
THE AMBASSADOR

Traveling had always been a great pleasure for Uri. Not only were the diverse people
intriguing, but for an alert eye the lands themselves were a continual feast. The grace and
rare beauty displayed at every hand was a world of delights. The blend of plant and
animal life flowed within the endlessly spectacular scenery -the mountains and valleys,
the forests and the plains, every type of waterway, and even the desert wilds. Truly one
could many lives and learn to appreciate but a small bit of the world and its marvels.

His life had been a full and rich one. As a special ambassador at large for the King, he
had been on many journeys of service to lands both near and far, to unusual people of
unusual lands. A number of times he'd had to cross back and forth over the endless
bodies of water where a person could easily live or die in the face of one tempest after
another. The fierce winds and mountains of water would frighten the life out of the most
able bodied seaman -and often did.

This very last time of service had been the greatest challenge in his entire career. It was
a fitting way to enter into a time of well-earned rest after so many years. The wrinkled
skin and white beard were signs enough to bow out of this consuming work which
demanded the energy of youth.

For almost six years now he had lived among these very distant people. He led a team
that taught, trained and suffered along with the natives through this time of conflict,
tearing down and rebuilding, remodeling. The King had truly designed his programs of
growth and prosperous harmony to perfection with total sensitivity to the local culture
and habitat. Everything throughout the new land was drawn together into an adapted
order and sympathetic system that had lifted the people up as a nation and made them
whole. Families were strengthened. A whole generation of families had entered into this
plan beautifully, at last!

Tribal families were more thoroughly grounded and then built into stronger
communities. And those were established as wider villages to fit the entire region as a
whole made up of intimately interdependent parts. All worked together for the good of
the whole group. The whole group was completely sensitive to the individual who was
secure in the total sense of belonging to all the others. All the productivity was made
more compatible to the resources at hand with the kingdom needs satisfied in the process.
Wealth was balanced by the common need. An umbrella of prosperity was over the
entire new provinces through the alliance of new contentment joined with efficient
management.

To think of the confusion and the level oflife, the aura of bitter division and rivalry that
he found when his working team arrived just those few years before. There was such
suffering and unhappiness. The atmosphere of darkness hung heavily. Even local
medicinal resources were crudely used. It had been with great pleasure and satisfaction
that he had helped establish the King's way of life for these precious people. Every time
and circumstance it was the same -disorder to order. Confusion and conflict were
transformed into harmony and fulfillment. The King's way was always the best. Mutual
interests were always satisfied while building up the individual.
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Now that his work was complete and the final transition to native leadership and
control was over, it was time at last to return to his homeland. For some inner reason Uri
decided at the last moment to leave quietly and simply without notice before the
celebrations were complete. An indirect route from the nation was chosen which would
prolong the travel time by several months. From land to ship to land and ship again was
the decision with the final leg crossing a desert wilderness. Something intuitive,
sharpened trom a lifetime of alertness and paying detailed attention to the sense of subtle
things about him gave him this peculiarly strong prompting. It was much like a deep
knowing. Over the many years he had learned survival by heeding it.

As a late confirmation, the night of his secret departure a message came to him by one
of the King's unofficial methods. Simply stated was this -"A dark cloud over the
sunrise. Come carefully!" With this he knew for certain something very serious had
taken place during his absence, something ominous. Much more may be in store than a
welcoming when he finally arrived. Possibly a greater challenge was in store among his
own beloved people. Yet, in light of the absoluteness of the King's rule, Uri was deeply
distressed and perplexed at potential treachery and insurrection within his own.

But his own people! How his heart now yearned to see them. They were of a noble
heart and strong character. A sensitive spirit hovered over them. Ever since the King
began to rule so long ago after his father's reign, a quick transformation to greatness had
taken place among the people. Seemingly it was but a reflection of the King's. His heart
and life, his talents were poured out for them all. Soon a glorious rule was established in
the entire land. There was true communion of purpose. The nation towered as an
example to the known world as the one way that could and would endure, at long last.

