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Part 1

AT THE TIME OF THE BUDDHA

Stones of the Buddha’s Disciples




Introduction

A beautiful bird with golden wings perched on a limb beside Ivan
and Lillian. “Hi, 'm Ivan and this is my little sister, Lillian. Who are
you?” Ivan asked.

“Chirp, chirp,” answered the little bird.

Her wings glowed like amber in the sea. “Lets call her Tiki,” said
Lillian.

TiKi told them stories all about the trees and mountains and rivers
that she flew over. Then Ivan and Lillian told Tiki stories about the
Buddha and his first disciples.

“The disciples of the Buddha lived the same life as the Buddha.
They wore ragged robes and ate whatever food was offered to
them. Going from place to place, they followed the Buddha,

teaching goodness to everyone they met. They slept under the
trees at night and bathed in the cool mountain streams,” said
Ivan.

“The first disciples of the Buddha became
Arhats and reached the first stages of
enlightenment.”

“What is enlightenment?” asked
Tiki.

“It's not having any greed or
hatred in our hearts. Its like
being wide awake and under-
standing everything. In fact,
the name “Buddha” means to
be “awakened.” A Buddha is
fully enlightened in compas- «gﬁ
sion, Kindness and wisdom.” =~

bt




“Why don’t the monks and nuns work?”
asked Lillian.

“The lay people, like our family, give
them everything they need so they can
study and practice the Dharma,” said
Ivan. “In turn the monks and nuns
teach us about the Buddha.”

What is the Dharma?” Tiki asked,
tottering along the branch.

“Dharma is the teachings of the Buddha,”
said Ivan.

“What are the teachings?” asked TiKi.

“There are three main ones. Do no evil, do good deeds,
and purify the mind,” said Lillian, holding up three fingers.

- “The Buddha and his disciples were very Kind and never hurt
2 ~anyone, not even animals. They were vegetarians,” said Ivan.

‘Lucky for us birds!” chirped Tiki.

ddenly Tiki became silent. An autumn breeze sent golden
flsééyes fluttering to the ground. Her notes bounded on
- the breeze, as she softly chirped, “Can birds become

: “Of course,” said Lillian. “All living beings have the
. Buddha nature and can become Buddhas.”

ould you like to hear some stories about
.the Buddhas first disciples?” Tiki nodded
her head and folded her beak into her soft



The Buddha's
Favorite Cousin

i\ | | M
~ Ananda was the Buddha's young cousin. His name meant
‘rejoicing’ because he was born at the same time the Buddha
became enlightened. Both events were cause for rejoicing. Of all
the Buddha's disciples, Ananda was foremost in learning. He had
such a good memory that he served as the Buddha's attendant so
he could hear everything the Buddha said.

With simplicity and goodness, Ananda took care of the Buddha's
personal needs. Not once did he look at what he should not look
at, or want what was not his. He remembered everything the
Buddha said and never asked for anything to be repeated.



Stories of Aniruddha
There Isn't Any Cake

Aniruddha was the older brother of Ananda, the Buddha's favorite
cousin. His name meant “never poor”. He was given this name
because in his past life when he was a poor farmer, he gave his
only food to a poor monk. The heavenly spirits made a vow that
he would always get what he wanted. He would never know what
the word “no” meant.

One day Aniruddha was playing games with the other princes.
Whoever lost a game had to give cake to the others. Aniruddha
was the first to lose, so he sent a servant home for cake. Again
and again, he lost. Again and again, he sent his servant home
for cake. At last the servant came back and said, “There isn't any
cake to send.”

“Very well,” said Aniruddha. “Then bring there isn't any cake here.”




When the servant told Aniruddha’s mother what the young prince
had said, she laughed. “We've never told him that there isn't any
anything. I think it is time to teach him what “no” means.”

She then took a golden platter and placed a cover over it. Handing
it to the servant, she said, “Take this to Aniruddha. Tell him that
this is there isn't any cake.”

It just so happened that the heavenly spirits watching over
Aniruddha saw what was going on. They said to each other. “We
had better do something or the prince will not get what he wants!”

Quickly, they scooped up the colors of the heavenly rainbows and
whipped up a cake that appeared on the golden platter.

/

When Aniruddha saw the servant arrive ./
with the platter, he ran and lifted up
-

the cover. Inside was the most
beautiful cake he had ever {/
seen. Its heavenly aroma | P)
drifted into the air and filled '
the entire Kingdom. No one.\,
had ever smelled anything |

so wonderful!
\ —
The princes had never tasted any-

thing so delicious!

Aniruddha’'s mother, following the
heavenly scent, came upon the
children eating the cake and making
merry. Her son called to her, “Mother,
do you love me?”

His mother said, “Yes, as much as
a person with only one eye loves
that eye!”



Aniruddha said, “If you love me that much, then why haven’'t you
given me there isn’'t any cake until now?”

- She caught on quickly and laughed. And from that day onward,
whenever Aniruddha asked for cake, his mother would place

~a cover on the golden platter. She knew that when Aniruddha
opened it, there would be a heavenly cake inside. He would never
learn what the word “no” means.”

The Golden Rabbit

Long, long ago, famine struck the land.
Wwater did not fall. Crops did not stand.

Many people starved. Others stayed alive,

By eating roots and bark in order to survive.




A poor monk went on alms for a meal,
Only twice a month, did he go at his will.
But nothing was given to him on his call.
The people had no food to give at all.

Back up the mountain, went he with his bowl.
Passed by a farmer deeply searching his soul.
Said the farmer, “Please accept this food from me,
It's only rice, for 'm poor, you can see.”

The monk ate the rice and in a blink of an eye,

He turned into a god and disappeared in the sky.
The farmer stared up into the heavens so blue..

\ “So this is what giving to a poor monk can do!”




Then out of the bowl, hopped a frisky rabbit.

It jumped on the farmer’s back, as if out of habit.
The farmer tried to brush it off, gave it a nudge.
Tried to beat it off, Knock it off, but it didn't budge.

Cried he to his wife, “Get this rabbit off my back!”
with a flick of her finger, it hit the floor with a crack!
A leg broke off, the rabbit turned into gold.

Then the leg grew back--what a sight to behold!

The old man and woman were never again poor.

In need of money, they'd drop the rabbit on the floor.
The rabbit was never used up, so in life after life,
They were always rich, the farmer and his wife.

