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"A Tale of Faith/Conviction" (first told on the road to Medvedivka in1805; first tale in Sipurei Ma'asiot)
There once was a king who said to himself, "Could there be anyone who has fewer worries than me? For I reign and rule, possessing all [in my kingdom]." So off he went to find out for himself. He would travel at night and standing behind the houses, listen to his subjects. He heard everyone's worries. This one's store had troubles; this one was in need of an audience with the king; and all the other troubles of each and every one.
He then spied a small, oddly low-lying house—even its windows drooped to the ground—and its roof was broken and falling off. And inside sat someone playing the violin. But playing so softly, that you needed to listing carefully to hear even a single note. The violinist was extremely happy. A pot of drink—wine to be exact—along with a buffet of food lay before him. And he was happy—full of joy—without a care at all.
The king entered the house and asked after his health. He answered. The king looked at the pot of drink and the array of food and how happy he was. He invited the king to join him in a toast to the king. And the king warmly imbibed with him. Then the king retired and fell asleep, seeing how he was truly happy, without a care in the world. 
Upon awakening in the morning, this fellow accompanied the king. The king asked him the source of his possessions. He answered, "I can fix all sorts of things that are broken. I can't make things from scratch; only repair those things which are broken. So, I set out in the morning and I fix a few things and when I earn enough, about five or six zehuvin, I buy myself all this food and drink."
When the king heard this he decided to break up this [way of life]. He issued a proclamation that whosoever needed to fix something will no longer be allowed to give it to another for repair, but must fix it himself or buy a new one.
The following day, the man made his rounds, asking for things in need of repair. He was told that the king had decreed that nothing could be given to another for repair. He was vexed, but he had faith in God. 
He soon came across a rich man chopping wood. He asked him, "Why are you chopping wood? Isn't it beneath your station?" He replied, "I looked for someone to chop wood and didn't find anybody, so I was forced to do it myself." "Allow me," he answered. And he chopped the wood and the rich man gave him one zehuv. He saw that this was a fine thing and went off to chop more wood—until he had earned six zehuvim and went to buy himself his meal. And happy he was.
The king returned to peer through the window and discovered that he was sitting with his wine and food laid out before him—happy as could be. The king entered his home and saw all this. He once again stayed the night as he did before. In the morning, the man rose to accompany the king and he asked him, "Where did you get the money to buy all these things?" The man answered, "I used to fix broken things, but the king decreed not to give to anyone else anything in need of repair. So, I chopped wood until I made enough to buy these things." So, the king decreed that it was now forbidden to let anyone chop one's wood.
The fellow came to chop wood [like the day before], but he told him that the king had forbidden it. He was vexed—as he had no money. But he trusted in God.
He saw someone cleaning out an animal pen. "Why are you cleaning this pen," he asked. "I looked, but couldn't find anybody to clean it, so I was forced to do myself," he answered. "Here, let me clean it." He cleaned the pen and he gave him two zehuvim. So, off he went to clean some more and he made six zehuvim. And again bought himself a feast, returned home—and very happy he was.
The king again went to see what had become of the man and again saw all of the above, and again entered his house, etc. Come morning, he accompanied the king and the king again asked him, etc.
And the king then went and decreed that no one could hire another person to clean his animal pen.
So, when the man went to look to clean pens, he was told that the king decreed, etc.
Instead he went to the defense minister to enlist in the king's army. For there are those who are drafted by force to serve in the army and those who are hired. So he went to enlist, but made a deal with the minister that he was not enlisting for good, but only for a limited period. And that he wanted to receive his salary each morning. The minister immediately equipped him with a uniform, hung a sword on his hip and sent him on his way to where he was needed.
Later, as evening approached, and he finished his duty, he took off his uniform and bought himself his feast. He retired to his home—and very happy was he.
The king returned once again only to discover all the food lain out before him and to find him happy as could be, etc. He entered his house, etc. Asked him, etc. He told him, etc.
The king then went and called the minister of defense, ordering him not to pay anybody on that day.
The next morning, the man went to the minister to collect his day's wages, but the minister refused. "Didn't I condition my enlistment on getting paid daily?" he asked. He answered him that the king had ordered him to not pay anybody today. All his pleading was for naught. "The best I can offer is to pay you tomorrow two days' wages, but today, I can't pay you."
What did he do? He went and broke off a piece of his sword and affixed a piece of wood in its place—so that from the outside you couldn't tell the difference. Then he went and pawned the [broken-off] piece and again bought himself his feast.
And again the king arrived and saw that his joy was complete as before. He entered his house, stayed the night, asked him, he told him that he was forced to break off the sword's blade from its handle and that he pawned it in order to buy the necessities for his feast. "When I get my wages tomorrow, I'll redeem the sword, fix it and nobody will be the wiser--since I can fix anything that's broken (and the king won't lose out at all)."
The king returned home and spoke to the minister. He told him that the next time there was someone facing the death penalty he was to call the man who had just enlisted and have him cut off the offender's head. The minister did as he was told and called the new soldier. He arrived before the king and the king assembled all the ministers so that they could have a good laugh at the soldier whose sword was made of wood.
The man came before the king and fell to his knees. He asked, "Your majesty, what have I done to be called before the king?" "You are here to cut off the head of this guilty party!" He answered, pleading with the king, telling him that he had never spilled blood, begging that the king give the task to another. But the king told him that he must now kill him. He asked, "But is this a true judgement? Perhaps it's not clear that he is guilty as charged. And I, I who have never spilled blood before, how can I do this to someone who may not truly be guilty." 
The king answered, "The law is clear that he deserves death—that is the clear ruling in this case—and it must be you who will kill him."
He saw that it was useless to argue with the king, so he turned to God and said, "E-l Shadai, I have never spilt blood. If this man does not truly deserve to die, may the metal turn to wood!!" He grabbed his sword, pulled it from its scabbard and all eyes saw that it was indeed wood. There was a great commotion. The king saw that he was truly a pleasant man and let him go in peace.

