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Preface


Cultivating is a kind of work that has been
embedded in us humans from primordial time. It is work that teaches
us wisdom by collaborating with the elements and wonder by
witnessing resurrection. Even now though most of us are in cities
doing work that is more technical than putting seeds in the ground,
trees and flowers cause us to sense we are participating in
something greater than ourselves. That is probably why I gravitate
toward stories which deal in some way with death and resurrection.
Seeds are cast to soil, many landing in unplanned places.
Characters endure great losses and gain unexpected treasure. They
face death and see its connection to Life.

 


Stories are also primordial and when people
rested from cultivating the soil, they huddled together telling
what they had learned in their souls. They cultivated one another’s
hearts with thoughts and wisdom encapsulated in words which merged
with their imaginations, sunk into their souls, germinated more
ideas and grew to bear new seeds. The stories in this volume are
like seeds born in me from history’s “farmers of the word” and
which in my time I cast across the world with the hope they will
find cultivated ground in people’s hearts. There I am imagining
them sprouting something that will bear good fruit in lives. The
fruit these stories bear in the lives of readers is as varied as
the ground they find in each person's heart.

 


My hope is that these stories will be both
entertaining and profound. Entertainment is most satisfying when we
unite our deeper selves with the meaning of the principles
represented by the surface symbols. I have endeavored to make these
stories objects of art in their particular genres. Some are more
abstract than others and will require more thought and meditation
to get the benefits. For instance, the story “You After All” is
more experimental by incorporating poetry in the dialogue of the
characters and this makes the reader slow down, re-read and think
about meaning deeper than the activity of the scenes. Likewise, the
humorous stories have much more treasure under their clever
surfaces. I hope readers will take the time to mine the riches I
discovered by working out the language and form of each piece.

 


All the stories grow out of the ancient
traditions of biblical scripture manifested in current language and
forms. I am not “paraphrasing” but allowing scripture to inspire
something new, and not all stories are direct retelling of the
Bible. For those stories which are retellings I hope knowledge of
the original biblical versions will not cause offense but enhance
my versions’ offering of some new insight. For those readers with
less familiarity with the original, my retelling may be a fresh
introduction to truths which have faded for others due to
overfamiliarity. Setting an ancient story in a current day
environment demonstrates the timelessness and universality of the
truths embodied in the original. Please, just remember that these
are symbols and metaphors to stimulate your imagination as the
gateway to enrich your True Self.

 


Since these stories originally appeared as
spoken art in stage performances, they could resurrect in new
communities by reading them aloud. Some of them are found in their
original script form in the book Worth Telling
Again: 10 scripts from the gospels to read aloud, which
also has helpful instruction on organizing a read-aloud group. If
there is a demand for the other scripts, we may create another
volume to include them. Check our website. Reading aloud as a group
can cultivate a community by experiencing together profound truths
of Life.
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The Future Seed


by Mark R. Turner

 


“… and so I send word that
I shall not return; in the face of all that has come upon us: the
merciless winter, the fires that destroyed some of the shelters,
the hunger, death by sickness and, yes, the laying in the earth of
my beloved Maria with our infant son; in the face of all this, I
can still hear that voice which beckoned us to these shores. As it
is Springtime, I bury the seeds in hope that one day a people
unborn may return with the light to our motherland. But first, we
who remain must plant.”

John Posvar re-hung the picture-framed letter
back in its honored place upon the wall. In silence the gathered
family listened to their mother and wife, Margaret, sniff and catch
her breath.

“It’s just hard, kids,” she
said.

Everyone assented as they contemplated
various objects around the room.

Then with a little more control she
continued, “Dad and I grew up with them.”

Young Jack still wondered how everyone could
just sit by and let a thing like this happen. His nine-year-old
sense of justice burst out, “It isn’t right.”

“Yeah,” Deborah followed up
in a rare moment of agreement with her little brother. “How can
they make the Freemans just leave their land?”

“And have you seen the ones
that bought it?” Jack added.

Their parents had not yet actually laid eyes
on the newcomers.

“You should have seen the
daughter in class today,” Deborah continued. “Do you know they are
rich? They don’t deserve to be there. They don’t need a
farm.”

Jack said, “I heard he’s some kind of
sheik.”

