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CHAPTER 1 - THE STRANGER

 


The church sat at the end of the road, a
small white painted board church, it had been here for about sixty
years since the end of the Civil War. In act it was the only church
in town. The church had seen the people of the village born, raised
and die here. It was home to these people. So on this night, most
everyone in the village was here. They had heard a good sermon by
Pastor Samuel, sung a few hymns and taken up some money and now
were winding down to go back home when the door opened. It was too
late to get anything out of the services, besides all the regulars
were here, it was so unusual for anyone to come in late, they
turned around, They didn’t know where he came from. He seemed to
come out of nowhere. Like a ghost out of the mist. He just walked
into the little church in south Georgia. What most of the
congregation remembers is that the door to the back of the little
wood church in the country seemed to open on its own. It even
didn’t make the usual creak that it normally did. He was tall and
thin, dressed in black, his face was young but the wrinkles around
the eyes told of experience of years older than his age. He came
down to the front of the church. To an open seat on the right on
the wooden bench. He nodded to the couple that he sat down next
too. The Pastor was in the middle of a sermon but he seemed to be
mesmerized by his presence. He looked up at the Pastor and. The
Pastor continued, but you could tell something was on his mind. He
was talking about Moses coming out of the desert to lead his
people, he didn’t know yet that the villages Moses had just
arrived. After the last sermon, the people were 60
leaving, but not the usual way. It was strangely
quiet. The people slowly went out the door, once and then looking
back up to the front of the church at the man. He didn’t move, just
sat there. The Pastor stepped down in front of the man and
said.

“How are you doing stranger, Can I help
you?”

“I am here to help you”

“To help me, how can you help me?”

“I am here to show you the way”

“The way?”

“What way?”

“The way to a new life” said the
stranger.

The Pastor was dumbfounded, who was this man,
who looked so young but had the look of years of wisdom in him. Why
was he here, why did he come to his church. If only the Pastor knew
what was in store for him. That he was this strangers first
apostle.

“Where do you come from?” asked the
Pastor.

“I come from far away”

“Are you here to stay or travel on?”

“I am here for a while and when my work is
done, I will be gone" replied the stranger, as if he knew what was
to come.

“I am to stay here first, then you and I and
others will travel on, but then I will be gone and you and others
will carry on my work”

The Pastor didn’t know what to say, what was
going on? What did he mean he will travel with but, that was
impossible, he had his church, his people, why would he want to
leave.

“I don’t understand” said the Pastor.

“You will soon, have faith” the stranger
answered.

Then the stranger stood up, looked at the
preacher and said again,

“Have faith”

The stranger walked out the door at the front
of the church. The Pastor stood there for a minute than said,

“Hey, wait!”

When the Pastor opened the door to the church
to ask the stranger more, he just stared, he looked to the left and
the right down the dirt road. No one was in sight. You could see a
good piece down this road, it had a clear view for several hundred
yards each way. No one was there

The Pastor closed the door and went up to the
alter, bend down and prayed, for he didn’t know what he saw was
real or not.

The two brothers were getting ready for the
days fishing along the Little Back River that flows down to the
open sea on the Atlantic side of the Savannah River. The day always
started early, and if they had a good catch would end by noon. It
was summer-time, already you could tell by the shimmering waves of
heated air on the river it was going to be a hot one. The brothers
had been fishing this area since before their teens. Their father
had taught them early on how to earn a living from the sea. They
never cheated anyone, if fact they did the opposite. They would
give away fish to those who were hungry. They were good men. Men of
the earth, men of the sea, simple in education but rich as men
could be by helping his fellow men. They were standing in their
wooden boat by the dock as the stranger walked up. He looked at
these men and thought, they will do. Andrew was the older of the
two, he was about five foot seven, wearing overalls faded with age,
with a head of white hair and white beard. He turned around at
hearing the footsteps on the dock. Peter, the taller of the two,
about two-hundred and fifty pounds, bald, muscles stretching his
overalls, sweat starting to gather on his forehead, heard Peter
talk to someone and he too turned to look.

