
THE DEATH OF GASPAR 
 

Long ago, when the sun was old and tired like the moon, and the moon was young and 

bright as the sun, two old men were celebrating. It had taken Qasim and Utbah fifteen years to 

kill Gaspar, and even his death seven years into their plot didn't stop them. You see, they 

weren't just after some petty thing like the death of his body; they had managed to assassinate 

his name. I'm uncertain as to the reason; in fact, after fifteen years, even they were a little fuzzy 

as to the reason, but if there was one trait that they shared, it was the determination of their 

grudges. Nothing so trifling as a poor memory would stop them from getting the revenge that 

they were certain they deserved. 

 

In any case, setting aside the question of, "Why?" the fact remained that the deed was more 

or less done. They had been tediously diligent in their slow collection of damning facts - always 

facts, never a single lie - that could slowly degrade old man Gaspar's reputation from shining 

jewel of the village to scum of the earth. They'd collected facts like: 

 

 Gaspar, a doctor reputed to have never turned away a patient due to lack of funds, had 

in fact turned away more than one thousand people in one year, 

 His orphanage, a supposed lifesaver, had the highest rate of runaway children out of all 

the orphanages within one hundred miles, and, 

 The majority of pregnancies he "supervised" ended in the death of the infant, the 

mother, or both. 

 

What did it matter that the thousand he refused service to were a disease camp the military 

tried to force him to treat, which, had he accepted, would've overrun the village and likely cost 

the lives of all of the children and elderly in it? And who cared that his was the only orphanage 

within two hundred miles? And what did it matter that healthy pregnant women sought out 

midwives rather than doctors, leaving only those with complications to come to him? What 

Qasim and Utbah had were facts, verifiable facts, and nobody could dispute facts. 

 

So complete was their effort that a statue of Gaspar, originally erected to honor his 

memory, was soon to be fit with a plaque that read, "Gaspar the Monster/So that we never 

forget the evil inherent in men." This was why they celebrated. This was why they spent the 

entire night indulging in wine and the cruel laughter of ill vengeance satisfied. 

 

Though the village had gone mad at the prompting of Qasim and Utbah's dark misdeeds, 

there remained one voice of reason: a man, Rafiq, an orphan raised by Gaspar, who happened to 

return to his home village at about this time. When he heard how the people thought of his 

surrogate father, he became enflamed with rage, and then doused with sadness. 
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"How," He asked, "Could these people, many of whom I call my brothers, as we shared the 

same ersatz father, forget the wonderful deeds of this blessed man?" He wept for seven days at 

the tragedy, and then resolved to make things right. 

 

The difficulty was that Rafiq was a wandering storyteller, and as you may know, these 

were not known for their trustworthiness. How could he get his word to stand against two 

pillars of the community such as Qasim and Utbah? Even more, because he had been raised by 

Gaspar, anybody he started to convince would just say, "He's only supporting Gaspar out of a 

misguided sense of loyalty. I was a fool to begin to trust a wandering storyteller,"  

 

Above even that, the facts that Qasim and Utbah had stacked against Gaspar were all true 

and verifiable, as the kind old man had kept very diligent records. Rafiq wasn't certain about 

the reasons behind the facts, but he trusted Gaspar enough to assume the best, and it was clear 

that nobody else in the village did.  

 

Such were the odds stacked against Rafiq's mission. 

 

The day came when the metalsmith was to make the bronze plate that would become the 

plaque on the statue, and while he was out taking measurements on the statue, much of the 

village was milling about the square, watching. Rafiq climbed to a nearby rooftop and shouted 

to all the people who could hear him, "Brothers, sisters, friends and enemies, hear me!"  

 

It was known among the people that Rafiq was a storyteller, so the people paid attention, 

saying, "He will tell us a story now." 

 

Rafiq said, "Gaspar is not the monster you say he was; I tell you, the man was a role 

model!" 

 

And Qasim and Utbah, who were in the crowd, responded with a shout, "A role model, you 

say? Ignore this charlatan, dear people, and heed us! Though Gaspar liked to be thought of as 

charitable, claiming to have never turned away a patient due to lack of funds, we know for a fact 

that he turned away more than one thousand people in one year!" 