Aniruddha was the farmer. How he got his name,
Was giving all hé had, now his name is fame.

g i
He was 'cqms/in of the Buddha and a disciple, too.
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An Unhappy Cow

“Hey, look at that old monk who has lost his teeth! He eats like a
cow. Slurp! Slurp!” laughed a young monk named Gavampati.

“You mustn't say things like that about that monk. He's a Pratyeka
Buddha,” said an elder monk, who was sitting next to Gavampati
in the dining hall at the Bamboo Grove Monastery.

“What’s a Pratyeka Buddha?” asked Gavampati, sipping his soup.




“A hermit who lives alone in the mountains and enlightens himself.

It's a grave offense to slander a Pratyeka Buddha,” said the elder
monk.

“I was just teasing,” said Gavampati.
“You must repent right away,” advised the elder.

“If you say s0,” said Gavampati and quickly went to the Buddha

Hall and repented. But he was not very sincere, so in his next life,
he was reborn as a cow. Not for one lifetime, but for five hundreds
lifetimes.

11
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All day long, he grazed on grass and chewed a cud. NO matter
how much he ate, he was never full. He was always hungry. Flies
and bees stung him and children hit him with sticks and laughed
at him. Life as a cow was very bitter for Gavampati.

After five hundred lifetimes as a cow, Gavampati sincerely
repented and was reborn as a person. He forgot all about being
a cow, but he still had the habits of a cow. He snorted and
blew through his nose and chewed like a cow chews its cud.
Everywhere he went, people laughed at him, but he never got
angry. He just smiled and went on his way.

One day Gavampati met the Buddha, but the Buddha did not laugh
at him. Gavampati asked him, “Why do I chew and snort like a cow?”

The Buddha told Gavampati, “In a past life you made fun of the
way a Pratyeka Buddha ate, so for five hundred lifetimes you were
born as a cow. The habits of a cow are still with you.”

“Now I understand,” said Gavampati and became a Buddhist monk.

Still the Buddha was worried. “I'm afraid that one of the monks
might laugh at Gavampati and reap the same reward as he. I'll send
him to live in the heavens where the gods never make fun of
anyone.”

When the gods saw Gavampati, they rejoiced and made offerings
to him. He was puzzled, “Why do you make offerings to me? I'm
just an ordinary monk.”

“We've been watching over you in this lifetime, Gavampati,” said the
gods. “And we’'ve never heard you say unkind things to anyone,
even though people laughed and made fun of you. That makes
you very special and worthy of offerings.”

Among the Buddha's disciples, Gavampati was foremost in proper
speech.



The Buddha Shrinks the Dragon

On the banks of the Ganges River lived three brothers who were
fire worshippers. Kasyapa was their name. Their huts were made
of mud and reeds and their hair was tied up in topknots. They
worshipped Agri, the god of fire, and made animal sacrifices to
keep him happy. In all, the brothers had one thousand followers.

The Buddha said, “I must find a way to stop this useless Killing
of animals.”

One stormy night the Buddha knocked on the door of the elder
Kasyapa’s hut and asked, “May I stay here tonight? I can go no
further.”

The old Kasyapa, who was proud of his spiritual power, knew
everything about a person at first glance. But of the Buddha he
could tell nothing. “Jeepers, creepers! Are my powers playing out?”
he asked himself, not happy at all.

“You are welcome to stay in the cookhouse,” said Kasyapa.
On his gimpy old legs, he led | J e

the way. But he did not tell
the Buddha about the fierce
dragon that guarded th
cookhouse. /j**/

4
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The Buddha went into the cookhouse
and spreading some grass on the floor,
sat in meditation. Around midnight, a
fierce looking dragon stuck his nose in
the doorway and said, “Well, a guest!
It's a good thing I'm hungry!”

The dragon was huge.
He was horrible.

He was scaly and slimy
green. He took a huge,
deep breath and spit
out a ball of fire

straight at the Buddha. Shish! But the Buddha

was not afraid.

Not at alll He went into fire light samadhi and
could not be burned. When the fire came
near him, it just sizzled and fizzled out!

The dragon backed up and took another huge,
deep breath and spit out another ball of fire,
and another and another, a hundred fireballs in
all. Shish! Shish! But the Buddha was not afraid.
Not at alll When the fireballs came near him, they just sizzled and
fizzled out!

The dragon got madder and madder and squirmed closer and closer
until he was looming over the Buddha. Looking down at him with his
wicked yellow eyes, he took another huge breath, but nothing came
out. He didn’'t even have enough fire left to cook a potato.

“Now look,” he said to the Buddha. “I don't like this. Everyone else is
afraid of me. As soon as I look at them, they run away screaming.”

“Why should I be afraid of you? You're nothing but a miserable old
dragon just because you treat others so badly. If you were Kind,

14



youd be happy and the world would be yours,” said the Buddha.
The dragon’s wicked yellow eyes closed and a huge wet tear fell
down his scaly, slimy green cheek. “It's true,” he said with a sniffle.
‘I am pretty miserable. All 1 do is scare people. | don't kKnow how
to be Kind.”

“Come, friend, crawl into my begging bowl,” said the Buddha.
“And 1 will teach you to be Kind and good. I will put out your fire

of greed and hatred.” Then with his power of loving-Kindness, the
Buddha tamed the enormous dragon and shrank him until he was
the size of a thimble.

“Now I can do it!” cried the happy little dragon, clamoring up the
side of the bowl. “I can be Kind, and I'll never, ever hurt anyone
again.”

Early the next morning, the old fire worshipper peeped into the
cookhouse, expecting to find the Buddha burned to ashes. “Here’s
your dragon! See for yourself,” said the Buddha, holding out his
bowl. Out came the tiny dragon.

The old Kasyapa ran for his life, “Help!” he cried.

“Wait! Don't be afraid,” called the Buddha. “I used a charm to tame
the dragon. He won't hurt you.”

“What kind of charm?” asked the old Kasyapa.
“The charm of loving-kKindness,” answered the Buddha.

“Can | learn it, too?” asked the old fire worshipper, realizing who
the Buddha was.

“Happiness does not lie in sacrificing animals to Agri, the god of
fire,” said the Buddha. “Only by doing acts of kindness can one
have such power.”

“The Buddha is the greatest teacher of all. 1 shall stop this useless
Killing of animals and follow him,” said the old Kasyapa to his

15
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brothers and the one thousand disciples. Then he cut off his
topknot and tossed it into the Ganges River. The two younger
brothers and the one thousand followers did the same and
became followers of the Buddha.

