GENEVA AND THE LOST MUSIC by Ran B. Stovall
1. The Music of The Bells
Geneva had to listen carefully, so carefully, to hear the faint music of the bells. The sweet sounds drifted softly down from the tall mountains that rose high up above her home in the valley. From her seat on the milk cart her eyes searched the rocky peaks that reached like castles up into the clouds. Up there somewhere the bells were swinging and swaying and making their symphony. Even though she could not see them she knew that the deep bong sounds were made by some very large bells. The clang sounds were made by the middle-sized bells. The small bells made high-up sounds like water tumbling and laughing over rocks in a brook. Such beautiful music must come from a very beautiful place, she thought, a place high up and far away.  
 Geneva looked around her at the village she and her family lived in. It lay at the foot of the great mountains. She and her twin brother, Genoa, had been born here. The village was called Adamtown. There were no bells in the village, no music of any kind. Perhaps this was why the bells from high above sounded so sweet and wonderful. She remembered how strong and clear the bells had sounded when she was just a little girl, but lately they seemed, somehow, much harder to hear. In fact, on some days she could not hear them at all. She worried that one day she would lose their sounds forever.  
 Geneva watched as her brother returned from delivering a heavy jug of milk to the house on the hill. He looked cross and tired. 
 “Genoa, can you hear them still, the bells, I mean?”
  Genoa reached to untie their pony's halter-rope from the gatepost. He made a sour face and growled, “You and your silly bells. You could spend your time better learning to tie this rope with a proper knot. We have two more deliveries to make and it will be dark soon. How am I supposed to get this rope loose?”  
 Geneva’s face grew red. She had been careless again. She had tied the pony’s halter rope to the post without thinking. Her father had taught them how to tie a special knot, called a square knot. The square knot, he had explained, was always easy to unfasten, even when the rope is wet.  
 “But I did tie a square knot, I know I did,” she lied.  
 Lying seemed to come easily to her lips these days, sometimes to get things she wanted, but sometimes just to protect herself, like now.  
 “Oh, so you did not tie this impossible knot?” Genoa said with a false expression of amazement on his face. “Well we must have a miracle here. Imagine that. The pony has himself untied your square knot and re-tied the rope so tightly I can’t undo it.” 
 Then Geneva heard herself called a stupid liar, a foolish child, lazy, fat and ugly. She covered her ears and covered her eyes to keep out the awful, hurting words. Genoa shouted them all the louder. Suddenly, she found herself jumping up from the seat in the milk cart. She stamped her foot on the floor boards and cried out in her loudest voice.
 “Stop, stop, stop!” she shouted.
The heavy metal milk ladle was in her hand. Without thinking she threw it as hard as she could right at her brother’s open mouth. In a flash he dodged his head behind his raised arm, saving himself from a painful thump, but the ladle hit the poor pony on the rump. It set him to bucking and kicking so that the cart and its cargo spilled down all in a jumble. Valuable milk splashed out to the ground, and Geneva was dumped to the floor of the cart. 
 Genoa grabbed the pony’s head and twisted his ear to make him stop kicking. The pony forgot all about his sore rump, and began to think about relieving the pain in his ear. Genoa released the ear and pulled his folding knife from his pocket. When he saw that his sister was unhurt he sliced through the halter rope and began leading the pony and cart down the road.  
 Geneva buried her face in her hands and began to sob out all her anger and shame. It felt good to cry, even though she knew that Genoa would tell her father about the ruined rope and the spilt milk. What would she say to him–another lie?  
 The next morning Geneva opened her sleepy eyes to a bright, springtime day. She lay in her bed and listened for the music of the mountain bells, but her ears seemed dull. She could hear only the sounds of the village of Adamschildren. As she left her bed and began to dress she tried to remember everything she had ever heard about the bells. She remembered that both Father and Mother told of hearing them when they were small children. She remembered Genoa saying that he also used to hear the bells, but now only once in awhile, and very faintly. Geneva wondered why her family, and perhaps all the people of Adamtown, lost the ability to hear the sound of the bells as they grew older. Looking out the window she saw Genoa leading their pony to water, and called to him. Would he even speak to her, she wondered. Was he still angry with her? 
 Genoa stopped the pony and looked up to her. There was a new halter-rope around the pony’s neck. Genoa’s eyes did not seem angry. He even looked ready to put their argument to rest.  