John felt he ought to bring the complaints to
a close. “Kids, you know what we said. It’s past time to fight it.
Uncle Rich and Aunt Arlene have done all they could and now we’ve
just got to trust ‘em to the Lord.”

Jack would not give up. “But we’ll never see
‘em again.”

“Yes, we will.”

“Not on the farm,” Deborah
backed up Jack. “Aunt Arlene said she couldn’t bear to come back
after what they did to them.”

Margaret entered the debate. “Now, we already
have plans to go to their new house in the city. And, more
important, you know that they are praying for us just like we’re
supposed to be doing right now for them.”

John leaned forward on the table, and
everyone knew that was the signal for prayer. He spoke the words
which they all expected and which he had always expected at this
same table when he was growing up. “We come from a long line of
people who got through hard times. And look. Here we are. So, we
thank Thee, Lord ...”

That family prayer had more than a few
sniffles and it was hard to make the effort to pray a blessing on
the new neighbors, not just because they did not like them taking
the place of their bosom companions at the next farm, but because
the new folk had a name that could not be pronounced.

But they made it through, and John finished
up by reciting the old family code about being good neighbors and
the scripture about “give and it shall be given unto you.” He never
spoke of his own suspicions because he did not want to get Margaret
going, which would only add fuel to the kids’ complaints. But he
knew that his wife was also thinking how you cannot resist these
companies made up from several nations which think nothing of
forcing fellow farmers out of their family heritage.

“And the next thing you
know, you’re surrounded by accents and customs you’d only expect in
a geography film,” Margaret’s mind echoed. “What if it happened to
us?”

But they calmed their fears with the
knowledge that they were in a good position for market this year.
In the hundreds of years through which their families had worked
the land, John knew there was no record of any of his forebears
enjoying such a bounty as this harvest promised.
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 Margaret was a woman of
great personal discipline, and she could make herself do anything
that needed doing whether she felt like it or not. This went for
the time she was sick with the flu and went out in the snowstorm to
help John get the cattle in; it went for when she had one toddler
and another on the way but took over the Women’s Missionary Council
for Mabel who had given birth to triplets; and it went for now when
she felt all melty inside as she drove the pick-up over to give the
new neighbors a welcome pie.

Lord knew she had actually shed tears forcing
herself to cut those apples and make her prize-winning crust.
“Those folk don’t need any pie!” she sputtered to herself. “They
don’t even have pies where they come from.” But then something
inside her said, “But they’re no different than most who could use
a friend.”

Actually, that was what made her cry. She
said, “I expect you’re right, them being completely off away from
their own kind.” And she commenced to prepare herself for the
sights, sounds and ... smells that would meet her when she would
turn into the driveway that was now theirs.

She imagined lots of things collected from
high school geography, PBS documentaries and news features: like
the wife would probably be wearing something like pajamas and have
jewelry in her nose; little sticks would be standing up in holders
with one end smoldering and smoking; there would be no furniture as
they preferred sitting on mats; all the cattle would be wearing
bells and flower corsages and be allowed to wander through the
house.

John had just come in from town when Margaret
returned from her goodwill mission to the neighbors, and he noted
that she seemed to have a sort of glow like the kind you come away
from a revival meeting with.

“John, you won’t believe
it,” she said. “I came up over the hill where you first see the
Freeman’s farm and it seemed like any afternoon when I’d go over
for a cup with Arlene. Nothing looked different down toward the
turn. None of the cattle out in the front pasture had bells or
flowers on. And I turned into the driveway, and do you know they
had that driveway leveled and paved! I kid you not. I could swing
right in and, get this, they have parking lines ... parking spots
where you pull in like you had an appointment at the gynecologist
or something.”

John pulled a cup out of the cupboard. “Well,
I think they’ve probably been around, Margaret.”

“No kidding. I pulled in
and before I could pull the handle on my door it opened up and a
man in a white jacket put his hand out for me to hold onto. ... No,
I didn’t. I just said, ‘Thanks anyway,’ and he stepped back and
bowed while I jumped down with the pie. He tried to take the pie,
but somehow you can tell whether it’s a hired hand or family. So, I
kept the pie and came around the side of the house and you know the
rose garden that Arlene never got a good hold of, it’s all pruned
and mulched, and they put this beautiful fountain in. My lands,
they had several hands just working the yard like we have in the
fields. And I turned around and they totally remade the doorway to
look like a downtown hotel with swooping steps up to it. I looked
at those clean steps and asked the guy in the white jacket, ‘cause
I couldn’t shake this guy, if the cement was still wet and he said
‘No’ so I tip toed up to the door and there was another white
jacket guy there to open it up.”

