The King’s Son

By Diane Leccarde

One night, Prince John was lying on his bed, thinking about the horrible scolding his father had given him:  
“What are you doing?” King Har demanded.  “Thou art supposed to be learning how to fight with thy sword.  All I see is a small boy playing with a stick.  Thou art sixteen, now, John!  ‘Tis time you started taking your training more seriously.”

“Father,” Prince John protested.  “I’m doing the best of my ability.  Truly I am!”

“Ha, if this be the best of thy ability, I dread to see thy least!   Thou art always laying about listlessly whenever thou gets a task!  When I asked ye to read Dante’s Inferno  for your education, I find ye lying about the maple tree!”

“’Twas a hot day and the book was so boring-“

“When I asked thou to socialize at the balls, I find ye laughing with the servants!”

“They’re my friends!  And the guests are so tiring!-“

“Look the truth in the eye!  Thou art lazy!  If ye run this kingdom as my successor the way ye perform thy duties, this kingdom will crumble!”
“What must I do,” Prince John asked himself.  “To earn his love?...”  Suddenly, Prince John sat up in bed, with a refulgent smile on his face.  “I know!” he said.  “I shall build a castle for my father!  ‘Twill be a fine structure of elegance, reverence, and nobility.  Only then, can I earn his respect!”

The next day, Prince John rounded up the kingdom’s best architects and laborers.  They worked on the castle for a fortnight in the hot sun.  Although the work was drudgery and physically painful , Prince John didn’t care.  All he could think about was the look on his father’s face when he saw how much his son loved him.

When the castle was finished, Prince John asked King Har to follow him someplace.
“Pray, what are ye going on about?” Prince Har asked, as they walked through the forest.
“Thou will see,” Prince John said, smiling to himself.  “Thou will see in a few moments.”

When they got to the castle, Prince John turned to his father and said, “See yonder castle, father?  I have built it for ye with the help of the servants and the kingdom’s best architects. This castle is a symbol of my love for you.  What dost thou say?”

King Har scrutinized the castle for a few minutes.  “What be this structure before me?” he asked.  “Surely, this is no castle!  The building’s too small.  Half of our servants couldn’t live in this rubbish.  Look at the location!  The castle art in the woods, where robbers and miscreants dwell!  ‘Tis like I’ve been telling ye all along!  Thou art listless!”  Then, King Har walked home.

Prince John watched his father walk away from him, until his father disappeared behind the tress.  Listless, rubbish, small? he thought.  Prince John turned his castle.  I don’t understand.  What must I do to earn his love?  Prince John sighed, closed his eyes, and looked down.  Then, his head snapped up.  I’ve got it!  I shall have him painted into a beautiful portrait.  The work of art will show off his grand features!  ‘Twill astonish even himself of his greatness!

The next day, Prince John summoned the kingdom’s best painter to the castle. When he asked King Har if he could pose for the painting, the king merely shrugged.  When the painting was done and the artist left with his pay, Prince John showed his father his portrait.

“What dost thou think, father?” Prince John asked.

King Har scoffed at the picture.  “This portrait ye speak of spares no resemblance to me!” he exclaimed.  “My eyes are larger and brighter.  My nose beeth not so pointy.  My expression commands respect and honor, which this painting lacks!  Princes should know where to find real artists as opposed to such amateurs.”  The king threw the portrait down and walked out of the room.

Prince John picked up the painting and looked at it intently.  Pray, what be the matter with this painting?  ‘Tis a true compliment unto him.  
A week later, Prince John was watching his father at work.  Suddenly, the king’s top general burst into the room.  “Your Majesty, another kingdom down yonder is attacking our troops!  Shall I give the order to declare war?”

“Of course!”  King Har said, emphatically.  “What else shall we do?  Stand down and let them conquer?  Leadeth thy army to victory, general!”

Prince John ran out of the room, smiling.  I’ve figured it out!  I’ll enroll in the army and lead the kingdom to victory!  I shall even assist the general in decisions, using my battle knowledge from father!  I shall capture the kingdom and give it to father as a gift!  He will beeth abundantly proud of me!

Several months later, Prince John ran into his father’s bedroom, wearing his armor.  “Father, father, the war is ours!  We have conquered and won!”

King Har studied Prince John inquiringly.  “What art thou going on about?” he asked.

“The enemy hath been defeated.  Our kingdom has captured their land!  I have won the war with my might, spirit, and intelligence so that I may give their kingdom to thou to rule!”  

There was a moment of silence.

Prince John breathed heavily with excitement.  “What dost thou think, now, of me, father?”

“Thou hast joined the army?” King Har demanded.  “Dost thou know how stupid and perilous thy act is?  What if ye had been wounded or put to thy death?  A good king never fights!  A good king has others fight for him!  Besides, I have seen the defeated kingdom’s location, which is near the coastline.  The summers would be too cold and the winters would be too hot.  Such a waste of seasons!”