This is how the Buddha used fire to tame the fire worshippers.

;’
\




The Buddha Shrinks the Dragon in Verse

There were three brothers, Kasyapa was their name.
Being fire worshippers had brought them great fame.
A thousand disciples who came to them to learn,
Attained spiritual powers in their own turn.

In worshipping fire, there’'s no wisdom to gain.
To speak of their faults would just be in vain.
So Buddha went to visit the older brother,
“May I stay here tonight? I can go no further.”

The elder Kasyapa, when given half a chance,
Knew all about a person at the slightest glance.
But of the Buddha, he could tell nothing about.
“Jeepers, creepers! Are my powers playing out?”

“Come, I'll show you where the visitors stay.”
On his gimpy old legs, Kasyapa led the way.
In with a dragon, he put the Buddha for the night.
Stories of the dragon make one shiver with fright.

A stranger in the cave put the dragon in a tizzy.
Spewing flames of fire, it began to get dizzy.
Lashing at the Buddha, lashing ‘til it learned

A Buddha in fire light samadhi couldn’'t be burned.

The Buddha shrank the dragon, shrank it very small,
Put it in his begging bowl, taught it Kindness to all.
Old Kasyapa, seeing the dragon so tame,

Said to the Buddha, “I want to do the same.”

Then Old Kasyapa and his brothers two,
With their one thousand disciples, not so very few,
Followed the Buddha and learned the Dharma true.

17
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Little Roadside
A Play

Cast of characters in order of appearance:
Four Monks
Big Roadside
Little Roadside
Tree Spirit

The Buddha

Act 1

OPENING SCENE: The BuUDDHA is sitting in meditation. FOurR MoNKs
enter and bow to him.

BUDDHA: What brings you here, my friends?

FIRST MONK: Today we met two brothers
who want to become monks.

SeconD MoNK: The older brother is very smart. \§ ‘

He studies very hard and has *

1
N— [
= 4 ‘

an excellent memory. However, %
the young brother is not very a&f
smart and cannot remember .
anything at all. *%

—

BuUDDHA: What are their names?

NN

THIRD MONK: The older brother is called "Q = Q&N
Big Roadside because he was

born on the side of a big road.




The younger brother is called Little Roadside
because he was born on the side of a small road.

BubpbHA: Where do the brothers live?
FourTH MONK: At the foot of the low hills near the river.

BuUDDHA: I will go see what they are doing. (Exits.)

Act 11

OPENING SceNE: LiTTLE RoaDSIDE and BiG ROADSIDE are sitting
under a tree.

Bic RoADSIDE: If we want to become monks, we have to memorize
these verses. | will teach you this short verse.
Like shadows, like bubbles...

LitTTLE RoADSIDE: Like..W-what's next?
Bic RoADsSIDE: Like shadows, like bubbles.

LitTtLE ROADSIDE: Now | can say it. Listen. Bubbles. Oh no,
I forgot it again.

Bic RoADSIDE: You can do it. Just be patient.

LitTtLE RoADSIDE: La.. That's not it. I can’'t learn it!

19



BiG RoADSIDE: Just say the verse.
LiTTLE ROADSIDE: No! | can’'t remember it!

Bic RoADSIDE: I've lost my patience! I'll have to become
a monk without you! I wanted you to go with me,
but alas, you're just too stupid! (EXits.)

LitTLE ROADSIDE: If I can't become a monk, then I'll just sit under
this tree until 1 die!

TREE SPIRIT: (Comes out from behind the tree.) Hello.

LitTLE ROADSIDE: W-what are you?

TREE SPIRIT: I'm a tree spirit. I couldn’t help hearing what was
going on. If you still want to become a monk, I'll help
you. Do you want to play a game?




LiTTLE ROADSIDE: Yes! | like to play games.

TREE SpIRIT: I'll give you two words to remember. ‘Sweep Clean.
AS you say the words, play as if you're sweeping your
heart clean. Can you do it?

LitTtLE ROADSIDE: Oh, yes! I think I can remember two words. Now,
let me see. Sweep..what was the other word?

TREE SPIRIT: Clean. Sweep clean.

LiTTLE ROADSIDE: Oh, now I remember. Clean...now,
what was the first word again?

TREE SPIRIT: Sweep.
LittLe RoADSIDE: Sweep clean! | did it! Sweep clean!

(Tree Spirit disappears behind the tree. The Buddha appears in

its place.)
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LitTLE ROADSIDE: You turned into the Buddhal 1 like this game.
BuUDDHA: Do you still want to become a monk?

LitTLE ROADSIDE: Oh, yes! Every day | will say ‘sweep clean’.
(Both exit.)

Act 111

OPENING SCENE: FOUR Monks and BiG ROADSIDE are studying.
LitTLE ROADSIDE is sweeping the floor.

FIRST MONK: Little Roadside made the best grade on the
exam today.

SECOND MONK: He's already memorized a whole book of verses.

THIRD MoNK: The Buddha says that he will soon become
enlightened if he keeps sweeping his heart clean.

FourTH MONK: He doesn't lose his temper anymore, either.

BiG RoaDsIDE: 1 thought I was the smart one.
Now I must learn from my little brother
how to sweep my heart clean.

The Buddha says that if we sweep away
the dust of greed, hatred, and stupidity,
then we can have great wisdom. If you |
will excuse me, my friends, 1 am going
to help Little Roadside sweep.




Drinker of Light

Bhadda was born into a poor family and grew up in the Kingdom
of Madda. One day as a child, she saw crows eating tiny insects
that were wriggling in some sesame seeds set out to dry. “Why do
creatures harm each other? Why? Why?” she asked, tears flowing
down her tender cheeks. “When I grow up, 1 will renounce the
world and find a way to end this sorrow.”

Mahakasyapa was born into a wealthy family in the Kingdom of
Magadha. Standing in a freshly plowed field as a boy, he saw
worms being eaten by some birds. “Why do creatures have to eat
each other to live? Why? Why?” he asked. “When I grow up, 1 will
renounce the world and find a way to end all this sorrow.”

When Mahakasyapa was born, his body shone with a light so
bright that it seemed to drink up all other lights. He was called
" Drinker of Light’.

When he grew into a young man, his parents said, “It is our wish
for you to marry and give us grandchildren.” Mahakasyapa did not
want to become married; yet he wanted to please his parents.

