The King Not Lost

The King Not Lost

By
Hamid Karima

Copyright © 2013 Hamid Karima. All rights reserved.
No part of this book may be reproduced or
transmitted in any form or by any means, graphic,
electronic, or mechanical, including photocopying, recording,
taping, or by any information storage retrieval system, without
the permission, in writing, of the publisher.
Strategic Book Publishing and Rights Co.
12620 FM 1960, Suite A4-507
Houston, TX 77065
www.sbpra.com
ISBN: 978-1-62857-381-7

DEDICATIONS

I am so thankful to my sister, Ms. Somayyeh Karim A., my wife,
Faranak Sahami, and others who helped me write this story.
01/01/2013

v

TABLE OF CONTENTS

Acknowledgments ........................................................................ix
The Author’s Background............................................................xi
Introduction by the Author .......................................................xiii
Chapter 1 .......................................................................................1
Chapter 2 .....................................................................................10
Chapter 3 .....................................................................................15
Chapter 4 .....................................................................................31
Chapter 5 .....................................................................................36
Chapter 6 .....................................................................................45
Chapter 7 .....................................................................................53
Chapter 8 .....................................................................................65
Chapter 9 .....................................................................................71
Chapter 10 ...................................................................................82
Chapter 11 ...................................................................................88

vii

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

This story has been taken from a legend titled “Sultan and the
Shepherd” written by Dariush Farhang & Mehdi Hashemi about
thirty-one years ago. A TV Serial was created and broadcasted
on Channel One of Iran TV then. It was written based on a short
story of a few lines from a historical book written about four
hundred and fifty years ago. It was about a king and a shepherd
who lived in a country in west Asia at that age. I found that story
to be a sweet story and I decided to write a story based on it
in English. Of course, I have used about one third of the story
“Sultan and the Shepherd” to write my story.

ix

THE AUTHOR’S BACKGROUND

He was born in the city of Shiraz in Iran on December 10, 1973.
He liked to write stories as a teenager, but he couldn’t find an
opportunity to do it. Then he entered the Shiraz University and
graduated in English teaching. He taught English for nine years
in some high schools.
He decided to write this story about fifteen months ago.
Formerly, he stopped after writing a few pages, but this time he
finished his story. He likes to write engaging stories.

xi

INTRODUCTION BY THE AUTHOR

Summary: A country’s minister and some men came to a small
village and informed a shepherd that he had been chosen as the
king of the country. The shepherd didn’t like to leave his village,
yet they made him become a king. They began training him to
become a king and they took him to the palace, but he found that
the real story was something else . . .
This story is a historical legend. It is set in a west Asian
country in the sixteenth century. I think most people like to read
attractive stories. I’ve tried to create a striking story, a story that
would be adventurous, non-guessable, and somewhat humorous.
And I’ve tried to describe the people’s condition of living in a
dictatorship country. Of course, the events and characters of my
story are realistic. It’s not a kind of fiction with strange events,
spellbinders, and superhuman heroes.
Throughout history there have always been kings. Most of
them would get brutal because the power would solicit them and
their agents to gain many things and jewels. Most of them forgot
their people and their country. Many governments are the same
nowadays. But it seems this century is the century of awareness
and change.
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CHAPTER 1

