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Walking Australia describes the way Americans Charlie and Sally Hull most enjoy seeing the
country, meeting the people along the way. From the streets of Sydney, over to the desert of
Alice Springs, and on down to Melbourne and the Great Ocean Road, the old mining town of
Ballarat and up into the Blue Mountains, the Hulls talk and laugh with Australians and visitors
alike as they enjoy the culture differences and beauty of Australia. The discussions range from
the political opinions of fellow travelers to the beliefs of those attending the multicultural Chinese
church, to the merriment of laughing with the waitress and the tears of acknowledgement of the
price paid for freedom at the war memorial in the capital city. There is puzzlement over how to
catch a public bus, and what to do when the debit card refuses to work. And then there is that
lost visa...
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2009Did You Two Go on the Same Trip: Australia (co-authored by Charlie P. Hull Jr.)Dedicated
to AustraliaCharlie’s Journal 15 May Once again we get to return to Australia and like our last
time Mr. Virgil will see us off. Strange to me at times, but this only seems fitting that it is he that
sees us off. He is one of the few that share this type or way of doing things. If you have worked
for the money, why should you not enjoy it? Others always, well almost always, say something
like: I will never get to go to some place like that. My only thought is you could, but you choose to
drive a newer car, have fancy cell phones, all sorts of things instead of going. These are not all
the reasons, but ones that cross my mind. Of course and first off, God has allowed us to go, for
no matter the amount we save and all that, without His help we could not go.Yet again Virgil saw
us off and I am glad for his willingness to do so. Even with his health problems he did this.15 May
was a good day to leave. Sunshine a light breeze and an almost clear sky. Of course we got
there a bit early and a good thing, as we were in for a learning experience about some of the
new ways. The bloke that checked us in explained things, not that I remember much of it, but



maybe enough to get by for then.Now the waiting for the plane to come in. Once again while we
stood at the counter, the TSA fellow we had met a week or so back came up and spoke with us.
Yes, I did it again, left the bags unattended, not that they are kids that will act up, but because of
our times and about security. Maybe I try to trust too easily, but that seems to be a
problem.Flying from Helena to Salt Lake City went well, as did the flight to L.A. Things like coffee
in SLC airport really were not that bad of price, although it seems that they use the idea of not
having to clear security in their advantage, which seems wrong, yet they do.Once in L.A. a fellow
was there to separate the sheep and goats. Those headed to Australia were to follow him. And it
came out nice, for the dreaded security check-in was avoided. While riding the bus with him,
thoughts crossed my mind of just why did we trust him. He asked us, but it seems that the
clipboard and little sign was all it took. And like sheep, we followed. As far as we really knew, he
is a good guy. But then, maybe not. So I asked him about this. He had no answer and so we rode
over to our next departure point.The flight for L.A. to Sydney, although long—14 plus hours—
went well, only the seats on this Virgin Airways did not fit me. And so that was a bit tough, but the
rest was not bad.Sydney we saw from the plane window and it lit up. We were glad to be
back.Rooms—well in that area, things did not go well. The first place—The Strand—was locked
up and we walked around several times looking for a way in. That was not to be. Those cleaning
the place kept an eye on us. After thirty minutes or so, just before 09:00 we headed off to Eva’s.
This was not the plan, but it worked—well almost worked—but it did.We found out that our debit
card will not pay for things, but it does work at the ATM, which is good. But it cuts options down
as to what we can do, for the limit on it is lower. And another thought continues to cross my mind:
Will they cut this ATM deal off also, without warning, leaving us out to dry? All this new security is
a real pain. When will this happen? The problem is we have no way to contact the bank—no
website or phone number, only a nameless card. Now what?We have walked a fair distance and
got to see sights we had not seen. Even in this walk, the debit card thing still comes up.Sally’s
Journal I’m sitting here at Eva’s Backpacker again in Sydney Australia, at the table I sat at four
years ago. And like then, Charlie is sitting across from me, writing his own account of our journey.