“Very well, but the woman I marry must shine with purple, golden
light. Unless I find such a woman, 1 won't marry,” he said, thinking
the matter was over.

His parents sent messengers throughout the land looking for such
a wife for their son, but no match could be found.

Bhadda was now two hundred and sixty years old. She lived alone
in a poor hut in the forest. One day she followed a trail deep into
the woods in search of firewood. Suddenly she came upon the
ruins of an old temple. The roof was blown off and the walls

were crumbling. Slowly, she opened the door and hobbled inside.
Leaning on her cane, she steadied her old legs and hugged her
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wrap close around her to keep out the cold. The altar was still
standing and on it was an image of the Buddha stripped of its
gold leaf by wind and rain. “I will find a way to repair this temple,”
Bhadda vowed. “I will have the Buddha image gilded again with
gold and it will shine like brand new!”

Everywhere Bhadda went, she asked, “There on the side of the
mountain is a temple in ruins. It needs repairs. Will you help?”

Many people, rich and poor alike, gave her money, saying, “It is
good that you will repair the old temple. 1 will ask my friends to
help, also.”

Soon she had enough money to begin the repairs. She asked,
“Who is the best goldsmith? The Buddha image must be gilded
by only the best.”

“There is such a goldsmith. He lives in Magadha, near the river.
Go ask him,” someone told her.

Bhadda found the goldsmith and told him about the temple.
Moved by her Kindness, the blacksmith said, “You live in poverty,
yet you are having this temple repaired. Let me share this work
with you. I will do the repairs and you buy the gold.”

The goldsmith was very old himself, two hundred and sixty years
old. He was happy to do the work. Together, he and Bhadda
worked side by side. Soon the temple was rebuilt and the Buddha
image was gilded with shining new gold.

The last job was to clean the temple for the opening ceremony.
Bhadda bent over to scrub the floor. Suddenly, the goldsmith
exclaimed, “Purple and golden light is shining from Bhadda's
body!” ‘

At last he had found the wife of his dreams. He asked her, “Will
you be my wife, not in just this life, but from now on? In every life,
we will marry one another.” Mahakasyapa was the goldsmith.



The old couple was married, but they both remembered their
VOWS to renounce the world. So they cut off each other’'s hair and
donned yellow robes. Then they set off together as enunciates.
Mahakasyapa walked in front, Bhadda behind.

Suddenly Mahakasyapa stopped and said, “It is not right for me
to walk in front of you. The man walking in front of the woman
means marriage. Those who renounce the world are equal.”

“Then let us part,” said Bhadda. When they came to a crossroads,
Mahakasyapa took the right fork, Bhadda the left.

Within a short time, Mahakasyapa found the Buddha at the Jeta
Grove and became one of his greatest disciples. But it was more
difficult for Bhadda. She lived in the forest near the Jeta Grove
waiting, and when Queen Prajapati established the first Order

of Nuns, Bhadda joined her and found peace at last.

The legend goes that Mahakasyapa J
and Bhadda were married in
many lifetimes. In each

lifetime, after they were
married, they renounced
the world together.

Mahakasyapa was
always known as

“Drinker of Light” and
Bhadda was known

as “Purple and
Golden Light”.
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The Mind-to-mind Seal of the Buddha

One day as the Buddha was speaking Dharma, the heavens opened.
The Great Light Brahma Heaven King flew down and gave the
Buddha a golden lotus flower. The Buddha held up the lotus to
the hundreds of thousands who were listening to him. No one said
anything. Mahakasyapa simply smiled.

The Buddha said, “Mahakasyapa understands the Buddha’s
teachings completely. He has the wonderful mind of the Buddha.
It is time for me to leave this world and enter Nirvana. Mahakasyapa
will carry on the Buddha’s teachings and be your leader. | have
given him the mind-to-mind seal of the Buddha.” When the Buddha
left the world, his robe and bowl were passed on to Mahakasyapa.

Then Mahakasyapa went to Chicken Foot Mountain in Yunnan
Province. It has been over three thousand years since the Buddha’'s
Nirvana, but Mahakasyapa is still sitting there in samadhi in a cave.
He is waiting for Maitreya Buddha to appear in the world. At that
time, he will give Maitreya the bowl and robe of the Buddha. Then
his work in this world will be finished.

Many people go to Chicken
Foot Mountain to worship
Mahakasyapa. There on the
cool mountain, those who
are sincere can always see L )
three Kinds of light--the : !
Buddha light, a golden light, “/ '
and a silver light. They can 3 J
hear the sound of a bell ringing / /

from inside the mountain from 'c_

several miles away. Chicken \
Foot Mountain is certainly an

inconceivable place. \




The Monk with Spiritual Powers
A Play

Cast in order of appearance:
Elder
Crowd Voices

Fat Man |
. {
Thin Man
Pindola ; ,
Buddha [
\
Narrator \'.;;;\:j' A
WJL bt e
¥ G
‘i,if/ % v ;/
| y(/ ‘ /\\
ACt 1 [y

OPENING SCENE: A pole is in the center of the stage with a wooden
bowl placed on top. The ELDER enters on stage
and speaks to the audience.

ELDER: Good people, there are many who claim to have great
spiritual powers. Whoever can use his spiritual powers to
get the bowl from atop the pole is the best!

FAT MAN: (Tries and fails.) I-I can’'t do it.

THIN MAN: Let me at it! (Tries and fails.) W-what? I've lost my
powers.

PINDOLA: (Seated on a huge rock.) I'll do it! (He soars up to the top
of the pole, still sitting on the rock.)

CrowD VOICES: Watch out for that fool! The rock will fall and Kill
us! Look out!
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PINDOLA: (Takes the bowl and floats to the ground.) Here's the bowl.

CrowD VOICES: Magnificent! What great spiritual powers you have!

ELDER: (Bowing and handing the bowl to Pindola) Venerable One!
the bowl is yours.

BuUDDHA: (Enters stage. Pindola quickly hides the bowl and bows.)
How could you show off your spiritual powers for the
sake of a worthless bowl? You can no longer stay here.
People praise you too much. I'll send you to the Western
Continent. The gods who live there will not praise you,
but will help you to rid yourself of selfish pride. (Curtain)



Act 1l

NARRATOR: After Pindola had been gone for long time, everyone
began to miss him and begged the Buddha to allow
him return. The Buddha consented, but had Pindola
live far away on a mountaintop. One day the daughter
of a rich merchant made a meal offering to the Buddha
and the monks and nuns. They all gathered together at
the grand house. Suddenly Pindola flew into the room
and landed behind the Buddha, but he did not see

==/ theBuddha.

