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SHELTER ROCK

Banquet

It was thrillingfor them to come off the desert to such a feast

for eyes and for spirits. They had endured the desert and entered

what seemed a reward.

Meg was the first to see him.

angel friend?"

"Look," she cried, "is it our

Nathaniel came from among some trees and saw. His heart raced

and he fell before their friend. It wasn't an angel. It was the

Lord of the angels.

"Rise up: All of you, get up. See, I've prepared a meal for

you." The voice spoke strongly. "Enjoy what I have for you."

The three followed like lambs ad he led them to the blankets

spread in the shade. The royal blue of the rugs was covered by

bowls of many good things to eat and drink. Amy was amazed at how the

voice reminded her of the thunderfalls back by the woods. Yet,

she felt afraid to say anything.

"Yes, my friend," the True One spoke. "It was my voice. My

voice goes out through all the world. Feel free in your tongues."

"Have we finished our journey?" Amy finally said. The children

sat with him on the blanket eating and drinking, and waited for

his response.

"Your rest is in me. You have many things to do for me. Much

to learn. Much to grow into. Simply rest in each moment learning

As he gave his answer, they couldto always enjoy my presence."

feel strength pour from his words and flow into their souls and

bodies.
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They were directed to continue on to a special, beautiful

shelter prepared for them. There they would remain for a while as

caretakers, growing in every way.

Nathaniel was excited about that. It would be like having a

home for them to enjoy. Like the others, he too was amazed at the

simple beauty of this man. His strong features. The dark, long

hair. His strength and power were obvious. Yet gentleness clothed

him completely. His gold and blue robes accented the fiery bright-

ness of those eyes.

Innocence

He then got up and left them with their banquet and beautiful

settings. They were told to stay and refresh themselves as long as

they liked.

The wind picked up ever so slightly through the palms. He

seemed to disappear as it rustled the tops of the trees. The

winds trailed off with another song of courage and strength.

~ I am always with you my darlings
My voice is your strength
Through fields of wild flowers
Through forests the same
My eyes search for the hearts
My eyes search for the hearts who love
Breathe of air fresh and strong
The love that gathers together
The love that leads our way together. ~

Amy, Meg and Nathaniel held their eyes closed. This song was

more beautiful, stirred more deeply than the others. They felt as

if they were finally beginning to understand. Just beginning to

know who the True One was and is. His world was one of love and

goodness. And to their joy, they were beginning to enter it.

"Let's go for a swim," said Amy. She moved happily to the water.
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Nathaniel raced her with Meg close behind, clothes laying scattered

from the blankets to the water's edge. Though they were no longer

children, a special innocence now clothed them. They felt totally

free to enjoy every good thing.

Some time passed as they rested, spoke in their hearts to the

True One, read the scroll and played as children. They were gather-

ing strength. They were growing more and more confident, more and

more fearless.

Expectations

Joy filled them as they set out for the wonderful place the

True One had prepared for them. With oil fresh on their foreheads

and words from the scroll on their hearts, a song sprang from their

lips. They never felt happier.

"Will there be ponds and streams," asked Meg. "I hope there

are lots of pools and springs. I love the waters. Oh, I can ima-

gine drinking from a delicious, sweet spring near our house."

"Flowers," said Amy. "Lots and lots of flowers of every kind.

Fruit trees and deep green lawns. The fragrance of every beautiful

flower." She could sense the beauty already surrounded her.

Nathaniel added, "I love the water and blossoms, but I miss the

mountains with their giant trees and snow covers. We must have

mountains there, too."

They bubbled over with anticipation, rejoicing that -so much

pleasure was waiting for them. The footsteps skipped over the

trail that led out of the desert and wound over lightly covered

hills and fields. It was a joy for them just to see grass and

trees and hills instead of sand dunes and empty horizons.
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Finally, after a lengthy number of hours, Nathaniel spotted

what looked like a house across the way. It appeared to be on a

hill overlooking a small valley. And, yes, mountains were farther

off in the distance. Their footsteps were more hurried.

When they got close enough to see,the three stopped in their

tracks. The smiles melted away. They were stunned at what they

saw. The house was totally wrecked with holes in walls and the

roof missing. Pools by the house were dry and filled with trash.

No flowers or trees stood near the "beat up" house.

"Natty," Meg screamed, "it must be a mistake. This is wrong:"

Discouragement

Nathaniel felt something new, something not felt even in the

most difficult parts of the journey. Discouragement like a heavy

cloud fell upon him. He sat down and began to cry. The girls wept

along with him. They had come so far, gone through so much to come

to this: Their hearts felt as if they would burst.

After a long cry holding and consoling each other, they got

up for a closer look. The huge house had broken windows everywhere.

Dirt had blown in and nearly covered the floors. All the doors

were smashed on the floor. The basement was filled with mud and

more trash. Outside wa~ just as bad with flowers, trees and shrubs

uprooted and scattered about. It was terrible: An angry storm must

have swept in with ru~hless destruction. Maybe a tornado of sortS.

"I don't understand,'o muttered Nathaniel over and over. Then

suddenly his nose caught a whiff of a sickly, nauseating smell.

The putrid smell of a dead thing.

"That's it:" he cried. "The enemy did this: I can still smell
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him, just like the time in the cave. He destroyed what was meant

for us, for our good."

The others ran over and sensed the same drifting odors.

"The enemy was here:'f said Meg.

"Remember," Amy began, "how we used the word-sword to drive

the enemy off. We are stronger in the scroll now than before.

This is just another battle:"

As she finished, a hissing sound shot into the house. From

the roof another hideous beast dropped, more twisted and disgusting

than before. This one had one ugly head -and used wings to move.

Its teeth were rotten. Blood dripped from the terrible mouth.

"The True One cannot help you anymore," it screamed as it rushed

at them.

The three of them with one voice spoke the power words from

the scroll and more from the wind songs.

and then ran out of the house.

The evil being fell back

As they watched, a wall of fire rose up around them. This fire

moved slowly farther and farther out from the house until it made

a high fence around a large area.

through it.

Nothing evil could ever pass

The champions shouted over their victory. They praised the
,

True One and the scroll. They praised until they forgot the mess

of the house and land. And more importantly, they forgot about

any discouragement.

"Natty," said Amy. "That sweetness. Such a beautiful fragrailce."

She looked and looked around trying to figure out its source. Fi-

nally she put her nose by her coat. "Our coats smell like roses.




