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Foreword



God speaks to man through types, symbols and parables. When the human mind can form a vivid mental picture of a concept it gains better understanding of the meaning that is shown. In the Scriptures God gives us many types and parables that form descriptive pictures for us to grasp. In these allegories, I have attempted to share some of the secrets of God’s ways and workings in His Kingdom. I trust that through these allegories, the reader can (through the mental pictures they paint) see and understand some of God’s secrets. For some readers these allegories will only be stories which I trust they will find entertaining. However, other readers may be able to see behind the veil and discover some of the Secrets of God’s Kingdom.



Dr. R. Edward Miller









The Almond Tree



Many, many years ago a young almond tree grew in the lovely garden of an oasis deep in the wilderness called Cyn. In those days the almond tree was known as the “Wake Up” tree because it was always the first tree to awaken anew into life when springtime returned. 

As the almond tree grew slowly in the fertile garden soil, it dreamed the dream of all little almond trees: “Some day when I grow up and become a big tree, I will lift high my leafy arms which will be abundantly covered with bright green foliage. I will cover the warm earth with my shadow for men to sit under. Many birds will come and sing their songs to me; they will make their homes in my branches. I will be luxuriantly adorned with delicate white flowers —all blushing with rose-tinted hearts. Following my time of beauty and adornment, I will grow sweet and appetizing fruit to nourish my master. How wonderful will be that day when my master, the one whom the Creator made in His own image, will gather my fruit to prepare rich foods for his family, his friends and himself.” With joyful anticipation of many good things to come, little Almond Tree continued dreaming of that wonderful day when it would be able to give living food to its master.

Full of life and hope, the little tree thrust its roots ever deeper into the warm earth which the gardener kept fertile and well-watered. After three long years of tender care the little free had yet to produce any sweet almonds because, as you may know, almonds are not produced in the first, second or even the third year. It takes several more years for an almond free to bear fruit.

Meanwhile, all the strength and processes of nature surged within the little tree to bring it to its precious time of fruit-bearing. “Why does producing almonds require such a long time?” little Almond Tree questioned. Months and seasons passed slowly by — still no fruit! How anxious the little Almond Tree became as it waited expectantly for that wonderful day when it would become a big tree and grow fruit for its master. During these waiting years it vigorously grew larger every season. As its roots thrust downward, the little tree grew upward — upward into the lovely air and sunshine. Although the time was long, little Almond Tree was not discouraged when lovely blossoms still had not yet appeared.



Finding A Rod



One day a man dressed in a long white robe walked through the garden and stopped in front of the little tree. Searchingly he looked and murmured to himself, “Umm, this one is just the right size; this is exactly what I’m looking for — straight and strong, yet pliable.” Little Almond Tree had grown long enough for the wood to be solid and strong. “This tree is precisely what I will need for my many long walks. Yes . . . I will make a rod for myself to help me as I journey up to the Promised Land.”

Taking a sharp knife from the folds of his garment, he quickly cut down Almond Tree and peeled away its bark. Then with his knife he smoothed it until not one single knot protruded from the polished shaft. Having now become a smooth rod, the master could use it in many ways; it would feel comfortable to him as he held it in his hands. Carefully he then laid the peeled white stem of Almond Tree out in the sun to dry — a process which would turn the almond free into a dry and useful rod. Then without another word, the man walked slowly away.



Forfeited Dreams



In one brief and painful moment the white-robed man had completely separated the almond free from all its life sources. Mercilessly and completely he had destroyed all the pleasant dreams, all the promises of future beauty and hopes of producing delicious fruit. Gone, forever gone were all the little tree’s hopes!

     Suddenly and remorselessly little Almond Tree was transformed into a leafless, branch-less and lifeless rod. Alone it lay out in the desert quietly weeping its life away in the hot dehydrating sun. Not one kindly root remained to bring up cooling water from Mother Earth. Shocked, hurt and dying, the almond free was filled with pain, confusion and hopeless despair. It understood absolutely nothing of what had happened, or why this fatal tragedy was allowed during its normal growing process.

Realizing that any fulfillment of its luxurious dreams for future glory and usefulness were now impossible, Almond Rod lay there quietly as its life drained slowly away. “All my hopes of producing beautiful blossoms and lovely fruit

all my aspirations of future blessings. . . all my expectations have been slashed away with the stroke of my master’s lethal knife. . . all my joys and anticipations have turned into the sorrows of death and despair,” moaned dying Almond Rod.

Never, never will birds grace my boughs. . Never will the miracle of life take place in my branches as tiny eggs hatch into little nestlings and develop into beautiful birds. Never will one flower burst from my buds. . . Never again will leaves appear upon my branches to clothe me anew when spring comes.”

The tears of dying Almond Rod oozed from every cell as it lay lamenting in the hot sun. All the beauty it once dreamed of, would never  be. And most tragic of all, it would never bear any fruit! Its small life was doomed to be fruitless and useless. “Why did this have to happen?” it questioned. “And if it had to happen, why did it have to happen to me? I hurt no one; I was not a bad tree destined to bring forth poisonous fruit that might hurt someone. My only desire was to bring forth fruit for my master, sweet fruit to feed him from my rich bounty. 

“Why?. . . Why?.. “Almond Rod sobbed and sobbed until there was no more moisture within to produce tears. Meanwhile, little by little, its tiny, complaining voice became quiet as the pitiless sun blazed furiously on. Dreams and questions ceased. The former little tree lay under the merciless sun as nothing but a dead, dry almond rod.



Rod’s Reflecting



Quietly Almond Rod began to reflect — its reasoning, complaining and confusions now silent: “Did I truly love my master? Did I honestly want to nourish him? Was it really true that my greatest desire was to bring him pleasure and to help him? On the other hand, was it not his hand that cut me off from life? Could it be that the one who cared for me from seed-hood did not intend for me to become a mature almond tree? Was this only my dream, my intent? Perhaps my master only wanted and needed a dry rod to lean on and to protect him.” These thoughts and convictions finally brought peace to the musing almond rod. After honest deliberation and soul-searching, little Almond Rod surrendered to the will of its master saying, “If my master wants me to be only a rod for him, a rod I shall be — a true, strong and straight rod on which he can safely lean.”

Little did dry Almond Rod realize that the hand that cut it away from the sweet flow of life’s forces was the very hand of Aaron, the great high priest of the Almighty Creator, God. Yes, it was none other than Aaron, the man chosen out of the tribe of Levi. Aaron, the very brother of Moses, the man whom God the Creator spoke face to face. In meek surrender Almond Rod (who did not as yet know its master,) served him the best it could as a rod of help and protection.

For many years Almond Rod served Aaron faithfully as his rod and staff. 



Controversies



Then came a day when jealous controversy arose among the leaders of Israel. Angry complaints and sharp criticisms against Moses and his brother Aaron brought matters to a head. “Aaron is the high priest just because he’s Moses’ brother; its not because the Lord has chosen him for such a high place,” the jealous leaders angrily and slanderously accused! “We are just as good —if not better — than Aaron,” some bold ones said. “There ought to be a vote to see who will serve in Aaron’s place when he steps down. Surely each one of us deserves a chance to lead the chosen people of God. It’s not good for our nation to have all its officers come from just one family,” several others affirmed.

The Lord — weary and angry with those who murmured and complained against His chosen ones — commanded Moses to take a rod from each of the chief elders of the twelve tribes of Israel, rods upon which they daily leaned. Moses prepared to take the rods of all the elders (plus Aaron’s rod) into the tabernacle and lay each one before the Ark of the Testimony in the Holy Place where God met with man. There in this wondrous and secret place, where God’s Shekinah glory cloud rested day and night between the wings of the cherubim, God Himself would settle the matter. In strict obedience to Jehovah’s order, Moses took one rod from each of the chief elders of the twelve tribes of Israel. Among them was Almond Rod that belonged to Aaron. Each rod bore its owner’s name clearly inscribed upon it. Carefully, and in strict obedience to God’s command, Moses laid those rods in the Holy of Holies before the holy Ark of the Covenant.

“And you shall lay them up in the tabernacle of the congregation, before the testimony, where I will meet with you. And it shall come to pass, that the man’s rod, whom I shall choose, shall blossom.”  (Numbers 17:4-5)



In The Sacred Place



In this manner dry Almond Rod, owned by Aaron the priest, came into the most sacred of sacred places on earth,  into the room called the Holiest of All. There along with the other eleven rods, Aaron’s rod was placed before the Ark of God’s Presence. What a beautiful place it was —this sacred and holy place where the Presence of Jehovah abode day and night in the cloud of shining glory. Exquisitely portrayed Cherubim of Light, embroidered with dexterous needlework using threads of pure gold, covered the ceiling and walls of that holy place. In the “life-giving light” of the Shekinah glory, the Ark shone like a magnificent jewel of purest gold. Only the refulgent, sparkling Shekinah light of God’s Presence illuminated that Holy Place; no natural light ever entered there.

Within Almond Rod’s dry and dead fibers came the sense of wonder of the glorious and excellent power resident in that Holy Light. The mystery of life that flowed from the presence of the Living Being dwelling in the Holy Place flowed even into Almond Rod’s driest fibers. Receiving the emanations from the overshadowing, abundant life that radiated from the divine glory cloud, Almond Rod’s dry soul shivered into life again. The radiant mercy that poured forth from above the blood-sprinkled mercy seat sent out powerful healing rays into every cell of the lifeless rod. Flaming life reached down into its hopelessly dead heart and searched its deepest longings. In holy obedience the vigilant watchers — the Cherubim — kept careful watch over Aaron’s rod that wondrous night of resurrection mystery.

As Aaron’s rod lay with the others in the Holy Place, powerful life forces of divine energy surged through its being — life forces utterly unlike any life-giving forces of nature it had known before in the garden. Almond Rod felt as if rivers of living waters flowed ceaselessly through its being.

All night long Almond Rod lay quietly in the power and pulsing life that permeated the Holy Place. Minute after minute it basked in that glorious light. Hour after hour it ever increasingly absorbed the life that poured out from the cloud of glory. Throughout the long night hours and until the morning sun broke night’s reign, Almond Rod lay quietly luxuriating in the grand profusion of divine life that continuously flowed through the Holy of Holies. This new life was incredibly more satisfying to Almond Tree than when it had awakened daily to the bright sun of early spring.

Without exerting any effort of its own, Almond Rod received life from the Glory Cloud. No natural roots pushed down into the earth to seek life in order to bring forth leaf or bud. What could Almond Rod possibly do of itself to produce life or leaf or fruit?  It could do nothing at all. No, it could do nothing at all, for it had been dry and dead a long while. Aaron’s rod found it impossible to remain dead in the Holy Place with such an abundance of divine life vouchsafed and mercifully given unto it.

All during that remarkable night, Almond Rod felt the strangest and most inexplicable sensations. A divine and life-giving power, like electrifying electromagnetic waves, flowed through and around its whole being.

What had happened to Almond Rod that extraordinary night, it did not, and could not, understand; it did not need to. While wondrous changes took place within its being, it only needed to lie quietly through those long night hours. As dry Almond Rod waited, life thrust itself powerfully through every cell of its being. Fine new bark formed around its hardened shaft. Tiny twigs and larger branches sprouted from its long dead cells. Then buds popped out like jack-in-the-box from little nodules; leaves sprang forth in green abundance. Sweet-scented flowers burst from their buds into beauteous bloom. And best of all, fruit — real living fruit — ripened on its branches. Yet throughout all that transforming process, not a single root formed to reach again into the natural earth of its origin. Almond Rod needed nothing more than the dynamic and divine life that was abundantly poured into its lifeless frame from the glorious Presence that abode in that sacred, holy place.

Aaron’s rod remained quietly and looked around. “Why,” it wondered, “aren’t the other rods responding in the same way as I am to the mighty life and glory that fills this wonderful place?” Then it remembered the Lord’s words through Moses, “The man’s rod, whom I shall choose, shall blossom.” 

“Ah, then . . . my master Aaron is the chosen of the Lord and I belong to him!” exulted the transformed Almond Rod. “My Creator had mercy upon me; He’s given me life that I might live again. By the power and grace of the Lord God of Israel, my highest dreams are now miraculously fulfilled: I once was dead. . . but now I live! Truly dead and devoid of all life, having lost all hope, now I live. The glory of the presence of my Creator has caused life to spring forth in me — life more abundant.

“The other rods belong to masters whom God has not chosen to be His high priest. What a difference it makes who one’s master is! My master is Aaron, Jehovah’s chosen high priest.” Rejoicing, Almond Rod declared, and I belong to him; I belong to Aaron the high priest. I am his. . . I am his. . . I am alive! How my master will rejoice to see me — so full of life and fruit and beautiful blossoms. Beyond all doubt and argument, Aaron shall know, by the life within me, that he is the chosen priest of God.”



Amazing Discoveries



Early in the morning, as the first rays of dawn began to push away the darkness of the night, the owners of the rods returned to reclaim them. How amazed everyone was when Aaron’s rod was brought forth. How gloriously different it was from all the others! No longer was it dry and barren. Almond Rod budded, blossomed and yielded almonds all in just one night.

Little Almond Tree (whose natural dreams had been to-tally destroyed) found abundant life by remaining all night in the Holy Place. In the power of the abiding life of the Holy Presence, dry Almond Rod had been gloriously changed. Not by its own power — for Almond Rod was very dry and very dead — was this amazing and spectacular miracle wrought. Only by the Divine Life that forever abides in that Holy Presence can such a wondrous, life-giving miracle be performed. Could any almond tree have dreamed of producing leaves, buds, blossoms and fruit in one night? Almond Rod, with no roots to pierce natural soil, now had adornment of blossoms, beauty of leaf and enrichment of fruit. Nothing remained in the cut-off Almond Rod that made natural fruit bearing possible. Nevertheless, Almond Rod was remarkably transformed; it was now “a fruitful bough.”



Place Of Privilege



And of that rod —  now so full of life — the Creator spoke again, “Take Aaron’s rod and put it inside the Ark of the Testimony; there it shall remain forever as a witness.” Inside that marvelous golden Ark of the Covenant —  in the place called the Holiest of All — Almond Rod would remain forever. Jehovah’s precious presence... Jehovah’s glory Jehovah’s life would daily and eternally flood Almond Rod. Never again would the former little Almond Tree be a dry rod. The miracle of life and freshness, the living green covering, the adorning flowers and beauty would be manifested throughout all ages as long as the Ark of the Covenant remained in the Most Holy Place. 

Having once died — then having been brought back through resurrection into newness of life — Almond Rod need never die again. Having once partaken of eternal life, it would now live forever. Having been nothing but a dry, dead almond rod, it became an Eternal Tree planted in the Garden of God to remain there forever.

Blessed you are, Almond Rod, whose master and owner was Aaron, the high priest of the Most Holy One. You spent all your night before the Ark of the Divine Presence. Near the mercy seat of grace you were allowed to behold the Shekinah Glory that abides there.

Holy Melchizedek, priest of the most high God, teach me, as Almond Tree, to yield fully to the work of Thy hand, to remain quietly as a day rod in the lovely, beautiful and living glory of the Holy Place. Let me stay there, in that place where the Living Presence of God abides, and where the Mercy Seat rests. Let me stay there, where the voice of God can be heard from between the wings of the Cherubim and  where life abundant flows forth like an eternal river.



The Chinese Vase



 Deep in the heart of China there was a gentle old potter who was considered quite eccentric.  His small shop which adjoined his little house was located in the poorest section of the capital, not too far from the Emperor's palace.  He was very poor, much poorer than other potters in the city because no one wanted to buy his vases.  The reason he could not sell his vases was quite simple -- they were too expensive.  Therefore, the other potters of the area looked down on him; not only because he was peculiar, but also because he was unsuccessful.

Nevertheless, the old potter categorically refused to make cheap vases that were popular and people willingly bought.  It pained him to even consider making cheap vases that could be produced quickly and easily.  In contrast, all the other potters made vases cheaply -- by the dozens -- and sold them quickly.  



The Disdain Of The Other Potters



Because the poor old potter obstinately refused to listen to the other potters' advice, he was often derided and belittled by them.

"Look, Old Man," the other artisans said one day as they attempted to reason with him, "you purchase the same clay as we do from the white clay quarries, so we know that you buy clay very economically.  Furthermore, if you'll only work more quickly, then you'll easily paint a pretty picture on the vases that will make everyone happy.  It doesn't take too long to make an attractive vase that anyone will buy.  So if our materials are not costly and we make vases quickly, why do you dabble about so long and charge so much for one of your vases?  Don't you realize that they're too expensive?  No one can afford to buy them.  You should have dozens and dozens of nice vases of all shapes and colors on display in your shop.  After all your tedious labor . . . you have only four vases to sell?

"Old Man, you have puttered around your shop for years.  Is it because you are so lazy that you have only these few vases to sell?  Where are all the others you should have made by now?  We admit that the vases you've made are nice and the pictures are lovely, but what do you do with your time?  We notice that you sit and stare at a vase for half an hour before putting just one tiny brush mark on it.  Then you sit for another half-hour studying it again before finally painting another mark.  Why, we can paint a whole scene on our vases while you put only one mark on yours!  You ought to be ashamed of yourself, Old Potter. 

"Don't you realize your children have no shoes for their feet, even in winter?  Sometimes they go about our neighborhoods begging because they're hungry.  How shameful!  Your wife wears that same thread-bare rag year after year; you don't seem to have enough money to buy new clothes for her.  Your family suffers neglect and poverty -- you bring disgrace to our profession.  You should be ashamed of yourself for making your family suffer unnecessarily.  Why don't you wake out of your dreams and work for quick success like we do?  We warn you . . . if you don't pull out of your fanciful delusions all of your family will die of starvation.

"Besides, the prices you ask for your vases are astronomical!  What strange urge compels you to put such enormous prices on them?  It's no wonder that no one buys them!  The pictures you paint on your vases are fancier (but no prettier) than the pictures we paint on ours.  We potters make a good profit on our vases; yet we charge modestly for them so the people feel they can afford to buy them.

"Look at this price tag!  You ask ten thousand `yuan' for the vase in the corner?  Man, you are crazy!  Who do you think has enough `yuan' to buy that vase?  Such astronomical prices are the reason no one ever buys from you.  How long has this vase been for sale? . . . What? . . . Three whole years?  Well, there it sits; it hasn't been bought in all that time.  How could anyone buy it?  Who in the world has enough money to pay such a price for that pretty vase?  Your excessive price requires more money than a man earns in twenty years of labor. 

"Listen to us; we feel sorry for you.  In fact, we came to advise you because we want to help.  Just `wise up;' put a decent price on that cheap bit of clay, and it'll sell right away.  Ten thousand `yuan' is ridiculous to expect for a vase!  Ask fifty `yuan' and you'll sell it immediately and have enough money to live on for months, and your family will be fed and clothed.

"We counsel you, Old Man: make lots of vases quickly, sell them cheaply and you'll live comfortably.  Don't waste months and months painting a pretty scene on only one vase.  No potter can afford to spend over a year laboring on only one vase.  Well, anyway, you'll never be able to sell that old vase because you demand far too much for it.

"What is the price on that large, bright one standing by the window?  You don't even have a price tag on it!  It's really lovely -- but what do you want for it?  Ho! . . . Ha! . . . twenty thousand `yuan?'  Well, what if it did take over two years to paint the vase?  That's really your own fault for being so slow and lazy.  Your price is utterly ridiculous!  Maybe what people say of you is actually true -- you really are deranged.  The truth is we want to help you, but what can we do?  You absolutely refuse to conform to the norms of our Potters' Guild.  You simply refuse to make vases within acceptable price ranges.  Sorry . . . if you continue to refuse our wise counsel, don't look to us for help."  Calmly studying where to put his next brush stroke on the vase before him, the old potter sat quietly ignoring their admonitions.

"That old potter is stubborn and set in his ways!" they grumbled as they walked back home from the old potter's.  "We've tried to help him in every way possible, but he absolutely refuses to listen to us.  Maybe when his wife dies of starvation he'll wake up to reality and listen to our good advice.  Two years!  Over two whole years painting one vase!  Absolutely preposterous!  Admittedly, the picture on the large vase is exquisite, but who can pay such a price?  Just because our fellow potter works so abominably slow doesn't make his finished works worth such astronomical prices."



Meticulously Excellent, But Poor



As the next two years went slowly by, the old potter worked steadily on.  Finally the entire set of six vases he purposed to make was finished.  How proud he was of his excellent porcelain!  The old potter recalled his long and arduous search to find paints that were just the right colors to please him.  He carefully executed every brush stroke delicately and thoughtfully.  Not one smudge of erased paint marred his paintings.  Every tiny detail was as clear as the stars shining in the black midnight sky.

However, in spite of all his diligent work, the old potter was still miserably poor.  Because no one ever bought any of his vases, no one in his family ever knew what a full stomach felt like; they all suffered the cold, hunger and misery of "miserable penury."

None of his peers and neighbors appreciated nor understood the arduous struggle his vases had cost him. . . . No one came to admire the beauty he had created. . . No one treasured the painstaking labor his vases had required.  Well did the old potter know that his were not ordinary or cheap clay vessels.  Even though the clay was cheap, the special non-cracking glaze he had invented was not.  The artistry that fed and satisfied his soul, his potter's skills, his prolific creativity, these were not cheap . . . not cheap at all.  Why couldn't he work like all the other potters? . . . He just couldn't!  The beauty he sensed in his soul refused to let an inferior beauty be produced by his hands.  To be comfortable with his work, to be at peace with himself and to be satisfied that he had done his best, he had to paint in his own way.  How proud the old potter was of his beautiful vases.  How he loved them, for they were like children to him.

Certain that applying gold leaf to the vases would greatly enhance their beauty, the old potter spent many long hours researching and experimenting until he could make the ultra-fine pure gold adhere to the clay.  After many trials -- and as many failures -- he finally found a way to make the metallic gold bond to the glazed clay and become as one element.

Finally Old Potter discovered that only in the hottest fire would china-clay accept the melted gold and bond with it.  The fire would anneal the gold into the surface of the clay, thus making it one substance.  Remaining shiny and bright, the gold would highlight and greatly enhance the potter's paintings.  The fiery-hot process so bonded the gold to the vase that it would not flake off, even after a very long time.

How proud the old potter was of his secret process; he had discovered a way to meld gold into the glaze of his vases.  Every one of his treasures now had gleaming gold added to their beauty which greatly increased their value.  Sadly enough, few people ever looked closely enough to admire the luster of the pure gold shining on his beautiful vases.  Those few people who had noticed the gold and asked the price, only hastened away.

Because his vases were too valuable to him as "artist and creator" of their beauty, the old potter could not sell them cheaply.  Furthermore, he could not possibly create such beauty in just a few short hours; each vase demanded countless hours to paint.  Thus, the beautiful vases continued to stay seemingly abandoned in the corner as he grew increasingly poorer.

Looking at his wife, so uncomplaining, struggling hard to find ways to keep her family alive, the old potter felt like weeping.  "Why is the world like it is?" the potter thought out loud.  "Why do really beautiful things cost so much to produce that no one wants to buy them?  Why are beautiful objects not really admired or appreciated?  People only buy cheap things -- things that give momentary pleasure to the eye and absolutely no uplift to the soul."



The Royal Pooch!



One day the Emperor's chief steward appeared in the potter's poor neighborhood.  He was searching diligently for the Emperor's favorite poodle that had escaped from the palace grounds.  After not finding the little dog in the more affluent parts of the city, out of desperation he proceeded to diligently search throughout the poorest section.  At every house he inquired, "Have you seen the Emperor's favorite house pet?"

Entering the old potter's shop, the steward asked him if he had seen the Emperor's poodle.  Suddenly the steward abruptly stopped.  Gazing around the shop, he was delighted when he discovered the exquisitely beautiful vases.  In total amazement, the steward excitedly asked, "Whose are these beautiful vases?  Who made them?  How much do they cost?"

Totally forgetting the Emperor's pampered pet, the chief steward immediately rushed to the palace to tell the Emperor about the marvelous and exquisite craftsmanship he had just discovered in the old potter's shop.  Excited and curious, the Emperor immediately ordered his sedan chair to be brought, and quickly he set out to see these exceptional works of art for himself.



The Royal Visitor



When the people in Old Potter's neighborhood saw the Emperor in his golden sedan chair carried into their part of the city by his liveried retinue, they were amazed.  None of the residents could remember the Emperor ever visiting their impoverished area before, and they were even more astonished when they saw him stop before the old potter's shop.  "Oh, no!" the neighbors gossiped.  "What terrible thing has happened to bring the Emperor  to the potter's house?  Has Old Potter done something that has greatly displeased or angered our Emperor?  Will the Emperor's men immediately hang the old dreamer from the big tree in the plaza?"  All their questions and comments showed that none of them could think anything good about the eccentric old potter.

As he went into the shop, the Emperor courteously greeted the potter and quickly turned to look at the six vases standing side by side in the corner.  Ordering them to be placed in the light of the window, the Emperor carefully examined them in amazement.  He found each one of the six vases impeccably flawless and wondrous in beauty.  Then the Emperor suddenly spied the sparkling golden nuggets that glittered throughout the pictures on the vases and exclaimed with pleasure: "Gold . . . pure gold painted into the vase and made one with it!  How did you do it?  What a treasure!  What a marvel!  You've succeeded in making real gold become a part of your vases.  This is indeed a marvel!"  Instead of quailing at the high prices, the Emperor declared, "I'll take all six of them.  What bargain prices for such precious works of art!"  So without caring to negotiate or haggle over the prices, he promptly claimed all six vases for his own.



The Real Treasure Discovered



The Emperor realized that the greatest treasure of all was not the exquisitely beautiful and marvelous vases he had just purchased, but the  unsurpassable talent and laborious dedication to his art of the artist himself.  For as flawlessly enchanting as were the vases themselves -- far beyond any art he had ever seen before -- their inestimable value came only from the Master Artist who had painstakingly and skillfully created them.

Turning to the Master Artist the Emperor said, "Sir, you must come to live in my palace and work exclusively for me.  I appoint you Master Potter of my whole kingdom.  No other potter in all my kingdom has ever made anything comparable to these glorious vases that you have created; I want to own every vase you ever design.  Beyond all doubt you are the most excellent potter in my whole kingdom.  Not only will I build you a shop according to your own design, but I will also provide a house within my palace grounds for you and your family.  Your marvelous vases are too precious to be placed anywhere but in my royal palace.  Only royalty can truly appreciate and care for these exquisite national treasures.  Your priceless vases must never be cared for nor treated as `common vases' -- lest they be broken and a magnificent treasure be lost forever."

Riding back to his palace with the carefully protected treasures, the Emperor marveled that he had purchased these valuable vases so cheaply.  However, he clearly understood that the Master Potter himself -- who had so painstakingly and marvelously changed the lifeless clay into a work of living beauty -- was his real treasure.



From Rags To Riches



It wasn't long before the amazed neighbors observed that the potter's family wore the finest clothes, bought the finest bread and, more than that, they went about singing and laughing as if they had found a pot of gold at the end of some rainbow.  The sudden affluence of the family so astonished the neighbors that they rapidly changed and withdrew their mocking comments concerning the Emperor's Master Potter.

A few days later, the Emperor's royal carriage, attended by his own stewards, arrived at the potter's door.  How courteously and deferentially these workers helped the Master Potter and his family into the carriage.  Noticing the kind and respectful treatment the family received from the Emperor's servants, the townsfolk followed them to the gates of the palace.  To their astonishment, Master Potter and his family were immediately ushered inside the palace courtyard.  When the townsfolk heard that the former old potter was going to live in the Emperor's palace, they returned home almost speechless.

"How in the world could such good fortune have come to that old potter?" they queried.  "What did the Emperor see in that old man to take him into his palace grounds to live?  We always thought he was so peculiar and useless, a dreamer of vain dreams . . . and oh . . . so pitifully poor!  Ah, but now he is rich -- richer than all of us put together!"  Shaking their heads in shock and amazement, his neighbors returned to their homes bewildered and ashamed.

Not knowing of the old potter's good fortune, the men of the Potters' Guild decided, a few months later, to try to advise the aged artisan to mend his ways.  How surprised they were to find his poor little shop boarded shut.  "Oh, that pitiful family; they must have died of starvation," the potters thought.  Querying his neighbors, the potters tried to find out what had happened to the old potter and his family.

How amazed and confused they were when they heard that the great Emperor had purchased all his expensive vases.  They simply could not believe that the Emperor had taken Old Potter and his family to the palace to live; nor could they believe that he was to work exclusively for the Emperor.  Not until some neighbors insisted that they had witnessed the Emperor's stewards coming to escort Old Potter and his family to the royal palace, did the Potters' Guild believe in the old potter's good fortune. 

