
PROPHECY FROM REBOOT VIDEO…”FREEDOM” 
“Freedom might mean ripping out the carpet that held you so firmly, and a free fall follows. As you fly 
through the air, on your way down to the abyss, you learn to fly. You never quite hit bottom in the way 
you imagined you might, but do land gracefully. Things aren’t what they used to be, and it was very 
unsettling for a while. But if you were just to continue standing there, just because the security felt so 
comforting and comfortable, you’d never learn to skydive. But now as you sit there on the ground 
thinking how it did end all right, your latest “falling through the air” you realise that staying with your 
feet on your beloved carpet was just one more bondage. You are now more free than you ever were. 
Mostly free of the fear of a fall-through-the-air with nothing to hold you but faith. You see it’s not so 
bad, and you don’t have to stand around anymore for fear of being afraid. The wind of faith buoyed you 
up, the breath of God’s Spirit caught you and landed you in the best place. Though you don’t feel as 
confident in your ability to control all circumstances, you are no longer bound to doing things only one 
certain way or in one particular place. So, yes, you are free, more free than you have been before. 
For others, the walls that both sealed them in as well as gave them a sense of protection, and in reality 
were what was shaping their life, fell down and gave them a far and wide view outside. They cried as the 
mural of their vision of what “outside, in the future” would be crumbled and collapsed. Now the 
colourful painted solid wall—or what they thought was solid, is in broken chunks. 
They are no long boxed in by their ideas. The fresh air, and yes even the cold wind starts to blow 
through their life. Yet instead of painted trees, they see the real ones. Instead of pictures of mountains 
painted on the wall that they looked longingly to—or at times cringed wondering how they would ever 
climb up them, now they see the real mountains out in the scenery in front of them. They never were to 
climb those imaginary mountains that they thought would be a part of their life, for it was only a picture 
they’d painted on the confining walls of their former life. 
Now the first step to is climb out and over the remains of the broken dreams and face the reality of 
what actually existed all along, but they just didn’t see it. They weren’t meant to see it just yet. But now 
it’s hard to be so covered with vast space. The freedom is nearly crippling. They are having a hard time 
finding their feet. And so they just sit for a while on what used to be “home” and view the scene. 
First, they wonder which way they are to walk. What is “forward”? Is it in the direction they always 
looked before, as they looked to their painted scene on the wall of their close quarters? No, in fact it’s a 
bit more to the right, right where there was a door they could have looked out and seen the real way 
they were to one day go. Perhaps they could have opened the door before to look out, and then drawn 
a picture that resembled the place they were to walk on one day. If they had done that, then the shock 
would have instead been a feeling of freedom, rather than a feeling of everything shattering and 
collapsing. Instead, when the wall fell with their painting, it would only be to reveal the real scene that it 
was trying to depict, which was far more realistic and beautiful—like a photo turning into real life in 
front of you.” 
 


