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Dedication

 


 


 


I dedicate
this collection to the loyal
citizens of the United States of America who call themselves

Christians. Too many
have died so that we
all could call ourselves free.

 


“May this
nation,
under
God, have a new birth of freedom, and
that government
of the people, by

the people, and for the people,
shall
not perish from
the earth.”

 


Abraham Lincoln – Gettysburg Address,
1863

 


 


 


 


Lincoln asked an aide why
no one applauded his speech when he gave
it at Gettysburg. The aide
replied, Sir, people do not applaud prayers.


No one is more surprised by the success of Dare
to Dream than me. No one is a success without customers. In the reading world the customers are the readers. I wanted to do something to thank my customers, the readers
out there. This follow-on
collection
to Dare to Dream is my „thank you‟
to the readers.

 


I have always been
fascinated by Heart of Darkness
type stories. The moral
or ethical dilemmas
posed in these stories are
the closest type
of story
I know of
to the
real world and its
everyday choices. These stories show us even
our simplest of decisions can
have major consequences. Every
day is a sort of crossroads. We may
not recognize the pinnacle moment at the time but if we look back
in our lives how
often
was
there a moment
which if it did not happen would change
everything
about us?
I dare to
say
those
moments happen
all the time.

 


I have
always pointed to Joseph Conrad’s Lord Jim as the best example of the Heart of Darkness story (even better than Conrad’s
Heart of Darkness itself). In it the main character wants to be a
hero but
does not make
the decision which could have made him an instant hero. The contrast is
made clear
by the
man who
does help out the stricken
ship by volunteering to remain on its deck
as the wreck is being towed
to safety. At any time
the ship
could
sink and his only purpose was to cut the tow line to avoid the wreck from dragging the towing ship to its doom also. He paid
almost no heed to the position
he was in
and had a grand dinner on board the wreck
as it
was being
towed.
Jim could have
been the hero
then and there but was
a coward and left the ship when
the crew
thought it was
certain to sink. The rest
of Lord Jim is Jim’s
redemption story.
Lord Jim is a true masterpiece.

 


The modern world knows more movies than books and the most compelling Heart of Darkness movie is
Apocalypse
Now. Marlin
Brando does a
masterful
portrayal of an army Colonel who has
done what he was trained
to do,
win in
combat.
He made
the command decisions to eliminate the enemy but became the one who was feared. He became the dragon so to speak. The Eastern expression „To hunt dragons you must first become
a dragon‟ is all to true.
Do we
lose our
souls in the
process of „becoming the dragon‟? Is there a
way back
to our
everyday lives
once the goal is
achieved?

 


In Clint Eastwood’s High Plains Drifter he is asked at one point what do we do afterwards. His
pointed answer is “you live
with it”.
Now I
have explained what
I have tried to convey here. The
ethical
and moral pitfalls
of being a
follower of Christ are the main topics of this collection. Christ sent
out the
seventy
without provisions and told them to spread the word. We are charged to do the same. We all pray
we don’t fail
our Master in our assigned
missions. If we
are human, and we all are, we will make mistakes. How you
respond to your failures truly defines your character. “Living with” the consequences of
our
actions is not always
easy.

 


I will transition into
the first story.
“The Survivor‟
is my attempt at a
Heart of Darkness story with religious implications. There was
a wreck lost in 1866 called the General Grant. Patrick Coughey was
an actual survivor of the shipwreck. I offer
my apologies to his family. The story is
fiction. I have
moved the
site of the wreck from near
New Zealand to a more tropical setting (you choose where). I have
no idea whether the conditions I describe in the story even
exist in reality. The story is plausible.


The Survivor

 


 


 


 


I opened
my eyes slowly. There was
the taste
of salt in my mouth. I was looking down a beach and there was sand
as far as the eye
could
see. Up the beach there were palm
trees. I could see
the water and could hear the crash
of the breakers. As I tried
to move
I found I was lying
mostly out of the water but my shoeless feet
were still in the water. The gentle
little
waves
were still slapping against the
bottoms of
my feet.

 


What
had happened? Pieces of wood drifted about me and I could see
debris
along the beach I
was
facing. Sand
was everywhere,
in my
ears, my nose and everywhere else sand should not be.
I sat up spitting
the sand and salt
from my
mouth
still
wondering where I was. I had the remains of a white shirt and tailored pants on. The sea gulls flying about and on the beach went about their
business
unconcerned. It was a
beautiful calm day at the beach but which beach and why was
I here?
I felt my pockets
and only
found a
heavy door key with a tag attached. The only clue I had to what
could
possibly
have happened to me was
the name on the key
and the number; „General
Grant‟ and
the
number seven.

 


Was I
a passenger on a ship which had
sunk? The
key and the debris
about
me suggested as
much. As I
sat up
I discovered I
was wearing a
large cross under my
shirt. The
recent past
filtered
slowly back into
my very
tired brain. I was
Patrick Coughey,
missionary,
on a voyage
in the South Pacific to bring the word
of God to the many peoples there who had
never
heard His
word.
It had
been a strange sort
of accident
which
had brought
my ship to a ruinous end.

 


We had been
looking for a reasonable place to make land on a large island
which was known but was not properly charted.
An unusual current
had drawn us through
the breakers unexpectedly.
We sailed altogether
too closely
to a cliff trying to find a way
out of our
situation. We could not find a way out through the reef
nor a
sand beach on which to land one of our boats so we could take a better
look of
the island. The captain was an old salt and he felt he could find a way out of
our situation as long as he kept
clear
of the
cliffs and the crazy reef. Our position was
almost unheard of in the seven seas
since most sea
cliffs did not have reefs
beyond them. Most sea cliffs had the breakers breaking
directly against them. Here a sort of calm lee was
allowed by the reef.
The breakers seemed to know the usual way
of things and broke maddeningly against the reef
some eighth to a quarter mile
out from the main
island.
As hoped dawned, the sun began
to fade. Our situation went
from bad to worse
when a
widening in the cliff became a cave.
The cave must
have
had a flow in it since we were immediately
pushed
in its direction.

 


Our captain howled at
his crew
with no time
to adjust and the main mast was
broke by
the roof of
the cave.
As we were driven further into
the cave and darkness fell
our broken main
mast was
wedged between cave roof and ship. The crew had
the good sense to have lamps lit
and stand by
the long boats. We were held
fast in the position I described. Our doom was
eminent. The captain allowed
us to
man the
boats with all aboard waiting
the order to abandon the ship but he
himself
would not
leave the bridge, waiting on the
inevitable. The ship, true
to its name
sake was tougher than expected but
could
not hold out against the forces working against it. The main was


driven through her keel
with a
sickening crash. The captain shouted for us to leave which the expert crew did as the ship broke up.

 


In the three smaller boats we were able to leave the cave minus our captain but it was
now dark and we still had
no real way
of escape.
The cliffs
and reef situation
still existed. We groped down our small passage
of safety
looking for
a way out of our trap
by lamp
light when we noticed
the cliffs
were giving way to gentle rolling
hills
but still no real beach
and no break in the reef with its pounding waves. Through
exhaustion and mutual consent one by one the boats attempted to break free over the breakers. One after
another
the small boats foundered and failed. The strongest
of us
were
now swimming,
in the
dark, beyond the breakers, hoping against hope to find a way to
survive.

 


A piece of broken
boat floated by
and with my last strength
I climbed on to it.
Truly
this is the
last thing I
remembered before
waking
up on
the beach further down from
our final tragedy. The
hills
had given way to a picturesque beach but it had
been too late for all but me. I had come here to help
spread the word
of God
by direction
of the church.
Now I was
half way
around
the world,
shipwrecked
and lost.

 


I was
empty and broken. All I had known was lost. My friends and shipmates were all taken by the
sea.
In my emptiness I found myself hungry and thought of how to continue. It was
beginning to become warmer and I
was
thirsty. All I knew to do was to crawl
further up the beach to get to
the shade of the palms growing there. In
desperation
I prayed
for death. I
felt much as Elijah must have
felt empty, alone and afraid
for my life. I
laid down
there in the shade feeling
miserable and
hoping
for some sort
of sign or strength to know what to do next.

 


I must have
slept some
because I did not hear them. I woke for the second time, still in the location I had crawled
to under the palms,
staring at the kind looking faces of two young
boys dressed only
in the
simplest of manner. They looked at me and looked at the mess made by the
sprawled
debris
on the
beach. They tried to comfort me in their language
but I
had no idea what they were saying to me. One stayed, still talking and playing with bits of wood from
the wreck and no doubt asking me just what
had happened (I am guessing
of course). The other left quickly
into the
forest beyond
the
beach only to return a short
time later with
a gourd filled with water. He
handed
the water to me with a tremendous smile. I drank
the sweetest fresh water I had ever drunk.

 


Content
I was not in immediate danger,
they left, leaving
me the
water.
I was grateful but I wondered was
this real
and what
could
possibly
happen
next. I slept again and woke
again in
what
must have
been well after noon. The two boys had
brought two young
men back with them to show them their find. I must have
looked as strange to them as they did to me. I offered
no resistance as
they examined
me, apparently
to see how injured I was. They
seemed
to pass judgment that I was only banged
up by
the surf and
suffering
from exposure.

 


I was
still sitting in the shade of a palm
tree as
they discussed in their
very foreign language
what to do with me. I at
least assumed
they were discussing me and my condition. They
must have
come to a conclusion because they
stopped talking and stared
at me. The boy
who gave me the


water retrieved his gourd leaving
me to wonder what their conclusion had been. The larger of the
two men assisted me in standing. I could walk
with his
help and they walked into the forest guiding
me down a trail I
had not
noticed
before.