"Is it really true," they asked, "that the Emperor said Old Potter was too talented an artist to work for common folk?  Is it true that he has made him Master Potter of the whole realm?"  

"Yes, it's true!" the neighbors assured the men of the Potters' Guild.  Flabbergasted and astonished at this amazing news, the potters shamefully bowed their heads and slowly walked away.  In both humiliation and confusion, the dejected potters remembered what they had said and done to the old potter.  "Hopefully," they mused, "because he is old, he will not remember our foolish and caustic remarks."  In no way did they want the Emperor's Master Potter to be angry with them.  

Realizing that the Emperor had chosen the old potter's work over theirs, all the other potters reconsidered their words.  "Perhaps," they concluded, "it does pay to spend more time and care painting our own vases."

Determining to mend their ways, they hoped that maybe someday the Emperor might purchase their vases, too.  Unfortunately, they did not realize this important truth -- the Great Emperor valued Master Potter himself far more than any precious treasure Old Potter had created.



Tale of the Trinkets



Many years ago I found myself together with a number of unknown people in a strange looking building that appeared to be an unused warehouse.  How I arrived there -- or why I had come -- I could not tell, neither did I question.  Everyone near me was talking excitedly about a strange phenomena that appeared at the rear of this empty warehouse that extended out over the water.  Unearthly lights with unusual rays and strange colors glowed intermittently with blinding intensity; then they faded away to a dull glow only to flash forth again in crackling rays.  While witnesses were describing this extraordinary occurrence, a strange curiosity possessed me and caused me to ardently desire to investigate those peculiar lights for myself.

Reaching the place the witnesses had indicated at the rear of the building, I saw the most peculiar sight.  Weird and eerie lights emanated from a huge room that was somehow attached to the outside of the warehouse.  This strange room had no doors, windows, gates or any other visible means of entry; yet, I instinctively knew (though I don't know how I knew) that there must be an entrance.  I realized -- that by insisting -- I could and I would enter that unusual room.



Let Me Come In



As I approached the solid wall from which the lights were emanating and shining all around me, I called out in an imperative voice, "Let me come in!"  When no one answered my demand, I took a small hand-bomb (similar to a grenade) out of my personal arsenal.  Throwing this vigorously against the wall, I commanded in a loud voice, "In the name of Jesus, . . . let me come in!"  Strangely enough, before the grenade reached the wall, an unidentifiable machine suddenly appeared through the wall and quickly caught my hand-bomb.  Then it proceeded to grind my bomb into dust before it had time to explode or do any damage.

Angered by the frustrating destruction of my weapon -- and the steadfast refusal of the keepers of the room to allow me to come in -- I prepared to throw a second grenade even harder than the first.  Crying out aggressively, "In the name of Jesus, . . . let me come in!"  I hurled it against the wall.  Again that infernal machine appeared and in a most disdainful manner caught the bomb, crunched it up and spat it out as insignificant dust.  Then the machine disappeared from my view.

By then, thoroughly outraged by the stubborn resistance I had encountered, I became all the more determined to pass through that defiant wall.  I wanted to investigate the strange and alien events which were transpiring beyond my view.  With the same peremptory cry as before, I grasped another small bomb and threw it powerfully against the seemingly impassible barrier.  Once again that defensive machine suddenly appeared and in short order contemptuously destroyed my bomb, then quietly disappeared.

With even greater indignation I shouted commandingly, "I am determined to come into your hiding place.  You shall not stop me -- nor will you win against me!  You cannot hinder me from entering your sinister abode.  Your infernal machine of defense shall not be able to destroy my most powerful weapon, for I have an even stronger weapon which will overcome all your defenses.  You will not chew up nor throw down this powerful weapon; it shall penetrate your defenses and make a breach so I can enter."  Removing the largest bomb from my arsenal and shouting with great authority, I threw it against the same wall with all my might.  "In the name of Jesus," I demanded, "let me come in!"  Immediately the wall opened wide and I found myself entering another dimension where I no longer could see any of the eerie flashing lights.



The Hidden Prison Scenes



Inside the large room I watched a tall, portly, and well-dressed gentleman of obvious distinction catch the bomb in his hands and immediately throw it to another -- a weird creature that looked like a jackal with a head as black as carbon.  Below the head of this alien-looking creature was a body that looked like a man's.  Growling furiously, this unearthly creature caught my bomb in its strong white teeth and began hassling it, apparently determined to demolish the bomb without being destroyed by it.

As I carefully looked around in that new dimension, I observed many more of those weird, repulsive, jackal-like creatures.  All of them were occupied polishing brass bars that shone with a brilliant golden sheen in a hypocritical pretense of being solid gold.  At first, I had thought they were polishing the brazen bars, but observing more closely I realized their diligent efforts were only a masquerade.  Their main purpose in remaining so close to the brass bars was to act as guards for an enclosure that could only be described as a vast and bizarre prison camp.

This prison camp,  -- for so I must define it -- was enclosed by high horizontal bars of brass and guarded by the jackal-men, was so enormous I could not see across it, nor could I distinguish any of the boundaries save the one immediately before me.  



Counterfeit Gems 



The prison camp crowded with countless thousands of men and women all seriously amusing themselves by playing with the most odd and useless bits of things.  These "things" which I could only define as "worthless trinkets" were highly esteemed by those imprisoned people as having great value and profound significance.

To my eyes these trifling trinkets appeared to be nothing more than small bits of brass, colored beads, pretty colored stones, odd old rags and all manner of tiny, useless things that I would think no one in his right mind would want to keep -- let alone esteem as precious treasures.

With delighted concentration the people fingered their worthless little trinkets for hours at a time -- as if they were treasures more precious than diamonds or rubies.  "How marvelous our treasures are!" they exclaimed.  Ardently praising the beauty of both their own and their neighbors' trinkets, they spoke of their chosen treasures to others with highest admiration.

I saw a young woman approach another in a very serious manner and heard her say, "Would you please trade that marvelous piece of blue glass in your hand for my pretty little yellow rock?  It would look so pretty on my new dress tonight."  The two bargainers came to an amicable exchange and each returned to her place delighted with her successful trade.



Tinseled Trinkets 



In spite of all the enthusiastic exchanges, I quickly saw that everything in the camp was not always that congenial.  Quite frequently serious squabbling broke out in various places when the prisoners quarreled and bickered with one another over their junky stuff.  These vehement quarrels -- as to who owned the best bits of this and that -- caused the jackal-like creatures to rush in and most unsympathetically attempt to put an end to their quarreling.  But sometimes they only managed to make things worse.  At times, the confused situation urgently demanded the intervention of the ruler of the prison camp.  (Observing carefully, I saw that no love was lost between the prisoners and their jackal-keepers.)

In spite of the bickering and quarreling, most of the prisoners (happily cherishing their "treasured trinkets"), continued dealing non-stop with their junky bits of stuff.  Admiring them, gloating over them, trading them, exhibiting them and fighting over them was the main occupation of the prisoners who were entranced and totally occupied with their odd trinkets.  Being completely contented with their "tinseled trinkets" was their sad and terrible lot.

The prisoners frequently flaunted their trinkets (claiming the superiority of their baubles over those of their neighbors).  Then when an opportunity arose, they would blithely steal some junky item they coveted from an unwatchful and unsuspecting neighbor.  Hiding their new bauble away among their own worthless trinkets, they cherished it as though it were precious gold.

As I was observing the prisoners, the well-dressed but repugnant gentleman who had given the order to allow me to enter that unearthly place, turned to me saying, "Come, let me give you some of my delightful treasures."  When I commented that his "so-called treasures" looked to me more like "repulsive junk" than anything of desirable value, the gentleman appeared mildly offended.  "Well, if these items don't suit you, I have many other things to offer you that I know you will like.  Come with me," he again said as he invited me to follow him.



The Treasure Chest 



Then proceeding to escort me deeply into the prison camp, he came to a huge brass chest bound with iron bands.  Seriously assuring me of the measureless value of his priceless treasures, he carefully unlocked his treasure chest.  Opening it wide, he exclaimed, "Now I will freely give you some of my treasures."  As far as I could ascertain, his treasure chest was filled with more of the same worthless baubles that were deeply intriguing the deluded people around me.  Ungraciously I refused his offer, saying disgustedly that I considered his "so-called treasures" nothing more than "repulsive and worthless old junk."

My disdainful remarks greatly offended the prisoners who were close enough to hear what I was saying.  In anger they furiously began to reprimand me for such ignorant and inconsiderate comments.  Cursing me for insulting them and their kind master (whom they so greatly appreciated and admired), they disgustedly turned away from me and returned to their worthless trinkets.

Upon my refusal to accept anything from his treasure chest, my portly guide said, "Never mind, I have better things I can give you."  Whereupon he dug deeper into the same chest and brought forth a handful of debris which looked even more worthless than the first handful he had offered me -- if such were possible.  Bits and pieces of useless objects and oddments -- such as tangles of thread, a bent thimble, several rusty nails, useless screws and some scraps of colored paper -- were all I could see.  A feeling of disgust rose within me.  Spurning him I exclaimed, "I don't want such trash; it is an insult to my intelligence!"

"Never mind," he soothingly said again, "I have something still better to offer you."  Then laboriously digging to the very bottom of his brass chest, the man brought forth handfuls of what appeared to be disgusting garbage: bits of limp sea moss, half-rotted leaves and small bones of unknown origins.  I couldn't even recognize most of the musty, moldy, evil-smelling and disgusting refuse which was heavily spotted with dirt and mildew.

"That is worse than junk;" I protested, "it's garbage!  I wouldn't even put such rubbish into my hands -- let alone sit here with these poor deluded prisoners and pretend to enjoy such trash!"  My truthful words again stirred the trinket players into a fury.  For awhile, I feared there would be a dangerous uprising against me.

Remaining totally unruffled, the strange and suave gentleman who ruled that place once again said to me, "Never mind; I promise I have something else for you.  I'm sure this time I'll be able to please you and make you happy.  I'll gladly give it to you."



Real-estate Wealth  



With those words he led me away from that repulsive prison camp and drove me into the center of a beautiful city.  As he was driving I noticed that although quite corpulent, he was nonetheless elegantly dressed and had a large gold watch chain dangling on his waistcoat.  And though his manner was impeccably courteous, a repugnant sense of rejection stirred within me.  I felt as though I was in the presence of hypocritical evil that was masquerading as beneficent good.

As we drove to elegant and luxurious looking apartment buildings he commented, "This lovely apartment complex is mine; however, if you'd like to have it, I will give it to you."  As I hadn't the slightest desire to be tied down to running such a monstrous enterprise (and worrying myself sick with such unrewarding labor), I quickly refused his offer.

Continuing to drive through the city, he went from one place to another showing me all manner of buildings, industries and businesses.  Claiming to be the owner of every one, he generously offered to give me any of them if I desired.  As we traveled together throughout the city my repugnant host continued to insist he owned everything of material value there.



The Host’s Real Identity



Journeying on, I noticed that everyone we passed bowed to this gentleman in reverential homage.  Observing his face and his reactions, I realized how deeply his ego fed upon their adulation.  To him, the people's homage and veneration was the very food of his soul -- more valuable and more desired than any of the things he was offering me.

In a flash of inspiration I suddenly recognized this man.  "Why," I said with surprise, "this portly man beside me is none other than the devil himself masquerading as a sophisticated urbane gentleman!  Satan has disguised himself; he is trying to catch me in his snares."  When I watched him even more closely in the light of my new understanding, I realized how well he played the part of a grand gentleman -- full of charm and ever so pleasant.  Because he was so suave, nothing about his person or bearing would bring fear to anyone.

Now realizing my host's true identity, I continuously insisted that I'd accept absolutely nothing he would offer me.  Over my strident objections Satan continued to ingratiatingly suggest, "Let me give you this business . . . this factory . . . this lovely villa . . . or these beautiful grounds."  In disgust I countered, "I don't want ANYTHING you have to offer me!"



My Love For Music As A Concert Violinist 



Finally Satan took me to a grand opera house where I heard the most harmonious music.  In some way he sensed that I was pleased and impressed by the beautiful harmonies.  "All right," he slyly remarked, "now I know exactly what pleases you."  It was true.  The excellent orchestration and the lovely melodies of this exquisite music had really impressed me.  Sensing my enjoyment of these delightful songs, he offered to give me this beautiful music.

Pleased by the delicate harmonies and delighted with the excellent orchestration, I considered his offer.  I told him I would accept it . . . but only if the music was a gospel hymn.  "Sorry," he suavely replied, "this particular music isn't a gospel hymn, but I assure you there are some other pieces here you will like."  I could now see it was of paramount importance for him to "give me something" -- just anything so he could trap me.

From the lowest form of junk -- which thousands had received and thereby became his prisoners -- to the richest and finest objects this world can offer, he felt he must give me something.  However, I well knew that behind any gift he would give me lay invisible and entrapping chains of brass and iron that would enslave my soul into eternal bondage.

As he quickly leafed through pile after pile of music naming some of the pieces, I recognized certain classics which he called "beautiful works of the great masters."  If he observed by my facial reactions that a particular work of art was pleasing to me, he would pause and then generously offer it to me.  Fortunately, nothing he offered me was a hymn.  Unsuccessful in his diligent search for a binding entrapment, he finally admitted -- as I continued to pressure him -- that he did not have a single hymn in all his enormous repertory.

At last I conclusively remarked, "You have nothing . . . absolutely nothing that is acceptable . . . you can not give me anything, for all you give me would only enslave my soul.  I will stay with you no longer; I'm leaving right now!"  



No Release



In sudden and ignited fury he replied, "Oh, no, you're not leaving!  You chose to come here; you even insisted upon entering my kingdom of your own free will -- and you cannot leave!" "Yes, I can leave," I calmly assured him.  "I'm leaving by the same power by which I entered.  By the authority of the name of the Lord Jesus Christ I AM leaving; you CANNOT stop me!"  I immediately started to walk away.

"Having once come here, how dare you think you can leave?" he threatened with vehement rage.  "What makes you think you can leave me now that I have allowed you to come into my domain?  Don't you know I am absolute ruler here?  All who enter my domain must obey me.  Besides, how dare you use that High Name?  What right do you have to use it in my kingdom?  No one is allowed to use that Name here!  That Name is strictly forbidden to everyone in my kingdom.  Furthermore, what makes you think you have any right to appeal to or use His Name here?" 

Turning towards the evil being once again -- and looking directly into his repulsive face -- emphatically I replied, ". . . because the Lord Jesus Christ owns me -- body, soul and spirit.  Jesus gave me the authority to enter your domain.  And now He gives me the authority to leave.  You cannot stop me nor keep me here!"  Immediately walking away from him with strident and determined pace, I left him standing there absolutely helpless.  That pompous gentleman quickly deflated into an empty shadow of unmitigated and oppressive evil. . . . Immediately, by the power of Jesus' name I found myself out of that evil place of entrapment.



Lasting Memories



I have never been able to forget the terrible plight of the multitudes of individuals I saw devotedly playing, trading, bickering and fighting endlessly with their worthless and disgusting trinkets.  What deep sadness overwhelms me as I remember those countless individuals entrapped eternally to inanely count their foolish "tinseled trinkets" -- to consider such trifles "precious treasures!"  Poor . . . mindless . . . miserable prisoners kept deceptively in a prison camp!  Yes, they are imprisoned forever by the black-headed jackal-guards; they are slaves to the owner of that detestable and despicable concentration camp.



The Lonesome King



A magnificent king, who ruled over an immense kingdom that extended in every direction, lived in a sumptuous palace which his subjects heralded far and wide as the most resplendent palace in the whole world.  Marvelously constructed, it glistened in the light like a superb, gigantic, sparkling crystal.  Every dwelling of the citizens of this royal city manifested its opulence and wealth.  Because of this king's kindness, equity and justice to all, he was highly revered by all his subjects.  Everyone throughout the whole world considered him compassionately benevolent and exceedingly wealthy.  As his subjects always felt happy and cheerful (and the climate was fair and pleasant), people often called his kingdom the Kingdom of Light.



The Embittered Ruler



Far distant from the royal city lay a vastly inferior principality ruled by an extremely malevolent and pernicious prince who had previously held a seat of authority in the royal household.  Refusing to submit to the authority of the great king, he had risen in rebellion against him, then, fled far away to the farthest boundary of the Kingdom of Light.  By many devious means this rebel prince carved out a principality for himself far outside the sovereign king's domain.  Obsessed with jealousy against the gracious ruler of the Kingdom of Light, this malevolent prince constantly harassed the king's subjects who approached his principality.  Though he never could annex a portion of the kingdom to himself, nevertheless, he caused much sorrow and grief to all the "border people."  The bitter envy and implacable hatred the angry prince exhibited against the good king caused a dark evil cloud to hover over all his principality.  This dark foreboding cloud was so real that it made both the jealous prince and all his subjects miserable, unhappy and forlorn.  So oppressive was this evil cloud that people called the bordering province the Principality of Darkness.



Fellowship in the Kingdom of Light



Now within the pleasant Kingdom of Light, the good king spent much of his time tending to the multitudinous affairs of his kingdom.  His august throne room was always a very busy place because the king often faced problems that needed his personal attention.  In spite of the many busy and talkative people in his throne room -- and the army of courtiers standing by awaiting his bidding -- the good king often felt lonely in his beautiful palace.

Not only did the king long to have close fellowship with his subjects who had access to his palace, but he also deeply desired to find among his many visitors some that he could call his friends.  Many business-minded, troubled or needy folk came to him each day; however, in spite of these daily visits, the kind king felt more and more alone.  Sighing, he said to himself, "I wish I had some real friends -- folk who would simply like to come and talk with me without my having to resolve their troubles, take care of their needs, and get involved in their business."



A Special Hour



Having decided to establish close friendship with his top ministers, the king set apart a special hour when they all could relax and chat comfortably together before having to discuss kingdom affairs.  He liked the undertaking so well he decided to meet with the ministers every day.  In this way, not only would the kingdom prosper but -- at the same time -- a close fellowship would develop.  No longer would the king feel abandoned and lonesome on his high throne.

When this special hour proved to be so successful, it became known throughout the palace grounds as the top priority of each day.  Everyone understood that the king and his ministers could not be disturbed by anything short of a dire emergency at this appointed time.

Due to the king's wise counsel, good fellowship and patient and loving attention, his ministers rapidly developed into truly capable administrators of the kingdom, having learned how to "run things" in the most efficient manner.  Every morning they met with their wise king for fellowship; over a cup of tea, they discussed the affairs of the kingdom.  Of course, their conversation was only about important matters.  Being too inhibited to talk freely and without restraint in the presence of their king, the ministers limited their conversations to important matters only.

At first, the great king was very happy with this state of affairs and he no longer felt neglected and lonesome, but even the luster of finest things sometimes wanes and no longer remains as satisfying as before.  He began to notice that the "chatting and fellowship times" became shorter and less important to his ministers, while their business affairs and their growing portfolios took up more and more time.  After a while, even the morning tea seemed like a useless intrusion -- an interruption to the consideration of more important responsibilities the ministers faced.



Pressures and Changes



As time went on, the ministers -- having become so busy with their extensive and important business concerns -- found it harder and harder to meet together at the set time.  When they could spare a minute, they began to drop in at the palace one at a time.  Stopping by briefly and staying but a short while, they barely took time to consult with the king about important matters.  Sometimes all they wanted was for the king to sign vital documents for them.

One pressured day, the Minister of Communications entered before the great king and bowed respectfully.  With a gracious smile of welcome, the king asked how his affairs were going.  "O King," the minister quickly answered, "I have saddled some of your best horses.  Our finest messengers are ready to ride out to the farthest reaches of your kingdom with our latest messages.  I just need your seal of approval on the notices I've prepared.  In this way we can send out some news that will make your subjects really happy. If you'll please stamp my orders right away . . . Oh, yes, if there's anything special you want me to communicate, just let me know . . . otherwise, just give your approval to these notices I've already written up, and I'll dispatch them immediately. My boys are ready to ride as quickly as possible."

	Misunderstandings



In utter astonishment the king looked at his minister.  Amazed and taken aback by his deputy's words, he became speechless and didn't answer one word.  The brashness and boldness of his minister's words made the king feel lonesome and rejected again.  He sighed as he thought to himself, "If I ever let him sign his own bulletins in the future, he will never come to see me again.  Being so efficient and industrious, he could get along quite well in his busy ministry without needing me at all."

Totally misunderstanding the king's deep sigh and perplexed look, the Minister of Communications declared, "Oh . . . you mean you're putting everything completely into my hands?  You trust me sufficiently now?  How thankful I am you have placed such confidence in me concerning all these important matters.  You intend for me just to go ahead and design my own messages, then sign them in your name?  I see . . . so that's how it's to be.  Well, I'm quite happy about this new method; it will surely save time.  This way I'll be able to get more done and not take up so much of your valuable time.  I sincerely thank you for your confidence, Sire.  I plan to drop in every month or so to give you a report on how things are going in my ministry."

With a large portfolio of messages in his hand, the Minister of Communications hurried out of the king's presence and ran out to the waiting messengers, "Here are some keen messages I've prepared," the minister announced.  "Incidentally, while you're traveling, go ahead and make up some more messages yourselves.  Think of something to say that will sound good and make all the people of the kingdom happy.  The king has already given his stamp of approval to this procedure; let's really keep the dwellers of our kingdom well informed."

In shock and grief at the totally mistaken assumptions of the Minister of Communications, the king sat numbly on his throne.  "How deluded my dear minister is becoming!  Has he forgotten that I -- and only I -- know what messages my people need, and what messages they're ready for?  Unless my Communications Minister receives his word from me, it will do his listeners no good."  In sorrowful silence the king sat pondering the problem.

The Minister of Lands and Buildings entered next.  He bowed in obeisance before the king as he stepped forward briskly.  Evidently he was a very capable man who would tolerate no nonsense from anybody.  Excusing himself for being in such a hurry, he announced, "Sire, a tremendous purchase has been offered to us.  It's a grand opportunity: we can obtain a large complex of buildings for your kingdom at a very cheap price.  Actually, the rebellious prince of our neighboring principality owns this piece of property which is located on the border of his land.  However, for just a token of its true value (with an option to buy later), he will lease it to us.  I have already printed out the authorization form which I plan to sign in your name.  As the owner of this property is waiting on me right now, I really need to hurry.

"Also, I want to inform you that I have several other deals in the making.  Every day we're adding more and more buildings and lands to your kingdom.  It's immensely encouraging to me how our neighboring prince, who used to be so vexatious, is now cooperating with me.  Actually, Sire, we are going to own a good slice of that principality when we consummate all these deals.  More and more we're able to lease (with options to buy) many border lands and buildings from our neighboring principality.  If we keep on the way we're going, we'll own all their land . . . it's just a matter of time.

"I must go now, Sire, but if there is anything special you want of me, you know where to get in touch with me.  I don't know how long it will be before I have time for another report, but I will try to keep in touch."  And the Minister of Lands briskly bowed and exited.

Shaking his head sadly and wearing a most perplexed and pained expression, the king watched the minister as he hastily departed.  "So busy, so busy, poor man!" he murmured to himself.  "He didn't even ask if I approved of his dealings with our neighboring prince.  I wonder if he even cares how I feel about the whole matter.  I hoped to develop an intimate friendship with him.  He is such a talented man with much potential; I expected a great future for him.  Oh, if only he realized his need, sought my counsel, and talked things over with me."  Because the king had a deep affection for this young man, he felt sorrowful and more lonely than ever.



Whose Counsel?



Next, the Minister of the Interior presented himself to the king, and promptly said, "Sire, I've ably taken care of your interests for you.  As you already know, there are many people in your kingdom who are very inefficient and just blunder along in life.  I'm truly concerned, for they are really not accomplishing what they should.

"I'm letting your subjects know that now somebody is in control here . . . somebody who is efficient.  All these blunderers can't go on bungling and blocking the work from being done as it ought to be.  These men seem to think they don't have to be proficient; they seem to think you'll be pleased if they just work the best they know how for you.  When I succeed in straightening out their misconceptions -- by using the most advanced psychological and scientific techniques -- I know we'll be able to instruct them all to work for us in a more satisfactory and efficient manner.  In this way we'll get a lot more done.

"Frankly, Sire, I'm amazed . . . just absolutely amazed . . . how few subjects in your kingdom really work productively for you.  Don't worry though, I'm going to deal with this problem thoroughly.  Everyone, yes, everyone, is going to work for the kingdom with all his strength.

"Please excuse me, Sire; I must press on now because I need to check all these problems with my psychological counselors to be sure I'm doing everything the right way.  I'd really like to see you more, but right now I'm too busy to come very often; I promise to come when I can."  And so the rushed and harried minister quickly retired from the presence of the king.

In grief the king asked himself, "Has my earnest friend found a greater need to commune with his psychologists than he has to come talk things over with me in trust and faith?  How delighted I would be to counsel him and show him the way to work with men according to my own principles and ways.  But he is so occupied and preoccupied trying to establish my kingdom for me. . . . Oh, if he would only come and commune with me!  What secrets of dealing with men, women and even children I would share with him."  As deep sadness for his misguided minister gripped the king's heart, he felt more lonesome than ever.



Mistaken Efficiency



No sooner had the Minister of the Interior exited than the Minister of Helps came in to see the lonesome king.  Obviously this important minister had great confidence in himself, for he walked in with an almost regal bearing.  This new minister's duties called for him to organize activities, form committees, and head up kingdom projects.

Bowing graciously before the king, he offered, "After our morning talks with you, Sire, I realize that you are a very orderly and regulated king; therefore, I plan to organize your kingdom more efficiently. Unfortunately, there are some areas in which your affairs are not fully integrated and operational.  All my committees are not operating productively yet; however, we're electing more and more committee heads who are coordinating their plans.  I am certain that soon everyone and everything will be fully integrated.

"Not one person will be allowed to work without a supervisor to observe and control what he's doing.  You won't have to worry about what a person is saying or doing.  Rest assured that I will have everyone under supervised control.  When my plans are finalized, our department will truly be a self-operating pyramid; I'll systematize it all the way up to the top.  I promise you, O King, I'll run my department very productively -- just as if you were sitting at the top yourself.  I'll soon have an effective up-and-coming organization, and I'll keep it that way.  I know this decision will please you, Sire.

"Farewell, your Majesty.  I don't know when I will have time to come to see you again as I have so much to do.  Just know that all is going well under my able direction."  Bowing graciously again, the minister stepped confidently outside and left the king sitting quietly on his throne.

Sorrow had flooded the king's heart as he listened to his Minister of Helps.  "Does he think that my kingdom shall be established by his means?  Doesn't he understand that I want my people to work for me of their own free will, of their own free choice?  Has he not learned that I do not want my subjects under the demanding `tyranny of taskmasters' like the Hebrews in ancient Egypt?  Didn't my minister hear what I was saying when I spoke of my hatred of slavery?  After so long a time with me, doesn't he yet understand my concepts?  Hasn't he yet learned my ways with my beloved subjects?  He works so hard at his job; I know he wants to please me.  Poor misguided minister!  How certain he is of his own ways; he sees no need to commune with me or to inquire of my desires.  How blissfully and mistakenly he persistently plods on his own way.  How I would so love for him to desire my friendship and take time to commune with me!  How differently he would work for me if he would only seek to know my heart."



Whose Harmonies?  Whose Music?



Following the Minister of Helps, in popped the youthful Minister of Music with a shiny guitar in his hand.  Enthusiastically plucking out his latest tune, he failed to notice that he had forgotten to greet the king who listened patiently as he played his song all the way through and sang the lyrics.  "Isn't my new song beautiful, King?" he exulted.  "That's the latest one; don't you agree that it has a catchy mod tune?  When I heard it I immediately wrote new lyrics to match the style of your kingdom.  Truly, I think it's one of the best I've ever written!  When I cut the new record, I'm sure it will make a big hit.

"I'm going to try to air it in certain cities in our neighboring principality.  Because it has only a few of our kingdom ideas in it -- but not too many so as to make people reject it -- I'm sure it will be readily accepted by our neighbors.

"You know, your Majesty, how careful I am now-a-days because some people don't like the solid old things; they like something that really `rocks them.'  I feel I must write the type of music that everyone will listen to and not be `turned off.'  We really want all our people to be `tuned in' and `turned on' to the wave length of the kingdom.