Some things have changed since we were last here. For instance, Victor is no longer at the
Kabob restaurant. Indeed, it isn’t even a Kabob shop anymore. We walked past and looked
inside and saw the very stools we sat on while we chatted with Victor. And now it is an Asian
restaurant. I wonder if Victor ever became a lawyer. That’s what he was studying to be.Liz is also
gone. She was the young woman who sat behind the desk here at Eva’s Backpackers. She is
gone, but there are a couple other new young women in her place, just as nice and helpful. The
kitchen too has changed. Now the pots and pans are locked up. Though coffee is
complimentary, apparently there’s no way of heating the water until someone comes to unlock
the cabinet doors.Some things have changed, while other things have remained the same. The
cleaning lady here at Eva’s, for example, is the same. She’s a sweet woman who treats the
guests as if they are her personal guests whom she knows and wants them to have a lovely stay.
The same green man appears on the sign when it’s time to cross the road and sends out a



beeping sound. The ibis birds still slowly walk along the paths. Paddy’s Market is still busy,
confusing and fun. Red bean buns from Chinatown are still just as good as they were four years
ago. And Chinatown is still one of the places that I can look around and see in my mind’s eye my
students from China who went to university here.Yes, many changes, but many things the same.
Will they be the same in another four years? Who know? The things we should count on as
unchanging must never be things of this changing world, but only the things of our unchanging
God who remains the same yesterday and today and forever.Funny thing about this trip—
everything went quite smoothly until the debit cards refused to work, even though we had been
assured that they would indeed work—and not only in A.T.M. machines. But before that, things
went quite smoothly.Virgil and his son drove us to the airport and wished us well. We headed
inside the building and were officially on our way. There’s something exciting about being “on our
way”. In this case, we’d been saving up for four years.We did not check in any bags, but only
brought carry-on ones. Though Charlie’s backpack and my case on wheels easily fit in the
specification size with room to spare, when I handed my boarding pass to the man just before
boarding, I was given a pink tag and told that my bag would be stowed below.The following are
in no particular order, but are simply things I recall and wish to have written down before they slip
from my mind…While Charlie and I were on the shuttle van, heading toward Eva’s Backpackers
from the airport around 6:00 in the morning, Friday the 17th of May, a young man sitting behind
us simply began talking to us. He asked if we were on a holiday here in Sydney. I punched
Charlie lightly in the arm and nodded sidewise, to let him know that we were being addressed.
We both turned and began chatting with the man. He told us that he was from Estonia and was
just arriving in Sydney on a year work visa. He was very excited. He seemed both pleased and
surprised that we had heard of his country. He said that it was a fine place, but having lived there
all of his life he wanted to experience city-living. We laughed and admitted that we love visiting
Sydney, but we prefer living in the countryside. He’d traveled a bit, before coming to Australia,
including going to Russia.“I’d like to visit Russia,” I said. “I’d like to see St. Petersburg.”This too
seemed to please him. He went on to say that he planned to work hard and also to rest when he
could. I told him that if he wanted to rest on Sundays, there’s multi-cultural church on George
Street that he could go to, and that we planned to go there on Sunday. He made no comment. It’s
the Chinese church. I told him that it’s near Chinatown. Who knows, perhaps someone else will
come along and invite him to the church and he will already have heard of it. One sows and
another waters. And God gives the increase.After he got off the van, we chatted with a woman
with a lovely accent—but I don’t know what kind of an accent. She did not sound West Indian,
but had the complexion of West Indians. She was a sweet lady and we chatted until she got off
the van.And then our driver began chatting with us. He was originally from New Zealand. He and
Charlie spoke of New Zealand. Charlie talked about a preacher friend of his in New Zealand,
where he had preached in Wangaray (I think). It was lovely chatting away.Around 7:30 in the
morning (Sydney) we arrived at the Strand Hotel, which we had put a twenty dollar deposit on.
