THE QUEST OF THE RAINBOW DRAGONS: A UU Hero's Story
By Elizabeth H. Stevens

Part II Installment Eight: Rainbow Principle 2: Orange
"Offer fair and kind treatment to all people” (Be kind in all you do)

We affirm and promote justice, equity and compassion in human relations

Our story thus far ...

In hopes of fulfilling an ancient prophecy, a young boy named Jared, his best
friend Delia, and a funny-looking magical being named Les are traveling to the Land
of Dreams to face the Mirror of Justice. This is the second of seven key tasks that
must be completed in order to bring peace and prosperity to a war-torn world.

Our story continues ...

They had climbed high into the mountains when Les announced one evening, "From
here on, you're on your own, Jared.” "On my own?" Jared asked. "But what am T
supposed to do?" "Have you ever heard of a vision quest?” asked Les.

"No," answered Jared.

"Well, when a person gets to be about your age, he or she has to go out info the
wild, without food, or shelter, or company, for three days. It's a rite of passage,
and if you do it right, a dream or a vision or a sign will come to you that will have
great meaning.” "Okay, then," said Jared. He stood up and slung his backpack on.

"Wait," said Les. "I'm afraid you can't take that with you. It's got to be just you.
We'll wait here and keep your things safe.” "Can't I bring anything? Nothing at all?
To pass the time, or to keep me warm at night?"

"No. Not if it's to be a true vision quest. When you get there, you have tfo just sit,
and be alone with yourself."

Reluctantly, Jared handed his backpack to Delia, and with one final hug for each of
his friends, he headed off. "See you in three days,"” he called back, just before
vanishing over the crest of the hill.

Jared walked for several hours until he found a somewhat sheltered spot with
water near by. Then he sat down and tried to do as Les had instructed. It was really



hard. He got distracted a lot. A bug would crawl on him. Then his nose would itch.
Then he'd get thirsty, or he'd get a cramp and need to stand up and walk around for
a bit.

The second day was only a little better than the first. Now he was really, really
hungry, and his empty stomach distracted him, too. Every few minutes, his stomach
would growl or a cloud would pass over the sun or he'd get frustrated and need to
stretfch.

By the third day, he was terrified he would fail at this task. Nothing special had
happened, and his discomfort kept him from feeling peaceful or focused or anything
other than lonely and afraid. He finally fell into a restless sleep.

In his dream, he found himself suspended high in the air, with clouds obscuring his
view of the ground, but with a sure sense that should he fall, he would not survive.
A disembodied voice boomed, "SO HERE YOU ARE. ARE YOU READY TO FACE THE
MIRROR OF JUSTICE? I RATHER THINK NOT." "I am,” said Jared. "Though I'm
awfully scared.” "FEAR IS THE LUXURY OF AN UNTRAINED MIND!" boomed the
voice. Then, "BEHOLD, THE MIRROR." Suspended in front of Jared was an oval
shaped, normal looking mirror. He saw his own pale, freckled face and his own messy
hair. He had a smudge of dirt on his cheek, which he tried to rub off. As he did, the
images in the mirror began to swirl. Suddenly, he was watching an exchange
between himself and Delia, a few weeks earlier.

"... It's my job to save the whole world! You ...you just have to tag along. You don't
even have anything important to do, like Les does, showing the way,” Jared saw
himself saying.

Jared winced. Even to his own ears, he sounded like a spoiled brat.

"LOOK AT YOU. YOU WEREN'T EVEN FAIR TO YOUR OWN BEST FRIEND.
WHAT KIND OF A CHAMPION ARE YOU?" the voice boomed. Jared's heart sank,
and he felt the rest of him begin to sink, as well. Panicked, he looked down. Swirling
clouds covered his feet, and they were moving up his legs foward his knees.

"But I apologized! I made it up to her! She forgave mel!”

"YOU REALIZED ON YOUR OWN THAT YOU HAD BEEN UNFAIR?" the voice
asked.



Jared was tempted to lie and say “yes.” He felt the word on the tip of his tongue,
but he couldn't. "No," he answered. "My friend Les had to help me understand what
I'd done.

He told me to walk a mile in her shoes, and when I did, I felt terrible. That's when I
apologized.” Jared closed his eyes, expecting to plummet foward the earth. When
he didn't, his eyes flew open. Clouds covered him to mid thigh, but he was steady.
He looked up into the mirror again. This time, he watched as he entered the
miserable little town where the people were so frightened by Lord Benedict and his
mercenaries that they wouldn't even come out of their homes. He heard his speech,
his pep talk, where he tried to give hope to the poor, ragged people. He watched as
he and his friends were captured and dragged off by mercenaries.

