
Hall of Vision
By Angela Lux
Hall of Vision
Angela Lux
Smashwords Edition
Copyright © 2010 by Angela Lux
www.emoonpublishing.com
Smashwords Edition, License Notes
This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.
Dedicated with joy and love to:
Alec and Joel, who inspired me to write these stories;
Paul, my sweet birthday surprise;
and Dad and Mom, who first introduced me to the Hall.
Sticks and Stones
Kate leaned back against her favorite maple tree, her stuffed animal, Koali, sitting next to her. It was a beautiful, hot, sunny Saturday and she was playing pioneer. Jeans and a tee shirt weren’t exactly the right costume, but a bucket filled with dirty water, grass, leaves, and old pods sat next her; a delicious concoction she was making for the family dinner.
“Hey Kate, look at this!” Her brother Chris was running toward her, something clasped in his hands. Kate sat up and squinted, trying to make out the shape of whatever it was he was holding. Just as he got close enough for her to see his prize, he suddenly opened his hands wide, and threw a big, brown toad right in her lap.
Jumping up, Kate yelped and began dusting off her legs, trying to get the feeling of the slimy toad off her skin. Chris watched her, bending almost half way over as he laughed at his sister. Kate was not about to let this go without a fight.
“Chris, you big ugly meatloaf! Why do you have to be so mean all the time?” Still laughing, Chris stuck his tongue out at his sister and Kate searched her brain for something even meaner to say, something that would let Chris know exactly how horrible of a brother he was.
Crash!
She couldn’t see, she’d gone blind! The brightest light you could imagine was all around her, even with her eyes shut tight the light shone right through her eyelids. In another moment the light faded, and blinking quickly she realized that she was no longer in their back yard. Chris stood right next to her, also blinking and looking around them in confusion.
They stood in the middle of a long hallway, looking up and down. The whole corridor was made of marble, with beautiful gold trimming and a long, scarlet red carpet trailing down the length of both sides all the way to the doors on the far end. The best part of it was that on either side of the carpet were doors. There were big doors and small doors, and they seemed to be made of different kinds of wood and metal. Some had beautiful carvings in them, and others were very plain, with no extra decorations at all.
“Welcome, children, to the Hall of Visions!”
Turning around Kate saw a very large man, taller than anyone, even taller than Kates’ father. His voice was deep and strong, but gentle, the way their father’s voice sounded when he told her goodnight stories.
“The Hall of Visions”, said Chris, “What’s that?“
At almost the same time, Kate asked, “What’s your name?”
The man smiled down at them, the crinkles on his face and around his eyes told them that smiling was one of his favorite things to do.
“My name in Numa. And this,” he said, spreading his arms wide, ‘is the Hall of Visions. This is a very special place, because, this is a place that the Lord has made just for you; because He has something he wants to share with you.”
Numa held one hand out to Kate and the other to Chris and together they walked down the hall. Kate looked at the passing doors curiously, wondering what was behind the doors, and why God would hide things behind them. Before too long, they stopped in front of a large, bronze-covered door, which stood several feet higher than Numa’s head. The door opened quietly, when Numa barely touched the doorknob and this is what they saw.
Just inside the door was a classroom. Twenty children sat at their desks, and the teacher stood at the front of the room, writing on the board. The room looked completely normal, except for the fact that none of the normal schoolroom noises were there. Even though the teacher was talking, you couldn’t hear her voice at all; nobody was even coughing or blowing their nose. Then Kate saw something very interesting.
No sound came from the children sitting at their desks, but small, sharp stones flew all around the room. Kate squinted at the stones, trying to see where they came from, and was surprised to see writing on them. Then, what was even more crazy, she saw one boy lean over to another one and whisper something to him. As she watched, several small rocks flew out of his mouth and hit a young boy on the other side of the room.
Kate nudged Chris with her elbow. “Do you see what I see?”
“Yeah, did you see the writing on the rocks?”
“What!”
“The rocks; they have things written on them.”
Kate looked back at the rocks, focusing in very carefully and saw words on them. Two girls spoke about a classmate sitting close to them - ‘Stacy Rogers is such an ugly girl; she should just learn to pick out her clothes like everyone else.’ And with each word a stone flew towards the little girl.
By the end of the class all the children, and even the teacher, were bruised and bleeding, each surrounded by a small pile of falled stones. As the bell rang, dismissing class, each student picked up his books and lined up to leave the room, every person with drooping shoulders and a downcast head. A few of the children limped as they moved to the back of the line; these had heard the cruel words spoken by others about themselves.
Numa put his hands on Chris and Kate’s shoulders and drew them out of the room. As they left they kept looking back at the children.
“What was all that about?” Chris asked Numa.
“Hmm, have you ever heard the phrase, ‘sticks and stones may break my bones but words will never hurt me’?”
“Of course!” said both Chris and Kate.
“Well, that’s not really true. You see, words are powerful weapons, and they are able to either hurt people, or to heal them, depending on how they’re used. And just because someone doesn’t hear what you say about them doesn’t mean they haven’t been hurt. When you say bad things about people, even if it’s only in your own heart, it hurts them…and it hurts you as well. You never know what friendships you can have with people if you don’t judge the way they look or dress or play sports. “
Kate blushed, remembering the names she called her brother right before they were brought to the Hall of Visions. “So, if I know I’ve hurt people, with my words, what do I do to fix the problem?”