We got off the van and it left. We tried to get into the building, but it was locked up. On the net it



said that check-in was at 12:00 noon. But we had assumed that we could get into the lobby and
that there would be a locker-room for our luggage until we could check in. But that isn’t how it
happened. Well, we had prayed before going on this trip, that God would guide us. As it turned
out, this hotel looked more like a bar and less like a hotel. I believe that God was protecting us
from being at a place that would not have been good. We walked over to Eva’s Backpackers and
booked rooms for three nights. We both enjoy this place.While in Sydney we went to Chinatown.
I love going there. Charlie asked me if I’d like a red bean bun. I love red bean buns! So we went
into the bread shop. It’s about the size of a good sized living room, lined with shelves behind
plastic doors. And on the shelves are mouth-watering delicacies—including three different kinds
of red bean buns. I picked up a pair of tongs and lifted the plastic door and picked up a red bean
bun and set it down onto the tray in front of me. Charlie made his selection (but I don’t remember
what it was).The shop was crowded. There were no lines, only bunches. It was exactly as I had
encountered in China. There was no room to go forward or backward. All at once I locked into
the gaze of one of the checkout girls. I nodded and she nodded. Then Charlie and I pushed
through the crowd and I set the tray onto the counter. She quickly bagged them. Charlie handed
over the money and she gave him his change and I picked up the bag and we stepped out of the
shop.When we sat down on the half wall lining the walkway, Charlie began laughing, saying,
“The Chinese really don’t do lines, do they—just like you said.”“No, they don’t,” I laughed
back.And then we began eating our lovely bread buns. Oh—it was delicious.Charlie took me
back to the shop two more times for red bean buns. (Maybe before our trip is over we’ll go
again.) One of the times Charlie got a pizza kind, like the ones I used to buy in Shanghai at the
college store—except the one Charlie got had more stuff on it. It doesn’t have to be refrigerated.
It tastes lovely. I wonder how many of my students from Shanghai had been in that very shop ten
years ago, when they were students at Sydney University. Several of them went to the university
there in Sydney after leaving our ESL program in Shanghai.The day we walked down to the
Sydney Harbor Bridge, we strolled along the wharf area. There was a young aboriginal man
preparing to give a show, playing a didgeridoo. He explained about this musical instrument. He
said that one of the sounds is: didgeridoo, an onomatopoeia. And then he went on to define the
word, explaining that it made the sound of the name. I thought it quite cool that here was a young
man with the white paint of his ancestors, explaining the meaning of an English word to English
speaking travelers who very much needed to hear the definition of the word.The sound of the
instrument seems to come from the voice box of the musician as it’s channeled through the
didgeridoo. One thing that Charlie and I found amusing is that the didgeridoo he was using was
in fact a PVC pipe and not wood at all. The traditional didgeridoo is a branch as big around as a
man’s lower arm and a couple meters in length, that’s been hollowed out by termites. But not so
with this one. It was simply a painted up PVC pipe. Now is that not innovative?Charlie’s Journal
18 May Saturday An easy day, one not to get in a hurry about. And the day went well and really
unhurried. Still the idea of the debit card not working figures into each decision we make now.
Will it be cut off or not from the ATMs? So far it is good.Walking, we went by the Opera House,



then over the bridge. Really a nice day, just great for walking. Along the walk, how busy this city
is. Even on Saturday the downtown is rush-hour, not just on the street, but the sidewalks
also.Near the Opera House many runners along that way. One thing I noticed there were not
many Asian runners, although Sydney has a large Asian population.Another thing, like the
States, so many folks with either phones stuck to their ear or texting, and of course iPods.