“How are you stranger?” asked Andrew.

“I am fine”

Andrew looked at the stranger, wondering who
he was, knowing he had not seen him here before. Not many strangers
came down this way, for it was not an easy place to find. The
stranger was tall, wearing all black, unusual for this hot weather.
Andrew wondered what he was doing here. In this time all strangers
were to be feared, yet Andrew did not fear this man.

“You are fishermen?” said the stranger.

“Yes, going out to see what we can catch”
answered Andrew.

“How has the fishing been?”

“Mighty poor, not much the past day or two,
seems like the fish have all gone away” Andrew answered.

“Are you worried about not enough fish?”
asked the stranger.

“Not only for us, but for the people who are
hungry, the ones back at the village” said Andrew.

“Can I come with you?” asked the
stranger.

“Why would you want to come with us?” asked
Andrew.

“They say the way of the fishermen are the
way of the wise”

“Let him come” said Peter,

“I like this man”

So it came to pass that the three of them
were on the boat with Peter at the stern, guiding the rudder, and
Andrew with the stranger in the middle.

“Looks like we might have to pull with the
oars today, there is no wind” said Andrew.

“Have faith, said the stranger, surely God
will give us a little wind today”

Then a little breeze started to blow, the
sail starting to ruffle, it got stronger and the sail began to fill
out, to push the boat down the river. Peter looked to the side of
the banks, the trees were not moving. How odd he thought, how odd,
the wind blowing on the water yet not on the sides. They sailed as
if gliding over the water. When they came to the open sea Peter and
Andrew gathered the net and tossed it out into the water. They make
a slow circle to trap the fish into the net. Lately thought all
they caught were pots, logs and a lot of trouble pulling them
in.

“Well stranger, how do you like this fishing
life?” asked Andrew.

“It is good, good, honest man doing honest
work" replied the stranger.

“Maybe you will bring us luck today”

“Good men will be rewarded”

When it was time to pull in the net, Peter
did most of this work, for he was the strongest, he enjoyed pulling
on these nets. Straining his muscles, but smiling all the time, yes
this was a man who loved his work. But today he needed both Andrews
help and the strangers too. The net seemed to be stuck on something
on the bottom.

“Be careful, don’t break the net, it’s our
only one” yelled Andrew.

“Lord Mercy!, Look at that!” shouted
Peter.

Peter and Andrew stared at the water where
the net was coming out, his eyes not believing what he saw. The
water seemed to shake and splash. The fish began to jump out of the
water, being pushed by the numbers in the net. It took all three to
finally get the net into the boat. Fish were piled up everywhere,
some jumping out of the boat. Andrew was so happy he was jumping up
and down in the boat. Peter just stood there with his mouth open,
unbelieving what had just happened. They not only had enough to
sell, but enough to feed the people back in the village. This was
truly a blessed day.

“Let us give thanks for this blessed harvest”
said Andrew. As they were approaching the dock they could see the
people of the village. They came about this time every day, pulling
their wagons and wheel barrels, hoping they would not go home
hungry. Today they not only had enough to feed them, but enough to
dry and salt for many more meals to come. There were wheel barrels
full of fish, children were laughing, one child holding on to a big
fish with both hands. Even they knew this was good.

The Pastor of the church came up to the
front, standing by the boat.

“You have had a good day” said the
Pastor.

“I see you have met the stranger” he
said.

“He has brought us good luck” answered
Andrew.

The next hour was spent unloading the boat,
separating the fish that went to the market for sale and those to
go the village. The job was hard, when all was through the Pastor
stood up, stretched his back and looked around for the stranger. He
was gone.

