The Story Of The Sun And The Wind.  

This is an old story (around 2,500 years old) and one whose meaning resonates as strongly as ever.  The assembly suits those teachers who love spinning out a yarn and who like adopting different attitudes or accents within a fictionalised text.  Otherwise, it’s a great one for getting four volunteer students; one each to play the sun, the wind, the man and the narrator. _______________________________________________________________________

One day the sun and the wind were having a conversation when the subject turned to the matter of who was the strongest.  

In fact, if it was up to the sun, the conversation would not have veered off into this direction but as he was a polite communicator, and one without an inflated opinion of himself, he gave the wind the space in which to express himself. 

“Of course, when considering the sheer matter of physical strength, not to mention the kudos that comes with such power, well, it has to be said I have been blessed.”  Said the wind.

“Really?” Replied the sun, trying hard to hide his disinterest.  “I had no idea.” 

“Oh yes,” continued the wind.  “Being so strong, it would be easy to get carried away with a sense of my own importance.  Luckily I’m made of very modest stuff.  I guess that’s another attribute.  Yes, it must be.” He said, surprising himself with the latest observation of his own merits.  

“It must be great to be you.” The sun said, playfully.

“What’s there not to like?” Asked the wind.  

“I suppose it must be great knowing you could do anything you want to.” Said the sun.  “Absolutely anything.”  Suddenly though, the Sun’s mood changed.  “Mind you… Hmmmm, then again, maybe not.” 

“Sorry?” Said the wind.  “What’s that?”

“Nothing,” replied the sun, I was just thinking.

The wind pressed him for an answer. “Come on. What is it?”

“Oh, nothing of interest. I just had a strange little thought” 

“Well come on then,” said the wind “spit it out.” 

“No, it really is nothing.” Said the sun.

“Well, that’s okay then….”

“It’s just that you said you could do anything because you’re more powerful, I couldn’t help noticing that man on his horse down there and how you probably wouldn’t be able to blow the cloak of his back.  I mean, I knew it would probably make you quite upset to know that so that’s why I didn’t want to tell you.”  The sun knew exactly what he was doing!

The wind paused.  Was the sun really being serious?

“You what?” He roared.  “You really think I couldn’t blow the cloak off that man’s back?  What are you, some kind of…buffoon?”

“No, no, really let’s move the conversation on.  Did you notice that we’ve just had the hottest May for 200 years?  
“Blow the cloak of that man’s back?  We’ll see about THAT!!” Roared the wind.  “Stand back!” 

The wind took an almighty breath in and blew hard down on the ground to where the man was riding on his horse.  Looking up the man tutted…and rode on.

The wind took another breath inwards.  And then roared a huge blast of wind towards the earth.  This time the man pulled his cloak a little tighter.  If the wind was stirring up he’d need to get to his destination faster.  He geed up his horse which started galloping faster. 

The wind was getting into his stride now.  Roaring another huge gust of wind down onto the ground beneath him, he watched as the man tightened his cloak further.  ‘It won’t be long now, he thought to himself,’ and he roared and roared and roared again.
However, something was happening that he hadn’t accounted for.  As each gust bellowed out the man tightened his cloak closer and tighter to his throat, the black material billowing out behind him.  And no matter how the wind roared his grip secured even tighter.  

As the wind became desperate he began to howl, the whistling sound filling the air as leaves, branches and twigs blew all around.  But the man just held on for dear life. 

Eventually the wind realised he only had enough strength to force one last blast and so one final, gargantuan effort saw small woodland creatures running for safety.  The horse reared and the man’s eyes shut almost tight as man and beast battled through the conditions that the wind had seen fit to inflict on them.  But still the man held firm. 

At last, the wind relinquished; shattered, exhausted, broken and stunned. 

“Oh well,” said the sun. “Looks like I was right.” 

The wind barely had strength to acknowledge him.  “Ughh?  Oh, you”  It seemed that the wind had forgotten the sun was even there, such was his absorption in the task.  “Well, I’d like to see you do better,” he was just able to mutter.

“Oh, well, if you insist.”  Before the wind could even register disbelief that the sun should even contemplate such an action, the sun beamed out a wide smile and shone for all he was worth.  Down below, he noticed the man on horseback had now slowed down a little.  

The sun shone forth even more brightly, glowing his magnificent radiance down on the scene below.  Warmth filled the air and the flowers that had been bent double by the wind started reaching skywards again.  As it got warmer and warmer the man slowed his horse to a trot and then came to a stop.

He dismounted the horse and took a bottle from the saddle bag.  Removing the lid he took a gulp or two of water before replacing it.  Then he removed his cloak, set it on the back of his horse, climbed back on the saddle, and rode off.  


The sun had removed the man’s cloak.  And for once, the wind was speechless.  
________________________________________________________________________

There are two main morals to this story.  One is that we should consider what strengths we have and use them wisely.  The fact that the wind has any power at all is a constant source of wonder to him, but this is only understood by him as being something to show off about.  In fact, he is so self absorbed that he does not even notice that the sun has any merit at all.
The wind chooses to show off his strength in a way that is boorish, bullying and in no way beneficial to anyone.  So instead of using his ability to bring soothing, tranquil breezes to the world, or even to pollinate flowers with a gentle gust, he clumsily tries to blow the cloak off the man’s back causing great distress to all those affected by his impetuous bravado.
The sun, meanwhile has a different attitude.  He is also an almightily commanding presence but does not show off to the wind by boasting that he could scorch the earth with his powers.  Instead be brings something beautiful to the world. 

But this story is more than just one about how best we can use our ability to benefit others and bring a bit of harmony to the world. 

It also gives a strong message about how we might engage with others.  In life, both as young people and when we get older, we need to cooperate with people, often needing them to understand our point of view to help us in any given task. Shouting at people, threatening them, moaning… just why would anyone want to help or respond to someone who is giving them such grief?
The story about the sun and wind shows that if you can show someone the benefits of their actions, or create the right conditions for them,  then a little positive encouragement or persuasion will reap far better rewards.  