Another thing I saw a lot of were the I Pads, or whatever they are called, but saw very few places
to e-mail from. Here at Eva’s the cost to e-mail is a bit high 50 cents for ten minutes. But it comes
to $3.00 an hours, so I guess that is not bad. Will try it on Sunday.With the train not running, we
have to try the bus from Kings Cross to other parts. For church that is by Central Station, a bit of
a walk—about 4 Ks[1] there. The directions for the bus are not all that clear, just an arrow points
saying something like follow the yellow signs to “by water”. Where is “by water” and where are
the rest of the signs? I have no idea. But I need to find out, as we leave for Canberra in the
morning, in case the bus is not running.We went back to Chinatown for a red bean bun. Miss
Sally really likes them. This shop, for the most part, is really not too expensive. She says it
reminds her of the shops in China, crowded. And what appears to be a mass confusion really
does have some sort of order to it. Well, if it does, I could not tell. No real lines, no real help in
getting the things. Those that work there continue placing things in the glass cupboards as if no
one is there. The customers—mostly Asian—shuffle around getting whatever they need. This is
a do-it-yourself affair. And being bashful gets one nowhere. One just gets in and does it.After
sitting down and eating the buns, not sure what mine was, but sweet it was not. And the crowds
in this block-to-block-and-a-half, mostly Asian and very little English spoken. One would not
know they were in Australia. In front of the eateries, ladies stand with menus trying to entice
those passing by to stop for a meal. Some are aggressive, but most just stand there smiling. The
older women mostly did not have a smile—really no expression whatever, just dark eyes staring
out, tired. I wonder what thoughts cross behind those eyes as they stand there hour after hour.
Do they have thoughts like Americans: Someday I’ll do more than this. Do they think of the past—
of their children? I wonder.We visited a shop and as we left a lady came up and tried to get us
into her shop with special deals. Her prices are cheaper for the “same” goods. Her ad proved
that. She almost would not take no for an answer. We are not buying, just looking.From
Chinatown to Darling Harbour where the warship museum is, the HMAS Vampire, HMAS
Onslow are moored along with a replica of the Endeavour—Captain Cook’s ship, in which he
found Australia. Seems as if the British thought it was lost.On the way back to Eva’s we went
through Queen Victoria Building. What a mess there—something like five floors, two
underground and heading off into tunnels in all directions. Easy to get lost in there and busy. It
looked like a stomped on ant bed, folks going and coming.Charlie’s Journal 20 May Yesterday it
was good to hear God’s word preached and to see His hand working in the lives of men and
women. Central Baptist of Sydney is really an international church—Asian, Australian, Indian
and others. Four folks that accepted Christ were baptized. Three were from Iran. All these
learned of Christ here and each spoke and said that in Iran this type of worship service was not



possible. Seeing this helps me to realize that God is still at work and we need to join Him in this
work.The church building is one of those old style buildings like one would expect in England.
But it is sandwiched between other buildings almost as if they have grown together over the
years. No grass to mow here, only sidewalk with plenty of folks passing by.At the front door an
aboriginal had laid down with his bottle of beer and watched as folks walked in. A man from the
church went and spoke to him. Not sure what was said, but he left. I wonder if he left, would this
be the last time to hear about God’s love for him.While regular services were going on, other
teaching was also going on downstairs. One busy place.What a nice day it was. We were able to
wash clothes at a Chinese laundry. While I got Miss Sally a coffee next door I spoke to the clerk
for a few minutes. He is from a Muslim country, but rejects what the 1% are doing. He loves
being in Australia and wants to accept its way and forget the past. His attitude is: They accept
me here. Why would I want to go back or to bring my old country with me—all the hardships and
problems and also want my old country’s wages? No. I live here and want to be Australian. How
do these others find time to cause problems? I have no time for that, just enjoy living. That is
busy enough.Sally’s Journal May 20th Monday (Sydney) On May 19th (Sunday) we went to the
same church we had gone to four years ago: Central Baptist Chinese Church. Four young
people got baptized. One young lady was Chinese, from Hong Kong. The other three (two
women and one man) were all from Iran. Oh, the smiles on their faces over their public statement
that they are followers of Jesus! And they will be returning to Iran, a place where they will be
persecuted for their faith in Jesus. The one young woman could hardly remain still, she was so
excited.During the sermon, my throat dried out and I started coughing. I stepped out of the
auditorium and was met by a Chinese young woman. Concerned that I’d get into a coughing fit if
