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FLOWER FIELDS

The Building Rises

This was a time of great work for them. There was always so

much to plan and do. The right tools for each step of the way were

provided. The energy and strength for each task flowed into them.

They each had learned the secret of feeding upon the majesty, the

greatness of the True One.

Fresh every morning was the oil upon their foreheads, the supply

in the container always full. Songs of worship became food.

Throughout each day words from the scroll passed back and forth

between heart and mind keeping them quick and alert with such

sharpness they were always able to discover how to do each job,the

easiest way to use ther tools. Building tricks for safe short cuts

popped into their heads.

From day to day, week to week, month to month, Nathaniel watched

as the work of their hands and minds caused their visions to rise

from the hill. Amy worked with a master touch in all of her garden-

ing and landscaping. Meg did wondrous things with the stone and

waters. Nathaniel was amazed at the irrigation systems for the

orchards and berries, let alone the bathing pools and little waterfalls.

Even as the vision was changing from step to step~ the three

of them were growing as well. One night around a fire they were

sharing comfort after the day's work. Amy remembered the portion in

the scroll that talked about "how we would be like the True One, for

we would see him as he is." They discussed what it meant for truly

~hey had each dramatically changed on the outside as well as the

inside. They felt and looked like young, strong adults. Plus they

carried a wisdom and knowledge that time could never give them.




