
King Aggey of Filayem 
In the ancient city of Filayem there once lived a king who was very famous and rich. His name 

was Aggey. He was young and very handsome. He lived happily with his wife and the whole 

world smiled at him. 

One day, standing in church during divine service, he heard the priest reading these words of 

God from the gospel: “He hath humbled the rich and the poor he has magnified.  

“He hath put down the mighty from their seats and exalted them of low degree.” 

He began to reflect on these words and said to himself, “It can’t be that these are divine words! 

God gives riches to one person and to another, poverty. Why should He want to take back from 

the wealthy and give these riches to the poor? This surely must be some kind of seditious 

propaganda, because according to these words it would appear that I could some day become 

poor and in my place some kind of tramp could become king. 

“No, no—these can’t be God’s words or God’s will. This is an apparent revolt against the social 

order and the priest is evidently in a plot with some other rebels.” 

And contemplating thus, King Aggey became very angry and ordered that right after the service 

the priest was to be seized and bound in chains and thrown into a dungeon. And the page on 

which those words of mutiny were to be found was to be torn from the gospel. Having given out 

these orders, and satisfied that they were being fulfilled, King Aggey returned to his palace 

where already a tasty dinner had been set out, and with his courtiers started to eat, drink and 

enjoy himself. 



No sooner had the king finished his dinner than there entered into the dining hall a young man, 

neither a servant nor a forester. He bowed low before the king and informed him that in a nearby 

forest there had appeared a fawn, unusually large and handsome. 

King Aggey loved hunting very much and he was a good marksman, so it was no surprise that 

upon hearing this news he immediately started up from his place, took his bow and quiver full of 

arrows, ordered his men to hand him his beloved horse and commanded the rest of his courtiers 

to follow soon after him. He himself wanted to be the first at the place where he hoped to shoot 

the young deer before the others had caught it. So, seating himself on his horse, he ordered the 

young man to lead him to the spot where he had seen the fawn. 

Soon they arrived at the spot: a clearing in the forest where he saw such a wonderful young deer 

that he knew he had never seen its like before in his life. His hunter’s heart almost fainted with 

joy and, not noticing anything else around him, he sprang after the fawn which, frightened by the 

beating of the horse’s hooves, started to dash off before the king could take after him. There was 

nothing for the king to do except chase after him on the horse, farther and farther. 

The fawn ran for some time through the forest and after him came King Aggey. Soon they came 

to a deep river. The young deer sprang into the water, swam across the river and managed to 

reach the other side, as if he felt himself safe there from pursuit. King Aggey, not thinking too 

much, jumped from his horse, undressed, took his bow and arrows and started to swim across the 

river. And while he was swimming, there appeared on the bank the strange young man—the 

same one who had lured him out on the hunt. He dressed himself in the king’s garments, sat on 

the king’s horse and rode away, back to the place where already could be heard the hunting horns 

and calls of the king’s courtiers. King Aggey, of course, saw nothing of this. Having swum 



across the river and having reached the bank, he looked in vain for the fawn. There wasn’t a sign 

of the young deer. There was nothing more for him to do except swim back to the place where he 

had left his horse and his clothes. But what were his feelings when he couldn’t find anything on 

the river bank? He was certain of only one fact: he was naked and all alone, far out in a deep 

forest. 

What was he to do? The king concluded that doubtless some thief had crept up, quietly seized his 

clothes and horse and had made off with them. He decided to make his way out of the forest 

directly to the city of Filayem, where perhaps he might meet someone and beg for help in finding 

his lost belongings. King Aggey hadn’t gone far when in a clearing he suddenly came upon a 

herdsman who was leading some oxen. He began to question him. “Good man, tell me: did you 

by any chance see anyone here who stole my clothes and horse?” 

“And who I pray may you be?” inquired the herdsman. 

“How is it that you don’t know me? I am King Aggey.” 

The herdsman gazed with amazement at the naked man and then sprang at him with a whip and 

started to beat him soundly. “You scoundrel! You rascal!” he screamed. “How dare you call 

yourself king! Just a short while ago I saw our King Aggey riding on his horse from the forest to 

the city, surrounded by his courtiers.” 