I tried to talk and ask if I could get a glass of water, I simply lifted my hand to my mouth, as if
grasping a glass and slightly tipped it up. Part of me wonders if I did that from a long ago habit of
half pantomiming my sentences to my Chinese students so many years ago—ten years have
passed since I left China. She led me into the basement and through a large room where folks
were gathered together in small groups. The woman opened up a package of Styrofoam cups
and filled a cup at a water machine. She put in a little cold and then hot water. Funny, it never
occurred to me that it would be anything but cold. But I remember now that the Chinese don’t do
cold water. Anyway, it was very soothing to my throat. As I drank the water, pausing to give my
throat time to respond, I asked her, “What’s going on here?” She told me that these were classes
for the older folks. She told me that I could take the water into the auditorium—so we left the
basement.“Have you been here long?” I asked.“Seventeen years,” she replied.“I taught English
in China,” I said. She smiled. “I think one of my students came to this church.” She seemed quite
pleased. “His family name is Chang. I don’t know his first name.”She then told me, “There are
eight hundred people here. I don’t know everyone.”“But just in case,” I said hopefully. “His English
name is Nick.”She simply shook her head. And that was that. That’s the only tie I’ve had with any
of my students for many a long year. I returned to the auditorium.While sitting in church during
the singing time, I simply watched the young woman and young man—both Chinese who looked



the age of university students—as they practiced the songs that they would be leading the
congregation in singing. And suddenly I thought of my Chinese students—students no longer,
since it’s been eleven years since they were my students. And I prayed for them, that they too
would come to know Jesus as their Savior and would be serving the Lord just as these young
people were.It was such a sweet time of worshipping together with people from all over the
world. The young woman who sat beside me was from Nairobi.It was a very sweet time.The
preacher said that so often the heroes in a story (for example Frodo[2]) are so often weak and
small and not grand at all. Moses was another example. And I got to thinking as to how that
makes me to fit in with the definition of someone God can use—I’m not grand or important. I’m
just me. I’m not an intellectual. I’m not even tall. I’m certainly not pretty or outgoing, or even young
anymore. But I love the Lord. And I’ve been washed by the blood of Jesus. God’s Holy Spirit
lives in me. And I’ve been adopted into God’s family. Those are the reasons that God can use me
—it’s all about Him, not me.As Charlie & I were on our way to church, we stopped at a
convenience store and saw that we could buy a cup of dollar coffee. It was around 7:00 in the
morning. Because the subway trains are being worked on over the weekend, we weren’t sure if
we’d be able to locate the necessary bus and so might have to walk. So we left early.Well, as is
Charlie’s custom, he struck up a conversation with the man behind the counter. The man’s name
was Solomon. He was a nice man and seemed in no hurry for us to leave. We talked and said
that we’d be back later to buy laundry soap and coffee. We explained that we needed to do our
laundry, but first we were going to church. And we did.After church we went to the Laundromat—
the same one we had gone to four years ago. It is still run by a Chinese man and woman. It’s a
narrow shop with washers and dryers along one wall and some dryers along the opposite wall.
Between the two rows is a walkway about four feet across. Where there are no machines, there
are a couple tables for folding the clothes and a few chairs at the far end where the door is, and
a small work area where this man and woman do laundry for customers.While I got the clothes
unrolled and pulled the rubber bands off and put the clothes into the washing machine, Charlie
walked down a few doors to the convenience shop where Solomon works, to buy laundry soap.
Then he returned to buy us each a cup of coffee.Solomon asked Charlie if we went to church.
Charlie told him yes and then told him about Central Baptist Chinese Church, explaining that it’s
a multi-cultural church. Solomon was pleased and even wants to go there. He is a Muslim. He
told Charlie that most Muslims aren’t troublemakers. For one thing, he’s very busy simply
earning a living. He can’t figure out how the radicals find time to do terrorist stuff. I pray that
Solomon goes to the church.While Charlie was over there talking with him, I was praying that
God would give Charlie the words to say.Charlie’s Journal 20 May Continued Once again we are
off, headed to Canberra, about 3½ hours away, the capital of Australia. This time our bus is not a
dog, but is a Murray bus line. Hourly they run. Of course we are up early to catch the subway to
Central Bus. The main reason to get up early was because we have no idea if the subway will be
running. Over the past weekend it was shut down for track work and a bus had to be hopped
upon. Will it be the same today? Good, the subway was up and all went well getting to Central.



