
A SILVER COIN

Light played games with shadows in the woods. Golden streaks shot through
branches. Pools of light like islands in a lake, invited adventure. How often Stephen had
explored these acres of woods near the farm and let his imagination run free. He tracked
the invisible angels in a mystery game of hide and seek where the only clues were the
slight movements of shadows and the pointings of shafts of light. Giant fingers often
gave hints. He moved as a prince seeking and finding, all in a masterful search. He
practiced a keenness and alertness that depended on an inner knowing for guidance.
There were gentle tugs and prodding that only the "real you" can sense, that only you can
feel with something deeper than feelings.

His grandfather had shown him wonderful and exciting times here. Mushroom
hunting was a major thrill. They found special areas near the oaks and other leafy trees,
also the firs and pines, with colorful and sometimes edible ones that even surprised his
grandfather. There were all shapes and sized in a variety that was amazing- horn-shaped
orange and reds, pale greens, blacks, poisonous, and a few that could be pan fried with
butter. Then there were wild berries. The blackberries would always be his favorite. But
the thimble berries, strawberries and others weren't far behind. Ever since that wonderful
discovery as a small boy that such good things grew on plants and you could eat all you
wanted as long as you beat the birds, whole afternoons would melt away as he made his
"berry rounds" through the woods. The stains and rips on his clothes would always give
him away to his mother.

Because his father was always so busy working, his grandfather had taught him
many things over the years. He was sort of retired and spent a lot of time at their farm.
He had opened his eyes to the wonders of nature in greater and greater fashion. The more
Stephen tasted or experienced the "land", the more seemed to lie ahead waiting just for
him. The very first time he explored the creek near the house was one example. The
delight of running through the creek, splashing at the water bugs, burst upon him. He
would try and try to jump across without getting wet, ruining more than one pair of
sneakers. For hours he would become absorbed in every ripple, every swirl of the blue-
gray water. Many new things leaped up to his eyes each day. Whether bugs, plants or
colored rocks, animal tracks or little trout or his favorite log that made a bridge, all was a
feast for an ever increasing hunger. More than once he missed dinner and his grandfather
had to come and get him.

Stephen was full of questions and would freely share his many thoughts with his
grandpa. "Where did water come from? Where did it go?" One time wanting to get as
close as possible to the little fish, he even poked his face into the water. Surprisingly his
eyes felt fine under the surface. As his eyes darted around he thought how much fun it
would be to live as a fish. They could swim so easily, never rising for last moment gasps
of air. Just then water went up his nose, causing him to both choke and laugh at the same
time.

One day, not that long ago, his grandfather asked him if he'd like to do some new
exploring. Happy, excited answers leaped from his mouth. It would be great, like all
those early adventures! Before too long they tramped along past the barn, across the
field, through the stretch of woods and down to where the stream bubbled along washing
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through some gravel. This time his grandfather asked him if he knew, really knew where
the water came from. He paused as Stephen looked with a puzzled look at the different
shine in his grandpa's eyes. Then again he asked him ifhe knew, really knew where the
water went. Stephen knew the quick answers he learned years earlier. But, somehow
there was more to say or to understand, so he waited patiently for his grandpa to answer
himself Finally, after a long pause charged with emotions, his grandfather spoke saying,
"No matter where the water comes from or where it goes, it remains cool and clear, good
water. It is fresh and sweet, always freely moving, full of good purposes." Then he drew
Stephen near with his big hands and hugged him. Nothing else was said as they walked
back to the house. It all seemed very peculiar, strange to Stephen. Later in the week he
began to understand what his grandpa was really saying.

Mother and Father had several appointments in town with a banker. Stephen
sensed something was wrong from the muffied conversations when he was out of the
kitchen. More than once he had heard his mother crying late at night. From week to
week, with summer supposed to be a busy, happy time, a heavy cloud hung over their
farm. Finally his father took Stephen outside and had a heart to heart talk with him. He
honestly explained the reasons for the tensions and stresses he must also be feeling. The
bank, as it turned out, was no longer willing to carry his parents' loans on the farm.
Things had gotten out of hand and they would have to leave the farm. Grandpa was
trying to arrange some help, but in the end the bank rejected it. An auction would be set
for early fall. After that they would move to the state capital where a job offer had come.
His father embraced him, assured him of his love, and asked him to have courage because
the changes would be hard for everyone. They went back to the house and sat down with
his mother to encourage her as well. The move would somehow work out for good. His
parents believed the Scriptures and the God of the Bible, as did grandfather.
Stephen moved through the motions, the chores, and the summer pleasures, in a puzzling
divided sense of anxiety mixed with adventure. Thoughts of leaving the only house he
knew, the land he considered one big playground, twirled like a chilling wind about his
head. Even when they drove to the distant capital, house hunting, checking out a new
school, the reality of the move still hung out in space, vague and very distant.

