
I Hear truiet
My feet ached from hours of stand-

ing and walking around. I was tired
and hot with the scorching sun basting
its heated rays down on me. It had
been a long day and I wanted to rest
in the comfort of our oink couch in
our livins room. with a cool drink in
mr hand. But before I could reach this
paradise, I had to wait patiently at the
bus stop in order to get home. I
glanced at my watch every so often in
synchonozation with the tilt of my
head, to see if I could catch a glimpse
of the orange and white bus coming
up the hill. It was half past four and
the bus should have been here by now.
My mind went wild with imaginations
to what might have happened to the
bus, from overheating and breaking
down to beine stuck in downtown due
to a riot becaise of the heat. This heat
was definitely getting to my head.
Hundreds of cars zoomed by, leaving
trails of grey exhaust swirling
amonsst the aluminum cans and torn
adveriisements for a psychic reader
claiming to ensure the key to success
in your life. Dust particles bounced
along the road as well like jumping
beans hopping on the heated concrete.
I was ready to go home.

Finally, the big hovering orange
and white bus came crawling up the
hill and stopped. It opened its huge
welcoming arms with a gush of air
conditioned coolness and I stepped on
with gladness. My comfort was short-
Iived. There were no more seats on
the bus and piercing sounds of a
screaming baby and rowdy teens
laughing, rung in my ears like a clang-
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ing bell.
The air-conditioning was beginning

to be an enemy as well. It was drying
out my bloodshot eyes and my con-
tacts hurt. My tender feet began
throbbing from the pain and I had to
lean against the metal bar to ease the
pressure. The woman sitting next to
the bar gave me a look because I was
taking up part of her precious space. It
was like non-stop madness.

I rode on for just a few minutes
more until something caught my eye.
It was lush, coo1, and green. Best of
all it was so peaceful looking with a
pretty fountain gushing out a cool wa-
terfall of white into a small delicately
carved pond made of colorful mosaic
stones. A big tree with a huge mass of
green leaves fell gently over a per-
fectly shaded spot. This place was call-
ing my name. I quickly got off the
madhatter bus and rushed to the park.
I came a few steps near my spot, took
my shoes off and stepped into the
softness of the grass. Then I sat down
and lay in the dark shade and closed
my eyes listening to the sweet sounds
of pure, uninterruped, quietness.

It was wonderful, like feeling the
wind in your hair, the smell of a baby,
or the touch of a rose peta1. The little
things in life you can appreciate for
free. The beauty of God's creation,
just waiting for you to get out of the
hot sun, get off the roller-coaster like
workday, and step into the coolness
and comfort of green serenity. I wish
the rest of the world could see God's
promise that way. A
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