and hope. Make your choice resolutely and firmly.  

(You must) choose life, not death. 

(The above scripture explains how. You choose life) by choosing to set your mind on the Spirit rather than allowing your mind to sink into thoughts of hopelessness. (which take you into the low points of depression.)

Choose life, not death, by setting your mind on Jesus rather than allowing your mind to sink into thoughts of hopelessness.

At times like this our mind tends to float like a magnet into (pools) of low resistance.  And once our mind goes there, our emotions quickly follow.  If depression sets in, we can become engulfed in it unless we actively, forcefully, choose to set our mind on Jesus and let the Spirit take control.

Think of your emotions as a balloon floating around in a pool of water.  When it is inflated, it floats to the top and you experience life and peace.  When it becomes deflated, it sinks to the bottom where there is only depression and death. Whenever you feel your emotions begin to sink, raise your eyes; look to Jesus and picture the Holy Spirit blowing his breath into the balloon bobbing in the water.  Feel it rise to the top as the Holy Spirit breathes life into your soul.  Feel the depression fall away.  As you look to Jesus, and feel the Spirit blow upon you, you can know peace once again.  And with that peace will come hope.

But you must make a conscious, determined decision.  Setting the mind on the flesh gives free reign t the strong undercurrent of depression which is continually lurking in the depths.  The minute you feel that sinking feeling, fix your eyes on Jesus.


Determine today to surround yourself with things of God.  Feed your senses with Him.

There is hope, and there is a way out.  But it’s up to you.  You must choose.
 The anguish tearing my heart apart.  Then would come the anger.  And eventually

 My body trembled.  

“He has left you.”  Inside my head, the tension grew like a balloon filling too rapidly with air, becoming taut and stretched to the breaking point

That’s how it would often begin.  The anguish tearing my heart apart.  Then would come the anger.  And eventually

Anger swept through me, mixing with the anguish to create a hybrid of grief and anger.  He hadn’t even tried to explain.  He just left.  How could he treat me like an old shoe, a piece of garbage?  Wasn’t I even worth talking to?  I wanted to scream at him, to pour out all the anger that was tearing me apart.  No, he didn’t want to see what he was doing to me.  That’s why he wasn’t talking to me.  

(broke from somewhere deep within. (a deep pit.  (A sinking feeling ) 

  (immense)  taut, stretched to breaking)  tightly)

your heart as a pool of water, and

.  The Spirit will then point you to Jesus Jesus

. Both paths will lead through dark tunnels and lonely valleys.

these painful circumstances

(Hope lies in the choices we make.)

(trifling insolence).

There is a road through this valley of pain, however, which is not an escape and does not deny its existence, but will take us to the other side.  And there is One who knows the way.  By holding onto God, we can move forward through this dark valley, putting one foot in front of the other, one day at a time.  This is the road of Hope.

in our own reflection in another’s eyes.

On my journey down this difficult path I uncovered an amazing secret about the nature of pain.

And that is the secret of pain’s transformation.