"By the way, Sire, I have a new arrangement all worked out for my song; in fact, my helpers are scoring it right now.  Soon we're going to put this song into full orchestration.  When I sang, did you notice my words . . . `Let's go over the top for the kingdom?'  Well, I put in an exquisite drum solo right after that part.  I feel certain it will really `send' the people.

"Thank you for listening to my song, O King.  I knew without asking that you'd approve it.  I'll send you the record when it's ready.  And something else . . . don't look for me tomorrow as I'm meeting with the Kingdom Musicians' Guild I have organized.  I can't say when I'll be free to come and see you again."  So bowing slightly, the Minister of Music exited humming his new tune.

With grief-stricken face the king looked aghast at his minister, shaking his head in pity as he murmured, "Such a talented young man . . . I had hopes for that lad, for he has a marvelous gift of music.  But he has become so wrapped up in his own music that he hasn't any time for mine!  He neither knows me, understands my melodies nor hears my harmonies.  Poor deluded musician . . . he sincerely believes he pleases me with the music he creates.  Such a delightful personality and warm spirit he has.  If he would only come to me . . . I would have precious fellowship with him and teach him the harmonies of my kingdom.  We could truly be great friends."  And again the king felt . . . oh, so lonesome and disregarded.



Old Ways or New Ways?



The Minister of State -- the one entrusted with the integration and working together of all the different parts and organizations of the kingdom -- came in.  Unquestionably he was a learned man.  Bowing in splendid humility before the king, he announced, "O Sire, we're forging ahead to create the best unity we've ever had in the kingdom.  As a corporate group, we're working together like we've never worked before.

"I've learned that the pathway to unity involves isolating and eliminating the things that cause disagreement.  We consider disagreeable ideas to be quite disruptive to unanimity, and therefore we only maintain those elements upon which we do agree.  This practice greatly simplifies the way to unity because there are so few principles that we all can agree to.  Do you see the beautiful simplicity of only having a limited number of principles on which we do agree?  As a result of this work, we're building the finest unity we've ever had within our organization.

"Before I go, I want to tell you that, at the moment, I'm continuing to work with those people who are still somewhat rebellious.  They simply don't want to let go of their old and outdated concepts -- their `Old Ways and Old Landmarks' they call them. But we are still trying to rid them of their antiquated ideas.  We'll either get them in . . . or else get them out!  After all, there are just a few rebels; most of us are already going the New Way.

"No doubt this will make you happy, my Lord, because we're going to have a smooth-running organization where everybody really loves everybody else.  After all these years of struggle, we shall finally become a truly ecumenical kingdom.  And, my Liege, because you've always disliked any bickering in your kingdom, I know you'll be very happy with our work.  Rest assured that I'm busy working for you.  In fact, I'm so busy I have hardly any time to visit you.  Indeed, I cannot say just when I will come again."  With these closing remarks, the minister humbly and promptly slipped out the door of the throne room.

Looking long and sorrowfully after him, the king mused, "Pitiful and deceived man; he really thinks that efficiently uniting minds on a few minor and insignificant details will eliminate the enormous differences on major issues.  Does he think that such a minor white-washing will bring happiness to me or to the people of my kingdom?  When drastic occasions call for the use of a sword, hiding it in the closet will not keep war from arising.

"True, I desire unity, but only in the acceptance of the principles I have established for my kingdom.  How my soul yearns to enlighten him concerning unity, and rid him of his delusion.  How I long to make him my friend, as well as a lover of my ways." Sighing, the king continued, "Tragically, his learning and his books have taken my place in his heart, and he seeks me no more.  Will none of my ministers come to me to seek my words and to learn my ways?  My heart is still lonely.  How I long to commune intimately with my own chosen ministers!"



Whose Silver and Gold?



The Minister of the Treasury came in next; his very bearing (and the robes he wore) bespoke the high importance of his office.  Deferentially inclining his head, he said, "O King, we're hard pressed for money as usual, but things are going fairly well.  We've got quite a few committees working on our cash flow, and I'm investigating different systems of accruing the finances needed.  I plan to try out several methods so our people will not only pay their usual ten percent tax, but be so enthused they'll want to give even more without feeling pressured.

"It's obvious that most people don't want to pay more than they have to into your treasury.  Many complain that they don't get any visible benefits in return.  If they would only realize what a privilege it is to live in the kingdom we've developed here!  I try to keep our people so busy there isn't time for much complaining.  We're already operating several highly popular bazaars and we're planning different rummage sales.  Of course, bingo is a bit too modern for some of our people, but we will start it with our more avant-garde groups.  I must go slowly with such new activities as raffles and lotteries.  In addition to these new commercial ideas, I'm trying to find ways to collect from people the money I need without really offending them.

"One of my new ideas is to persuade the more affluent to donate some specific items to the kingdom.  Then I'll put plaques on the wall letting everyone know who has given these great gifts.  Believe me, this method really works.

"I must admit, O King, that though I'm doing everything I can, the treasury is very depleted. Actually, we're having a hard time keeping some of our efforts afloat as they are a bit costly to instigate.  This doesn't concern me, for I know they'll eventually pay for themselves and more.  Fortunately, we do receive some help from the printing and music departments.  If it weren't for some of those extra helps, we'd surely be in a very difficult situation.

"In spite of all our efforts, I must sadly report that there are still many complaints against our department; but you must realize we're doing the best we can.  I've hired some of the most modern psychiatrists; they're showing us some new ways to get people to give without feeling abused.  Actually, they're coming up with some pretty smart ideas on how to manipulate people without their realizing it.  So, when these procedures develop a little further, we'll let you know, O King.

"Goodbye for now, your Majesty.  As soon as I have better news for you, I'll come back to see you."  And without waiting for any reply from his lord, the stately treasurer withdrew from the king's presence.



The King's Wealth



"Poor, blind administrator," said the king, his face clouding over with displeasure and sorrow, as he watched him depart.  "Doesn't he know or realize how wealthy I am?  I need no gold or silver from my people.  Has he forgotten that the cattle on a thousand hills belong to me -- the gold and the silver are mine also?  True, I want my people to share their goods with me -- out of love for me -- so I'll then be able to share more of my blessings with them.  Oh, if my minister would only come and sit at my feet and learn of me; he would quickly discover how to enter into rest and not have to labor so hard for the gold that perishes.  But he refuses to come and commune with me -- he's just too busy.  Thinking he's sustaining me and my kingdom . . . he completely ignores me."  The lonesome king sat sorrowfully pondering his minister's lack of understanding concerning the finances of the kingdom.



What is True Happiness?



The next deputy to enter the king's presence was the Minister of Health -- the one entrusted with keeping kingdom people well and happy.  Bowing before the king, he exclaimed, "O King, I don't have much time to spend with you this morning; there are so many people sick or in poor health.  You must realize how pressured I am because of their many demands.

"O King, I'm doing everything I know to do to make your people happy and keep them out of misery.  I've gathered some beautiful cliches that we're making into attractive wall plaques to help keep our subjects' minds off their pains.  Also, we've prepared some very good music records to help them feel relaxed.

"You may not know that I'm working hard on pushing `positive thinking' to persuade folk that even if they're unhappy or in ill health now, someday everything will be all right.  Instead of being concerned and dwelling exclusively on their problems, they must think positively of that day when they will come up higher and live in the Great Kingdom of the Beautiful Hereafter -- which you say you are preparing for us, O King.  That is still true, is it not, your Majesty?  

 "Our emphasis on `positive thinking' will be successful because some of our finest artists and psychologists are working on constructive and uplifting themes -- surely, being positive will make our people feel much better.

"Well, I must go now; but remember, we're really pressing home our new panacea of `positive thinking' with our subjects.  Without any doubt, this inspiring message will release our people from their terrible moods of self-condemnation, self-accusation and guilt.  Learning to always dwell on positive and helpful themes won't allow your subjects to wallow in the slough of despair and conviction over their sins.  They won't worry so much about their need to repent.  `Negative emphasis' and `negative thinking' can't possibly make people healthy!  Our new message will bring your subjects into a place of `positivity' like they've never experienced before.  Again, I really must go now, my Liege; I trust everything will turn out well.  Oh, . . . by the way, if you discover any real catchy phrases, please pass them on to me . . . won't you?  Believe me, I'd be most thankful."

Tears like glistening diamonds filled the king's eyes as the Minister of Health withdrew.  "No," the king said sorrowfully, "my minister doesn't realize what he's doing.  Although he often sat before me and heard my words, he never really listened to me when I spoke.  I weep over him because he tries so hard -- yet so ineffectually -- to make people happy.  He doesn't realize that it's not the `happiness' that results from man's responses to `happen-stances' that really counts.  The happiness and joy my people need come only from hearts that are deeply in love with me.  True happiness comes to those who are not dependent on happenstances and circumstances to trigger their happiness.



The Door into the Kingdom



Not really coming into the reception hall, the Minister of Records just sort of popped his head in the door.  Excusing himself for his unconventional behavior, he announced, "I've got tremendous news for you, O King.  Reports which have come in from throughout the kingdom indicate that our workers have persuaded 153,721 foreign subjects to make decisions to come and live in your kingdom this year.

". . . What's that?" queried the Minister of Records.  "Are you asking me if any of those 153,721 converts are coming to you first to plead your pardon for their rebellions? . . . Do any of them plan to beg you to take them in as your subjects? . . . Really, Sire, is that what you asked me?

"Oh, . . . I'm sorry, my King, I don't have a record of anyone of that group who plans to come to you for anything.  Oh . . . you say that twenty-seven actually did come to you and plead for forgiveness?  Well, I'm sorry, . . . I don't keep any record of such actions.  After all, I only record the names of the ones the messengers tell me about.  Here are the names of the 153,721 people who promised to move here and become subjects of your kingdom. . . . Of course, we've written them down and we're counting them as `already in.'

"Surely, this huge influx will make the treasurer happy, because there will be that many more who will pay their ten percent tax.  What? . . . You say you prefer the new converts to come here to see you first?  Well, I'll take this matter up with the proper authorities, O King -- that's really out of my line. I'll mention your desire to the Minister of Communication so he will communicate your desires to the messengers. . . . Yes, yes, don't worry, I'll do that. . . . Well, I must go now; I don't know when I'll have the next report ready, but till then, I wish you well."  As he had only popped his head in the door when he came, he quickly stepped back and in a moment of time was gone.

Frowning in grief, the lonesome king thought of the many sad souls who would come to live in his kingdom without ever coming to see him, or asking his permission, or receiving his pardon.  "Hasn't anyone ever told them that all who come to live in my kingdom must come to me requesting my acceptance and be registered?  Sooner or later, all unregistered ones will be evicted and repatriated.  Do my ministers truly think that just anyone can take up residence in my kingdom?  Do they imagine that people can come and live under my protection without first having received a residence permit from me?  What good are all the statistics that the record-keepers manufacture if the new immigrants never come to know their king?  I fear that my chosen minister has forgotten my ways -- that is, if he ever learned them."



The King's Plans and Purposes



As the sad king pondered this unacceptable and untenable situation, the Minister of the Exterior walked in.  Because his charge included the embassies and consulates worldwide, he proceeded to give a lengthy account of the difficult times encountered with this great responsibility.

"You know, your Highness," he courteously remarked, "we've had to close a lot of our consulates.  Can you believe that some of our embassies have been destroyed?  Certain of our finest men have faced persecution; it's quite sad.  Others of your bravest defenders have actually been martyred for the kingdom's cause.  As you may know, many foreign governments beyond your borders simply do not like your Kingdom of Light.  Truly, I can't imagine why.

"In other places, we're pressing ahead as quickly as we can . . . but I must admit, we've had to retrench our efforts considerably.  It's a shame, but for the present we've had to close down some of our finest works.  Because we're retrenching in some areas, we're putting all our extra efforts into the places where they allow us to represent your kingdom.

"Look at it this way, your Majesty, we haven't really retreated, we've just withdrawn our strength and efforts from some places and redoubled our efforts in other areas where we're more welcome.  I believe you'll be happy with what we're doing and will be pleased when you see the records we're accumulating in our home office.  For all our present reverses, I'm convinced that we're going to come out with a balance sheet in the black.  Honored King, in spite of all the negative reports, I'm certain that your kingdom is really going ahead.

"When we finally get large enough, I believe we'll be able to get these other countries to open up our embassies again by pure force.  Yes, I'm working in that direction, O King.  Well, I must get back to my office now as I have many things to do.  Goodbye, your Majesty; see you next time -- but I'm not really sure exactly when that might be."  And with this comment, he confidently strolled out of the throne room.

With a faraway look in his eye, the lonesome king sat and pondered the latest reports.  Well did he know that many other governments gave allegiance to the wicked neighboring prince.  Like that malevolent rebel, they also hated the Kingdom of Light with its upright king.  The sad king also knew that some of his own subjects had wandered far away because he had sent his emissaries out to help them return to his Kingdom of Light.

"Unfortunately," the king said to himself, "little by little, my minister has lost touch with the real situation in my kingdom.  It's been so long since he has given me an opportunity to sit down and talk with him.  Obviously, the poor hard-working man has completely forgotten the things I once taught him concerning my true plans and purposes.  How I wish he would just slow down and take time to come and visit with me!  We could have such sweet fellowship together, for he is a sincere man, but . . ."  So groaning inwardly, the king silently pondered the serious needs of his minister.



My Children . . . Oh, My Children!



 With stately steps the Minister of Education, a man of great wisdom, strode in.  Bowing low before the king, he proudly reported on the great number of schools that had been built and organized under his administration.

With uplifted eyes, he glowingly reported: "More and more we're taking over the full education of all our children.  We realize that if we don't educate them properly in Kingdom Principles from the very start, they won't ever become responsible adults.  That is why we're building some very large structures to accomplish our high goals.

"As we oversee the education of our young people from a very early age, we are now seriously considering their education after secondary school.  For this reason, we have started kingdom colleges.  Concerning graduate work, we've incorporated a full doctoral training program; we're producing some highly trained teachers.  Even though we might seem to be a bit pressured right now with all these projects, there are still so many needs of our young folks to consider.

"What? . . . Yes, I know . . . I know, Sire, that we've lost a lot of our most promising young people, but that's not my fault, really.  No doubt some of our poorly trained teachers and irresponsible parents have caused the problem.  Don't you worry though, for we are combating that right now.  We're encouraging our schools to teach Kingdom Principles, Kingdom Ways and Kingdom Laws with more effective methods.  Fortunately, we're hiring the finest teachers for our colleges.  They . . . uh . . . yes, I know they're very liberal; I realize that.  But please understand, Sire, that in spite of the fact they're very liberal, they are also extremely efficient.  Using some of the most updated ways and electronic methods, our teachers are effectively getting our concepts across to the youngsters.  By the time another generation has come and gone, I'm sure that the kingdom will really be the in thing for all our young people.

"Your Majesty, just look at the impressive number of schools and the outstanding new colleges we're building.  These will really help us to build a wonderful base for the future kingdom.  I believe you'll be happy with all our efforts with the young people.

"Just relax, Sire, for within another generation we will produce a wonderful populous for the kingdom.  Don't worry about anything; I'm ready to move swiftly ahead in your name. . . .  What's that you say?

"Yes, I know you've given us a lot of time; I realize that.  However, you must understand that events have shifted so quickly in our world.  All the changes caught us unprepared, but we're making strides to catch up.  Just give us a little more time; we'll be back on target again.  At least we're not losing ground as before."  Quickly excusing himself, the minister bowed before the king saying, "If you need me, call at my office."

Glistening tears cascaded down the face of the lonely king.  "My precious children . . . my precious little ones!  Who will go and teach you the beauty of my ways and the importance of my laws?  If only my minister would allow me to teach him these principles first!  Gladly would I spend many hours with him and share from my heart the secrets of my ways and the wondrous truths hidden in my laws.  Tragically, he is following his own vision -- a system of procedures that I never authorized.  No wonder my children run away from the present educational system and look across our borders to the land of my evil neighbor thinking it a better place to live.  Will my minister never come to me with his heavy burdens?  Will he never be willing to spend time with me?  Will he never commune with me and learn my ways and my laws?"



Old Laws Versus New Laws



Shortly afterward, a man of great prestige, the Minister of Law, slowly entered.  In stately dignity he bowed before his Lord telling him how arduously he was laboring to implement necessary changes in the legal system.  "Your Majesty," he emphatically stated with deliberate tones, "because your kingdom has so many laws (all manner of unpopular laws), I've been forced to make many changes.  To produce popular Kingdom Laws has demanded a very heavy schedule.  Your Majesty, do you understand that I've been carrying a most heavy load?  Unfortunately, we've had too many old blue laws, old Sabbath laws and various other antiquated laws that nobody really wants.  The rigid demands of our kingdom hinders ever so many people from living here; they just won't accept a system with such demanding codes of behavior.  Don't worry though . . . we're working diligently to produce a system that will be more acceptable to everyone.

"I'm ferreting out all those old laws as quickly as possible.  As soon as I find an unpopular law, I expunge it immediately.  We're now polling the people outside our kingdom to find out what codes of behavior they would be willing to live with, and what laws they would accept.

"We have already made many changes.  As you know . . . people change; we've got to modernize and change with the times.  It doesn't really matter that some of these laws have been `on the books' for four thousand years; we just feel the time for change has come.

"Actually, we've found a new name for updating laws; we're calling it the New Morality in an effort to try to encourage people to accept these new ways.  Because we're a civilized people, we're going to be a moral people.  The principle we want to teach the people is to obey the things their own inner nature tells them are right.  No doubt these new Kingdom Teachings will make us much more popular.

"When we succeed in changing all our out-dated laws, you're going to have a wonderfully modern kingdom.  We'll have a people who enjoy themselves and 'do their own thing' with nobody to reprimand them.  

We realize we'll need to educate our people concerning the use of these new liberties.  We've already discussed that with the Minister of Education who has promised to help us.  Sire, thank you for listening so attentively to my report.  I'll be back when I have more good news to report of our progress."  After this casual remark, the august Minister of Law departed unceremoniously.



Love and Law Keeping



As loneliness increasingly descended upon the king's spirit, he felt more forsaken and forlorn than ever.  The king's furrowed brow expressed the hurt and sorrow he felt as he appraised the latest report.  The king mused as he watched his rushing minister withdraw, "How long you have been with me . . . and yet you still do not know me.  Don't you realize that loving God and loving your neighbor comprise all the law?  Law-keeping -- without love -- does not create harmonious ways of life in my kingdom.  If my minister were only willing to take time to listen to my words and wait before me, he would know that I have not established any new laws.  Enacting new laws will never bring happiness into my kingdom." 



Messages Define and Edify



Then the Minister of Printing and Publications came in to give his report.  "Sire, things are really progressing in our department; the presses run day and night; we're publishing thousands upon thousands of books and pamphlets.

"Our purpose is to completely convince the world of the importance of our Kingdom of Light.  Books of every kind, books that appeal to every age and every type of people, have been written by some of our finest writers.  If I may say so without boasting, O King, our department is instrumental in financing the whole kingdom.  Our books and pamphlets are so popular we're expanding out in ever-widening circles.

"Also, we plan to branch out into other areas of the media industry.  I'm sure you'll like our excellent music and video tapes.  Believe me, O King, we'll be so successful that no one will be able to hold a candle to us.  With a blasting barrage of propaganda, we're inundating your kingdom with our new principles and no one will be able to stop us.

"Let me say, O King, that I consider our department the most important one in your whole kingdom.  Everyone leans on us; everyone looks to us for help.  Having the finest analysts, positive thinkers and creative writers working on our publications gives us very modern, very convincing and very attractive productions.  No inane and ridiculous `stuff' like the former minister prepared is being produced.  Instead, we're sending out modern and updated writings that are very popular.  Can you believe that we're even selling our books in our neighboring principality?  The people there really seem to like our new approach.

"What I mean is . . . people are truly accepting our new concepts.  Just give us a little more time and your new Kingdom Principles and Kingdom Teachings will be very successful in their new settings.  Well, I must hurry on; sorry I can't stay any longer, for I've scheduled several appointments for this morning.  I know you wouldn't want our time together to interfere with our production schedules, so I've only taken these few minutes to report to you.

"How sorry I am that I can't spend any more time giving you other wonderful statistics because they reach into the millions . . . millions, Sire.  You'd just be astounded at how successful we've been!  Perhaps the next time I come, I'll be able to bring you our data sheets with exact numbers.  We're also preparing to sign a contract for publication of our materials in other languages to be printed soon.  In fact, the linguists who are waiting to interview me will be translating our works into new languages.

"Well, your Majesty, I really must go now.  I truly regret the brevity of my morning's visit, but I promise you I'll be back at least one more time this year.  I realize you like to receive my reports more often, but the truth is, it's difficult for me to take the time to see you.  There's no need for you to be concerned because we continue to be real busy working for your kingdom.  If possible, I'll return in a couple of months or so to have another little chat.  Goodbye, my Lord; see you then."  Bowing low, he slipped out quickly.



The King Grieves



As there were no more ministers remaining in the waiting room, the good king sat all alone.  Having happily greeted each minister when he came in, he only felt sad and lonely after each one had left.  Slowly walking around his beautiful throne room, the king then wandered out into his garden where he paced pensively up and down.  Pondering deeply the morning's reports by his all-too-busy ministers, he sighed sorrowfully.

"I wonder," he thought to himself, "if there's anyone in my kingdom who desires to come and visit me?  Is anyone willing to sit and commune with me concerning his personal life?  Will anyone allow me to share some of my secrets with him?  Oh, how I long to share the joys and sorrows of my ministers and call them friends!  Oh, that someone would just want to be my friend!  

"How I grieve over those who only want to help my kingdom prosper but are not at all interested in me.  Their only desire is to convince me of their good works and ask me to approve their personal labors.  They insist on doing their `own thing.'  Is anyone willing to be my friend or my companion?  Will no one simply come in and fellowship with me?  I desire to fill my empty tables with friends who will sit and commune with me.  I yearn to feed them the richest food my kingdom affords and share with them the innumerable secrets of my kingdom.  By freely sharing my love, I want to extend to them the scepter of mercy that they may find `grace to help' in all their needs.

"How busy all my finest ministers are; they no longer have any time for me!  Never mind . . . I know what I shall do -- I shall go out and search throughout my kingdom to find some new friends who shall know who I really am.  My new friends will enjoy my presence and like me for myself."

Having made up his mind to seek out new friends, the king laid aside his royal raiment and set out from the palace in a mysterious disguise to visit his beloved subjects.



The King's Absence



Being so busy with their own works, the king's ministers did not realize the king had gone; they didn't even miss him.  Managing his kingdom for him, they went on in their own ways.  Working so diligently to care for his kingdom, they hardly seemed to need a king at all.

During the king's long absence from the palace, he made many, many friends: ordinary people . . . simple people . . . poor people . . . those who had no consuming personal ambitions.  The king's new friends were not trying to do great things while striving to be important.  They spent many happy hours with him -- never recognizing him as their Great King.  They learned to love him for the truly wonderful man he was.



The King Seeks Friends to Love Him



As he traveled from place to place, the king made many friends and found those who really loved him and had time to commune with him for "many an hour."  How delightful a companion . . . how wise . . . what a thoughtful counselor . . . what an amazingly compassionate friend . . . what a magnificent help he was in their times of trouble.  Even little children loved to be around him, often saying to him, "You're the best friend we've ever had.  Because you're so peaceful and joyful, we love to be with you.  When we listen to your words, it is like eating a wonderful meal; it always encourages us."

The disguised (but happy) king became extremely popular with his new friends.  Together they spent many cheerful hours enjoying fellowship over a cup of tea or during a simple meal.  It didn't matter how lowly the humble cabin or how small the little brick cottage, the disguised monarch was content simply to be with his beloved friends.  No longer lonesome, the king delighted in fellowshipping with his loyal subjects.  Having found so many to love him, the king's heart rejoiced.  No longer sad and heavy-hearted, he walked among his loving subjects.  No longer friendless (because of the rejection of his ministers), the king rejoiced. . . .  Yes, at last, the king was truly happy.



The Joyful King Returns



After many joyful days the king returned to his palace because he had invited all his new friends to come to visit him.  How surprised everyone was to find that their "beloved friend" was the Great King who lived in the magnificent palace.  Fortunately, he had already established a close and friendly relationship with his subjects before they knew his true identity.  Therefore, they loved him even more and were not afraid of him -- even though they discovered he was their Mighty King.  What a gracious, enjoyable and lovely king they found him to be!  

Generously, the king invited all his friends to move to the royal city and live with him so they could always visit and have sweet fellowship with him.  From out of his vast treasuries and enormous storehouses he cared for his own.  They never had to leave him.  The king no longer ate alone, for often he had his friends sit with him at his tables which he always kept filled.

At last the king's palace was filled with happy people who loved him.  Oh, how he loved them . . . how he rejoiced with them!  

What pleasant times they shared when they came to see him using any pretext to gain an audience with him.  Anytime they needed something -- or anytime they just wanted to fellowship -- they came and spent many happy hours with him.  Finally leaving him, they felt refreshed and fulfilled.  "The lonesome king" was now no longer "lonesome," because his people were happy and loved to fellowship with him.



Rumors



One day strange rumors began to fly out of little windows in the palace:



1. Niggling little rumors of a major change in government;



2. Fast flying rumors that the king had made some unprecedented decisions concerning his kingdom; 



3. Eye-opening rumors that he had completely reorganized his kingdom;  



4. Wondrous rumors that the king wanted his kingdom administered only by his friends;  



5. Delightful rumors of a kingdom of contented people who sat daily at the feet of their king learning his ways, discovering his laws and finding the secrets of pleasing him;  



6. Charming rumors of a kingdom of people who deeply loved their king and served him just for who he was;  



7. Amazing rumors of subjects who chose to love and commune with their king rather than "use him" or his name to build up their own kingdoms;  



8. Frightening rumors of many aliens -- who had been living in the Kingdom of Light without resident visas -- being repatriated to their former dwellings in the other principality.



The Beloved King



The friendly king determined to have a happy company of friends about him at all times and to have within his Kingdom of Light only those who served him because they loved him.  To his friends the king granted the freedom to come to him at any time of the day or night for fellowship.

Never, never again was the king lonesome!  After reorganizing his kingdom, he was never again called "The Lonesome King."  He was now known as the Beloved King with tens of thousands of friends in his radiant Kingdom of Light.



Loner -- The Lost Lamb



In the ancient hills of Judea there lived a shepherd who lovingly cared for his flock of sheep every day.  He had twin lambs that he named Loner and Sally.  Both were as cute and lively as lambs could ever be.  Both were as white as daisy petals and as active as squirrels in the tree tops . . . that is, when they were not hungry -- which was not often.  Both loved their mommy and thought nothing in the whole world better than to nuzzle close to her and drink her warm, rich milk as she would stand quietly.  As these twins grew they ran and played and gamboled with the other lambs of the flock.



Their Kind Shepherd



Little by little they learned to trust and love their Shepherd.  How his gentle hand soothed and relaxed them, especially when he would scratch behind their ears -- a place they always had trouble scratching when it itched.  And his voice!  He had the strangest but gentlest voice, not at all like their mother's voice, and ever so much more difficult to understand.

Loner and Sally noticed that their mommy always talked about how kind the shepherd was.  They decided that their mother must be his favorite sheep, for she would never stray very far away from him.  Wherever the shepherd went, she always followed him very closely.  The twins agreed with her that the shepherd was ever so kind, for they already knew how gentle he always was with them.

Because Loner and Sally were twins, they were exceptionally alike in appearance, yet in character they were conspicuously different.  Timid Sally never ran very far away from her mommy.  To the contrary, she always stayed close by her side and listened for hours to her wonderful stories about the kind shepherd.  "He always leads us to the nicest, juiciest pastures and the sweetest grasses," her mother reassured Sally.  

When Mommy related how sometimes Shepherd fought against hungry lions and angry wolves, little Sally would shiver and crowd in closer.  Even Little Loner listened attentively to these stories.  "When cold winter comes making the grass brown and dead -- and you can't find enough to eat in the pastures -- Shepherd will feed you oats and barley," she told them.  Sally -- who never wearied of listening to her mother's fascinating stories -- always stayed close by her side, fearful of missing some important and interesting detail.



Independent Loner



As to Little Loner, how different he was from sister Sally!  Sometimes, right in the middle of a nice story, he would jump up and bleat, "Oh, how bored I am!"  Then away he would run.  Fiercely independent, he would dash away to play with the other lambs who were cavorting at the far edge of the flock.  Although Sally would faithfully call him back, Little Loner would sassily toss his head and away he'd dash again.  As this happened so often, Mommy secretly began to worry about Little Loner.  Nor did his adventuresome antics escape the notice of the keen-eyed shepherd who often observed how far away the frisky little lamb would run.