 “Brother,” she began, “I think I need some help. Do you know of anyone in the village who can help me understand why I am having trouble hearing the mountain bells, and about lying and anger and hurt feelings?”  
 Genoa looked thoughtful. After a minute he said, “It is said that the clerk of our village knows about the mountain bells. Perhaps he can help.” 
 “Genoa, it is Saturday and we have no school today,” she said. “Could you take me in the cart to find the clerk? Could we go now, please?” 
 “Yes, Geneva, we can go now,” her brother said with a smile. He seemed glad to have opportunity to make amends for his ugly words to her of the day before. 

2. The Clerk of Adamtown 
 And so it was that they found themselves that Saturday in the office of the clerk of the village of Adamtown. The clerk seemed very happy to make their acquaintance and to give them his time. He listened politely to Geneva’s questions about the music from the mountain bells, and how growing up seemed to dull peoples’ hearing it. He listened also to Geneva’s questions about lying and feelings of anger and hurt. 
Finally the clerk said, "Well, I am so glad you came to me. Yes, I heard the music of the bells when I was a youngster, and I too grew up and gradually lost my ability to hear it. But, I am happy to say that I began to hear the music again, and I still hear it today."
"Tell us first where the bells are," Geneva asked.
"They are in a village high up the mountain, above the clouds even," the clerk said, "and the name of that place is Jesustown. It is a very beautiful place, I understand, and very peaceful, although I myself have never been there."  
"Tell us about how you lost your ability to hear the music of the bells," Geneva asked. 
"Yes, well, that is a complicated thing, and you must listen carefully if you are to understand," the clerk cautioned. "It has to do with being born in this village, here in Adamtown, I mean." Whenever a child is born here, the child is given the name of the first family to live here, the Adam family. Everyone who has ever been born here is a descendant of that first family." 
"Look here at this chart on my wall," he said. What does it look like to you?"
"A tree," exclaimed Geneva. 
"Yes, a giant tree," said Genoa, "with a very large trunk, some very large limbs, many smaller limbs and branches, and about a thousand little sprigs and twigs."
"It does indeed look like a tree," laughed the clerk, "and that is what we call it, our Adam family tree. Look closely and tell me what else you see."
Two young heads bent close to the chart, but Geneva was the first to cry out. "Why, look at this--the tree is made up of writing--hundreds, maybe thousands of  names and dates are written here on the trunk, the limbs and branches, and even out on the twigs."
"Yes indeed," said the clerk, "and since you two were born here in Adamtown, your names must be on the tree somewhere." 
The twins immediately began a reading race to see who could find their name first, but it was no easy task. There were a good many names to search through, and some were written in quite small letters. Finally, Geneva stabbed her finger onto the chart, and cried, "here we are out among the twigs." 
"Very good," said the clerk. "Now, can you see that you are small twigs coming out of two larger twigs."
"Oh yes," said Genoa. "The two larger twigs are our father and mother."
"And look here," pointed Geneva, "I see the names of our four grandparents and our eight great-grandparents."
"Yes," the clerk said, "and if we look carefully, we can trace your family line all the way back to the first Mr. and Mrs. Adam."
"See, here on the main trunk of the family tree is written the name of the first child born in Adamtown," said the clerk. "He was the son of Mr. and Mrs. Adam. They were not born here. They moved here from where they lived before in Jesustown. But their first child was born here just a little while after they came. I have read in the Adam family history book that Mr. Adam decided that he did not like the bell music, and so he moved from Jesustown down to this place. I understand that the first Adam children could hear the bells when very young, but they soon lost their sensitivity to the beautiful sounds. Apparently the hearing problem is passed from all Adam fathers  to all Adam children.
Geneva stood quietly thinking. Here finger moved from her name, back and back, from name to name, until she was pointing at the original Adam family. 
"So the first Mr. Adam is my great-great-great-great-great-great -great-great -grandfather? she mused. 
Well, yes," laughed the clerk, "although I'm not sure you have enough "greats" included in your calculation."
"I think I understand why both Genoa and I have a problem hearing the music of the bells," Geneva said. "We inherited it."
"Just so, Geneva," he replied. "We all have the problem because we are all of the same blood line, of the same family, the Adam family."
The three of them stood quietly, thinking. Geneva and Genoa looked a little sad, but the clerk remained quiet. He watched the faces of the two children. He looked like he expected something further to come out of his explanation. 
