Ed

On a warm, breezeless, Arabian night, a lonely camel stared into a smooth, glassy pool of water.  A huge tear rolled down his fuzzy face and dropped softly into the water, wrinkling its appearance and contorting the image it was reflecting.


“Why can’t I be like the other camels?” he wondered aloud.  “My brother Aaron is perfectly strong.  He is known across the desert as being the most muscular of all the dromedaries.  He is so muscular that his muscles have muscles.  He isn’t afraid to face any danger, and he can carry loads five times heavier than any other camel.”


He continued to gaze at his reflection, obviously disappointed at what he saw.  He wasn’t an ugly camel.  His fur was the color of butterscotch chips, and he had gigantic, friendly eyes that looked like melted chocolate.  He had a normal tail, except for the tip that was always frayed as if he kept sticking his hoof in a light socket.  The thing that really stood out was the tuft of hair on top of his head.  Most of the other camels in the herd had very dark brown topknots, but not Ed.  His topknot was an extremely bright shade of pumpkin orange.  No matter how much he fixed it, the tuft would not stay in place.  If the windblown look had been the style at the time, he would have been outstandingly fashionable.  But, of course, that look never was considered desirable, so Ed withstood lots of sarcastic comments as he grew up.


“My other brother, Ian, is perfectly handsome.”  Ed muttered.  “His hair is always in place, and he really knows how to work a crowd.  He knows all of the important people and camels.  After all, his name has been in “Who’s Who in Camel Society” seven years in a row!”


His lower lip began to quiver as another salty tear made a wet journey down his face and into the water.  He sighed and then began to slowly make his way back to the camel herd.


He had just crested the top of a sand dune when he stopped.  What in the world was all of that noise?  He cautiously drew closer.  Something was brewing in the herd.  Everywhere he looked, he saw camels running around and squealing like their tails were on fire.  He managed to understand words like, “Maharajah”, and “choose a new camel.”  


“Hey, Ed!  Come here!  Where have you been?  Did you hear the fantastic news?”  Aaron and Ian bounded over to Ed as soon as they saw him.


“I have no idea what you’re talking about!”  replied Ed.


“The Maharajah is arriving tomorrow.  He wants to ride us in order to decide which one he will include in his royal herd.  Apparently, this new camel will have the very special job of taking care of his most prized treasure!” explained Ian.  “This is the perfect time for camels to show off any special skills.”


“I don’t have any special skills”, muttered Ed.  “I am just a camel with neon hair.  I guess I won’t have a chance with the Maharajah.”


“Oh, come on Ed. You have as much chance as any of the other camels,” Aaron said as he tried to encourage his brother.


Ed just sighed and went to bed.


The next morning, the herd was full of energy as all of the dromedaries and bactrians prepared for the special visitor.  At last, his arrival was announced.  All of the camels lined up to be inspected by the Maharajah.  Aaron and Ian managed to get up in the front, but Ed, being the most considerate of all camels, let the others go first.  


When the Maharajah stopped in front of Aaron, Ed was pleased, but not surprised.  The Maharajah moved his hands admiringly over Aaron’s toned muscles.


“I will ride you first,” stated the Maharajah.


Aaron’s broad chest seemed to puff out even larger than before.  He made a mental note to really show off his strength and daring skill for the Maharajah.


Next, the Maharajah chose a sleek, extremely handsome camel…Ian.  Again, Ed was pleased, but not surprised.  After all, Ian was always noticed in any crowd.  Ed chuckled as he saw Ian’s smiling lips part to reveal a gleaming white set of teeth.


As the Maharajah strode down the line of camels, Ed became nervous.  Who would he choose next?  Is someone knocking or are those his knees?  Oh, when would the suspense be over?


“I shall ride you last.”


Ed couldn’t believe what he just heard.  He knew what he heard, but it couldn’t be the Maharajah talking to him.


“Interesting color of hair.”


Ed realized the Maharajah was talking to him and was filled with such elation that his eyes welled up and ran over like an overflowing bathtub.  A dreamy grin spread over his face.  He had been chosen, pumpkin hair and all.


When the Maharajah left to prepare for the first ride, the camels surrounded the brothers.  They all exclaimed their delight and congratulations.  Ed listened to everyone who offered advice; after all, they were trying to help.