As time went by, all the other lambs learned how to eat the nice sweet grass and where to look for the rich, tasty wild clover.  When they found the shady places where the tender flowers grew, they would eat them and happily smack their lips and look for more.  You see, lambs -- not being artistic -- dearly love to eat the beautiful flowers.

The older Little Loner grew, the more independent he became, and the farther he would wander away all by himself.  Large and strong for his age, he would run farther than all the other lambs and spend long hours investigating strange "nooks and crannies" and big rocks that were far away from their pasture.

One day, after jumping the quiet stream where all the sheep drank, young Loner became so bold he continued on upstream.  Nibbling this and that tidbit on the green banks of the stream, he excitedly explored new territory.  Running enthusiastically upstream, he forged on, pretending not to hear Mother calling him until he was quite out of sight of the rest of the flock.

After a while he looked back and saw Shepherd running after him, so he knew he had reached the limit of his adventure for that day.  Before he decided he'd better turn back, his eyes caught a glimpse of the most beautiful sight around the bend ahead -- the most tempting bed of wild flowers and sweet grasses he had ever seen.  The enticing scene revealed a beautiful but wild-looking valley that was carpeted with the finest things lambs love to eat.

Obediently Loner turned back, but only when he saw Shepherd getting closer and realized he could no longer pretend not to hear his call.  "I'm going to return and explore this new valley one day," he resolved.  "I'll eat to my heart's content.  Kind Shepherd must be dumb not to bring us into this luscious valley hidden behind the hills where all the appetizing flowers grow."  Returning to the flock and being quite tired by now, Loner was content to snuggle down by Mother's side for awhile.



Scolding



After Little Loner had rested, he began telling his mother about his grand adventure across the stream.  "I've discovered a wonderful secret pasture!" he declared.  But even as he spoke, his mommy immediately jumped up alarmed, frightened and angry. 

Trembling with fear, she began to scold her young lamb.  Calling him by his pet name, "Loney, Loney!" she exclaimed.  "Why did you go up toward the mountains?  I've been afraid of your going there ever since you began to stray so far away!"

"But Mom," Loner protested, "it's such a beautiful and rich pasture; all of us sheep could go up there!"  "No, Loney, NO! NO! NO!  We must never, ever go near that place!" his mother bleated.  "Don't you know that valley is `THE VALLEY OF THE LOST?'  Anyone who ventures into that valley never comes back again.  Just last year a cousin of yours went into the Valley of the Lost.  Our Shepherd looked and looked for her but never found her again.  We were all so sad we could hardly eat for weeks.  O Loney!  Promise me you'll never go back to that valley -- even just to look!"  Mother was so frightened and so insistent that finally Loner promised.  After all . . . he did love his mother.



Valley of the Lost



But as Loner grew older he continued to wander about on little private adventures of his own.  Several weeks later, when Shepherd led the rest of the flock to graze on the other side of the rolling hills, Loner felt especially thirsty.  Daily, when the sun was straight overhead, it was always Shepherd's custom to take the sheep to drink.  But this hot morning, after Loner had energetically run far away, he suddenly felt terribly thirsty -- even though the sun was not yet directly overhead.  Remembering the handy bordering stream, he trotted off for a nice cool drink.

Hardly had he satisfied his thirst when lovely visions arose in his venturesome head of all the luscious green grass and delicious flowers in the Valley of the Lost.  And the more he thought about that valley, the more he hungered for the forbidden grass till the saliva was dripping down his hairy chin.

"I'm used to going off by myself," Loner muttered.  "Surely I can smell my way back; sometimes mothers are too timid and scared of their own shadows.  I'll really be very careful to watch where I go; I know I'll be able to find my way back again.  Get lost?  I should say not!  I won't be like all the other lambs; I'll be smart and return when I want to."  And he gave a disdainful toss of his head and headed directly towards those "supposedly dangerous" pastures of the Valley of the Lost.

Poor foolish Loner!  So tempted by the vision of luscious wild flowers, he had quite forgotten what had happened to his unfortunate cousin -- as well as the promise he had made to his dear mother.  So quickly jumping over the quiet little stream, he trotted off straight for the Valley of the Lost.

Of course Loner could not read, nor did he notice the sign high up in a tree at the entrance of the valley.  In bold letters the attractive sign said, "WELCOME TO THE VALLEY OF THE LOST."  Oblivious to the sign's warning and seeing the delicious sweet clover, Loner plunged right in and began to bite off big mouthfuls as fast as he could.  My, how good it tasted!  Never in his life had any wild clover tasted so sweet.  Finally, as his hunger was sated, he ran about just barely snipping delicious mouthfuls now and then, for he was really enjoying the delightful field filled with the most delicious flowers he had ever tasted.  Everything he investigated was full of new delights.  How glad he was that he had come to this hidden valley.  All the pricks of his conscience had disappeared in the pleasure of the sweet enticements that surrounded him.



At the Crossroads



Pretty soon he came to the end of that big, broad valley.  Looking around, he saw five other valleys branching out from the far end of the Valley of the Lost.  "My, how different they all are!  I hardly know which one to choose," exclaimed Loner to himself.  "After all, the day is still young and the stream is nearby should I become thirsty.  I think I'll go on, but . . . which way shall I go?  Which valley shall I choose?"

Posted above the entrance of each valley was a sign with a warning on it, but as you already know, Loner could not read the signs above his head on the branches of the tall trees.  The clearly printed sign at the entrance of this first valley said, "DANGER!  THIS IS THE VALLEY OF UNCLEANNESS.  It leads not only to the Stream of Adultery and Fornication, but also into the dismal and dark Valley of Moral Depravity and the Loss of Self-Respect."

The sign at the entrance to the second valley declared, "DANGER -- YOU ARE NOW ENTERING THE VALLEY OF VICE.  This path leads by Cigarette Cliff and descends to the Stream of Drunkenness.  It leads through the Opium Poppy Fields and on to the Canyon of Suicide."

A sign at the entrance to the third valley said, "DANGER -- THIS IS THE VALLEY OF SLOTH.  Beware of the path through the Forest of Ignorance.  Beware of the Sloughs of Poverty and Misery, for they are filled with the Slimy Mud Pits of Loneliness and Despair!"  

On still another entrance sign was written, "DANGER -- THE VALLEY OF FILTHY LUCRE, commonly called THE CANYON OF RICHES.  Take the lower path through the Grove of Cheating.  Then proceed on past the rocky Meadow of Lost Honor, through the wild Brambles of Lies, and on to the Gorge of Violence.  From there the path leads onward to the Abyss of Death."

As Loner couldn't read, the warnings concerning the dangers of the four valleys he had already seen did not influence him in choosing which valley to enter.  However, The Valley of Uncleanness looked so dirty and ugly to him that he hardly gave it a sniff, for he knew he would get his lovely white wool all dirty if he walked through that valley. 

Seeing The Valley of Vice, he thought, "This valley is a bit tempting."  It seemed to appeal to his "ram-hood" to see if he could scale those huge rocks.  But when he realized how big and scary those rocks were, he was afraid that he might get hurt there, so he ran on to the next valley.

Completely ignoring a sign that said, The Valley of Sloth, he exclaimed, "My, this valley doesn't hold any attraction for me at all.  It's so bare and bleak looking!  I don't want anything here."  

When Loner reached the entrance to the fourth valley, The Valley of Filthy Lucre, or The Canyon of Riches, he saw a rich, high and luxurious pasture.  Although Loner found this new valley tempting, he realized that the grasses were so rich, dense and tall that he'd probably get lost if he attempted to go in there.  "No, sir!" Loner proudly congratulated himself, "I know enough to stay out of that place!  I must get back home tonight."  So on he went to the next valley.

When Loner came to the entrance of the fifth valley, he saw a large sign which said, "VALLEY OF DECEIT."  This sign was cleverly hidden behind many pretty green boughs of graceful trees (not that it mattered at all since written symbols were but chicken tracks to Loner).  The hidden sign also proclaimed, "This path will take you to Politics Hill, Thievery Chasm and the Hidden Valley of Small Crimes."

Although Loner couldn't read, he could still see and smell.  And there ahead of him lay the most delicious and fragrant field of daisies with the richest-looking red clover.  How good it looked!  The sight made him hungry, even as full as he was.  Hardly realizing he had entered The Valley of Deceit, he rushed forward and began to eat some of the luscious looking grasses of that pasture.  But somehow (maybe because he was already full), the grass and flowers looked and smelled so much better than they tasted.

With clover in bloom and pretty butterflies dancing over the red flowers, the pasture that lay further ahead looked still better.  What a luscious sight it was!  Pressing right on, Loner soon came to another place which demanded a decision.  Three paths led to valleys nestled in between high-rising mountains.  The first one was called the Valley of Politics.  Because the grass in that valley grew so high, it did not look at all interesting to Loner.  In fact, because the grasses there looked so old and tall and cynical (not tender and new at all), he didn't even stay there very long.

On Loner tripped into another branch trail -- Crooked Business Road -- often walked by forest animals.  The smells of deer and rabbit were so new to Loner that, though they were pleasant, he didn't recognize them.  Loner could not have known that this twisting and turning trail led to the many-sided canyons of Crooked Business.  Nevertheless, he was dreadfully afraid of the winding path and feared he might not find his way back home easily.  Therefore, he abandoned that trail.



Valley of Small Crimes



A little farther on, Loner saw a sparkling stream that came dancing out between some rocks that were so close together he could just barely see beyond them.  But oh, the astonishing sight his eyes beheld as he looked beyond the rocks!  Nothing he had seen before had ever looked so good.  Without being aware of it, Loner was staring right into the tiny mouth of the Hidden Valley of Small Crimes.

What tempting and tasty things he saw!  Right near the stream was a dainty bed of delicate violets.  Just beyond the tiny violets was a glade filled with rich and luscious golden buttercups, the brightest he had ever seen.  As Loner was deciding what to do, the afternoon sun peeked between the narrow entrance to the valley and made everything seem bordered by gold.

Throwing all caution to the wind and forgetting all about danger, Loner waded right out into the middle of that bubbling mountain stream.  He discovered that by stooping down and pushing real hard, he could just squeeze through the rock-bound opening into the luscious Valley of Small Crimes.  Pushing and squeezing, Loner squashed himself right through the slender gap in the valley wall.  He immediately began to nibble on the pretty flowers and grasses growing there.

Walking through the Valley of Small Crimes was harder than Loner had anticipated because of the many large rocks and dangerous rolling stones.  In order to reach the tasty goodies that lay just ahead, he had to look carefully, jump skillfully and climb cleverly.  On and on went Loner, hardly realizing that the afternoon sun was going down and that he had entered a deep canyon with high imprisoning walls.  Loner was surprised to find that it was nearly impossible for him to see in any direction because of the huge boulders that surrounded him.



Mountain Lion Encounter



From far away Loner suddenly heard a strange, terrible sound he had never heard before, a sound which struck terror to his heart.  What a frightening sound it was -- a horrible scream that sounded like death itself.  For the very first time in his life Loner was hearing the chilling scream of a MOUNTAIN LION.  Oh, how close the scream sounded as it reverberated throughout the canyon.  Terrified at the sound that beat upon his ears, Loner turned around like a frightened deer and bounded away towards home.

But . . . which way led home?  When he realized that the boulders were so high above his head that he could not see a dozen yards in any direction, he became even more horrified.  Running as fast as his little legs could carry him, he tried to get away from those terrible screams and deep growls that accompanied them.  But alas . . . he ran in the wrong direction to reach home.  Loner had become so frightened and confused that he really didn't know where he was.  In blind, senseless panic Loner ran aimlessly on and on.

"Oh, why didn't I listen to Mother?  Why did I feel so brave?  I'm just a young lamb after all!  Where, oh where is my nice Shepherd who always cared for me?"  In terror and panic he cried out as loudly as he could for Mommy and Shepherd -- but no answer came.  Once again Loner heard those terrible screams followed by menacing and angry growls.  The terrifying sounds drew ever closer to him.

In fear and fright Loner attempted to jump over a big boulder, but his sharp little hooves slipped, and he began to slide and roll down the far side of the huge rock.  At the bottom of his long and terrifying fall, Loner landed in a little hole.  He heard a snapping sound and felt a stabbing pain; he had broken his leg.  There he lay helpless, lost and hopeless.

The shadows of evening were falling fast as the mountain lion continued to hunt for Loner who lay wounded, crippled and alone.  What a suffering, frightened and miserable lamb he was!  Because he was so frightened of the terrifying sounds, Loner didn't even call out for help anymore.  He just lay in the miserable hole and cried and cried and cried.  Oh, how he cried!  How sorry he was for what he had done!  How he missed his home, his mommy, Shepherd and dear smart Sally who was so wise to stay close to Mommy.

The terrified Loner wished and longed for his strong and kind Shepherd!  Now he was alone -- completely alone.  How proud he had always been of being independent.  But his independence was the last thing in the world he wanted now.  Once again the scary and chilling sounds of death came even closer.  Loner shivered as scream after scream and growl after growl resounded through the evening air in the lonely valley.



The Search Begins



Earlier in the day his mother had called and called for her missing lamb.  When Shepherd heard Loner's mother calling, he went to see what was happening.  And sure enough, all the sheep were there except young Loner.  Looking quickly around the pasture -- but finding no sign of his lost lamb -- Shepherd became very serious.  Leaving the flock, he searched diligently till he finally saw tiny hoof prints in the soft ground by the watering stream where Loner had jumped across. 

"Ah ha," said Shepherd, "Loner has gone off to the Valley of the Lost; I must hurry after him.  Perhaps I can find him before the lions or wolves attack him, but I must hurry."  Immediately Shepherd set off to search for him through the Valley of the Lost.

When Shepherd came to the five forks that branched into five different valleys, he wondered which path Loner might have chosen.  Realizing that Loner was independent and bold -- yet immaculate and clean -- the shepherd knew that the Valley of Uncleanness would not tempt his adventuresome lamb.  Because Loner was also very ambitious, wise Shepherd knew he needn't look for him down the Valley of Sloth.  Therefore, he continued on to the Valley of Filthy Lucre and the Canyon of Riches.  "No, the grass is too dense and high," sighed Shepherd.  "There's no sign of Loner here; has he gone to the Valley of Vice?  No, I know Loner would not pursue that dangerous and rocky trail either.

"Has he gone to the Valley of Deceit? . . . Yes!  That's where he must be . . . because he has already broken his promises to his mother.  I will look for my wandering Loner in that dangerous valley."  Although Shepherd carefully searched up and down Deceit Valley, he could not find his lost lamb.  Noticing that the afternoon sun was falling fast, the Shepherd questioned, "Could my lamb have gone so far already?"  On and on he searched, calling and calling, but no answer came.  Reaching the three branching trails in the Valley of Deceit, Shepherd wondered, "Which one did Loner choose?  Was it Politics Valley?  Was it Crooked Business Road?"  No, neither of the first two branches seemed to fit Loner's personality.  As wise Shepherd pondered what to do he saw a few strands of white wool scraped off on the narrow, rocky entrance to the hidden Valley of Small Crimes.

How sad the kind shepherd was when he saw the strands of torn white fleece.  Well did he know the dangers of that terrible rocky valley.  When Shepherd called loudly and still no answer came, he continued looking and looking.  Finding that he was too big to go through the narrow hole between the huge rocks where the stream flowed, Shepherd decided that if he hurried, he could climb up around the jagged rocks before nightfall.  "Loner is my favorite lamb;" he exclaimed, "how I would hate to lose him!  I must hasten on now because it's already late afternoon."  So Shepherd began to climb the boulders that blocked his way to reach the deep Valley of Small Crimes.

Scratching his face and fingers on the thorny bushes, the brave shepherd climbed up the steep mountainside and over the rough boulders that hid the rocky entrance to that deceptive and dangerous valley.  After descending about halfway down into the deep valley, Shepherd began to slip and slide down the dangerously steep slopes.  Falling and sliding, slipping and tumbling, he plunged right down to the very bottom of the valley.  Bruised, bleeding, stunned and badly injured, he lay quietly for quite awhile.  When he awakened, he was thankful that not one bone had been broken.  But his hands . . . oh, how severely wounded they were.  His head was sore and badly bruised -- and his face bloody.  His feet were so cruelly torn that he could hardly walk.  His aching and lacerated back throbbed where he had fallen against cruel rocks.  In spite of his intense pain, he courageously stood up and began once again to search and call diligently.  "Still -- there's no sign of my lost lamb," he groaned.

Ending his fruitless search and not knowing where to look further in the darkening evening, Shepherd decided it was useless to look any longer.  "Must I lose my beloved lamb?" he questioned disconsolately.  "How sad it makes me feel."  He gave one last, loud call for his lost lamb.

At that moment, he heard the chilling screams of a big lion not very far away.  "Oh!" he thought.  "That's the hunting call of a mountain lion that has found its prey.  Has he already found my Loner?" Shepherd wondered as he listened intently.

Across the large valley and through the huge boulders the evening breezes relayed the faintest of sounds -- a weary and whimpering bleat which echoed through the emptiness.  Even though faint and far away, it sounded like the weak and desperate bleating of his lost lamb.  Good Shepherd rejoiced when he heard this pitiful cry . . . Yes, it must be his own Loner calling to him for help.

Shepherd hurried as fast as he could across the valley.  Maybe, oh maybe, he could yet find his lost lamb!  Forgetting his own hurts and pains and leaving bloody marks on the rocks and boulders, he hurriedly scrambled over all obstacles as he rushed toward the source of that pathetic cry.  Immediately ahead of him he heard the menacing growl of the large mountain lion that revealed his nearness.  This made Shepherd hurry even more.  How painfully difficult it was for him to scramble over the rocky terrain!  Every once in a while Shepherd would call.  Then as he intently listened, he would hear the faint cry of his little lamb to guide him onward.

There just ahead of him Shepherd saw two things: the tawny skin of a lion slinking, crouching and growling as he prepared for a deadly spring onto his "lamb chop" dinner; and the pathetic figure of his frightened Loner all hunched down, terrified, miserable and ready to die.  He arrived just in the nick of time!  Loner had already seen the lion and had tried to get up to escape.  However, because his dangling, broken leg hurt so badly, he sank down with a groan to await the cruel and fatal teeth of the big lion.

When Shepherd saw Loner and the lion, he gave a loud, glad cry and rushed valiantly forward.  Throwing a huge rock straight at the lion, he hit him hard on the nose.  It so astonished and scared the lion that he ignominiously fled away.  Rushing forward, Shepherd, in tender compassion, gathered Loner up in his gentle arms.  As he tenderly caressed him and examined his hurt limb, he found how badly broken Loner's leg really was.  After binding up the dangling leg, Shepherd placed Loner on his shoulders and began the long, dark trek over the steep and dangerous mountain slopes.  Back to the shelter of the sheepfold . . . back to Mother . . . and back to sister Sally, Shepherd took Loner as they journeyed through the darkness. 

How good it felt to the rescued lamb to have Shepherd carry him on his strong, warm shoulders!  How safe and secure he felt after his terrifying experience with the deadly mountain lion.  Now, no longer lost and despairing, Loner was enfolded by hope and security.  So relieved and comforted by Shepherd's presence, he hardly noticed that blood from the Shepherd's wounds was staining his white wooly coat. 

Later . . . very much later . . . a weary, sorely wounded, but happy Shepherd with a bandaged, sleepy lamb walked into the flock and looked for Loner's mother.  How sweet was their welcome!  How terribly ashamed and repentant Loner was -- and how thoroughly thankful to be back home again.  Loner had been rescued by the bleeding and wounded Shepherd and carried all the way out of the Valley of the Lost.  What a frightening tale of horror Loner shared with all the other lambs the next day.  What a wonderful story he shared with them of his miraculous rescue by Shepherd from the terrible Valley of Small Crimes.  He told his friends how repentant he was for ever straying away and warned them, "Never be tempted by anything the Valley of the Lost has to offer you!"

How badly his broken leg hurt and how long it took to heal.  But now the independent lamb had become dependent.  From that time on, Loner limped as he walked.  After that terrifying experience, Loner never again strayed very far away.  More and more he would eat his fill in the early morning, then quietly lay down close to Shepherd's feet.  With deep gratitude in his heart, the rescued lamb looked up to his beloved shepherd with an ever deepening love.  One day Shepherd changed Loner's name; he no longer called him "Loner;" he called him Friend.

Many years afterward, when Friend was a big and wise sheep, he became the leader of the flock.  Wandering over to Shepherd's side, he would just lay down and stay there.  Although the other sheep would scatter far and wide, "wandering" was not for Friend anymore.  He had wandered all he wanted to for the rest of his life.

Through his independence -- which led him to horrifying experiences -- Friend had now learned that the sweetest and most secure place in all the world was close by Shepherd's side.



The Mariposa Butterfly



Dr. Gleesom, a distinguished, jolly and genuinely compassionate scientist, lived in a large mountain meadow on the banks of the Calapooya River.  This river flowed out of the mysterious Cascade Mountains on the eastern border of the great Willamette Valley.  The pure white waters of the strikingly beautiful river came from deep snows that covered the misty Cascade Mountains every winter.  Dr. Gleesom had many neighbors alongside the river who nicknamed him "Doc Gleeful" because he was always so happy in his wooded retreat.  He frequently fascinated his friends with odd ideas concerning the interesting and beautiful creatures of that region of the valley.

At one point of time, Dr. Gleesom, an eminent entomologist, was studying the common measuring worm which is a little green worm about an inch long which has four feet in front, four feet behind and no feet in between; this pedal arrangement creates a very peculiar walking pattern.  When the measuring worm moves with its eight little feet, it has to bring its hind feet up close to where its front feet are (naturally, because there are no feet in between). In order to walk, the little measuring worm must hunch its back up to its limit, then stretch its tiny body out to full length in order to go forward again.  When walking (if you can call this walking) the worm looks and acts as though it's measuring the ground or object beneath its tiny feet.   Having already made a major study about the life and habits of the ordinary measuring worm, the good Dr. Gleesom -- always captivated by the fascinating fauna of that area --decided to study the life of its cousin known by the Latin name "Sapiens-Homey,"  a certain kind of worm that sometimes could be found living in his garden near the cool mountain stream.  This unusual worm, related to the well-known measuring worm (or inch worm), had some very odd habits. 



Sappies



For convenience sake, the mountain people of that locality nicknamed the little creatures "Sappies." The Sappies are somewhat like their relatives: in size, they also are about an inch long; in color, they appear similar to a yellow autumn leaf.  Yet, unlike their cousins, Sappies have only two hind feet and two grasping little feet tucked right up under their chins.  Because they were the oddest little creatures Dr. Gleesom had ever seen, they greatly intrigued him.  In fact, the more he studied these strange little creatures, the more fond of them he became.

The Sappies had the unusual habit of measuring everywhere they walked, always creeping slowly around measuring out their tiny squares in which to live.  After all their careful work, they settled down and lived comfortably in their measured-out little lots.  If another foolish little Sappie should trespass on a neighbor's well-defined boundaries, a battle would ensue.  Any Sappie who claimed a part of its neighbor's lot for itself had to be prepared for a vociferous and angry squabble.

These strange little Sappies lived in the beautiful valley under a high and wide-spreading maple tree whose fallen leaves became their homes.  After measuring out little plots of ground around fallen maple leaves, these Sappies would move in and enjoy home-life.  Then these foolish little creatures would proceed to chew up their "leaf homes" until they had literally "eaten themselves out of house and home."

As Dr. Gleesom continued to study the ways and habits of these little Sappies, he discovered that they were an amazingly intelligent bit of animal matter whose strange little eyes could only see up to three inches ahead of them.  Indeed, they were so nearsighted that anything beyond that short distance quickly blurred into non-existence.  Their tiny and extremely sensitive little ears could only hear high-pitched sounds in the ultra-high-frequency range.  Their miniature but sensitive feelers were about two millimeters long and functioned as their unique sense of touch.  In spite of all their odd ways and tiny size, the Sappie's intelligence was considerably superior to that of all the other worms in Worm World.



Understanding the ‘Sappies’ Language



After long and careful study -- in which the Good Doctor had to invent and utilize some of the most modern and ultra-sensitive electronic instruments imaginable -- he discovered that these little worms had their own highly developed system of communication.  They spoke a definite language which was quite understandable by others of their kind.  Sappie communication was carried on by emitting faint squeaks, peeps and other ultra-high-pitched chatterings.  After careful tuning of his delicate instruments and studious analysis of the Sappies' noises, Doc Gleeful was finally able to decipher their language.  In time he learned to understand what the little creatures were talking about.  How utterly amazed he was by the tiny thoughts and ideas that occupied their little world!

Like any other intelligent creatures, these tiny Sappies were mainly interested in "little folksy things."  They spoke of how their baby worms were developing and learning to act like grown-ups . . . how difficult it was to find enough to eat . . . how they feared an imagined food shortage . . . and how to trade off their miniature lots in order to obtain better and larger ones. 

The eligible young Sappies were busy trying to find a good husband or wife in order to set up a new household in nice curled-up leaves of their own.  In fact, most of the young lady worms insisted that their youthful swains measure out new lots around nice big leaves before they would even consider the young gentle-worms' proposals of marriage.

At first, Dr. Gleesom found Sappie conversations intensely interesting.  However, after discovering their capacities and learning their interesting worm language, he found their talk terribly circumscribed and trivial.  Being so totally limited to the affairs of their tiny Worm World, their chatter became quite boring in but a short time.  Every conversation chiefly centered around life under the spreading shade of the big maple tree.  Because they knew nothing (or even cared) about what lay beyond that little hundred-foot radius, their conversations were exceedingly limited.  Sappie life centered around their six-to-eight inch plots of land they thought they owned.  Nothing beyond their houses of fallen maple leaves and little family events mattered to them. 

Utterly ignorant and obviously oblivious to the high world of man -- and the far-off world of space -- these tiny creatures disregarded the beautiful garden in which their maple tree grew . . . Dr. Gleesom's fine old family home and estate . . . the majestic mountains that lay beyond the garden . . . the exhilarating city life teeming with activity . . . the pleasant nearby towns.  None of these beauties interested the little Sappies at all.  All their conversations centered around how delicious, rich and healthy their leaves tasted; how comfortable the leaf houses were; and how adventuresome were the antics of their large and growing families.



The Worm-god



In amazement Doc Gleeful discovered that the Sappies really did have religious concepts of sorts.  Listening to their chatterings, after a sad accident -- in which a huge sparrow had swooped down and eaten up four worms -- the doctor discovered that these Sappies could express sadness.  How they wept for their fallen comrades who had been so cruelly snatched away!  He also learned that the Sappies had some sort of a concept of "a hereafter for worms."  They believed in a great "worm-god" who lived in Worm Heaven -- though not one of them had ever seen him.  As to whether their god might have -- or might not have -- made their great maple tree world, they were not certain; however, the little Sappies did believe that when they died they would go to some kind of Worm Heaven somewhere.

Convinced that there must be some kind of a "worm-god," the Sappies believed that he was so great and powerful that he owned the whole maple tree.  He was a gigantic super-worm about a yard long who lived in the upper branches of their big tree.  Nevertheless, because they really knew so little about this unknown god, they seldom talked about him.  By listening carefully, Dr. Gleesom had been able to piece together the pattern of their tiny ideas.  As the Sappies' life span was only two months, they concluded that all good little worms would go up to live in the upper branches of the great maple tree, and all bad little worms would be brutally flayed and eaten alive by that powerful "worm-god."  Not too sure about the reality of an afterlife, no Sappie put much stock in the truth of these strange rumors.  After all, no Sappie had ever seen this "worm-god," and their religious concepts had only been handed down from father to son for many generations.

Dr. Gleesom was deeply grieved and simply appalled by these silly ideas and gross errors which the Sappies believed and discussed in their tiny Worm World.  Concluding that he must attempt to increase their knowledge, he promptly decided that the only thing to do was to try to correct these terrible errors concerning the "worm-god."  Perhaps in this way he could make life better for these tiny, helpless (yet intelligent beings) who could talk and think, laugh and cry, and carry on their simple lives successfully -- but tragically with so much unrealized potential.



Learning to Speak the Sappie Language



After carefully learning to speak the Sappie language, Dr. Gleesom tried to communicate with them.  Lying down on the grass close to one of their finer specimens, he began to talk to him softly in his best simulation of the worm language.  Unfortunately, the doctor could not imitate the high-frequency sounds of the Sappie, and the low vibrations of his voice only gave this little creature a very strange, sad feeling in his liver.  Quickly measuring himself away from the spot where the Good Doctor lay, the Sappie hid himself in his tiny leaf house.  Furiously he began to eat up his house in order to comfort himself and to restore his security that had been so strangely threatened.