 


It was a
long walk and I started to feel the bumps and bruises I had received
on the
reef and in the
surf.
I thought
I must
have had shoes on when we abandoned ship but they
did not
make it
with me to
the beach. I missed my shoes now as we walked on through the woods. They
were all bare foot but I was
not accustomed to walking
anywhere outside the
house without
shoes. I
had to lean
heavier
on my guide as we continued on. I did know they were taking care of me so I tried not to show concern for my feet
and the long
walk.

 


Ahead of us was
a clearing. I
saw many primitive huts with a few larger ones in the middle arranged in an orderly fashion displaying a
sort of
courtyard in the very middle of the community.
My guides led me past
the smaller huts on the outside of the community straight
to one
of the larger
ones in the middle. They
sat me down in the shade near one directly
facing the courtyard. One of the two young
men went into
the hut
and shortly came out with an older man who was
somewhat
more distinguishly dressed than the others. The older man talked to the man who had
been
my guide from
the beach for a short moment. Then
my guide vanished into
the forest rather
quickly. I
will call the older man the chief since I have
no real idea who he was.
This chief came
closer
to me and
sat
down
next to me just outside the range
of being able to touch me.

 


He did speak to me but it was
no dialect I could fathom. The two boys
who had initially found me had brought the tribes other children
to examine
their find.
I was attracting
quite the crowd.
I noticed
no grown
women until now. Some younger women appeared, my guess looking
for their children. The women
were attractive; relatively,
considering
the
setting,
and dressed conservatively
for native peoples. I found a few of these women
giving me the close study. I
had a feeling they
might be the key
to this culture. If I
proved unacceptable to them I might be abandoned to my own devices. I knew
survival skills but could not possibly know the island
and
where
its resources existed. I would
need this tribe to
survive.

 


After what
seemed to be a long
time but may
have been
as little
as fifteen
minutes (my sense of time was
still not what
it should
be), my
guide reappeared with another older gentleman. He was not dressed like the chief but was
dressed colorfully with feathers and other assorted natural items which had
bright
colors.
Tribes were organized the same no matter where you went. This man would most certainly be their shaman or medicine man. The shaman walked up the chief. The two senior men talked alone
together for some time. The shaman shook his
head
and protested but
the chief
was the boss. Finally, the shaman hung his head and walked
over
to me.

 


He did not sit as close as the chief had
sat next
to me.
He said little
and stared a lot.
An older
woman
came up behind him who I had not noticed
before. She bent
down and whispered in the shaman’s
ear. The shaman looked at her with
surprise but
said nothing.

 


She sat down and asked in broken English,
“Are you British?”.

 


I was
surprised to say
the least. They had had
contact with the outside world or at least this
older woman had.


“No Mam, I am
American.”,
I answered in English, but did not know if she
understood me.

 


She sort of looked at me strange but said nothing else. She whispered something else to the
shaman
who looked
even more
irritated when
she did
so. The older
woman
walked straight up to the chief and they
talked shortly.
Then
they
both came up to me. She
started by saying,

 


“I will speak
for him.” I clearly
understood she would translate the best
she could for the
chief.

“Who are you?”.

 


“I am Patrick Coughey, from the United
States.” “Why are
you here?”

“I was
shipwrecked
here. I
don’t even know where ‘here’ is.” She ignored my attempt to understand where I was. She was
of a certain status within the tribe that was very clear to me. She was
allowed to talk to anyone and dressed
as if she held
a higher status. I thought it was
a fair question for me to ask where I was and who they
were.
The answer I
got was
not what
I had expected.

 


“We are the civilized people. You are in our home.” That
response left me wondering just how isolated these people
were.
She spoke English
but no one else seemed to understand nor care
to understand English.

 


“Can you help
me to
be found? I will be of no trouble and can assist you if will allow
me to
pitch

in here.”

 


“You have
been found. We are now trying
to decide what to do with you. I have met outsiders before but never has
there been
people
from the outside
on this island. People from
the outside do one of two things. They
are either gentle
and leave other civilized people in peace
or they are very
rude and
sometimes start fights with the civilized
people. Outsiders on other islands have
the reputation of not listening
to the civilized
people and destroying
things.
Our advisor suggests we
should not help
you. He suspects you might even be dangerous. We live in peace here and want
to be allowed to continue
to live in peace
without
disturbance
from more outsiders. You are here by an accident. You
may
be allowed to
stay.”

 


“Thank you.”, was
all I knew to say.
I understood her English well enough.

 


“The boys who found you tell us
there
are many broken items
on the beach
where you were
found.

You should not
travel.
We will bring to you
things we find which may help
you.”

 


“I appreciate your
kindness more than you may
realize. I
thought I was dead. I have no way to
repay
you.”
The chief
said something to me which sounded important. Then he looked at the
older woman to translate.

 


“You are welcome but you might wish you had been
lost. Life
on the islands and on this
island in
particular is
not easy. We spend
much of
our time growing or finding
the food we need to
survive.
You will be given a sort of nurse and assistant. My son asks that you learn to speak as
the civilized people speak. Your assistant is
responsible for teaching
you to
speak.”


I had
not noticed her
before but as the chief’s mother
finished translating the chief’s instructions,
she gently led a young woman who was moderately
dressed from
behind where she
was standing to in front of her. I understood without being
told
she was my nurse/teacher. I nodded and looked into the face of the girl/young woman who had been presented to me. She simply
grasped
me by the hand to help
stand and led me
off to
one of the huts
near the forest
on the
edge of the compound.

 


I had
fallen on good fortune. I
was lucky to survive the
shipwreck
and the
subsequent events after. I could have
easily drowned
or died
from exposure on the beach. I was
hurt and almost helpless but these „civilized
people‟ were
treating me very
well.
My nurse
showed me a mat like
bed and I laid down hoping for a
long sleep. She smiled at me but was
not content to let me sleep immediately.
She looked me all over, and I do mean
all over, then she started to clean
my worst injuries. I cringed
when she touched a
spot which hurt more than most. She also
noted the mess
I had made of my
feet.
She poked at
the blisters but left
them alone. I tried
to be
a good patient
but I was
exhausted.
She finally let me
sleep.

 


I woke
up and it was
dark. I had
to think, yes,
I was in a native
village
and my life
was in their
hands.
My nurse was
missing but I discovered
she had
left me some sandals. She knew
my feet
were
not ready for
the forest without protection. These people grew up without ever
wearing shoes but knew
sandals. The chief’s
mother
had seen outsiders
and learned
English from
them. She most likely
had been a peace offering to solidify
the stability between
island communities. This island had
contact with other islands which had contact with the outside world. I
hoped
they would eventually help me to get
to an island
which foreign travelers
visited. There in was my
hope for
rescue.
I may get
home
in one piece someday.

 


The chief’s mother
had mentioned having usable salvage brought to me from the ship. What was
left?
We were
on a peaceful mission sponsored by
the church. This was a
mission trip, nothing
more.
Yes, it was
just after the American Civil War.
I had fought in that bloody mess. I was
with Sherman
when he burned Atlanta. I
felt the pain
and heart break of the people we terrorized into
submission. We fought to save the Union. They had fought for their
families; their property;
and their
very lives.
I did
feel guilty from
time to time. Even before
I learned
my family had
been killed in a house fire, I felt
we had gone too far. The irony was
not lost
on me.
We had
burned our way to the sea trying to make those proud people submit to surrender
at the same time
my family
perished in a fire. I had lost everything.
We kept
the Union
but at what cost? The church
was
looking for volunteers and I needed
time to get
my life
back together.
I signed
up to
help bring the Word of God to far
away peoples. The
South
Pacific and around into the beginning of
the Indian
Ocean, many
native
peoples were just beginning to be known by the outside world.
The church
was offering them salvation. In helping the native
cultures learn about God, I was to
be regaining my peace of mind.

 


That had
been my
thought anyway. Now I knew I
was lucky to be alive
but also wondered if I would see
Maryland again. Did I even want
to go back?
I had left
because nothing was
left to keep me there.
Did I
care if these people would not help
me find
a way home? I slipped
on the
sandals and walked
outside.
Dawn would be soon
and I was feeling much better
with the
sleep. I did have
new sandals but
would need
a change of clothes. I thought
about my army training and


reflected on the Indian scouts who had
trained us to survive without rations.
How little did I know
that training might be a
God send half
way around the world? The culture
which had saved
me was self-sufficient but I could teach them things they
could
use. Was
that ethical? Should
someone from the nineteen
century thrust the whole modern world onto a people who did not
know nor care which century they
were in?

 


In the dark
I could see several
crates from the ship on the ground behind the hut in which I had
been
sleeping. True to their word, they brought everything
they felt could be salvaged. I smiled to myself
and hoped some of my
personal belongings had
been found. Only
then did I
wonder if
there
were any
dangerous animals
on the
island. It was
a big
island. We spent the better
part of a
night
trying to escape it.
I was the only survivor; that I knew about. Where on this island were those infamous cliffs? Where
was the cave in which the ship sank? I thought about the captain,
the crew
and all my fellow passengers. I would have to put those thoughts behind me. I
intended to keep on surviving.

 


I went
back to the hut just as the sun came up. I sat
on my mat and waited for my
nurse
to arrive. My part of the deal
was to learn their language.
I did
not know
what language it was. I would have to learn like
a baby, by association. As I was wondering
how to say
„hello‟
my assistant appeared in the doorway.
She smiled at me and saw
I had found her sandals. I said „Thank
you‟, but it was no use. She looked at me when I
spoke
but only
continued with her duties. She checked my wounds and studied
my feet. It had only
been a
long night
but I
must have passed
inspection. She smiled again, she could tell
I had been out
walking around on my own.

 


She pointed
to the mat I had slept on and slowly said a word. It must have been
their word
for

‘bed’. I
repeated it the best
I heard
it. She nodded and said
the word
again. I repeated it again.
On and
on I was
taught
their language. It took time
but I
was able to say
simple things to other tribe members as time went
by. They
were
always patient and would smile and correct my pronunciation at times.

