MYSTERY SEEDS

Often in the synagogue the saying is read: “The stone the builders’ rejected has become
the cornerstone”. It marveled old Sam how he could be blinded for so many years,
throughout his youth and even on into his sixties. But then came the angry confrontation
with the young woman passing out Christian comic tracts near the diamond exchange in
New York, his home. She boldly challenged him to have the courage to read from the
prophet Isaiah, chapter 53 to be exact. Later, almost out of spite, he read it! As his eyes
came upon the unfamiliar verses he began to suddenly weep as a small child. Such a
“presence” came over him that he laid on the hard floor crying for some time. When he
got up he felt a different man, a new man! In the writings of the prophet he had seen
Yeshua as the Messiah like a lamb slain for all Israel and not the suffering of the nation
as had been taught. Powerfully a surge of revelation moved through his being. He had
been so foolish, so proud and so blind. And he sat later in his easy chair mulling over his
past, his family, his entire life and cried again over all the now glaring string of failures.
Day by day the convictions deepened as he curiously looked for that young person who
had confronted him with the truth, but never found her. Yet she had been used mightily
by God to change the “diamond hard” heart of an old Jewish gemstone cutter.
Eventually Sam discovered other Jews who met regularly together for prayer, worship
and Scripture study. The “stone” so often rejected, had become “marvelous” in his old
eyes.

Ever since he could remember, the gem stone business had been his life. The
techniques and discipline to purchase, cut and distribute the highest quality diamonds,
rubies, sapphires and others had been in his family for generations. He lived it and
breathed it. He could vividly recall the many hours sitting next to Grandfather watching
and listening and watching. From time to time a question would bubble up which was
always only partly satisfied. He was drawn continually until he matured and became
competent in the family craft of art. He could still remember his grandfather coaching
him with the first precious stone he cut. His eyes sparkled unraveling the stern face and
soberness involved in finishing a stone, making it into a jewel. Looking back, he could
see how his grandfather was working on him as well even while he taught and showed,
and taught continually about the business. He was making Sam into a jewel of a
craftsman to go hand in hand with the Rabbi’s work at the synagogue. From the rough
stone of youth to the jewel of maturity. Sam loved his grandfather and cried easily when
he now thought of the spiritual blindness that had covered him, both he and his very own
father. They both passed from this world covered by the veil of the law based on human
effort mixed with a degree of mysticism. But for some reason he had escaped or had
been rescued for some eternal purpose! It was more than he could handle in his
emotional center. But someday he would understand all things.

Meanwhile his life had taken other turns. When some in the business heard about his
dramatic conversion to Yeshua as Israel’s Messiah, he was suddenly kept at arm’s length
and suspected of losing his mind as well as his abilities as a respected gem expert. He

81



was offered a quick retirement by the company heads, some of whom he had taught the
art of cutting stones. When he refused, he was relegated to the lowest position of “shop
cutter”, something he actually yearned for, having grown tired of the traveling and the
“deal making”. Once more he would sit quiet, content for hours at one of the rows of
bench tables glaring under a lamp at a rough stone. After the right amount of study
underneath the lens, and “nurturing”, he called it, he would use his tools to exact the best
from the new diamond or ruby or emerald, or whatever his day’s assignments would be.
It was here, back in the workroom that he met a new young friend.

On his work desk Sam had a self-lettered verse given to him by a young friend at the
Messianic fellowship. The woman prayerfully wrote out something she thought would
encourage him during his days of painstaking shaping. Her calligraphy talent was a
pleasure to many. In gold and silver ink she lettered- “Out of these stones God can raise
up children for Abraham”. He understood this fully as it referred to personal repentance.
It was one of his favorite Scriptures as spoken by the Baptist. The calligraphy caught the
eye of a new worker in the diamond house.

When one day Conrad walked over, introduced himself and asked about the writing, old
Sam as a shrewd grandfather, simply said it had to do with “Mystery Seeds”. Then coyly
changed the subject to lure his curiosity. Sam quietly expressed warmth and peacefulness
to the young man and knew they would talk about “Jewishness” and life that is true life.