When the Good Doctor tried to lift this little Sappie in his hand to show him the other world in which he lived, he quickly realized he'd so frightened the quivering little worm that in pure mercy he soon put him down again.  Being such a happy and patient soul, Dr. Gleesom next tried to lift another intelligent little Sappie onto an exquisitely beautiful red rose growing nearby, thinking that the intelligent little Sappie would appreciate the sheer beauty of that gorgeous flower.  Instead of being happy, the little Sappie became so frightened and shocked that all he could do was to stand on his two hind feet and squeal in terror.  Ending his unsuccessful experiment, Dr. Gleesom then returned the terrified little Sappie to his tiny world and placed him back under his maple leaf. 

Returning to his confined little Worm World, the tiny traveling Sappie told all his neighbors of his frightening experience in that terrible, rosy land high up in the air.  Hearing such a far-out tale, his fellow Sappies thought he had turned "crazy in the head" and treated him like an outcast from that day on.

Finally, Dr. Gleesom thought of another way to establish contact with the little Sappies.  Catching a beautiful mariposa butterfly, he then tied it close to the ground under the big maple tree with a short silken thread.  His purpose was to show the little worms a specimen of what they would become in their "afterlife."  But unfortunately, these little Sapiens-Homey worms couldn't even imagine what it would be like to turn into beautiful mariposa butterflies.

Displaying vibrant colors of brightest hue and spreading wide its gossamer wings, the mariposa butterfly looked like a magnificent angel of wondrous beauty come down from heaven into Sappie World.  But even as the mariposa butterfly displayed its "other worldly" beauty, the poor little Sappies (nearly blind) neither saw it nor heard it.  When the silken wings of the beautiful creature touched a Sappie's tiny sensitive antennae, he quickly measured himself away with the greatest possible speed.  Peeping and squeaking in fear, he was certain he was about to be devoured.  Rumors spread quickly which warned the other little Sappies to carefully avoid that strange place.  This frightened little Sappie confidently declared that the whole area must be inhabited by a destroying spirit of some sort because he felt dread and dismay each time he drew near to that awesome place.  He surely didn't like it.



Learning to Write Sappies Language



As he thought and thought, Dr. Gleesom questioned, "How in all the intelligence of Worm World am I going to be able to communicate with them?"  Carefully studying the problem and researching diligently, the doctor discovered that the older and wiser Sappies had reduced their peeps and squeaks to writing.  In fact, he observed that they even wrote some of their communications on bits of leaves and other things.  As the Good Doctor's consuming concern was to communicate with these tiny creatures and to improve their knowledge, he came up with a brilliant idea.

Knowing he could not talk to them directly (for they could not hear or understand his voice) and he could not touch them (as it frightened them almost out of measure), Dr. Gleesom decided to write to them.  After much study of their hieroglyphics through a powerful microscope, he finally succeeded in deciphering their writings and reading their tiny "books."  Perusing their little leaf books only saddened the Good Doctor because these little Sappies squandered so much effort and time on such trivial subjects.  Worm families, leaf houses, worm politics and worm squabbles filled the miniature pages.  They wrote nothing at all that would be beneficial or constructive to their worm futures.



The Scrolls



On a fine paper roll of tiny dimensions -- just the right size for the Sappies -- the doctor wrote many instructive things for them to read in their own language.  First, he described his home in the garden where the Sappies lived.  Next, he clearly explained that his father had planned the garden some seventy-five years before (which was a long time to little Sappies who lived but two months at best).  After telling them that his father had planted all the flowers, shrubs and trees, Doc Gleeful mentioned that everyone who lives in this garden is both welcome and well-loved.

"In the beginning," the Good Doctor wrote, "the Sappie race lived in peace and comfort.  However, little by little the Sappies became so greedy and selfish that they began to fight over their rights.  They argued and finally insisted on measuring out individual plots for themselves."  After that, he began to share with them about himself: how he lived in a very fine house; how he really loved them; and how he often listened to their chatter and studied them.  "Some day," he promised, "you will ascend on lovely mariposa butterfly wings; you will be like pretty angels and live with me in my beautiful garden.

"I've always loved to talk to you," Doc Gleeful explained.  "In fact, I often spoke to you, but you could not stand to hear my voice.  I decided that the only way I could communicate with you was through these letters.  If you would only be aware of those peculiar feelings in your liver (caused by the deep vibrations of my voice), you could hear me talk to you.  If you wanted to, you could even learn to communicate with me.  If you'd only try to communicate with me, I'd be glad to listen and respond.  If you'd only allow me to, I'd carefully take care of you and watch over you all your days."

After that, Dr. Gleesom wrote several lovely little letters on different subjects.  He explained many things: how man lived in this great world; how he had conquered the whole planet; how he could even fly to the moon; and how he had mastered this gigantic earth.

Then broaching a very sensitive subject, the doctor mentioned that the real God was not at all like they thought him to be -- a huge, super, yard-long worm who lived in the spreading maple tree.  He emphasized that there was no such thing as a Worm Heaven in the top of the maple tree and, certainly, there was no "worm-god" living up there.

Without really going into detail, for he knew full well that any further explanation would be too difficult for them to understand, the Good Doctor gave them a comprehensive view of the higher life of man.  "Man's world is really so much higher than your Sappie world," he explained.  "Unfortunately, you cannot possibly understand it in your present Sappie state.  But when you are changed into mariposa butterflies," he promised, "then you'll come into the beautiful new world and you will understand. 

"Once you are changed into amazingly beautiful creatures, you will live in a paradisiacal garden and drink the finest nectar from the most delightful flowers.  Meanwhile," Dr. Gleesom added, "you'll have to believe all I'm saying; you must implicitly trust my word.  Everything I say to you is absolutely true!  I have never lied to you about anything at any time -- nor will I ever lie to you."  With infinite patience the Good Doctor shared many other details about the wonderful life of man with the little Sappies.

Then he gently laid the rolls of writings down among the little Sappies . . . and you can well imagine what happened.  



The Worm’s Response To The Scrolls



One little Sappie (who knew how to read) found these rolls.  After reading but a few lines, he laughed so hard he almost burst his esophagus at the absolute absurdity of "the books."  The little Sappie said, "The message of `the books' is the most ridiculous science fiction I have ever read!"  

Another inquisitive Sappie read a bit for himself.  In utter astonishment he reported, "This message must be some old Worm's Tale!"  Still another curious Sappie avidly began to read one of the rolls -- thoroughly enjoying it until he found that the Sappie idea of the "worm-god" was completely false.  "This revelation is preposterous!"  The realization made him so angry he furiously ate half of the first roll.  But he stopped eating because the paper made him terribly sick.  After that, no other Sappie ever dared eat any of the rolls, because their book-devouring worm brother never recovered.

As Dr. Gleesom carefully watched the Sappie readers, he became sadder by the minute.  Finally, one little fellow (who could read alright but really was not considered one of the more intelligent leaders of Worm World) read through all the rolls, then just stood there amazed.  "Is everything these books say really true?" he wondered.  Then some very big thoughts began to stir in his little worm brain.  "If what these rolls say is true," he reasoned, "then . . . where is that wonderful man-being called Dr. Gleesom?"



Worm Faith



When the Good Doctor realized that at last a little Sappie actually believed in him, he spontaneously shouted at the top of his voice, "It's true . . . of course it's true!"  Unfortunately, being so close to the little Sappie he almost blew him away with his breath.  This made the little Sappie's liver rumble so loudly that he scurried away to the shelter of a nearby leaf  where he lay shivering in wonder.  "What is that strange rumbling in my liver?  What could it be?"

Recovering a bit of his courage, the wise little Sappie finally said to himself, "Can this really be the Good Doctor talking to me?  I shall go out and see."  Gathering sufficient strength, he returned to those same little rolls and again began to read.  He found the place where they explained about one's liver rumbling when the kind doctor was talking.  In a squeaky little voice he questioned, "Doctor, is that YOU?"  And sure enough, the happy doctor answered (more quietly this time), "Yes, it is I."  And even as he spoke, back came that strange but wondrous rumbling in the little Sappie's liver.



Worm Speaks with Strange Being



Squeakingly the little Sappie called, "Doctor, where ARE you?"  And the Good Doctor -- whose large foot was only about four inches away from the little Sappie's head -- called back, "Here . . . here I am right beside you!"  But even that explanation was too much for little Sappie to grasp all at once.  When his liver began to rumble again, he was surprised to find it didn't hurt.  In fact, it felt kind of nice -- like a sweet, warm massage on his insides.  After that, the little Sappie didn't get frightened at the doctor's voice anymore.

By now, a few other interested Sappies had gathered and they let out a barrage of critical comments: "Our friendly little brother Sappie is losing his senses," they declared.  "Imagine talking to some strange being whom no one can see . . . or hear . . . or touch!"  Shaking their heads in disbelief at the weird things some young worms were getting into their heads these days, all the older Sappies -- who considered themselves wise -- withdrew from the gathering.  "Surely," they said as they left, "such odd little rolls (with their strange contents) ought to be burned and not allowed to disturb the inhabitants of Worm World."

Meanwhile, our friendly little Sappie went right on reading the rolls in spite of all their protests.  "Perhaps there really IS a world much higher and different than our little Worm World, for now I know there really IS a Dr. Gleesom.  Perhaps there is a beautiful garden.  Perhaps these rolls ARE really true," he decided, "and best of all, perhaps there ARE mariposa butterflies!  Perhaps someday I will be able to fly about in that beautiful garden and see the wonderful things in the high world of man."  So the courageous and friendly little Sappie became the first believer.  And little by little he discovered how to understand the strange rumblings in his liver.



Getting To Know The Good Doctor



By carefully listening, the little Sappie learned to know if the Good Doctor was angry or happy with him; in fact, he could almost carry on a conversation with him.  Although he could never actually see him, the little Sappie sensed how close he was to Doc Gleeful.  Whenever Sappie experienced those pleasant rumblings in his liver, he also learned to enjoy the doctor's warm and pleasant breath that surrounded him.

One day the little Sappie believer asked the Good Doctor to take him up in his hand to show him his garden; the doctor did just that.  "My, how nice and cozy and warm I feel in the hand of the Good Doctor," he thought.  Of course, he couldn't see the whole hand, but he could feel its warmth and sense its tenderness.  How nice it felt to little Sappie to be tenderly cradled in the doctor's gentle hand.

How exhilarated little Sappie felt when the doctor placed him on the bright face of a gold and blue pansy flower.  For the very first time the little Sappie could see a different color and smell a different aroma.  Being all of six inches off the ground, he suddenly concluded that he had been transported high into the Good Doctor's garden.

Later, when little Sappie returned to Worm World and told the other Sappies (who would listen to him -- which weren't many) all the wonderful things he had learned about the world of man, only a few believed.  Few indeed were those that believed in that high world that surrounded them which they couldn't see.  Nevertheless, those few also began to get up enough courage to establish contact with the Good Doctor themselves.

Little by little Dr. Gleesom taught the believing Sappies about the wonderful world of man.  Many of them became so anxious to live in the beautiful garden in the higher world that they quit their silly quarrels about their tiny plots of land.  Who owned which lot and which leaf belonged to whom no longer mattered.  



The Transformation



By diligent effort they learned to read the great rolls or "THE BOOKS" as they called them.  In fact, they became so well instructed that they could hardly wait for their turn to be changed into beautiful mariposa butterflies and fly around the doctor's garden.

This wonderful turn of events made life for the Sappies much more interesting.  They learned to live in peace and became quite proficient in talking with the good scientist who continued to teach his little Sappies all about his garden where they would live with him in the hereafter.  One day they really did become beautiful butterflies and were able to fly about in the Good Doctor's garden.

Rejoicing greatly they exclaimed, "Dr. Gleesom told us the truth!"  Now transformed into gorgeous mariposa butterflies, the little Sappies would light on the Good Doctor's hand, head or shoulder . . . they knew him at last!  Listening attentively as he talked to them, they were delighted with him.  They spent their time flying about, drinking in the sweet nectar of the Good Doctor's finest flowers and living in peace and joy in his lovely garden.



Market of Destinies



     Stretched over the entrance to the famous MARKET OF DESTINIES a large banner proclaimed, “FOR SALE  DESTINIES! ANYONE WHO ENTERS THE MARKET OF DESTINIES CANNOT LEAVE WITHOUT PURCHASING THE DESTINY OF HIS CHOICE.”



Joven, a well-dressed and intelligent youth in his late teens, walked slowly and pensively through the gates of this market. Joven, as all youth, entered this market which lies in the pathway of life; everyone must pass through these gates of destiny Inside the Market of Destinies were many booths offering a variety of tempting wares. Shouting vendors and large signs encouraged passersby to purchase the highly-lauded merchandise. At every stall a large crowd, mostly of young people, was enthusiastically talking and bargaining. Exhilarating but confusing blasts of music filled the air. From each stall emanated appropriate melodies which enticed buyers to purchase the particular wares offered. Much enthusiasm and excitement filled the teeming marketplace.

Standing and carefully observing the scene, Joven felt a compelling need to acquire something in this market. Though he was not able to define what he truly wanted, he realized that he must choose something valuable — some-thing that would bring him lasting dividends. Yet, he also knew that the required price of what he chose to buy had to be within his modest ability to pay.



The Money Making Booth



The first booth that appealed to Joven was decorated with luxurious opulence. Many young people crowded around the popular stall, so the salesmen were kept very busy with customers anxious to buy. An ostentatiously dressed man who was the keeper of the stall, called out to Joven, “Come over here, my friend; I have all your heart could ever desire. I offer the most choice commodity in the entire marketplace; I will sell it to you for the very best price. . . Better than you can find anywhere else.”

 Heeding the call of the successful-looking keeper, the young man walked over to the booth where a gaudily painted sign announced in large, attractive letters, “RICHES FOR SALE.” Smoothly continuing his spiel, the man behind the counter addressed the youth, “Choose your money-making enterprise here. . . . We offer the finest selection of lucrative opportunities in all the world. We won’t charge you anything for looking. If you choose to purchase any of my tremendous selections, I guarantee you won’t lose your money.”

Looking more closely, the youth saw a display of packages of different shapes and sizes wrapped in elegant paper and tied with golden ribbons. An identifying ticket marked each one. Picking out a small-sized one which was ornately wrapped, the youth read the ticket “QUICK WEALTH ANT) SUCCESS,” then asked, “What will this package cost me?”

“In my way of thinking,” the vendor crisply replied, “the price is not all that high if you consider what great riches the package will bring you. In money. . . it will cost you nothing. We only sell items you can use to make money, but we don’t ask you to pay with money. In this market neither gold nor silver are the legal tender of exchange. The currency we use here is other valuables. Willingly and gladly we accept assets of intrinsic and even unseen value.

“Young man, take your time to choose your destiny. This consequential decision will bring financial success and immense riches your way. For instance, consider the choice you have already focused on — ‘Quick Wealth and Success’. You must definitely be pragmatic and realistic enough to know that to forge ahead quickly, you must lie . . . cheat and at times. . . discreetly steal. Hence, for this destiny you will immediately pay with your honor, your conscience and your good name — all these are legal tender for purchasing an opportunity in this stall. As partial payment, you must also leave your charity as you must be able to act quickly and aggressively without considering how your actions may hurt someone else. Each week, your bill will require you to pay a small sum of your compassion and benevolence so that you will quickly forget all your concerns for your neighbors.

“Moreover, as your needs and desires for wealth grow, you will have to pay in ever-increasing installments of your peace, your tranquility and your good health. Success demands that the interest on your debts be paid — even if by paying, it consumes all your time.”

“And what about friends, recreation or happiness?”  Joven inquired. 

“Happiness? Oh, no. . . you can never keep that! This most valuable commodity of riches requires you to give up happiness and recreation as another part of your down payment. In your aggressive pursuit of golden success, don’t worry about forfeiting the Treasures of Happiness; you’ll find abundant pleasure to compensate for that small loss.

“Believe me, young man, the price is cheap when you consider the gratifying golden rewards I offer you. Of course, you understand. . . I fully guarantee all my sales. If you are not satisfied — and the choice you’ve made is not successful — you can return this destiny within a year with no questions asked. The price you have already paid will be returned to you.  Naturally, to the contrary, if you use this package and it brings you success, there can be no exchanges made nor any payment returned. Let me explain further,” the vendor volunteered. “Consider this point: you pay no money at all. Your only cost will be intrinsic and invisible values you don’t have to be concerned about now. If we return the price to you, you may find those values a bit . . . ah . . . tarnished. But surely, that won’t be of any concern to such an ambitious young man as you.”

“What a bargain,” many in the crowd called out insistently. “Buy it! Buy it! It’s really cheap!” Shaking his head in refusal and fright, Joven jumped back, rejected the offer, and immediately pulled himself away from the booth. Joven concluded that the price the seller was demanding was too exorbitant for him to pay. Having been raised with high principles of uprightness, he highly esteemed the very qualities that the salesman despised arid denigrated. “What small value the vendor places on principles which to me are most important!” By his brash sales pitch, the salesman so shocked and frightened Joven it propelled him into reality.

Moving quickly away to look for another choice, the young man muttered, “Perhaps honesty and integrity are not of much value to that vendor, but to me they are far too high a cost for such a short time of pleasure and material gain.’



The Booth of Careers



Many young buyers seeking to purchase wares also crowded around the next booth Joven approached. Observing the precisely lettered sign, “CAREERS FOR SALE,” he thought, “Surely these will be somewhat better and less expensive.” The proffered brochure offered a variety of careers in music, medicine, science, electronics, politics, aviation, literature, military service and many other fields.

Addressing the attendant, the youth asked the price of these interesting wares.      Carefully scrutinizing his prospective customer, the prosperous-looking salesman replied, “First, for any of my excellent and priceless wares, I require (as a down payment) the sacrifice of most of your time.     Assuredly, you already understand that no really successful career can be developed without dedicating the majority of your waking hours to it. In fact, your life’s main interests and major efforts must be paid daily. My careers inexorably demand that you give yourself wholly to your chosen profession.

“As your insatiable drive for achievement ignites within you, its fire will consume your life. When you are billed monthly, you must be prepared to pay with both your rest and sleep. Your monthly bill will require you to give your family second place in your life. . . your career must come first! These small fees must be paid as regular interest rates.

“To tell the truth, some of the careers I offer you are so expensive they demand that your whole family be sacrificed as a ‘balloon payment’. Your children will never know what it is to have a father, nor can they ever be the center of your life. The careers I offer demand total dedication in order for one to excel. To reach success and achievement you will have to pay ‘the martyr’s price for the martyr’s crown’. All such recreation and happiness —and other such insignificant things as pleasure — are also included in the price. Although what I told you may sound extreme, your truest and greatest satisfaction in life will come from having a successful and well-acclaimed career.

“Truthfully, you must realize I’m selling you a lifetime opportunity: fame, material gain, tangible rewards and extremely high self-esteem. I hope you will understand that my price for these excellent wares is not high at all. Thousands of successful men (whose careers I sold to them right here in this booth) have profusely thanked me. What a poor condition our present world would be in today if I had not sold my wares to many people in public places! Were it not for my beneficial wares, this world would still be living in the dark ages.”

“Hmmm,” mused Joven, “now I realize the cost you demand. Your unbelievably exorbitant price for these careers is much too high for me to pay. Trying to keep up the payments would totally bankrupt me morally and emotionally. In no way can I afford to pay the price you ask; I must find something less expensive. Never did I dream that some of the careers that look so nice on the surface would demand such enormous prices! Would anyone in his right mind ever so tightly mortgage his life and soul. . . just to gain the riches of a successful career? Sir, I must admit your goods are both attractive and tempting, but the price. . . the exacting price is much too expensive for me.’



The Booth of Pleasures



Contemplating the complicated question of careers, Joven moved on to the next stall that caught his eye. Milling out in front, a large crowd of young men and women were clamoring for a salesman to dispatch their chosen commodities quickly. Flashing neon lights over that booth announced, “PLEASURES FOR YOUR ENJOYMENT.” Beneath the pulsating light in smaller letters was written, “You owe it to yourself.’

Accompanied by exciting music, recorded messages blared out, “Pay the price! Pay the price! Enjoy your blissful delights! Pleasures are the wares I sell. I promise you both exciting and exhilarating times. You’ll have choice exotic feelings. Don’t be a slave to life. Throw drudgery away. Live! Give yourself over to having a wonderful time. Put yourself first for a change. Choose ‘pleasures’, and you will enjoy that choice every day of your Me. My wares are the best buys of all!’

When the economically-minded young man asked the price of those wares, the salesman gaily answered, “The price is not really too high for such a pleasing commodity that has such a desirable destiny.” 

“But exactly what is it?” the youth persisted. “Well, first of all, you must deposit your marriage certificate with me. In exchange, I’ll give you a writ of divorce. You see, it’s impossible to be bound by chains of matrimony (and the unreasonable demands of a home) and be wholly engaged in the diversions I offer you.

“While profligacy and vice are both generously included in my package, they cost comparatively little. As you rise higher and higher in the exhilarating orbit of pleasure, your health must be slowly sacrificed in increasing installments. Slowly you will remit peace and security as interest on your loan. You will exchange your peace and security for agitation and anxiety as you constantly drive onward toward newer and higher pleasurable experiences. In order to receive a valid guarantee of success with my wares you must make this payment in full.

 “You realize, don’t you, that as part of the down payment, you will have to give me your respectability. . . your integrity. . . and your honor? Be relieved to know, however, that your installments will not go on for too many years. You’ll only pay for a certain number, during which you’ll have many exciting pleasures and unspeakable experiences along the way. What immense benefits! Imagine! You’ll never have to suffer the aches, pains or humiliations of old age. Dear boy, ‘Eat, drink and be merry for tomorrow you die.’ Well, anyway, . . . that’s what all the people who buy destinies from me say.

“Understand me clearly: you’ll receive the guarantee of a life of rollicking pleasure — so the price is really very cheap. Actually, the cost is not all that important. . . just look at what you get!” Staring at Joven over the counter, the salesman’s empty spaced-out eyes held him in an almost magnetic trance.

Temptingly laid out before him, the enticing wares attracted the youth far more than he cared to admit. The Jangling music ensnared him and he found it almost impossible to tear himself away from the booth. Finally, the reality of the cost awakened a reaction of repugnance within him. After considerable thought, Joven decided, “The price is. . . oh, so high. . . far too high! I dare not pay so much for so little — for a destiny which in the end would only ruin me. Abysmal poverty with no worthwhile gain would be my lot; yet I’d be rich in. shame and misery. For a little while I would revel in my purchase, then be destitute and hopelessly indigent forever.” Rejecting the cost of the tempting pleasures, Joven forced himself ahead to the next stall.



The Booth of Entitlement



The next booth bore a strange name, indeed. In faded letters a dilapidated sign declared, “WE SELL NOTHING HERE.” Stacked with many bulky, empty and fragile plastic globes (which looked more like empty bubbles than anything else), the strangeness of the wares intrigued Joven. “I offer nothing — absolutely nothing,” the vendor called. “Come buy from me and you’ll have the best destiny of all. No work! No effort! No cost! No struggle! Choose from my packages; I offer you the easy and indolent Life of Nothing.”

Thinking that the purchase of “nothing” would be the best bargain of all — and the easiest purchase to make —Joven inquired the price of these strange wares. Abjectly looking at the youth, the salesman replied: “Deposit all your possessions with me — your house, your gold and your silver. You’ll need none of them in ‘Nothing Land’. You understand, of course, that you must pay continual installments of hunger because ‘not working’ will result in your having no food to eat; that is, except what you can scavenge or beg. Surely you won’t mind living in a free and unencumbered manner under the stars or clouds.’

Motioning carelessly, the vendor who offered “nothing” continued, “Your simple abode will be under a bridge, a culvert or wherever you may choose to roam. As an indolent idler, your sordid reputation should not be too difficult  to bear. If you want to eat, you must beg on the streets, steal or become a garbage searcher, that is, unless you can ‘con’ welfare into subsidizing you. The specific advantage of ‘nothing’ is that you’ll never have to trouble yourself with tedious chores, jobs, frivolous table manners, cooking or cleaning. You realize, also, that your only close friends will be those, like you, who have chosen ‘nothing’ as their destiny.”

“What of love or matrimony?” Joven asked. “Oh, no! Surely you jest, young man. You must leave all such silly ‘civilized things’ with me. After all, what woman would choose to share life with a ragged, unclean beggar? Interestingly enough, as your monthly payments decline so will your health due to your constant bouts with sickness. (Fortunately, the doctors in ‘Nothing Land’ will not rob you by charging outrageously high fees.) Just think of all the benefits. You’ll have no worries about banks failing, taxes, mortgages, insurance or such worrisome things. Fortunately, you’ll never have to be concerned about sick children or home problems. You can live as free as the birds in the air and travel about exactly as you please. I’m certain the price I ask is not too high for one of my fleecy, effervescent bubbles.”

“Will there be pleasures?” the youth asked. “None at all,” the vendor answered swiftly. “You’ll never have to be bothered with such unnecessary things. What pleasures could possibly exist in such a miserable life-style? Will you find happiness? You question ME regarding happiness? Mother Earth will be your home, your comforter, your joy; she will be your constant companion. With Mother Earth caring for you, you will need no other refuge.  

“Think again of all the enticing advantages: No doctor bills for you can demand that a charity organization pay them for you! . . . No wife to nag you constantly and make monetary demands! … No noisy or irritating children to disturb your privacy!     No traumas of divorce to upset your home and your individual lifestyle! . . . No possessions to steal your time!.. . No loss of vital energy caring for others!. . . No fears of thieves or muggers to upset your tranquility! . . . No demands by others to snatch you away from your own self-interests. 

“Young man, don’t you recognize the riches of this excellent and enticing destiny? Everything will be exclusively for ‘self’. Just aimlessly drift your life away in a comfortable cocoon of ‘nothingness’. . . . What an admirable destiny!”

Muttering something about madness and lunacy to himself, the young man sighed deeply, “Impossible . . . utterly impossible — this destiny is abominably costly! Who would ever pay such a price for such a miserable destiny?” Beginning to feel quite disillusioned with the whole question of the Market of Destinies, Joven felt like running away. Seeing that only one more booth remained to visit, he seriously considered promptly leaving the marketplace without buying anything.

Shrugging his shoulders disgustedly, Joven said out loud, “Why bother? I’m getting out of this horrible place!” Suddenly he heard the decisive clanging of heavy doors and iron bars. From some unidentifiable place a voice called, “No, young man! .. . No one leaves this market without buying something. You may leave only after you have chosen your destiny.”



The Booth of Life



Appearing somewhat smaller and humbler than the others, the last booth sported a thatched roof and brown adobe walls. A broad door extending across the front of the booth stood open. This humble stall looked more like a stable than a booth. What was this booth doing in the Market of Destinies? “This one looks even poorer than the one that sold ‘nothing’,” thought Joven.

Outside this small building Joven saw no prospective buyers. “What good thing could possibly be purchased in so lowly a place as this?” the youth questioned as he drew near.  Soft, harmonious melodies played sweetly inside the booth drawing Joven toward it. Finally, the words on the outside of the booth caught the youth’s eye and caused him to wonder what these strange words could possibly mean: “LIFE. . . ETERNAL LIFE FOR SALE HERE.”

A man dressed in unpretentious clothing was the attendant of this booth. He spoke to Joven in a low, quiet voice, “Sir, here we offer life, eternal life. You may purchase it without money and above price. I counsel you to buy from me — ‘life’. You will never be sorry that you did. Life eternal is far more valuable than rubies and diamonds; its value cannot be calculated. Although it is definitely not ‘cheap’, nevertheless, it is extremely ‘economical’. Let me warn you, this destiny is clearly the most expensive in this market. On the other hand, the destiny I offer is also the most durable of all destinies. Best of all, once the price is paid, the gift is guaranteed for the lifetime of the purchaser. Even though we charge dearly, we do not blush at the price we charge. Believe me, if you buy this destiny, you will never want to return here to exchange it.’ 

“Without money and above price, “Joven retorted bluntly. “How can that be?” Instantly he remembered the exorbitant prices charged by the vendors for the wares in the other booths. “All the other destinies have been so expensive; . . . now you offer to sell me ‘eternal life’ without a price? How can you sell ‘eternal life’ without charging me what it is worth? You confuse me; you say it’s the most ex-pensive destiny in the market.” Looking at all the wares wrapped in beautiful scarlet cloth and fled with scarlet cords, the youth wondered, “Can something ‘without money’ —yet ‘above price’ — possibly have any value?”