John sipped his coffee and chuckled, “You’re
gettin’ in pretty deep, Marg.”

“Shh! I gotta tell you. So,
I just ... took a breath and said, ‘Lord, help me,’ and said I was
from here and ‘Welcome’ when out comes the lady. ... John, I have
always wondered what it would be like to meet a diplomat or that
kind of person you see addressing press conferences. That’s her.
Good night, I thought I had gone to the U.N. with her business suit
and hair done by somebody else, perfect make-up, I mean, the works
-- manicure -- and ... tasteful.”

“You were
stunned.”

“Stunned. That’s it. And I
stood there, I must have had my mouth wide open, and thought, ‘What
am I doing here? I only speak American,’ when she comes out with
this ... perfect ... English.”

“Perfect English,” John
thought out loud. “In the middle of America.”

“‘You must be Mrs. Posvar,’
she says, and I think ‘How does she know my name?’ and I say, ‘Call
me Margaret, please.’”

“‘Oh, do, please,’” John
mocked.

“Hush. And she says, ‘I’m
Roshan and we won’t even try the last name,’ which, of course, I
laugh way too loud at. But I gave her the pie and said ‘Welcome’
... and suddenly she got all serious and I thought ... ‘Lord, she
might even cry.’”

Margaret slowed down, “I can’t tell you what
a wonderful talk we had, hon’. I mean what they’ve done to the
house is unbelievable with the antiques from all over the world and
the art and this big piano. But that just faded away when she told
me how ...” She suddenly could not make the words come out and her
brow wrinkled trying to keep her eyes clear.

There was no need to explain to John. He
waited and looked away. Finally, he broke the silence, “... I know
something about it too. Yeah. I was at the stock yards today, about
to go in when this real nice Mercedes pulls in and this suit steps
out with another, looks like an assistant. I mean, he looks like
some foreign executive, like you say, but after you say ‘hi,’
you’re friendly pretty quick – nice guy – turns out it’s our
neighbor. His name’s Bal ... jit. Baljit. I figured this guy
probably knows more about agriculture than anyone around here.
Maybe he’ll be good for some of the problems we’re dealing with.
So, we go in and I laugh and slap with the guys there and turn to
find Baljit waiting his turn. So, I introduce him, ‘he’s my new
neighbor’ and all. They stop and stare. Just stare, and I don’t
mean friendly stare. They know what they’re staring at. Baljit goes
to shake hands. They just stand there and do nothing then turn to
me and say, ‘Let’s go on in.’

“I say, ‘Wait a minute. You
already met? You already have something between you?’

“Fred says, ‘I believe, I’m
goin’ on in. It’s about time.’ He moves on through and the rest
follow him real quiet.

“I look at Baljit, and he’s
a pro, Marg, he, I’m sure, gets this everywhere, and I caught a
little down look from him, but right away he winks at me like we
just had a little joke and says, ‘Show me how to do this, John,’
and we go into the auction. I thought, ‘Show me how to do this?’
But I figured he’s just making me feel important.”

Margaret shook her head. “Roshan said they
had always wanted to experience the peace and friendship of our
farming community. They’ve been all over the world and never get
close to anyone ‘cause of the corporate competition, or just having
to move so often.”

“Well, Baljit made some
killer deals in there but only because I was watching out for
him.”

“Deals you could’ve made
for us?”

“Yeah, well, there’s a lot
of auctions coming up. I looked at the stock.”

“Boy, oh, boy, I bet Fred
and them really got a kick out of that.”

“Well, Marg, I was
embarrassed the way those guys acted. I don’t know as I’ll be able
to look at them in church Sunday.”
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Jack’s after-school yell sounded from the porch,
“Mom!”

Jack rushed in, dropped his books in the
living room and tore into the kitchen. “Mom, come and see Debbie.
She got in a fight!” He tore out and up the stairs with Margaret
close behind in shock. Deborah never got into fights. The bathroom
was closed, and the water was running. She knocked, “Deb ... what’s
happening, dear.”

