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The Emperor’s Children’s New Clothes
A Modern Day Parable

O foolish people…, who have eyes, yet do not see….  (Jeremiah 5:21)
Once upon a time there lived an emperor, the King over every place ‘ere a foot

has trod.  This greatest of all kings was blessed with a multitude of children, and He
found no small joy in bestowing a myriad of gifts upon them.  Nary a day, yea hardly a
moment passed but what this child or that received some special gift from his royal
Father.

However, time came when the King foretold of His need to leave the castle and
the children He loved so much.  His personal attention was required in a distant land to
direct the building of the greatest castle ever to be made.  "And," He promised His little
ones, "I will one day return to take you to this new home which I am making especially
for you."

If the children had had problems among themselves before – and certainly they
did – then those problems were no less evident as His departure neared.  Once, twice,
and even thrice before leaving did the King rebuke them for their arguments over who
would hold the most important places in the King’s heart and in the kingdom to which
He would one day return to take them.

Not content to leave them as orphans in His absence, the King left One who
shared His very heart and spirit to remain along beside them.  Yea, even the words by
which this One would comfort the children would not be His own, but the words which
the King Himself had given to Him.
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Nor did the King fail to make other provisions for His children.  Not least among
these numerous provisions, the King made special garments for His children as a
reminder that they were His very own.  "You are the King's child whether dressed in
finery or in frazzles," He was oft heard to tell one of His little ones.  "Nevertheless, those
belonging to the King should bear resemblance to the King."

This new attire was made of no ordinary cloth, but was made of Righteousness –
a fabric beautifully but painfully woven by the hand of the King Himself.  Thus having
clothed His children to show them, and yea all that should look upon them, that they
were His precious treasures, He departed for the far-away land.

As youngsters are wont to do, these children of the King soon forgot the special
significance of their clothes and 'ere long were playing and scuffling in the dirt and mire
in their finery.  Without question, Righteousness was of a strong fiber and a solid
weave, so the children did not readily wear it out.  But tough though it was, it did soil
easily, and within days the children appeared no different than those boys and girls
who lived outside the castle.  Before long the children could no longer recall what the
clean clothes looked like.  With this reminder of their specialness to their Father
besmirched and forgotten, they soon yearned for something to make them feel special
again.

One day two swindlers arrived in the region.  Hearing of the children’s demise
they announced to one and all that they were mighty weavers, capable of making the
most amazing clothes that 'ere an eye beheld.  They boasted that not only was their
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material exquisite in texture and unmatched in design, but it had the amazing quality of
revealing one's specialness to the King.

The children, having forgotten they were already wearing attire which proved
their specialness, and never thinking to ask their Comforter to have the garments
washed white as snow again, immediately besought the two would-be weavers to make
new clothes for them.  "We are your humble servants, and shall find great delight in
fulfilling your request.  However," warned the weavers, "materials of such
workmanship will not be cheap."  But the children cared little for the cost, for they each
desperately longed to once again feel that they were special to their Father.

Immediately the rogues set up shop and proceeded to be busy about the making
of their famed garments.  Day after day in secret they toiled – or supposedly toiled, for
these two, like the fabled weavers of old, were actually busy about nothing.  Although
hour by hour the spinning wheel spun and the loom beat its steady rhythm, neither
produced a thing, for they were without thread or cloth.  After the machinery was
finally stilled, any passerby on the street who chanced to lean an ear toward the
weavers’ window could hear the snip, snip, snip of scissors as they cut through the
imaginary fabric fresh off the loom.  Then hour after tedious hour threadless needles
stitched thin air.

Finally, as dawn broke on the fourth morning, the two disheveled weavers
announced that the garments were finally finished.  Giddy with anticipation each child
awaited his turn to view the apparel which promised to once again prove he was
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special to his Father, the King.  One by one, beginning with the eldest, the children were
taken into the shop to try on their new clothes.

"As we explained," the imposters reminded the first, "this special cloth has the
amazing ability to reveal how special you are to the King.  When the garment is placed
upon one whom the King loves that person will instantly see it glow with a radiant
light.  But beware, for the unloved are not able to see the cloth at all."

As his imaginary attire was then held up for his inspection, the eldest prince
could hardly conceal his anguish – for he beheld not a single thread of fabric.  "See the
way the sun is reflected in the golden thread?" the charlatans queried.  Being unwilling
to admit that he was unloved, the young man feigned agreement.  "Such exquisite
material and workmanship I have yet to see in all the kingdom," he falsely praised.

"Ah, but your garment has a unique feature – distinct from all the rest.  Woven
into the fabric is an extraordinary thread called Special Revelation, and as you move
about it will whisper to you – and you alone – new words from your Father."
Discontent with the labor of reading the Letter the King had sent to His children, the
boy was overjoyed at the chance to instantly hear a message from his Father whenever
he was ready.  So as the tailor pretended to rub the fabric together the lad, in hearing the
sound of fingers brushing one against another, convinced himself that he could hear the
faint whisper of the King.