As though understanding his thoughts, the vendor countered, “Truly, what we offer you here in this booth is a most valuable destiny. Included in our offer are the unseen — yet priceless — treasures of joy and peace, faith and love, hope and security. In addition to all these beautiful gifts, we offer you life eternal.

The buyer will receive all these rewards immediately after making his purchase.”

“How, then, is one to obtain such costly commodities, if money is of no use, and price is not the object?” the youth asked.

“There are just two things you must leave with me, and then the package is yours, “the seller answered. “First, in my trash bin — as a down payment — you must leave the entire load of sin you have carried on your shoulders up until now. I will help you lose its fastenings so you can leave it here. Then you must lay down your entire life and donate it to the exclusive use of my Master who is the Owner of these wares. You must give my Owner absolute permission to do with your life whatsoever He chooses, at any time He pleases.”

“My sin? . . . My life? . . . My future? . . . This is a strange price, indeed!” thought Joven as he moved slowly away to meditate upon the strange wares offered in this booth. Reflecting carefully on the destinies offered by the various booths he had visited, each one seemed to momentarily pass in silent review before his eyes: RICHES… CAREERS… PLEASURES… NOTHING... LIFE.. . Joven knew he must choose, and choose now. “What strange and attractive destinies have been set before me today! What ghastly and exorbitant prices each one demands,” the youth mused. “How difficult my choice is! What if I make a wrong decision? What do I really want? If only all the prices weren’t so outrageously high. If only this last booth didn’t appear so much like a stable; it does have the most desirable commodity of all. Such a strange offer — ‘without money and above price’. And yet the charges for ‘life’ are far greater than the charges for all the other destinies.”

Suddenly Joven’s inner eyes began to grasp a glimmer of light. “Of course,” he exclaimed, “because it is with-out price, then it must be priceless. That is why this destiny demands everything, that is, whatever ‘everything’ might mean. And yet. . . and yet. . . I believe that this is the only booth in the whole Market of Destinies that offers something of far greater value than the cost it demands.”

From an indistinguishable place nearby, Joven thought he heard an encouraging voice say, “Friend, do you realize that the majority of the destinies offered here must all be left behind when Death’s Doors irrevocably shut behind you and the grave imprisons you in its cold embrace? You can only take one thing with you into the invincible Prison of Death — it is the destiny offered here. If you choose LIFE, .. . eternal life, . . . you may not only embrace it here but you also may carry it with you beyond the grave which otherwise would be final. Consider well, young man; you’ve already been forewarned. Choose you must! No one, absolutely no one, can escape from this Market of Destinies without choosing his own destiny. He must pay the full price for his destiny, then carry away his chosen commodity.”

Weeping sorrowfully — and fully understanding the severity of the cost required — the young man made his choice. Walking back to the booth that looked more like a stable than a stall, Joven said to the keeper of the beautiful scarlet boxes, “Sir, I choose LIFE! Please help me undo this miserable burden on my back; gladly will I leave it here with you. I must exchange my despicable life for glorious eternal life.”

At Joven’s request, the owner of the booth took out his sharp knife and cut away the large bundle from the youth’s shoulders. Immediately, the glorious bells of heaven rang out melodies of rapturous joy. Angels’ songs of ineffable rejoicing filled the air around the simple stall. Suddenly, it seemed as if someone opened Joven’s eyes. With penetrating clarity he realized the incalculable value of his possession of eternal life. “How could I have been so blind as to think that the other commodities offered in this Market of Destinies were of any value at all?”

With a look of divine ecstasy Joven rose to his feet and picked up his scarlet package. Untying the scarlet cord, he bound it closely around his own heart. 

Peace and joy.. . faith and love. . . hope and security filled Joven’s whole being. As the iron doors of the Market of Destinies swung wide open before him, Joven departed in peace, then started down the Road of Life.



The Talking Tapestry



There is a magnificent tapestry in an elegant showroom in a world-famous museum in sunny Italy.  Many years ago a well-known artist painstakingly created this masterpiece of exceptional workmanship.  So skillfully did he picture the idyllic beauty of a domestic scene near a fountain that the tapestry appears to be alive.

Calling this amazing piece of art "The Talking Tapestry," many of the local populous claim that if anyone stays long enough to enjoy and to meditate upon its rare beauty, the tapestry will speak to that person.  Those who have experienced this phenomena wonder if the tapestry really talked to them, or if what happened was but their own imagination.  Nevertheless, because this experience leaves a deep and lasting impression and is real, they never doubt that the tapestry does talk.  As this belief is so common, the officials of the museum have placed convenient chairs in front of the tapestry and invited folk to stop, relax and listen as it tells its story.



The Mysterious Voice 



When one sits quietly and lets his mind contemplate the beautiful scene depicted in the tapestry, it seems as though he can hear a voice begin to say, "Friend, do you admire the exquisite workmanship of my maker?  Can you comprehend the enormous patience and extraordinary perspicacity my creator exercised in order to create such an exquisite portrayal of one of life's happy scenes?  Do you revel in my beauty and desire to join the family gathered at the fountain?  Is the garden not lovely in the warm glow of sunset?

"Does the lifelike fountain that appears to be filled with life-giving waters invite you to draw near and join the happy company?  Would you like to drink both of the water and of the beauty of the garden?  Do you long to identify with the approaching stranger?  Do you desire to join the family and enjoy the enriching and happy moment you see depicted here?  Is the exquisite scene so well done -- so authentic -- that it seems real?

"Does my loveliness give you sweet pleasure and cause you to rejoice in the skilled perfection you see in my composition?  Behold my harmonious balance of theme, color and perspective; does it entice you to enter the inviting scene before you?  Do you gaze in amazed wonder at the skill and artistry of the one who took common materials and created this marvelous beauty?  Does it not thrill the soul of all who are willing to pause and contemplate my charming loveliness?  



The Hidden Side 



If my observations are true," says the tapestry, "then I ask you to turn me around and look carefully upon my reverse side.    

"Ah, are you now bewildered by the puzzling maze of seemingly unrelated threads you behold on my hidden side?  Look more closely; can you trace the elaborate pattern of my design?  If you had not already seen the beauty I wear when I face you, would you not marvel at the stupidity of a master weaver who would waste so much effort to produce such a maze of confusion?  If you only saw this disharmonious tangle of threads, would you not question whether my maker was really an artist?  Surely you would question the intelligence of the museum directors who chose to adorn their elegant showroom with such a meaningless maze of confusion.

"Don't be concerned, however, for both sides tell a true story; neither side is false.  Those who contemplate the beauty of the tranquil scene as they face me will wonder at the intricate work of rare beauty created by my designer.  If, however, one should perversely insist upon looking only on my reverse side, he would never see my beauty; he would only behold a seemingly chaotic mass of confusion which would cause him to hurl recriminations upon my creator.



True Picture Of Life



     "To you, my friend, I am a true picture of life.  Only as you steadfastly behold my front side can you see the melodious pattern and meticulous beauty which my creator intended to portray.  He never desired observers to see the complex and seemingly design-less chaos of the countless variable-colored threads required to produce my beauty.  My creator only desired to describe the peaceful and sublime glories of life around the fountain at the time of evening sunset.



"Turn me around, my friend, and behold the beauty the master weaver desired to reveal through me.

"Admire the peacefulness of my picturesque scene.  Notice the happiness that rests upon the cheerful gathering.

"Rejoice in the harmonious and pleasant times and seasons of life my creator chose to represent by picturing this cheerful family communing with friends in the lovely garden as they share the evening meal by the fountain.

"Allow the peace in which I luxuriate to release you from all hurting and haunting fears.

"Observe how the master weaver wove into my very fabric the truths of the cross.

"Contemplate that crimson-stained cross that stands silhouetted by the glorious sunset upon the lofty mountain peak.

"Search the scene and observe how the master artist reveals the cross in the evening hour of sunset.  The cross -- and the cross alone -- is the reason for the peace and happiness that floods the family gathering.

"Revel in the coming of that new day which the cross promises you at `sunset time.'  Anticipate even happier seasons of life.

"For all who behold this cross there is a key which unlocks the door to this coming glorious day.  

"In the last beauteous rays of the dying day, find that key in the cross.  Now you will discover the comforting promise of unspeakable beauty that will come to you in the sunrise of a glorious new day.



"Look off to your left; see the dark clouds with bright shafts of lightning.  Is there not a threatening storm arising in the distance?  Isn't the portrayal of the storm so real you can almost hear the ominous murmur of distant thunder?  Observe those who are happily communing and eating in the garden; they show no alarm at the signs of the coming storm.  Why?  Because this is a moment to enjoy life -- not to surrender joy to fears of a threatening storm which may or may not come.  Surely, the people in the picture will take refuge if and when it should become necessary.  Even though the storm threatens the happy gathering, the family in the garden is not concerned, for their hearts are at rest.  The present blessings of fellowship are far more delightful and important to them than the thunderous threatenings of a possible storm.

"Did you notice the lovely cottage at the back of the garden with its door wide open and its lamps already burning?  It will provide adequate refuge should the need arise.  Why should the people in this peaceful gathering be frightened by that which only threatens to come upon them?  And even if the storm comes, they will not be forced to terminate their fellowship; they will only change its locale.  They know there are but a few steps into the sure shelter and certain safety of the welcoming garden cottage.

"Observe in the foreground a closed gate that gives entrance to the garden from the pathway.  A tired traveler stands before that gate reaching out his hand to knock.  One person in the festive gathering has already noticed the stranger.  See, he has risen to graciously receive the weary wayfarer and invite him to join the family in their repast.  And if the storm fulfills its muttered threatenings, the traveler will find refuge together with the family in the lovely garden cottage. 



Meaningless Labyrinth



"Friend, in sophisticated disdain you can choose to turn away from my entrancing face and try to comprehend the confusions of my reverse side.  These confusions likewise are a portrayal of life.  Let me forewarn you, however, that by dwelling on my tangled side you will only be dismayed at the meaningless labyrinth that my creator made in producing my beauty and my glory.  Unsightly dark threads of betrayal are there.  Hypocritical blacks, mixed with somber browns run in and out of my pattern with no visible reason for being there.  Rusty brown threads, the color of dried blood-stains from the wounds suffered in the battle of life, weave in and out of the pattern.  Yes, and gloomy threads of past forebodings and humiliating tragedies also run crazily here and there . . . in and out, out and in.  Not one thread gives even a hint of where it is going or why it is going there.

"You see, my friend, only a creative artist is capable of making so much harmony and beauty out of such contradictory chaos and senseless confusion.  When the master artist was half finished with my design, I thought that any portrayal of beauty was but a futile and illusive dream. At that point, I lacked any real hope of ever being beautiful.  Though I still believed that my designer wanted to produce something truly beautiful, I lacked any reality of that hope.  Mistakenly, I concluded that even with the best of intentions, my maker must have hopelessly entangled himself in confusion.

"To meditate on my hidden side . . . to try to trace out the various threads of my pattern . . . or to attempt to tie them into harmonious meaning would lead anyone (other than the master designer himself) into gloomy discouragement.  A novice would find himself caught in a net of baffling mysteries, misunderstandings and . . . in the end -- despair.  First, the master artist sealed the pattern in his own mind; then, little by little, he worked out my design by weaving together his own creative mysteries.  He -- and he alone -- is the only one wise and knowledgeable enough to comprehend the enigma of the labyrinthine and confused discord that abounds among the maze of intricately interwoven threads on my hidden side.



Enlightened



"Friend, I assure you, without the author of this design to enlighten you, the entangled chaos before your eyes will not reveal to you any rational or logical reason for the pathways of my tangled threads.  Search as diligently as you desire; you will not find any beauty on my inverted side.  Absolutely nothing in the web of discordant threads will form either a pattern or picture of attractive splendor.

"When you look at my intertwined threads they will seem to you but a mindless maze of blacks and browns, rusts and crimsons, bright yellows and somber blues.  Yet, as you behold my beautiful and finished design, you will see that some of the glorious yellows flow into the bright cheerful bonnet of a happy damsel, while the various shades of somber brown threads form the silhouette of the cross on the lofty mountain peak.  The dark colors clearly speak of death, while others speak of the promise of eternal life ahead.  The yellow-white of the lightning's flash, the dark blue-gray of the storm cloud, the shadowy brown of the mountains, the scarlet thread that timidly slips in and out to form the stain on the silhouetted cross . . . all are absolutely necessary.  Not one color could have been left out; every one helps to perfect my beauty.  No tangled threads, no traces of confusion, no devious strands mar the attractiveness of my finished face.  Only harmony, reason, purpose, skill and pattern culminate in the loveliness you are now beholding.



Choosing Sides



     "You can choose, my friend, on which side you will gaze -- and which side will inspire your thoughts.  However, remember this: whichever side you choose to meditate upon, the choice is your own -- your own will governs your meditations.  You can choose to ponder on my glorious beauty with its promise of peace and life.  Believing in the promise of the glorious day yet to come, you can discover the source of peace and, above all, you can embrace hope.  Contrariwise, you may baffle your intellect by keeping your mind on the morass of the chaotic tangles and confusions that lay on the hidden side of my beauty.  

"Friend, behold me as my master designed me to be seen, and hide his confusing work-side against the wall.  My artist-designer did not intend for the public to gaze upon me with my beautiful face turned to the wall.  The master weaver -- who patiently worked out my delicate and intricate pattern -- desired only the side of my beauty to be seen.  Everyone who gazes upon me should only see the brightness of his glorious pattern and the harmonious imagery he placed within me.  After admiring the beautiful creation and elaborate design, any beholder should then praise and magnify the one whose hands have brought forth such wondrous splendor out of the tangled chaos of my hidden side.



The Colors In The Fabric Of Life



     "The master weaver desired that all who gaze upon me should contemplate the mystery found in the brilliant crimson-stained cross as it rises at the height of the eternal mountains.  He wanted all who behold me to perceive the golden rays of hope that stream from the very heavens.  He purposed to give to everyone a sense of peace and rest so they might joyfully laugh at the stormy and threatening clouds of despair.  He desired the observer to notice how the brilliant yellows, bright as the setting sun, interweave my imagery.  Like flowing oil, these warm and life-giving tones anoint this scene and make its delicate pattern flow together in inspiring beauty and harmony. 



The Secret Of Life



     "Now go, my friend; meditate upon all I have spoken to you, for I have shared with you the Secret of Life.  The Tapestry of Life -- each life -- is composed of an intricate blending of many-colored threads: bright and cheerful tones of joy . . . dark, gloomy and fearful tones of forebodings . . . red, hurting tones of pain and sacrifice.  Only the Great Master Weaver who creates all of life's designs is able to sort out the pattern of an individual's life.  

     "Friend, know that when the day arrives for the tapestry of your life to be displayed upon the walls of the King's Palace, you will find that all mysteries and confusions will be resolved in one magnificent display of beauty and glory.  You will then discover that the tapestry the Creator-Artist has been skillfully and patiently weaving in your life -- using ever so many confusing and perplexing threads -- will exemplify and manifest to all who behold it the wondrous portrayal of the Master Weaver's superb wisdom and sublime artistry."



The Prince and the Pariahs



The royal municipality, located upon the highest hills of the land, shone like a city of golden mansions as the bright early morning sun gilded the stately dwellings.  Immense two-leaved gates, gleaming like polished silver, guarded the road that entered the imperial city.  



Voyage Of The Prince



One day, just after dawn, the gatekeeper threw wide open those massive gates.  In solitary splendor the only prince of the whole realm rode forth out through those silvery gates on his handsome charger.  Choosing a road that descended through the deep passes that wound through the magnificent mountains of his kingdom, the prince continued ever downward through the dark forests. After fording a deep swirling river that tumbled through the floor of a dark valley, the prince left the mountains and the forests behind as he pressed into the hot, barren plains that lay southward beyond the mountains.  In an unhurried manner he purposefully and determinedly persevered on the path which led to the far borders of his father's kingdom.

After many long days of travel, the prince finally crossed a deep, dry ravine that bordered the province he intended to visit.  When he crossed this boundary he noticed that everything was becoming strangely darker; even though the sun still shone brightly as ever, it seemed that the way grew darker.  An alien and dismal gloominess mysteriously overshadowed this province.



Suspicious Sentinels



Wearily pressing on, the prince became aware that unfriendly men of evil visage were intently watching his progress.  Following him closely, they slipped stealthily through the deep brambles and tangled bushes.  No glad welcome did they show for this stranger of royal bearing -- the prince of the whole realm -- who had come to visit their hostile land.

As the self-appointed chief of their small province was intensely antagonistic and belligerent to all strangers who entered his territory, the unfriendly and suspicious sentinels watched the prince closely.  In spite of the unfriendly and hostile attitude of the evil sentries who observed him, not one of them dared to interfere with the onward journey of the powerful prince.  Across a shady glen and onward into the dark and dismal forests that lay ahead, rode the handsome prince.  With determination he pressed ever onward towards the principal town of this hostile province that lay on the extreme border of his father's kingdom.

The evil countenances and unwelcoming scowls of the inhabitants of this province made the prince realize the validity of the rumors that had reached the ears of the Great King.  Various reports related that this faraway part of his kingdom had risen in rebellion against his father.  Rumors persisted in the royal palace that even now some subjects were  preparing an open revolt in an attempt to escape from the king's virtuous and equitable rule.  Claiming the king's standards for citizenship were too high and difficult to endure, the unruly ones wanted to defect from the true king.  They wanted to install their own libertine king who would allow them full freedom to live as profligately as they desired. Although the king had often sent warnings and advisories to the usurper in this rebellious land, the rebel chief had utterly ignored them all.



Peace and Good Will 



Because of this, the king's peace-loving and kind son resolved to journey to that faraway province with messages of peace and good will.  Once there, this popular youth of great resources would attempt to reconcile and win back the loyalty of those deluded, impoverished and seditious subjects of the Great King.

As the prince continued his journey, it seemed to him that he had journeyed so deep into the dark forest that he had gone beyond the land of the living.  So fearfully degraded and depraved were the inhabitants of the rude villages through which he passed, he felt as if he had actually entered the regions of infernal darkness.  When at last the noble prince entered the large village of the ruling chief, even his brave heart hesitated in amazement and trepidation.  Without a doubt these wicked villagers formed the very lowest scale of rational life, living such an animal-like existence.  Governed by pernicious superstitions and filled with mindless wrath, the evil inhabitants' darkened minds plotted evil continuously.  Their sinister countenances revealed the venomous wickedness lurking in their hearts.

After politely inquiring of the villagers the way to the dwelling of the chief, the prince approached the ruler who appeared even more depraved and malevolent than his subjects.  Presenting himself as the son of the Great King, the prince carefully explained to the chief that he had come bearing a message to the people of that distant province -- a message of peace and good will from their true king.

Unimpressed by the offer of peace and good will, the chief haughtily and ungraciously greeted the prince.  When the prince proceeded to present the beautiful and costly gifts his father had amicably sent, the avaricious chief ungraciously and greedily grabbed them.  By dissimulating a warm and welcoming attitude, the chief hoped to encourage the prince to produce yet more gifts; but the prince had already given all his father had sent.  In disappointment the wicked chief arrogantly and reluctantly gave the prince permission to dwell among his people for as long as his visit should last.

In the days that followed, the prince visited various towns and villages.  Patiently he instructed the poor deluded people about the value of uprightness, the ways to peace, and the keys to prosperity according to the beneficent laws of his father's kingdom.  Encouraging them to submit willingly to the demands of the Great King, he explained that only by abiding by these right Principles of Living could they ever dwell in peace and true happiness.  Also, he warned them that if they continued with their plans of insurrection, they would only bring the wrath and judgment of the Great King upon them -- all of them would perish by sword and fire.



The Spies



Soon the vigilant spies -- those the wrathful chief had sent to watch the visiting prince -- sent word to their leader that the impoverished villagers eagerly listened to the good-hearted prince and they greatly admired him.  Their report was true.  His many words of truth, his deeds of compassion and mercy, and his wise teachings were turning many away from all thoughts of insurrection.  Instead, many people were now openly expressing their desire to return home with the prince to make peace and to serve his father.  In fact, they now openly compared their present ruler most unfavorably with the Great King and his gracious prince.

This startling report stirred the chief into furious anger.  In his murderous wrath he plotted the death of the intrusive and meddling prince.  "How DARE he come and win the hearts of his people back to the Great King," angrily declared the chief.  "How dare he take them away from me -- their mighty chief!"  The wicked chief then devised a vile and murderous plan to do away with the prince.  He decided that the most propitious time and place would be during the coming annual feast in his own village.  In the excitement and restless activity of this grand festival, the prince's death could be easily contrived.

The chief's wicked and avaricious heart conceived a devious plan to coerce from the kind prince any remaining gifts he might have brought with him from his wealthy father.  Deceitfully the lying chief said to the prince: "On this coming feast day our custom is to exchange gifts.  Surely you -- as our great prince -- would desire to honor his excellency, your father, with a further exchange of royal favors between us."

On the appointed day of the feast, the chief officiously presented a paltry bit of handcraft to the prince; then he greedily awaited the royal munificence of the prince in return.  Unfortunately, the chief did not realize that the prince had brought no other gifts with him save those he had already given.



The Note Signed In Blood



After some thought, the generous and gracious prince wrote a few words on a slip of paper, pricked his finger, and then signed the note with his own blood.  Handing it to the chief, he said, "This is the greatest gift in my power to give."

Hastily and greedily the chief read: "TO MY FATHER, THE GREAT KING: THE BEARER -- OR BEARERS -- WHO PRESENT THIS NOTE PERSONALLY TO THE KING WILL RECEIVE WHATSOEVER THEY MAY ASK.  SIGNED, YOUR BELOVED SON."  After the chief finished reading the benevolent prince's gracious note, he was beside himself with rage.  His violent purpose to kill the prince was immediately inflamed and intensified.  In the first place, he totally misunderstood the immense value of the paper signed by the goodly prince and sealed with his blood.  And in the second place, a sickening dread gripped his mind at the thought of even a peaceful confrontation with the monarch whose rulership he so violently hated and determined to overthrow.

Having his eyes utterly blinded by hatred and jealousy, he totally underestimated the value and power of the prince's note.  The enraged rebel chief determined to kill the prince immediately.  "Surely this is nought but a deceitful trick!" he reasoned.  ". . . If I ever dared to use this note and approach the palace grounds, without doubt the Great King would slay me on sight.  Then why should I trust this note his son so theatrically signed with his own blood?  My plans have not changed; I will stay as far away from that Mighty King as I can.  I will do my best to carry my rebellion through to a successful conclusion.  I will fight the Great King until all the people in my province have eradicated the king's total authority over them."

In his frustration and belief that he had been cheated and mocked, the evil chief hastily crumpled the note and disdainfully threw it under the table.  He made no attempt at being grateful.  



Getting Rid Of The Heir



Without fail, he must immediately begin to set in motion his plan for the riddance of this hated prince.  As the Great King had destined the prince to take over his throne, someday he would also be king over this rebel province.

"What better way to keep my province than to kill the son and heir of the Great King?" thought the wicked chief as he ordered his servants to their assigned tasks of capturing and destroying the prince.  Then a most strange thing happened; almost as though he had received a secret and silent warning, the kind prince suddenly left the feast and disappeared.  The seditious rebels of the rebellious kingdom never saw him again.

Escaping from the mutinous provinces, the prince vowed to return one day with his victorious armies and utterly destroy that rebel chief.  All the traitorous inhabitants of that province who swore allegiance to their chief would be destroyed also.

Discovering his intended victim's escape, the rebel chief became even more furious.  His wrathful ravings and denunciations were terrible as he blamed everyone but himself for the failure of his deceitful plan.

Meanwhile, the little crumpled note signed with the prince's blood had been swept away into the cluttered streets.  Now forgotten, the priceless voucher had disappeared into the abundance of the city's trash.



The Scavengers



Early the next morning three ugly, destitute and leprous beggar women -- the pariahs of the town -- came searching for bits of food and rags among the newly dumped trash from the feast.  They scavenged for anything that would prolong their miserable existence.  How they scratched, searched and quarreled as they scuttled about.

These pitiful and miserable old wretches -- flotsam cast upon the beach from the Sea of Humanity -- were outcasts from society and pariahs of the town.  The three had banded together in a pathetic relationship of mutual pain and misery.  Friendless and lonely outcasts.  Embittered by life's tragedies.  Perverted by vice in their minds.  Disillusioned and vengeful in their hurting spirits.  These wretched women were nothing but despised and loathsome lepers clinging forlornly to a fragile and flimsy thread of life.

Although two of the ragged women were haggard and disfigured old widows, the eldest of the trio had never been married.  She had not even the pitiful rags of widowhood to hide her fallen soul.  By her very manner (and the rags she wore), she disclosed her impossible-to-keep secret: she was nothing but a hated and dishonorable woman-of-the-street.  The dread leprosy had progressed throughout her being to such a degree that it was difficult for others to look upon her without nausea.  Her depraved mind -- as well as her filthy soul and body -- had been completely contaminated by her disfiguring disease.  Surely, this one was nought but a repulsive old hag -- a miserable piece of wreckage vomited up by life's seas -- who lay helpless and putrefying on the sands of time.  For this pitiful pariah death would be a merciful release, and the tomb a shroud of decency in which to hide her shameful soul.

As the three continued to search, fight and snarl over bits of food, the eldest old hag -- the vilest of them all -- discovered the crumpled and discarded note.                                               Clutching the paper with claw-like fingers, she slowly read it and then reread it again.  Suddenly she stood as if in a trance and stared off into the distance.  Standing for a long while in utter silence, she perused a strange memory of the precious secret she held securely hidden in what remained of her heart.



Memories



Reaching back into her mysterious closet of hidden memories, she beheld a strange scene.  Late one evening, not long before this fateful day, she had seen the handsome young prince walking alone through the dirty lanes near the burial grounds where the lepers always slept.  Although villagers always avoided this path, the kind prince had fearlessly traversed it.  How vividly she recalled his stopping momentarily to look at HER!  How kindly yet strangely he had fixed his compassion upon her.  As he smiled at her (and what a warm smile it was) she felt no cruel ridicule nor sneering contempt.

"I wonder . . . was his intense gaze one of sorrow and tender compassion?" she questioned.  "It must have been!  I've so treasured that one moment of kindness.  To me it has been like a casket of precious jewels in the secret recesses of my memory.  When the prince turned and moved quietly away, he gave me a friendly wave.  I've never seen him again, but here is his name written on this crumpled piece of paper . . ." Shaken from her reveries, she glanced again at the now grimy slip of wrinkled paper in her hand.  



Faith In The Note’s Validity



Surging up from the depths of her being came the conviction that the note she held in her hands was of supreme value.  These were HIS words; this was HIS signature!  This promissory note was written by the prince of whom everyone said, "He will not and cannot lie."  Furthermore, the paper was signed with the prince's name.  Convinced that this note was true and of immeasurable value, the most miserable "pariah of all pariahs" realized that this promissory note meant unlimited riches, food, clothing, respectability and health.

Because she was totally assured of the note's genuineness and priceless value, she convinced and assured her two companions of the scope and meaning of this little slip of paper.  Bullying away their doubts and skeptical reluctance, she finally persuaded them to join her on a pilgrimage to the palace of the Great King.  "After all," she insisted, "what do we have to lose anyway?  Even if we die during the journey, we'll soon die anyway . . . wherever we are."



The Journey



Wasting no more time on the trash heap, the three old pariahs set out immediately on the long and difficult journey to the palace of the Great King.  Although the journey was tediously long and arduous -- and the weary women were often tempted to turn back -- the eager conviction and solid assurance of the eldest old crone incessantly urged her companions forward.  For many scorching days of hunger and thirst they passed through the searing wilderness.  Then with great difficulty -- and almost despairing for their lives -- the exhausted women finally managed to cross a turbulent river.  Climbing into the high mountains, they followed the road that led steeply upwards to the royal city.  Day after day they arduously toiled on toward their goal.  Often hungry (because they found so few willing to give them anything to eat), they journeyed wearily on.

Late one evening, the fatigued pariahs finally saw the outline of the lofty spires of the royal castle in the far distance.  The glowing lights of the city seemed like myriads of tiny twinkling stars which encouragingly invited them to press on through the late evening dusk.