 


 



CHAPTER 2 - THE STRANGER REVEALS
HIMSELF

 


Eden, was a small village, sitting on the
edge of the Back River, it was known to flood sometimes, but the
village people have learned to live with that. It really wasn’t a
town, only a group of ramshackle wood buildings that had been built
at the turn of the century by freed slaves, built from the wood
provided by the trees along the shore of the river. It was a poor
village but it was their village, and they were proud of that. It
had a population of only about 300 people. They had carved out the
land and trees to make an area of three miles square. The main dirt
road was called Redemption, and at the end was Calvary Baptist
Church. It was a one story wood building, with four steps leading
from the ground to the front door. It was a modest church with
benches made of cypress trees from the swamps. The floors were
always swept each day by Miss Alice, and aged women who could
recite the bible verse by verse. She always wore a old hand me down
gray dress and gray bonnet. Except on Sundays, when she wore her
blue gingham dress and blue bonnet.

The church had a steeple, build by the young
men of the village, it had yet to have a bell, but everyone knew
when it was time to go to meeting day. There was a building in the
middle of one side of the street, used by butcher Jones as both a
meat shop and grocery store. People came in to buy some canned
goods and some fresh pork when butcher Jones got hold of a pig,
either wild or raised in the village. Most of the people got their
money from working down in Savannah. Doing odd jobs, or as some,
housekeepers for the wealthy. The family houses are what was called
shotgun, one long building, with the hallway going from the front
of the building to the back. All were grey in color faded from wind
and time. They were heated by fireplaces, using mostly wood. So you
have a picture of Eden, one main dirt road, with the houses and
business lined up on both sides. Along with this was big shade
trees that had been there since before they came. It was a good
village, so far out of the way that it was quiet and peaceful where
no strangers would wonder into. If you were a stranger you had to
want to be here. That’s why the strangers appearance caused some
stir among the village folk.

At this time of year the people gathered out
in front of their houses to get the evening breeze coming off the
river. It was a time of friends to gather and talk of the days
events or just be with neighbors. Tonight was no different, a group
of men had gathered in the front of the church. They were sitting
in a semi-circle under a large oak tree, some smoking pipes, some
cigarettes, some chewing tobacco. But tonight the talk was of a
serious nature. The men were sitting around on buckets, logs and
chairs that they had brought from their houses, some bent over
listening to the conversation, a few standing up now and then with
bad backs bent from years of hard labor.

There was Andrew and Peter, also there was
the Pastor Samuel, who was dressed with his suit of black, button
at the top of his shirt undone. He was a short round man whose face
was chubby and laughed at almost anything. He was a peaceful loving
man. To his right sat Andrew and Peter. To Peters right sat James,
the wood cutter, he was about five six, strongly built, after years
of cutting trees to make furniture and supply cord wood for
heating. On Samuels left sat Luke, older than the rest with grey
hair and glasses. He tended to the cows and pigs in the village. He
was known as the village Shepherd. To his left sat Joshua the
youngest of the group. He was a boy of fifteen, he helped his
father in the village blacksmith shop, a boy of strength, new to
the world and to wanted to learn every-thing about it before he was
sixteen.

The Pastor spoke first,

“There has been something very strange going
on the last few days, a stranger has appeared among us and I don’t
know who he is"

“He comes and goes as if he was a ghost, but
he seems to be a man of peace” continued the Pastor

“He came with us to fish, and as you all know
we caught more fish that day than all month" spoke up Andrew.

“He helped us gather up the net and after
unloading, then he was gone”

“You think he is a haint?” asked Joshua.

“I’ve seen haints” said Luke.

“Did he float in the air, was it cold when he
was around?”

“No I’m sure, he wasn’t any haint” said
Samuel.

“Well if he ain’t no haint, what is he, is he
the devil, or one of his disciples sent here to do us harm?” asked
Joshua.

“I am not the devil” said a voice out of the
dark.

Right then and there you saw five grown men
and a boy jump up out of their seats. They looked to the tree and
saw a man, wearing black standing there.

“Please sit down, I am not here to hurt you"
said the stranger.

They all sat down, even the boy, who missed
his chair and sat down on the ground so hard he made puffs of dirt
fly up around him. The stranger walked up to the center of the
semi-circle and pulled a bucket up to him, turned it upside down
and sat on it.
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