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Perhaps a philosopher
might say, “There is no Wisdom, there is no Past. All is smoke and mirrors. 
Perhaps the quest of Life, the meaning of life is simpler than we can
understand.” 


The Present is all that we
have. At times, it may be more than we can handle. How easy it is to become
embroiled in the illusion, the delusion of life. Philosophical meanderings of
the ancients have made this point in many ways.


It is so easy to get
wrapped up in the heaviness of the moment, the power of good and bad, right and
wrong. Perhaps we label events incorrectly as the moment does not hold enough
information to form a true opinion.


Maybe more often we need
to let the dust settle before we can “see through a glass darkly”.  We may be
more fortunate in Life than we understand.


One woman, a devout
Christian, stated, “‘The Age of Miracles’ is over.”


Really? Look in your
mirror. A miracle looks back. Look out the window at the sky, the clouds, the
breeze - are those illusions, or a gift? Bite into a fresh peach. Does it taste
like a raisin, or a banana? How does it taste like a peach?


Those are all great
exercises for the mind. Live in the moment. 


That moment is Eternal.


So, what is it in the
Moment that we should attend to?


Exactly! The moment!


It is, and always will be.


[image: Scenic picture of mountains with beautiful pink clouds and a sliver of moon as the sun sets.]


Are you concerned about
the “future”?  Do you worry about ‘what, if, when’? Could it be that worry is
pointless? Can we influence the future? Is it ordained for us to live in
anxiety? A false sense of security? Is security happiness?


Let’s review some ancient
parables to see what scraps of wisdom may reveal our Past, Present and Future.
Perhaps we can find a path of little resistance that will greatly encourage us
to walk with our head up, smiling, knowing our value is secure in doing the
right thing. “Right things” are similar to plants. 


If we plant the “right
thing” it will grow into a large tree to shelter us from storms.














 


APPOINTMENT IN SAMARRA


“Another day of dust and
crowds!” Ahmed pushed his way through the bustling streets of Baghdad. As
usual, he had to move carefully to avoid the clumsy camels carrying awkward
bundles of carpets, magic lanterns and jugs of dusty water. 
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The streets were thick
with dust, clouds of fine sand that choked men, goats, horses and chickens. The
unforgiving sun blazed incessant heat rays scorching the sand and burning the
feet, or hooves, of all living creatures.


Black robed women, veiled
from head to toe, sweltered in the heat. They moved, heads bent in
supplication, eyes downcast to avoid being noticed, Worse yet, in the dense
crowd it was a serious offense for a woman, to touch a man. Any fumble on her
part could be her last moment on earth.  


For a brief respite from
the scorching heat, Ahmed sought refuge in the shaded bazaar. Deep in the
cooling shadows, he wiped the sweat from his soaked brow. 


[image: Bazaar featuring a camel, baskets full of merchandise.]


“My Master sent me on this
miserable errand at the zenith of the day!” Lifting up his hands in despair, he
accidentally brushed against a tall, thin figure, difficult to see in the
shadows.


Quickly Ahmed bent low and
apologized, “Please, kind Master. I am awkward, heated and distressed. Excuse
me for my blunder, it was an accident.”


As he stood up and looked
into the eyes of the stranger he saw to his horror the man was Death!


“Ahmed! I am surprised to
see you here! We have an appointment later today!”


[image: Man of Death.]


Terrified, Ahmed stared at
the man, then ran, blindly, away as fast as he could! 


“Death!  He has come for
me! I’ll hide! I’ll go to Samarra where he can’t find me!”


He rushed back to his
master, “Master! Master! Let me have your fastest horse! I have to get to
Samarra before tonight!  Please! Please!”


His Master, quite taken by
surprise, readily agreed to let Ahmed use the best horse, the fastest,
strongest steed of his stable. 


Ahmed grabbed the reins,
leaped up on the steed’s back and raced into the strong desert wind to make his
escape from Death. 


The horse, urged on, sped
into the blazing wind, the broiling dunes. His hooves plunged  into the
merciless, burning sands. Hours later, the tower of the minaret was visible in
the distance. Ahmed stood in the stirrups, almost leaping forward with relief.


[image: Man riding on a horse.]


