The Princess Who Becomes A King
(and Learns the Meaning of Love)"
by Ran Butler Stovall

The young princess Merriamne heard the heavy, iron door slam shut against the damp, stone walls of the dungeon. Every child in the kingdom of Greenwich was now locked up--except herself. Her father, old King Wasam, breathed a great, sad sigh. The royal solicitors and the royal guards stood around, first on one foot, then on the other. No one seemed to know what to do next. This was such an awful thing. Merriamne felt like screaming, but that did not seem to her the best thing to do right then. The muffled crying and wailing of the children-prisoners could be heard through the heavy door. She covered her ears and looking pleadingly at her father, but he only shrugged his shoulders and looked down at the floor. 
Slowly, the king began to climb the winding steps up toward the less gruesome courtyard above the dungeon. 
"Come Merriamne," he said, "we must discuss this very difficult situation and decide what to do."
"Yes, Father," the princess said, obediently, but without enthusiasm. She really had no idea what might be done to help. Why, oh why, had she ever agreed to her father's request that she take over the responsibilities of king. After all, she was only twelve years old. Children her age knew so very little of laws and taxes and judgements. She knew so very little of councils and counselors and solicitors. 
Ahead of her King Wasam continued to climb up and up, passed the great hall of banqueting, even higher than the chambers of the queen, now empty because her mother, the queen had died the year of the Winter of Death, when Merriamne was a little girl. 
The royal guard were dismissed to return to the guard house. The royal solicitors were dismissed to return to their council chamber. The king and the princess continued to climb the stone steps until they were at the highest room in the tallest tower of the castle. The king's steps were now very slow, and his breathing was heavy and labored. As they came at last to the door of the king's thinking room, his sanctum, he put his hands to his chest and coughed and sputtered as he tried to recover from the climb. His face grew pale, and he trembled and stumbled as he leaned against the door. Merriamne helped him inside to a cot and laid him down into it. She had seen him like this before and understood the cause--too much responsibility over too many years. He was now very old and very ill, and this is why she had had to accept the responsibilities and duties of king. He would be king as long as he lived, but he could not perform the duties of king. He needed her help now. It was what he wanted of her. How could she refuse? She knew she must do her best.
"Merriamne," the king said, after recovering himself, "what is to be done? All the children in this kingdom, our precious children, have suddenly decided to disobey their parents, their grandparents, and their king. Now they have defied the authority I have given to you. Though you are a friend to them, they have no respect even for you. They have broken so many of our laws, and good, sensible laws they are, too. We cannot let them go on with this."
"No, Father, we cannot let them go on being disobedient," Merriamne replied. "We must have laws that are fair to all, and all must agree to obey the laws or we will find ourselves fighting among ourselves, perhaps even with our neighbors. There will be no schools, no hospitals, no churches for worship of God, no clean water to drink, and no healthy food to eat."
"But Father," she continued, "neither can we keep the children in prison. They will be sick. Perhaps we can do something to help them choose to be obedient. "
"Merriamne, do you have a plan for helping the children to choose obedience?" the king asked. 
"Well, no, not right this minute," said the princess, "but I will think on it."
As high up in the castle as the king's thinking room was, there was a room even higher. Merriamne called it her "cloudcroft" because sometimes the clouds would come right in through the windows. This is where she went now, to pray and to think. She looked out the windows over the whole kingdom. She thought it all very beautiful and a very good place to live and be happy. She wished that all the children were there in her "cloudcroft" with her instead of being locked up down in the dungeon, crying and wondering what was going to happen to them.
"Well, there is no use wishing about it," she said aloud, even though there was no one in the room to hear. "If wishes were cranberries, everyone would have sauce." (Her grandmother always said that.)
Merrianme sat down at the little writing table, with pen and paper, and began to write the names of all the children in the kingdom. Of course she knew each one. 
"Adam, Amanthus, Arnold, Agatha, Aaron, Amie. . . (she thought it best to write them in alphabetical order, hoping to not leave anyone out;). . . Broadus, Brunhilda, Christina, Carlo, Dracina, Ernesto," . . .and so on until she finally wrote the last name, that of little Zena. As she wrote she spoke each child's name aloud, and their faces would come up in her mind, you see, but it made her all the more sad, and tears began to fall.
"Adam, why are you so angry at laws and rules and people who say that laws and rules are necessary and good?" she questioned, although of course, Adam could not hear her because he was sitting in the dark in the dungeon. 
"Amanthus, why do you think only of  you want?" 
"Aaron, why do you only think of yourself?" 
The faces in her mind answered not.
"Arnold and Agatha, why do you choose to disobey your parents?" The faces of Arnold and Agatha remained silent in her mind.
"Aaron, why do you think it is great fun to upset what others are trying to accomplish?" No answer.
About the time she spoke little Zena's name, and imaged little Zena's face, an idea began to grow in a corner of her mind. It pushed up through the faces of the children like a daisy growing up through warm earth.
The idea asked a question. "Merriamne, what have you learned that the other children have not learned?" Then, without waiting for an answer, the idea grew a little and asked her another question. "Why do you obey the rules, but they do not?"
Merriamne put her chin in her hands and stared out of the window. She watched a very juicy cloud drift slowly by. It seemed to be watching her, too. 
