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    This book is dedicated to every parent who chooses to guide their children with truth, courage, and honour, and to every child who listens with an open heart and remembers that freedom lives within them.

These stories are parables, told to spark thought and conversation. They are not legal advice, nor instruction in law, but lessons of spirit and principle for families to share together.

      

    



  	
        
            
            True law is not written on paper or sealed with wax.It lives in the heart: do no harm, cause no loss, do not lie, and ask for proof.
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Introduction
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This is a book of stories. But they are not ordinary stories. These are stories that carry lessons about life, about freedom, and about truth. They are parables, which means they are simple tales with deeper meaning hidden inside them.

When you, the parent, read these stories to your child, you are not only sharing words. You are passing on values that will last long after the story ends. And when you, the child, listen to these stories, you are not only hearing about kings, rivers, and animals. You are learning how to live with honour, how to question what is false, and how to remember what is true.

This book was written for families to share together. It is not meant to be read quickly or to be put away after one use. Each story is a doorway. You step through it with your imagination, and when you return, you carry something back.

Why tell stories about sovereignty to children. Because children are born free. Before papers, seals, and rules are laid upon them, children already know how to speak truth, how to play without permission, and how to treat others fairly. They know these things naturally. But the world they grow into is often heavy with demands, stamps, and commands that pretend to have authority.

Parents see this early. Schools demand obedience before curiosity. Offices demand papers before play. Governments demand silence before questions. Many parents know that these demands are not the same as true law. True law is simple: do no harm, cause no loss, speak the truth. That is enough.

This book helps you, as a parent, keep those truths alive in your children.

Each story here is written in plain words so that children under ten can follow them easily. Yet each one is layered with meaning, so that as a parent you can explain and guide the lesson. After every story there are short questions under the heading Talk Together. These questions are there to spark conversation. They give you a way to draw the lesson out of the story and into your child’s mind and heart.

For example, in one story a bird refuses to sign a paper before flying. Children will see that as a brave act. Parents can then explain how freedom does not come from paper, but from birth. In another story, a child in a village asks, “When did we agree?” and changes the future of her people. Children will hear the courage in her voice. Parents can guide them to understand that asking for proof is the key to truth.

The benefit of this book is not only in the stories themselves, but in the time spent together. In a world filled with screens, deadlines, and noise, sitting down to share a story creates space for stillness and connection. A child who hears these stories from their parent will not only learn the lesson but will also remember the warmth of being taught by someone they trust.

For children, these parables give courage. They show that even the smallest voice can speak truth. They show that questions are not signs of disobedience, but signs of wisdom. They show that freedom is not given, but already belongs to them.

For parents, these parables provide a way to teach without preaching. Sometimes lessons about sovereignty, contracts, or truth feel heavy. But when wrapped in the shape of a story, they become simple and memorable. Parents can use these tales to explain hard ideas in soft words.

Think of these stories as seeds. You plant them in your child’s mind when you read aloud. Over time they grow into habits of thought: to question what is false, to stand strong in truth, to refuse what is unfair, and to live with honour.

You will notice that the stories are not filled with battles or violence. They do not need to be. True strength does not come from fists or swords. It comes from standing in truth and refusing lies. That is why in these tales it is often the small child, the quiet animal, or the humble worker who changes everything. They do so not by force, but by words spoken with courage.

This book is also for parents who want to pass on sovereignty without fear. Too often children are taught rules without reason. They are told to obey because someone else says so. That path leads to silence, not wisdom. These stories give you another way. They let you show your child that the most powerful word is sometimes “No” and that the most powerful question is “Where is the proof?”

Some parents will find that these stories also remind them of truths they once knew but forgot. As you read, you may feel the echo of your own childhood questions. You may recall a time when you wondered why things were the way they were. In that way, this book is not only for children. It is also for you.

You will find twelve stories here. Each one is different, yet all carry the same heartbeat. They are about honour, truth, freedom, and the courage to live without fear of false power. Together, they form a treasury for your family.

Read them slowly. Do not rush. Let the story live in your home for a few days before moving to the next. Talk about it at meals. Ask your child what they would have done. Share what you feel.

If you do this, the stories will not stay on these pages. They will walk with you into daily life. When your child faces unfair rules, they will remember the deer who asked the wolf “Who gave you the right?” When your child is told to bow to paper, they will remember the villagers who stood and said, “We never agreed.”

That is the gift of parables. They are simple, but they stay with you.

This book is not about telling children to rebel without thought. It is about giving them the tools to see clearly, to measure truth, and to act with honour. It is about teaching them that freedom is not given by others, and it is not something that can be taken away by stamps, seals, or threats. Freedom is what they already are.