Prince John walked out of the room slowly, staring at the floor.  What must I do to earn his love?  I have tried everything that came across my mind.  Perhaps, the act is impossible.  Prince John looked at his father’s closed door.  Perhaps… it would benefit everyone if I just disappeared from this place.

   That night, Prince John ran away from the palace.  He walked all night until he came across a neighboring kingdom.  When he saw a man hanging up a poster, he called, “Ho there, kind sir.  What beeth the message of thy paper?”

“I’m requesting a servant for my king,” said the man.

“What be the rewards of such a job?”

“Twenty-five coins a day, food, and a place to sleep.”
“Then, I shall like to apply for such a position,” John said, running to the man.

“Very well,” the man said.  “Thou hast the image of a good worker.  What by thy name?”

“John.”

“Well, John, come along with me at once.  There be no time to spare.”

Ten years later, a proclamation was announced in the kingdom where John lived.

“Hear ye, hear ye,” said the kingdom’s squire.  “Yonder kingdom to the East has conquered our homes and farms!  A new ruler shall govern us and will be arriving in no more than a week!  His name beeth King Har!”  

John looked up from his work when he heard his father’s name.  “Curses!” he exclaimed.

“What beeth the problem?” his colleague asked.  

“I’ve met said king and he despises me to the depths of his soul.  He mustn’t know I’m here!”

The other servant mused for a moment.  “Is he a despicable ruler?” he asked.

“Aye.  He’s a cruel man with an even crueler soul.  He takes no compliments as anything but insults.  I must flee before he arrives!”

“Nay, don’t flee!” the servant said.  “Listen, follow yonder woods for a few miles North.  There ye shall find a gypsy in a wooden cottage.  Tell her of thy dilemma and she shall give ye the answer to thy problem.”
“Thank ye, kind friend!” John said, elated.  Then, he set off to find the gypsy.

After a couple of hours of walking, John found the cottage the servant mentioned.  He approached the door and knocked once.  When no one answered the door, he knocked a few more times.  “Hello?  Pray, dost anyone live here?”

“Come in,” a voice from inside beckoned.

John swallowed and opened the door.  Inside, he found an old gypsy sitting around a small, round table with a purple and white plaid table cloth.

“Sit down, young man,” the gypsy said.

John took the seat across from the gypsy.  Perhaps I should’ve fled, instead.

“What beeth thy troubles?” the gypsy asked.
John took a deep breath and told her his story.  He told her how he knew the kingdom’s new ruler and how he had ran away from him.  He told her how King Har did nothing but criticize him for sixteen years and absconded him everytime he tried to do something nice for him.  He even told her he was King Har’s son.

He gypsy rubbed her chin and studied John with narrowed eyes.  “Interesting…” she said.  Then, she got up, walked to a cabinet, and took out an amulet.  Then, she gave it to John.  “Take this amulet,” she directed him.  “Then, go to thy father’s current kingdom, ye old home.”

“But, he’ll-“

“Take heed of my words,” the gypsy said, patiently.

John closed his mouth.

“Wear a cloak from the time ye leave thy current home to the time ye’ve finished my instructions.  Avert thy eyes from everyone and make sure no one sees thy face.  Request a job as King Har’s servant, as to get a place to sleep in his palace.  At night, put this amulet around thy father’s neck.  In the morning, he shall be a stone statue and all thy problems shall be solved.”
John stood up and smiled at the gypsy.  “Thank the, kind gypsy!” he said.

The gypsy stood up and pointed a bony finger at John.  “But, take caution,” she warned.  “The powers of the amulet cannot be reversed.  Once thy magic has been used and thy father is dead, there is no way of bringing him back to life.”

John ran out of the gypsy’s cottage, elated.  

Just as the gypsy instructed, John wore a cloak to his old home.  He found someone he recognized as his father’s Advisor and requested a job as King Har’s servant.  

Once he got the job, the Advisor pointed down one of the castle’s hallways.  “Follow yonder corridor to the second-to-last room to the right.  Ye shall live there.”  He scrutinized John.  “Ye may desire to unpack thy possessions… and remove thy cloak.”

“Nay!” John said, emphatically.  “I must wear it… I have a horrible rash and do not wish to upset the people with my hideous appearance.”

The Advisor stared at John.  “What be thy name?” he asked.

John swallowed.  “Edward,” he lied.

The Advisor nodded his head, while giving John a cold stare.

That night, John snuck into his father’s room and as he was about to put the amulet around his father’s neck, he remembered the gypsy’s words, The powers of the amulet cannot be reversed.  Once thy magic has been used and thy father is dead, there is no way of bringing him back to life.  John sneered and put the amulet around his father’s neck.