"Well," she said to the cloud, or perhaps to no one in particular, "I have learned that the way to be happy and successful is to show love to everyone, and the way to show love to everyone is to give to everyone."
Merriamne suddenly sat up very straight.  
"Little Zena," she asked of the Little Zena face in her mind, "Do you need to learn how to love?"
The face of little Zena said nothing, but Merriamne thought that she perhaps could see a question in the eyes.
The next day Merriamne called a meeting of the royal solicitors and the royal guards. After everyone was seated, she called the meeting to order.
"Most Faithful and Wise Solicitors, and Members of the Mighty Royal Guard, I have called you here to tell you of my plan for improving the behavior of the children of Greenich."
The women and men of the council applauded and said yea and amen by way of encouraging her to continue.
"I believe the children are disobedient and rebellious because they do not understand the meaning of love. Therefore, we must teach them what love is, and how to do it."
Merriamne paused here for effect, and to measure the reaction of her audience. The council looked at one another in some confusion, or perhaps in consternation, or perhaps both. There was an awkward silence.
Then the chief solicitor, a  rather large woman, whom the others called "Learned Judge," rose heavily to her feet and addressed a question to "king" Merriamne.
"Your Majesty ," she said, respectfully, "How do you propose to teach the children what love is, and how to do it?" And then she sat down, again.
Merriamne could see all the councillors and soldiers look towards her, awaiting her answer. 
"First," she said, "I proclaim as your king, acting in my good Father's absence, that all the children shall be forgiven whatever disobedience they have committed, and released forthwith from prison."
At this, the good council and the brave guard quite forgot themselves, and where they were. They jumped up and all began to talk, everyone at once. Very disrespectful, it seemed to Merriamne, but not so surprising, after all. She had to raise her voice to continue.
"And secondly, I proclaim that the laws and rules of the Kingdom against rebellion, selfishness and disobedience to parents are hereby declared cancelled and voided."
Those present were struck speechless. Their mouths hung open. Apparently their knees lost the strength needed to support their bodies, because all slowly sat back into their chairs. 
At length, one old soldier asked the quiet question on every mind. 
"Princess, how will this teach the children what love is, and how to do it?" 
Merriamne explained her expectations this way.
"Well," she began, "surely the children will be grateful for their release back into them, that we trust them to do what is right, even though the laws and rules against rebellion and selfishness are now cancelled. We give them freedom, and I am sure they will return our love by wanting to be cooperative and respectful. Do you not all agree?"
That same hour Merriamne's heart rejoiced to see the prison doors opened and all the children running from the dark, dank dungeon out into the sunshine and freedom. It bothered her slightly that no one of them stopped to say thank you, but she excused them because of the excitement of the moment. No doubt their appreciation would come in time. 
For the next few days Merriamne busied herself with affairs of the kingdom. She received ambassadors from two distant kingdoms, and hostessed a banquet and grand ball in their honor. She officiated at the royal wedding of two of her distant cousins. She made out the menu and guest list for her father's annual birthday fete. She felt the weight of this heavy schedule of events, but she bore it as well as any twelve-year-old might, and with grace and charm in it all.
On Sunday she enjoyed worship in the palace chapel, and hoped for a quiet lunch and afternoon rest up in her cloudcroft. As she ate her lunch, a sandwich of peanut-butter, banana and mayonnaise, there came a knock on her door. Opening to the knock, she saw her councillors and some others gathered at her door. The councillors looked most worried. The "Learned Judge" apologized for interrupting her lunch and her Lord's day of rest, but there was trouble to be dealt with, she was afraid to say. 
"Your Highness," she began, "the urgent matter we have to put before you, hoping again for your wisdom and grace, is . . . but she had not the opportunity to finish her words, for a group of noisy and impolite children just then pushed way through the door and into the cloudcroft. One greedy boy took Merriamne's unfinished sandwich from her hand and stuffed it into his mouth. The girls in the group looked into a clothes closet and began to take out Merriamne's clothes for a try on, all without any permission, at all. 
All the while, the councillors complained and explained, usually several talking at once about the worsening disrespectful and selfish behaviors of the children, individually and as a group, and what was to be done. 
After all the charges brought and proofs given by the adults, the children only laughed and pointed and made faces. 
The Royal Guard, having been summoned, out of fear, perhaps, for the princess and her possessions, marched into the room and laid hands on the children, to take them prisoner as before, but the children knew their rights under the new laws, and they noisily demanded release.
Adam said, "Its not against the laws of Greenwich to make noise." 
Amanthus said, "Its not against the laws of Greenwich to go anywhere we want to go."
Arnold said, "Its not against the laws of Greenwich to be disrespectful."
Agatha said, "Its not against the laws of Greenwich to try on the king's clothes," and all the children began to laugh and shout and run from the room, down the long stairs, and out into the courtyard.
Merriamne looked at the faces of her councillors and guards. 
"I can see that the children do not yet understand the meaning of love," she said. "The problem is more serious than I thought. Please pray for God to help me make a better plan," and she left to find her Father, the King.
Merriamne felt very discouraged. She thought that perhaps she was not wise enough to rule the Kingdom of Greenwich.