"HERE YOU SPOKE OUT OF TURN, AND YOUR FRIENDS ALMOST PAID THE
PRICE,"” the voice boomed. "SURELY IT WOULD HAVE BEEN WISER TO KEEP A
LOW PROFILE?" "Maybe," said Jared, and felt himself sink a little lower. Now the
clouds reached to his belly button. "I just couldn't stay silent. What Lord Benedict
had done was so wrong! I couldn't right the wrong, at least not just then, but I
could give the people a little bit of hope, fo make it easier for them to keep on
trying." The scene in the mirror changed. Jared watched as some of the braver
villagers stood up to the mercenaries, only to be captured and dragged off, their
belongings confiscated, their crops burned. "DO YOU SEE WHAT YOU HAVE
DONE?" the voice boomed.

Jared wanted to cry. It looked like he'd only managed to make things worse. "Oh,
I'm so sorry. I hate to see people suffering because of me."

However, the voice continued in a kinder voice. "NO, JARED. THEY SUFFER NOT
BECAUSE OF YOU, BUT BECAUSE OF BENEDICT'S GREED. YOUR WORDS GAVE
THEM THE COURAGE TO STAND UP TO THE MERCENARIES. IF YOU KEEP
WATCHING, YOU WILL SEE HOW MORE AND MORE PEOPLE RESISTED
BENEDICT'S RULE. IN THE END, SO MANY PEOPLE WERE IMPRISONED THAT
BENEDICT HAD NO ONE TO WORK THE FIELDS. HE HAD TO PARLEY WITH
THE PEASANTS, AND HAS LIFTED SOME OF HIS HARSHER RULES."

Jared looked up, hopeful. Perhaps he had made a difference! "Then I did the right
thing?" "YES," said the voice, "YOU DID THEN. BUT ONLY A FEW DAYS LATER ..."

The scene in the mirror changed again. This time, it showed he and Delia by the
river, doing the dishes after their meal with the two runaway children. *...We have a
job to do. I'm as sad as you are to hear their story, but we've got important places



to go, important things to do, and I'm worried we're running out of time," he heard
himself saying.

"But we did help them! We did" he cried out, as the clouds climbed a few more
inches.

"YOU WERE NOT SO MUCH A PART OF THAT 'WE' AT THE TIME ..." the voice
continued, and Jared again heard his own voice speaking words he was not proud of.

"... We lost precious time. I mean, the little guy was cute and all, but what does he
have to do with us, really? I think it was bad luck they found us ..."

Ashamed, Jared bowed his head and saw the clouds continuing to rise. He was up to
his neck, now. His heart was pounding. He expected to start falling any second now.
He felt panicked, terrified, he couldn't think straight.

He remembered the words the voice had spoken earlier. "Fear is the luxury of an
untrained mind,"” and he tried to calm his fears so that he could think again.

"Listen,"” he said, "I'm only fwelve. I'm still learning. I'm not here for my own sake.

I'm not looking for riches or fame or fortune. I'm here because I want to help. I
want the world to be a better, safer place - not just for me, but for everybody. If
I seem a little selfish sometimes, well, I don't want to be that way. I'm trying to
change. Is there anything I can say or do to convince you to let me pass this trial?”

Jared waited. The voice was silent. He felt the cold wetness of the cloud
penetrating his thin pants. He closed his eyes, and this time focused on his longing
for peace for the world, for everybody, not just himself. After a time he opened
his eyes.

The clouds had vanished, and he still hovered in mid air. Opposite him, beating his
wings slowly to stay aloft, an amber colored Dragon hovered. Unlike the gigantic
dragon Krasnova, this dragon was smaller than the ones Jared had read about -
about the size a horse, with wings twice the length of its body.

"Yantarov,” Jared thought he recognized this disembodied voice as Krasnova's. It
seemed to emanate from the heart token in Jared's pocket. "He is a boy. Give him a
break.” "HUMPH," said the booming voice. "I WILL RESERVE JUDGMENT."

Then he addressed Jared directly. "BOY, YOU ARE SAFE FOR NOW. I
WITHHOLD MY JUDGMENT, AND MY BLESSING, AND I GIVE YOU INSTEAD



THE OPPORTUNITY TO PROVE YOURSELF IN THE DAYS AND WEEKS TO
COME."

"Thank you," said Jared, bowing his head.

"You've always been a tough cookie,” he heard Krasnova say wryly, as the scene with
the Amber Dragon faded, and he found himself back on the side of the mountain,
with dawn beginning to break. He felt a new weight around his neck, and reached up
to find, hung on a leather thong, a small, fear-drop shaped piece of amber, with a
tiny insect trapped inside. It felt warm against his skin.

"Thank you," he said again, holding it reverently. "I'll remember.” He stood up and
walked back down the hill Yo where his friends were waiting for him, humbled, but
with a heart full of gratitude and love.

Dragon Task: Acting with justice, equity, and compassion means that we are called
to do lots of things we might rather not do. We share our things, we help people
who are having a hard time, and we care when bad things happen, even if we can’t do
anything about it. This week, talk about times when you've done these things, and
times when you haven't. How were they different?