One problem, the ATM rejected the card again. Just why, we are not sure. This still does not set
well with us.The bus was really nice. Leather seats—not fond of leather seats—but they were
nice. At the bus place we passed up Murrays. A sign on the next business told us in no uncertain
terms that they were not Murrays. The Murrays fellow was really nice. And as I told him, I am glad
that he was Murrays and not the other place. Our driver was from France. And the traffic getting
out of town was really bad. At times it felt as if we would drive the whole way bumper to bumper.
But after some thirty minutes after the airport pickup, things straightened out and on the road
again.The road passed through farm—well, more ranch country than farm, but either way parts
of it reminded us of the States. One part felt more like the road heading north out of Kansas City.
Much of the difference was in the trees. They were different gums along the way. At one point
there was a scale house. Never really had thought about that part.Finding Victor Lodge was not
really that hard—took a city bus to within a block of the place. And the driver let us know about
the stop.Walking to the capitol became the problem. Had a hard time reading the map, so we put
on a few extra Ks[3] in the process.Miss Sally really liked the place—looks like out of Star Trek.
Also visited the Australian Art museum. Met an Englishman there that was not fond of the
Aboriginal art. Cannot say as I blame him. Just funny to hear this from a fellow that works in the
museum. One, I guess, expects that those who work there like all the art. Nice to see they are
human.We stopped for pizza on the way back to the base and a few extra Ks in the walk also.We
stopped at Pizza Hut and there God allowed us to meet a young fellow by the name of Corey. He
volunteered that he was just now 18 and had plans of joining the Australian Navy and later to join
the police force. I do not believe that this is just a chance meeting, but is God-directed. I could
not sleep much, for God continued to bring him to mind. Will return there Tuesday evening to visit
with him.Showers, as far as that goes, are much the same. One turns them on and water sprays
out, causing one to get wet. Of course there are plenty of differences in the showerheads—some
really good, others really bad. Well, the showerhead at Victors was good, but it lacked hot water
—almost cold and of little pressure. When I tried to turn it up at a certain point, it went completely
cold. So much for more pressure, unless one desires goose bumps along with a shower.
Needless to say that this is one way to keep folks out of the shower and keeps the greens happy
—less water is used. So, all in all, chalk one up for the greens.Heat in the rooms no longer does
one control (well one does control the temp just not the one paying for the room). At first no heat,
then upon our return plenty of heat—so much the extra blanket was removed. Then by morning
the room was once again cool. So sometime during the night the heat was turned off. Sure glad I
am getting older, because I may have forgotten how to operate the heat. So, leave it up to the
greens to think we are all not-that-smart. We just desire heat.All in all this is a grand place.Sally’s
Journal May 20th Monday Continued (Canberra – Victor Lodge Hotel) While Charlie and I were
in Canberra, the first day there, we went to the parliament building. It’s flat out gorgeous! (More
of that later.) On the way back to the Victor Hotel, as the sun was dimming (it being almost 5:00
and it being winter here, the sun goes down early) Charlie and I stood on a street corner
studying a map of Canberra. A man in a suit came up to us. Since he was dressed in a suit and



was in the area of parliament, I wondered if he might be one of Australia’s leaders. I don’t know,
of course. But anyway, he came up to us and asked if we were lost. We handed him the map,
which we were having trouble reading. He studied it, a bit puzzled as well, but also knew what it
said. Then he explained to us what the map said. He pointed us in the way that we needed to go.
