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    To those who love much and offer themselves to the world.
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There are different types of loving acts in which people make sacrifices and gift the world. We may not realize this and think there is only one type of such love. For me, it took writing an epic to become more conscious of this mystery––to the many ways loving acts enable the world to live. Basically, these are acts in which a person is willing to put their life on the line for the greater good. We have the saying, perhaps too easily passed over, “There is no greater love than....”

Given this, it would do us well to consider examples that show such love. News sources can be filled with them, even though rarely highlighted. History, for which many of these deeds have been lost, offers no shortage if examined carefully. The stories of martyrs and saints of our culture offer explicit cases if we dare to consider them. 

The mystery is—even if we do it partway—is that selfless acts done in love, take us close to the Center & Fullness of things. To the Heart of the universe. To the Mystery and Surprise the universe offers. There is more than one surprise and mystery here, and this work offers ten such moments. Read on and you may sense how your own life and life-givenness can blossom from such love.








Synopsis






The Servants of Flower World begins by envisioning the attempt to preserve the Flower of Life, riven by the Powers of Darkness. The initial quest is to find the lost petal and center of this Flower before Darkness claims it. To stop them, Questers must take on this mission and risk their lives for the greater good. Here follows the most telling moments that enabled such a quest to succeed.
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Moment One

The Tourqouise Knife
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The Questers woke on woven mats, amid a group of Corn People around them. Still weak, they were cocooned in green sheaves that smelled faintly of fragrant oil. They raised their heads and extended their arms, wondering at the yellow cast of their own skin and the fine silken corn fibers that clothed them. 

A woman and a man, similarly colored and clothed, stepped forward to address them. “We were afraid you would not awaken,” began the spokeswoman. “It was I who heard your call, which came as a voice in the night.”

“We came quickly, with those who volunteered to go into that scorpion-infested land,” the spokesman continued. “What brings you here? What would cause you to cross such a perilous land? It must be an uncommon reason. You also have different kinds of people in your group, which begs explanation.”

“Let them rest and get used to our land before answering our queries,” the spokeswoman suggested. “They must be hungry.”

“Yes, we are,” Jarell answered for the group, whose eyes were scanning, their noses searching for a whiff of food.

A large outdoor communal oven had a fire burning, although no food was yet within.

Although known for hospitality, the Corn People had not immediately offered food. The spokesman explained, “We have no fresh food to cook for you. This year, the corn was at its sensitive time of silking when a blight struck. It came as an ill-brought plague from outside our land, and we lost our crop.” 

“We are not without resources, however,” the spokeswoman added. “We keep stores of dried corn for such a time, and there is enough for all. We are preparing things now.”

Drawing upon their stores, they prepared a feast of corn, beans, and a gourd plant unfamiliar to the Questers. These three ingredients, prepared in unique ways, brought smells that savored of deep-burnt wood. 

The spokesman and spokeswoman, the Questers found out, were addressed as Corn Mother and Corn Father. The fibers from their clothes meshed with their bodies such that woven corn husks mirrored the human form. The Corn People’s way of life came not only from preparing and eating corn but also from being with corn throughout its life cycle. 

“You would not know from their joyous way that they risk famine,” Madriel observed.

“Their fortitude is commendable,” the prince agreed.

The Questers ate to their fill, and their bodies felt surprisingly light after eating. Perhaps most surprising and delicious was a corn muffin made from only the inner part of the corn, which tasted like an airy cloud. “Remarkable food,” complimented all. 

“If we could take even one of their recipes with us, it would be a treasure,” Valdal remarked. 

After the feast ended and pleasantries were exchanged, the conversation turned to the serious matters at hand. It started when Jarell asked what had ruined their last crop. 

“It was a sudden blight,” the Corn Father related. “We are not sure of its origin, for no wave of locusts or other insects came, nor wind to uproot the plants or other weather effects. The pods fell early before they ripened, as if by magical means.”

“We suspect a spirit force,” said the Corn Mother.

“What time of year was this?” asked Jarell. 

The answer was the time of their own devastation, and the Questers became alarmed. Had the storm that struck them also damaged other lands—less visibly, but just as gravely? 

“The Sorcerer from ancient times has returned and is at work in our land,” Dizor revealed. “He brought a storm that devastated our fields.”

