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R ecently I was awakened 

around 3 a.m. following an 

extremely unusual and thought 

provoking dream. After a time of 

lying there wondering and praying 

about the meaning of the dream, the Lord began to 

speak to my spirit about what I had experienced. It was 

then that I became very disturbed, disheartened, and 

disappointed. 

 I was standing at the edge of a large field and to 

my left I saw a giant of a man bound by ropes and 

staked to the ground. I could see that he was struggling 

to get loose and free himself. As I approached, I noticed 

that it was a Native American man, and as I looked 

closer I could see that the ropes were inscribed with 

words such as: hopeless, alcohol, drugs, suicide, anger, 

fear, depression, unforgiveness, abuse, etc. I wanted to 

help, but the things that bound him were bigger than I 

could do alone. It was then that my attention to directed 

to another giant figure lying nearby in the field. 

 I cautiously approached this figure, because 

there were no constraints or bindings that I could see. 

The figure was lying there as if it were sleeping. It was 

not being forced to stay in that position, but it appeared 

that it had chosen to lie               

down. All I could see was the words ñMy Churchò 

written across the chest. 

 As I prayed for a meaning, God began to bring to 

my memory many prophetic words that had been spoken 

over the Native American people and about the latter 

day revival that is coming to those nations. I recalled the 

words spoken by Rev. Billy Graham several years ago 

that referred  to the ñawakening of the Brown Giant.ò It 

soon became clear to me what I had seen in the dream. 

 Working in Native American ministry is a real 

challenge at times, because it truly feels that they are a 

forgotten and overlooked people group by most 

churches. I have even been told by ñchurch peopleò that 

what we do is really not missions, since we are working 

within the United States. The dream was so clear. We 

have an awakening of the Brown Giant taking place, but 

we have a church in America that seems to be sleeping 

and not taking notice of the bindings that are so tightly 

constraining a people.  

 The Giant of a Church must wake up, get up and 

speak life and strength into a giant that is desperately 

trying to arise. We have the power of the Holy Spirit to 

loose the constraints and to see an outpouring take place 

among Americaôs First People. We have two giants that 

need to arise: One is bound and One is sleeping! 

                                                              ARISE, ARISE   

Sketch by Uriah Thomas, Navajo   
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ñI felt no pain. 

The  cutting was 

numbing to my 

spirit, and the 

voice continued to 

urge me to cut 

more and deeperò 

ñCutting built 

me up to greater 

steps toward 

suicide.ò 
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         The following is from an interview with Shanel  

   Tsosie from the Navajo Nation. Shanel has been a  

     part of IMNAôs youth mentoring and discipleship   

         training for the last five years. She is now in her second  

 year at Lee University in Cleveland, Tennessee, studying  

  to be a missionary.  

S hanel Tsosie has become an important part of Indian Ministries of North  

America, Inc. She is a real inspiration and her enthusiasm for learning all  

she can about the Bible and living a Christian life has been exciting. Shanel 

     was raised in Gallup, New Mexico, and faced many of the tragedies and challenges of the typical Native         

 American youth. Her father died from alcohol when she was very young, and left her mom with four  

 children to raise. ñIt was really hard when he died,ò  stated Shanel. ñI believe a lot of my life might             

   have been different had he not died. I remember even at that young age that he would encourage us  

        to stay in school and set goals for our lives.ò It wasnôt long before Shanelôs mom had another man  

           in her life and the children began to feel neglected. 

       Much of Shanelôs life began to fall to pieces. With her dad gone and  

                          her momôs attention focused elsewhere, she began to feel unwanted  

    and worthless. ñI longed for my momôs attention, like any young girl does, but it 

    was as if I didnôt even exist anymore,ò she stated.  ñMy siblings remained drunk 

          or high and fought all the time. Soon I was willing to do anything for my motherôs  

        love and attention.ò Shanel found her escape in cutting herself. She began at the age of 12  

  and hoped that she would cut herself deep enough for her mom to take her to the hospital.  

      ñI would hear a voice telling me to continue to cut, more and deeper. I was numb when I would cut  

      and would feel no pain. I know now that it was Satan trying to cause me to take my own life,ò she    

     stated. Cutting soon lead to other thoughts and plans of suicide. At least twice, she attempted suicide 

            by overdosing on pills. ñ I remember once my mom was so focused on her boyfriend that she just 

   fed me some crackers and told me to move on,ò stated Shanel. 

              Shanel began to represent a local gang at the age of 14 and her life continued 

          to spiral out of control, but it was then that a friend invited her to an IMNA  

          youth rally in Window Rock, Arizona. ñI grew up in church as a young girl, but  

          I never really knew who God or Jesus was. I just went to the rally to escape my 

          drunk siblings; however, I heard Godôs voice of love replacing the voice that  

          tried to convince me to Escape into death.ò I felt so refreshed and alive!ò 

         ñI want every young Native to know that no earthly love can fulfill 

               you, but there is a Father in Heaven that loves you and doesnôt want  

               you going down the wrong path. On our reservations, love is missing. 

               Many parents do not know how to truly express love. My mom never  

           said I love you very much, but I found a greater love than a mother and father  

           in the scripture. Had it not been for Indian Ministries of North America and  

           the message of Hope that they brought, I am sure that I would be dead. I want 

           to be a missionary to my people and others to share my story and the story of 

           the One who sacrificed His life for mine ð Jesus.ò 
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Point Navajo Boarding School and the 

Navajo community of Lukachukai. 
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