For countless other generations, time and again words of peace would be followed by
distrust, division and inner turmoil. A lust for power motivated and drove many trom
one conflict to another. All the while the common people suffered and languished. But
with early attempts by his father, the new King was able to fight through to establish a
kingdom with the light of lasting peace shining on it. Slowly but surely special
ambassadors like Uri were dispatched to all lands to bring trade and cultural agreements
and eventually the same governing good light. And the results were magnificent. Seeds
of content were scattered and bore good ffuit in such diverse lands.

But now, something peculiar was happening in the kingdom! Uri was very perplexed
as he slowly made his way back. He remembered those of another generation driven by
selfish ambition! Yet, what could have possibly happened in so few years? He knew a
further word of guidance would somehow find its way to him trom the King.

As the journey carried on, he began to grow joyous remembering the wonders of his
homeland and the grand city of the Royal Palace. The beauty of the countryside, he felt,
was unmatched in all of his travels. He loved his own people and grew more and more
concerned for their welfare. His loyalty burned and the last few days grew almost
unbearable. And when trom a mountainside he first caught sight of the land, he bowed
low and began to weep over what meant so much to him. His country was so much a part
of him and he a part of it.

When the momentous hour finally arrived when he quietly strode across the border, Uri
immediately sensed that something sobering indeed was taking place. As he slowly
passed near the villages and outer settlements, he saw the usual vitality was absent from
them. The treshness and zeal of the people was strained and pressured. The children still
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fteely played, but something tell-tale could be heard through the tense laughter.
Certainly something was terribly wrong and he would somehow have to get to the bottom
of it.

He maintained a low posture pretending to be a simple traveling merchant while he
made his way to the King's city. The vegetation seemed as lush as ever. The rivers and
lakes were still like jewels clustered and flowing throughout the land. The marks of
beauty were everywhere to be seen; but, they were dulled by the people, or lack of them
enjoying what they had. It was like a bitter atmosphere of ungratefulness and
indifference upon them, a type of numb and lazy apathy.

Finally, after several weeks in the land, the majestic gates stood before him. They were
always a dramatic expression of entering into the royal presence of the capital city.
Immediately Uri noticed that the carnival of excitement and joy which usually took place
around and in the gates was gone. And gone too were the King's skilled musicians along
with the polished royal guards. All the festivities were gone! Now all that was seen were
dusty, cluttered areas filled with greedy merchants and venders along with crowds of
others absorbed in bartering trades. The ftenzied tune of gold and silver coins alone
could be heard over the din of the crowds.

Entering through the gates revealed more of the same. All the vibrancy and majesty
were gone. In its place was the hustle and bustle of one big commercial market place. It
was a cloud of buying and selling rolled into one giant selfish ball that stunk. Even the
once unspeakable was displayed-a large area had humans on show to be bought and sold
as slaves! Women and young girls were likewise on display as things for either work or
pleasure- the pleasure to be sample at no cost. Plus there were many young boys for sale.
A stench of chaos hung over this once grand city of integrity and honest caring for one
another.

Anger began to bum with a rage as Uri looked over this corrupt foreign spectacle. But
he knew he must control himself or risk being exposed before he got word ftom the King.
So with much anguish he waited, moving into a small house on the edge of the royal city.

A fortnight went by until one night a knock was heard on his door. Quickly he sprang
up to find out who it was. To his joy and delight one of his truest ftiends stood looking at
him. With hushed tones of brotherly love the two refteshed their ftiendship. Then the
tears of joy turned into those of sorrow as the situation was explained to Uri in great
detail.

In short, the people were influenced by a small handful of cunning, rebellious men who
used deceit and intrigue to divide the country. The King, wishing to avoid any
bloodshed, went finally to a neighboring country whose prince was indebted to him. That
prince wanted to crush the rebellion by immediately moving his armies in. But the King
would have none of it. He would patiently let the events run their course until the people
were ready to willingly call him back. He would protect the innocent until the end when
he would triumphantly return in peace.

For now his special instructions to Uri were for him to boldly voice the King's ruling
virtues and the ftuitfulness of the former state of affairs. He was to tell the people ftom
high to low, both near and far, that the mercy of the King was ready to cover them if only
they would turn back their loyalty to him. If not, eventually a sword would fall upon the
guilty ones and all those who sided with them. With this word the old ftiend slipped
away whispering that Uri would be protected as long as it was necessary.
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