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Many moons ago a great king 
sentenced his innocent wife to death, 

but every night she tells the king a 
story, leaving the tale unfinished until 
the next night so that the king would 

spare her life to hear the ending. 
This lasted for one thousand and one 
Arabian nights, until the king finally 

released her. This is just one of 
those tales …
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Long ago in the kingdom of Kashgar, 
which is an oasis city surrounded 

by desert sands, there lived a tailor. 
The tailor had a shop where he worked 
making clothes. He liked his work but 
it could be a bit methodical and so it 
cheered him greatly one day to see a 
jester walking past. This was the king’s 
own jester and he was very well known 
in the city as he had a distinctive outfit 
and a hunchback. He was a very jolly 
man and his jollity was infectious: he 
always made everybody around him 
happy, as was his job.
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jester agreed.
‘Will there be more drink at your 

house?’ he asked the tailor.
‘No doubt,’ the tailor replied. ‘My  

wife will be charmed with your 
company and we shall have a very 
merry evening indeed.’

And so it was that they wandered  
arm in arm back to the tailor’s house 
where the tailor’s wife was more than 
happy to have such a fun guest and 
quickly prepared some fish. They  
had a marvellous meal together and 
much drink was drunk which was all 
very good until suddenly the jester 
keeled over.

‘Good heavens!’ said the wife. ‘What 
has happened?’

The tailor tried to wake the jester but 

‘Hello there,’ called the tailor. ‘Are you 
in need of a rest? I can offer you my 
doorstep as a seat. Maybe you would 
care to entertain me while I work and I 
could give you some bread and olives? 
Maybe even a drink?’

The jester had in fact already had 
quite a lot to drink that day but, as is 
often the case, this simply encouraged 
him to drink more.

‘I would be delighted to entertain 
you,’ said the jester and he settled 
himself down on the steps of the shop 
to sing and joke with the tailor while  
he worked.

At the end of the day the tailor felt so 
cheered by the man’s presence that he 
invited the jester back to his house to 
share a meal. Delighted, the  
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even then people will still suspect foul 
play if his body is just left somewhere 
and maybe that will lead back to us.’

‘I have an idea,’ said the tailor, and so 
he and his wife hoisted the jester up 
between them and left the house.

all his shaking achieved was an awful 
noise from the jester’s throat.

The tailor paled in shock. ‘He is dead!’
‘How so?’ said the wife.
‘He must have choked on a fish bone,’ 

said the tailor. ‘Did you not hear that 
dreadful noise coming from his throat?’

‘But he is the king’s own jester,’ said 
the wife. ‘Whatever will become us?’

‘We will be punished for sure,’ worried 
the tailor.

‘Does anyone know he is here?’ said 
the wife. ‘Could we maybe leave his 
body somewhere else? After all, we 
have done nothing wrong.’

‘I don’t think anyone knows he is 
here,’ said the tailor. ‘But I cannot be 
sure. Better he is found far away.’

The wife frowned in thought. ‘But 
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He disappeared back inside and the 
tailor and his wife quickly propped 
the jester up against the door before 
running off down the steps, all the 
way home, safe in the knowledge that 
they couldn’t be blamed for the jester’s 
death if no one knew it had been them 
who left him there. 

Back inside, the doctor put on a robe 
and clomped down the stairs. He didn’t 
much like being woken in the middle of 
the night but he was new to town and 
any business he could get would be  
very worthwhile.

‘What seems to be the problem?’ he 
asked as he opened the front door.

The jester’s body was just on the other 
side and so when the door was opened 
it pushed the body and made it tumble 

They took the jester down the  
road to the home of a doctor. The 
doctor was new to town and still 
unfamiliar with many of the locals, 
which made the tailor think he would 
not recognise them. 

The tailor mounted the steps of the 
doctor’s house and knocked loudly. It 
was late now and all the lights were off. 
The tailor had to knock again. From 
upstairs there was a noise and then the 
doctor leaned out of his window.

‘Who goes there?’ he called.
The tailor and his wife exchanged 

nervous glances.
‘Our friend is sick,’ the tailor called 

out. ‘Please come down and help him!’
‘Okay,’ sighed the doctor. ‘I’ll be  

right down.’
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down the steps.
‘Good heavens!’ cried the doctor, 

quickly running down to see his patient. 
‘Are you all right?’ 

The jester’s body did not move. 
‘Oh no! I have killed him!’ said  

the doctor.
He felt quite panicked. He couldn’t 

be seen to be killing his patients! 
How could he ever expect the locals 
to trust him if they heard about this? 
Quickly he dragged the body inside and 
wondered what to do. It was a good 
deal later when he finally came up with 
a plan.
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With great difficultly he lugged the 
jester all the way up the stairs to the 
roof of his house. He tied a rope under 
the jester’s arms and then positioned 
him over his neighbour’s chimney. Now, 
the doctor knew that the man next 
door was a keen eater and had a great 
storeroom that was so well stocked with 
delicious food that it attracted lots of 
rats and mice. This neighbour was also 
currently away and not due back for 
some time. The storeroom would surely 
be fairly empty and all the poor rats and 
mice will be going hungry.