So, parent and child, let us begin this journey together. Open your mind, open your heart, and step into the first story. Listen carefully, talk together, and let the lessons take root.

The world may be full of papers, seals, and commands. But truth is stronger, honour is deeper, and freedom is already yours.
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This book was born from a simple question: How do we pass the truth of sovereignty to our children without fear, without heaviness, and in a way they will remember?

Children learn best through story. They may not yet follow the language of contracts or the weight of history, but they understand when a bird refuses to give up its wings, when a child asks “When did we agree,” or when a river is claimed by someone who did not create it. They see clearly what many adults have forgotten — that freedom is natural, that rules without consent are empty, and that truth shines brighter than commands.

I have met many parents who wanted to guide their children in honour and truth but felt uncertain about how to begin. They feared making it too complicated. They worried about filling their children with anxiety about the world. The answer is not to weigh them down, but to lift them up with simple stories that open the door to deeper conversations.

That is the purpose of this book.

The twelve parables you will find here are not meant to be read once and set aside. They are meant to be shared, discussed, and remembered. At the end of each story you will find a short section called Talk Together. These questions are there to help you guide your child in drawing out the meaning for themselves. Do not rush through them. Ask gently. Listen carefully. Let your child’s answers shape the path.

You will find that the lessons in these stories are as much for adults as for children. They remind us that silence is not agreement, that paper is not law, and that no seal or stamp can take away what was given to us at birth.

The stories are not filled with fear or violence. They are filled with courage, truth, and the quiet power of saying No when No is needed. They are written so that your child will not only hear them but feel them, and so that you as a parent can explain in plain words what sovereignty means.

I encourage you to read these parables aloud. Sit together in the evening. Let your child ask questions. Sometimes they will surprise you with insights deeper than you expected. Children have a gift for seeing truth without the layers of doubt that adults carry.

Over time, you will notice that these stories become part of your family’s own language. When faced with unfair demands, your child may say, “Show me the promise that binds me.” When told to obey without reason, they may remember the deer who asked the wolf, “Who gave you the right?” These stories will give them courage to stand in truth, not out of anger, but out of honour.

My hope is that this book will not only guide your children but also bring you closer together as a family. The greatest gift you can give them is not only food, shelter, or safety, but the wisdom to live free and to live true.

Read these stories slowly. Return to them often. Let them shape the way you and your children see the world.

This is not simply a book of tales. It is a seedbed of values. Plant them well, water them with love and discussion, and watch them grow strong.

Roger Davies
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Chapter 1: The Paper King and the Silent Village
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Long ago, beside a wide river and a hill of tall oak trees, there was a small village. The people worked hard. They planted seeds in spring, baked bread in summer, and stored grain for winter. They looked after each other, and the land gave them enough to live.

Yet there was something that made the village heavy with fear. Over them ruled a king, though he lived far away in a castle of grey stone. He did not visit, and he did not work the land. Still, the villagers bowed to his will.

This king did not rule with a sword. He ruled with paper.

Every month, a rider galloped into the square carrying a bag of scrolls. He nailed them to the hall door. Each scroll had a red seal pressed into the wax.

The papers told the villagers what they must give. One scroll read, “Each farmer must send ten sacks of grain.” Another read, “Each shoemaker must send three pairs of boots.” Yet another declared, “All families must bow before the king’s name.”

The people obeyed. They filled carts with grain and boots. They bowed to the seal as though it were the king himself.

But no one could say when it had begun. It was simply what their parents had done, and what their parents’ parents had done before.

Among the crowd lived a girl named Elin. She was bright-eyed, with a mind that always asked questions. One morning, as the rider hammered a new scroll to the door, Elin tugged at her mother’s hand.

“Mama,” she whispered, “why must we do what the paper says?”

Her mother hushed her quickly. “Because it is the king’s command. To disobey brings punishment.”

Elin frowned. “But where is the king? Why does he not speak to us himself?”

Her mother’s eyes grew stern. “Child, you must not say such things. The paper is the king’s voice.”

Elin fell silent, but the question burned inside her.

That evening she sat by the fire with her grandfather. His hands were rough from farming, and his back was bent with years of work. She told him about the scroll.

“Grandfather,” she asked, “why do we bow to the paper? Did we ever agree?”

The old man stirred the fire and sighed. “Long ago, the king’s men came with swords. They told the people to obey, or suffer. Some signed their names on scrolls, but most stayed silent. That silence was taken as agreement. Since then, the papers have ruled.”

Elin’s eyes shone. “But silence is not a promise.”

Her grandfather’s mouth curved into a faint smile. “Wise words, little one. Silence is only silence. But fear kept the people quiet.”