PlN_bOLA: (Accidentally backs into the Buddha. He

*<// tries to hide, but the Buddha catches him.)

e

BUDDHA: There you go again, showing off!
Because of this, I forbid you to enter
Nirvana. You must stay in the world
forever as a monk dressed in
rags. Because you understand
the Dharma, you must spread
the teachings of the Buddha
to humankind, but you
~ must never show off
again! (Curtain)
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Act 11l

NARRATOR: A hundred years after the Buddha entered Nirvana,
King Ashoka became the king of India. One day,
he invited the Buddha'’s disciples to the palace
to accept offerings. Up until now Pindola had
followed the Buddha’'s orders, but when he saw
all the monks and nuns in the King’'s palace,
he was so happy that he lost control.
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PINDOLA: (Flies into the room wearing a swan headdress, his hair
as white as snow, and his eyebrows covering his eyes.)

NARRATOR: | wonder what Pindola is up to this time.

KING ASHOKA: (Bows to Pindola) O Venerable One, how magnificent
your spiritual powers are! What splendor you bring
to the palace! I have been told that you have lived
so long that you have seen the Buddha.

PINDOLA: O King, in your past life, you have also seen the Buddha.
One day when you were a little boy playing in the road,
the Buddha and I passed by you. You gave the Buddha
an offering of sand. He told you, “One day you will
become a great King and rule your kingdom with wisdom
and Kindness. Buddhism will flourish under your reign
and you will build 84,000 stupas. The people in your
kKingdom will be happy and prosperous and they will
honor and serve you. The Buddha's blessings are many.
King Ashoka, may the Dharma long remain in the world!”
(Curtain falls as Pindola flies offstage.)

NARRATOR: That was the last time that Venerable Pindola
displayed his spiritual powers. Now there is a
Buddhist ceremony once a year to invite Pindola to
visit the temples. It is said that when people sincerely
recite his name, Pindola will appear as a ragged monk
without letting anyone know who he is. If he visits the
temple, the flowers will not wither for a long time.

Note: PINDOLA should be a rod puppet or a string puppet so
he can fly.
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“You Took my Cow!”

Revata was a Bhikshu, a Buddhist monk. At one time he went up
into the mountains to meditate alone. He worked very hard and
soon became an Arhat. Many people came to study under him,
five hundred disciples in all. They also became great Arhats.
Then they went down the mountain to teach other people the
Buddha Dharma, leaving Revata alone.

One day, Revata looked down at his robe and saw that it was so
old that it was white. “Perhaps | should dye my robe,” he said.

He gathered some tree bark and roots and boiled them up into

a reddish-brown dye. Then he dropped his robe in the hot water

and began to stir. As he stirred, he noticed that the robe began to

look like the hide of a cow. The more he stirred, the

_ red dye began to look like blood. And the

‘ more he stirred, the roots and bark
began to look like the bones of a

cow. Then everything began to

smell like beef stew.

Quickly, he clamped the
lid on but not soon
enough. A cowherd
suddenly appeared on
the mountaintop. He

W - y o i , strode angrily toward

» = g ™= Revata and raised his fist,

‘ 3 shouting, “You stole my

cow! That's what you did!
And now you're cooking
it! I could smell beef stew

from all the way down the
mountain.
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You've broken the precepts against stealing and Killing! And that
doesn’'t look good for a Bhikshu!” The cowherd pushed aside the
lid of the pot. Sure enough, there was a cow inside the pot being
cooked in a stew. The cowherd grabbed the pot and took it down
the mountain to the King. Revata followed him.

After hearing the cowherd’s story, the King asked Revata, “What do
you have to say for yourself?”

“There’s nothing 1 can say,” Revata said, and he was sentenced
to twelve years in jail.

Every morning in the jail, Revata swept out the cells and chatted
pleasantly to the prisoners who did nothing but complain all day
long about this and that. After a few days, strangely enough,
some of the prisoners picked up brooms and swept alongside
Revata. He enjoyed their company and told them stories about
the Buddha and his great wisdom. Without even knowing what
happened or even when it happened, the prisoners began
chatting pleasantly among themselves, forgetting their troubles.

Revata found a hammer and some nails and repaired the leaky
roofs one day. A few prisonsers helped him. They even replaced
some broken tiles in the Kitchen.

The prisoners’ clothing needed mending. Bhikshus always carried
a needle and thread with them, so Revata took out his own and
mended the prisoners’ ragged shirts and jackets. This gave the
prisoners an idea. “Why don’'t we wash our clothing? Then we
won't stink so much.” And they did.

Some even started taking baths, but the water from the well was
murky and dirty. So what did they do, but dig the well deeper and
clean it out. Fresh water gushed up. Everyone laughed and sang
and danced around the well and had a jolly good time. Complaints
were left behind and friendship among the prisoners grew warm.
Old fights and grudges were settled.
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Someone built a fire and heated
water for the others to bathe in.

Someone dug a vegetable
garden and others planted
herbs. But people weren't
that sick anymore, so the
herbs were used for flower
arrangements. People were too
busy sprucing up the jail and
enjoying their new life to be sick.

While Revata was in jail, his
500 disciples were so busy
teaching that most of them
forgot about him. However,
one still remembered.
“I wonder where our
teacher is?” he asked and
with his heavenly eye, he
searched for Revata and saw him
in jail. “Our teacher has been wrongly accused. Let's pay a visit to
the kKing!” he told the other Arhats.

All 500 Arhats flew to the palace and alighted on the rooftop.
When the king saw them, he was afraid. “How may | serve you?”
he asked.

“Our teacher, Revata, didn't steal that cow. He was dying his robe
with roots and bark. Until justice has been done, we will not leave
this roof top,” said the Arhats.

“Of course,” said the frightened king, wishing for them to leave.
‘I made a big mistake. 1 will free Revata, today.”
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The King hastened to the prison.
Nervously, he opened the prison
door, afraid that Revata would
be in a rage. He dreaded the
complaining of the prisoners

about the cold, leaky prison,
and the poor food. Most of all,
he hated the stench and filth.

