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Stuff For Today

•	Bob the Square!
( El Cuadrado Roberto)

[bookmark: _GoBack]•  Unicorns
(Unicornios)

•	La Isla De Dos Arboles
(The Island of Two Trees)
           Published almost weekly, but more like…..whenever, so get used to it, OK?


Spanish:

Span:  to bridge across something

Ish:  sort of, or similar to

Definition:  Sort of like a bridge thing that goes kind of across something?


Dear Noah,  

We could have sworn you said the boat wasn’t leaving until 5:30.

Sincerely,
The Unicorns
Isaiah 34:7  KJV
“And the unicorns shall come down with them, and the bullocks with the bulls, and their land shall be soaked with blood, and their dust made fat with fatness.
Psalm 103:7
He (God) made known His ways to Moses, His deeds to the people of Israel.

Seeing life from God’s perspective is one of the greatest challenges we face as Christians.  He has an overall plan for our lives and knows what is best for us.  We are selfish beings and tend to choose the direction that may be the most pleasant to us, with little regard for what is really at stake.  We are in a spiritual battle.  A very real fight that we cannot deny.

La Isla De Dos Arboles

This is the simple story of a man named Jose.  You see, Jose lived in New York City his entire life, working in a high-rise office building.  He walked every day to work and then at the end of the day, he would walk home.  That was his life.  Work and home again.  But Jose held a dream in his heart that he would never let go.  Jose loved the outdoors.  He loved nature.  But he especially loved the ocean.  Oh how he wished that he could some day live on his own private island and enjoy the carefree life of an island dweller in the Caribbean.  That thought kept him going.  And as he got older, he wished all the more for his dream to come true.

Jose continued to work in New York City with his island ever present in his thoughts.  As he neared retirement, he put a bold plan into action.  Contacting a real estate agent, he informed her of his dream of a Caribbean island.  He told her to spare no expense to find a way to fulfill his life long desire.  She informed Jose that private islands in the Caribbean were very few, and that to find one that was for sale might be very difficult and take much time.  But Jose was determined, and urged her to begin looking for the island of his dreams.

It wasn’t long before Jose heard from his real estate agent again.  She had great news.  She had found an island exactly as he wished for, and he could purchase it for a great discount, as it had been on the market for a very long time, with no interested buyers.  But, she said, he would have to purchase it “sight unseen”.  That didn’t bother Jose one bit.  His excitement welled up as he thought about living out his days on his very own private island in the balmy waters of the Caribbean Sea.  He could hardly wait for retirement.

Retirement day came at last, and Jose could hardly contain his excitement.  Hurriedly he sold most of what he had, bought a plane ticket for his island, and waved goodbye to the city he had lived in for so many years.  The Caribbean at last!

Jose’s island was too small for a landing strip for an airplane, so he gladly landed on the big island nearby.  He thought it would be fairly simple to get someone from there to chauffer him by boat to his island.  But he was sadly mistaken.  As he walked around looking for someone to carry him across the waters, he was met with looks of shock and dismay.  As he explained that he had recently purchased the little island that could barely be seen on the western horizon, the local islanders exclaimed that it was a horrible idea for him to even consider going near the island!  They were adamant that he should never visit his island and simply turn around and go home.  Jose’s response to them was, ”It is all a matter of perspective, my friends.”  They would shrug their shoulders in disbelief and walk away shaking their heads.  But Jose was not going to give up on his dream that easily.  

He finally found someone who consented to take him near his island, maybe a hundred yards away, but certainly not going ashore with him.  People from all over the big island kept coming up to him, begging and pleading with him to not go over to that cursed island.  They kept talking as if he would die there almost immediately, but again he said with a smile, ”It is all a matter of perspective, my friends, it is all a matter of perspective.”  The local islanders shrugged their shoulders and would walk away shaking their heads, mumbling about getting things ready to have a funeral.  

The sun sparkled on the glistening waves as the little taxi boat approached Jose’s little island.  He could see it clearly now.  It had two massive trees growing right in the middle.  He decided then and there that the most appropriate name for his new piece of real estate would be “La Isla De Dos Arboles”, “The Island of Two Trees.”  

His excitement grew as he thought about how he would be able to stretch a hammock between the two trees and rest, with the balmy ocean breeze gently cooling him as he lay in the shade.  It was going to be absolutely amazing.  But he was abruptly brought out of his thoughts as the boat owner informed him that he would have to swim the last one hundred yards to shore.  He wasn’t going to take any chances getting too near that island.  He made one last gesture to try to convince Jose that moving to the island was a terrible idea, but again Jose’s answer was the same, ”It is all a matter of perspective, my friend, it is all a matter of perspective.”  Once Jose was in the water, he sped off for fear of his life, shaking his head, certain that Jose would soon die.

Living on “La Isla De Dos Arboles” was a wondrous experience for Jose.  He would sit for hours in the shade of those two mighty trees and listen to the waves crash on the shore.  The balmy ocean 
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