A long time ago in a country in west Asia, Dara was preparing
for a nap just as the twenty-five-year-old shepherd did every day
on a hill overlooking his village, far away. He sat leaning against
a tree on the hill while all about him sheep grazed and bleated.
The shadow of the tree’s branches was a blessing on such a hot
afternoon. Parna, Dara’s beloved dog, was lying down near him
as two other dogs roamed among the sheep. A light breeze was
blowing, refreshing the surroundings.
Thus were the conditions of Dara’s daily job. The villagers
entrusted their sheep to him on that green hill, and he took
care of them. His mother and everyone in the village loved
him because he was such a hard-working and righteous
fellow.
Later, when the sky blushed to a light red, signaling the end of
another day, a sudden sound, the flapping of a great bird’s wings
over the tree, awakened Dara. He bounced up, confused and full
of fear as he felt talons digging into his right shoulder. The giant
bird weighed a lot and bowed poor Dara toward his right side.
It was a huge falcon, and as it flapped its powerful wings, the
pain of its talons paralyzed Dara. He couldn’t even make a noise.
Parna stood in front of him, barking at the relentless bird. A wave
of fear gripped the sheep. The two other dogs ran to the back of
the hill, barking loudly. Then Dara heard the far cry of a man:
“Call these dogs off if you want us to rescue you from that hunter
bird.”
They came closer, put their hands on their breasts, and stayed
voiceless. Dara still was in shock, looking at the men. They were
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wearing the clothes of rich merchants, but their red, big eyes,
rude faces, and side-whiskers showed something else. The bird
was a large, beautiful bird of prey with two lightening rings
enclosed around its feet and a necklace on its neck.
The poor shepherd asked them with a weak noise, “What’s
going on here?”
One of them replied, “Please wait. Our master will come here
soon, and he’ll explain everything to you.”
A middle-aged man came up, the man who had spoken
before, and said loudly, “Bend to the grand civil affairs minister
of the country, the fourth authority of the country and the son
of the decedent prime minister.”
The three men bowed and the newcomer asked strictly,
“What’s happened here?”
The man with the falcon sitting on his wrist replied, “My
lord, I should enunciate that the great sovereign falcon had been
found sitting on this man’s right shoulder.”
“Really,” cried the minister. One of the three menservants put
a small, costly silken carpet on the ground. It was getting dark, so
they gathered some wood and ignited a fire near the carpet. Then
the minister asked those men to stand far from him not to hear
his words. The minister looked at the shepherd and said kindly,
“What a great felicity. Do you know that the great fortune falcon
of the kingdom has chosen you as the great king of the whole
country?”
Dara, still giddy and frightened, looked around himself and
asked loudly, “Where is the great king? Behind me, or on top of
the tree, or maybe on the other side of the hill?”
The minister pointed to him with his finger and said, “I mean
you, the lucky shepherd.”
Dara tongued with a shivery voice, “What? Me, the king?
Are you making fun of me? Please finish this or I would grow
mad.”
The minister replied, “Your Majesty! Please come and sit here
and I will explain everything to you.”
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The shepherd said, “Yes. I’m not awake. This is one of those
days I dream strange things. Now, my sheep would gain wings
and we will fly through the sky.”
The minster laughed and replied, “No, you’re not asleep. I’ll
prove it to you.” Suddenly, he poured some water on his face,
causing the poor shepherd to jump up. Then he pulled the
hand of the shepherd to himself, helping him to sit down on
the carpet. After that, he sat in front of the shepherd and began
emblazoning the event. “Well, I want to tell you the whole truth.
You should have understood that I’m an important man of the
country and I can do everything I want. What I will tell to you
is very important and supersensitive. If you talk about it with
somebody, even one word, this will cause a great disaster and
even our neighbor countries will attack our country and they
will kill thousands of our people. Do you swear not to tell anyone
about the things you see and hear today?”
Dara, whose fear and surprise had reached their end, and
who had perspired a lot, replied, “Yes, I swear by God not to tell
anything to anybody.”
Then, trying to speak slowly to help the shepherd understand
him well, the man continued, “Well, something terrible had
happened to our country. Thirty days ago our great king decided
to go hunting. He was accompanied by his guards, the great
queen of the country, the grand prime minister, and me. We left
the capital and headed toward the king’s preserve in the jungles
of the north. We camped there and we spent the days hunting
and so on. Seven days passed. Then, twenty-three days ago,
disaster occurred. That day, we were in the jungle. All of us were
riding our horses, and then the great king saw a beautiful and
big gazelle and had his horse lope fast toward it. We all did this;
we were close to each other. After a few moments, suddenly, the
horse of one of the guards, which was running at the front slid
and lay down. Because the path was narrow, some of the other
horses of the guards also dropped down, and we had to stop
our horses suddenly. When the pathway was opened, we went
3
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to find the great king, but we couldn’t find him.” The minister
was talking with a trembling and distraught voice. “Searching for
his majesty for seven days with the help of expert tracers, we
couldn’t find him. We had to return to the king’s palace. Staying
in that jungle for a longer time might have made people aware
of this plague. So we left there and the great queen ordered some
of the army corps to stay there to search for the king. We entered
the capital at a dark midnight. No one was aware of this disaster.
Then we announced the great king had gotten sick and no one
could visit him pending the next announcement. We, including
the great queen, the prime minister, and me, had to find a king
as soon as possible.” He stopped speaking, wanting to say, “a
temporary king until the real king was found,” but he didn’t say
it and continued. “If the neighbor countries perceived this case,
they wouldn’t show any doubt attacking our country.’’
In that moment, the minister looked at the shepherd’s
confused, fearful face and asked him, “Did you understand what
I said?” The shepherd nodded his head a few times.
The minister continued: “I’m happy hearing so. Unfortunately, the country doesn’t have a crown prince still. Therefore,
we suggested the queen or the prime minister hold this great
