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The Crying Cherry Tree
Once upon a time there lived a poor old woman in a village. She went every day to pray at the shrine of Lord Buddha. One day when she had finished her prayers, and was about to leave, a lovely green scarf fluttered down and fell before her.
'What a lovely scarf you have given me, Lord,' she cried. 'Thank you so much.'
Picking up the scarf she wrapped it around her head. Then, oh what a surprise! She could now understand what the trees, birds, animals and plants were saying to each other. ﻿
'This is a magic scarf,' she cried amazed. Just then two black crows flew to a branch nearby and began talking.
'Last night, I heard the cherry tree crying again, and I could not sleep. Do you know why
it is crying and sobbing all the time?' said one crow. ﻿
'Yes, I know everything. I really feel sorry
for that beautiful tree. You see, the mayor of
this village had that old tree cut down, as he wanted to build a tea house in his backyard. But the roots of that tree were not dug up. So now the tree is neither dead nor alive. That is why it is crying so much in pain.'
'So the roots are still under the tea house?' asked the first crow.
'Yes, and that is why the mayor is so ill,' said the second bird. 'A black spell has been put on him by the cherry tree. When the tree dies, so will the mayor.'
Hearing this the woman was very distressed. When she went home she dressed herself like a Buddhist nun, and still wearing ﻿the green scarf, went up to the mayor's grand villa.
The door was opened by a worried looking mayor's wife.
'I hear that your husband is ill. So I have come to inquire about him, as I am a doctor too,' said the woman.
'I have tried so many medicines, but my husband does not seem to get better. In fact he is getting worse day by day,' whispered the mayor's wife tearfully.
'When was the tea house built in your backyard?' asked the woman.
'About six months back,' replied the mayor's wife. 'And when did your husband get sick?' 
'Well, about the same time,' replied the ﻿wife.
'Before I see your husband, could I have a cup of tea in your tea house?' she said.
'I'll bring it myself,' said the mayor's wife. The disguised woman went to the tea house and sat down. Soon she heard moans and sobs coming from below the floor.
'Oh you poor cherry tree,' said a yellow butterfly flitting into the room, you seem to be in a lot of pain.'
'Yes … yes … it is worse every day. I am going to die soon, and so will the mayor.'
'Please don't die,' said the butterfly.
'Please don't die,' whispered the flowers. ﻿
[bookmark: _GoBack]Without waiting, the doctor went to the mayor's bedside, and cried, 'If you want to be well again, demolish the tea house, and tend to the roots of the cherry tree you cut down, which got left behind. Care for it well, and help it get strong again.'
The mayor ordered his servants to demolish the tea house at once, and began to care for the dying cherry tree himself. Soon it revived, and began to sprout young green shoots.
'I'm better. I will live,' cried the tree happily. The cherry tree lives,' chirruped the birds in the garden.
Within a few days the mayor was much better, and soon he was well and strong.
The Buddhist nun-doctor was given a large ﻿bag of gold, and with her magic scarf on her head she went on her way to help those who needed her very special talent and help.
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