Four days passed. Merriamne had her meals sent up to the cloudcroft. She spoke only to her scribe of law and to her historian of law. She arose very early each morning and worked read late into the night. The librarians were kept busy carrying many law books to and from the palace library. The scribe of law delivered up to the cloudcroft fourteen writing pens, six bottles of ink, and five rolls of clean parchment. Twice the young king asked the royal candlemaker for extra candles of his largest size.
At eventide on the fifth day, Merriamne at last sent word to the council and the guards to gather themselves together in special session. She would announce a new plan for teaching the children what love is, and how to do it.
As you might imagine, every council member and every guard-person came to the meeting. 
When all were in their places and quiet, Merriamne began to speak.
"A serious problem calls for a serious solution. I still believe that the most important thing for a child to understand is the meaning of love. Therefore, I am going to do the most serious thing I can think of to show the children of my kingdom that I love them. Please announce to all the people that on the day after tomorrow they are all to gather into the courtyard of the castle for a very important royal proclamation.
And so, on the appointed day, at the appointed time, all the people of the kingdom came together to hear Merriamne make the proclamation of law. The people stood shoulder to shoulder in the courtyard. Merriamne sat on the king's throne up in a balcony, set into the castle walls, so all could see her and hear her proclamation.
Merriamne looked out over the crowd and tried to calm her nerves. She knew in her heart that her proclamation was right and good, but she wondered what the children would think about it, and what they would do. 
The court orchestra and choir now began to play and sing the anthem of the kingdom of Greenwich. Flags of many colors waved gayly in the light breeze. The sun shown brightly in the azure sky. 
The drum and bugle corps now began to play and march around. The people clapped and whistled happily. Some of the children marched around after the corps pretending to beat imaginary drums and blow imaginary bugles.
But now came the time for Merriamne to make her  proclamation. She took a deep breath, raised her hands for quiet, and asked for the Royal Proclamation Reader, a man with voice both deep and loud, to step forward and begin the reading of the large scroll in his hands.
"Be it known to all persons in the Kingdom of Greenwich,   both young and old, that on this day, Princess Merriamne, acting in the place of our beloved and sovereign King Wasam, does hereby proclaim that every child in the kingdom is invited to receive adoption into her family, the royal family of Wasam, together with all the rights and privileges of royalty to rule and to serve this Kingdom, to be known henceforth and forever as princesses and princes, and to share in her inheritance, and to enjoy the glory of it forever and ever. Amen"
Merriamne passed her eyes to and fro over the crowd. She knew where every child was standing. All was as quiet as quiet could be. Everyone seemed to be thinking of what the proclamation said, and more, what it meant; but no one moved.
Then Merriemne knew what she herself must now do. She thought, "I must invite them myself, each one by name."
So she stood up from the throne and stepped closer to the people, as close as the railing on the balcony allowed.
"Adam," she said as she looked toward him, "Will you be my brother?
Her eyes sought out Amanthus. "Amamthus, will you be part of my family? I need for you to be with me."
Now where was Arnold? Oh, yes, there behind a lamp post, hiding perhaps? "Arnold, won't you come join in my family?"
"Agatha, come if you please, and you, also, Aaron. . . and you, Broadus, and Breunhilda, Christine and Carl."
Still no one moved, no one spoke except herself, and she continued to call to each child in turn, down the alphabet.
"You there, Carl, come, won't you? And Dracina, you too are needed in our family. . . and there is Ernesto, the strong one. We need your strength, Ernesto."
Down through the list of children, without missing a single name, for of course she knew them all. Were they not all her friends? Still, no one moved, or showed any sign of acceptance at all.
She continued until, at last she came to the final name, Zena, little Zena, because she was the youngest.
"Little Zena, you are included. Won't you accept my invitation to be a part of my family? Together we will make Greenwich the best of all the kingdoms, and you will share everything I have and everything I am."
Little Zena was little, but she was not shy. With her loudest voice she said,"Yes, Merriamne, I want to be in your family. I want to be a princess, too," and she left her place and marched bravely up to stand right below the balcony. 
"Me, too," cried Amanthus, and came up, and then Ernesto sauntered slowly forward, so as not to seem too eager. Then came Adam and Arnold, Broadus and Bruenhilda, and then all were coming.
Merriamne felt her heart swell with love and gladness. Tears filled her eyes. The children understood, at last. They understood that Merriamne was giving all she had to give. They understood that she loved them. By accepting her invitation they were joining with her. 
The council members began to laugh and cheer and applaud, and the Royal Guard joined in, even though it was not what soldiers normally did while on duty. The parents and grandparents and all the grownup people also joined in the celebration.
Little Zena decided that she wanted to stand beside her new sister, Merriamne, and to hold her hand, so she climbed the steps onto the balcony where the Princess who became a king now stood, except that at the moment she was a crying king, crying with happiness. 
All the children climbed up, too, and one by one came to Merriamne to touch, or hug, or kiss her. They began to look like a real, true family.
Big Ernesto reached with both his hands to lift the Royal Crown from Merriamne's brow, and then he carefully placed it on the head of little Zena. It was, of course, too large for her, and it slipped down over her eyes to finally rest on her nose. Everyone laughed and applauded some more.
Then Merriamne began to sing softly. Her song was one of love.