 


I healed well and my nurse was only
my assistant now. I asked to talk to the chief. It had
been some time since he had
seen me and I believe
he wanted to check on my progress. I was
led to
his hut and my assistant went in first. She stuck her head
out and motioned for me to enter. I had
not been in any of the larger hut before. Only
the ranking members of the tribe
lived
in these. The chief had
the largest
and the most central hut. He sat
in front of a small fire. I thought
of the
Indian
scouts who had trained me.

 


I said
good morning the best
I could and he nodded.
He asked me in their language
how I was
feeling. I
told him very well.
He seemed pleased
I was using their language.
His mother
was present. She asked me in English
if I had
found anything
useful
in the
materials brought
up from the beach. I told
her yes and thank you very
much. Some of my personal clothes had
survived and I had found other clothes which I
could
use. There were some small weapons but I had put
them aside. I did not need
them here.
My religious material
had survived including a case
of bibles.
I had a small
one with me and
held
it up
explaining
this was
the reason
for
my trip.


They did not mind
the bible and shook their heads. I
explained as
the chief’s
mother
translated. I
waited for them to ask me what was
really on their minds. After a pause and some stirring of the
fire,
they asked me about the ship and how we had come so far form
our homes. I told them about
the world of sailing ships and how the world’s oceans had been
explored and mapped. In the
name
of God we had set
out on
a mission to find and help people such as them. The chief laughed
at this. How could we help them? I was
the one
needing their help. I had expected this and had
brought a knife and a flint with me just for this purpose.
I did
not know
how they
started
their fires here or
if they had
happened across a wildfire and brought
the fire back with them and always
kept
at least a small fire burning at all times. I was guessing they
could
have done it either
way but could not know about flint and
steel.

 


I gathered
the small
fire materials I needed
from their supply on the
side of
the hut.
I cleared
a small space in front of the chief and proceeded
to build small fire. Using dry
moss and
shredded leaves, I was able to light my fire with the flint and steel (my
knife)
without too
much difficulty. The chief smiled and
nodded his
head.
I might
have
contributions
to his
people
after all.

 


I had
not noticed but while I had been
lighting
my fire, the chief’s mother
had picked up my small
bible
and was
studying it.
Could she
possibly
read?
To my surprise
she had a
basic reading
level. I found out later the British had set
up a small whaling resupply station on her
native
island. Out
of boredom the British sailors
had taught
her English and shared the few books they had with her. She was
young then and
knew they were
being
nice to
have the company of the young woman about. She had been
of high status on her
island and knew
if any trouble happened it would be
dealt
with most seriously.

 


She saw me watching her
read my bible and smiled
and put it down. My progress had
met the
chief’s approval
and he knew I
must have
other knowledge he could use. I asked
if I could travel
around
the island to see where they hunted and farmed their bitter but edible potato like roots. He agreed. The
chief’s mother
followed me outside as I
was dismissed.
She asked me if she could
read my bible some more.
I said of course. I told
her there was
a whole
case of bibles behind my
hut.

 


I gave her
my bible, knowing she would return it.
I then
asked
my assistant to show me the
farming fields, to give me the cheap
tour so
to speak. She was happy
to do so. She told
me I would
not need her
help for much longer.
I still felt
their language
was hard and I had a
lot to
learn
still.
She laughed
and said who does not?

 


I liked
my sandals and would not go beyond the compound without them. My assistant allowed me to retrieve them before she led me out into
the jungle. I
remembered from, that terrible night of the shipwreck
this island was
large and had
greater altitude than I was
seeing
around
the village and the beach. As we walked down a trail I noted we were
entering a
small valley which
narrowed and increased in height as we went. After a
short distance the little valley opened
into a large clearing
with small,
mountain like
hills in the background. A creek
ran by
the clearing on
one of its
perimeters with the hills. A few small ponds could be seen
in this area I
will call the
farm.
I saw rows
of uniform
plants with
large leaves. I pointed
at the crops
and my guide pulled


one out of the ground showing me the large
potato like central root the plant had on it. She then carefully replanted the plant. Food could
not be wasted
here.

 


I asked
her if they
hunted
and fished here. She said
of course. They were a
people of the sea and lived off
of its bounty. There were animals
on the
island. They eat
some of the small rodent animals
and a few of the birds. There was a
larger cat like
animal
they feared and would not hunt. I tried
to get her
to tell
me more
about
this animal but she refused. She told
me we
had seen
enough for now.
She would show me their fishing ponds later after
we had eaten and rested.

 


I was
thinking about how to approach my original mission, after all God would want
these people
to know the word of God. These people lived like
Adam and Eve but had never
been expelled
from
the Garden of Eden. Could they possibly
know evil the way
the outside world knew
evil. I
had
to remind myself
there was no real utopia. They
struggled to survive and feared a
large animal on their island. The chief’s mother was
from another island. Inter-culture marriage was not uncommon to settle
wars, other disputes and to solidify
peace
agreements. They knew evil. They were at peace.
Did I have
the right to
disturb that in
any
way?

 


We got back to the village and the chief’s mother was
looking
for me. She asked me what was
my roll
on the
mission trip. I told her
I was one of the lay
person
missionaries. She smiled at me and wanted to talk more later.
I wondered
what else had the British taught
the old
lady? Was
this the reason I had
survived?
Did God want me to introduce Christianity to the island?

 


The chief saw
me talking to his mother and walked
up as we finished talking. He asked
me how
I had enjoyed
my tour.
I told him it was
interesting. He asked if I knew about farming in my home country.
I told him yes, of course, I had
a large
garden
at home before the war from
which we put
up enough for us and many
of our neighbors for the whole winter. I
began
to see the method to
the chief’s ways.
He had
allowed me to see
the farm on purpose. He wanted my help to increase their yield and maybe to show them what else they
could
grow. There
was
some food stuffs which
had
survived the
shipwreck. I wondered if any
of the
corn was still viable enough
to grow.

 


After lunch and a short nap, I dug through the remains of the ship stores which had made it as far
as my hut. I did find some dried corn, tied together
in the
usual manner, in amongst the cookware.
Lucky
for me
our
cook had his
private
stash. I
showed
the corn
to the chief
and he
smiled.

 


I was
able to show them to use irrigation more effectively
and fashioned crude hoes so they could get
the weeds out of their crop. I was allowed a
small piece of
ground
to test
my corn seed. To my delight it did grow. The chief’s plan of allowing me to help
would pay off
with huge dividends.

 


The chief’s mother
talked about scripture and Christ with me. I was
more than happy
to discuss
her
interests. I
did feel a twang
of guilt I
did not introduce the wonders of Christ to the rest
of the tribe. I would
have time for that later. I was quite busy with my farming pursuits. All was
going well and the thought I should be trying
to find
a way to another island so I could go home faded. Was
this my
home now?
I had started looking
at the young
women with more than a passing interest. Could I begin
my life
again here?
I was struggling with these conflicting
goals when
it


happened. The animal they feared had
killed a small child
playing on the edge of the compound. Never had
the animal come so close to the village before.

 


I thought of the small cache
of weapons brought up from the ship. I had put them aside since they
were
not needed here.
I told the chief I may
be able to help them with their problem animal.
He looked surprised at me and asked how. I showed him one of the muzzleloaders
which was
still in its shipping grate. I produced a lead
ball from the pile I
had hidden. He added two and two together
quickly.
He did
not understand it but got the idea the ball could be fired
from the rifle.
He warned me the cat
was crafty
and may
get the best
of me.
I understood. He said the
cat usually lived in the mountains far from
the compound. He would send
two warriors with me to guide me and help me track the
killer.

 


The next day
we set
out early.
I had enough
powder
for several shots. I secretly
knew
if I did not kill it with one
shot the
animal
would have
a chance
to kill me. There would be only
one shot.
We tracked the
animal
back into the hills. There was
a cave high
up which
would be
perfect for
such an
animal.
I dared not
enter the
cave but did set
up an
ambush for
the beast outside of its
lair. Why had
it ventured so far from its
normal hunting grounds? The usual was
an animal
became dangerous when it was old or hurt. I did not care.
If I was able to rid the tribe of this menace they would be eternally crateful
and I might be able to ask them to let me go home.

 


I had
been trained by an
American Indian so I knew
not to
let my scent linger in the area.
I sent my two guides back
to the
village.
They were happy
to leave.
I was left
alone
with my thoughts and a large
cat which now had a
reason to hunt people. I knew
if I was
discovered the animal would circle behind me in its
own attempt at an ambush. Aware of this
I kept scanning the trees behind me.
I waited
for hours
and it
grew hot.

 


I had
water
with me
but the sweat was
starting to get
into my
eyes. As I wiped the sweat
from my
face yet
again I scanned the trees behind me again and there it was.
Sure enough, I
was
discovered,
maybe because I was
sweating so much but now I was on the defensive. I kept
an eye
on it and as slowly as
possible began to move the barrel of my rifle toward the animal. I almost got to the
point I could take proper aim,
almost.

 


The cat
must have
sensed
the danger
and pounced from its
position behind me. I had to move quickly and get
a shot off. Time sort of slowed down. I was
able to get
the muzzle in the direction of the cat as it soared toward me. I sort of aimed and
pulled the
trigger. No miss fires
thank goodness, the 45 caliber muzzleloader did not fail
to fire. I
had
tried to aim center mass on the cat but it was
moving so quickly,
I had no real
idea exactly where
my shot would go. It dropped lifelessly at
my feet. The only possible shot which would save
me a mauling was a
kill shot. I must have
split its heart into. I felt so much relief I
had no description
for the
feeling
I had when I
saw the cat fall
dead at my feet.

