
WAGONS HO! 
by Bonnie Chavda 

Some time ago I spent 
several nights in watching and 
prayer making myself available to 
the Lord during the time I usually 
sleep. On the second night at about 
3:00 in the morning, the Holy Spirit 
showed me a completely vivid 
vision as a message of approval 
and encouragement to all those 
who give themselves to the labor 
of prayer, intercession, fasting, 
and watching. It was as though I 
was on my hands and knees in the 
midst of a vast unsettled territory 
like the high plains of the Midwest 
early in American history. 

The tall golden grass waved 
before my face being tossed by the 
continual blowing of a strong 
wind. The plain seemed deserted 
with only the wind present. The 
wind represented the Holy Spirit 
blowing over the face of the earth. 
Suddenly through the grass in the 
distance I saw the top of a huge 
covered wagon slowly moving in 
the same direction as the wind. I 
was raised up above the plain at that 
point and suspended in mid-air. I 
then saw the wagon in full view, 
and stretched out before the wagon 
was a long team of eighteen to 
twenty sleek and muscular red-
brown, long-horned oxen. As the 

Wagon Master was perched high 
on the wagon seat, He turned the 
team and brought them down in 
front of me and drew them to a 
stop. 

I noticed several things 
about the oxen. They were very 
disciplined. There was no 
disharmony among them as they 
pulled the wagon along. They 

"This ox is a type 
of prayer warrior 
who continually 
encourages and 

guides others into 
the work of 

prayer." 

didn't buck against the yoke and 
harness. They didn't toss their 
heads. The look in their eyes was 
not the wild-eyed look of a range 
cow. They didn't make a lot of 
noise as they went along, and 
they were obviously not 
independent. I noticed the right 
hand oxen, the lead pair, was 
especially wise to the work of 
leading those behind him. This ox 

was a kind of prayer warrior who 
continually encourages and guides 
others into the work of prayer. 
Together they pulled the great 
wagon forward. 

The vision then lapsed into 
a succession of pictures pointing out 
attributes of the oxen. I saw them 
pulling together. With heads down, 
their great muscles strained forward 
in unison. Their strong hooves 
pushed deep into the soil beneath 
them. I saw them at the end of their 
day as they were unharnessed for a 
few hours. Though there was a lot 
of busyness and laughter happening 
around the fire made for the camp, 
the oxen stood to the side looking 
observant and patient. I could see 
that each one anticipated being 
yoked up again to resume their 
task as if they understood the 
importance of their bringing that 
wagon to its destination. 

Suddenly my attention was 
turned to the Wagon Master 
Himself who was Jesus. He 
expressed a deep appreciation 
and an affinity for these oxen. 
Together they understood and 
shouldered the challenge of their 
journey. They were working 
together towards the destination. 
He made it very clear that in them 
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