Later, during a lunch break, Sam and Conrad walked together to the corner vender with
his pretzels and dogs. He also had a unique mustard that Sam liked! As they walked and
ate, Sam began a near monologue sensing the questions of the young new worker. He
began by telling of early trips to South Africa as an assistant to the House buyer. The
tour of the mines and processing plants struck Sam with the amazing efforts by an army
of black Africans, virtual modern slaves, required to get small trays of uncut stones out of
the dark earth. He secretly wondered what was worth more- the little stones or the sweat
of the humans who struggled to find them. Years later as he gained in confidence and
stature in the eyes of the House owners, he led his own buying missions to Burma and
Thailand in search of rubies. Again, in the midst of it all, he was struck by the crushed
and ruined wealth of a generation of young women who worked and scraped as
prostitutes, everywhere it seemed! Sam was deeply troubled, yet executed successful
gem buys as usual. Several years later, while in Columbia in search of emeralds, he was
pricked by the endless poverty of the many peasants who were lost in the background of a
twisted work of art, a land producing marvelous emerald beauty and yet, crawling with
pitiful living and breathing humans who cried and laughed just as he did.

A piercing dilemma stared him in the face. How could he travel with a clear
conscience to all of these distant lands in search of priceless jewels and
diamonds, the sublime beauty of the earth, and yet look into the many eyes of these
nameless humans whose lives, even as his own, were infinitely more valuable than bags
full of rare and shiny rocks. Eventually to emotionally survive, his heart became hard.
Angry at the Maker, he left the synagogue and plunged into the industry of perfecting
stones simply for the sake of perfecting their beauty and for those who could afford them.
This is how he methodically lived for nearly thirty-five disciplined years until recently!
There he left Conrad to dangle as they headed back up the stairs to the cutting room.
When Conrad pleaded to know what had happened in the last year, Sam only smiled and
said- “Mystery Seeds”.
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Gem finishing had flirted with high tech laser computerization in recent years. Conrad
was newly hired in part because or his computer savvy and training in these new
techniques. Sam, on the other hand, rested steadfastly on the tried and tested successes of
generations of cutters. The not so secret, secret of shaping beauty in the stones was
human touch. The hand through the eye directed by the mind, inspired by the heart!
“No,” Sam concluded. “The whole process demanded hands on experience. All else, the
computer images of crystal structures, the guided robotics, all were toys or gimmicks at
best!” Needless to say, Conrad differed in his opinions, but respectfully kept his views to
himself. If he ever implied anything about the new methods, Sam would only glibly say
“Well then, let’s just go into the cultured pearl business. Okay!” That would end the
topic. Then to illustrate the point, he would flow into an anecdote from one of his
numberless buying trips bringing a jewel from the hand of the miner or peasant through
his own, to the hand of an actress or socialite from Europe, or even some member of
distant royalty.

From day to day Conrad would ask questions and always finish with a comment about
the calligraphy friend or the verse or what the “Mystery Seed” phrase was all about.
Finally one Friday afternoon, Sam looked with his own crystal eyes into the young
man’s, and frankly answered. He said, “If you ask, you will receive. If you seek, you
will find. And if you knock, the door will be opened for you.” Then he stared deeply
into his eyes and added, “Do you really want to know with all your heart and soul?”

Sam waited for a response maintaining the piercing eye contact. Conrad did not feel
threatened though, in any way by the fixed gaze, nor did he feel uncomfortable. On the
contrary, he sensed a genuine warmth and caring, even though somehow he knew it
would cost him something to truly find out what Sam knew or had. “Yes”, he answered
simply feeling a little sheepish.

“Good,” was all Sam replied. Then he handed him a note with a time and an address in
the Brighton Beach area. “T’ll see you there tonight,” the note continued ending with a
flair.

The day’s work was quickly finished and they went in different directions. Yet, Conrad
was left holding a true challenge, the provoking of his honesty or the testing of the depth
of his honesty. He felt a peculiar yearning surface and wondered what the old man really
meant. He determined to follow through with his own words.

Later, as he rode the subway to the address, Conrad’s mind drifted to his own family
back in Jersey. They would be having their traditional Friday meal leading into the
Sabbath. To him those were tiresome rituals; in his youth he had grown very tired of
them. The rote cycle of feasts and readings and meals were like wheels spinning in place,
never seemingly going anywhere! It was as though they were stuck in time. Yet, not
wanting to be disrespectful of his parents, he waited until he moved out on his own and
then quietly quit the synagogue redundancies. In the handful of years since then nothing
else was found to fill the void, except for materialism and teasing with the forbidden
surface occult practices. Life was very perplexing. Personal dissatisfaction was the
probable motive for following through with what the old man offered or knew. Then he
remembered the look in Sam's eyes and the sincere gentle disposition. If nothing else, he
would only sacrifice the evening and the fare. His mind then drifted to an anecdote Sam
had told about a trip to the ruby markets of Burma seeking to purchase one of the largest
stones ever found there. He had to hire a small army to safely make it out of the country
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