 

Rafiq was disheartened, for while he trusted Gaspar enough to assume the best, he knew 

the townspeople didn't, and he didn't have a reason to give to them for Gaspar's actions. 

Nonetheless, he gathered his wits, and began a story. 

GASPAR AND THE STREET RAT 

When I was just a young child, perhaps seven years old, my parents caught sick 
and perished; and I needn't tell you, dear people, that the life of an orphan is a hard 
one. I had no siblings, no cousins, and no grandparents to take me in, so when our 
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lord removed me from our house, I was forced onto the streets. I quickly learned how 
to live - how to steal food, how to sleep in a doorway - but learning how to survive 
was much more difficult. Bigger children had learned it was much safer to steal food 
from children like me than from street vendors, and I would often awaken in the 
middle of the night when I was forcibly shoved off of the doorstep, whether by larger 
child or the owner of the door.  

 

One day, I had just stolen a small basket of dates - my first food in a week - when 
three larger children pushed me to the ground and took my hard-earned prize. I was 
young and angry, so despite the fact that there were three of them, all bigger than 
me, I got up and hit one of them in the back as hard as I could. Though it wasn't very 
hard, it was enough to startle the boy, who lost face in front of his friends. I wilted 
with fear at the sight of his rage, and couldn't even run as he delivered blow after 
savage blow. Finally, he left me unconscious in the middle of the street. 

 

I awoke some time later, still bruised and bloody, as nearby vendor was 
dragging me into an alleyway so I wouldn't scare away any customers. Try as I 
might, I couldn't resist him as he tucked me in the corner, and I laid there for hours, 
desperately attempting to gather the strength to move. Finally, I made it to my 
knees, and dragged myself back into the street, hoping that perhaps someone would 
take pity on me and at least feed me before I died. 

 

That was when I first met Gaspar. He scooped me up before I had a chance to 
beg, and gently carried me to his home. He slept on a pile of straw so that I could 
sleep on his bed. I tried to tell him I had no money, and that nobody would think less 
of him if he just left me to die, but he wouldn't hear any of it. He gently nursed me 
back to health, which took months after some of my wounds became infected. 
Though he a very busy man, it seemed like whenever I woke up he was there 
checking on me, and whenever I called his name he arrived that very second. 

 

After I was finally healthy, I thanked him for his care and asked if I could 
perhaps work for him to repay my debt. "What debt?" He replied before asking "And 
where are you going to go, now that you’re recovered?" When I told him I would go 
back to the streets, he scrunched up his brow in thought. "No, no, that won't do," He 
said, disturbed. And that was when he started his orphanage (still functioning today, 
I'm glad to see), so that I, and any of the other street rats, wouldn't have to live on 
the streets any longer. 
 

 

Qasim and Utbah laughed, saying, "Hah! He tells subjective stories when we have objective 

facts!" And much of the populace remained unmoved.  

 

Nonetheless, all those who had received care from Gaspar when they had no means of ever 

repaying him felt a deep rumbling in their hearts, and they murmured amongst themselves, 

saying, "Surely Gaspar was a better man than Qasim and Utbah claim; I'm certain he had his 

reasons for turning away those men." 
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The next day, the metalsmith was engraving the plaque, and as he did, much of the village 

was milling about around his workshop, watching. And Rafiq climbed to a nearby rooftop and 

shouted to all the people who could hear him, "Brothers, sisters, friends and enemies, hear me!"  

 

It was known among the people that Rafiq was a storyteller, so the people paid attention, 

saying, "He will tell us a story again." 

 

Rafiq said, "Gaspar is not the monster you say he was; I tell you, the man was a paragon!" 

 

And Qasim and Utbah, who were in the crowd, responded with a shout, "A paragon, you 

say? Ignore this mountebank, dear people, and heed us! Though Gaspar liked to be thought of 

as altruistic, and ran an orphanage to further this image, we know for a fact that it had the 

highest rate of runaway children out of all the orphanages within one hundred miles!" 

 

Rafiq was dismayed, for while he trusted Gaspar enough to assume the best, he didn't think 

the townspeople did, and he didn't have a reason to give to them for Gaspar's orphanage's 

apparent failure. Nonetheless, he gathered his wits, and began a story. 

