
TO TAKE IT FURTHER
The prince who forgot who he was

.. that you may know ... the riches of his glorious inheritance..andhis incomparably great power ... (Ephesians 1:18- 19)

Read
Ephesians 1:2-19

Some years ago I was asked to write a drama sketch to illustrate
the opening chapterofEphesians- not the easiest commission.
Faced with such a theologically heavy passage, I decided the
best thing was to be childlike, and so produced the following
little fable (adapted here from the narration to a mime). I don't
think it has much dramatic or literary merit, but when an old
friend asked for a copy a few months back, I realised it must at
least have had the virtue of sticking in her mind. It brought back
memories of the fun we had performing it and also reminded
me of how in writing it, I discovered a lesson I very much
needed to learn. And so, of course, when it came to writing
about royalty, it was now sticking in my mind and I wondered
if it might just be relevant.

There was once a prince ...
No, honestly, he really was a prince. I know he shuffled

around a bit, and stared at the ground and mumbled, and
always had egg stains on his shirt and often wore odd
socks, and I know about his strange habits of scuttling
away if someone tried to talk to him, and staying all day in
his bedroom with the blinds pulled down - but truly, he was
a prince.
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The trouble with this prince was that he didn't really know

who he was. Whether he didn't understand, or whether he

had forgotten, or whether he was just too lazy to be bothered,

I don't know. Perhaps you can decide.
His father, the King, had gone away for a while and let

the prince in charge ofthe kingdom. He left with him his most
precious royal scroll and his ring - the seal of his authority
the guarantee of all his inheritance and the promise of the

father's return.
And he left the prince great riches- a magnificent treasure

house of all kinds of wealth, and every bit of it available to
be used.

He also left a mighty army - powerful, well-drilled and
prepared for battle - vast forces ready to fight for the prince
the moment he said the word.
But somehow the prince never got round to finding out

what the scroll said, or using its authority. So when the
people came to him and said: "With all due respect, Sire, I
don't think you've any right to govern this country', the
prince said, 'Oh dear, no, I suppose I haven't. Perhaps you'd
better take over."
And when they said, 'Your father doesn't really care

about what goes on here', the prince said, Oh dear, no, I
suppose not.'
And I'm afraid the prince forgot all about the vast

storehouses of wealth. So when the housekeeper came and
said, Tt's the milkman, Sire, you owe him £3.45', I'm afraid
the prince hid behind the curtains until he'd gone.
And when a frightfully nice lady came collecting for poor

refugees, the prince said, 'Oh dear, I'm so sorry I can't help.
Charity begins at home you know.
And I think the idea of a battle frightened him a bit,

because when a messenger came to him and said, 'Sire, Sire,
the enemy is invading the country', the prince said, 'Oh dear,
and we did put up those "Keep Out!" notices.'
And when quite soon the enemy actually came riding over

the hill, the prince said, 'Oh well, we'd better pull up the



43

drawbridge and stay safe inside. It's a shame about the

And so the prince who didn't know who he was, caried

Week 2

kingdom, but never mind, eh?'

on living like a pauper and a weakling, while the kingdom
slowly went to rack and ruin.
I don't know what the father said when he came back,

but I don't think I would have liked to have been that son,
would you?

The irony of The King's Speech, ofcourse, is that it was Bertie's
own father, the King himself, who had so undermined his
confidence. George V was a father who really believed that
making your children scared of you was a good thing. He had
brought with him from a previous era the belief that barking
orders or imposing harsh disciplines was the way to build
character, and seemed vaguely puzzled that it hadn't worked.
Paul, in his letter to the Ephesians, wants to tell us that we

have a Heavenly Father who is nothing like that. The opening
chapter seems to be aimed at people with little confidence, and
a glimpse at the circumstances of the letter's recipients explains
why. Ephesus was a sophisticated cosmopolitan city and one
can imagine that the fledgling church of new believers
dismissed as heretics by the Jewish community and scorned as
religious weirdoes by the rest, might well have been feeling
something of a beleaguered minority and were wondering what
they had got themselves into.
Most of us feel lacking in confidence at some point in our

lives. I was at a particularly low point when I wrote the story of
the prince. I was a ful-time mum, and though I refused to say
that I was just a housewife' when asked at parties, nevertheless
I was feeling the just'! Quite a few other factors had combined
around then to make me feel something of a nonentity. Perhaps
having a faith that seemed so at odds with the spirit of the age
was one of them. Is there any believer who at one time or
another doesn't feel uncertain and insecure?
I'm not sure there is any miracle cure for this confidence dip
sometimes the answer is just to plough through it - but it does
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help ifwe know who we are - ordinary human beings who have
amazingly discovered a loving Father God. In the first chapter
of Ephesians Paul seems desperate to get his readers to
understand what this means and he is laying it on thick. He
vants us to know that we are "chosen, 'adopted as sons',
recipients of "glorious grace... freely given' and of the riches
of God's grace...lavished on us'. He wants us to open our eyes
and see the 'riches of his glorious inheritance' and the 'incompa-
rably greatpower that are available to us.
Paradoxically, it seems that the breakthrough in confidence

often comes only when we are able to acknowledge our full
human weakness. It is then that we discover grace, riches and
power that were waiting there for us all along.
In The King's Speech it was only when Bertie, warmed by

friendship, could acknowledge his own humanness, that he was
then able to fulfil his calling as a king.

Lord of lavish grace and gentle fatherhood,
Come to us in our diffidence and distrust.
Remind us ofwho we are,
And give us a vision ofwhowe could be.

Even when we feel small.

Or rob us ofour inheritance.

Or squandering our opportunities.

And open our hands now to receive what you affer

Help us to walk tall,

Let no man or woman destroy our courage.

Keep us from wasting our own potential.

We put our trust in you,

Amen.