Aggey burst into tears and reminded himself how only that very morning he had become angry at 

the words of the gospel. “Oh, woe is me, impious creature that I am,” he muttered. “I was angry 

at God. I didn’t believe His words and brought upon myself this terrible punishment. What am I 

now? A little while ago I was a king and now I am a helpless worm that everyone can tread 

upon. But I’ll try one more thing. I’ll go to the city. Maybe there at least they will recognize me.” 



And naked as he was, he walked toward the city of Filayem. Emerging from the forest he came 

across some people who, seeing him, began to question him. 

“Listen fellow! Where are you going naked like that? Where are your clothes?” 

Aggey saw that none of them recognized that he was the king, but after his meeting with the 

herdsman he was afraid to admit who he was and so said, “Alas! Some thieves fell upon me, took 

everything from me and on top of that they beat me up. 

The people had compassion for him and gave him some kind of ragged shirt and some other 

tattered garments, and thus outfitted he went to the city. But his hopes were in vain, for no one 

there recognized him. Wandering around the city till evening, tired and hungry, he asked for a 

night’s lodging from a certain widow. In the evening he began to question her. 

“Tell me, my good woman. Who is the king here in the city?” 

“No doubt you are not a local person if you don’t know that,” said the widow. “We have a fine 

king called Aggey who rules over us.” 

“Has he ruled here for long?” 

“It’s five years already.” 

“And do you know if he is home today?” 

“Certainly he is. Why, not long ago he and the queen were riding through the city.” 

Aggey became very upset when he heard this and asked the woman for pen and paper and wrote 

the following letter to the queen: 

“My dear wife, 



I don’t understand what has happened and who has dared to impersonate me. However, this is 

the truth. The man who pretends to be your husband King Aggey is not he. Your real husband 

and king is myself, who is now lodging with such-and-such a widow.” 

Sealing the letter, he asked the woman to take it to the queen and deliver it into her hands. 

Having read the letter, the queen was terribly frightened. She saw with her own eyes that her 

husband King Aggey was home and even in her mind she did not suspect that he could be 

anyone else. “Goodness gracious!” she said to herself. “This is probably some kind of crazy 

fellow or an impersonator pestering me, who wants to make himself king and my husband! Now 

what should I do? I could tell my husband, but he is sure to get angry and will punish the culprit 

with death. I had better talk to this man myself.” 

So the queen sent her servants to the widow’s house and ordered that the unknown man be 

brought to her. Seeing him in beggar’s clothes, she didn’t recognize her husband and began to 

question him. 

“Who are you, my man, and what do you want from me?” 

“How is it,” replied Aggey, “my beloved wife, that you don’t recognize me? I am your husband, 

the king of this land.” 

“Come to your senses, man!” said the queen. “The king of this country sits in the palace, and as 

for you—this is the first time I have ever laid eyes on you!” 

King Aggey was struck dumb at this surprising turn of events. But as he continued to defend 

himself the queen put him into the hands of the servants and ordered them to beat him without 

mercy and to throw him out of the city. It was not necessary to tell them twice. They sprang upon 

the unfortunate Aggey, beat him with cudgels so hard that he was left barely alive and, leading 



him out of the city, they ordered him sharply that he should go and never return to Filayem if he 

valued his life. 

Weeping and groaning bitterly, the unfortunate king wandered about, not knowing where he was 

going. Now he recalled the gospel words; now he regretted his haughty manners; now he wept 

and repented that he had ordered the priest to be thrown into the dungeon and the page from the 

gospel torn out. He saw how quickly and terribly the gospel words had come true and that no one 

was guilty of all this except he, himself. 

Thus weeping and reproaching himself King Aggey wandered around all night long, until just 

before morning, barely alive, he dragged himself to the house of a certain peasant. “Take me in, 

for the love of God, because I am dying of hunger and fatigue,” he begged the man. The peasant 

led him to his house, fed him, allowed him to rest, then began to question him as to who he was 

and where he was going. 

“I am a poor man,” said Aggey. “Up till now I have lived a life of wealth but have squandered 

all. I am now going out into the world, I don’t know where or how. I beg of you, sir, take me in. 

Give me some kind of work, so that I can live. I don’t want to eat bread for nothing.” 

“Well, what can you do?” asked the peasant. 

King, Aggey, try as he might, couldn’t think of anything. 

