
-=============Preface 

M
y first book, Christology of the Family: A Systematic 

1heology of Pastoral Care, focused on the primary 

church (the family) as the place where we learn 

caregiving. 1he Lost Dutchman is a parable and a story that 

contains this theology. It explores the eternal importance of 

caring for oneself and caring for others. 

The book should make the reader think about the nature 

of God's treasure in their heart and the treasure in others. 

Sometimes, we have to dig deep to find it. We receive the 

heart of Jesus, The Pearl of Great Price, in our baptism (Matt. 

13:45-47). 

The book was not written as an apologetic for the theological 

concept of purgatory. 

It is a story that moves us to identify eternal and spiritual 

themes of forgiveness, love, caring, and redemption in Christ. 

I thank my wife, Dorothy, who has supported me in this 

work. It would never have been completed without her love 

and care. I thankJonteel House, my sister, Barbara Jensen, and 

her daughter Sarah, and my mother and father, Joseph and 

Beatrice Lessard, who encouraged me by reading and giving 

glowing reviews. I thank Jesus, who gave me the dream to 

write a story of His. I hope you enjoy it as much as I have been 

blessed in writing it. 

And finally, I want to give a special acknowledgement to 

Jill Breckenridge for her initial editing of the book. 
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-== ========Introduction���� 

T
he journey to the treasure in our heart is not a flight 

of fantasy or magic. It is a trip through the territory of 

our choices and history. It is built stone by stone, on 

sand, or on rock. Dr. Michael Turner is discovering what this 

journey means; his family and others too. We leave a larger 

footprint in the world than we know. It's every person's quest 

to experience God's love in their heart. 

The person reading this book will find themselves in it. 

I believe that it will speak to you as it has to me. The book 

connects life and theology together, something that needs to 

be recultivated these days. It will cause you to hope in God's 

plan for your life, believe in a message of faith, and trust in 

God's goodness. 

Dr. Michael Turner is struggling with a decision; it's to 

care or not to care. The choice follows him into eternity. His 

family too is trying to face the truth about him. 

Discovering his secrets reveals a person they didn't know. 

His ex-wife, son, and daughter are on the journey to forgiveness. 

It is a difficult road filled with speed bumps and obstacles. 

We' ll enter into a new world of God's care, which holds 

a hope of glory. I hope that you will enter this world with 

me and find the treasure inside you. It will require a map to 

follow. 7he Lost Dutchman will help you find that treasure. 
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The Flight of the Falcon 

H
e drove to Falcon Field for the first time in years 

and thought of how things had changed. It looked 

like this whole part of town had morphed into 

Los Angeles. Progress had set in, and nothing looked like he 

remembered. Well, he thought, so has this world changed. Doctors 

were supposed to be the stabilizing factor, to have the answers 

and solve the clinical and emotional pain of their patients. It was 

never that simple, and now medicine held no attraction to him. 

The years had passed, and partners and patients had come 

and gone. He carried in his wallet a reminder of the inevitability 

of this truth, his business card that read, "Dr. Michael Turner 

MD, Family Practice."The wallet was a Christmas present from 

his daughter,Jamie. It was silver and shiny, made ofTitanium. 

She said, "Because you are so tight with your money." He 

smiled when he thought about that. She had ordered it from 

a special catalogue. He carried it as a prized memento even 

though the material made it slippery. It held his business card, 

credit cards, money, and a key that he kept in it. 
He confessed the truth only under his breath, not that 

anyone noticed or cared: he wanted out of the practice of 

medicine. There was a deep sadness in that admission-not 

a hopeful "looking forward to turning a new page" or "setting 

off in a new direction'' or "quasi-retiring to do restful things," 
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THE LOST DUTCHMAN 

killed that idea. She said, "Hi, doc. I got us checked out with 

the tower, and we're all gassed up and ready to go. We can take 

a turn around the Superstitions over Canyon Lake and up by 

Globe and then head back to Phoenix. The trip should take us 

about an hour and a hal£" 

Well, he thought, no use coming up with a different plan. He 

became aware of that feeling he tried not to admit but carried 

around like his watch all the time. Inevitably, there was no 

changing it, no point in discussing it; the dye had been cast, 

and he was going flying. 

"Great, sounds like fun," he said, and even feigned a 

little smile. 

"Let's go," she said. "I really want to show you my plane." 

As she led the way, he followed behind like a dutiful little 

boy who had no other option but to get his haircut. Inevitability 

crept darkly into his consciousness: the inevitability of 

disappointments about the past, of unmet needs, of his limited 

tomorrows, and of retirement. 