 


I had
brushed death
again
and lived.
God Himself must want me to live,
is all I could think and I
laid there staring
at the cat for some minutes. The tribe would not believe me if I did not show them the dead cat so I tied
a sort
of rope
around
its feet
and began
to drag
it out of the mountains.
I had heard about the cats
of South America but did not expect such and animal
on my mission


trip. I was very
glad the
people who had
planned for the trip had prepared
for the
worst, the unknown.
I would
keep the muzzleloader in my hut for now on. The cat
was heavy and I was almost out of water.

 


The evening breeze
picked up and I felt my second wind. I was
able to make steady progress and
made the village as darkness fell.
It had
taken all day
but my effort
had not been
in vain. The chief himself ran
out to
meet me. The
expression on his face said
it all.
I would be treated differently from
now on. No more children
would die because of this cat. I had earned
my
position
in the
tribe. I
was one of them now. I was
glad the day was over. I wanted something to eat and to go to bed. I could wait until tomorrow
to find
out the verdict of the tribe to my success.

 


I had
only really
wanted
help traveling
to another
island so I could find passage
home when
outsiders
did visit. Yes, I had entertained ideas of staying
but I
would eventually
miss
the modern
world.
When the chief
summoned
me the
next day
it was not early.
They had
let me
sleep in
peace.
I went straight
away still in the mind set
I was a
lowly visitor and needed
to show
my respect all the time. The chief was still as excited as he had been
the evening
before.
I understood the basics of their language but he had
his mother
translate into English
again. He told me I had done the tribe a great
service and my
reward
was to be granted a high position within the tribe, second only to the shaman (who strangely was
not present). I was to be a sort
of advisor. I could do that. They were teaching me what they
knew and I enjoyed
teaching them what
I thought
they could
use.

 


I was
given
a large hut on the courtyard
and treated like
a junior chief by the rest of the tribe. I taught them
snares and traps
so if
another dangerous
animal came about they would be able to stop it themselves. They did not ask about the muzzleloader
and I did not show it nor explain it to them. I kept it in my new
hut and left the rest of the ship’s weapons well
hidden in
the woods
behind
my old
hut. My old nurse and assistant was
much more
talkative with me and it did seem
she was flirting a very „civilized‟ way. They
knew I was
alone.
I had only paid
casual
notice to
the women on the island.
I did
not need the trouble of a jealous tribal member. The chief’s
mother
still quizzed me about scripture and sometimes we had
lively discussions. No other tribal
member
ever bothered and
I did not
press the issue.

 


Yes, I had been
sent here
to teach the bible but my real thought now was
continued survival and
passage home. The chief showed he liked
me and I never
saw the shaman any more.
One day the chief asked me if I wished a woman for my own. I explained marriage
and also told
him I had
lost my wife and family
before
I left my home. He explained all man and woman agreements were
approved only
by him.
They
could
have only one mate. It
did seem
to me
they had a
sort of
marriage arrangement without the paperwork
or the
minister. I told him I was
interested but it might
be difficult if I went
home. He
looked shocked and told
me this was
my home
now. I
told him I was
sorry and meant no offense. He smiled and told
me he
understood. His mother sometimes still missed her
home island
and she had been on this island since
before
he had been
born.

 


Things started to change
after the ‘marriage’
discussion with
the chief. More young women

stopped to talk to me and
offered
to show
me parts of the island I had not
visited yet. The chief


said nothing so he knew
and approved. I slowly forget
I was anything but one of them. I knew
the shaman was
jealous of me and that is why he hid out in the mountains most of the time now. I chose a „wife‟
who was none else than my original
nurse. She beamed with pride when I
asked
her
if she
wanted to be mine.
That was the closest thing we had to an engagement. She immediately ran
to the
chief
to ask his permission. The chief agreed
with a huge smile. He told me this
was to be a time
a celebration. His mother talked to me less about the bible and more about the future here
on the
island. I wondered who the parents of my betrothed were. She seemed to understand and led
me to the chief.

 


He understood
the situation and explained
she was his niece. Her
parents had both been
killed
in a storm. They
had been
fishing and were not able to get
back to shore before
they were
lost in
a raging sea. She never
mentioned the
tragedy.
The chief
had finished raising her as his own daughter.
I had no idea. In a
way I would the
chief’s
son-in-law. They
had
no sense
of ‘in-laws’.
I would be
considered
a son
to the
chief. No one protested, not even
the shaman who did visit after
the „wedding‟ agreement
was made
known.

 


I had
to think. I asked permission to go into the mountains to pray before the wedding celebration. They understood the spiritual
world and gladly allowed
me to
go. Was
I betraying
my mission to
these people? Did I care
anymore? If I
raised a family here
would I
ever want
to go back to what
had
been my
home? I
never
met any children of the chief. Would I be considered the heir to the chief’s position? Did I want to lead this
primitive people? They had
taken
me in.
They had accepted me as one of
their own. They did
not care I
was white and
taller
than most of
them.

 


The chief had
no children and
he was tired
of trying
to have
a family
of his own. He wanted grandchildren and his mother approved. The „wedding‟ was
a great
feast.
I talked to the shaman more who did confide in me. He was
the holder of the gathered knowledge from these people. He
would have been
the equivalent of a PhD in the U.S. He had
a broad and
wide knowledge of all the natural things on the island and practiced a
spirituality
something akin to the American Indians. All things in nature had their place and could teach man things.
He felt related to everything he saw. I spent many hours
talking
to him
which he seemed to enjoy.

 


My bride enjoyed her
new position in the tribe very much. She had been a
sort of
a left out person since her
parents had died. The tribe had let her be because
of her relationship to the chief. Now she was
important. She would be wife of the next
chief. This
thought
still did not
set
right with me. I discussed it one day
with the
chief. He told me whenever I
felt ready I
could
take over. He was tired and wanted
to spend
more time with his mother and not to worry
about
the tribe.

 


So there it was. I could be chief for only the asking and no one would protest. I
talked
at length with my wife
about
this and she encouraged me to take the position. I had skinned the old cat I had killed and hung it in my hut. The cat had
been my
ticket into
this situation. I wondered why
no other large animal
came around. I was
told the cat population was small and it avoided the tribe most of the time. One day after
staring
at the cat
hide in
my hut for a long time
I decided to
stay
and take
the position of chief. I
had forgotten the reason for my mission and the old chief’s mother did not ask me biblical
questions
anymore.


After I made up my
mind I
went to the old chief’s mother
and asked her
opinion of my situation. She looked sad but told me it was
the best thing for the tribe. I did not understand her
sadness for a long
time. I went
to the old chief
and told
him I
was ready
to take his job. He could retire. He
laughed
at the word I
used but
called
the whole tribe together to announce the news. They accepted me as chief whole
heartedly.

 


Time went
by. I did have two sons. The old chief’s
mother
was happy with the „great- grandchildren‟. She never
spoke to me in English
anymore.
I had gone completely
native.
I did not
wear the sandals anymore, even when
I was in the mountains. I was
content
and had
forgotten
about
the outside world. We could not be left
undisturbed
forever.
That was my only real
worry.
How would I or
the tribe react to outsiders they
had no control over? It would happen
one day.
Maybe
some sort
of search party
would come someday trying
to understand the loss of the
General
Grant.

 


I asked
the old
chief
about my concerns. He secretly admitted
he worried
about
the same thing.
His mother was
proof outsiders had
visited close to here
long ago. I was proof the outside knew about the island. He told me he was
grateful he had
not banished me to my fate when I
had been found. We agreed we needed a plan
to protect the tribe for the eventuality of the
outsiders
we both feared now.

 


I thought about the weapons cache I had
hidden behind my old hut but decided those would do
this
culture more harm
than
good.
I don’t think I realized it at the time
but my
association
with the
tribe was changing me more than I would have
recognized.
I began
to appreciate the
native
spiritualism
the shaman and I discussed at
length. I
did not
want to make this culture a
true warrior culture. They
had the right to be left alone as much as possible. My presence here,
however
beneficial
it may
be to
them in
the short
run, was
almost certainly a disruption in the long term. It was
unavoidable. I
could
not divorce myself
from who I
was.
The best method, for them to survive outside influence
of any kind, was
to be the best
native
culture they could be as if I was not here.

 


I turned to the shaman for help. He suggested I follow him into the mountains for a few
days. I asked the old chief to maintain
things
while I
was gone
and made
ready to go with the shaman. My wife was
unconcerned.
I had left
and come back
before. I
found it
strange
the old
chief’s mother was
the most
upset I
was
taking the course I
had
chosen.
When I
asked
her to explain she refused to discuss it.
When I pressed her she began to
cry
which drove
a stake
through my heart to
see
the old lady cry. I
let the
subject drop but
wondered
what had been
so serious an issue to her.

 


The shaman and I left before
dawn. He took me straight up into the mountains. It would be cold
here
at night. I brought the old
cat’s hide for
that
purpose.
I had never
liked to
be cold.
I intended
to use the
hide as a
blanket
and a coat
if need be.
The shaman looked surprised when
I brought it along. He said
nothing.
I had taken short trips into
the mountains of the interior of the island but
never
more than a few hours at a
time. I did not know the true environment here.
This was
not like down near
the coast.
Weather changed quicker
and was
more like the States than I wanted
now.


We made camp
with a
small
lean-to
sort of
wind break. We both knew
the elements. Yes,
the shaman was
more comfortable here
than I
was. He began
telling
me why he brought me up here.
He had enjoyed telling be about their spiritualism but I must experience
it first hand
to truly
understand it. If I
wanted to help the tribe be the best tribe they could be I must take what he called a
spirit journey. Somehow the Christian in me did not complain. I had
to do
what was best
for the tribe after
all, didn’t I?

