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SWEET WATER STREAM

Place of Rest

Along with the beautiful light, a strange sound could be heard.

Like low thunder off in the distance. Yet the sky was bright and

blue. "Where could the clouds be?" wondered Nathaniel.

was a large animal: Maybe something to block their way.

Maybe it

Something

to fight them. Bravely Nathaniel led them on.

The lion's roar grew louder and louder. The g;~nt's thunder

becoming so deafening they had to yell to one another so as to be

heard: By the time they s~epped free of the trees, they could no

longer hear anything else. And no wonder,for off to the left was

a monstrous waterfall. They stood with amazement at what their

eyes saw.

The huge waterfall tumbled down from high off a mountain ledge.

Straight down it dropped like a giant ribbon until it exp~oded onto

the rocks below. A rainbow arced on both sides of the falling water

like a garland of bright flowers. And from the mist at the base,

multiple rainbows sprang in all directions as bridges criss-crossing.

They moved with the sun's brightness and the shadows cast by the

large trees as the wind teased them.

Nathaniel took their,hands and led the girls along side the
I

river away from the roaring waters. Meg and Amy feasted on the

beds of wild flowers at all sides. The lush green grasses-seemed

to call to them for rest. "Come, rest little ones. Take pleasure

in me."

Finally they could hear each other above the thunder falls. A

little farther along they came to a clear stream that emptied into

the river. It was there they all sank to the warmth of the grasses
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decorated by flowers. The eyes closed easily while sensing the

beauty of the light on the eyelids. A deep rewarding sleep met them.

True Paths

~ Wake my loved ones to my voice
Special friends, dear ones, hear me
My voice spoke all to life
My voice calls to you afresh
A new daily portion, fresh and alive

Awake my loved ones to my voice ~
Awake my children to my call. ..

The children finally stirred. They hadn't realized how tired

the forest had made them. Nathaniel recognized the wind song, only

now it seemed to come from the waterfall and river as well.

"Listen, girls," he said gently shaking them, "we must listen

to the voice of the wil'\dand waters." The song repeated over and

over. Each time a growing joy moved from the sounds and settled

on them. "What a beautiful way to wake up," thought Amy. "It

should be this way every day."

By now Meg was up and had walked over to the stream. She looked

into the crystal water and saw something shiny gold. Her hand darted

in after it. "Look, Natty," she called. "Look what I found." She

held a golden rock splashed with beauty.

The children rushed over. Yes, it was gold. All three waded

into the water and began to gather up more and more of the gold rocks.
,

Before too long, a small pile was on the grass. Nathaniel noticed

something peculiar. The skin of their legs kept a golden color

like the rocks until the water dried. He reached his hand-into the

water. It came out golden. He held it up to dry and the natural

color returned. Then his eyes went to the pile of rocks. They had

turned into regular looking rocks. "Look girls," he laughed. "It's

in the water, not the rocks." And he laughed harder.
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The girls were surprised. Meg started to cry, but then joined

in the laughing. They had tricked themselves. The clear water

was the beauty that was lasting.

brightness.

The pure water brought out the

Water that Satisfies

They walked back and sat down on the grass. Nathaniel knew

it was time to read from the scroll. They needed encouragement as

well as some guidance.

He read once again what they had read before. It flowed like

rich honey, as if it were new and different, yet the words were the

same. Then he opened the scroll farther and read for awhile. His

eyes deepened with concentration~

read the words aloud:

He handed the scroll to Amy who

"The voice of the True One thunders.
The voice of the True One sings across the water.
The voice of the True One calls all to believe and obey him.
The voice that sings upon the wind,
Breaks the rocks into pieces.
Drink deeply of the voice of the True One.
Moment by moment, drink deeply."

The children were hungry and thirsty as well. "Would a picnic

blanket full of wonderful foods appear like the last time?" Nathaniel

wondered. At least, he figured, they could drink their fills from

the crystal stream.

"Let's drink, Amy. Come Meg," he said as he moved towards the

water. His hands cupped mouthfuls. The water was clean and pure,

almost sweet to the taste. And, like the girls, the more he cupped

to his mouth, the better he felt. After a while, he could drink

no more and sat down on the grass with his feet dangling in the water.

He felt like he had finished a holiday plate full of his mother's

cooking.
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The water had satisfied his appetite completely. They sat back

against the grass and enjoyed the goodness of the moment. "How

right it was," he thought, " to honor the moment by drinking in

peacefulness. It

Fruitful Waters

Nathaniel sat up suddenly. He had forgotten all about the

blisters on his feet from the last hike. And the few scratches

from the branches, he couldn't feel. He lifted his feet out of the

stream. The blisters were gone. And when he bent over to look at

the reflection, his face was clear. "Girls, look," he cried. All

three of them bent over looking into the water.

The surface was clear like glass, like a living mirror. How

bright and healthy they looked: Then something unusual happened.

As they looked at their reflections, their faces slowly began to

change. Nathaniel gradually changed into the face of a handsome

man, with strong features and a full, dark beard. Yet through

the change, his eyes remained much the same, except for a deepening

of the color.

Meg's reflection grew into a beautiful young woman's face with

curly, long hair. Her lips were exquisite and her chin and cheeks

were clean and pure. Amy was beautiful also, except with straighter

hair and a mo~e delicate nose.

They were all startled but drawn to look closer and closer

at the features of each. Soon a brightness began to glow in their

eyes. Like burning coals until the whole face glowed with an even

more beautiful light. Finally the forms changed back to the young

children's.
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"She's gone," said Meg sadly.

"No, Meg, she's right in there," Amy answered, pointing at

Meg's heart.

The children knew more than ever they would have a futurQ. Their

hope would not be cut off.