Elin thought hard. “If no one agreed, why do we still obey?”

The old man looked into the flames. “Because few remember to ask that question.”

The next morning, the rider returned with a new paper. He nailed it to the hall. The words chilled the crowd: “Each family must send one child to the castle, to serve the king’s court.”

Gasps filled the square. Mothers clutched their children close. Fathers stood stiff, afraid to speak.

Elin stepped forward. Her voice was small but clear. “When did we agree to this?”

The rider blinked. “Child, it is the king’s order.”

“But did we agree?” Elin asked again. “Did we put our marks on this paper? Did we say yes with our own lips?”

The rider scowled and tapped the red seal. “That is the king’s mark. It is enough.”

Elin shook her head. “His mark is not my mark. His words are not my words. I never agreed.”

The villagers murmured, shifting uneasily. Some looked afraid, others nodded faintly.

The rider’s voice rose. “This is law! Obey, or be punished!”

Elin stood tall. “A paper is not law unless we agree. You cannot make me bow with ink and seals.”

For the first time in living memory, someone had spoken against the paper.

That evening, whispers spread through the village. “The girl is right,” some said. “We never agreed.” Others warned, “If we refuse, the soldiers will come.”

Elin sat once more by the fire with her grandfather. “I spoke truth today,” she said softly. “But what if soldiers come?”

Her grandfather placed a hand on hers. “Truth is stronger than fear. If the king sends men, we must stand together. Remember, the paper holds power only because we stay silent. Once truth is spoken, silence is broken.”

Elin nodded. She knew that tomorrow she would not be silent.

The sun rose pink and quiet over the fields. Birds sang in the hedges. The village woke to the sound of buckets and cart wheels. Yet everyone moved slowly, as if the air were heavy. They were waiting to see if the rider would return.

Before midmorning the sound came. Hooves on the road. A horse snorting. The rider rode into the square with two soldiers. He held a fresh scroll in his hand. He looked at the people and nailed the paper to the hall door with quick, sharp blows.

“Hear the king’s command,” he cried. “You will send one child from each home to the castle by the next full moon.”

No one bowed. No one moved. Elin stepped forward until she stood between the rider and the crowd.

“Show us where we agreed,” she said. “Show us the promise we made.”

The rider pointed to the red seal. “You see this. It is the king’s mark. It binds you.”

Elin shook her head. “Your seal binds those who agreed to be bound. I did not. My mother did not. My grandfather did not. Where is the paper with our marks upon it.”

The square was silent. Even the horse flicked its ears and stood still. One of the soldiers cleared his throat and shifted his feet. The rider lifted the scroll higher as if to make it louder.

“There is law,” he shouted. “You will obey.”

Elin did not shout. She spoke as if she were speaking to a friend. “Law is truth and honour. Law is do no harm, cause no loss, and do not lie. Your paper is not truth. It is only paper.”

The rider’s mouth tightened. “You are only a child.”

Elin’s grandfather stepped to her side. His voice was steady. “She is a child, and she speaks truth. Bring us the contract with our names. If you cannot, take your papers away.”

A soft murmur moved through the crowd. People stood a little straighter. Mothers held their children, not with fear, but with care. A baker wiped his hands on his apron and raised his chin.

“I never agreed,” he said.

“Nor I,” said the shoemaker.

“Nor we,” said a row of farmers with straw in their hair.

The rider glanced at his soldiers. They looked down at their boots. The rider pulled the scroll from the door and rolled it tight.

“I will return with the king,” he said, and he turned his horse and rode away.

The village breathed out. People began to talk, not in whispers now, but in full voices. They gathered in the square under the old elm and spoke of what the next day might bring.

Elin’s mother knelt and held Elin’s face in her hands. “I was afraid,” she said. “I am still afraid, but I am proud.”

Elin pressed her mother’s hands. “We will stand together,” she said. “We will speak truth.”

That night they lit lanterns and walked from door to door. At each home they asked the same simple questions and wrote the answers on a clean page with the names of those who spoke.

Do you agree that the king owns you.

Do you agree that you must obey papers you did not sign.

Do you agree to give your child to a man you have never met.

At every door the answer was the same.

“No. We do not agree.”

They did not shout. They did not threaten. They simply made a record of truth, so that no one could pretend later that they had stayed silent.

By morning everyone knew what they had said. The sun was high when a sound like thunder rolled along the road from the hills. It was not thunder. It was the march of many feet. Armour shone between the hedges. Spears glittered. A tall horse stepped into the square, and upon it sat the king.

The people gathered without pushing or running. They stood together so that no one stood alone. Elin stood at the front between her mother and her grandfather.
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