"Soon . . . oh, so soon . . . will our dreams indeed come true?  Will our lives really be changed?  Will we soon be possessors of great riches?  Will we find genuine acceptance at last?" the outcasts questioned.  With keen anticipation the old hags almost ran the remaining miles which separated them from the royal city.



The Royal City



Ignoring the disdainful and contemptuous reception given them by the shocked, wealthy and cultured populace, the three pariahs simply set their faces like flint and walked on to the palace.  As they neared their destination they felt desperate and fearful.  "Will we be rejected?  Will we be frustrated?  Have we taken this pilgrimage in vain?  Will death overtake us at the very gates of the palace?"  So with many distressing doubts and nagging fears, the apprehensive pariahs hastened on toward the palace grounds.

At the insistent knocking of the vilest one, the guards finally opened the palace gates.  Shocked and utterly astonished at the nauseating sight of these miserable and brazen creatures, the guards tried to send the heavy doors clanging shut.  However, having already anticipated such rejection, the eldest had quickly thrust her foot between the doors; desperately she waved the prince's note before the eyes of the amazed guards.

"Wait," she croaked, "I have this draft -- this note from your prince."  As the shocked guards read the dirty and crumpled note, they wondered what such loathsome creatures were doing with such a wondrous letter signed by their beloved prince.

Then, against their better judgment and trembling in fear lest there be some terrible mistake, the guards opened the massive doors and allowed the foul creatures to enter the nearby guard house.  Ordering the women to stay there until they could consult with the Great King, the guards hastened off to seek help.

One servant called another by ringing a golden bell; that servant told another until at last the message reached the Great King himself.  Wondering greatly at the intrusion and audacity at being summarily called to the palace gates, the Sovereign went out to meet the bizarre visitors who demanded to see him.



Audience With The King



When the Great King arrived the three old pariahs immediately threw themselves down at his feet.  Trembling with fear, they sincerely implored his mercy and pardon; they handed him the tattered note signed by his own son.

Had he not been such a gracious ruler, he would have immediately thrown the three old lepers to the executioner.  But his kindness, overcoming his amazement and disgust, caused him to consider the note carefully.  As he looked at the signature of his beloved son -- made irrevocable by his precious blood -- astonishment overwhelmed him.

Yes, he did remember the prince's visit to the hostile country and the rebellious plans of insurrection.  And he also angrily remembered the miserable reception his son had received.  He recalled the note the prince had left there . . . but surely, his son had NOT left it in the hands of such loathsome creatures as these!  There remained only one equitable conclusion to the sordid matter: speedily give these three miserable old pariahs what they requested and dispatch them as quickly as possible, lest they contaminate the royal household.



Three Petitions



"Well," said the Great King to the youngest pariah, "speak up quickly and tell me your request.  I will see that this note is immediately honored."  Without any hesitation, she quickly made known her desires: "Give me as many changes of raiment as I can carry, healing ointments that will cure my leprosy, my choice of jewels from the king's treasury and citizenship in your royal city."  Greatly relieved at such a small request, the king ordered his servants to escort her to his royal treasury and meet her demands immediately.

Then turning to the second leprous widow, he commanded her to state her desires.  Her requirements were similar to those of the first: healing ointments, clothing, and even a diamond-studded coronet.  Lowering her eyes shyly, she then added quietly, "I also desire your gracious permission to make my home here in the grounds of your royal palace and to become one of your own servants."  This additional request caused some serious reflection on the part of the king.

"Alright," he answered, "I'll grant you that privilege on the condition that you wash daily in the courtyard fountain and never leave the royal grounds."  When she happily accepted the king's restrictions, he commanded his servants to carry out every detail of her petition.

With such simple requests, the king no longer had any apprehensions about the third hag's requests.  "Fortunately," he mused to himself, "these ignorant creatures do not understand the limitless scope of this powerful note my son signed and sealed with his blood.  What are a few rubies, bejeweled coronets, changes of expensive raiment, dwelling places, citizenship or even servant-hood to such a wealthy king as myself?"  The king felt greatly relieved by their simple requests knowing that each one of them could have demanded an entire kingdom for herself . . . and even much more.

With an inward shudder, the king finally forced himself to look into the face of the vilest of the three.  As his eyes penetrated deeply into her soul, he saw the powerfully etched marks of her shame.  Without even asking what her requests were, he ordered his servants to give her the same gifts the two other pariahs had requested.

Even as the king spoke, the vilest hag interrupted him; she refused his gifts.  With trepidation, the king silently questioned, "Does this vile bit of human misery somehow realize the limitless scope of this draft upon my munificence and generosity?  What more could she possibly want?"  Hurriedly he commanded her be taken to his treasury.  But even as she longingly contemplated the beautiful treasures it contained, she chose nothing.

When the servants brought her back from his treasure house with nothing in her hands, the king insisted, "Well, tell me, what do you want? Name it and my servants will bring it to you.  I'm very busy and I don't have much time to deal with these matters myself.  You shall have what you ask; I am formally bound by my son's note to give you whatever you desire.  Speak up!  What is your petition?"



The Request That Shocks The King



Out of the depths of her shame.  Out of her misery and life-long regret.  Out of the hurt of an unwanted, unloved and unlovable soul.  Out of a deep and hidden longing the old hag burst out, "O King, I want a companion!  I have never truly been loved nor have I ever been married.  I have never had a home or a family.  I've only lived on harsh and loveless streets since my childhood.  O Great King, I want a husband!"

Upon hearing the hag's request, the king laughed to himself in relief.  "It's only a husband she wants!  Easy enough.  I'll choose an eligible youth from my kingdom and command him to marry her.  This will easily conclude the entire matter!"

But as the king pondered how to choose a husband for her, the leprous old crone spoke again, "Your Majesty, only once in my lifetime has any man ever showed me any consideration or kindness.  Just one man ever looked at me with compassion or pitied my vile condition.  This man, O King, is the man I love and the one I desire to marry.  Furthermore, I have been given to understand that he is free and has not yet married."

"Tell me," replied the king, "who that man is; I will have him brought to you now."  To himself the king said, "Apparently this leprous old hag has not yet understood the true value of my son's note."  Sighing with relief, he felt immensely relieved and his fears were alleviated once again.

"O kind King, the only man who ever showed me compassion and kindness lives right here in your royal palace.  He is your only son, the one you have chosen to be the prince of your kingdom.  Your son -- and only your son -- do I truly love and desire for my husband.  No other man will I ever accept or love."  Astounded!  Speechless!  Filled with consternation, the king now looked upon the ugly hag with utmost dismay.  Imploringly she continued, "Sire, this note says `WHATSOEVER the bearer of this note asks, he shall be given.'  Your son, O King, is my only desire -- my only request; I will take nothing less."



The Prince Is Summonsed



Horrified, the Great King immediately sent for the prince.  What would his response be to such a preposterous and impossible request?  Bewildering silence filled the palace grounds as everyone anxiously awaited the coming of the beloved young prince.

When the handsome prince appeared a short while later, his father showed him the draft drawn on the kingdom (and signed by his own hand), then gravely asked, "Son, is this your signature?"

"Yes, Father," the prince quickly answered.  "When I returned from the rebel province, I mentioned that note to you.  I had nothing more of my own to give them, so I opened up a way for some of those poor deluded folk to come directly to you."

"Son, do you realize what this despicable woman requested of me -- and also of you?  She had the audacity to ask for your hand in marriage! Of all the beautiful maidens in the kingdom, the most miserable one has taken advantage of this . . . this . . . scrap of paper you signed in your own blood.  She audaciously asks to become your bride.  I cannot answer this petition alone; you, my Son, must either grant her request or repudiate it."

Turning towards that most despicable of all creatures and looking steadfastly into her eyes, the prince plumbed the very depths of the soul of that vilest pariah.  His penetrating eyes beheld all the misery, the depravity, the filth, the bitterness and the sorrow within her being.  But he also saw something else which appeared strangely out of place -- a brightly shining flame of true and pure love that ardently burned for him secretly in her heart.

Turning slowly to his father he said, "I have given my word -- and that word I must keep.  If she will agree to fulfill two conditions, I will accept her as my bride.  First, she must bathe in the Eternal Fountain whose waters issue from the springs flowing continuously from beneath your throne.  Then she must follow me on a day's journey through the waste and howling wilderness that lies beyond the royal city."



The Crystal Pool



Thinking the prince's terms easy to fulfill, the eldest leper eagerly assented.  Immediately the king's servants led her to the beautiful fountain in the private royal courtyard.  Elaborately landscaped gardens (whose trees were continuously bearing fruit) surrounded the fountain.  Hastily the king's servants gingerly picked up the old hag and speedily plunged her into the deep crystalline waters that were fed by the eternal springs that flowed ceaselessly from beneath the king's throne.  Happily and thankfully she sank into the depths of the king's own private fountain whose waters were as clear as amethyst.

As soon as her diseased body touched the waters, she experienced a most peculiar feeling -- an exhilaration, as though these waters were penetrating and cleansing her whole being.  Something she could not define concerning the water's purity and power flowed into her mind, soul and heart and lifted her into another sphere.  For the longest time she remained under those healing waters; she almost wished never to rise to the surface again.  To her, the waters felt like the very elixir of life as they flooded through her being, renewing her every cell, washing away every stain within and without, and curing every hurt and contagion she had ever suffered in heart, mind and body.

After a long while she slowly rose to the surface of the pool.  Looking around and seeing no one in the garden, she realized she was alone.  As her hand grasped the edge of the fountain she caught her breath; what she saw amazed her.  Looking at her hands, she realized they were no longer leprous and deformed; they were as smooth and unblemished as those of a maiden of fifteen.  Suddenly she cried out -- startled by seeing her hair falling softly over her shoulders.  No longer was it a scraggly, snarled, drab gray mass.  A beautiful golden crown, as soft as finest silk, fell gracefully about her shoulders.

How strange she felt!  Was this numb, peaceful feeling the absolute absence of pain?  How still the waters were! And who was the beautiful young maiden reflected in those crystalline waters?  Looking around she saw no one standing beside her.  Slowly and poignantly the wondrous truth penetrated her spirit; it enveloped her in an ecstasy she had never known before.  That beautiful, ravishing young woman was none other than she herself!  She had been transformed . . . totally . . . beautifully . . . and utterly changed.  What once she had been . . . she was now no longer.  What she had never been . . . she had now miraculously become.  Those wondrous waters saturated with life!  Waters so totally pure which had transformed her whole being both within and without.

Sleep was impossible that night for the amazed and bewildered pariah.  "Oh, the incomprehensible wonder of it all!" she cried.  "What strange and exhilarating power fills the waters of that beautiful courtyard fountain!  What glorious energy and life have flowed through my veins!  How unusual that I feel so vibrantly young.  How gloriously unique to feel so pure and clean inside and outside!"

With delightful anticipation the pariah -- now transformed into a beautiful princess -- contemplated the morning's trial, her journey into the wilderness.  "Oh, this will be the final step to the fulfillment of my life's most ardent desires. . . ."  Before she realized it, morning had dawned.  The hour for her to confirm and demonstrate her love now lay before her.



The Wilderness



The glorious dawn of the rising sun found the transformed princess anxiously awaiting the prince at the palace gates.  Looking upon his princely beauty with delight -- then looking at herself now spotless, clean and young -- she felt a flame of love spiral up in her en-kindled heart which almost suffocated her.  The realization of her deep love for the beautiful prince quite took her breath away.

After gazing upon her for a little while with deepest compassion and tender love, without a word the prince suddenly sprang upon his charger.  Then he turned and beckoned her to follow him down the path which led out into the desert.

But, how strange . . . he offered her no mount.  Did he expect her to follow him on foot?  Thinking that perhaps a horse might await her further out in the desert, she obediently followed him through the city gates and eastward towards the rising sun.  On and on she hastened after him. . . . On and on, she forged, ever deeper into the treeless wilderness. . . . On and on she ran without stopping, trying to keep the prince in sight. . . . On and on the prince pressed through sandy wastes and thorny thickets as the sun climbed higher and higher, mercilessly heating the desert sands. . . . On and on she forged, for the prince gave no sign of waiting or slackening his pace.

Slowly the heaviness of noonday descended upon her tired body.  The dehydrating heat of the mounting sun siphoned away her ebbing strength.  Her thirst called out to be quenched, but still the prince refused to lessen his pace.  When overly-tired muscles demanded that she rest and breathing became difficult, she still had to force her weary feet to run.  Without ever looking back, the prince sped on ever deeper into the wilderness beckoning her to follow.

Using every remaining bit of energy, the weary princess struggled on under the friendless sun, gulping in great draughts of blisteringly hot air.  As thirst ravaged her being, her tongue began to swell rapidly.  "Wait -- please wait!" she gasped.  "Don't go so fast; I can't keep up with you."

Seeming not to hear, the beloved prince neither stopped nor turned to acknowledge her anguished call.  Mile after mile he sped ever deeper into the wilderness.  Hour after hour she falteringly followed until flesh and blood could tolerate no more.  Finally slowing down and staggering, she desperately called once again for him to wait.



A Mirage?



"What are these mystifying visions that play upon my mind?" the desperate princess thought.  "Did my prince stop and look back -- only to turn again and spur his horse on?  Is what I saw really true?  Did I see him flee even faster and further into the wilderness?"

As the prince disappeared into the distant horizon, the solitude and vastness of the desert closed in upon her.  He was gone; the princess remained all alone.  No longer could she see him because he had passed beyond her sight.  The beautiful young princess, who had been gloriously transformed from her once miserable state, had struggled courageously to prove herself worthy.  Now, in spite of her most valiant efforts, her weary feet refused to obey her determined will.  She had failed, miserably failed his test to prove her love.  She could continue on no further.

Stumbling in exhaustion, the princess fell one last time, lacking the strength to rise again or even crawl, and now lay prostrate and powerless on the searing sands.  Frustrated in her love . . . weary beyond restoration . . . feet torn and bleeding . . . body totally dehydrated and near death . . . heart broken in the agony of defeat and complete failure . . . she groaned in hopeless despair.  Her life which had been transformed in that glorious Fountain of Life was swiftly ebbing away as she lay quietly on the blistering sands of the hot and lonely desert.

"Has my love mocked and destroyed me?" the dying princess mused.  "Has all hope fled away? . . . Is there no one to help? . . . Is there no eye to pity? . . . Must I die alone in this dreary desert? . . . Was gaining the prince's love too high a goal for me? . . . Was my simple love but an insult to his Royal Highness? . . . Has he taken me into this vast unrelenting desert to destroy me and to mock my love?  After all, I was only a miserable and unclean pariah. . . . Why didn't I realize I had no right to ask for the high privilege of marriage to him? . . . Wouldn't it have been more sensible to ask for earth's comforts like my pariah sisters did? . . .

"But NO, a thousand times no!  I loved the prince, and I love him still.  Although I do not understand why He left me, yet I unquestioningly believe he loves me still!"  The only answer that the dying princess heard was the low sighing and sad moaning of the drying winds.

Surely, the helpless princess would NOW curse the day she believed this deceitful prince!  Surely, her soul would NOW die in bitterness!  The treasured love she believed she had found evaporated, disappearing as a mirage in the lonely and silent desert.  Death drew near to claim his rightful prey.

As circles of tiny whirlwinds danced around the former pariah (now transformed into a beautiful princess), they listened intently to her final words.  Even as the strangling fingers of death closed about her throat, her parched lips moved slowly to form the words of an old song:



 "I've loved You in life; 

   I'll love You in death. 

  I'll love You as long as You give me my breath.

   And sing while the death dew lies cold on my brow, 

 If ever I've loved You, Prince            Jesus, 'tis now."



The small whirlwinds continued to dance around the form of the dead princess.  Then a faint sound broke the stillness as hoof beats of the approaching prince's galloping horse reverberated over the distant sands.  Hastily Prince Jesus returned to the spot where the transformed princess lay motionless and silent in the rest of death.

As the roseate sun of the dying day kissed her face and bathed her now silent beauty, Prince Jesus looked tenderly down at the princess' lifeless form.  He called to the whirlwinds and bade them faithfully repeat her last words.  As He listened intently, a mysterious smile of infinite love spread over His glorious face.  His garments began to shine with effulgent light until His form and face were transfigured by heavenly glory.  A beautiful radiance surrounded Him as He began to speak to her:



"Dear Sister of Mine, my Dove, my undefiled, my beloved Spouse, you thought you had failed.  Not so!  I find your love true and worthy.  You have followed Me into this vast wilderness; you have followed even unto death -- not once turning back nor denying My love.  Surely you knew My earthly name, sung throughout the land, but you did not know My other name.  I am the Resurrection and the Life.  Arise, My Love, My Fair One, and come away!"



And even as Prince Jesus spoke, a radiant glory light began to move out from within Him and enfold the form of the dead, motionless princess.  The life-light that shone around her like a living flame kindled within her the same resurrection glory and transfiguring beauty that enfolded the Prince.  Awakened into life -- by His light and life power -- the princess arose and beheld her Beloved.  Her earthy beauty was now swallowed up in His heavenly light and radiant glory.  Whereas before she had been made beautiful, now she was all glorious within and without.  Speaking tenderly of His love to her, He placed the enraptured princess behind Him on His white horse.  Then Prince Jesus victoriously returned with His princess to the palace.



"AND I HEARD AS IT WERE THE VOICE OF A GREAT MULTITUDE, AND AS THE VOICE OF MANY WATERS, AND AS THE VOICE OF MIGHTY THUNDERINGS, SAYING, ALLELUIA, FOR THE LORD GOD OMNIPOTENT REIGNS.  LET US BE GLAD AND REJOICE AND GIVE HONOR TO HIM, FOR THE MARRIAGE OF THE LAMB IS COME, AND HIS WIFE HATH MADE HERSELF READY.  AND TO HER WAS GRANTED THAT SHE SHOULD BE ARRAYED IN FINE LINEN, CLEAN AND WHITE, FOR THE FINE LINEN IS THE RIGHTEOUSNESS OF SAINTS.  AND HE SAID TO ME, WRITE, BLESSED ARE THEY WHICH ARE CALLED UNTO THE MARRIAGE SUPPER OF THE LAMB." (Rev. 19:6-9)



Blind Timmy



Long, long ago a well-to-do young man lived with his lovely young bride in a far, far away land that nestled on the shore of the Great Sea like a kitten curled on a hearth.  Before there were doctors, nurses and modern hospitals like we have today, they eagerly awaited the birth of their first child.

At last the exciting day arrived when little Timmy was born.  He could not have been more welcomed or loved if he had been born in the household of a king.  Daily his parents watched anxiously as their baby boy developed before their loving eyes, and with tender care they loved and played with him all the day long.

However, as Timmy grew older, his parents began to realize what a quiet baby he was -- seemingly so uninterested in things around him.  Watching him carefully, they began to have misgivings and apprehensions about him.  First, they noticed that any ordinary noise close to him would startle him -- as if he could not find any reason for that noise.  Before many more weeks passed, they were certain that Timmy had a real problem.

When either his mother or father talked to Timmy, he would quickly respond and turn expectantly to them.  Yet, if they silently drew near and even looked down into his sweet face, he acted as though they were not there. 



The Sad Discovery



With fear and trepidation his concerned parents began to test little Timmy in many different ways to see his responses.  Finally, they sorrowfully dis-covered that Timmy responded to any sound, but no action they performed before his little eyes awakened a response from him.  His eyes were as lifeless as glass beads in his adored little face.

With broken hearts Timmy's parents realized their precious little baby was blind -- totally blind!  The strongest light could not penetrate the blinding shutters that closed his sightless eyes.  Tragically, his dark opaque eyes only brought unrelieved darkness into the recesses of his veiled mind.

With yearning hearts and many tears the sorrowful couple watched their beloved first-born struggle through infancy in a world of darkness while surrounded by abundant light.  Because Timmy had been born sightless, he didn't really understand that he was blind -- or even what "blindness" meant.  Nor did he suspect that his eyes were different from those of his parents -- or anyone else who came to visit their home.

Healthy and normal in every other aspect -- and graced with a lovely disposition -- Timmy soon learned to walk.  It wasn't long before he toddled about the house as any infant his age.  The major difference was that he always banged and stumbled over household objects.  The many bruises and scars on his little body testified to the hurts and pains that continuously marred his young life.  As he learned to walk cautiously about the house, he still bumped into the furniture and fell over toys that he could not see.

"Daddy," he said to his father one day, "does it hurt you when you walk about?"  

"No, of course not, Son.  Walking is normal and does not hurt at all," his father answered patiently. 

"Then why does it always hurt me when I walk?  I fall and bang into things; it hurts so much that I cry.  I don't hear you bumping into things or crying when you walk, Daddy.  Why is that?"

When his father sorrowfully realized the sad plight of little Timmy's blindness, he determined to help his precious son.  First he patiently tried to explain sight to Timmy.  "With my own eyes I can see where I am walking; you cannot.  Your blind eyes cannot see things as my eyes can."  

Pointing his little fingers to his sightless eyes, Timmy answered, "Daddy, I have eyes, too!  But I still bang into things and fall down and hurt myself."  



How To Explain ‘Seeing.’



Although his daddy used all the simple illustrations he could to explain blindness and sight to his son, he found it completely impossible to bring "the light of understanding" to Timmy.  Nor could he find any meaningful way to explain "light" to his dear little blind one who had never seen "light."  Nor could he put into words for Timmy what relationship "light" had with keeping him from falling or clumsily bumping into things.

Finally his daddy had a bright idea.  Taking Timmy's hand, he taught him to count the steps from one piece of furniture in the house to another.  So many steps led to the kitchen door -- three to the left and seven to the right.  He taught his son how to count the exact number of steps to the door of any room where he wanted to go.  How carefully Timmy slid his hands along the wall . . . door by door . . . till he reached his desired destination.  Walking through the house, his daddy taught his blind child to "count steps" and to "feel doors" to locate everything he needed.  To learn this most valuable lesson took several days of constant teaching, but soon Timmy mastered the lessons of walking through the house effortlessly and not falling over a single thing.  He also learned to put every toy in its place as soon as play was over; this way he would not stumble over it and fall.  After Timmy successfully learned his house map, his parents were very careful never to move anything out of its regular place.

How overjoyed Timmy was when he could freely run and skip about the house.  "Look, Daddy!  Look, Mommy!" he gleefully shouted as he ran about the house.  "I can see!  I can see!  I can see! . . . I don't fall over things anymore!"  Daily he delighted in his new ability to "see" wherever he went.  Sadly, Timmy did not as yet know, nor could his father help him understand, that he really was blind -- completely blind.

His troubles started all over again when Timmy grew older and began to go outside the house.  Every tree, every bush, every rock, every ditch and every stump blocked his way.  Wherever he went he either banged into an object or fell over it.  His little shinbones were always skinned and bruised.  Many a hurtful tumble brought him much pain; many tears flowed from the sightless eyes.  So discouraging were the incessant accidents that Timmy preferred to stay indoors as much as possible, for there he felt safe.  In the house he could "see" his way around.



Bullying and Mocking



When Timmy heard other children happily playing outside, he found his way to them guided by the sound of their voices.  Thoughtlessly they laughed at him.  Taunting him, they mockingly challenged, "You're blind!  You're blind!"  

Timmy stoutly denied it, for he was convinced he could "see" every bit as well as the other children could.  Weren't his eyes as good as theirs?  His denials only made them laugh at him all the more.  Throwing a ball and hitting him, they challenged him to pick it up.  When Timmy couldn't find it, they again teased, "See, you are blind."  

"I am not blind; I can see!  I can see as well as you can," Timmy shouted in frustration and distress, then ran into his house to cry.

After Timmy shared with his parents all his troubles with the children, his daddy found a way to help him walk around outdoors.  Making him a little cane and painting it white, he lovingly showed Timmy how to tap his cane in front of him (and around him) so he could "see" where to go.  The cane even helped him identify objects he met outside.

Being very bright, Timmy learned quickly and shortly moved easily outside using his little cane almost as well as he could indoors.  Once more Timmy was happy, for with his little cane he now "saw" trees, shrubs, rocks and other objects in the yard.  With his sensitive fingers -- and the help of his little white cane -- Timmy thought he could "see" just like his playmates.  In his dark little world, with this enlarged capacity to "see," once again Timmy concluded that he really could see "just like other folks."

As Timmy would tap . . . tap . . . tap . . . with his little cane, his hand skillfully reached out to investigate different objects.  Slowly he ran his fingers over them.  As the thoughtless neighborhood children watched, they made fun of Timmy's blindness over and over again. 

"What is this?  What is that?" they would ask.  So Timmy with his cane and sensitive fingers would tap . . . tap . . . tap . . . around the objects or run his fingers over them and finally tell the boys what he had found.

"This . . . tap . . . tap . . . tap . . . is a big rock.  That . . . tap . . . tap . . . tap . . . is an empty box," he would confidently say.  Some-times he would carefully feel an object with his sensitive hands and then say, "That is a tall tree."  



World Of Light



The unkind and rude children laughed and insisted also, that he lived in a world of darkness, a world without any light at all.  "We," they boasted, "live in a world of light.  We can see everything around us.  You're the blind one.  We don't have to tap . . . tap . . . tap . . . with a cane or `feel with our fingers' to be able to see," mercilessly they taunted.

Stoutly Timmy denied their mockery, challenging, "How cruel you are!  Why do you lie to me?"  Because the meaning of sight and light had never entered his understanding, he could not -- he would not -- believe them.  Any "seeing" in Timmy's darkened world depended on touch and sound.  With his limited capacities, "touch and sound" were sight.

"Mommy, what is the `light' that all the children talk about?" he asked one day.  To answer his question, his mother led him out of the cool shade of the house and into the bright sunlight outside.  His eyes saw nothing, but his face felt the contrast of the warmth of the sunshine and the coolness of the shade.  "Oh," he laughed, "Yes, I can see it now; I can see the light.  The children laugh at me; they tell me I can't see the light.  But you know, Mommy, I can see the light. 

"Light feels like a warm, gentle hand on my face."  Through sorrow-filled tears his mother replied, "Yes, Timmy, you can feel the light of the sun on your face."

Once again Timmy faced his playmates stoutly declaring, "I can see light just as you can.  Now I know the difference between light and darkness."  

This only made the boys laugh and play more tricks on him.  "Even if you can tell what things are, it takes you such a long time to decide.  In just a second we can tell you what anything is."  And again they laughed at him.  In anger and frustration Timmy shouted insults at them, then ran back into the house to his room and cried.  In no way could Timmy understand how he was different from all the other children.  He lived in a "world of darkness" where no light ever reached.  Timmy had never experienced the truth of light; therefore, the concept of light had never entered his understanding.



World Of Color



	One day when all the children were older, Timmy's playmates began to tease him about colors.  "If you can see," they taunted, "then what color is this shirt?"  Blind Timmy would continue to touch and feel, but he was not able to tell.  "What color is that rock?"  Using the skills his father had taught him, Timmy would tap . . . tap . . . tap . . . the rock, but he could not tell what color it was.  In fact, Timmy didn't know what the word "color" meant anyway.  He thought the children were still deceiving and making fun of him.  Surely there must not be such a thing as "color."

How cleverly Timmy analyzed the sounds around him and defined objects by the touch of his sensitive fingers and the tap . . . tap . . . tap . . . of his cane.  By now Timmy really thought he could "see."  And as he moved around quite easily, Timmy couldn't understand why all the children said he was blind while they could see.

"What are colors?" he asked his father one day.  "The children keep teasing me about colors."  His daddy realized he must make another attempt to explain the truth to Timmy.  With much tenderness, yet in clear words and great wisdom, he finally convinced his son that he truly was blind; there was no way he could see as sighted people see.



Reality Finally Dawned On Timmy



Timmy was crushed!  For many days he didn't even go out to play.  As the reality of his affliction finally bore in upon him and pierced his hopes, he sat home dreary and dejected.  Yes, he was blind; he could not see at all; he had only deluded himself.  At last, in a limited way, he understood why his life was so frustrating -- so full of hurts and bruises.

"Daddy," he asked one day, "is there anyone anywhere who can heal my eyes and make me to see like you and Mommy and others see?"  

"No, Timmy, there is no one in this whole world who can make a man who was born blind to see," his father answered compassionately. 

"Daddy, isn't there anyone anywhere who can fix my eyes?  Can't someone make them receive light and be normal like others' eyes?  Will I always have to use a cane and tap my way around?  Will I always be fearful of something suddenly hurting me in the darkness?" Timmy questioned.

"There is no one in all the world except God who can heal your eyes," his father quietly answered.  "He and He alone can do such a miracle for you."

"Then where is God, Daddy?  I will go to Him and ask Him to heal my eyes."   

