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BUILDING A HOUSE

Gentle Songs

"How nice it would be if a wind song would come to visit us,"

said Meg. "Right now I feel like any good thing could happen to us."

"Let's hold hands and call on the True One, our friend. Maybe

it will happen," added Amy.

They joined together in a circle of thankfulness. Their lips

continued to speak praises and gladness that multiplied like seeds

sprouting into plants bearing even more seeds for more plants

bearing even more fruit. Songs of joy gushed from their lips.

Rejoicing flowed out in new words and new sounds of love for the

True One.

This continued long before they realized large drops of rain

were falling from the sky. As each drop splashed, a small voice

could be heard saying "Love, love, love." A message from heaven.

The more drops that fell,the larger the chorus singing "love, love"

in numberless tiny voices. How wonderful the water felt running

down Nathaniel's face. It felt refreshing and cleansing. The

girls laughed aloud because of the tickling streams that ran down

their cheeks and necks.

As they watched, the waters gathered, flushing through the pools

and streams and carrying out all the trash and dirty water. The

lawns were cleaned of debris and fresh new plants were poking up

from the earth where the others had been. And the house and every-

thing in the house crumbled and was washed away far down the hill-

side leaving a large pond where the house once stood.

The rain song continued to thunder its love chorus for sometime

as the waters cleansed and renewed the building site and surroundings.




