In Mid-January 2002, I saw a vision during a morning prayer.

“At the brink of a very high cliff, there was an eagle. It was waiting for an upward air current. It waited for a long time, painfully long. Some of the feathers were worn out  and I even thought the eagle might actually be a stuffed toy eagle. The eagle itself was thinking that it might never fly again. But, it never lost its grandeur. It stood tall and majestic. 

Days and nights passed. Rains came and went. Still no upward current arrived. Yet the eagle waited and waited. To the eagle, this time seemed like an eternity. It almost gave up. No, it eventually did give up.  

But, one day, an upward current finally came. It started as a very quiet and almost undetectable small wind, which comes and goes.  Everybody had thought that the real current would never come.  But, it finally came. When it came, it came in a big way.  Even though it started small, it came in a big way.  It was a huge, and very warm and humid tropical wind.  The eagle inhaled to the full of its lungs, entrusted itself on the wind by jumping from the cliff and it opened its wings. The eagle knew that this was just the wind that he was waiting for. But, to be more truthful, he really could not have waited any longer. Even if this were not the right wind, he would rather have died by falling down than spend another eternity waiting. 

But it was the wind he had been waiting for. Thus, the eagle soared. The wings shone like a full moon. It was the first flight after such a long wait. Yes, I can fly. Yes, I can still fly.

Then, it came down very fast toward a big white snake that was washed ashore. It should not have been there. The eagle snatched the snake and struggled briefly and soared up again with the snake firmly clutched in its claws. 

The eagle soared very fast, and very high shrieking a high pitched piccolo sound, the smallest flute.  The sound was in the highest pitch that human ears could possibly hear. It soared so high that nobody could see it any more. It shrieked so high that nobody could hear the piccolo sound any more. 

Then, after a while, a huge white wave, a deluge, a violent cascade broke loose exactly from the point in the sky where the eagle disappeared. It was as if a big dam had been destroyed due to a huge flood.  Let's just say that it was 1000 times more violent than the Niagara Fall's current.  No gate could hold back the violent flows of the deluge. The water was so violent.  Many gates tried to hold the water: some of them were iron gates, others were bronze gates. Every gate was broken into small pieces.”  So ended the vision. 

30 minutes after the vision, I ran into a Bible verse. 

“the gate of Hades will not over come it! (Matthew 16:18)  

I thought that God was finally blessing my business.  I was so convinced that the business venture I had been working on for a long time would finally bear big fruits. I felt that a billion dollars would not be a problem. If God is with me, what would prevent me from earning a billion dollars? God will prove himself by making me a billionaire. Wasn’t it about time that the world should see a Christian billionaire?  What is wrong if that person happens to be me,  I,  moi?  

So, I tried immediately to get a website name: ‘Eaglemount’ was a natural choice. Then, I found out that “Eaglemount” is  already taken by a non profit organization for handicapped children. It seems like that they help these kids ski and ride horses.

I felt so ashamed. Why was Money the only thing I could think of? I was so materialistic. I mean, exclusively and pathetically materialistic.  How could I only imagine the stock price of my company soaring when I saw a vision of the eagle flying? How could I not have even imagined that a handicapped child riding a horse for just five minutes was infinitely more valuable to God than myself becoming a billionaire? Why should God care whether I become a billionaire, or, not? But, isn’t it so obvious that God cares very much whether those kids ride the horses for 30 seconds or 31 seconds? God cares very much whether one hair of those horses grew in a certain way or not, to make it sure that when those children touch the necks of those horses, these kids should feel a certain way God intended. God would not care whether the stock price of my company goes 100 times higher than now, or, whether it becomes zero. I will be still me, always dreaming of another big and quick and more money. If God really makes me a billionaire, then, I would, almost for sure, see another eagle vision and exclaim again “It is God’s will for me to become a trillionaire!!!”  

I knelt down and repented in tears.  Then, my eyes caught another verse in the Bible, just a few verses above the verses I mentioned earlier.

 “How is it you don’t understand that I was not talking to you about bread? (Matthew 16:11)