Then Geneva turned to the waiting clerk and spoke. "Mr. Clerk, you said that you could now hear the bells again. How did this happen? Is it possible for my brother and I to also hear the bells again?"
"Yes, there is a way for you to hear the music of the bells again," smiled the clerk. "I will be happy to tell you how it happened to me, but first let me show you something interesting here on the family tree. Here on this small branch of the tree is where my birth was recorded, but as you can see the space is blank. There is a date, but no name."
Geneva looked closely at the space.
"It seems there was a name written in this space some time ago," she said, "but it seems to have been erased. In fact, there are several blank spaces around the tree." 
"You have sharp eyes," said the clerk. "You are exactly right. I was born in this village. My parents, and grandparents, and great grandparents, and so forth were of the Adam family. Just like all of them I, too, was an Adam person. Just like everyone else in my family I had the hearing problem. I could hear the bells in my early years, but later on, the sounds faded away. I was very saddened by this loss, and confused about how it came about. Like everyone else in Adamtown the older I became, the more unhappy I became.

3. The Special Rocking Chair
 Then, one day, a Visitor came to see me. He said he was from the village up high on the mountain where the bells make music, the village called Jesustown. He said he was a carpenter, and that he could fix anything made of wood, and make new things of wood, but that his specialty was making wooden rocking chairs. He told me that I needed one of his special rocking chairs, and that he wanted to make one for me. 
I thought this a very strange thing, and I ask him why I needed a rocking chair. He replied that I needed to rock myself in it. As you might imagine, I became even more curious, so I ask the Visitor from Jesustown how rocking in his special chair would help me. But he surprised me, even more than he already had, by saying that he would not tell me, and that I could chose to believe him, or not. 
"Now, Geneva and Genoa, what do you think I did about the rocking chair?" asked the clerk. 
Geneva answered, "I think you believed what the Visitor told you about needing to rock in his special rocking chair. I think you accepted the chair, and that you rocked yourself in it."
"And that you still do everyday," added Genoa.
The clerk nodded his head, and smiled, and asked another question. "What makes you think this."
Genoa answered, "I believe you when you say that you lost your ability to hear the music of the bells, but that you have regained it. Something special must have helped you to hear it again. Something special like the special rocking chair."
"You are right, children," said the clerk. "I believed the visitor when he said I needed to rock myself in his special rocking chair. So, I ask him to make me one. He did so very gladly, and gave it to me without cost. I thanked him, and sat down in the chair. I did not feel anything special, nor did I begin to hear the music of the bells. I looked up at the Visitor and asked him what I should do next. He said to close my eyes and begin to rock myself very slowly, and to think of the bells way up above, and so I did as he suggested. I tried to remember the bell sounds that I had heard as a child so many years before. I tried to remember the joy of the sweet music, and how safe I felt under its influence. I don't know how long I rocked, or how long my eyes were closed, but my ability to hear the bells began to come back to me, a little at first, and then more and more. I opened my eyes to share my surprise and joy with my Visitor, but he had gone. And that's not all that happened when I chose to believe the Visitor."
"Oh, do tell us everything, please," cried Geneva.
"You recall that I showed you the Adam family tree, and that my name had disappeared from it?" asked the clerk. "Well, the next morning after the Visitor came, I went to my job at the clerk's office. A baby had been born the night before into the John Adam family, and I wrote the baby's name on the tree just as I do for every  new  baby born here in Adamtown. It was then that I noticed that there was a blank space where my name had always been, even since the day of my birth."
"Mr. Clerk, do you think the erasure of your name from the Adam family tree was because you believed what the Visitor said to you?" wondered Geneva.
"Perhaps your name is now written into another family tree, somewhere," said Genoa.
"Children," said the clerk, "it would not surprise me to learn that my name has been written into the Jesus family tree by the Visitor from Jesustown. It seems that believing the Visitor and following his instruction brings wonderful and happy changes into a person's life. When I rock in my chair and hear the music of the bells, I think I can also hear the voice of the Visitor."
" I think I need to rock in your special rocking chair, Mr. Clerk," said Geneva. 
"Me, too," yelped Genoa.
"What would happen to us, if we did that?" she asked. "Would we leave our parents home? Would we go up to Jesustown to live?" 