AS soon as the king turned the

key, the door opened and out
stepped Revata and the happy
prisoners. “Welcome, O King, we

were expecting you,” said Revata.

The king could hardly believe what he saw. The
prison was bright and clean and the smells from the Kitchen were
delicious. But the most wonderful sight of all was the prisoners’
faces of kindness and forgiveness. Never had he seen such faces,
not even in the palace.

The king pleaded with Revata, “Please forgive me for the wrong
I have done you.”

Revata smiled, “You did no wrong. It was my retribution. It was
right for me to be in prison. I'll tell you why. Long, long ago,

in my past life, | was a cowherd. One day I lost my cow in

the mountains and came upon a Pratyeka Buddha sitting in
meditation. | accused him of stealing my cow. Not only that,

I dragged him down the mountain to the village officials to be
questioned. For twelve hours | fought to prove my point. Since
I detained him for twelve hours, | had to spend twelve years in
prison to pay back the debt | owe.”
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“Besides, if Revata had not been put in prison, our lives would
still be worthless,” said the prisoners. “He has given us hope.
When we get out of here, we want to make up for the wrongs
we've done and help others.”

The King’'s heart softened as he spoke to his guards. “It is the
command of the King that all the prisoners be set free today to
return to their homes." Then he turned to the prisoners and gently

said, “However, it is my wish that you serve in court and help rule
the Kingdom with your wisdom.” And the prisoners did just that.
They advised the King wisely and he ruled justly for the rest of
his life. Revata went back to the top of the mountain.




Stories of Shariputra

Eyes of an Egret

Among the Buddha's disciples, Shariputra was foremost in
wisdom. He was called ‘Son of an Egret’ because his mother’'s
eyes were as beautiful as an egret's. Even before he was born,
people knew he would be exceptionally wise.

Shariputra’'s mother had a brother named Mahakaushthila who
was a famous debator. However, when Shariputra was in her
womb, she would debate with her brother and win every time.

“You are carrying a very wise child,” her brother said, “I must learn
all there is to know so I can meet my nephew in debate after
he is born.”

Kaushthila then went off to southern India to study. Being so eager
to learn, he did not even take time to cut off his fingernails.

In India, long fingernails are the mark of a scholar who does not
do heavy work. His nails grew so long that he was known as the
finest scholar in India.
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When he completed his studies, he returned to debate with his
young nephew, Shariputra, who was now five years old. “Where is
my nephew?” he asked Shariputra’s mother.

“He has joined the Buddha and has become a monk,” she
answered.

“I'll see about that!” he said, and ran off in a huff to see the Buddha.

“I'm Shariputra’s uncle and have come for him. I challenge you to
a debate. If I win, Shariputra comes with me. If I lose, you can
have my head.”

“Well, speak up. Explain your principle, then 1 will consider your
request,” replied the Buddha.

‘I don’'t accept any principle,” Kaushthila said, triumphantly.
“Oh?” smiled the Buddha. “Do you accept that principle?”

Kaushthila was bewildered. He thought, “If | say I don't accept it,
I will destroy my own argument. If I say I do accept it, I will
contradict myself.” He didn't know how to answer the Buddha.

Without a word, he turned on his heels and ran away. Then he
stopped. “If  am a man of my word, why am I running away?
I must offer the Buddha my head.”

He hurried back to the Buddha and said, “May I have a knife? [ will
cut off my head and give it to you.”

“What good will you be without a head? Stay with me and learn
to develop your true wisdom. With your intelligence, you can help
people in many wondrous ways,” said the Buddha.

So Kaushthila became a follower of the Buddha and an Arhat. He
was first among the Buddha's disciples in debate.



A Fire worshipper Gets Burned

Once there was an elder named Sudatta who invited the Buddha
to come to his city of Shravasti to teach the people there. The Buddha
asked him, “Is there a place for all my disciples to stay—a pure and
quiet place where the Dharma can be spoken?”

“I will look for a place. When it is ready, I will send for you,” said
Sudatta.

“Shariputra will go along to help,” said the Buddha. “He is my
wisest disciple and will see that everything goes well.”

On the way, Sudatta asked, “How far can the Buddha travel in
one day?”

“About twenty miles,” Shariputra said.
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“Then let's mark off an area for a resting place to be built every
twenty miles. Then, whenever the Buddha makes the journey to
Shravasti, he will be able to rest along the way,” said Sudatta.

Once in Shravasti, Shariputra and Sudatta began to search for the
right location and found a beautiful place called the Jeta Grove.
Sudatta purchased the grove and began building.

At that time, there were six famous fire worshippers with spiritual
powers who lived in Shravasti. When they heard that the Buddha
was to live in their city, they went to the
King, “We won't have it!” they protested,
“Let there be a contest.
we'll match wits with
Shariputra and see who

wins. If we win, then
Shakyamuni Buddha
can't come.” '

“And if you lose?” asked the King.

The six fire worshippers laughed, “We are sure to win!”

The King sent for Shariputra and told him about the contest.
Shariputra was amused. “I accept the challenge. Bring them on!”
The contest will be held in seven days.

On the day of the contest, the drummers rose in the purple light of
early morning and hit the drum.



Not the copper drum that called together twelve million people.
Not the silver drum that called together fourteen million people.
But the golden drum that called together everyone in the land.

On one platform, sat the six fire worshippers with their hundred
thousand disciples. On the other platform, there was only one seat
for Shariputra. The people were arriving and the hour to begin was
close at hand.

Meanwhile Shariputra sat under a tree and contemplated. “These
fire worshippers are arrogant. What virtue do I have to win them
over to goodness? 1 have been Kind to my parents for eons, 1 should
be respected for that.”

But no one saw Shariputra under the tree. No one knew where
he was. The six fire worshippers bragged to the King, “Shariputra
doesn’'t dare show his face. He's afraid of our powers!”
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Then Shariputra came out of samadhi. He walked as majestic as
a lion as he passed through the throngs of people. Many stood
and bowed as he passed, their hearts warmed by his awesome
appearance.

To begin with, the great fire-worshipper named Lao transformed
himself into a gigantic tree. The branches spread out and shaded
the entire assembly. Abundant with leaves and laden with fruit,
the tree was a magnificent sight.

The crowd gasped, “Lao has transformed himself!”

Shariputra suddenly turned himself into a violent wind. It blew the
tree down by its roots and scattered it into bits.

The crowd cheered, “Shariputra wins!”

