The Execution of the Sky

A Fairy Tale by Boria Sax

     Each day the King would climb the highest tower of his

palace and gaze out the window at his lands. There was nothing‑‑

absolutely nothing‑‑that did not belong to him. If he saw a

chicken, he could have the chicken roasted. If he saw a tree, he

could have the tree chopped down. If he saw a man, he could have

the man killed. In short, he could do anything he pleased.

     His Viceroy was bent like a banana. His Chancellor was tall

and thin like a stick of celery. His General was round as a

cabbage. And the King looked hungry!

     The King wore his jewels the way a hedgehog wears its spikes. He was small, but he had a big voice. His glance made peasants tremble in their fields and (so the King believed) leaves tremble on the trees.

     The king believed that even stones feared his power.

When there was something he wanted done, the King would ring

for his Viceroy. The Viceroy would call the Chancellor. The

Chancellor would whisper something to the General, and the General would shout at the soldiers. They would roast the chicken, chop down the tree, kill the man or shatter the stone.

     One day, as the King was gazing out contentedly over the

river, he looked up at the Sun. It was so bright that the

King grimaced in pain and had to turn away his eyes.

     The King was amazed. "Bring the Sun here! How dare it shine

into my eyes!" he declared.

     The King was about to turn his most terrifying glance on the

Sun, the glance that made peasants tremble in their fields and

leaves tremble on the trees. Looking up, he found the Sun was hiding behind a cloud.

     The King called for his ministers. "Bring the Cloud here! How dare it hide my Sun!" he shouted.

     "Your Majesty," answered the Viceroy, "forgive us, but we

cannot fetch the Cloud. It belongs to the Sky."

    "And does not the Sky fear my power?" asked the King.

"Tell it I demand the Cloud."

     "No, your Majesty," said the Chancellor, "The Sky is a great King like yourself, and will not obey."

At this, the King began to get angry.

"Then," said the King, "I must teach the Sky a lesson. Cut off its blue hair, then cover the hair with milk and sugar. Bring that to me in a bowl, and I will have it for breakfast."

"But your Majesty," said the Viceroy, "that is impossible."

The King became angrier "Then cut of the big blue toes of the Sky," he replied. "Grill them on a skewer and bring them to me. I will have them for lunch."

"But your Majesty," said the Chancellor, "that is impossible."

At this, the King was very angry indeed. "Then cut off the blue ears of the Sky," he shouted. "Fry them, and bring them to me on a plate. I will have them for dinner."

     "Please, your Majesty," said the General, "that is

impossible. We can shoot arrows into the Sky or slash it with our

swords, but the wounds just heal at once."

     "What?"  said the King, "then Sky, the Cloud and the Sun

must be imprisoned."

     The ministers wanted to object, but they saw that the

King had grown very angry.

     "Tomorrow the Sky, the Cloud and the Sun will be captured,"

they replied together.

     The Viceroy confided with the Chancellor, then the Chancellor whispered something to the General. And that night, as the King was sleeping, the soldiers placed bars on all of the windows.

     When the King woke, he demanded that his ministers show him

the imprisoned Sky, the Cloud and the Sun.

     "As you can see, they are behind bars," the Viceroy replied.

     The King nodded and said, "You have done well."

     For a long time, the ministers lived in fear. "Any day,"

they thought, "the King will step outside of his palace

and realize what we have done."

     But the King never seemed to think of leaving. He seemed

to have forgotten that the palace has an outside at all.

     The Viceroy whispered to the Chancellor, then the Chancellor

shouted at the General. So that the King might not stray out of the palace by accident, the General ordered the palace extended.

Soldiers built a roof over the courtyard. They added a corridor to the lodge. The towers grew ever higher.

     Strangers came from as far as Rome, Thebes and Samarkand to

marvel at the size of the palace. Occasionally somebody would be chopped down like a tree or roasted like a chicken, but they kept right on coming. 

     Then, one day, the King looked out from between the bars

and, once again, the Sun shone in his eyes.

     He gazed a second time and, once again, the Sun was

hiding behind a Cloud. "Even in prison, they still defy me!"

shouted the King.

     He called for his ministers, and proclaimed, "The Sky, the

Cloud and the Sun have been imprisoned a long time, but they have

learned nothing at all. They cannot be reformed, so they will have to be hanged. In an hour, you must set up three ropes on the oak beside the river. I will watch the execution of the Sky."

     The ministers bowed in unison and promised to do as they were told. The Viceroy gestured to the Chancellor, then the Chancellor shook his finger at the General. Soon the soldiers were tying the heaviest ropes that could be found to the oak beside the river. Then everyone formed a circle and stood waiting for the King.

     As the King rode through the palace door, he looked up and

shouted, "The Sky has escaped! The Cloud has escaped! The

Sun has escaped!"

     "Bring them back at once!" screamed the King!"

"The Sky has escaped!" shouted the viceroy, and he ran into the woods.

"The Cloud has escaped!" shouted the chancellor, and he ran into the woods.

"The Sun has escaped! shouted the General, and he ran into the woods.

The soldiers scattered in all directions.      

Now completely alone, the King glared straight at the Sun, with the glance that made peasants tremble in their fields and leaves tremble on the trees. He was blinded, fell from his horse and lay senseless on the ground.

     When they saw the King on the grass, the ministers approached slowly. Then the soldiers gently carried the King back into his palace and placed him upon the throne. They covered all of the windows with thick blankets, so that no light could get in.

      The King woke up, and it seemed as if nothing had happened.

He looked fondly at the golden knives, ivory birds, jeweled cups

and silver plates, all glittering in the candlelight.

     Slowly, the King began to remember about the Sky, the

Sun and the Cloud. He rang for his ministers, and demanded to

know what they had done.

     "As you can see, they have been killed," the Viceroy

said. He pointed to the windows, now completely black.

     "We attacked the Sky," the Chancellor explained, "but the Sun got in the way. We shot at the Sun with arrows and slashed at it with swords. But, when it was almost captured, the Cloud came

and hurled lightning bolts at us."

     "After battling for many hours," the General concluded, "we

realized that we could not capture our enemies alive. We threw our spears into their hearts."

      "You are good ministers," said the King. "You have done

well."

     "Thank you, your Majesty," the ministers replied together.

     Having vanquished even the Sky, the King felt no need to

leave his palace any more. When he looked out of the windows, he

could see nothing at all. And so, in the surrounding Kingdom, the

King ordered no more chickens to be roasted, no more trees to be

cut down, no more men to be killed and no more stones to be

broken apart.

     A little girl came to pick flowers by the river. Some

boys made the ropes hanging from the oak into a swing. A

crane built a nest over the tower. It rained. It snowed. The

Sun came out, then hid behind a cloud. Finally, the walls of

the palace were completely covered with vines and shrubs.

People thought it was a mountain. Only a few old men and

women remembered having heard of the King or his palace.

     And nobody at all knew what happened to them. Perhaps

the King finally realized his foolishness and went away. Or

perhaps he and his ministers are there still.
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