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Drip...drip...drip... 

There was a damp, cold darkness beneath the earth. Water droplets plinked into shallow pools, 

plunking out the rhythm of their own lonely poetry. I shivered. I wouldn’t want to be left alone, lost in 

such a place. But there were things here I had never seen before—large, strange, colorful, wonderful 

things. Who would’ve thought it? 

“And to your left we see another area of large stalactites growing from the ceiling,” the tour guide 

broke into my thoughts as he pointed out the various formations of the cave. “See how they have 

formed along a crack in the ceiling? We call this the ‘lifeline’ of the cave. Note the stalactites’ reflection 

in the water below.” 

I looked over a railing into a pool. The reflection was mirror-perfect. And I was startled by the 

depth of the water! It appeared to be a very deep chasm, filled with the stillest, purest water. Yet our 

tour guide assured us it was only about two inches deep. Amazing! 

We continued through another narrow passage that led into a spacious room containing huge, 

colorful stalagmites. It looked as if giant scoops of ice cream had been piled in heaps upon the floor, 

with mixtures of different flavors melting and oozing all over each other. And the heaps were twice as 

tall as I was! What amazing things. 

Then, just before we were to continue down another path, I saw something. Could it really be? A 

sign was firmly attached to one of the stone walls. It read: 

O LORD HOW MANIFOLD ARE THY WORKS  

IN WISDOM HAST THOU MADE THEM ALL  

THE EARTH IS FULL OE THY RICHES 

Psalm 104:24 

Before I had a chance to contemplate the words, the lights were dimmed and I was forced to follow 

the tour, on to more wonders and more discoveries. But I would not forget the sign. Someone had 

confessed the Creator in this place. My Creator. Did whoever install the sign know Him as I know 

Him? I cannot tell. But the words are there. God’s word. God’s word that is in my church, my school, 

my home—and even in my heart. And now I see His word is even in this cave—with or without the 

sign. Amazing. 

“All thy works shall praise thee, O Lord.” Indeed.❖ 
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