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Two stories of the desert

The weeping sand

As soon as he arrived in Marrakech, the missionary decided that he would spend each morning in the desert which lay beyond the town. During his first walk, he noticed a man lying in the sand, caressing the ground with his hand, and with his ear pressed to the earth.

“He is a madman,” he said to himself.

But the scene was repeated every day, and intrigued by this strange behavior,  after a month he decided to speak to the stranger. With great difficulty – since he did not yet speak Arabic fluently – he knelt down beside him.

- What are you doing?

- I am keeping the desert company, and consoling it for its solitude and tears.

- I didn’t know the desert was able to weep.

- It weeps every day, because it dreams of becoming useful to man, and being transformed into a great garden, where one might grow grain, flowers, and raise sheep.

- Then tell the desert that it has fulfilled its mission well – said the missionary. – Each time I come walking here, I understand the true dimension of mankind, for its open space allows me to see how small we are beside God.  

“When I see its sands, I imagine the millions of people in the world, who were created equal, although the world is not always fair to all. Its mountains help me to meditate. Upon seeing the sun rise on its horizon, my soul is filled with joy, and I am closer to God.”

The missionary left the man and returned to his daily affairs. To his great surprise, the next morning, he found him in the same place, in the same position.

- Did you tell the desert everything I said to you? – he asked. 

The man nodded. 

- And it continues to weep nevertheless?

- I can hear each of its sobs. Now it is crying because it spend thousands of years thinking it was completely useless, and wasted all this time blaspheming God and its destiny. 

- Then tell it that although man has a much shorter life, he also spends many days thinking he is useless. He rarely discovers his destiny, and thinks God has been unfair to him. When the moment finally comes that some event shows him why he was born, he thinks it is too late to change his life, and he continues to suffer. And like the desert, he blames himself for the lost time.

- I don’t know whether the desert will hear – said the man. – It is already so used to the pain, and cannot see things differently. 

- Then let us do what I always do when people lose hope. Let us pray. 

The two men knelt down and prayed; one turned towards Mecca, for he was a Muslim, the other placed his hands together in prayer, for he was a Catholic. Each prayed to his own God, who was always the same God, although people insisted on calling Him different names. 

The following day, when the missionary went on his morning walk, the man was no longer there. At the spot where he used to embrace the sand, the soil appeared to be moist, a spring having emerged. During the following months, this spring grew in strength, and the inhabitants of the town built a well around it.

The Bedouins named the place “Well of the Desert Tears”. They say that all those who drink its water, will succeed in transforming the reason for his suffering into the reason for joy; and will end up finding his true destiny. 

The cloud and the dune

“Everyone knows that the lives of clouds are very active, but very short,” writes Bruno Ferrero. And that brings us to another story: 

A young cloud was born in the middle of a great storm in the Mediterranean  Sea. But it hardly had time to grow there; a strong wind pushed all the clouds towards Africa.

As soon as they arrived on the continent, the climate changed: a warm sun shone in the sky, and down below the golden sand of the Sahara desert spread into the distance. The wind continued to push them towards the forests in the south, since it hardly ever rains in the desert. 

However, just as it is with young people, so with young clouds: this one decided to break away from its parents and older friends, to see the world. 

- What are you doing? – complained the wind. – The entire desert is exactly the same! Come back to the group, and let’s go to the center of Africa, where there are beautiful mountains and trees!

But the young cloud, a rebel by nature, did not obey; little by little, it lowered its altitude, until it was able to float on a gentle, generous breeze down near the golden sands. After wandering all over the place, it noticed that one of the dunes was smiling at it. 

It was because the dune was also young, recently formed by the wind which had just passed. Straight away, the cloud fell in love with its golden hair. 

- Good morning – said the cloud. – What is it like living down there?

- I have the company of the other dunes, the sun, the wind, and the caravans which pass by from time to time. Sometimes it is very hot, but it is bearable. And what is living up there like?

- There is also the wind and the sun, but the advantage is, I can wander across the sky and get to know everything. 

- For me life is short – said the dune. – When the wind returns from the forests, I will disappear. 

- And does that make you sad?

- It gives me the impression that I am of no use to anyone. 

- I feel the same way. As soon as another wind comes, I will go south and become rain; however, that’s my destiny. 

The dune hesitated for a moment, before saying:

- Did you know that, down here in the desert, we call the rain Paradise?

- I didn’t know I could become something so important – said the proud cloud. 

- I’ve heard several legends told by old dunes. They say that, after the rain, we are covered in herbs and flowers. But I’d never know what that is like, for in the desert it only rains very rarely. 

This time it was the cloud which hesitated. But then it started to smile joyfully:

- If you like, I can cover you with rain. Although I’ve only just arrived, I am in love with you, and would like to stay here forever. 

- When I first saw you up in the sky, I too fell in love – said the dune. – but if you turn your lovely white hair into rain, you will die. 

- Love never dies – said the dune. – It transforms; and I want to show you Paradise. 

And so it began to caress the dune with droplets; they remained together like this for a long time, until a rainbow appeared. 

The next day, the small dune was covered in flowers. Other clouds passing towards central Africa, thought that must be part of the forest they were searching for, and poured down more rain. Twenty years later, the dune had become an oasis, which refreshed travelers under the shade of its trees.

And all because, one day, a loving cloud hadn’t been afraid to give up its life in the name of love.  
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