duty, but they didn’t accept this. The queen couldn’t be admitted
as a woman to rule our country and the prime minister and other
ministers would be opposed by the others, and civil wars would
begin if one of them became the king. All hat and no cattle. Then
we referred to the king’s family’s old book and discovered a way
to find a new leader mentioned in it. In ancient times, in similar
conditions to this, the king’s falcon would fly and if it sat on
somebody’s right shoulder, he would be the king of this country.
The queen wouldn’t accept this and she made fun of us. But the
prime minister told her that this might be the only choice for
us for lack of time. At last we decided to do so. Ten days ago, we
freed the king’s falcon and, I accompanied by a group of soldiers,
followed it. It is a trained bird and everywhere we stayed, we
made it free. Many soldiers, cavaliers, and infantrymen chased it.
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Every time it was lost, it would return to us after a while. Then,
after seven days, you saw that the great falcon chose you as the
new king of our country. You should come to the palace and
become our king, sir.”
The shepherd, still confused and scared, was looking at the
minister’s face with widened eyes of marvel while not being able
to breathe well. Then he said, “I can’t be a king. I’m only a simple
and unread shepherd. Now, I must go home.”
The minister took his hand and replied to him, “No, you
can’t do this. You don’t know the meaning and importance of
a country’s rule. You are our king. Meanwhile, didn’t you find
any clues about this in your life, a meeting or something else like
this? Think carefully.”
Dara began thinking and got excited when he remembered
something. He replied to the minister, “Yes, I remember
something. A few days ago, a commander with some soldiers
came to our village and claimed they were seeking for some
rebels. They gathered all of us in the center of the village. Then
they suddenly pointed to me and arrested me. They held me in a
room for two days and accused me of helping the rebels. I denied
that all the time. After two nights, their commander came to
that room and told me I should forgive them for their fault. His
speech was different from other officers. He was kind and calm.
Then he gifted a very beautiful and costly white shirt to me and
told me that the great king had denoted it to him. He mentioned
that I should wear that shirt some days from morning to night. I
have worn it today.” He showed his shirt to the minister.
The minister, who was listening to him intently, told him,
“Yes, this is a significant sign to your kingdom. There is even
a more important indication than that, and it’s your strange
resemblance to the lost king. It seems you had been two cuts of
the same apple!”
Dara, whose wonder increased more and more every
moment, told the minister, “You mean I am similar to the great
king?”
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Then he piped down for a moment and told the minister,
“Despite these things, I can’t be a king and I can’t learn what a
king should know. By the way, I have to go home now, because
it’s too late.”
It was getting dark. He called his dogs and moved to gather
the sheep. Suddenly, the minister unsheathed his dagger and
held it near Dara’s eyes. The dogs ran to them and sat around
them, yapping and pressing their teeth on each other.
The minister cried, “I mentioned to you that you should
respect and obey the rules. If you don’t accept being a king, I will
have to kill you for the sake of our country. Because to find a new
king means the king before him must have died. By our rules,
you are our king, chosen by the kingdom’s falcon. Do you admit
to be king or you want to die? Meanwhile, it’s my responsibility
to teach you how to be a king and I’ll do this.”
Dara saw the blade beside his eyes and was trembling hard.
He thought that even if he were right and he became a king, they
would kill him if the real king were found. So he uttered, “I think
you will murder me when your king is found. So I prefer to die
now. You can find another king later.”
The minister thought Dara was clever and that teaching the
king’s jobs and the etiquettes of the palace to him wouldn’t be
so difficult. He looked at Dara nervously and said, “We can’t
find another king easily, since we don’t have enough time. And
because of your similarity to the king, you are our only choice.
No one would doubt that you’re not that king. And so, for the
sake of our country, you have to come with us. Of course, you’re
right. If our real king comes back, you should leave the palace.
We can’t hurt you, because if the king is found, we can’t tell him
about what we have done. Otherwise, he’ll get angry and he will
kill all of us. So we’ve adopted some arrangements to prevent
this. For example, we have chosen one of the lateral chambers for
your visiting with the authorities, and one of the lateral homes
of the palace for your residence. If the king returns to the palace
unawares, he wouldn’t learn anything and we would have time
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to send you out of the capital. And then we will give you a lot of
golden coins and jewels. But if you again tell me that you don’t
want to be a king, I’ll have to kill you and all of your family and
your friends. Now, I’ll give you some jewels to take to your home
tonight. If you talk to anybody about our visiting, we will have to
kill all of the people of your village. Our soldiers are everywhere.
Now go home and rest! And come back here tomorrow.”
He brought out a little purse from his clothing and turned it
over on Dara’s palm. Taking his hand back, Dara was shocked to
see shining jewels and coins in his hand.
“You’re so cruel. You would kill my friends, so I have to obey
your orders. I will come back here tomorrow morning.”
“Sir, please look at downhill; stirring lights!” a servant
shouted.
They saw the tiny lights far away.
Dara said, “They are worried about me. The people are
coming here.” Then those men helped the shepherd gather the
sheep and he ran them toward the village.
“Don’t forget my warning. Don’t talk with anybody!” the
minister cried.
It was dark. Dara had only a torch made of a wooden haft
with some sackcloth on its head to lighten up his and his
animals’ way. The hill’s slant wasn’t steep, so it wasn’t hard to
go down it. Some short chestnut trees and other kinds of trees
spread out on the hill. At the bottom of the hill, Dara reached the
people coming with torches in their hands. He realized his father
was at their fore.
“Where were you? We all got worried about you,” his father,
Davood, said fretfully.
Dara stayed silent and scratched his head, and suddenly a
feather from the falcon fell down slowly from his head. He said,
“A big bird of prey attacked me, causing to fall down and become
comatose for a while.”
“Thank God you are healthy now,” Davood said while
touching his son’s shoulder.
7

