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Butterflies

It was dark--the faint twilight barely touched the earthen forest floor, and the light fog left a heavy coldness in my body.  This, and the deafening, shrieking, inhuman voices that endlessly beckoned from the darkness, sent shivers--like the touch of icy fingers--up and down my back.  Then, He put His strong, gentle arms around me and I felt safe.

Onward, eternally forward, we walked--until the unnatural noises grew louder and closer--then we ran.  I was glad to run.  When we walked, I thought I could feel searching, hateful eyes staring hungrily through me.  For hours we ran, heedless of the branches that scratched our arms and slapped at our faces.  Where are we running?  And why?  They’re going to catch us soon.  “Let’s rest,” I volunteer hopefully.

“Not yet,” His calm, reassuring voice gives me strength.  Yet, He slowed our pace to a walk, and compassionately put His worn, tattered cloak around my shivering shoulders: it seemed so inadequate, but soon the cold left me.  Or maybe it was His warmth that did it.  His arms still around me, I notice His icy, red hands.  He must be freezing, I thought, chastising myself for being selfish.  I started to give the cloak back--but His cracked, bleeding hands held it firmly on my shoulders.

As we cautiously picked our way through the entangling bushes and haphazard roots, I reflected on the book I had been reading before He came.  I hadn’t understood it before, but now, as we ran, strangely I knew: Love, it said, would be my protection.

And yet, did I really love Him?  Doubt crept into my heart, freezing my remaining courage--I felt so weak.  We had known each other only a short time.  What did I know about Him?  Why did I love Him?  The answers came to me as I pulled the cloak closer around my body, His cloak.  He gave me the will to continue.  Through all my trouble and sorrow, He was with me, urging me forward.  “Never leave me.”

“I am with you always.”

I did love Him, I knew it in my heart--it was there reminding me--yet I hadn’t accepted it.  Slowly now, the doubt, the awful plague of mankind, left me--and the last line of the book I had read came vividly to my mind; “Without hope, there is no light.”

We ran again, faster and farther, until it seemed like my lungs were going to explode--then I fell.  The ground rushed up to catch me--mud splattering my face and hands and soaking instantly into my clothes.  His strong arms carefully lifted me to His chest, then He ran--carrying me.  “I love you,” I whispered.

“Hush, dear one.  Sleep . . . rest,” His voice flowed over me like water and I felt like I was floating.  I heard splashing--we must be crossing a river.  River?  Was there a river in this forest?  Where?  Somewhere . . . near the end?  I couldn’t remember and I didn’t care as I drifted into slumber and dreams.

Suddenly, I awoke.  The noises seemed to be all around us.  How long had I slept?  His breathing was ragged, heavy, we were barely moving.  “I’ll walk.”  Stumbling often, we made our way forward.  The end was near.  I could feel it, like I felt the hot breath of whatever it was that had been chasing us.  The end was inevitable, why run?  Yet, love and fear made me feel like running.  If only I could carry Him.

Gradually, I noticed tiny speckles of light dancing playfully among the fallen leaves at our feet.  Looking up for the first time in what seemed years, I saw an open field, alive with light and color and . . . and butterflies!

With renewed energy we ran once again.  The noises were almost on top of us.  We were close . . . so close I could smell the daisies growing in the field . . . maybe even touch them.  I saw His hand reach out . . . then it was gone--”Run faster!” I screamed, choking on the words.

The flowers’ fragrance and Nature’s brilliant beauty washed over me in a wave as I waded easily into the sea-green pasture.  It took a moment before I realized I was alone; He was gone, the noises were gone, everything--even the butterflies--gone.  I crossed the meadow, never looking back, yet always remembering. 