"We must try it on," the two scoundrels said.  "Ah, but of course you must first
remove that dirty old garment you are now wearing."  The young man quietly
complied, albeit exceedingly fearful of the tidings which the new clothes would tell.
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Pretending to place the new garments on the lad, the weavers continued to ooh and ahh
over their workmanship and over its supposed growing brilliance.  "Certainly such
radiance proves to one and all that the King truly loves this lad."  The boy joined in the
admiration, unwilling to admit to them – yea, not even to himself – that the love of his
Father had apparently grown cold.

"Now there is but the simple matter of payment," one of the two eventually said.
"Special Revelation, woven into our special cloth – and as we forewarned you, those
buying handsome cloth must be prepared for a handsome price."

"What, then, is the price for this garment?" the prince asked.
"All it will cost you is Honesty," they replied.  "Now, is that really such a bad

deal?"
"Honesty?" he pondered.  "Honesty…, in exchange for a special message from

my Father? Which shall I choose?"
After some thought the prince decided that Honesty alone had thus far been

insufficient to assure him of his specialness to his Father, so what was to be gained by
retaining it any longer?  Ah..., but to obtain the specialness that would come from the
promised voice of his Father…, well, the choice was not so difficult after all.  So, having
paid the price, the prince exited to a side room to await the other children.  And having
left Honesty behind, he grew more and more certain that his Father was telling him first
about this thing and then about that.

As the second child entered the shop the swindlers performed their charade
much as they had with the first, displaying for him an imaginary suit supposedly
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designed especially for him.  But perceiving that this child was more the perfectionist,
they proclaimed that the uniqueness of his garment was the interwoven fiber of
Phariseeism.  "Wearing this garment will show you all the ways that you can excel in
your Father's favor, even above all your brothers and sisters.  Phariseeism will
constantly produce higher and higher standards by which to live and to measure
others.  This will have the double-benefit of showing both your own diligence as well as
others' failure to measure up.  Such impressive distinctions will hardly go unnoticed by
the perfect King, making you all the more special in His eyes.

"But of course, for such extra special fabric there is an extra special price.
Enjoying the benefits of Phariseeism will cost you the modest sum of Humility and
Reliance.  But all in all, it's not a bad exchange, don’t you think?"

The second prince pondered the choice for a moment or two, but soon
relinquished his Humility and Reliance for the tangible proof that he was more special
than all the wretches who were unable to live up to his new standards.  No longer
constrained to seek his Father’s expectations by meditating on His Letter, the prince
was now able to concoct his own list of expectations at a moment's notice.  And
although these new standards were totally unrelated to the intentions of the King, the
fact that many sounded vaguely similar to His words made the prince all the more
comfortable in his new clothes.

One by one each child was fitted with his imaginary garb.  Each suit was
accompanied by its own unique feature which allowed the wearer to be doubly assured
of his specialness in the King's eyes.  And of course, each suit was also accompanied by
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its own special price.  One child's garment was intertwined with Traditionalism, and
required the not-so modest price of Relevance.  To another was given the garment
intermeshed with Ritualism, and which demanded nothing less than Genuineness in
exchange.  The twins were each given a garment, one embroidered with Intellectualism
and the other with Emotionalism – at the princely sums of Heart and Head.

Having thus been fitted, each child paraded his new garb before his siblings for
all to admire.  Each one oohed and ahhed, feigning to see that which did not exist, for
no one dared to so much as think those unspeakable words which would
unquestionably prove he was unloved in the eyes of the King.

The children being thus attired, the time had come to present the newly
bedecked children to the people of the land.  As the curtain was drawn and the people
beheld the sight, they immediately realized that which the children refused to
acknowledge.  These who were once adorned as the pride of the King were now His
greatest embarrassment.  And the people that once envied the children for being
clothed in Righteousness now mocked at their nakedness.

The children were bewildered by the response.  As the people pointed and
laughed a few of the younger and shyer ones ran for the shelter of the castle.  A few – a
very few – realized and acknowledged the truth and ran to cover their nakedness.  But
most of the children stood firm in their resolve that they indeed had special clothes and
that these special clothes unquestionably proved that their Father loved them.  The
inability of others to see the clothes, they insisted, only proved that it was those people,
not the children, who were unloved.
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The lessons herein are plain for any willing to see.  First, we must be careful of
the self-deceived among the children of the Kingdom, who parade around as if clothed
in God's finery.  Although having an air of God's holiness, upon closer scrutiny one
finds that they are like the children on display – deceived and standing in their own
righteousness, which is no righteousness at all.  What does God say of such as these?  Be
aware of this, that in the final days .  .  .  [men will] have a semblance of piety, though rejecting
the power [that comes from genuine holiness].  Avoid these people.  (2 Tim.  3:1, 5)

Second, we must consider if we ourselves have soiled the Righteousness with
which our Father has clothed us.  Or maybe we have forgotten the specialness that we
once had with Him?  Have we attempted to substitute another form of righteousness –
which is in fact no righteousness at all – in an effort to regain our sense of specialness?
Is it perhaps time to seek out the Comforter who our Father left with us, and ask that
the stains of sin be washed from our garments once more?  “Wash me and I will be made
whiter than snow” (Ps. 51:7).