We thanked him and were on our way, never to see one another again. Do you think he wonders
if we ever found the hotel?As we walked along, a sweet restful feeling swept over me after being
pointed in the right direction. And then I got to thinking that that’s how it is with a soul that’s lost.
Even if he has a Bible, without someone to point him in the way he needs to go, explaining what
the Bible is saying, he probably won’t find the way to Heaven. He may know he’s lost. But he
needs someone to tell him how to be found. He needs someone to explain that Jesus is the way
—the only way—to Heaven. Just like that man saw that we were lost and then explained the map
to us and sent us on our way to the hotel, we too need to be watchful for lost souls and explain
the Bible to them, and point them to Jesus, Who alone can get them to Heaven. We did not have
to listen to the man—nor even admit that we were lost. But if we had not, we’d still be walking
around the streets. So too, lost souls must decide whether or not to admit they’re lost and put
their faith in Jesus as their Savior. It’s up to them. But it’s the only way to reach Heaven. As the
song says: “I once was lost, but now am found.”[4]Today Charlie & I went to the War Memorial.
(More about that later.) When it was time to return to the hotel we walked to the visitors’
information office. We’ve been walking about ten miles a day while in Australia. But today we
walked more. My feet have been quite sore—even bleeding each day. I’m not sure why. I
probably should have worn my other shoes that are made heavier. But I did not. And it’s too late
now. My right knee has been bothering me for a few weeks. And today was quite a workout for it.
Also my back aches when I’ve been standing very long. Well, it was simply one of those days. I
hurt all over. (It was a great day—I simply hurt.) Well, finally after many miles of walking, we
ended up at the information center. We went inside and asked how to get to the Central Bus
Station.The lady showed us on the map. “Oh,” Charlie said, “that’s back where we were.”“You
walked from there?” she asked in surprise, sympathy in her expression.We told her that we had
indeed walked from there. “It’s a lovely day for walking,” I said.One of the other ladies smiled
sweetly and said, “Yes it is a lovely day for walking.”Well we were then told that we could catch a
bus at the bus stop in front of the building and that we could take any bus, because they were all
heading back to Central Station and that they all stop at this bus stop. But that was not what we
experienced.We sat at the bus stop for about ten minutes before any bus at all came. And then it
simply whizzed on by without even slowing down.Well, finally another bus came. This time we
stood up and stepped over to the curb. Once again, this bus sailed on past us as if we were not
even there.Well, we decided to walk down to the next bus stop. Maybe they preferred to stop
there. Most of the busses we had seen had turned off of the road we were on a few blocks
before reaching us.By now my feet were stiffened, but rested. We walked a block or two and sat
down at that bus stop and waited. But no more busses came. Finally we got up and walked back
a couple two or three miles, looking for the information office near Central Station. But where



was it?As we walked along, several busses passed us. And they stopped and picked up
passengers. Why wouldn’t they pick up us? Why did we keep missing the bus? We had tried so
hard.Then I got to thinking: Is this how lost souls feel? They’ve tried so hard to find their way—
but no matter what they do they keep “missing the bus”, as it were. How do they find their way to
God? How do they get to Heaven? How do they gain a relationship with God? They’ve tried
everything they know—but nothing has worked. It seems to work for others. What is it that they
are missing? They need someone with this information who will tell them—just like Charlie & I
needed the lady in the information office to tell us how to catch a bus.She told us that we have to
stretch out our arm to let the driver know that he/she needs to stop and pick us up. She also told
us which bus stop to go to and which one to get off at and which bus number to board. The
information we had been given at the other info place was incomplete and part of it was
inaccurate—so we missed the bus. So too, the lost souls who get their information from an
inaccurate source or incomplete one will also “miss the bus”. The truth is: the only way to
Heaven is by faith in Jesus Christ the only begotten Son of God. That means believing that
Jesus is Who He says He is. He is our Savior. He came to earth as a man to pay for our sin. We
must believe that. If we truly believe it, we will be sorry that we’ve done wrong things and will ask
for God’s forgiveness. It is only then that we will be on our way to Heaven.
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