RAINBOWS
Oceanside KOA, Acadia National Park, Maine
June 2013
I’d taken pictures of the sun setting across the ocean bay, then changed into my
pjs and settled at the computer. I was distracted by my neighbor tapping on the window.
When I looked up at him, he pointed at the sky. So I grabbed my camera and rushed
outside in my T-shirt and moose boxers.
Arching over my RV was a rainbow. It wasn’t quite full—broken at the top—but
I could see both ends … and the right side was double!
My neighbor’s wife apologized, “He’s running around the campground telling
everyone to look at the rainbow. I’m so sorry we bothered you!”
“I’m so glad!” I told her. “This is glorious!”
I took a couple of pictures, then backed up to get both ends of the bow. But the
farther I backed, the wider the rainbow spread. Backed against the rising tide, I saw there
was no way I could contain that rainbow in the scope of my camera lens.
And isn’t that just like God? His promise—and the rainbow is only the most
visible reminder that God keeps His promises—cannot be compacted or trivialized or
squeezed into my limited comprehension. He’s far too big for my thoughts, or my
camera, to grasp.
“The temple I am going to build will be great, because our God is greater than all
other gods. But who is able to build a temple for Him, since the heavens, even the highest
heavens, cannot contain him?” (2 Chronicles 2:5-6).

CHOOSING SHOES
Louisville, KY, June 2013

It's hot. Hot and humid. I'm coated with sweat, uncomfortable in my own skin.
Getting dressed in the morning, I find a light T-shirt and shorts, then stare hopelessly at
my shoes. What can I bear to put on my feet, which are going to spend a long day
working the accelerator and brake, with short interludes of walking on hot asphalt or
stumbling over grassy hillsides after the dog?
I wanted to pack sandals, knowing I was headed for the Midwest in June. And I
do have one sandal with me … no idea where its mate is, however. Sigh. I brought slipons, and they're nice-looking as well as relatively cool ... but not with socks. My feet will
be too hot to cope with no socks today. And I've got my stand-bys, my scruffy "old lady"
shoes.
I look in my closet. Any alternatives at all? A pair of brown shoes, and some
tennies—but I can't reach to tie them. Why in the world am I carrying them around? I ask
myself in frustration.
What to wear? What to wear? Come on, woman! This isn't an interview with the
Queen of England ... why in the world does it matter what shoes I put on?
Sighing, I slip my feet into the old shoes. The dog leaps off the sofa in
excitement: shoes on means her walk is next! Leash, poop bag, hat, camera, "okay, Sallie,
let's go!"
Walking through the campground I'm humming an old Scout song: "I've got
shoes! You've got shoes! All God's chillen got shoes! When I get to heaven gonna put on
my shoes, gonna walk all over God's heaven! Heaven, heaven? Everybody talkin' 'bout
heaven ain't goin' there—heaven!" (I'm always bothered by the bad grammar in that last
line.)
Of course, in heaven I won't have a problem tying my shoes, I remind myself as
the dog and I turn back toward the RV.
Unplug the power cord, put in the slide-out, check that everything's secure, settle
into the driver's seat, the dog bouncing eagerly on the dashboard, the cat hiding behind
the sofa, muttering at me.
And I grin suddenly. I know what shoes I want to wear today! I want my "feet
fitted with the readiness that comes from the gospel of peace" (Ephesians 6:15). If my
feet are coated with peace—the gospel or good news of peace, which means the peace
that comes from knowing Jesus—then ... wow! Maybe God's peace is sticky, like mud,

and I'll leave footprints of peace behind me wherever I go today! Maybe that peace will
splash on other people as I go past them, and they'll experience it, too!
Suddenly I don’t mind the humidity as much—I’m hoping to splash around some
peace!