‘A nice tasty corpse is what they 
want,’ said the panicked doctor and 
he lowered the poor jester down the 
chimney and into the storeroom.

‘I am sure his body will be all eaten up 
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suspected thief.
‘I’ll make sure you never think 

to come back again!’ he cried 
triumphantly while repeatedly beating 
the intruder.

 Suddenly the body crumpled to  
the floor.

‘Good heavens!’ said the neighbour. ‘I 
do not know my own strength! I have 
killed the man. Whatever shall I do? I’ll 
be sent to prison or worse!’

It seemed terribly unfair to the 
neighbour that he should suffer  
such a punishment when the  
man he had killed was nothing  
more than a low-down  
dirty thief.

by the time my neighbour returns,’  
he said.

Having done this the doctor returned 
to bed, safe in the knowledge that  
he could not be blamed for the  
man’s death.

Next door, however, his neighbour 
was home after all. He had returned 
early from his trip away and was just 
getting a midnight snack from his 
storeroom when a shadowy figure came 
down his chimney. 

‘Aha!’ he cried. ‘So it is you, and not 
those pesky rats and mice, who steals 
my food!’

The neighbour was lame and always 
carried a walking stick and so, being 
naturally courageous, it was with 
this stout cane that he then hit the 



The King’s Jester The King’s Jester

‘Ho there,’ he said. ‘Be on 
your way now please. This 
here is my shop and I need 
entrance to it!’

The figure, however, did not 
move and the merchant was 
forced to step up and prod 
it for a response. No sooner 
had he touched the figure 
than it lunged towards him. 
The merchant panicked  
and threw out a punch  

‘Better he be discovered in the  
street and I be left out of it,’  
thought the neighbour.

And so thinking, under cover of 
darkness, he picked up the body and 
dragged it outside to prop upright in 
the doorway of a shop. Then he crept 
back into his own house, safe in the 
knowledge that he couldn’t possibly be 
blamed for the murder of this man.

It was nearly dawn by then and 
the first tendrils of orange light were 
starting to weave their way into the 
city. A merchant was already on his 
way to open his shop. He was carrying 
a lot of money and this always made 
him nervous so when he saw a figure 
standing in the doorway of his shop he 
felt quite alarmed.
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sight the merchant quickly picked up 
the jester’s feet and began dragging him 
into a nearby alley where he hoped to 
hide the body. 

Now it just so happened that the 
senior law man of the city was walking 
nearby and had heard the merchant’s 
cries for help. He had hurried over  
and as he rounded the corner he  
saw one man dragging the body of  
another. The merchant instantly let  
go of the jester’s legs and looked 
terribly sheepish.

‘What has happened here?’ asked the 
law man.

‘He tried to rob me!’ said the alarmed 
merchant. ‘He very nearly choked me!’

The law man bent down to assess the 
condition of the fallen man.

to defend himself. The figure dropped 
to the floor and the merchant leaped 
back in alarm.

‘Help! Help!’ he cried. ‘I’m  
being attacked!’

The figure remained unmoving on 
the floor and so the merchant gently 
nudged it with his foot. When it didn’t 
move he nudged it again, harder this 
time. On the third attempt he nudged 
it so hard that the figure was flipped 
over and revealed to be not a robber 
but the king’s own jester.

‘O heavens! What have I done!’ 
exclaimed the merchant. ‘The king will 
take my life for this for sure!’

Hopping from one foot to the other 
he racked his brains for what best to 
do. Then checking there was no one in 
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‘Do you deny that you struck a man 
and now that man is dead?’ said the  
law man.

‘No,’ admitted the merchant. ‘That is 
all true.’

‘Well then, it is the gallows for you, 
I’m afraid,’ he said. ‘For all who murder 
here are put to death themselves.’

The merchant slumped onto the 
bench in his cell: there was nothing he 
could do about it.

All morning he had to listen to 
hammering and sawing as the wooden 
stage for the gallows was erected 
outside, from where he would be 
hung from the neck until dead. All 
through the city the news spread that 
the merchant would soon be hung for 
killing the king’s jester.

‘Well, you have had your revenge,’ he 
said. ‘For this man is dead!’

‘Dead?’ said the merchant. ‘But I 
barely hit him!’

‘Hold on,’ said the law man. ‘This is 
no thief! This here is the king’s jester! 
What have you done?’

And so saying the law man seized the 
merchant in a firm grasp and led him 
all the way to prison.

Quite alarmed by his plight the 
merchant desperately tried to work 
out what had happened, but the more 
he thought about it the less he could 
understand how the jester could have 
died from the single punch he had 
given him.

‘But it’s not my fault!’ he tried to tell 
the law man.
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One day a tailor invites the king’s 
jester to his home to enjoy a festive 
meal of fish with his wife. But the 
jester swallows a bone and chokes 
to death. Fearing punishment the 
tailor and his wife try to get rid of 
the corpse. This sets off a series of 

increasingly bizarre happenings and 
unfortunate events. The King’s Jester 

is an exquisite collection of tales that 
blend comic humour with an incisive 

portrayal of social relations …  
with gripping results!