“Samarra!” he cried,
almost faint with relief and exhaustion. The horse, sweating, foaming at the
mouth, pounded through the narrow gate into the city. 


Ahmed slid off the steed
and fell on the ground, exhausted. 


“Ahmed! It’s you!”  A
familiar form bent over the exhausted rider as he lay, panting, thirsty, on the
ground at the gates.  


Ahmed lifted his head at
the sound of the familiar voice. He looked straight into the eyes of Death, who
was amazed! 


“Here you are in Samarra!”
Death exclaimed!  “We had an appointment to meet here, tonight! Can you imagine
how surprised I was to see you in Bagdad earlier today!”














 


“WE SHALL SEE”


Far into the green hills
of Belarus, a certain farmer had great success with his crops. Often his
neighbors stopped by to comment on the golden grain, the rich green broccoli,
and bright orange squash.
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He was also famous for the
fine cheese he made of the goat’s milk. Many of the neighbors enjoyed their
goat cheese spread on fresh bread, hot out of the oven. Often on Sundays,
neighbors stopped by with bread, fruit and a bottle of wine.


They would all share the
fruit, cheese and bread for a great feast and thank the Lord for the bounty of
the earth. 


In particular, the farmer
had a tall, strong son who was a great help with the farm and the animals. 


He would be seen in the
fields before dawn and work well into the evening hours. Under his care the
grain and vegetables grew in abundance and beauty.


The neighbors watched him
and commented, “What a fine young son you have, Peter. He works hard and you
will be very successful! You will be rich!”


“We shall see, we shall
see…” the farmer would reply. He was not one to count his money before he had
it in his hands.


Unfortunately, as luck
would have it, a great storm arose. The heavy rain pounded down the grain and
flattened the fields. Mice took over the squash, thick weeds crushed the
carefully tended fields. 


Flocks of hungry birds
attacked the corn ’til not one grain was left for the farmer.


The neighbors,
sympathetic, stopped by and said, “What bad luck! You have lost the produce on
your farm. You will be poor!”


The farmer shook his
shoulders in indifference. 


The neighbors looked at
him and shook their heads. They said to the farmer, “Don’t you understand how
bad this is? You will be years recovering from the storm damage.”


“We shall see. We shall
see.” Commented the farmer. 


The following spring was
clear and warm. Soft rains showered the growing plants in the farmer’s field.
Crops had never been so thick and rich, so easy to reap. People came from miles
around to see the tall corn, the big, hard, red onions and the slender green
beans tightly wrapped around the poles.  


As happens with farm
animals, the farmer had one horse in particular, that was hard to control. Even
the strong, young son couldn't tame him. When someone tried to ride him, he
bucked and kicked, leaped and twisted. No one could stay on the animal’s back.


The farmer’s son tried to
ride him, but the horse bucked, tossed his head, turned in hard circles and
kicked. The young man was thrown in the air, and when he landed, he fell on the
hard soil and broke his leg.


[image: A wild horse.]


The neighbors were
distressed to hear the young man was injured. They told the farmer, “How sad,
all these beautiful vegetables, and no one to help in the harvest.” 


“We shall  see. We shall
see.” commented the farmer. No troubles could shake his faith in the rightness
of the way of life. He did the right things. Therefore the right thing had to
result. 


Shortly after the farm was
prospering, the crops were reaped and piled high in the barn ready for sale, A
terrible war came upon the region. A detachment of soldiers came to each farm
and conscripted the sons of all the farmers to go to and fight for the cause of
the government. 


The Captain of one group
marched up to the farmer and announced, “All sons of military age must report
to me, directly. The sons are being taken to fight for the property of Duke of
Belarus. Send your son to me now!”


The farmer, of course, had
to comply with the directive and so called for his son to come forward
immediately, stating he was wanted by the Captain of Conscription to leave for
war.


Dutifully, the son,
eventually appeared. He was trying to walk upright on his crutches but the pain
was too great. He was bent over, hanging on the crutches and what chairs were
nearby for support. 


The Captain stared at him
in astonishment. “This man is useless to us!” he exclaimed. “He can stay here
and take care of the farm - he’s no good to us!”


Then, angry, he turned and
left. The group of military men followed after.


The farmers stood watching
them leave and exclaimed
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