"I think it would be the same for you as it has been for me," the clerk answered. "I still live in my house here in Adamtown. I still have my job in the clerk's office of Adamtown. I see and talk with my Adam family friends. Things happen in my life just as before the Visitor came to me, but I am different inside, in my heart. Someday I think I shall climb the mountain up to where the bells ring, but not today. There are people here in Adamtown that need to hear about my rocking chair. I want to tell them."

Bible Study
 The Bible talks a lot about the record system of Father-God. It says that He writes things down in His records that are important to Him. People are important to God, and He writes things down in His records about them. For example, whenever a baby is born from her/his mother, Father-God writes it down in one of His record books.  The names of the two books are mentioned in 1Corinthians 15:22:
    For as "in Adam" all die, even so "in Christ" shall all be made alive. 
  What does God call the two families? ______________ and ______________. What does this verse say about the people in the first family? _______________. What is said about the people in the second family? ________________ . 

When a baby is born from out of  her/his mother's body, God records the birth in the Adam-family book ("in Adam"). This is true of every baby. This is the first birth. The Bible refers to it as the "water" birth, or the "flesh" birth. What is the second birth?
 Read what God says through the writer named John (John 3:3-8):
    Jesus answered and said unto him, Verily, verily, I say unto thee, Except a man be born again, he cannot see the kingdom of God. Nicodemus said unto him, how can a man be born when he is old? Can he enter the second time into his mother's womb, and be born? Jesus answered,  I really mean what I say, except a man be born of water and of the Spirit, he cannot enter into the kingdom of God. That which is born of the flesh is flesh; and that which is born of the Spirit is spirit.  Do not be surprised that I said to you, you must be born again. The wind blows where it wants, and you hear the sound thereof, but you cannot tell from where it comes, and where it goes: so is every one that is born of the Spirit. 
Everyone starts life by being born of flesh. This first birth results in a "flesh" baby, or an "in Adam" baby. Some people stay in the Adam-family all their lives, but some people learn about a second birth. The Bible calls this second birth the "spirit" birth, or the birth from "above." Only Jesus has the authority to give this second birth, and He can give it to whomever He chooses. It is the "in Jesus" birth, and it places us into the family of Father-God. The first birth can be seen. The second birth is like the wind; it can't be seen. 
In the story of "Geneva and the Lost Music" the people of her village were all Adam-family people because they had all been born as descendants of the first Mr. Adam. They were all born with the same problem that Mr. Adam had. As the children grew up they all learned to act as Adam people, and as a result they lost their ability to hear the music of the bells. 
This is not exactly what happens to "in Adam" children, but it's close. The way I understand it, is that babies born "in Adam" have the problem that their bodies can die as a result of sickness or accident, but their souls are innocent in the way Father-God sees souls. If their bodies do die, their innocent souls go to heaven to be with Him. But as they grow older, they learn to act as "in Adam" people can sometimes act, like sinful, and their souls become guilty. Now they have two problems, bodies that can die and souls that are guilty. Guilty souls cannot be family with Father-God, who is holy (very innocent). Guilty souls need a rocking chair to sit in, don't they? 
No, not a rocking chair, really, but Someone to rescue them. That's the work of Jesus-God. He has the power and the authority to make our souls innocent again. That solves one problem. And He has the power and authority to place us into the family of Father-God. This new relationship with Father-God solves our other problem; bodies that can die. People bodies do die, you know, sooner or later. But, not to worry, because when it happens, Jesus-God promises to be right there at the right moment to catch up our soul, safe, see? You just keep on trusting Him to keep on solving your two problems. 
If you chose to keep on trusting Him, you will begin to hear the bells again. Well, not bells, but you will have a peace in your heart, a peace that says you're two problems are solved, for sure, and for always. And the peace helps you to do better, and to feel better.

Prayer Time
             The Bible says that people can ask Jesus for rescue. The Bible says people can ask Jesus to take away guilt. If you want these gifts, you can ask Jesus for them by using words. You can say the words out loud, or think them in your mind, or write them down. You can use words like these:
“Dear Jesus, I need You. I am separated from the family of Father-God, and I have guilt in my soul. The Bible says that You can rescue me from separation. The Bible says you can place me into the family of Father-God. I ask You to do this for me right now. The Bible says that You will pay my penalty and take away my guilt, and I ask You to do this for me right now. Thank You very much. Amen.” 