The next morning, the entire kingdom was awakened by a cry of astonishment.  Smiling, John ran into his father’s room and found a servant crying at his bedside.  King Har was, now, a stone statue, with his face frozen in an angry expression.  

When the servant at King Har’s side tried to take the statue of his master in his arms, the statue’s head came off!  John grabbed it and ran toward the bridge.  He heard the servant’s footsteps running after him, but he didn’t slow down.  Instead, he sped up.  When he got to the lake, he threw the head over the bridge wall and into the lake.  The servants tried to  grab it as it sailed over their heads, in vain.  The head fell into the lake with a splash.  
With tears in their eyes, the servants, weakly, asked John, “Pray, for what purpose did thou do that for?”

John took off his cloak and threw it over the bridge, with a triumphant smile.

The servants gasped.

“’Tis I!” said John.  “Prince John, who has returned and rid this kingdom of thy horrible ruler!”

The servants just looked at each other and looked confused.

Prince John looked at them dubiously.  “Rejoice and be merry,” he said.  “Why dost thou look so confused?”

One of the servants answered, “King Har was a fine king.  The king treated his servants with dignity and respect.  He listened to the problems of the peasants and did his best to answer them.  He made sure no one in his kingdom went hungry, cold, or want of anything else.  He was no ‘horrible ruler,’ but a compassionate king and a wonderful man.  And thou hast killed him!”

Prince John stared at the servants.  Kind king?... Wonderful man?...  He shook his head and smiled, confidently.  “Fear not, servants,” he said.  “I shall rule this kingdom myself.  And I shall assure ye, with my guidance, this kingdom shall have nothing but great success for all its dwellers!”

A month later, King John thought to himself, Perhaps this job isn’t as easy as I anticipated.  He ran through all the kingdom’s problems, once again, in his head:  The peasants come every few hours in deluges, complaining about having no food, heat, enough clothing, and many other things.  The servants were demanding the money they earned, but King John’s been having trouble keeping up with the kingdom’s financial transactions.  King John’s Advisor had left the kingdom, because he hadn’t been paid in weeks.  Everytime King John tried to get some sleep, either the servants or the peasants swamped him with complaints.
King John ran into the castle’s basement and searched for his father’s diary.  Maybe he made records of solutions to such problems as these.  When King John found the diary, he threw it open and began to skim the pages.  Suddenly, he stopped skimming and stared at one page in horror: 

Dearest Diary,

My beautiful son, John, has run off from home.  I have sent my entire Army searching for him, but he is nowhere to be found.  All that runs through my mind are memories of him.  I am livid at myself for all the moments I spent screaming and arguing with him.  He is a good lad.  All I wished was for him to grow to be a wonderful king.  But, perhaps I pushed him too hard, causing him to flee.  I am dead of all emotions but two- sorrow and love.
John closed the book, carefully, and put it in his robe pocket.  The tears in his eyes stung almost as much as his heart hurt him.  My father loved me?... He loved me? 

 John ran out of the castle and out of his kingdom until he came to the gypsy’s cottage.  When he got to the cottage, he pounded on the door, until he heard the gypsy say, “Enter.”

John threw himself into the chair across from her and poured his heart out to her.  He told her about the diary entry he found and about how he felt so horrible for killing his father, instead of getting to know him better.
When John was done talking, the gypsy shook her head and said, “I have warned ye before, the magic of the amulet cannot be reversed.  Thy father shall be dead for the rest of eternity.”

John looked at the woman for what felt like hours.  Then, he put his face into his hands and sobbed incessantly.  

“But, fear not,” the gypsy said.  “Thy father mayest be dead, but he isn’t lost.”

John looked up at her.

“Thy father’s soul is in Heaven,” the gypsy explained.  “Where all the souls of the good-hearted deceased be.  If thou desirest to talk to him, pray to him.  He shall hear thy prayers and answer thou, as well.  Also, when ye die, thou may go to Heaven and be with thy father for all eternity.  But, while ye pray, pray, also, for reconciliation from the Lord for murdering thy father.”

John stood up and thanked the gypsy, jubilantly.  Then, he went back to his castle.

From that day on, John prayed to his father for advice on how to rule the kingdom.  He even prayed to just to talk to his father.  His father responded to each one of John’s prayers and helped his son make John’s kingdom the best kingdom in the land.  Also, John prayed to God for forgiveness for his evil deed and lamented, passionately, how sorry he was.  He was soon forgiven.
Twenty years later, John caught a fatal cold and died.  Just as the gypsy said, John (who had a good heart) went to Heaven.  The first one to greet him, after God, was his father.  So, John and King Har lived, lovingly, in Paradise together for the rest of eternity. 