"Here she is," Marian said proudly as she pointed to the 

little white-and-blue Cessna 150 they were approaching. 

Inevitability, he thought. 1hat's why I don't care. What's the point 

if it's all pointless? That idea had been swirling around in his 

head like a glass of nursed scotch; looking at it too closely 

never made it disappear, and drinking it never really made the 

pain go away. 

Marian was beaming with excitement and invited him. 

"Hop in! I already did my preflight inspection before you got 

here." He tried to get into the seat without looking clumsy. He 

figured that he'd give himself a little better score than the last 

time he tried to get on a horse, but not a promising start by 

any means. ''Are you all set and secure?" she asked. 
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THE LOST DUTCHMAN 

time and lost hope. They would stick to the soles of his shoes 

and bog him down in so much apathy that he couldn't lift 

a finger to care. That's all that medicine had become-just 

filling out forms,just a paperweight. Marian's voice shook him 

back into the moment. "Hey, isn't it a great day? Look at this 

view. I love to fly because you can see so much more of God's 

creation from up here. You know, it never ceases to amaze 

me that you can get a better picture of things when you get 

a different point of view." Shaking his head slightly up and 

down, he feigned agreement, and the view was pleasant. He 

looked over to her and asked, "So where are we going?" 

"Oh," she said. "Over the Superstitions and up towards 

Globe, and then back to Phoenix. It is a nice little trip, and we 

can take our time, provided we stay out of the way of the big 

jets. They like to use the Superstitions as a vector point when 

they are coming into Sky Harbor. Just settle back and let me 

drive. Relax and enjoy the view." 

"Okay," he said as he tried to settle back in the seat, only to 

recognize that her comment made him aware of how tense his 

shoulders were. Now that the initial panic had passed about 

taking off, he really focused to identify where they were headed 

and what he could see out there. First, he noticed that there 

was not a cloud anywhere. It was a blue and somewhat hazy 

Arizona sky, typical for early April. Summer was not far away, 

and although visibility was good, there was nothing exceptional 

about it. Looking down to the valley, he saw the geometric 

patterns of suburban subdivisions, the footprints of pools, 

the rooftops of businesses, and, of course, the streams of cars 

scurrying back and forth like ants busy doing God knows what. 

Up ahead was the stony forehead of the Superstition 

Mountains. From this high up, they looked different-
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THE LOST DUTCHMAN 

without words, Don't worry. I know what I am doing, even if 

it doesn't feel that way. He was about to reply when things got 

real bumpy fast. There was a pop and a muffied bang, and 

then the engine sputtered, and then the prop stopped turning. 

All of a sudden, it became quiet. There was no sound of the 

engine. In its place came fear and terror. 

To her credit, Marian acted exactly as she'd been trained. 

She ran through her emergency checklist and tried to restart 

the engine. W hen nothing happened, she recognized that 

they had only a few minutes to find a place to land. They were 

only 1500 feet above the mountain, and they were dropping 

at 500 feet a minute. That meant the mountain was coming 

toward them very fast, and it wouldn't be a pleasant meeting. 

Marian had frantically called Falcon Field and had gotten the 

attention of one of the air traffic controllers. She had reported 

that they were in trouble and had given her best guess as to 

their location. Then she managed to speak, saying, "We have 

to find a place to land right now!" She said this coolly, in a 

matter-of-fact way that seemed to brush away the terror and 

fear for the moment. "Look," she said. "There's a small wash 

down in the bottom of that ravine. We' ll have to try there." 

If she had time to fly over the area first and make a 

go-around, she would have noticed that it was a gulch full 

of large boulders hidden by cactus and scrubby bushes. She 

would have seen that if she overshot this hazard, the wash 

ended in the face of the rising mountain and that she was 

actually going upstream, not down. But she didn't have time 

for any of that; the plane was going down, and that was it. 

"Doc, we are going to land, but it may be more like a crash. It's 

nice to know I have a doctor on board. I may need your services. 

It might be a good idea to pray right about now and hold on." 
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THE LOST DUTCHMAN 

There is an angel at my shoulder; guardian of virtue 
and love. 

There is an angel at my shoulder; who wears grace like 
a glove. 

There is an angel at my shoulder; he protects me day 
and night. 

There is an angel at my shoulder; God's sentry of glory 
and might. 

In times of hurt or fear; he whispers, "God's love is 
here." 

In times of victories that I have won; he whispers, 
"God's glory to His Son." 

Someday I will meet my friend and thank him for the 
truth he said, 

and he will introduce me to a place prepared for me 
and you. 
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