Sketch: The bicycle
A few days ago I’ve asked an old friend of mine: Tell me, how could I be sure that I don’t waste my life?

My friend just looked at me with a smile and after a while he said: You know, one evening I went to bed and I was really heavy-hearted and perturbed, because that same question “how could I be sure that I don’t waste my life”  was going through my mind and it seamed that there wasn’t any answer that could give me peace.
That’s how I fell asleep and during that night I had an interesting dream.

I dreamt of a bicycle; you know one with two saddles, they call it a tan-dam.

I was steering in front and God was sitting on the back. Yeah, I was pedaling in front and he was pedaling with me in the back.
When I was steering the bike, I was going the trails that I knew well, so it was rather boring and monotonous. It was like going from point one to point two, more or less always the same path. 

But, at a certain point God suggested that we change places – and from that moment on my life was not the same anymore. God made my life happy and exciting.

What had really happened since the moment we had exchanged our places?

When he took over the steering, it was a whole new ball-game. He knew exciting short-cuts, going up steep mountain path and coming down on rocky roads on high speed.

I just had to be watchful not to flip out of my saddle. At first it seemed crazy and he continued to tell me: keep on pedaling … pedaling.

Occasionally I was so worried and anxious and I would ask: But Lord, where are we going?


He would just smile, without giving me an answer.

After a while, I don’t know how, but I’ve begun to trust, just blindly trust
Forgetting my boring life, I was plunging into a new adventure. Of course, occasionally I would scream: Lord, I’m scared! 


He would turn back to me and touch my hand. Immediately an immense serenity would replace all my fears.


We would come across people that overwhelmed us with gifts to take along on our journey – my journey with God. But he would say: give away all these gifts, they are too much of a burden, we must travel light.

So I would give them away to people that crossed our road and to my surprise:

The more I gave away, the more I received in return, keeping only that what was really needed.

You know, it hadn’t been so easy to turn-over the command of my life to him. At first I was afraid it would end up in disaster. But he knew all the secrets of how to ride a bike, how to enter a narrow curve and how to jump over a sudden gap and what is most important, he knew exactly the quickest and surest way of getting to the point of ARRIVAL.
I have learned to shut-up, to stay silent and to keep pedaling. 
Yes, I loved the beautiful landscapes, the wide-open horizon and above all the presence of my pilot to whom I could turn at any time and particularly when I was dead-tired, exhausted and discouraged that I would ever make it to the end.

He would then turn to me reassuring and strong: Don’t worry, I’m steering, you just keep on pedaling!!!

