
                    TRUTH AND STORY

    Once upon a time there lived two contemporaries, Truth and Story.  They were complete opposites.  Truth told it like it was; Story made things up.  Truth had a mission to tell the world his message.  Story’s mission “Let me entertain you.”  Truth went from town to town and village to village to bring the world his wisdom.  But everywhere he went, he was shunned, avoided, ignored.  Here comes that awful Truth, people would say and turn around and walk the other way or cross over to the other side of the street.  They pretended not to see him. There was a reason for this: Truth walked about stark naked, as naked as the day he was born.  And that was a very long time ago.  He was not an Adonis or Michelangelo’s David.  He was an old man, with old man’s legs, knobby knees, a potbelly, a double chin, and flab.  He was a visual assault, a clear case of indecent exposure, an embarrassment to polite society.  He was not a welcome guest at dinner parties or other social functions, especially in mixed company.  As Mark Twain said, “Clothes make the man. Naked people have little or no influence in society.”  This was certainly the case with Truth.  Nobody wanted to hear what he had to say.

     Now when Story came to town, that was a different story.  She knew how to dress.  She wore the latest fashion; she wore designer clothes like Vera Wang, Donna Karen, and Ralph Lauren.  Her accessories were equally impressive: handbags by Gucci, shoes by Prada, jewelry by Tiffany.  She wore make-up and perfume and dyed her hair. And she wasn’t above botox, plastic surgery, and liposuction either.  No cellulite for her.  She was 
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just as old as Truth, but you’d never know it.  She was welcomed wherever she went.  And she was invited everywhere; she was the belle of the ball, the life of the party, the center of attention.  She won prizes for her style, her voice, her creativity.  

     Truth considered her shallow and deceitful.  She embellished; she embroidered; she burnished.  In other words, she lied.  In fact, Story was so notorious for making things up that her name became synonymous with lying.   Her mission was to entertain, whereas, Truth had something of importance to say.  But what good was that when he couldn’t get anyone to listen.  So, as much as he despised Story, he decided to go see her and get her advice about getting people’s attention.  Even though she had nothing to say, everyone listened to her say it.

    Story was just as embarrassed as everyone else at Truth’s appearance and didn’t know where to look.  Truth, as usual, was oblivious to the impression he was making and proceeded to speak his mind in his usual unadorned fashion, if fashion is a word that could be applied to Truth.  “You are superficial, empty, and frivolous,” said Truth.  “Yet, people listen to you. I have depth, meaning, significance. Yet no one will listen to a word I say.   I have come to ask your advice.  What is the secret of getting people to listen to what you have to say even though you don’t have anything to say”?

    “Since you have been so honest with me,” said Story, “I will return the favor.  I dress for success; you don’t dress at all.  If you want people to listen to what you have to say,
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you have to get them to like you.  And nobody likes the naked Truth.  You have to learn how to dress, Mister. You think I am superficial, empty, and frivolous.  But there is an art to dressing that has taken me years to learn.  I adorn myself with figures of speech like metaphor and simile; I fabricate plots and characters out of whole cloth; I weave in the sparkle of dialogue, the color of description, the tailoring of style, and the gems of wit.  If you are not too proud and arrogant to learn these things, you can make yourself presentable and get people to listen to you.”  After receiving this dressing down for not dressing up, Truth gained a new respect for Story; he had underestimated her.
    And Story saw in truth something beneath that crude, rude, nude exterior.  She saw depth, something she had always wanted.  And she recognized the truth of what he had said about her, too.  She was all style and no substance.  Even though she had all the social graces and was invited everywhere, she wasn’t taken seriously; she was a social butterfly, who flitted from party to party and carried no weight.  She didn’t want to be just another pretty face.   She wanted significance as well as style.  

    Opposites attract.  Story fell in love with Truth.  He had what she wanted: profundity. And Truth fell in love with Story. She had what he wanted: clothes.  He admired her art, her craft, her style, in a word her looks.  Truth asked Story to marry him. Story agreed on condition that he let her teach him how to dress. Truth agreed. Story cloaked Truth in her fabrications.  They were married, and with Truth wed to Story, they became a power 
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couple, who together had the power to change the world. 

     And, of course, they lived happily ever after.

    While doing so they had children – one named Fable, one named Parable, and a black 
sheep called Tall Tales.
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