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A <STORY>



 ["<Ron> wrote this parable shortly after moving to <<Phoenix>>."]


 Era uma vez um homem, ou talvez não fosse um homem, que dormiu durante muito tempo.

Quando se havia deitado para descansar, o mundo não era um local muito terrível. As pessoas eram felizes e produtivas e havia flores nas verdes colinas.


Quando acordou, contudo, as coisas tinham mudado. Parou à porta da sua caverna e olhou para o mundo. Realmente alguma coisa tinha mudado. As colinas eram feias e castanhas. Perto dele duas mulheres discutiam. Ao longe levantava-se uma nuvem vermelha e, quando a observou melhor, viu que se tratava de uma batalha. Assim, percorreu os campos e as cidades para descobrir o que se tinha passado.

Os homens encaravam-no furiosamente. As crianças não brincavam. Pouca comida havia e as faces extenuadas mostravam que cada um suportava um grande peso de desgosto. 

E o homem, ou talvez não fosse um homem, viu que o mundo tinha entrado em tempos penosos.

Vagueando por ali compreendeu que enfrentava um encantamento negro, traiçoeiramente colocado nas almas dos homens. Talvez algum feiticeiro o houvesse feito aos homens, talvez o s homens o tivessem feito a sai mesmos. O mundo enlouquecera. Alguma coisa tinha de ser feita.
O homem pensou por muitos dias. Depois fez uma esfera dourada e encheu-a com tudo o necessário para desfazer o encantamento negro. Era uma esfera muito bonita, colocada no topo de um bordão de marfim. Era muito fácil de usar pois tudo o que havia a fazer era colocá-la sobre a cabeça de um ser humano e desejar-lhe bem, para quebrar 
a escravidão que mantinha esse ser.




And the man went forth and held it over the heads of
dozens of people and did not tell them what it was and they
suddenly smiled and became bright and the thrall was broken
for them. And the man saw that this was good and so he
showed many people how to use the golden ball and told them
all that was necessary to break the black enchantment clear
across the whole world.

And some used it. But others said, "Isn't it pretty!" and
began to play catch with it. And some said, "It isn't
really gold." And some wanted to hide it for fear it would
be stolen. And some said, "It's GOLD!" and bought knives
and pistols with it and fought. And some said cunningly,
"With thig POWER I can rule Earth." And others simply ran
about and said it wasn't really a ball and that the man had
stolen it from others and they clutched their black
enchantment about them and whispered that the man had done
it in the first place and that he planned to kill them all.

But the man paid little heed. He tried to form companies 
to make the golden ball available to many. But the people 
in the companies said, "It's mine!" "It's power!" "It's gold!" 
and "The man will kill us all!" and so they fought amongst 
themselves and threw dust over the golden ball and tried 
to dent it.

And at last the man sat down in a desert place and sent
his word about that anybody could use this ball that wanted
it. And they sent officers and thieves and lawyers at him
to say that nobody could use the ball.

And they took the man's captain and said they would imprison 
him for saying the golden ball was owned by everybody. And 
they made the government put guards around the man in case 
anybody sent him money to help ship the golden ball to everyone.

And the man looked at these people and not one of them who 
hated the golden ball had ever used it in any way but only 
thrown dust on it and tried to dent it and he looked at the 
sly people who went up and down the roads saying, "It is not 
really gold!" "The man really stole it," and then he looked 
and saw beyond these the haggard faces, the crippled children, 
the sorrowing women. And above all these he saw the red 
cloud of the battle.

And the battle cloud grew taller. And it grew taller and
taller as though it hung with fire up above an entire
world. 

And the man, sitting in the desert place, looked at the 
golden ball.