 


He made
me make
a small clearing
on a ledge where
I could see for miles and the sea in the distance.
I was to stay here
without water or food until the vision came to me. It did not matter
how long it would take. I
would have
to stay in that one spot sleeping,
meditating when
I was awake and ignoring the elements. He left
me with a smile.

 


I did not know what to think about what I
had
gotten myself
into but there was no turning back
now. I only
sat there trying to clear
my mind
of my worries
and concerns.
The tribe
had existed
without me long before I
had come here. Was
I to be
their answer to continued
existence after the
long feared outside influence
came? It did rain
from time
to time and I only
had the cat
hide to
protect me from
the cold and elements. I began to see
the cat and its
skin differently. I
had
seen other large foot
prints here but never another cat. I
had
killed the
old cat to save
the tribes children from its
menace. But had
I done
the cat itself
a favor? I began to see the cat as
my brother who had given me its life
so I could fully join the
tribe. It had
sacrificed itself
for the good of the tribe, indeed the good of the whole
island.

 


I knew I
was slipping when I
thought this
way but I was
supposed to see
a vision. I saw nothing so I
stayed
put. The
cat came to me in a dream
and talked to me. Now I knew I
was in trouble. How many days had
it been? I had no idea.
The cat told
me we
both were
one. He wanted me to end its suffering because it was old and did not want to kill the child
but could not catch anything
else any
more. It had
felt bad for stocking me but knew
nothing else. That was
its nature. It had to
obey
its nature.

 


I understood and told the cat I too was sorry for killing
it.
I had felt
its pain as it died at my feet. I did think to ask the cat why I
was here. He told
me another was
coming
and he had to go but not
to feel
bad about
killing it
any
more.
I woke up
in a sweat. It was
almost dawn. What other could possibly come? I tried not to worry
about
it but
knew I was
close
to the
answer. I had to know how to help the tribe survive.

 


I drifted as the day
wore on. I saw the view before
me fade in and out. If I
died here on this quest for knowledge I
would die content. I had fulfilled my
mission to help
this tribe. I did fade
into a sort of sleep. I don’t know
if I was
sitting
up or
lying down. I did see
a bright light and knew
my eyes were
closed
or I thought
my eyes were
closed. Was
this why I was
here?
I saw a
large
white figure coming towards me
but I had no fear of it. I
could
make out
no features but he told me he was the creator. Was this
God? I had
completely let go. I was
only watching as the figure
explained the future was inevitable. I would have to teach the tribe to live in the mountains as
well
as the coastal plain. If outsiders
came we were
not to
interfere
with them.
We should hide and live
in the
mountains of the central island
until
they left. I asked
him who
he was besides the creator.
He told me I knew. He grabbed me by the hand and his touch felt warm. At his touch I


was at complete
peace. Yes,
this is why
I had come. I knew now what to do. He left me with a
wave.

 


I came
out of
my trance
like state with
all the excitement of a small child
on Christmas morning. I
ran
to the
shaman who was
near the shelter
building a fire. I
tried to slow down and blurted out
what
I had seen.
He was surprised
but very pleased.

 


We started to pack up but I would need
to recover
before
we returned to the village. He cooked for me and told me to sit still. I
ate as
much as he would give me. He would not tell me how long I had
been out on the ledge.
After what seemed like a great
amount
of food I
slept dreamlessly in the
shelter.
It was the next day before
I woke up.

 


The shaman smiled and told
me it
was time to go. I put on my cat skin proudly and all but marched out of the
mountains. I could not wait
to tell
the old
chief
what I had
seen and been told. We did get
back around sunset the old chief said he had seen
us coming and
was waiting for me. I sat and told
him everything. He was most pleased. He himself had
thought
about
a retreat in the mountains but knew
it would
be harder to live up there
so had ignored the idea. Now he
did admit the
solution told to
me was the
only
real option. When I
was ready, fully recovered from by vision
journey, we
would go
up into the mountains and find a reasonable place
to go
if we
had
to retreat from the coast.

 


The old chief’s mother saw
me wearing
the cat skin and looked away.
I don’t
know what
was bothering her but did not ask this time. My wife was
so proud of me she could burst with pride. She
had
liked
the mountains her whole life and would welcome a chance to live up there
if we
had to
move. It was
settled. The whole tribe knew the
plan.
I was seen as some
sort of savior
and had not
done anything really. We only
had a plan
now
that
is all.

 


My plan would not come too soon. We had
cleared
a place high
in the
mountains and began
to build huts up there. We still lived in the original place when
they were
spotted out at sea. A large
sailing
ship with many
masts could be seen
coming in our general direction. The shaman had seen
it first because he was
in the
mountains at the time. He did give us enough time to make ready to leave. Why
I did not
leave right away I
will never
know. I
sent
about
half the tribe up taking all the children with them. They
would take the
longest
time getting
there and out of ‘harm’s
way’.

 


Maybe I
was curious about the strangers coming to visit the island. Maybe
somewhere down in my subconscious I wanted
to be
„found‟ and taken home, the home I had
left. I just did not know. A few of the men stayed
with me.
I did
not ask them to stay.
I told the rest of the tribe to leave and most of them did leave.
The old
chief looked sadly at me and went with the last group. I did not
notice
at the time but
his mother
stayed
in her hut. She was not leaving.

 


I was
going
to make it easy
for the
strangers to find me. I was
going
down on the beach to greet
them. I told
the men
who stayed to stay hidden. If they
found me
it would be ok. If they
were spotted they would give away
the secret
people lived here.
They understood. I got comfortable and just sat there on an old palm
log waiting for the ship to
launch
its small boats and for them to come to shore.


They were American. I could make out the flag
on the
ship as it approached for an anchorage. Two boats were launched. I heard
my „guard‟ go further into
the woods.
They had listened to me.
I was content all would be fine. The outsiders
would look
around; maybe
find an old village but
nothing
else.
I could tell them I had
found the
village empty when
I got here. How long had
it been? My boys were
beginning
to roam around in the woods by themselves.
Time was
not an issue here. I
still
remembered it had
been 1866 when
I was shipwrecked here.
I had no idea
what year it was
now.

 


The boats came ashore and I let them get
out of
the boats before I
tried to
go speak to them. I had no weapons. I was
not threatening
in any manner. When one of the sailors saw
me there was a
lot of shouting
and they
pointed some weapons at me. I stopped and held up my hands. I knew the
men behind me saw all what
was going
on. I
knew they
must not be seen.
I did
not want to give
them any idea I
was in need of their help. My whole
plan
counted on
nothing
going wrong.

 


Well, something always
goes wrong. One
of the young
sailors
with a
weapon slipped
and his rifle went off
hitting
me in the
leg. It
was a grazing
shot,
in and out. I did shout in pain
and dropped to one knee. That is all it took. My guard came running out
of their hiding places. Some were
killed
instantly.
A few
did manage to get to the sailors
on the
beach. One was
killed outright with a stone like
knife. I had
showed these people how to make them. I had
meant them for hunting and cooking. The tribe understood what
they could be used for immediately. Only
two of
my guard survived the exchange. The sailors overwhelmed the one still standing and one had been
shot but would
survive. I
would have
run to
the one
shot and bleeding
on the ground but my leg would not let me run.

 


The officer in the bunch had understood I was
there to talk but all had happened too
fast for him to stop. He came
up to me and spoke a greeting in English. I answered in English but it was
hard for me. He asked me who I was
I and I told
him. He knew
the list of people who had been
on the
General
Grant and looked quite shocked I was
still alive.
I asked him what year it was. He told me
1874. I had
been on the island for eight years.

 


The gun fire
had been heard by the old chief’s
mother.
She chose the most inopportune time to come to the beach. Most of the men who had stayed
with me
were dead. I was
bleeding and my wounds were being
tended to and the one capable tribe member caught
was strongly tied to the side of one of the beached
boats. He
knew not to complain but
his
expression
was pure
anger.

 


She spoke to the men in English. As she had done me she asked if they
were British. The officer
said
no that
they were
Americans. She looked sad
but asked if they
had a minister on board. When the officer told
her yes, her
expression was pure joy.
I later learned
her one hope before dying
was to be baptized. I never
knew. Was I
guilty
of not
spreading the Word
of God
as had
been
my mission? I
felt sick. I thought I had done
my best
for the
tribe. The tribe would live out
of reach
as I had planned but the sailors
knew
where there
were some native people
there
had to be more. Had I
failed? I had to believe no.

 


 

I had
no choice but to be ‘rescued’. My two alive tribal members were
treated like
prisoners until

I begged for their release.
The old
lady was treated like
a visiting queen
on board. She did not


resist going with the crew. She had
no idea
where we were
going and did
not care. I
would be
questioned
at length. I felt
like they would blame me for the loss of the General
Grant because I
had
survived. I had gone native
to survive
but they
still
watched me as if I was born native. What had I
accomplished?

 


I would
see Maryland again and go back to the same church
which had
sent me on the
mission. I only told
my whole story in confession. I would always
feel the quilt. I would never be able to see my family on the island
again. In fact
I had lost
two families
in ten
years. I was stronger
now and would not try to escape the
pain
this time.

 


I did keep the old cat skin
and it hangs on my
wall today. He was
my brother the cat. How would I explain that to anyone here? I
will close this
story thinking I must find the Native Americans who
still
lived
here
on the continent. I had a
wonderful
story
to tell them.

 



*****************************************************************************


If you liked Dare
To Dream, I
have included various styles
here for you. This work, however, did
not evolve
over several years. It was written in a matter of months as an intended sequel
to Dare To Dream. The stories are here. The
philosophy is here.
Of course the Christian backbone is
here.

 


Have you ever felt
like giving up? Heaven knows I have. I
will let
you in on a few secrets
which have kept me going, beyond faith
in God
and scripture; I have
always admired
the greats. I am referring to the masters of literature. They have had
words which humbled me and made me want to keep
trying.
The list of works I love and have
depended
on during those dark, lonely nights is too great to even
be considered here. I
have chosen two which are outstanding and have filled me
with hope for different
reasons.