Hamid Karima

Then they walked toward the village. Dara was thinking
about telling the truth to somebody, since he couldn’t resolve this
big dilemma alone. Arman, his best friend, began talking. “Some
strange incidents have made us vexed these days. Everybody
who had craved leaving the village was banned by the army forces.
They let people enter, but not leave here. So we left to ferret out
the truth. We found four army camps in four directions around
the village. The soldiers even have blocked all the ways reaching
to the village. They’re claiming to seek for dissenters. Another
case is the presence of some strange men in Kian’s house. They
were loitering about in the village’s lanes night and day. It seems
they’re army officers. I don’t know what’s going on here, but I
know it can’t be a good thing.”
Dara’s heart started beating harder and he thought if
the officers felt he had spoken to somebody else about that
occurrence, they would make the minister aware of that and he’d
order the massacre of all the people of the village. He decided
not to talk about it with anybody. He told Arman, “Yes. It seems
strange. But you must be careful and you shouldn’t do anything,
because they are brutal and they’re able to kill anyone they want.”
He confirmed Dara’s word by nodding his head. The sound
of the village dogs, flatter land, and some lights were signs of
their getting close to the village.
The day after that, Dara felt very tired and rested at home at
his mother’s advice. When his family left him alone at home, he
dug a little hole in the room’s floor, inserted the jewel purse in it,
and filled it again with soil.
By the next morning, he decided to go to the hill. He took out
of the stable their seven sheep and his dogs, and he moved them
toward the hill. His mother and father, along with his friends,
advised him to stay and rest more, but he left. In the small square
of the village, he met with Kian, walking beside some strangers.
He felt their heavy stares on himself. Kian was the master of their
village. He and his ancestors were the owners of all the fertile
land around it. As old stories said, they had usurped the lands
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with the help of oppressive past kings and they were government
agents for controlling people and gathering levies. All people had
to work hard on his land and they received only a little wage.
He claimed he had to pay most of his income as tax to the king.
All of the people from low-leveled stratum of the community
had such a crummy life. Low-ranged people didn’t even have the
right to be taught how to read. Illness, poverty, and starvation
were pervasive all over the realm.
Dara left the village. He stood on top of a small hill as usual,
where people could see him, and they made their sheep free to
join his herd. After the entire herd had gathered, he led them
toward their pasture, up the great hill. There he saw the minister’s
comrades. One of them went down the other side of the hill.
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