We Believe: The Hit

Parables of the

Kingdom

In our last lesson we studied about the
three synoptic gospel writers — St.
Matthew, St. Mark and St. Luke. We
learned that they wrote the ‘“‘Good
News.” Through the gospel writers
Jesus brought the Kingdom of Heaven
to earth. He showed us what is in the
future for us, and through his teachings
and parables we know how to live our
lives.

Remember the story about the mus-
tard seed? Jesus said that the King-
dom of Heaven is like a mustard seed.
The mustard seed is one of the small-
est seeds on the face of the earth, but
it grows to be a very large tree. (Mt.
13:31-32)

This story that Jesus told is called a
parable. It is a story that shows how
two different things are alike. Have you
ever compared two things with phrases
like these?

as cute as a button

as skinny as a toothpick
as quick as a rabbhit

as white as snow

Jesus told his parables or stories to
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make it easier for us to know what the
Kingdom of Heaven is like, even
though we cannot see it. Jesus told us
parables so we could imagine and be-
lieve in the Kingdom of Heaven.

Have you ever watched your mother
or grandmother bake bread? If you
have, then you know that she adds
yeast and flour and other ingredients
and makes dough and places it in a
warm spot and soon the dough rises.
Then she bakes it so you can have
nice warm bread.

Let's compare ourselves to that
dough.

We are the flour.
The yeast is our love and faith in
God and Christ.

The liquid is the Church; it brings ev-

erything together.

Flour can sit on a cupboard shelf in
your kitchen for months and years and
nothing will happen to it, but as soon
as you add the yeast (leavening) and
water the flour changes. It is no longer
called flour; now it is dough. After a
while, it begins to rise, and it grows
and grows.



Compare this to our life in the
Church. When we love God and are
good Christians and live according to
the way Christ and the apostles

directed us to live, then the Kingdom of

Heaven will be closer and closer to us,
just as our bread dough gets larger and
larger. Jesus told us parables so we
would learn how to be prepared for the
Kingdom of Heaven.




Vartoohi and Lucine

Once long ago in a far away land nes-
tled between two large mountains there
was a small village. This village was so
small there was only one main street.
All of the houses and shops faced each
other on either side of the street. At
one end of the street stood the church
and at the other end stood the school-
house. All of the farms of the villagers
were on the edge of the village, and
the well where the people drew their
drinking water was on a small hill be-
hind the schoolhouse. At dawn, every
morning the young girls of the village
would gather at the well to draw their
water and to chit-chat about the
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goings-on of the village. This was the
most enjoyable time of day for them
because they could be free to laugh
and sing before their daily chores
began.

Two of these young girls, Lucine and
Vartoohi, lived right next door to each
other. As a matter of fact, they were
cousins, and like some cousins they
happened to be good friends. Lucine
and Vartoohi were always together,
and went to the well together for their
families’ supply of water every day.

“Hurry up, Vartoohi, you're always
late,” shouted Lucine. ‘| want to get to
the well early today so we can find out
what everyone's going to wear to the
wedding. We have so many plans to
make."” )

There was going to be a wedding in
the village in a few days and Vartoohi
and Lucine's families were invited.
Needless to say, they were both very
excited about this social event.

Vartoohi's mother came to the door.

“That girl of mine is still in bed —
the lazy thing. | can’t do anything with
her.”

Lucine tried again: ‘‘Vartoohi, come
on, get up, we have to go.” Finally, a
mumble came from inside the bedroom.
“What, oh, alright, I'll get up, but | was
having such a nice dream and you
ruined it.”

By this time Lucine could hear the
other girls in the village on their way to
the well, and she started to get impa-
tient.

“Vartoohi, | can’'t wait any longer for



you. | have a lot of chores to do
today.”
“*Oh, wait for me,” Vartoohi whined.
“l can't. I'm on my way. I'll see you
at the well. Hurry.” And Lucine was off.
Vartoohi, deep in her thoughts and
feeling sorry for herself, got out of bed
and began to get dressed when she
heard her mother call again: ‘‘Vartoohi,
hurry up. How are we to begin the day
without water? Your father can’'t wash
and he will have no tea. Without his
tea, he'll be unbearable. Hurry.” Var-
toohi knew her father would be in a bad
mood without his morning tea, but she
was more concerned about missing all
the fun the other girls were having.
Vartoohi finally got her clothes on
and started running down the semi-

dark deserted village street. It was so
early no one was about; not even the
dogs were barking.

Half way down the village street lived
Vartoohi and Lucine's medz mairig
(grandmother). That morning medz
mairig happened to be looking out the
window and saw Vartoohi running
along.

“Vartoohi, aghcheegus (my girl),
come here, please. | need your help,”
called medz mairig.

Vartoohi went over to her grand-
mother's window.

“I'm crushing walnuts for the pakhla-
va for the wedding and these old hands
could use some help.”

““Medz mairig, | would love to stay
and help you, but | have to get to the
well for some water. Father will be up-
set if his morning tea is not ready when
he wakes up.”
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“Well, my dear girl,” said medz
mairig, ‘‘that's very strange.”

“What's strange, medz mairig?”

“Aghcheegus, how will you make tea
without water?”

“But, | just told you, I'm going to get
the water.”

“And how will you carry this water
home?”

“In the ... Oh, no
bucket!”

Vartoohi realized in a flash that she
was in such a hurry to get to the well
that she forgot her bucket. She raced
home and found the bucket and again
started running toward the well. By this
time, some people were up and about
and there were even a few carts on the
village street.

““Hey, girls, hello, Lucine, | finally ar-
rived, how are all of you today? Whew,
I'm out of breath, | ran all the way.
Where are you going? Hey wait, | just
got here.”

“*Well, good afternoon, Vartoohi, the
day’s almost over and you're just get-
ting here,” said one girl smugly.

“*Hi, Vartoohi,” said Lucine, “‘I'm sor-
ry you missed all the fun. | just couldn’t
wait for you. In fact, | better get back
home or else my ..."

“‘But what about the wedding?” said
Vartoohi. “What about all of vyour
plans?”

“*Oh, we already talked about that,
all of our plans are made, but I'll tell
you all about it later. Good-by for now.
| have to run.”

Before she knew what was happen-
ing, Vartoohi was alone at the well.
From the top of the hill she could see
all the girls walking home with their
filled buckets. '

| forgot the
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THE PARABLE OF THE WISE AND
FOOLISH MAIDENS

Then the kingdom of heaven shall be com-
pared to ten maidens who took their lamps
and went to meet the bridegroom. Five of
them were foolish, and five were wise. For
when the foolish took their lamps, they took no
oil with them; but the wise took flasks of oil
with their lamps. As the bridegroom was de-
layed, they all slumbered and slept. But at
midnight there was a cry, ‘‘Behold, the
bridegroom! Come out and meet him.” Then
all those maidens rose and trimmed their
lamps. And the foolish said to the wise, “‘Give
us some of your oil, for our lamps are going
out.” But the wise replied, ‘‘Perhaps there will
not be enough for us and for you; go rather to
the dealers and buy for yourselves.” And while
they went to buy, the bridegroom came, and
those who were ready went in with him to the
marriage feast; and the door was shut. After-
ward the other maidens came also, saying,
“Lord, lord, open to us.” But he replied, “Tru-
ly, | say to you, | do not know you.” Watch,
therefore, for you know neither the day nor the
hour.

Matthew 25:1-13