"Jehovah is in heaven, Son, and does not dwell here on earth.  However, once in a long while God comes down to earth and walks on our roads.  And then, He only stays for a short time."   

"Then I will go and look for him," Timmy asserted. 

"No, Timmy," his father explained, "you could never find Him.  But if He ever does come on the road where you are, you must cry out immediately for Him to heal you, for some say He passes by quickly."

"Have you ever seen God, Daddy?"  

"No, I have never seen Him nor has my father nor my grandfather.  God has never come by our house, for rarely does God ever visit the earth.  Timmy, you must be alert and listen for Him.  And if He does come, hurry out to meet Him.  Our Jehovah can touch your eyes and make them see," his father said encouragingly.



Blessed Hope



From that day on Timmy laid hold of the hope that someday he might find God and be healed.  Hiding this hope in his heart, he often remembered his father's words.  How he yearned for God to come to him!

Timmy grew into a strong but tragically helpless young man.  The only way he had to earn his living was to go where people gathered, hold out his hands and ask for alms.  He knew that he was nothing more than a blind beggar -- one forced to live by the charity of a few people who would have pity on him.  To his many other hurts of life was added one more great wound.

Now Timmy always liked to sit by the side of the main road of his town.  He always remembered his father's precious words . . . "Once in a long while God comes down to earth and walks on our roads."  So Timmy, the helpless beggar and the frustrated blind man, sat at the roadside begging.  Sometimes he asked folk passing by if they had seen God on that road.  Laughing, they called him the "foolish one" for such an absurd question.  Who in all history had ever seen God walking on that road -- or any other road for that matter?  Nevertheless, Timmy just refused to give up hope that someday God would walk by.  He determined that he would stay there and wait for God . . . and God would heal him.  On that wonderful and glorious day he would no longer be "blind Timmy," the beggar.

Sometimes, when no one passed by to give him alms, Timmy let his imagination run free with fantasies as he pictured God walking by.  Within his heart he imagined himself running up to God and asking Him to heal his eyes.  Oh, he just imagined himself running, jumping and reveling in the light as other folk did.



Trial Of Patience



But all too soon Timmy's visions faded away in the stygian and binding darkness of utter reality.  "It must be just a dream; I know it will never happen, for I am too old.  Already I'm past forty, and such dreams are dreams for children.  God probably will never come down and walk on my road . . . or will He?  After all, people say that God has never walked on any road in this city, nor any other city they know of.  I only frustrate myself by such fancyings.  Wouldn't it be better to just accept my fate as a blind beggar sitting by the side of this road?" Timmy mused.  "But oh, I just can't help wishing and dreaming that someday God will come walking by.  On that day I will run to Him and plead for His mercy." 

Sometimes Timmy even dared to pray, "God, will You please come down?  Will You visit me?  Will You walk by on my road and heal me?"  Then Timmy would wait and listen for some strange footsteps . . . but, of course, nothing ever happened.  Even though he prayed this prayer quite often, still he waited.  Spontaneously this prayer rushed out of his heart, but afterward he felt ashamed for even praying such a prayer.  Timmy now thought it impossible for God to come down on his road to heal him.



Then Came The Nazarene



One day when he heard an abnormal amount of excitement among the people that passed by, he asked them what was happening.  "Jesus of Nazareth has come to our town," they answered. 

"Who is Jesus?" Timmy questioned.

Laughing at him for his blind ignorance, the people told him that Jesus was the strange miracle worker who claimed to be the Son of God.  And while, of course, they didn't believe Him, Jesus did do some strange and wonderful miracles of healing.  Rumors claimed He healed lepers, opened deaf ears, cured all kinds of sick folks and even fed thousands of people in the wilderness.

Enraptured with this news, Timmy listened intently.  His keen ears heard only one thing, "GOD HAS COME TO OUR TOWN!"  He knew it . . . he just knew it in his heart.  His prayers were answered.  At last, God had come down to earth to walk on his road. 

Timmy questioned, "But will Jesus pass by on the road where -- in the abysmal depths of my darkness -- I, the son of Timaeus, sit and beg?"

Attentively and patiently Timmy sat . . . and begged . . . and waited . . . and listened.  Late that afternoon he heard a strange sound -- like the sound of a thousand people all talking at once as they neared where he sat begging.  As Timmy wondered what was happening, the unruly crowd almost trampled him as they noisily passed by.

"What is happening?  Who's there?" Timmy called out to the people as they swept past. 

"It's Jesus of Nazareth, the miracle worker," someone finally answered.

"Oh! . . . Oh!" Timmy said to himself.  "It is God!  He walked right by me . . . and I couldn't see Him.  What a curse it is to be blind!  My one and only chance -- and I missed it because I can't see."  Forgetting everyone around him, Timmy stood up and shouted desperately at the top of his voice, "Jesus, You Son of David, have mercy upon me!"  Over and over again Timmy roared, "Jesus, You Son of David, have mercy upon me!"

Getting annoyed with his screaming, the people commanded him to be quiet -- but Timmy, son of Timaeus, was not about to be quiet.  All the more he cried out in agony from the depths of his soul . . . "JESUS, SON OF DAVID, HAVE MERCY ON ME!"

Suddenly the crowd stopped.  A strange quiet reigned.  Jesus had heard Timmy's desperate appeal for mercy.  Standing absolutely still, Jesus commanded one of His disciples, "Bring that man to Me."  Obediently that disciple brought Timmy near to Jesus.  An ecstasy of unbelievable hope surged up in Timmy's heart.

Timmy heard a voice sweeter than any angel's say to him, "WHAT DO YOU WILL THAT I SHOULD DO FOR YOU?"  

Blind Bartimaeus had only one desire and it did not take him long to say it.  Just one thing he yearned for: 

". . . LORD, THAT I MIGHT RECEIVE MY SIGHT!"

"AND JESUS SAID TO HIM, `GO YOUR WAY; FOR YOUR FAITH HAS MADE YOU WHOLE.'  AND IMMEDIATELY HE RECEIVED HIS SIGHT."



The Miracle



Into dead orbs, and into sightless sockets divine life surged in mighty creative power.  Light . . . glorious, marvelous light shot unimaginable rays into Timmy's stygian world of darkness.  Eternal night fled precipitously from the sightless dungeons.  In the glorious light of the setting sun, the world about Timmy sprang into a glorious landscape of light, color, and a thousand beauties he had never known.  Never, even in his wildest flights of fancy, had Timmy imagined what this glorious moment would be like!  It was beyond all he had ever hoped or longed for.  Every blade of grass -- and even the most despised weeds -- took on a marvelous beauty.  As in a celestial vision, flowers, shrubs, trees and a thousand smiling faces all surrounded him.

In rapturous delight Timmy's eyes slowly focused on things around him.  Now translated into another world, he shouted in glorious joy, "I can see, I CAN SEE!"  At last his dream was true.  No longer was it a delusion of child-hood's fanciful ignorance -- Timmy could see.  IT WAS TRUE! . . . IT WAS REAL! . . . IT WAS SHEER JOY! . . . IT WAS A MIRACLE OF MIRACLES!  Again Timmy roared, "LOOK!  LOOK, I CAN SEE! . . . I REALLY CAN SEE!"



Then He Saw Jesus



 A last, Timmy turned his newly created eyes away from the earthly beauty around him and looked upon the smiling, ineffable face of Jesus.  Looking deeply into the unsound-able depths of those eyes -- so full of love and gracious kindness -- Timmy felt another even more glorious light illuminating his released soul.  The wondrous light of holy and eternal love met Timmy's gaze.  In that moment, Timmy fell in love with Jesus, the Nazarene.  Yes, God had come down to earth; he had passed by on Timmy's road. 

God Himself had come to Timmy, the son of Timaeus -- not as a man, not as a carpenter -- but as the anointed Jesus of Nazareth.  Had not his father said long ago, "Timmy, no one but God can ever heal your eyes and cause you to see?"  Without any doubt Timmy knew who this man called Jesus really was.  God . . . God Himself walked by as Timmy waited and begged on that road.



No longer a beggar by the roadside without hope or purpose;



No longer alone and helpless -- an outcast from society;



No longer any need to beg for his bread in shame;



No longer forced to live in the prison of total darkness;



No longer would blind Bartimaeus, the son of Timaeus, have to go about tap . . . tap . . . tapping his way through the streets.



When Jesus drew near, light -- earthly and heavenly light -- came to Timmy.  The eternal Jehovah lighted both his eyes and his soul that day.  No longer would he have to live as an outcast, as a despised beggar.  He became Jesus' lighted disciple.  From that day on Bartimaeus "FOLLOWED JESUS IN THE WAY."



The Slain Prince



A great Emperor ruled over a large number of illustrious provinces that extended far and wide over immeasurable distances which constituted his empire.  Over each province he set a powerful and loyal prince -- answerable only to him -- to whom he gave authority to execute total dominion.  In this way the Emperor governed all his empire; everything prospered under his wise administration.

Over a newly won and extremely beautiful province named Tebel, this imperial Sovereign gave dominion to his youngest prince.  Because the King had designed and destined Tebel to become one of his private residences, he had especially prepared his chosen prince to administer it.  He carefully instructed the young prince regarding the development and administration of this province.  Giving the young prince much freedom in his stewardship, the King required but a few restrictions to fashion it into a royal dwelling for himself and all his entourage.  However, the Sovereign did commission the young prince to report to him daily at eventide.



The Deceiver



Bordering the province of the young prince, lay a small region ruled by a subordinate and malevolent ruler who once had been a prince of the Supreme Emperor.  This rebel prince irrationally and senselessly rebelled against his Emperor, confiscating his assigned region and subversively making it into his own private fiefdom.  As a self-crowned king, this spiteful ruler maliciously and mercilessly ruled over all his subjects.  Continuously nurturing his malice, the rebel maintained his bitter rancor and ceaseless hatred against the Supreme Emperor.

In his vengeful desire to injure the Great King and inflict damage to his person, this evil rebel continually sought ways and means to release his vindictive anger against the Emperor.  Motivated by his spiteful hatred and having learned that the Sovereign Monarch had placed his youngest prince over the neighboring province of Tebel, this malignant arch deceiver attempted to artfully suborn this naive young prince.  The rebel ruler knew that if his planned treachery were successful, he would grievously hurt the Emperor and destroy all his plans to make Tebel one of his royal habitations.

With diabolic intent in his perverted heart, the arch rebel cunningly disguised himself and paid a "friendly" call on the excellent young prince.  Covering his cunning but malicious words with subtle flattery and wily deceit, the disguised rebel displayed benevolent concern for the young prince's welfare.

Promising the naive youth many delightful and pleasurable experiences that would be immensely profitable to him, the wicked ruler assured the novice prince of Tebel that unknown delights of freedom and godlike wisdom would be his.  The only cost of obtaining such desirable freedom would be "obedience to his new found friend."



Adamah Tempted



"Prince Adamah," the rebel coaxed, "just turn your province over to me.  Don't obey the Emperor; he is so far away.  Others accuse him of being insincere and deceitful.  After all, it is evident," continued the wily and oily-tongued rebel, "the Emperor really does not intend for you to succeed or profit.  Just look at the stringent restrictions he has placed upon you in ruling your dominion.  And think about all the restrictions the other ruling princes face in their provinces, also."

With deliberate deceit and crafty lies, the contumacious and rebellious traitor promised to fill the young prince's life with all kinds of enjoyable and enlightening experiences saying, "Every hedonistic pleasure that you could possibly desire will be yours to delight in --  self-gratifications far beyond any that the Great Emperor would ever allow you to enjoy will be yours.  And even as you enjoy your new release, Adamah, you will still continue to be the titular head over your assigned province, Tebel."

With fraudulent promises and keen subtleties -- skillfully enclosed in unsurpassable deception -- the rebel ruler finally persuaded Adamah to renounce all allegiance to his former liege, the Supreme Emperor, and transfer his loyalty to himself and serve him instead.  Utterly fascinated by the glowing descriptions of the many pleasing possibilities the rebel ruler offered him, young Adamah subscribed willingly to all the rebel's evil plans. 



The Coming Day of Reckoning



"A day will come," Adamah remembered his father saying, "when you will have to give an account of all you did as governor of your province; you alone will be held responsible."  Occasionally Adamah did remember the Day of Reckoning -- that set time when the Supreme Emperor would require an accounting of his rulership of Tebel.  Notwithstanding, Adamah became so mindlessly fascinated by the persuasive powers of the rebel ruler, that he senselessly ignored the inevitable consequences and proceeded to join him in his wicked plans.  "Furthermore," the youth reasoned, "even if sometime in the future there may be an inescapable Day of Accounting, perhaps the Emperor will totally forget it.  At any rate," Adamah easily concluded, "until that dreadful moment . . . unimaginable delights will be my portion."

Not only did Prince Adamah mutiny against his Sovereign and swear allegiance to that arch fiend and rebel, but one by one all of Adamah's sons became equally deluded by the malicious rebel's sly offers of unrestricted pleasures.  Quite willingly the deceived princes acceded to the rebel's tempting proposals of allegiance.  Not one of them even considered that terrible Day of Reckoning -- the day when all his acts and attitudes would be judged -- that day when he must give account to the Supreme Emperor for all his disobediences and rebellions.

Although blatantly ignored and craftily disguised, the dreadful truth of the Day of Reckoning gradually became known among Prince Adamah's sons.  A fateful day was coming when the record book would be opened and all actions and attitudes must be accounted for.  This was, indeed, an evil day and greatly to be feared.  The long list of unpaid bills and overdue invoices, accrued interests and unrestricted borrowings had to be accounted for and paid in full.  Although Reckoning Day may have seemed far away, nevertheless, it advanced all too rapidly on swift black wings.  In the minds of many of Prince Adamah's sons, a desperate wish arose that the Day of Reckoning would never come.

On that fateful Day of Reckoning when the summons to appear at the royal tribunal came to one of Adamah's sons -- reproaches, condemnations and nightmares of horror dominated the mind of the summoned son.  Mournful laments.  Agonizing cries.  Frightful screams.  Ugly recriminations and vain accusations filled the Supreme Emperor's Court of Justice where judgment was meted out.  The immensity of the accumulated debts that must be paid made that great day of solemn inquest a day to be abhorred and avoided in every way possible.



My Personal Reckoning



Being one of Prince Adamah's sons, I too, faced my personal Day of Reckoning.  How enchantingly easy I found it was to subscribe to the deceitful suggestions, the enticing ploys and gratifying rewards of the arch rebel.  As a descendent of Adamah (and an inhabitant of the province of Tebel), I admit that the unrestricted delights of the flesh and carnal enticements benumbed my foolish mind to the consequences of rendering allegiance to the implacable enemy of the Supreme Emperor.  Only in small print, at the bottom of the document of emancipation from the Emperor's rule, did I see any mention made concerning a black Day of Reckoning.  On that terrible day (which the Emperor would choose), all accounts must be rendered up, all books opened, and all debts paid to the Emperor, the rightful owner of all the provinces.

As time inexorably slipped by, I realized that my personal accounts were quickly expanding far beyond any ability of mine to pay.  Fearful and foreboding shadows of that dark Day of Reckoning gloomily loomed over my horizon.  Attempting to find some comfort from friends and neighbors, I only discovered that all of them refused even to think of that fateful day.  No one desired to discuss it with me.  All my friends seemed to have acquired "tunnel vision" and were determined to live and enjoy each day as it came.  Here and there a lone individual shared my fears, yet no one could offer me any comforting answers.  There was simply no way to cope with my troubling thoughts concerning that dreaded and fast-approaching day.

Faint, unsubstantiated rumors came to my ears that an individual could find help by appealing directly and personally to the Great Emperor himself -- the true Ruler of Tebel.  These rumors insisted that the Supreme Emperor was a gracious sovereign -- one who could find ways to help indebted ones such as I.  I thought my indigent and destitute state of moral insolvency was truly beyond remedy.  However, most of the wise and knowledgeable inhabitants of Tebel confidently asserted that rumors of help from the Emperor were mere legends and totally unfounded myths.



Nothing Ventured, Nothing Gained



Circumstances in my daily course of life impelled me to seek answers as I drew near the place appointed for the yielding up of accounts.  At such times, terrifying fears and uncontrollable trembling assaulted me.  If I happened to witness someone enter that loathsome and dreadful place, my flesh cringed in fearful anticipation; my heart raced wildly in unavoidable panic.  In the tormenting night seasons, terrifying nightmares warned me that shortly my turn to stand before the Emperor's tribunal would arrive.  Periodically, gloomy thoughts would seize me concerning that distressful day when I must personally present my book of records to my rightful Sovereign whom I had mutinously betrayed.  In desperation, I finally decided: "Nothing ventured, nothing gained."  Just in case the ancient myths and old legends were true, I would endeavor to approach the Royal Judge and humbly submit my plea for mercy.  Thus I set out to ascertain if it were even possible to obtain an audience with the Emperor.

After much trial and error on my pilgrimage to gain an audience with the Emperor (and finding precious few helps along the way), His Majesty accepted my petition and graciously granted me the opportunity to present my plea to him.  Unreservedly, I told him all my fears.  Shamefully and openly I admitted that my accounts were frightfully large and absolutely unpayable.  I truthfully confessed the total impossibility of my making even one payment.  To me, even the thought of my vast debt was totally unbearable.  As I showed him my abysmal poverty, it was evident that there remained absolutely nothing with which to pay my debt.  I had profligately wasted all my resources and assets.  Pleading with him to find someway to alleviate my intolerable state, I contritely promised to renounce all my traitorous loyalties to the rebel prince forever.  With tears of regret and remorse I looked to the Emperor and pled, "On the designated Day of Reckoning, your Majesty, will you graciously extend mercy to me?"



The Beloved Prince



To my joyous amazement, the Great King graciously accepted my plea and sent the highest prince of the empire -- his only beloved son -- to come to my aid.  Fearfully magnificent in grandeur and majesty.  Gracious and tender in attitude and voice.  Glorious and all-powerful in personality was the beloved prince.  His gracious words -- and the tranquilizing melody of his winsome voice -- mercifully quieted all my fears of his august presence.  Not among all the sons of Adamah dwelling in Tebel could be found anyone to be compared with the King's beloved son.

In sweetest tones the Supreme Emperor's gracious son looked at me and said, "Come with me . . . I will accompany you to the appointed Place of Payment where justice always reigns.  I shall help you with your accounts; I shall work out a way in which your debts can be paid."  And lo, he led me straight to the Place of Accounting in the Royal Court of Judgment.  Awaiting me in that place of inquest was my accuser, the rebel king of evil to whom I had voluntarily given allegiance.  My heart failed me.  With malignant eyes and mocking laughter he greedily contemplated my miserable estate.  With vicious vindictiveness he began to accuse me violently before the Throne of Justice.

Standing boldly before the august judge, the rebel accuser recounted my shocking and shameful list of debts recorded in my own book of records.  What a prolonged and frightening list it was!  Furthermore, I was forced to admit that every item in this long list was true.  Not one single charge could I deny or claim to be erroneous.  When the rebel ruler finally exhausted the interminable list, I was asked to verify officially that the complete account was true.  Panic and fright had stolen my voice . . . total shame and dismal disgrace robbed me of any word of self-vindication . . . the charges were true.  I could barely nod my head in affirmation as I shamefully admitted, "No errors have been made; in its entirety my account is horribly true."

Upon my affirming the truth of the accusation, awful Justice thunderously decreed, "Son, you must make payment in full!"  Officially he declared the dreadful mandate: "Guilty -- as acknowledged!"  Then Justice proceeded to pronounce the inevitable sentence for all guilty lawbreakers of the empire: "The wages of sin is death."

Immediately a scaly-skinned jailer grabbed me by the left hand, a serpent-like creature seized my right one.  Together they began to drag me forward to the place of execution.  Desperately I looked into the glorious face of the King's own son who continued to stand there.  With a dreadful sense of hopelessness I screamed, "Help!  Please help me, O mighty Son of the most High King."  With the echo of my appeal still ringing in the air, the revolting guards stopped for a moment.



The Choice



In a strangely hopeful tone, but with hopeless words, the prince answered, "How can I help you when you have admitted that the account is true?  The decree is absolutely just!  It rightfully demands payment in full; therefore, what can I do to help you?"

As fright sharpened and fatal dolor sent panic through my soul, I shouted, "I don't know what you can do, but . . . if you can do anything, please find mercy for me . . . lest I be cast into outer darkness and forever die!"  

With wondrously compassionate eyes of pity, the prince looked upon my mortal and hopeless state.  With tender sadness he lovingly beheld my fatal -- yet just -- condemnation.  His sympathetic, yet solemn voice replied, "Your account is just and it must be paid!"  Then in soft but deeply penetrating tones he continued, "You must now pay your debt in full . . . or, I MUST TAKE YOUR PLACE MYSELF AND ASSUME ALL YOUR DEBT FOR YOU."

The stark import of his startling words made my very soul recoil in horror.  "Oh, no . . . not that way! . . . Not you take my place," I pled.  "Please, find some other way.  Come with your father's mighty armies and destroy this rebel king of death.  Exterminate his kingdom forever!"  

Sadly the beautiful prince shook his head as he answered, "No, the account is true, and the sentence is just.  The Great King, Sovereign over all the universe, will never send his armies to wage war to defend or support injustice.  Know, O son of Prince Adamah, that mercy shall never be asked to minister against or oppose justice.  Mercy and truth have kissed each other.  Mercy will only work its will in justice and truth.  If the record book of your life had been false, then the way to help you would have been easy.  But you have vouchsafed to the truth of its declaration; therefore, the sentence is just.  Mercy cannot help you by opposing justice."

As soon as the prince rejected my appeal for deliverance by using his might and power, the hideous jailers delightedly started to drag me closer to the place of execution.  In utmost terror and blind panic I screamed anew, "O Great Prince, help me!  Please find a way to help me!"



The Price of Release



Sternly my advocate asked me, "Even at the price of my taking your place, do you call on me for help?"  His voice -- though now stern -- echoed an unusual tenderness.  His compassionate eyes seemed to ask me, "Yes, do you now want to accept my offer of substitution?  Will you accept my death for your release?"  In the mindless terror of my utter madness, I screeched, "Yes, even that!  If not . . . without your help . . . I am lost!  I shall be cast into the eternal darkness of death."



The Agony of the Beautiful Prince



As the effulgent light of dawn brightens the darkness of early morning, a strange and warm smile lighted the lovely face of the High Prince, the beloved of the Emperor.  Immediately He stepped forward and released the hold of the hateful monster on my left side and the grasp of the ugly serpent-like creature on my right.  And though I fell to the earth as in a swoon, yet my eyes remained open.

Immediately I saw those same hateful creatures turn in hideous glee and seize the beautiful Prince in their loathsome hands; then they led Him to the Place of Payment.  Oh, with what diabolical delight and fiendish gaiety countless evil creatures suddenly appeared, bearing horrible instruments of torture in their claw-like limbs.  Wreaking upon Him unspeakable horrors, they brutally mangled His beautiful being.  With all their might they beat Him.  With cruel lacerating stripes they disfigured His once beautiful body.

With horror I beheld the cruelty of those fiends who seemed to inflict as many wounds upon the Prince's body as items listed on my account.  For each delight I had so perversely enjoyed, He received an excruciating wound; the lashings continued until He had paid my whole account.  Not one debt was left standing.

How viciously and mercilessly they mutilated His glorious body until His beautiful life was thoroughly beaten out of Him.  The beautiful Prince lay dead on the ground before me.  He was killed unjustly in my place.  Tortured beyond all limits, He had expired.  He gave His life for mine.  I realized that my debt had been paid in full . . . now I was free.



A Greater Debt



At first, ineffable joy filled my heart as I realized my sentence was commuted, my accounts settled, and my debt was owed no longer.  Then suddenly, a greater terror than I had ever known before seized my being.  Yes, it was true: my accounts were settled.  Although I was indeed free, a far more terrible account abruptly loomed before my shattered heart.

What would I . . . what could I . . . answer the Supreme Emperor?  In my blind terror and extreme panic, I had called for His beloved Son, at the cost of His imperial life, to pay my just debt.  Doubtless, Justice would now require His Son's life at my hand.  Woe!  Oh, woe upon woe was mine -- I had incurred an infinitely larger debt to His Royal Highness than I had ever owed before.  In my desperate fear and slavish panic, I had brought a far greater judgment upon myself.  I was now guilty of the murder of His Beloved Son.  Yes, I had gladly called for His blood to pay my just sentence.

I had no excuse to plead before His Majesty, and I remained totally defenseless.  It was a total injustice for me to call on His Only Son to take my place.  I had taken advantage of His Son's tender, compassionate nature and gracious, merciful spirit.  Against all reason, the Prince had set me free and let Himself be taken to my just place of execution.  Yes, my account was settled, but now an immeasurably worse indictment lay at my door.  Without any doubt, the King would demand the full penalty of me.  I was a murderer of the lowest degree . . . Judas, Caiaphas and Pilate bore lesser debts than I!  Woe, eternal woe hung like a sword over my being.

In my anguished state of hopelessness, tormenting demons of fear raged through my mind like tornadoes of black despair.  The words of an ugly chant echoed and re-echoed within me, "I have killed the King's Son . . . I have killed the King's Son!"  I felt as if I was lost in a vast firmament of relentless darkness.  "Woe is me . . . woe is me!" I cried, "I am guilty of Deicide!  Killing God's Son is the worst of all crimes!

"O great rocks, O mighty mountains . . . be kind and fall upon me.  Hide me from the wrath of the King!  A thousand times better had I paid my own account!"  Now I owed a new and horrendous account -- a debt so immense, so unpayable that an eternity of torment could never requite its demands.  I have willfully killed the Son of His Royal Highness -- the Son of the Emperor of all worlds.



A Sweet Voice



	As I lay in my cataleptic state of awe-filled misery, despondency played deadly havoc with my soul.  As I trembled in astonishment on the ground, suddenly I heard His voice in purest melody flow around me -- a voice I thought had forever been stilled.  I had considered it totally impossible for any creature to ever hear that voice again.  Yet, that very same voice . . . so sweet . . . so filled with heaven's harmony . . . so inimitably gracious, tenderly called me by name.  Without a doubt this was the voice of the One I had caused to be slain.  Its very harmony and compassion drove my panicky fears away as the summer tempest drives the dust before it.  "Arise my fair one, and come with me," He invited.  "Fear not!  Your account is paid in full."

My startled eyes beheld the incredible!  In glorious beauty the beloved Son of the Supreme Emperor stood before me alive and well . . . full of life . . . yet so scarred, marred and terribly marked by the wounds He received in payment of my account.  I could not believe the glory that my eyes were seeing!  I could not accept the impossible truth that my ears faithfully reported.  With a tender smile of mercy on His lips, the Beloved Prince, now stood before me in glorious grace.  His lips spoke peace, hope and mercy to my guilty soul.



"Arise, Come to Me"



No shattering wrath contorted His visage.  No horrifying or vindictive vengeance glared down upon me for all the pain I had caused Him.  Wondrous peace, love and compassion flowed upon me from His lovely face.  As I looked upon Him from where I lay in an unmovable stupor, a strange peace saturated my being -- as if a warm healing balm were being poured into my fearful and sorely wounded heart.  In sweetest tones He once again said, "Arise, come with Me."

"Lord, where are You going?" I softly asked.

"I'm returning home to My Father," He replied, ". . . and I will take you home with Me."

"Oh . . . no!  What will Your Father say when He sees You?  You are terribly scarred and marred for me?  What will His Royal Highness demand of me?  When Your Father sees Your scars, surely His wrath will be exceedingly enkindled and set aflame against me.  He will know instantly that I asked you to die for me . . ."



"I Have Paid it All"



"Child, you must trust Me to take care of My Father's wrath," He gently said.  "But as for your debt, the payment is made.  Your account is fully settled; I have paid it all.  My Father will receive you as He receives Me -- in love and peace.  Do you not know, little helpless one, that I and My Father are One?"



	"But how can I ever repay You?" I asked.  "In answer to my desperate pleas for mercy, You took my place in judgment.  You paid my horrendous debt; I have nothing to give You in return.  Surely, the payment You require will be immeasurably great.  What can I ever do to recompense You for all You have done for me?"



	"My child," He said, "you can do nothing to repay Me.  Love can never be repaid.  I only ask one thing of you -- and that you can do."  In dulcet tones -- permeated with a perfume of gracious love and tender mercies -- He continued, "I only ask you to return My love.  By loving Me with all your heart, you will love Me above all things.  And now . . . arise!  Come!  Walk with Me . . . I will lead you home in peace to My Father's house."
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