“Oh, Mom.” Her voice did
not sound real steady. “It’s okay.”

“You sure?”

“Oh, p-lease! ... The door
is open.”

Margaret pushed the door ajar and looked in.
Deborah was in front of the mirror holding a wet washcloth over her
eye and cheek.

“It was Mukta!” Jack
reported.

“Jackie,” Deborah
snapped.

“What?” Margaret felt her
insides go liquid.

“The new, foreign girl,”
Jack continued urgently.

Deborah attacked, “Jack, get out of
here!”

John eased his son away. “Come on, Jack,
let’s go.”

Margaret reached for the washcloth. “Let me
see.”

“Oh ...,” Deborah let her
mother take over.

It did not look too serious, but Margaret’s
heart was racing. “Deborah, ... please don’t tell me you got into
it with our new neighbor.”

Deborah counseled her mother, “Well, Marvene
said something kind of loud to the others about her strange name
... Mukta ... and I thought she took it like a joke. So, I kind of
chuckled, ‘cause Mukta was sort of laughing it off.” Her words were
speeding up, “And then Marvene said something worse, and I said it
wasn’t very nice and she turned on me and,” her voice was fading,
“I said she still shouldn’t give her a hard time and ...”

Margaret took her daughter in her arms and
whispered something about being ... so very courageous.

It turned out that the Posvars and their new,
outcast neighbors became good friends which was mostly due to the
fact that no one else in the whole community wanted foreigners
there and thought they could freeze them out. But it was also due
to the fact that these new folk had more ideas how to run a
multi-national corporation than how to farm and the Posvars kind of
felt obligated to save what the Freemans had built there.

John would give Baljit the best advice he
could because if one farm goes down, it’s bad for the rest. Baljit
was very sharp, of course, and, as soon as he learned what was
needed, he would go right out and ... hire someone to do it for
him.

Of course, he’d have to hire from outside the
county.

By the fall, the old Freeman farm was like a
twin to the prosperous Posvar farm. And the other farmers were
really miffed. The Posvars found it increasingly difficult to get a
good turn-out to the committees they chaired at the church. Mabel
was pressured to resume as chairman of Women’s Missionary Council
forcing Margaret to step down.

But the bank liked what they saw of the two
farms and remained very friendly. The “odd couple” farming families
spent more and more time together and John took especially to the
conversations about Baljit’s work in the Balkans. It seemed Baljit
had been trying to develop new businesses to kick-start
poverty-stricken areas like in Albania.

John and Margaret were both descendants of
long lines reaching back to that part of the world. The ancient,
framed letter hanging on the wall of their dining room testified to
ancestry fleeing religious persecution in Bohemia. Their lineage
entered the wilderness of the New World covenanting to form a
society more like the Kingdom of God which would someday send
people back to heal the motherland.
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A light came into Pastor Glen’s eyes at the
church board meeting when John brought up something different than
changing the kitchen cupboard locks or cleaning the carpet. John
thought that maybe the large savings which had been accumulating in
the missions account might be dipped into for a contribution to the
efforts of missionaries trying to save lives in poverty-stricken
countries.

“Ho-ho—old it!” came a
voice at the end of the table. Derwood was in charge of the
missions budget. “Don’t you remember the resolution we all agreed
with, oh, now, it’s been ... pretty near to six good years? Why, I
think we ought to just be careful or we’ll lose our momentum on the
building fund.”

Pastor Glen picked up on that, “Well, it’s a
good thing, this mission center for the families of the church, but
–“

“Yes, a good thing, just
like you say, Pastor,” Derwood carried on. “When it comes to
missions, we have a responsibility to the people right here in our
own yard. Folks who have been building this congregation since
their youth and deserve to have a mission center where they can
relax.”

John put on his best diplomatic voice. “After
six years, now, that fund has gotten pretty healthy. We could start
in on the construction and still send a blessing back to the lands
of our forefathers.”

“Your forefathers, John.”
Derwood gazed at something on the wall and picked his teeth. “We
all know about your roots and things and how your attention gets
drawn away from things at home.”

“Derwood, do you know where
you came from?” Pastor Glen skillfully intervened by making Derwood
search for an answer.

“Well, ... I’m from right
here, Pastor. And I think a person ought to be ... content to stay
... where God put him.”