 


The first by Edmund Vance
Cooke explains itself and I will not try to add or detract from it by any comment of
mine now. Enjoy it as I
have for years.


How Did You Die?

 


Edmund
Vance
Cooke

 


 


 


 


Did you
tackle
that trouble that
came your way

With a resolute heart
and cheerful?
Or hide
your face from the light of day

With a craven soul and fearful?

Oh, a trouble’s a ton, or a trouble’s an ounce,

Or a trouble is what
you make
it.

And it isn’t the fact
that you’re hurt that counts,

But only how did you take it?

 


You are beaten to earth? Well, well, what’s
that?

Come
up with a smiling face.

It’s nothing against you to fall
down flat,

But to lie
there – that’s disgrace.

The harder you’re thrown,
why the higher you bounce;

Be proud of your
blackened eye!

It isn’t the fact that you’re licked that
counts; It’s how did you
fight and why?

 


And though you
be done to the death, what then?

If you
battled the
best you
could;

If you
played your part in the
world
of men,
Why the Critic will
call it
good.

Death comes with a crawl, or comes
with a pounce,

And whether he’s
slow or spry,

It isn’t that fact
that you’re dead that counts,

But only how did you die?


 


Now the second
one
I have chosen for
your pleasure is of
a different sort. It is hard to explain
why I
admire
it. Have you ever felt
like you were not part
of the
crowd and not appreciated by the
crowd you so loyally served? I too often have been
in those
shoes. I
have loved the people and organizations I have
tried to serve. They
have not always loved me in return. I have
felt like the
loyal
dog who is sometimes beaten by his master
but always
fed by
him. How do you express a
deep
seeded
pain from wounds which sometimes don’t heal but you still must keep them hidden?
Like Lancelot in Camelot, I have carried
the wounds of a warrior not inflicted on myself,
but by the ones whom I have
served. I have wished to be able to let those „masters‟ know how deeply they have
wounded me but have
not had the courage nor the words to do so. In The Fool’s Prayer I
have found solace.


THE FOOL'S PRAYER

Edward
Rowland
Sill
(1841-1887)

 


 


 




 


Right Choices

 


 


 


 


“Master please speak to us about doing what
is right and explain what is meant by „The
ends
justify
the means‟”.

 


He was a
good student and the question was a
fair
question. How do you follow the right path and not make choices which are contrary to who we are and what
all we hold dear
and believe? I
sat and thought about this
question for a while because I did not want to give a half
answer nor leave the
impression
parts of
the question were
not important. I began
by saying:

 


“Do you know
the term the „Golden Rule‟?”.
Yes, was their answer. The
definitions I got were down the line of, “The Golden Rule states do onto others as
you would have
others
do onto
you.”. Put in other words,
treat others
as you
want
to be
treated.

 


“Correct.
I believe
the heart of your question is can we do evil in an attempt to do a greater good?”

 


They nodded in the affirmative.
I could not answer „no‟ and move on to other topics. The

question had been asked
for a
reason.

 


I said, “You are
not the same
person you see yourself as compared
to which others perceive you to
be.
Most people do not know you in any great detail. In fact
to the
casual
observer
the only
piece of information they may
have to tell them who you are is the current
time. A spotless soul can
become
a complete and total fraud with the slightest wrong committed. Then
your witness to the truth
would be ruined.”

 


I asked, “What
did Christ command of all of us?”. They
were able to repeat
the two greatest commandments. I smiled
and said
yes, they were correct.
I finished
by saying,
“Can you love
your neighbor and commit evil towards
him even
if you think the end result will be a greater
good?”.
They understood and there was silence.
I hoped they
would change what
they had planned to do. I believe
the silence meant they would.


Soldiers
of Christ

 


 


 


 


When
I was confirmed some people called us Soldiers of Christ. That
seemed strange
to me.
Did God need
soldiers? Was
He building an army? Of course we are talking soldiers
in the
spiritual sense. Make
no mistake about it;
we are in a type
of spiritual
warfare. Never
in my lifetime has
the church been under so many
different
attacks from so many different
sources.
Evil knows
we are the physical body of Christ here
on earth. Evil knows scripture. Evil knows Christ is Lord
and rejected Him.
Anything
associated with
Christ is
subject to attack.

 


Christ warned
us we would be subject to persecution. No one is better than the Master and evil
influenced
people to kill
Him. We are the one constant in an ever faster
changing world. We do
not define who we are by polls, the latest news, or moral trends of the day.
A word used today is Relativism. I will get
back to that. They
also use the word
enlightened. The French went
through a terrible period called
the Enlightenment. Today many people in the
world and in this
country see themselves as being
„enlightened‟.
They portray
the church as outdated and out of touch.
We are in the way
of their objectives, their goals
and their vision of what
they think the world should be.

 


We are not of this world.
We live
in this world. The evil in the world, which actually
does
rule this world, sees us as an
obstacle. This is why
we come into
conflict to the ever changing vision the rulers of this
world have for it. Picture a strong light house in the midst of a raging storm. Remember Christ called
us the
light of the world. Evil loves the darkness, the confusion created by the darkness and hates the light. We illuminate the actions of those who want
their deeds hidden. We unify the world. They operate by divide and conquer. They
pit everyone
against everyone. A
recent development
is they make victims of the accused. The victims get
lost or worse somehow
blamed
for the
evil perpetrated on them.

 


Soldiers of Christ, indeed we all are. Be
brave.
Have courage.
This spiritual war
is grueling; but
remember, the outcome is known. We all have
our parts to play
but the
Master has already won the
victory
for us.

 


I call
it a war.
Yes, there are victims, casualties of this war.
One of the brightest lights of the modern era was
the late
Pope John Paul
II. He survived an assassination attempt on his life. We would have
lost a great pope. Divine intervention saw
to spare
his life. Less
dramatic but all too
real victims
happen all the
time. Any chink in the armor of the church
is exploited. How very
few priests were actually part
of the
abuse
scandal but evil portrayed
the church as endorsing the abuse and we were
all abusers. See
how they work? It is
war.

 


We support all life.
We abhor abortion. They
portray us as against women. How far
from the truth is that? We are the first to help
the helpless. We do not support the
same-sex issue because
it is against God’s command. It is against the natural order
of things. It is not a design
or an

‘alternative’. We do however, try
to love everyone.
We even try
to love these people. Christ did not condemn the woman
caught in adultery and he told
us ‘judge not and you will not be judged’. He did
not tell us to turn a blind eye to
sin.
They
celebrate
sin and
say
how dare you judge us?


We were told
to be kind to the sinner. The best
I have heard it is ‘hate the sin, love the sinner’. We all have
our challenges.
Without Christ we all fall
short. It is out of love we do not want these people to condemn themselves. They force
us to
accept
their sinful choice as a natural

‘choice’. They want
our children, is what
they want. The real battle
is in
the schools. Not only drugs at an ever earlier age but a perverse ‘sex
education’ in grade school no less. The battle
for souls was traditionally in
college
and at the college age when
young people wanted to claim
an
identity
for themselves.

 


We send them out as sheep. They usually
are not prepared. How can they be if they
came from loving homes? Yes, wolves
amongst
the sheep. Here
is what I
say. What if the sheep learn the
ways of the wolf? What
if a sheep can defend
itself
against the wolf? Then
the game
is changed. Arm your children with Christ. Arm
them with
the word
of God.
Arm them with a solid family
tradition and background so they
too are Soldiers
of Christ and can fend
off the inevitable attacks on their very souls.

 


I mentioned
the word
Relativism. This is not the subject of Einstein. It is the simple reasoning away the guilt
of anything.
They change their moral
compass
to adapt
to anything.
It is said if your stand for nothing you will fall
for anything.
They like shades
of gray. There is no black and white. In that thought there is no right and wrong. They teach a
perverse type of inclusion and acceptance.
Yes, acceptance of anything
perverse
and a total
hatred
of the church. Tolerance? What tolerance to the church? They
try at
every
turn to
fight the church. In Chicago, the first chance they
got they
took the right from the church to help in the adoption process because the church would not allow those poor children to be indoctrinated in their sinful ways.
Our late Pope called same
sex adoption a terrible form of child
abuse.
Did they
report that? Only what they
want
to be relative is relative, anything
else which conflicts their goals must be challenged and eliminated if possible. That
is us.

 


We are not relative. We are as constant as the light house in the storm I
mentioned. God protects
us. He guides us. He puts His words in our mouths when we need
to defend the truth. Into the
valley
of death
we shall
fear no evil.
Only true Soldiers of Christ can gladly march
into this valley
of death
every
day and be glad because we know
Christ has already triumphed over death. We only pass
through
death to
be with Him in life eternal.

 


For me I will be glad when
I can say
to my Master, ‘I have
competed well; I
have finished the race; I have kept
the faith.’ He will say well
done you good and faithful servant, enter into your reward. Amen.


73 Books of the
Bible

 


 


 


The bible is a masterpiece even if it was
not the
Word of God. We as Catholics have a total
of 73 books we accept as divine in origin. What
does Apocrypha mean anyway?
Why do other Christians only have
66 books in their bible?

 


I have
purposely avoided the major „differences‟ to concentrate on how we are alike, until now. What was taken
out five hundred years
ago which was
considered
scripture up
until
then? Let me first say
not only
seven
books
were removed parts of several
others
were deleted. It may surprise you
but Luther eliminated
the book
of James in the New
Testament also. He called
it the
epistle of „straw‟.
Strange words to us today, but it loosely means
to a person of five hundred years ago

„it has no
value‟.