A thousand and a thousand years ago,
The King of Love came down.
His thousand and thousands acts of love,
Bought Him His crown, His crown. . .
of thorns, magnificent thorns.

Soon everyone was singing, arm in arm, hand in hand, with her. "Now," she thought to herself, "the meaning of love is understood in everyone's heart." She knew very well that once the meaning of love is understood in a person's heart, it lives there forever, just like it lived in her heart.
The End 

Bible Study
In the story we just read, "The Princess Who Became A King," the disobedient children were a lot like some people who lived a long time ago. These people lived in a place called Israel, and were known as Israelites. The important thing about the Israelites is that God chose them to do a special work. He asked them to go everwhere in the world and show everyone that God is good and that He loves all the people of the earth. God told the Israelites that if they would do this thing, He would bless them a lot and that He would protect them from their enemies. After thinking it over, the Israelites said okay, they would serve God in this way. To make sure that this agreement would be remembered, God wrote it down, and gave a copy of it to the Israelites. This agreement is called the "Covenant of Law." 

God kept His part of the "Covenant of Law" very faithfully. He blessed the Israelites with good land to raise their crops in, and saw to it the rains came at the right time, not too much, not too little. He kept the grasshoppers out, and the worms, also. He kept their neighbors from stealing from them. He helped them find the minerals hidden in the earth, the gold, copper and tin. Their cattle grew very fat and strong, and they produced lots of little cattle.

However, even though God was blessing them greatly, the people of Israel did not seem very interested in doing their part of the Covenant of Law. Sometimes they obeyed, and when they did, God really blessed them with much protection and prosperity. But sometimes they disobeyed, and rather badly, too, and then God took away the protection and their prosperity. One time they were so disobedient that God put them in prison.

The Israelites did not understand why God would love the other nations and tribes of the world, just as He loved themselves. They did not understand the meaning of God's love. 

The Covenant of Law continued on for lots and lots of years, about thirteen hundred years, but at just the right time, God said, "Enough! It is time for a change of covenant, but this time I think it would be better to make covenant between Myself and My Son. The only problem is, My Son will have to become a human being. He will have to live on Earth for awhile. Since the people of Earth can not be perfectly obedient, My Son will have be perfectly obedient for them."

So that happened. God's Son came down to Earth in the form of a baby. He grew up, day by day, like a regular human being. His name was Jesus. He lived His whole life in perfect obedience to His Father. Even when things got very difficult for Him, He was perfectly obedient. Even when He was beat up and killed by angry men, He stayed perfectly obedient.

As you might imagine, God was very, very pleased with His obedient Son. So much so that He gave a special gift to Him.
"Son," He said, "Because You have been so perfectly obedient, I give you the authority to have a special family. You may invite anyone to be in this family. You will have to take care of them, but I am sure You know how to do that. You may also share your inheritance with them;" (John 17).

Princess Merriamne invited the children of her kingdom to come be in her family, to share in her authority and in her inheritance. One by one the children chose to come and receive what she could provide for them. 

Jesus invites people of the earth to chose to come and receive what He can provide --a share in His inheritance, a place in His eternal family. You can chose to receive from Him by trusting His promises. You can express your trust with the words of your prayer--like this.

"Dear Jesus, I need You. I am separated from the family of Father-God, and I have guilt in my soul. The Bible says that You can rescue me from separation. The Bible says You can place me into the family of Father-God. I ask You to do this for me right now. The Bible says You will pay my penalty and take away my guilt. I ask You to do this for me right now. Thank You very much. Amen."


