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Things that I have loved… 

By Jeanne Ann Rushing 
The beautiful sunsets and sweet morning rays. The rain 

on the windows watching the storm pass my way. 

The smell of  the forest and the sound of  the trees; 
especially my aspens, for they sing just for me. 

The streams and the rivers as they skip and pound across 
the rocks. Yes, the earth has a voice if  you’re willing to 

stop. 

I stood on some ledges, cliffs, and buttes, feeling the wind 
absorb me and surround me like a great person’s huge 

hug. It’s moments like this when I feel so at peace. So, I 
guess it is fitting to rest beneath Earth’s feet… 

The stars when they twinkle, the moon when it’s full, 
looks like God’s flash-light checking up on us crazy fools. 

Splashing through puddles was never just for kids, for I’ve 
enjoyed all God’s free gifts and have been thankful for 

this. 

I loved seeing Lake Powell with its clay colored cliffs, all 
the intricate colors: gray, clay, and bisque—forming 

wonderful patterns that seem to melt to the sand. The 
past Indian dwellings that were made by past hands.  

The beauty of  a paint-brush, sage, smelling the land—and 
how even a prickly cactus can bloom in the sand. 

I’ve seen the east and west coast seashores. Felt the sand 
in my toes and marveled at the horizon of  water and its 
power, although I’ve never ventured beyond her shores. 

The way God must have had fun when he made all of  this 
for us mortals. He gave us these fine, precious gifts. He 
gave us a variety of  Earthly treasures and sounds to go 

with the colors and smells, all around. Skies with clouds 
floating by—some peaceful, some darkened, with 

rainbows from rain, just passing by. 

If  you ask me, I’ll say this (how could I not?): my God 
has shown me his love with the Earth’s many gifts. They 
say heaven looks different, more colors more than this, 

but I can tell you one thing... I will miss all of  this. For it’s 
home and I’ve loved it and took the time to breathe a sigh
—from the morning I wake up to the day I close my eyes. 

I will remember when God asks, 
 “Did you notice my Earth?”  

and I will kiss him and whisper, 
 “It was the BEST!” 

Jeanne 
8-11-06 
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