The rest of the Board let out nary a peep, as
they did not want to go on record. But they voted down John’s
proposal. And the light in Pastor Glen’s eye receded once
again.

Margaret kind of has a gift for knowing the
jist of what went on at board meetings by watching how John gets
ready for bed afterwards. She knows not to ask when she sees him
come in the door looking mostly away and downward. So, she lets him
communicate to her through scuffs of the foot, banging cupboards
shut, putting away things that should’ve been put away, and turning
the water on extra hard when he brushes his teeth. Finally,
exhaling long and hard, he would fall onto the bed bouncing her
magazine too much to focus on, which she was not really focused on
but just waiting until he got ready to complain.

“I just ... “

She knew not to say, “What?” or to try to get
it out of him. You just have to wait.

“... I don’t ...” He
paused. “See, I think we just forget.”

“I think you’re
right.”

“We didn’t just make all of
this up, like we started all this. ... I mean, why in the world are
we saving up and getting more and more and better and better?
Huh?”

“You tell me.”

“Is it just to get more and
more satisfied?”

“You tell me.”

“‘cause if it is, we sure
aren’t gettin’ the satisfaction. Why we’ve got folks bellyaching
about this and that and bombing buildings and, why even the kids
got nothing better to do than shoot each other. Course that’s
mostly Southern California. Why, Derwood ought to send a
contribution to that mission field if he wants to tend to things
here.”

Margaret lifted her magazine. “I read here
that in some places children don’t have to shoot each other.
They’re dying fast enough by starvation. I shouldn’t be looking at
these pictures at bedtime. Here’s a mother and baby, looks like two
little skeletons.”

“Margaret, we’re coming
into the best harvest in the history of our family line. Now I know
we can’t save the world, and that little momma and her baby, most
likely were lost before that magazine even got printed. But I don’t
know as I’d feel right if we didn’t try to share ... I mean isn’t
that what God favored us for? Isn’t that why one is well off when
another needs help?”

“Folks came and made a new
country for that. God knew the world was gonna need it
someday.”

“Only ... we
forgot.”

They laid there thinking until John’s snore
woke her up. She rolled him over, reached and shut the light off
and lay there in the dark trying to figure it out.

 


back to Table
of Contents

 



The next morning, after she got the kids out the
door, she poured some coffee for John who had just come in from
chores. She ventured, “You gonna go over and ask Baljit how to do
it, then?”

“Well, ... he’d be the one,
I guess.” He sipped his coffee. “I’ll go see what he knows; we can
have a family meeting tonight.”

So, that night they asked the kids to stay at
the table a little longer. Margaret described the crisis conditions
in parts of Eastern Europe until the kids got antsy.

“... like we get this at
school all the time, Mom.”

“Not me,” Jack piped up. “I
never heard about these skeleton people.”

“Mukta said she’s seen
people like that,” Deborah said.

“So, ...,” Dad brought them
back to the point.” “Mom and I were thinking ... after the crops
are in this year, we should send half of it over there.”

Deborah was unimpressed, “Cool.”

“Yeah, cool,” Jack
ratified.

Margaret wanted a little more out of them.
“Don’t you think that would be a big deal?”

“Well, ... guy,” Deborah
shrugged. “It’s nice and everything, but ... it’s just a drop in
the bucket for those people.”

“Drop in the bucket,” her
sidekick echoed.

John tried to read his kids’ minds, “We ought
to do something, though.”

Deborah confronted him. “You said ‘send half
of it.’”

“They’re gonna need a lot
more than that, Dad,” Jack was like some kind of mini union
boss.

“Well,” John started to lay
the cold realities before them. “What it means for us is that we
won’t make as much money on the harvest and so we’ll have to make
do with less all next year and maybe longer.”

“We’ll still have a lot
more than the people we helped.” Obviously, Deborah thought they
were invincible.

“Well, Dad,” Margaret was
augmenting her comments with her secret eye-movement code, “you and
I did have that other plan …”

John scrunched up his face at her to stop
there.

“… how we could make it
work to send more than half.”

John swung his sneer to the other side of the
room, “O----h!”

So, the family won John over to giving away
about two-thirds of the record harvest to some unknown poor people
in Eastern Europe. Baljit had all the contacts in government,
international shipping and
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