When Aaron and Ian returned from their outings with the Maharajah, they retold, with vivid detail, what had occurred during the rides.  Aaron took the Maharajah on a very dangerous trip on the edge of a very high mountainous range.  He had to move several heavy limbs that blocked the path.  He said the Maharajah exclaimed that he had been very impressed with Aaron’s strength.  Ian told of how he took the Maharajah into the city.  He knew the right people to parade in front of.  Thousands of townspeople had clapped and cheered for the riding party as they came through.  He said the Maharajah thoroughly enjoyed the trip, and had given him a beautiful scarf to wrap around his neck.  Ed was so caught up in the stories that he almost didn’t hear the Maharajah calling for him.  He took a quick glance in the watering trough.


“AHHHH!” he wailed.  “Look at my hair!  Why can’t it behave like it’s supposed to?”


He had no time to fix it, even though he tried to by sticking his whole head down into the trough to wet the tuft of unruly orange hair.  This, of course, made it look worse, but he could not stop to do any better.  He was off to ride with the Maharajah.


Nothing special happened on his ride.  He had hoped for something exciting, like Aaron and Ian had talked about.  They rode for what seemed like hours in the scorching sun.  One of the royal camels collapsed from the heat, so Ed plodded over to him and nudged the camel gently.  The camel refused to get up so Ed took over carrying his load.  Now, Ed was carrying the Maharajah and the other camel’s heavy load.  He was getting tired, but he knew the Maharajah was getting thirsty, so he picked up his pace and hurried to an oasis up ahead.  He did not take his turn at the water until the Maharajah and other camels were full.  He lay still while the Maharajah rested against him under a tree.  Soon, they were ready to make the trip back.


When they arrived, Ed gently lowered the Maharajah to the ground.


“Let’s go!” barked the Maharajah.  “I’ll be back tomorrow with my decision.”


Ed slowly got up.  What had he done wrong?  The Maharajah praised Aaron’s strength.  Ian was given a colorful scarf.  The Maharajah had said nothing to Ed about anything.


“He didn’t even look back at me,” Ed mumbled sadly.  “I guess he doesn’t want me.”  He slowly sauntered to bed.


The next morning, a trumpet’s blare woke Ed out of a fitful sleep.


“What’s the point of getting up?” wondered Ed.  “I’m not the one he’ll choose.  I guess I should go and cheer for Aaron and Ian though.  I know the Maharajah will want a muscular, powerful camel to carry weapons or supplies.  He may even want a gorgeous, attractive camel to display at the camel shows.  He and Ian certainly made a fine pair yesterday.”  He went to join the others.


As he approached, he could hear the Maharajah speaking boldly to the camels and the caretakers.


“I had three great rides yesterday.  I was amazed at the strength of the first camel.  He successfully took me on a dangerous path in the mountains.  He got so close to the edge, but steadily stood his ground.  He would be an asset in my military.”

Ed smiled.  He knew that the Maharajah would choose Aaron.

The Maharajah continued, “The second camel was equally amazing.  He made sure we went to visit the most popular places in the city.  Thousands greeted us when we passed.  I am sure we would win the blue ribbon for that camel’s perfection at the show next year.”

Ed smiled even bigger.  What a blessing to have two fantastic brothers.  Either one would make a terrific addition to the royal herd.

“The last camel,” the Maharajah said, “didn’t show off his physical strength or parade in front of the crowd.  He just quietly took me where I wanted to go.  He let me and the others drink first.  He tried to help a fallen camel.  While he didn’t show off his physical strength and beauty, he displayed something far greater…strength of his heart and the beauty of his soul.  His heart and soul radiated warmth and compassion on all around him.  He is my choice.”

Ed was amazed.  Did he hear the Maharajah correctly?  The caretakers ushered Ed in front of the other camels to where the Maharajah stood.

“I came here today,” the Maharajah spoke quietly, “to choose a camel that I could trust to take care of my most prized treasure.”  As the Maharajah spoke, he stepped aside to reveal his treasure…his beautiful daughter.

The Maharajah looked into Ed’s eyes while he said, “My daughter is very special to me.  She doesn’t need to be taken on difficult trails.  I value her safety.  She doesn’t need to be paraded around town.  I value her privacy.  I chose you because I know you will protect her.  She will need to trust you completely because…” The Maharajah’s voice seemed to waver…”she is blind.  Many camels possess physical strength or beauty.  She needs a different kind of camel.  She needs a camel like you, Ed.”