 


Let me list the seven books first: Tobit, Judith, I & II Maccabees, Wisdom, Sirach and Baruch. If you
read Dare
to Dream you may
remember I mentioned
these seven
books were
also removed
from
scripture by a Jewish council in the year
90 AD.
Luther
depended on the Jews of Jamnia,
fourteen
hundred years before
him to
set his version of the Old Testament. He went
further and
threw
out parts of other Old Testament books.
You may say, „Wait a minute, my King James
version
of the
bible has the book of James in it‟. You would be correct. People since Luther’s time, quietly put it
back.

 


Before I address these books in detail I want
to mention
what is known as the Septuagint. The Septuagint was
the version of scripture which
Alexander
the
Great had
produced when
he conquered the Holy Land. The Septuagint was
known by the Jews of Jesus‟ time
and Christ
quoted from it.
The seven books were
Jewish in origin, not created by the Catholic Church.
The window was
opened
for Luther’s
actions by St. Jerome himself. St. Jerome questioned the value of the works since the originals he worked from
were in Greek not Hebrew. The Pope ordered St. Jerome
to translate them into
his great
work the Vulgate
anyway.
However,
St. Jerome
left
those seven books by themselves not part
of the Old Testament. Luther had
a blue
print on what
he could remove left
him by St. Jerome. Yes,
there was debate
on their
divine nature and it was settled that they were
indeed inspired and part
of the bible.
Case closed, that was
until Luther
threw
them out. How very
strange it was to the world when
parts of these books were
found with the
Dead Sea
Scrolls, in Hebrew. It was
no surprise to the
Catholic Church. We had
always
accepted these
books as
the Word
of God.
The proof of the Dead
Sea scrolls find was evidence to
the rest of
the world.

 


Who was Tobit? He was
a pious
Jew who had
bad luck similar to Job. He needs the services
of his son
and an Angel, Raphael, to help
him. Tobit is struck blind. Tobit’s son (Tobiah) wants to marry
a woman who has had
several
husbands killed by a demon. Raphael also knows how to fix the situation for Tobiah. It is an entertaining story with a happy ending.

 


Judith was very brave and beautiful woman. Holofernes
plots to eliminate the
Jews forever. Judith is desired by Holofernes
which gives Judith the opportunity to ‘deliver the Jews’. She cuts his head off with
his own
sword. Israel is saved.


I have
mentioned the
books of Maccabees before. They include the story of the Jewish resistance to a king who demands everyone submit to his new belief system. It also has
the story of the
mother
and her
seven
sons who are all killed because they
would not
worship the king’s idol (II Mac 7).
In the end the temple is restored. We have the Maccabean revolt to thank for a Holy
Land in the time of Christ which still contained practicing Jews. The Maccabean
revolt allowed
the stage to be set
for Christ’s time. During the time
of Christ, Rome ruled the land but the Jewish
nation, Israel,
was intact.

 


The book
of Wisdom is attributed to Solomon. The experts tell us it was
written much
later
than Solomon’s period. People often attributed their
work to someone else more
popular or respected
than they were.
They would „borrow‟ the credibility of that person to get their words heard. The book
is full
of praise for wisdom,
a true gift from God.

 


Once again I have to confess I have
a favorite. One of my favorites of the Old Testament is the book of Sirach. Sirach is
also call Ecclesiasticus or „Church Book‟. The early
church used the book extensively in teaching the faith. I find it funny when
other Christians are trying to „return to
the early
church‟
and they
don’t even have
one of the
books the early church used the most. If you want advice to almost any situation it can be found in the book of Sirach. I reread it as often as I
can and I always get
more out of
it.

 


I am sorry
to admit
I am weak on the book of Baruch. I know it was written for the exiled
nation
of Israel. It was
trying to let them know their time
for deliverance was
near. They are reminded
of God’s promises
to them
as a people. It is funny to see biblical
writers write
this way as if they have to
remind God
like He is
some absent-minded
father.

 


Catholics do not dissect scripture.
Many other
Christians like
to quote
one or
two verses as if they have more
meaning than the rest
of the bible.
The bible is a whole living thing, the Word
of God.
Yes,
there are beautiful verses but the bible must be taken as a
whole. When
you approach
the bible in this way
it truly does
come alive for you. It has always
been a great source of comfort to
me.

 


I admire the Protestant love of scripture. They
are devoted to it. I
would wish
to offer them the whole bible, not something which has been
altered to appease someone’s pain
five hundred years
ago. If they
use a
little
open mindedness, they
too might find they love the parts of the bible not permitted
to them now.
The bible is
a great
gift and
it should be a gift
left
in its entirety.


The Basic
Building Block of Society
– The Traditional Family

 


 


 


 


As the world we live in attacks the traditional family, they
are trying to substitute their own definition of ‘family’.
They like the saying
‘It takes a
Village’. I say it takes a
Community. The substance
of this article is to explain
the difference.
Everything has its
smallest
building block. In a country, in a society the smallest element which
comes
together to make
up the
whole is the
family.
Some will tell you it is the individual, it is not. Just as electrons and protons make up atoms, the atom is the basic building
block of all matter; not electrons or protons. An individual is part of a family
just as subatomic particles make up the atom.

 


Families come together to form
communities of various sizes. Communities grow together to
form
towns, cities and entire metropolitan areas. Piece
adds to piece until you have the whole, a
country.
Counties,
states whole sections of the country
like the South or the
Mid-West form
their unique identities. Counties
and states have formal governments but they are
only parts of regions
which
are distinguishable by their own character.
States and whole regions make up the country, in our case the United States
of America,
easily
recognizable when
spelled as USA.

 


No nation
every
conceived has been
perfect.
The USA
is no
exception but
I content it is the best
country to yet
have ever
existed. Freedom was a
strange thing for the masses
before
the USA
was brought forth on this continent. We have
struggled
at times during our still short history
to wholly
define
who ‘We
the People’ were but I am convinced we have
it right
now. Yes, we the people and never
has there been a
man to
put it
more elegantly
than President Lincoln. From his
Gettysburg Address, ‘…this nation, under God,
shall have a new birth of
freedom,
and that government of the people, by the people, and for the people, shall not perish from
the earth.’ Lincoln was
a true
master of the English
language so
much so even in Oxford University,
England, his
letters are used as some the finest examples of the English language.

 


I humbly call myself
an American and am quite proud to be able to do so. Yes,
I served
my country.
I feel I
earned
my freedom. I have
always loved my country and
been proud of it,
unlike a so called
first lady who shall remain nameless. Millions have
struggled to defend her
and
hundreds
of thousands have died for her.
They have given the ‘last full measure of devotion’ so
this
nation
may continue to exist.
I for
one will
never
forget
what has been done for me and my
family so I can live, work
and yes,
die in peace.

 


Why do they
prefer the name village? It implies something wild, in their minds more free. Their
push was born out of the madness in the sixties. They
are in position of authority and power
today. They
turned
their backs on the ‘greatest generation’ who
made the sacrifices
required
so that they
could
be born
in a still free
and thriving nation. They
chose
to spit in the faces
of their
parents and reject all what had
been given to them. They were
a spoiled
and restless generation
and their
whims may just well be the end of us all.

 


Why do they
attack
the basic building block of our fine nation, the family? They
want to destroy
the traditional family and substitute their version of what
they want to call a family.
Their „social engineering
‟ will
have about the same
end result as Dr. Frankenstein. Can you picture a person


madly sawing on the very branch they are
sitting
on in
a tree?
In the end it is a catastrophe.
The end goal
to push
aside,
discredit the traditional family,
will be
nothing less than
the destruction of the country.
If you chip away the cornerstone and
all the other stones in a building eventually it
will come
crashing down.

 


I wondered for
a long
time if these people really knew
what they were
trying to do. It has
been proven these people do know what
they are doing.
That fact makes it even more sinister. They
are trying
to destroy this
country on purpose.
It is part of their
master plan. The end goal
is world government, with them at the helm. It is the same
old insane
dream, world
conquest. You start that by attacking the family,
muddle morality
to where there is no loyalty anywhere
and
undermine
the country. Does
any
of this sound familiar?

 


The Roman Empire was
a republic by definition before
that great society became burdened with
debt
and was
near collapse. Then
Caesar
promised
a way out of the problems for Rome. The people for whatever reason
took the
deal and the Empire was born. If they
knew what
they had given up would they have
done it?
I truly doubt it. The USA
is at a
crossroads of its own. We are a
republic with our cherished
freedoms now. We can choose to do the hard
things
it will
take to save our country or
take the
poison pill
easy solution which will be offered to us? Please don’t
doubt what we are facing. After
they madly drive us to the brink of disaster (if we let this
continue, they
will), they will offer us a way
out
of the
problems which will
seem like our only alternative
and many
will want to take it.
I hope we turn the corner
before
it comes to that but we are all too close to this
day
of reckoning now.

 


So stand and defend
the family
and the country we make up today. Love
our country. It is worth saving. We may
have our grandchildren around us some day
and they
will look
at us with admiration knowing we did what
we had to do to save this
country for them and their descendants.
May
‘We the
People’
continue to exist as one nation
under
God if not for
us, for
them.


The Other Flocks

 


 


 


What
did Jesus mean
by I have
other flocks not here
but they
too will
hear my
voice?
What other
flocks
was He
talking about? I
have assumed like many
before
me, He was talking about the Gentiles and possibly
the
‘flocks’ of the future,
us. The people
of today
like to deny
the existence
of God and choose to substitute His miracle
of life with ‘aliens’. Somehow ‘aliens
did it’ is
preferable to God’s act of creation. I have a
hard time even considering this
argument seriously
but they
do seem like they are serious at least on the surface.