GASPAR AND THE ORPHAN 

When I was young, perhaps twelve years old, I ran away from Gaspar's 
orphanage; though I suppose "run away" is too harsh a term, given that he never 
forced anyone to stay. I was selfish, and angry that I, Gasper's first foster child, was 
being treated no better than any of the others at the orphanage. I got frustrated 
when he gave me the same amount of food as the other children, and I yelled at him, 
"You're just a cruel old man!" I could see the pain my remarks caused him, but I 
ignored it and ran out into the streets, thinking to myself, "I'll ride with some 
merchants on their way to the city, and make my fortune there." 

 

I found some merchants who were going to go to the city, and asked them if I 
could help them on their way there, which they all too readily agreed to. I found out 
along the way that they were slave traders, previously dismayed over their lack of 
"trade goods;" and I learned just as quickly that they considered me to be a "trade 
good." They shackled me to their donkey and led me along, feeding me just enough 
to keep me alive, and whipping me whenever I began to stop. "You're putting too 
much of a strain on our donkey!" They would cry, "Carry your own weight! Move 
faster!" 

 

Finally the scraps they fed me weren't enough, and I collapsed to the ground, 
exhausted. "Get up!" They shrieked as they whipped me over and over again, and I 
would've risen if I could've. The pain was overwhelming, and I laid there, crying, 
begging them to stop.  

 

It was then that a lone horseman rode up. "What is that boy's crime, that you 
beat him so viciously?" I heard him ask. 

 



P a g e  | 5 

 

"The slave doesn't know his place." One of the slavers said. 
 

The horseman clicked his tongue. "A slave, is he?" A pause. "How much would 
you charge for him?" 

 

The whippings stopped, and the two slavers communed amongst themselves. 
"This man looks rich," They said, "Perhaps we can get enough money from him to 
make a profit from this journey after all." They turned to the horseman. "Have you 
silver?" They asked. 

 

"I do." 
 

"This particular slave is quite strong and hardy. We would require no less than 
fifteen pieces of silver for him." 

 

This was a truly outrageous sum, but the horseman didn't even barter. He threw 
them a sack of silver, and scooped me up as they cackled with glee. It was then that I 
saw the identity of my savior: it was none other than Gaspar himself! I began to beg 
forgiveness, but he silenced me calmly. "Hush, child. It's okay. I'm here for you." 

 

He took me home, and again nursed me back to health. Once I was back to 
strength and rejoined the other orphans, though, they began to scoff, saying, "Why 
should he be treated the same as us? He, who was so ungrateful as to refuse Gaspar's 
care and run away?" But Gaspar would hear none of it, and treated me as well as he 
treated everyone else, even though I was much less deserving. 
 

 

Qasim and Utbah laughed, saying, "Hah! He tells subjective stories when we have objective 

facts!" And some of the populace remained unmoved.  

 

Nonetheless, all those who remembered the days when orphans ran about the streets, and 

all the orphans Gaspar had cared for as if they were his children, they all felt a deep rumbling in 

their hearts, and they murmured amongst themselves, saying, "Surely Gaspar was a better man 

than Qasim and Utbah claim; I'm certain his orphanage was more successful than it seems." 

 

The next day, the metalsmith prepared to attach the engraved plate to the statue, and as he 

did, much of the village was milling about the square, watching. And Rafiq climbed to a nearby 

rooftop and shout to all the people who could hear him, "Brothers, sisters, friends and enemies, 

hear me!"  

 

It was known among the people that Rafiq was a storyteller, so the people paid attention, 

saying, "He will tell us another story." 

 

Rafiq said, "Gaspar is not the monster you say he was; I tell you, the man was a saint!" 
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And Qasim and Utbah, who were in the crowd, responded with a shout, "A saint, you say? 

Ignore this liar, dear people, and heed us! Though Gaspar liked to be thought of as benevolent, 

and sometimes would pretend to aid women in childbirth, we know for a fact that the majority 

of pregnancies he "supervised" ended in the death of the infant, the mother, or both!" 