This news to the Corn People seemed worse than the loss of their crops. “It’s been over a thousand years. For what purpose does the Sorcerer come other than to destroy?” asked the Corn Mother.

Madriel answered. “The answer is both plain and obscure. The Sorcerer seeks dominion over this land, as he always had. But for centuries, he was mummified in death. Somehow he obtained an elixir which revived him. Now, after the Flower of Life had its petals shorn, he seeks the sixth to gain dominion over life itself. And with that, he could live forever.”

“Impossible!” the Corn Mother cried out. “The Life Force cannot be controlled for one person’s ends such as this. It is a gift we all share. Perhaps it can be destroyed, but then you would end up destroying yourself.”  

“He may not be aware that achieving his goal would destroy himself,” Kasa offered. “In the meantime, we must find a way to avoid our own destruction.”

“How will you stop him?” asked the Corn Father, who had surmised this was related to the purpose of their journey. “His power has no parallel in this world. Only forces from the Flower World can possibly contain him.”

“Your question is well put,” said Madriel. “We will have to summon power from the Flower World to succeed.”

“In the meantime we are seeking the last petal of the Golden Flower, which the Sorcerer’s storm dispersed,” Marcol revealed.

“Yes, the Golden Flower!” exclaimed the Corn Mother. “I know it is not myth, for we have one like it in our land—the Mother Plant.”

“You do?” asked the Questers all at once. “Can we see it?”

“Usually, we do not grant such a privilege,” said the Corn Mother. “However, your quest makes you worthy. We will show you something ever ancient and ever new.”

The request, to the Questers' surprise, was to be immediately fulfilled. They joined a procession of nearly two hundred who spiraled to the center of their oval mound. A solemnity accompanied them, such that none spoke. The spiral wound upward until they reached a pinnacle covered in red ochre and shadowed by a giant corn plant. Twice the size of any corn plant, its great leaves drooped over sheaves of bright yellow corn. The sheaths were topped by splayed silk threads which shone with silvery light. Equally wondrous were the golden tassels atop the plant. Last, wrapped in green husks, were hidden cobs of corn, except one, which was open, revealing corn kernels that radiated light. 

“Are they jewels?” asked Jarell. “I haven’t seen plants that bore such things.”

“You may come closer and touch the mystery,” the Corn Mother answered.

But just as this invitation was extended, a loud, splitting sound caused all to startle. The ground around the pinnacle shook, and from a fissure in the rock, a form appeared. Amid sulfurous spirals of vapor, the lead clone stood, his fingers and hair licking with flame.
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THE LEAD CLONE’S SUDDEN appearance created a wave of fear across the domed hill. The clone did not waste time making its purpose clear. “I come not for any person, but for the great plant, lest you use it against us.”

“We have not done so, and would not do so, even if we could,” the Corn Father answered. “Our Mother Plant can only give life.” As he spoke, the Corn People had instinctively moved to form a wall between the clone and the plant.

The lead clone also stepped forward, his body a halo of flame. “The Sorcerer has given his orders, and he will not be denied.” 

At that, Madriel stepped forward, gripping her Staff. “You seek more than this plant. Is not your goal to stop the Questers?”

The clone paused, sensing the High Mage’s power, then resumed his arrogant tone. “You will not accomplish your quest without the help of this plant. So I will destroy it first. If need be, I will also take care of your motley group. But first things first.”

“You will have to come through us then,” said the Questers, who began stepping in front of the Corn People. 

The High Mage raised her Staff; the prince and Kasa drew their bows.  

The lead clone laughed. “Do you think mere implements can harm me?” The clone raised his hands and threw a weight, making them incredibly heavy. The bows of the prince and Kasa fell. Madriel struggled to hold her Staff and managed to throw a water-filled cloud, which enveloped the clone and doused its flame.

The lead clone laughed a second time, and a spark shot from his mouth. His body re-flamed. The High Mage’s Staff became impossibly heavy. Yet before it dropped, she managed to throw a second cloud of moisture, protecting her and the Questers from the clone’s flames.

“Too easy,” the clone cackled. “I do not need to waste any more energy on you. The plant is my goal, and I have the power to end it.”

The clone held out both arms straight ahead, sending a jet of flame, which parted in two, creating an opening for him to pass. 

Madriel shouted to Kasa, “The clone’s power will not work if you are near the Mother Plant!” Enveloped by the cloud of moisture, the warrior woman jumped through the flames and
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