 


 


I am a
man of
science. I have never
seen any
conflict between science and God. There are
miracles of science
and medicine which I
see
as ultimately gifts from God. God created
everything
including the amazing things we discover
every
day. Yet,
no matter
how wonderful
God made our infinite universe they
create for themselves benevolent aliens who somehow are
never
detected but planted life
here on earth which became us, somehow. It
does not pass
the science or even the faith test. It is
just a
fantasy they wish to
induce the rest of us
to accept.

 


 


Now I grew up with the
landings on the moon, Skylab, the Viking Missions and a whole assortment of firsts leading up to the shuttle era. I
would ask my mother if she believed
there was
the possibility of life elsewhere. Her
answer was
simple. If they did exist God had made them too. In that simple answer
was a world of faith
and trust in
God.

 


 


Could Jesus’ other flocks
include life
on other planets? Sure,
why not? In some future hardly
imaginable, we
could
visit a planet where other beings
exist and be shocked to understand they know the Word
of God
too. I
say let them have their aliens and I will keep
my God.
How disappointed they will be on the last day.


The Liberal Agenda
– Whose Agenda
is it
Anyway?

 


 


 


We have begun
to live in an era in which the person in the White
House has abandoned the
truth and
even the letter of the Constitution in order to more closely align
himself with the „Liberal Agenda‟. Before I
address
the aspect of the true meaning the US Constitution
in what some now call the ‘Culture War’,
I need to plainly state whose agenda is it anyway.
This mysterious agenda
is nothing more than the same
old effort
of evil itself from
the dawn of time. God asked the devil in the book of Job where he had
been. The answer
was telling, ‘I have
come from patrolling the Earth.’. This is Satan’s domain. We and everything we represent stand against the devil’s agenda, to substitute an alternate agenda in which it seems
plausible to
some (because of their need
to

‘justify’ themselves) somehow they hold the truth and they are
being
truly
compassionate
towards the sinner. Who else would paint the church as
being against the lowly
other
than pure
evil itself?
They
want
the world to believe
it is
they who are protecting the ‘rights’ of the outcasts.
Somehow
perversion becomes normal and traditional outdated. They call
it a Culture
War but it is nothing new. We are in a new
escalation of the same
attempt to ‘grind the earth’ into submission. In their argument, In becomes
Out, Up becomes
Down,
Black become White, and
Right
becomes Wrong.
How else
would they
portray themselves as the truly compassionate and the church as the
obstacle?
Make no
mistake about it, no matter what
you hear; our true opposition is the devil
himself.

 


 


So how do you deal with such a direct attack? My favorite example comes from
President Reagan
himself. In a debate, the person debating
against him would try one of the same
old tired arguments and Reagan would laugh and smile and say,
‘There
you go again’. In that simple exchange we have
the key to disarming them completely. We know what
they are going
to do.
When we tell the audience in advance
what they
are going to do and say, we totally
disarm
the opposition. They
have nothing left
‘new’ they
can do but repeat the same old tired attacks, over and over again.

 


 


Be careful, I must highlight Ben
Stein’s
Expelled: No Intelligence
Allowed. Since we are the
obstacle,
to continue their agenda we must be discredited
somehow. In the end they
have no real
argument which can do that so they
must try
other tactics. In the
movie/documentary,
Ben presents the way
the post-World War
I German mind
set followed the Nazi
argument the Jews were the source
of all their troubles and had to be ‘dealt with’. We live in an era where
the stage
is set for a repeat
of this progression. We are the problem the liberal
agenda must deal with to continue their plans.
It is not too much of a stretch to image
how
Christians could be blamed for
the countries
issues.
They could plant the seed if only
we were
not in
the way they
could
fix the
problems
the country as
a whole
faces. We may have
the pleasure
of dying
in our
beds but our children
or grandchildren
may not be so lucky.
Yes, it is that serious.

 


 


In the US we have
no sacred
documents and rightly
so. In this light the document which comes

the closest to a ‘sacred’ document is the US Constitution. In the service,
the oath of office


includes the
words
to defend the
Constitution against all enemies, foreign and domestic. Who are
those domestic
enemies
of the
Constitution anyway?

 


 


One of the very first reasons people left
Europe to come to the ‘New World’ was
to escape the
religious persecution that had been
so rampant there. People, of many different faith
backgrounds,
wanted
to be
free to live the way of life their particular religious culture asked them to live.
Life in the colonies
offered that
opportunity.

 


When
the US
declared independence from England, protecting
the
freedom of religion was one of the paramount concerns. Mentioned first in the Bill of
Rights
to the
Constitution is the freedom of religion. ‘Congress shall make no law respecting an establishment
of religion, or prohibiting
the free exercise thereof;…’. Once
again, this
was of such importance
that it
is mentioned
first in Amendment 1 of the Constitution.

 


We now are in an unprecedented wave
of attack against this
most basic freedom granted by the Constitution. Nowhere
in the
Constitution is the concept of separation of Church and State. This
is a wise
concept which is implied by
the words
from the first amendment quoted above. Nowhere
does it say
that the public space should be free from
any reference to anything religious.
The words say simply
that there will be no
declared
state religion.

 


Stating this, we the people
of the
USA are free
to practice our faith as we see
fit. We have
this right to practice
our
religion up to the point it does not infringe on the rights
of others to practice
their rights. That is the responsibility of freedom. The freedom of religion, and the fact there will be no state declared religion, does
not mean that all practice
of the
freedom
of religion should be away
from the
public
space. That would be a limit, a restriction of the
freedom of religion.

 


The current wave
to force
the freedom of religion
from the public space is clearly against the
Constitution. This is in fact religious persecution.
We must never allow this
to happen. Worse, by cowing to the forces
that want
no religion in the public space, are
we not
declaring
a state
religion? Is not no religion a religion? Isn’t a faith or lack thereof,
a religion of itself. The belief
that there is no religion and the pressure
to cleanse the public
space
of all religion is a religious crusade in itself. Are
we not
allowing this
absence of religion, this push for atheism, to be our
de facto state
religion?

 


This de facto
declaration
of atheism, of no religion,
as our state religion is directly against the US Constitution. Where is the outrage
in the media that atheism is
being
pushed on us? The voices of those who oppose the rise
of State Atheism in the US
have been silenced
by being
ignored.

 


If we continue the path down the road of degrading
our Constitution under the guise of separation of church and state, and other ‘political correctness’ agendas, we will lose the very foundation of all our freedoms. We may
wake up one day
to find ourselves in a state much like the former Soviet Union. Woe to
us all
if we let that happen by our
silence.


A Journey of
a Thousand Miles

 


 


 


 


Do you believe Christ has a
purpose for each and
every
one of us?
I was told
once in religion class, not only were
each of us unique we each
had a special
purpose in life. Well
I took
that to
heart.
When I
would get
mad at my
mother
I would
say something to the effect, ‘God
has a purpose for everyone and I
have not found mine yet.’
I don’t
know why
I said that when
I was mad (or frustrated). I think
now what
I could have
meant was my
special purpose is not this.

 


Do you believe there is anything of
substance in your dreams? When
I was very young,
still
living north of the Mason-Dixon Line (Illinois), I had
dreams of voices arguing
and I did not understand
what
was being said or who was arguing. The one thing I would remember is the words ‘He is not ready.’. I have no idea why
I dreamed this
and why
I remembered those words. Do you dream
in
pictures?
Once in a dream all I
saw
was a very large building. It had
large doors and many
windows. Only after many
years later did I see that very building in a book. It was the front face
of the Vatican. In another dream I have no idea
why but I was looking for something, in a haystack. I reached into the
haystack and pulled
out two long, very slender gold keys. It seemed a
strange
thing to dream
and
why I
remembered those keys I
don’t know.

 


Later, when
my class was
preparing
for Conformation
we each were
told to choose a symbol to be cut out of felt
so we
could
glue it to our Conformation stoles. I had no idea what
symbol I wanted
to choose
for myself. While I was searching through magazines to cut out something I found a picture of two crossed keys. I think remembering
my dream
this picture appealed to me. I had heard the bit about the ‘keys to the kingdom’ but had not learned the connection
of keys
to Peter yet.
I had dreamed of keys. I had chosen keys for my Conformation symbol. It
was then I
learned
the two
heavy crossed keys
were a symbol
of Peter’s office
as commissioned by Christ. The keys to the kingdom were
entrusted
to Peter and his successors, the Popes. I was confirmed with the symbol of the crossed keys
on my
chest. I thought
nothing
about
again.

 


I looked back
at old pictures and noticed in my First Communion photograph
the crucifix at the altar
was directly
behind my head. Were all of these
things
coincidence?
I have
always thought so but also thought they
were neat things.
I was never
destined
to serve the church directly. I
would never make
it as a religious of any kind. I believe people suspected I would be a priest when I
was younger but not me. The truth is I liked women too much. I would never make it as a
priest.

 


So I put all of that behind me. I was
raised to be an engineer. I was born into a
family business
which
built things. My mother’s
family had
been plantation
farmers for generations. I was
not a
farmer, no way. First time
around
I did not
make it
in engineering
school. After the Navy, there
was
no way I
would not
get through engineering
school. I gutted
my way
through four years
of electrical engineering
and I made it.
I graduated. Later I took and passed the Professional Engineering
exam. I am
a licensed Electrical Engineer
today. Does
all of this
mean I have
found my unique
purpose
in life?
No, this is not
what I am. The engineer bit is
a way to make a living.


All of that to say what is my purpose?
I still don’t know. It has
been a
journey of a thousand
miles.
Ever hear it is not the destination
but the
journey?
They also might
go on to say
you might as well
stop to
smell the
roses. Well I am
enjoying the journey now days. Do I care
if I know what that elusive purpose is anymore? Sure, but I don’t worry
about
it anymore. I figure
as long as I am living right
and doing as the good Lord
asks me, I should not mind
anymore.
So go ahead and smell those
roses……
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