“Well now, brother,” said the peasant. “I don’t need a servant who can’t do anything. I can’t feed 

you for nothing while you are learning some kind of work. Go on you way with God’s blessing.” 

Aggey became more downcast leaving the village. Previously it had seemed to him that there 

was nothing loser or baser than the peasant class, and now he had to convince himself that when 

he was not dressed in the garments of a king he was unfit even to belong to that lowly class. 



While he was roaming around like that, beaten up and bent almost to the ground with sorrowful 

thoughts, a company of beggars who were going somewhere on a pilgrimage to a distant shrine 

found him. “Who are you and where are you going?” they asked him, seeing his wretched torn 

clothes. 

“I am a poor man, poorer than you,” said King Aggey. “I cannot do anything and am ashamed to 

beg. Take me with you. I’ll serve you to the best of my ability, just to keep myself from dying of 

hunger.” The beggars agreed. 

“Very well. You may eat and drink with us. You can serve as our guide and carry the bag for 

collecting alms and at night you must make the beds, wash clothes, carry water and do whatever 

is needed. 

What could the unfortunate king do? He was forced to agree even to this and went off with the 

beggars. All day long he sweated, hauling their sacks, and at night he carried water, made beds 

and washed the beggars’ rags. He wept bitterly, recalling his former life. “God have mercy on 

me, a sinner!” he sighed more than once. “I made God very angry and brought this punishment 

on myself. I was a king but have now lost my kingdom and the queen and have fallen right down 

to the very depths of poverty and have lost hope of a happier future. God, O God: lessen my 

sufferings or else take my memory away from me so that I can’t recall what I once was, or why I 

suffer so much now.” 

Living such a life day by day, month by month, soon a year passed by—then another. Meanwhile 

in the city of Filayem the queen, Aggey’s wife, lived with her supposed husband in great 

puzzlement. He avoided her. He didn’t go near her during the day or night, although he showed 

no anger or dissatisfaction with her. “My lord and master,” said the queen to him one day, 



“what’s wrong? It’s already two years that we have lived together like brother and sister and not 

like man and wife.” 

“I made a vow to live like this for three years,” replied the king. 

When the three years were up the king proclaimed throughout his whole kingdom that on a 

certain day a great feast was going to be celebrated for all the poor people and that the beggars, 

handicapped and homeless from the whole kingdom were to assemble to partake of the king’s 

hospitality. 

The beggars whom King Aggey served as alms bearer heard the news and together with him set 

off for Filayem. When the appointed day came, the king’s courtyard filled up with crowds of 

beggars. Long tables were set up outdoors. While the beggars were being seated for dinner, the 

king came out of the palace, ordered everyone to stand in rows and started to walk around row 

by row looking closely at each beggar. Thus he approached the alms bearer and not asking him 

anything he remarked, “Come with me to the palace. And all of you sit down and enjoy God’s 

bounty.” 

While the beggars were dining, the king led the alms bearer to his private room and spoke these 

words: “Well now, King Aggey. Have you now ascertained that the gospel words about the poor 

and the rich were not a priestly invention but truly the words of God?” 

“I have,: replied Aggey in a dull voice. 

“And have you gotten rid of your haughty manners?” 

“It seems that I had plenty of time to do so,” said Aggey in a barely audible voice. 

“And do you believe that God, having given you something today, can again tomorrow take it 

back, according to His will?” 



Aggey didn’t reply but recollected to himself all the misery he had experienced in three years’ 

time, and he started to weep bitterly. 

“Your trial has come to an end,” said the king. “God wanted not only to punish you for your 

pride but also to teach you a lesson on how to be a good king, because only he can understand 

and alleviate the misery of others who has himself experienced it. And now you know what 

misery means and you will know how to make use of your power. Here are your royal garments, 

your crown and your sceptre. You don’t have to mention anything about your adventure to the 

queen. She as yet hasn’t surmised anything. Farewell!” 

And having spoken thus, the supposed king vanished. And Aggey found himself alone in his 

private room. Having thanked God sincerely at the miraculous change in his fate, he got dressed 

in his own magnificent apparel and once more took on his lordly state. 

Neither his wife nor any of his servants knew what had happened to the alms bearer and where 

he had gone. King Aggey lived many years and was a good and merciful king. It was only on his 

deathbed that he related to everyone the miraculous happening, the memory of which had 

remained with him during his entire life. 


