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As the piercing sun baked my face and arms, I knew it had to be close to noon. Wetting my parched lips, I closed my eyes for a moment and dreamed of the sparkling stream and cool water that lay only a few minutes away.


I opened my eyes and glanced down at the half-full basket of beans, and I knew it had to be full before I could break for lunch. Swiftly on hands and knees, I scooted down the long, bean rows pulling handfuls of slender beans from the wilting vines and shoving them recklessly into the basket. Finally, it was full, so I carried it to the end of the row and took my lunch break.


I grabbed up my lunch bag and made my way across the steamy, bean fields to the lush forest as quickly as my burning bare feet would carry me. Sweat ran down my face as I skipped through the big oak trees and on to the moss covered path that led to the little stream.


Many animals kept the path clear as they made daily trips to the cool waters of the little stream. A spotted young doe, startled by my presence, sailed across

the path directly in front of me. Two bluebirds sat on a low fern bush singing sweet melodious tunes, and a small, brown rabbit scurried down the spongy path a few feet in front of me.

My sweaty, dusty body began to cool down as I felt the misty air on my arms and face. As I heard the sound of cool water flowing across small rocks, I longed for a big gulp of the tiny stream’s liquid life. Only a few more steps, and I’d be at the sparkling stream’s edge.


The sun peaking through the tall, oak trees was just enough sunlight to cast strands of golden beams upon the narrow part of the tiny stream creating a jeweled effect. Crystal, clear water rushed down to a small, oblong pool, and then, swiftly flowed to a midget waterfall and disappeared. 


I dropped my lunch bag on the soft, green moss, bent down, and pulled the legs of my jeans up to my knees. I took several steps forward imagining what it would feel like when my burning feet hit the cool waters of the little stream. Finally, I took two more steps forward, and plunged into the stream’s oblong pool of icy water.


After a few minutes of feeling the soothing water on my feet and legs, I reached into my pocket, pulled out a handkerchief, dipped it into the icy water, and began bathing my face, the nape of my neck and arms. Feeling cooled off, I stepped out onto the soft, green moss picked up my lunch bag, took out a small jar, and stepped back into the stream’s oblong pool.


I dipped the jar deep under the surface to capture the stream’s icy water, and as I pulled it up full of the sparkling, liquid life, my mouth savored for a taste. Without hesitation, I lifted the sweating jar of ice water to my parched lips and guzzled 

down the liquid life. Within seconds, my whole body came to life as I drank from the stream’s clear, cool water. 
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