Then Lao turned into a pool made of the seven jewels. Filled with
lotus flowers in bloom, the pool was an exquisite delight.

The crowd sighed, “Lao has transformed himself again!”

Shariputra slowly turned himself into a great elephant with six
huge tusks. On top each tusk were seven lotus flowers holding
seven jade maidens. The splendid elephant ambled over to the
pool and quickly drank it dry.

The crowd roared, “Shariputra wins!”

Lao then turned into a tall mountain made of the seven jewels.
Bubbling springs flowed from its sides and forests rich with flow-
ers and fruit graced it.

The crowd whispered, “Lao has transformed himself again!”

At once, Shariputra transformed himself into a knight wielding a
vajra pestle and smashed the mountain to smithereens!

The crowd cheered, “Shariputra wins!”



Lao then appeared as a ten-headed dragon and rained down
gems in empty space. Then the dragon conjured up thunder and
lightning, tornadoes and earthquakes.

The crowd shrank, “LLao has transformed himself again!”
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In a flash, Shariputra turned into a golden-winged Peng bird and
slurped the dragon down in one gulp.

The crowd roared, “Shariputra wins!”

Lao then turned into a mighty ox with thick legs and sharp
vicious horns. It plowed the ground, lowered its mighty head,
and charged.



The crowd cried, “Lao has transformed himself again!”
In an instant, Shariputra appeared as an enormous, fearless lion.

He pounced on the back of the ox and ate it in one bite.
The crowd thundered, “Shariputra wins!”

Then Lao turned into a huge, ferocious, rakshasa ghost
With blood-red eyes. It spit out long streams of raging fire.

The crowd moaned, “Lao has transformed himself again!”
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Shariputra immediately turned into the fearsome-looking King
Vaishravana. The rakshasa ghost was so frightened that it sought
to run away, and it ran right into its own fire. Afraid of being burned
alive, it fell to the ground, begging for mercy. The fire turned into
ashes.

The crowd exploded, “Shariputra has won!”

Then Shariputra rose into space and displayed the eighteen
transformations of an Arhat.

He displayed the deportment of standing, sitting, walking,
and lying down in emptiness.

He emitted fire from the lower part of his body
and water from the upper part of his body.

He emitted water from the upper part of his body
and fire from the lower part of his body.

He disappeared in the east and reappeared in the west.
He disappeared in the west and reappeared in the east.
He displayed a big body and then a small body.

He displayed one body that turned into billions of bodies
and then back into one body.

He walked in space.
He entered earth as if it were water.
He walked on water as if it were earth.

Then he sat down in the midst of the people. Their hearts were
gladdened by his spiritual powers. Shariputra spoke Dharma for
them and their bliss grew even greater. Upon hearing the Dharma,
they all became Arhats. The six fire worshippers and their hundred
thousand disciples became followers of the Buddha.
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The Ants

One day Shariputra and Sudatta went to the Jeta Grove to measure
off the land for the new monastery. Sudatta noticed that Shariputra
looked sad. When he asked why, Shariputra pointed at some ants
on the ground and answered in verse:

“At the time of Vipasyin Buddha, a time not so neatr,
You built a temple for that Buddha on this very land.
These ants that we see now, were then crawling here.

At the time of Sikhin Buddha, you also found this place.
For him, you built a dwelling so peaceful and serene.
The ants are still here; they have not changed their pace.

At the time of Visvabhu Buddha, a temple built by you,
Was surrounded by gardens vast and lush.
And these very ants lived at that time, too.




At the time of Krakucchanda Buddha, on this very ground,
You built a lecture hall where the Dharma was heard.
And the ants from that time continue to abound.

At the time of Kanakamuni Buddha, underneath these trees,
You built a Pure Dwelling where lotuses grew in pools.
And the ants from that time are the same as these.

At the time of Kasyapa Buddha, on this piece of earth,
You erected a temple with pavilions all around.
And these same ants have undergone rebirth.

Now at the time of the Buddha, by this lovely stream,
You build a monastery for the Dharma to flourish.
And the ants are still reborn as ants, doesn't it seem sad?

My sadness comes from knowing
how hard it is,
For an ant to escape the cycle of rebirth.

For ninety-one great eons,
it has been like this.

All those ants, that were then ants,
_~Are still ants now; that is why I cry.”
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The Buddha Arrives at Shravasti

The elder Sudatta had a grand pavilion built in the Jeta Grove
where the Buddha could speak Dharma. It was made from a
special wood called chandana. Another building was erected
to house the Buddha's twelve hundred fifty Bhikshus. When all
was ready, Sudatta asked the Buddha to come. On the day the
Buddha was to arrive, the King sent a royal greeting party out to
accompany him to Shravasti. This is what happened:

When the Buddha arrived in Shravasti, he emitted a light that
flooded the land, making the universe bright.

AS he trod on the ground, the earth trembled in three ways.
Music burst forth, animals danced, voices rose in praise.

The blind could see, the deaf could hear, the mute could talk.
The hunchbacks stood tall, and the cripples could run and walk.

When the good people saw this, they cried with happiness.
They came to hear the Buddha, eighteen million and no less.

alk W:Qkantmg good seeds,
sattva ording to their deeds.




A Visit to Earth

One day Shariputra was sitting under a tree in the Jeta Grove telling

the story of Sudatta and the Jeta Grove to a gathering of people.
“At the time of Sudatta’s death, he became an Arhat and rose to
the Tushita Heaven.”

“How do you know?” asked a child, who was listening.

Shariputra said, “One day there was a bright light in the garden.
The Buddha and I went to investigate and there stood Sudatta.
I asked him, ‘What are you doing back on earth?”

“He said, ‘The Tushita Heaven is a wonderful place. My body
shines with light and I can speak with my thoughts, but I am not
happy there because I miss the Buddha too much. I asked the
gods to grant me a Visit to see the Buddha one more time. After
he saw the Buddha, he was content and returned to the Tushita

Heaven.”
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A Monk Who Could not be Killed

A long time ago in India, a very beautiful child was born. He was
given the name Vakkula, which means ‘Good Bearing'. Vakkula
was a very unusual child. Unlike most babies, who cried when
they were born, he came out sitting in full lotus posture and

was smiling. When his mother saw him, she screamed, “What a
strange child!” But Vakkula just looked at her with his beautiful,
laughing eyes.