Numa smiled at her, “The first thing to do is to ask God for forgiveness, and then you ask Him to give you a new heart toward that person. After that, the hardest part is to go to that person and ask them to forgive you.”
“Does that always fix the problem?” asked Chris.
“Well, you can’t always know how people will respond, and not everyone forgives you when you ask; and apologizing once, or even a thousand times doesn’t mean you won’t lose your temper again. But the important thing is to know when you are wrong, admitting you mistake, and to ask God and the person for forgiveness. It won’t make you a perfect person, but it will help you be a good friend to the people that you care about.”
As Numa spoke he gave their shoulders a loving squeeze and the hall began to disappear around them. Before they knew it, they stood in the back yard. After making sure that they hadn’t imagined the whole thing, Kate turned to her brother.
“Chris, I’m sorry about before. I was mad, and I know it doesn’t make it right, but I hope you can forgive me…Please?”
Chris looked at his little sister, and then leaned over and gave her a big side-hug. “I forgive you, and I’m sorry for teasing you. I thought it would be funny, but I was wrong. Will you forgive me?”
“Of course.” And with that, the children went inside for their lunch. It was not the end of their arguing, oh no! Not even close. But they quickly learned that Numa was right. Even thought they still fought, when they went to each other to apologize, their relationship grew stronger.
Golden Snowflakes
‘Summer’, thought Kate as she lay stretched out in the back field, face toward the sun, the wind gently blowing on her face. Red, purple, blue and white flowers lay beside her, clumped together in a wild heep, bent and smushed where she had held them.
“Whoooooo-aowww!”
With a yell, Chris raced toward her, coming to a stop as he got close to her. “Hey Kate, Mom’s calling us in for lunch.”
“Ok,” she said, bending down and picking up her flowers.
“What are those for?” he asked.
“They’re for Mom. I thought she’d like them.”
“Why don’t you go to the store and buy her some flowers instead, then she won’t get mad at you for getting all dirty in picking a bunch of wilting flowers.”
Kate stopped dead in her tracks. Chris was right, they weren’t half as pretty as the flowers Dad sometimes brought home from the store.
Crash!
Kate stood blinking her eyes, and knew what she would see when the bright lights finally faded from behind her eyes. In front of them knelt Numa, a smile on his face, and arms open wide for a hug. Chris threw himself forward into a bear hug and then Kate also put her arms around Numa, careful not to get the dirt covered stems on his shoulder.
“Can I see your flowers Kate?” he asked her, noticing the way she hid them behind her back.
“Yeah,” she said, hesitating, and then, as she gave him the flowers, “I’m sorry they’re not nicer.”
“On the contrary Kate, these are beautiful flowers, almost as pretty as the heart behind them.” Numa brought the flowers to his nose and inhaled deeply, then smiled and gave the flowers back to her. “Beautiful! I think today we are going to try this door.”
The door he led them to was a tall, cedar doorway, carved in a strange and obviously ancient language. Behind the door stood three women, standing on the ground in the middle of a field. Above their heads, golden snowflakes fell, in a quiet, gentle rythym. As the golden snow fell, the smell of honeysuckle filled the air, and their faces and hair shimmered wherever the golden snow touched.
The first lady was dressed in very expensive clothing. Her clothes were obviously tailored, and fit her perfectly. She wore a gold and diamond necklace around her neck, with beautiful diamond earrings in her ears. However, she stood with her arms folded across her chest. It almost looked like she was trying to protect herself from the golden flakes. Every time a snowflake fell she shivered and brushed it off, like a mosquito that wouldn’t leave her alone. She ran her hand over her hair continually, and where the golden snow clung to her hand she wiped it on her pants, careful not to let any of it stay on her skin.
The second woman was also well dressed. She wore a large sapphire ring on her finger, and the look on her face said that smiling was something she almost never did. A huge blue umbrella stood over her. None of the golden snow could even touch her. Her fingers wraped around the handle of the unbrella so tightly that they were turning white. Despite her grip on the umbrella she frequently looked up at it, just to ensure that it was still there. Every few minutes she would look at the first woman and frown.
The third woman was plainly dressed. Her clothing was neither expensive nor did it fit well. She wore no shoes on her feet and no jewelry at all. She stood with her arms open wide. They stretched out toward the golden fall, and every time a flake fell on her arms she would laugh aloud with pure joy. Her face turned up to the snow, her lips slightly parted so that she sometimes caught the flakes in her mouth. A song flowed from her lips, as though, despite her obvious poverty, she couldn’t keep from singing. Neither of the children could understand the words of the song, but Numa knew the song that she was singing. “My soul glorifies the Lord, and my spirit rejoices in God my savior, for he has remembered the humble state of his servant, and from now on all people will call me blessed. For the mighty one has done great things for me, and holy is His name.”
As they left the room Chris turned once more and saw the third woman, still singing her song.
“Can I ask you a question Numa?”
“Always, Chris.”
“So, the golden snow is good, right?”
“Yes.”
“Then, why didn’t those two women like it?”
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