The auction and final blur of moving to a house in an old part of the city was like
an avalanche of emotions, snowballing until it seemed to crash down on them suddenly.
One day he stood looking out across the field towards "his woods", the next he stood in
his new back yard straining to see around and over the collection of buildings with hardly
a tree in sight. A numbness, a shock hovered as he tried to remember what his
grandfather said about the creek. Yct, he knew he would somehow adjust. He would
fight through it. His mother constantly prodded him with her favorite Bible verse and
kept him busy setting up his bedroom as well as many other things. The days sped by as
they investigated the city parks, a crowded lake beach and one of the intimidating
shopping malls with cars parked in long neat rows that covered acres.

His own neighborhood was tightly packed. Many of the people were old, older
even than grandpa. Several African- American families were mixed in as well. Most of
the houses and yards were kept neat and tidy. A couple needed painting. Only one sat
empty and was marked by boarded windows. Stephen pretty much felt alone, though,
while busy helping his mom and dad set up the house. He was also preparing for the fifth
grade at a school not too many blocks away from his neighborhood. He actually looked
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for ward to school, hoping to at least make new friends. For now a hamster and some
gold fish would have to do.

The day before classes his father went with him on a practice walk to the old school.
They surveyed the building, met a groundskeeper and another man doing some repair
work on the main doors. There were words and other things spray painted all over the
playground, some in layers. Slogans were mixed with odd nicknames. There was even a
large mural along one wall picturing a family or community busy doing a variety of odd
things. When Stephen and his dad entered the building, they could smell freshly painted
surfaces. They went from floor to floor, room to room, finally visiting at the principal's
office with his secretary who seemed overwhelmed with stacks of papers and books all
over the room. Though she acted a little angry at being interrupted, when she heard
Stephen was a new student, her face softened and she became helpful. Later, as they
walked away from the school, Stephen and his dad joked about her and the clutter in the
office, worse than Grandpa's old machine shed! Nevertheless, Stephen was encouraged
in knowing what to look for the next day. He was happy his dad had made the effort.
Yet, the graffiti and the dark, old building made Stephen a little nervous not really
knowing what to expect from the kids in the school and the teachers who would be much
different than those back home. That night his sleep was difficult.

Much to Stephen's surprise, the next day, in fact the next month flew by as his new
class proved more than enough to challenge him in good ways. The kids came from
different parts of the city and formed an unfamiliar blend of Orientals, Blacks, Native
Americans and Whites. Stephen easily became friends with a Native American boy
especially after he gave a report about the woods near the old farm. A Hmong girl also
was very friendly. But there was another classmate, and Afro boy with an incredible gift
for comic "motor mouthing", as some of the kids called it, or making up clever rap lines
about anything and everything. There was something unusual about him and Stephen
knew somehow they would one day be friends, even though for now he focused his
energy on just being one of the school kids and helping around the house. Each day
completed at school was a small victory in gaining a new foothold, like passing an
unwritten test.

Stephen and his family settled finally into a familiar pattern with school and work
cycles meshing together. As often as they could, which wasn't very often, they made the
long drive to the country to spend a night at Grandfather's. Because of his father's work
schedule, nights and many weekends, the country drive became more and more rare.
Nevertheless, each occasion fueled something within Stephen, something that would
always remain fresh and alive. Sadly Father refused to drive past the old house and
always became silent as the car first neared the old familiar country roads.

Not surprisingly over the next few months of on again, off again winter rains,
Stephen and "Is" the "rap mate", his Afro classmate, started to warm up in a sincere
friendship. There was a mutual drawing together probably out of different needs.
Stephen grew up it seemed knowing about God and.Jesus and His creation, experiencing
God's love through his parents and grandparents, especially his grandfather. But the new
world of this huge city seemed to frustrate and test everything, making people hard! Is
had grown up in this city and knew it just as Stephen knew the woods by the farm. He
moved with an attractive sort of confidence. Yet, Stephen was surprised when Is came to
him one day at school and asked him about the farm and those woods. Is had seldom left
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