Roe’s Dream 9-30-08


I don’t often have nightmares, but last night, I had a very strange dream about demons. It was as though I was watching a horror movie, as a woman, 30ish, tall with long dark brown hair was chasing after me to kill me. I ran through a meeting hall, filled with people, who knew I was a fugitive and wanted to protect me, but everyone was deathly afraid of this woman, who wasn’t a woman at all, but a demonic entity. You could see the stark fear in everyone’s eyes, as they cowered when she entered the room. I ran through the crowd and out of the back door that lead to a parking garage. I found a red convertible and jumped in and was trying to raise the roof when she came bounding at me. Suddenly, the roof was lifting to close and she tore the material with her bare hands. At that point, there was another being in the car, who waved an arm at the material, sealed it back up, and began to drive the car out of the parking deck. Again and again, this demonic creature tried in vain to break the protective seal of the car, but this other creature continued to drive the car and then suddenly we took off into the sky. I refer to this other being as a creature, because it was not a person at all, but in fact, an angel. 


Later in the dream, I became a well-known person, because I had somehow escaped from this demon, and I was a tourist in some beach town abroad (I think we were in South America somewhere). I was walking with my girl friend from work, another teacher named Molly, who was carrying a baby. Suddenly, as we were crossing a square, the demonic woman appeared. We saw her immediately, and turned to run through this crowded area of shops and restaurants. Somehow, Molly and I got separated, and I ended up in a ladies room. I could hear the baby that Molly was carrying had begun to cry, and I began to fret that Molly had been caught. Just then, I heard the bathroom door open and knew this demon had found me. Just then, someone behind me put their hands on my head and whispered, “Crouch down.” The bathroom stall flew open, and this demonic creature pointed at me and asked, “Where is your friend?” I knew that meant that she in fact, hadn’t caught Molly, and was relieved. So I answered, “I don’t know, and I wouldn’t tell you if I did.” Her face twisted in anger and she pointed at me, as fierce, excruciating pain ripped through my body. Just then, the person who was behind me and obviously invisible to this demon, rested their hands on my head and the pain vanished. I knew then, that an angel was standing behind me, protecting me, and that I would in fact be safe. 

At that point, I woke up, afraid, and upset that I had such chilling dreams. I started to fall back to sleep, when the whole dream started all over again, with me running through that meeting hall. I woke myself up, and firmly said to myself, “NO! I refuse to have this dream over and over again.” Not knowing what to do, I rolled over, looked at the clock, which read 5:05, and started praying the Lord’s Prayer. Then, I began an exercise that I had read about in a book called, Healing With the Angels, that says to visualize yourself surrounded in a white light, with a layer of emerald light above that, and then another white light, for angelic protection against danger. I then visualized my husband and son encased in angelic light for their protection as well. I became immediately calm, knowing that everything would be okay, when I found myself in a large field, with angels all around me. I wasn’t asleep, but in that funny place between being asleep and awake. I felt so perfectly calm within these heavenly creatures, when one of them stepped forward, and said, “When you protect yourself in a triple light, you immediately rise up and are no longer visible to the demons. That’s what we were trying to teach you in your dream.” I looked into the face of the angel who had spoken, and saw that it was Gian, my son who had died from a car accident when he was fifteen. He was taller than he was at fifteen, and looked to be about 25. He then told me that there was angelic warfare going on, in which too many people on earth had become immune to angelic protection. It was as if people could not be helped by their guardian angels because they had too long not believed in them. The longer a person denied angelic help, the more demonic they became. Gian was explaining to me how this problem was reaching epic proportions and could inevitably cause the extinction of humankind. Suddenly, we were all were floating in the air, and I was thinking how it was possible that I was floating with the angels, when Gian said, “You float up whenever you use angelic protection. The demons can’t see you anymore because their line of sight is only straight ahead. 

So I asked, “But why have you stopped whispering to them?” Gian replied they their evil had become so strong that it was dangerous. So I said, “Well how about whispering to them, and then immediately float up so that they can’t see who is talking? I don’t believe that they are without hope or salvation. I know in my heart that they still have hearts that can be reached.” So just then, I tried talking to the demonic creature below me, then one who had pursued me relentlessly. I hovered near her ear, and whispered, “Deep down in your heart, you are a wonderful, loving person.” I then immediately floated up and saw her whisk around to see who had spoken. I could see in her face that she was thinking about what I had said, as if a tiny light had come on. Just then, a group of angels surrounded her, each taking turns to whisper words of love and encouragement into her ears. Something began to change in her face as if a veil had lifted, and so then all these angels grouped around different people who were also becoming demonically diseased. 

I suddenly became aware that I wasn’t sleeping but seeing and witnessing something strange. A song popped into my head, Victory Through Love, that I had written when Gian was a baby. The last line was the most important:
“Little by little, 

Over time and space, 

Victory’s upon us, 

Enough to save the human race.”


I then heard Gian say, “You wrote that song for a reason. We are trying to save the human race. Things are dire right now. You have to tell people.”


So, I knew I had to write it all down and then run the risk of having people think I’m crazy. I’ve shared a dream, and a strange experience that followed. Here are the lyrics to the song, “Victory Through Love.” I wrote it 21 years ago when Gian was a baby.
Please notice that I wrote the song by writing a message down the side of the paper, and then filling in the lines.

Vessels of the spirit

Is there no denial

Ceasing to eliminate the error in the trial

Talk to me of living

Offer me a reason

Render me an answer in

Your quest to search for Eden
Teachers of the children

Hear my words and 

Remember

Obligation to absorption

Understand their learning

Guidance is their yearning
Hearts that hold the key to heaven.

Little by little

Over time and space

Victory’s upon us

Enough to save the human race.

Victory, victory through love.


(I have to tell you that I was not a teacher at the time, but decided to go back to school to pursue a teaching degree a year later.)


So I when I got up this morning, I consulted the Healing with the Angels book, and looked up the numerical sequence 505, which was the time on the clock when I first woke up from the nightmare. The book states,

“An important message that lets you know that your life changes are in Divine and perfect order. They are a gift from God and in alignment with God’s will for your higher self.”


You can think I’m crazy all you want. But I’m sending this message to everyone I know because my son, Gian, told me to.
