
The Emperor’s New Clothes (Extended) 
And so the Emperor set off under the high canopy, at the head of the 
great procession. It was a great success. All the people standing by 
and at the windows cheered and cried, “Oh, how splendid are the 
Emperor’s new clothes. What a magnificent train! How well the 
clothes fit!” No one dared to admit that he couldn’t see anything, for 
who would want it to be known that he was either stupid or unfit for 
his post? 

But among the crowds a little child suddenly gasped out, 
“But he hasn’t got anything on.” And the people began to whisper to 
one another what the child had said. “He hasn’t got anything on.” 
“There’s a little child saying he hasn’t got anything on.” Till 
everyone was saying, “But he hasn’t got anything on.” 

The whisperings turned into gossip, which then turned into 
mocking laughter. And when the laughter reached the Emperor’s 
ears, he knew in his heart that what they were laughing about was 
only too true: that he was utterly and completely naked and he had 
been taken for a total fool. Soon enough, everyone joined in the 
mirth and began making disparaging marks about the Emperor’s 
body, “Why his paunch belly looks like an overripe pumpkin! Don’t 
you think that looks like a rotten banana?” 

But the Emperor drew himself up proudly and fixed his gaze 
upon his subjects with a look of disdain. And immediately, the 
crowd fell silent for in spite of how ridiculous he looked, the 
Emperor’s word was law; he could behead a person with an incline 
of his head or deprive an entire family of their earnings with a wave 
of his hand. In contemptuous tones, he snarled, “Where is that 
foolish child? Bring him to me!” 

His soldiers hastened to obey and seized the child from the 
crowd, prostrating him in front of the Emperor. “So this is the 
foolish boy who cannot see my clothes, yes?” 

“Sire…I…I…” The child could barely stutter out a coherent 
word, in his sheer panic at being singled out by the Emperor. 

“SILENCE! The words of a fool shall not defile my ears. If it 
is so that you are a fool and not fit for your post, then there is of no 
possible use for you since you are but a boy. And when you grow 
into a man, you will be a foolish man doing foolish things, unfit for 
whatever position that you are in. You are of no use to me, to my 
subjects and to yourself alive. Perhaps you can be of more use when 
you’re dead. Guards! Seize the boy and burn him at the stake in the 
middle of the town square at high noon today. May his cries serve as 
a warning for those who try their best to be foolish. Let it be known 
that this empire has no need for fools.” 

And with that, the Emperor motioned for the procession to 
continue. Soon enough, the stunned silence of the crowd broke out 
into servile cheers again as the Emperor basked in the adoration of 
his subjects, pumpkins and bananas and all. 
 
“It has always been the prerogative of children and half-wits to point 
out that the emperor has no clothes. But the half-wit remains a half-
wit, and the emperor remains an emperor.”         -Dream in Sandman 
#60 


