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One night I dreamed a long, long dream. My sleep was terribly
fitful. The wind blew strong and never stopped until it dried up all
the oceans. In my dream, life just went on. We went to work, and
the children went off to school as if nothing had changed. But
something had changed. India and Africa had suddenly become
our neighbors. There was nothing between them and us
anymore.

I did not understand, until I saw her face. I saw her as I left my
half-eaten plate to get dessert at the buffet. She pressed her
little face against the restaurant’s window, staring, eyes wide.
Was she a child? Her face was so taunt, her bones so frail, like
something from last night’s news. I grabbed an apple and hurried

I Dreamed the Oceans Dried Up

out to find her, but she was already around the corner, drawn by the excited cries of other waifs who
were excitedly crawling in and out of the restaurant’s dumpster. The older ones hoisted up their
treasures to share with their little brothers and sisters. A pizza crust, a melon rind, a fist of mashed
potatoes.

I stared, unable to move, then finally turned in a daze and wandered down the street. The mall was right
across the way, but what was that out front? The water fountain had become a water park. Children were
swimming and splashing. Mothers were bathing. The joy, the laughter bubbled up and flowed out
towards me. It was like they’d never seen running water. Maybe they hadn’t. But what was that? Men
were gathering all they could into bottles and cartons. Where were they taking it? Had they come from
drought-stricken countries, where water for drinking, cooking, or bathing came from a single well miles
away? Were they afraid this too might dry up soon?

I passed them slowly, trying to comprehend what their lives might have been like. Then I walked into the
mall. There I saw a crowd, a growing crowd, of men and women, children too, rags covering their bony
ribs. They seemed as dazed as I, wandering in and out of stores, clerks stared, too shocked to know
what to do.

I stumbled into a bent over grandma. She was gazing into a store filled with rows of books. I mumbled an
apology and tried to move on. Then I stopped to look again. Was that a look of longing in her tired eyes?
Had she never learned to read? Did she feel that life had passed her by?

Nearby a man gazed, transfixed by a huge television proudly displayed at the front of an electronics
store. He reached his thin arm to touch the screen as if he thought the images were real. The picture
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was so clear. The sound was so perfect. I guessed the price tag made no sense to him. Had he ever
seen that much? Ever made that much even in four or five years? I watched him slowly, stiffly lower his
body to the ground. His eyes never left the many wonders on the screen.

I dropped myself on a bench. I stared at the man while he stared at the television. Why him and not me?
Was I more clever at business? More industrious in my trade? Or was it simply where he and I happened
to be born? I’d never thought such thoughts. My mind began to ache. I closed my eyes and covered my
face with my hands. I too felt weary. I longed to sleep and have it all go away. Is that how they felt too?

But what was that shuffling sound? I opened my eyes and searched. Behind the bench a woman moved
herself slowly across the ground. She stretched her hands forward, then pulled herself up, then dragged
her feet close. Like an inchworm she was working her way towards the popcorn stand.

Was it polio that had maimed those legs? Polio had been gone from my country for years. Was there no
clinic in her village to help her as a girl? And what was she doing? I saw her finally reach the stand and
realized the object of her effort. She stuffed the popcorn into her mouth that had fallen to the ground. I
fumbled for change in my pocket. I wanted to get her a fresh, clean bag. But my pajamas had no
pockets. My money was at home. Was this a dream? A nightmare? Or was it real?

Again, I covered my face. Sobs shook my body and then I woke up. My pillow was wet with tears, but it
was just a dream. The oceans had not dried up after all. Or had they? Were these precious people now
my nearby neighbors? Were their heartaches now my concerns? Only the new day would show if I was
truly awake.

“[My people] seek Me daily;…they take delight in approaching God. ‘Why have we fasted,’ they say, ‘and
You have not seen? Why have we afflicted our souls, and You take no notice?’… Is this not the fast I have
chosen; to loose the bonds of wickedness, to undo the heavy burdens, to let the oppressed go free,
and that you break every yoke? Is it not to share your bread with the hungry, and that you bring to your
house the poor who are cast out; when you see the naked, that you cover him, and not hide yourself
from your own flesh?...Then you shall call, and the Lord will answer; you shall cry, and He will say, ‘Here I
am.’ (Isaiah 58:2-3, 6-7, 9 NKJV).

ASAP Ministries trains and equips local missionaries in southeast Asia with the goal of reaching the world
as soon as possible. This story has been shared with permission of ASAP Ministries. 



World Church: Pray that God’s people would open their arms to those who come
searching for truth within our doors. Pray that rather than being judgmental or critical
towards each other or towards those with differing views, we would be grace-filled,
and lovingly point each other to Jesus who takes away the sin of the world.
United States: Pray for God’s Closet Ministry at the Volunteer Park SDA Church. Pray
that the church members and local businesses will donate children’s clothes to share
with those in need and that the ministry will be a powerful witness to the community.
Philippines: Pray for Paper Love, a handmade card ministry created to encourage
those in high-stress or underappreciated professions and remind them that God is
still present in their lives. Pray that God will provide the supplies needed; that He will
renew the creativity, energy, and commitment of those involved; and that each
recipient will feel God’s love and presence through the simple but meaningful cards.
Zimbabwe: Pray for the Newstart Children’s Home in Zimbabwe. Pray for wisdom in
taking care of the many children’s spiritual and emotional needs.
Uganda: Pray for Grace of God Children Ministries as they seek to educate over 100
underprivileged children in their community. Pray they will have the resources to
provide school fees and basic healthcare. Pray also that they will be able to provide
additional shelter in the schools for the large numbers of children that they minister
to.
Kenya: Pray for Gilead Sanitarium Center as they seek to treat chronic lifestyle
illnesses, provide abandoned elderly persons care, and install a solar panel system
and borehole drilling.
South Africa: Pray that Revere God Ministries will be able to publish the first ever
hymnal for Seventh-day Adventists of African origin and in IsiZulu, the predominantly
used language in South Africa. The church in this part of the world has been, and still
is, using an incomplete compilation of Christ In Song, which has never been updated.
The project started in 2013, and is now completed with 650 hymns, as compared to
the current version of 300 hymns, mostly unedited and unsynchronized with their
English counterparts.
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