 

Rafiq wasn't worried, for while neither Qasim nor Utbah trusted Gaspar enough to assume 

the best, he suspected the townspeople did, even though he didn't have a reason to give to them 

for Gaspar's supposed failings. Confident, he gathered his wits, and began one last story. 

GASPAR AND THE FATHER 

When I was a young man, perhaps twenty, I had recently taken for myself a 
wife, Adara, who quickly became with child. My joy and pride were immense, and I 
was confident that our baby was going to be strong, healthy, and beautiful, like its 
mother. However, my joy soon turned to fear when my beautiful wife began to lose 
her health. Not knowing what to do, and still too young in my trade to be able to 
afford a doctor, I took her to my father, Gaspar, and begged him to treat her. I 
promised a lifetime of service if he would care for her, but he just waved me off and 
took her in, saying, "Nonsense, you are my son! I require nothing."  

 

For the next few months, Adara required constant attention. He treated her 
personally much of the time, and carefully instructed me as to how to care for her 
when he could not. He was at her side perhaps even more than I was, as I needed to 
spend time plying my trade so that I would be able to provide for my wife and child 
when the baby came. 

 

Finally, the day came when my wife began to give birth to my child. All three of 
us were overjoyed, and Gaspar personally supervised the birth to make certain there 
were no complications. I waited outside, confident in his care and ability.  

 

Hours passed, and he took a few minutes to tell me everything was going well. 
 

A day passed, and he took a few minutes to comfort me, and he told me it was 
not uncommon for a birth to take this long. 

 

Two days passed, and he took a few minutes to assure me that he was going to 
do everything in his power to take care of my wife and child. The baby wasn't in the 
proper position, he told me, and it was going to require surgical means to remove it. 
"I won't lie to you," He said, "The odds are not good. But I swear to you, if it is 
possible for things to go well in this situation, I will not fail you." 

 

"I trust you." I responded. 
 

Unfortunately, it was not possible for things to go well. He sent one of the 
midwives out half an hour later. "Your wife is dead, but we may yet save the baby." 
She wasn't cold or uncaring, but she was very tired, so it came out much the same as 
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if she was. I was devastated, and mourned my wife, but I still clung to the hope of my 
child. 

 

An hour after that, Gaspar himself exited the room, his countenance lower than 
the floor. He burst into tears. "I am so sorry, my son," he sobbed, "But I could not 
save either of them!" I began crying as well. I tore my clothes and ran into the room 
to say goodbye to my wife and the child I had never met. He came after me and 
comforted me. 

 

Once again, he nursed me back to health over the course of months, only this 
time the injuries were not physical, but emotional. I would lie in bed for days at a 
time, and always he was there, looking after me. Eventually I reclaimed myself, and 
though I still mourn my loss, I can say this with certainty: I do not hold Gaspar 
responsible for their deaths. I am perfectly certain that if it was possible for them to 
survive, they would have. And even moreso, I believe it is only because of him that I 
survived the emotional wounding.  
 

 

This time, Qasim and Utbah didn't laugh, for by now the entire populace other than them 

felt a deep rumbling in their hearts, and the entire village murmured amongst itself, saying, 

"Surely Gaspar was a better man than Qasim and Utbah claim; I'm certain he did his best to 

save those women and their children."  

 

The metalsmith, who had also lost his wife to childbirth, and whose child had been saved 

by Gaspar's skill and care, let out a great cry of remorse for his role in defaming the name of 

the man who had saved his son. With a shout, he rose his hammer into the air, and struck the 

plaque with all his might and sadness, and the plaque split right down the middle into two 

pieces. 

 

The village was wracked with shame over what they had almost done, and at how they had 

let themselves doubt so great a man's nature. They said to themselves, "Why did we act in such 

a manner? Was it not the deception of Qasim and Utbah? Come, let them receive our wrath for 

their lies!" And Qasim and Utbah were run out of the town with spears and torches, confused 

the entire time as to why their plan had failed so spectacularly.  

 

And Gaspar was forever remembered as the great man that he was. A new plaque was 

made and placed, this one made out of gold contributed by all the villagers. And it read: 

"Gaspar the Great/Let us never forget this role model, paragon, and saint." 

 

 

 

The end. 