AS a baby, he was simply fascinated by fire and would stare into
it for hours. One day he decided to crawl into the fire and sit in
meditation. “Come see me!” he called to his mother.

When his mother saw him sitting in the fireplace, she panicked.
“You'll be burned alive!” But Vakkula just looked at her with his
beautiful, laughing eyes.




As Vakkula grew older, he did even stranger things. He crawled
into a big pot of boiling oil and just sat there playing with the
bubbles. wWhen his mother took the lid off the pot, there he was
sitting in full-lotus, laughing. “Hello, Mother!” he greeted.

The lid dropped to the floor. Clang! “Why do you frighten me so?”
his mother cried. “How can you still be alive, sitting in a pot of oil?
What will you do next?” But Vakkula just looked at her with his
beautiful, laughing eyes.

Vakkula became even stranger. While the other young boys liked
to make sand castles on the beach, he liked to sit on the bottom
of the ocean and watch the fish swim by.

One day as he was sitting on the bottom of the ocean, he was
swallowed by an enormous fish. A fisherman caught the enormous
fish and took it home. When he cut the fish open, out stepped
Vakkula. He was not hurt at all!

The fisherman was surprised. “What is this, a strange sea monster?
Quick wife! Bring me the ax, I'll Kill it.”

The fisherman’s wife brought the ax to her husband, but when she
saw the beautiful Vakkula, she implored her husband to spare his
life. “It's only a boy. Please don’'t hurt him. We must let him go.”

The fire did not burn him, the oil did not cook him, the sea did
not drown him, and the ax did not cut him. Vakkula simply could
not be Killed.

The Buddha said, “In life after life, Vakkula never Killed anything,
not a single living creature or even a blade of grass. For this
reason, he could not be Killed.”

Vakkula was the foremost disciple in keeping the precept of no
Killing. He said, “Let everyone live out their life in peace. Saving the
lives of others is the same as saving your own.”
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The First Nun

When the Buddha heard that his father, King Suddhodana, was ill,
he returned to Kapilavastu and took care of him until his death.
After the King’'s death, Queen Prajapati, who had raised the
Buddha after his real mother died, asked, “May 1 become a nun
and follow you?”

The Buddha said, “The life that I lead is not safe for women. The
Buddha's teachings can be followed anywhere. It is not necessary
to leave the comforts of your home and family.” She asked him
three times, but each time he refused. The Buddha then left for

a monastery in Visala.

One morning in Visala, Ananda, the Buddha's attendant, saw a
group of women standing outside the monastery. They were wear-
ing yellow robes and had cut their hair. Their feet were swollen
and their bodies covered with dust. It was Queen Prajapati and a
large number of women from the palace.




Ananda was surprised to see them. “What are you doing here?
It's about 150 miles from Kapilavastu to Visala. Did you walk all
the way?” he asked.

With tears in her eyes, Queen Prajapati said, “Yes. Now that the King
is dead, we no longer have a reason to stay at the palace. We have
come to serve the Buddha. Please ask him for us.”

Ananda asked the Buddha three times to admit Prajapati and the
women as nuns. Three times the Buddha refused.

Then Ananda asked the Buddha, “Can women attain Buddhahood
as well as men?”

“Yes, Ananda, one day they can.” said the Buddha.
Then, remembering the :

Kindness of his aunt Prajapati
in raising him, he consented.
“Tell Prajapati that I will ordain her.”

And so Prajapati was the first woman ordained as a nun.
She founded the first Order of Nuns and ordained many women
as nuns, thereafter.

The Buddha is known in history as among the first to give
women an honored place in religion. Many women became his
most devoted followers and helped the people of India in many
wonderful ways.
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The Beautiful Queen

Khema was the queen of King Bimbisara. She was beautiful like
the moon reflecting on a still lake. Her lips were shaped like lotus
petals and her eyes sparkled like gems. The King often urged her,
“‘Come with me to the Bamboo Grove to meet the Buddha.”

The queen would say, “I prefer the beauty of the palace.”

“In that case, 1 will bring the beauty of the Bamboo Grove to you,”
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said the King. And he did just that. He had poets compose poems
about the loveliness of the grove—the lotus flowers blooming in
pools of clear water and the scent of sweet jasmine filling the air.
In the evenings, the poets would recite the poems to entertain
the queen. So beautiful were the poems, that the queen’s heart
was touched. She became so enchanted that she decided to visit
the grove.

Upon entering the Bamboo Grove, the queen heard a voice more
beautiful than the birds singing. Moving closer to the voice, she
saw the Buddha sitting under a sala tree in full bloom. He was
speaking to his disciples. When the Buddha saw her, he used his
spiritual powers and created a maiden more beautiful than the
queen. The maiden stood by his side, fanning him.

‘I have never seen anyone so lovely!” whispered the queen as
she moved nearer to get a closer look. Reaching out to touch the
skin of the maiden, that was as soft as a lotus blossom, the queen
drew her hand back and gasped. The skin was no longer soft and
smooth, it was wrinkled and rough. The delicate fingers of the
maiden grew gnarly and her ruby lips twisted into a toothless grin.
Her hair turned gray, then white.

The queen, thinking her eyes were playing tricks on her, rubbed
them and looked again. But true enough, right before her eyes,
the beautiful young maiden was fading into an old ugly woman.
Older and older the maiden became until she sank to the ground
and turned into dust.

The queen hid her face in horror. She realized that she, too, would
grow old and die.

Having compassion for her, the Buddha said, “Beauty does not last.
Those who are attached to beauty are like a spider entangled in
its own web—the spider has no way out. Those who are free from
suffering do not delight in such beauty.”
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Upon hearing these words, the queen realized how selfish and vain
she had been. She renounced the palace life and became an Arhat
named Khema. She entered the Order of Nuns and became the
chief woman disciple of the Buddha. Foremost in wisdom, she
helped the Buddha to teach the other nuns.

It is not that Khema became enlightened as quickly as lightning.
She planted seeds of wisdom in the past. It is told that in one life,
she sold her beautiful hair to make an offering to the Buddha. In
another life, she built monasteries for the Sangha. There is also

a story of her being the wife of a good and wise King. And in another
story, she was the wife of the man who later became Shariputra
and had children who were beautiful and Kind to everyone.



The Mustard Seed

A long time ago in Shravasti, India, there lived a girl named Kisa
who belonged to the lowest caste of people. She was very thin
and haggard looking with stringy hair and rough skin. Her beauty
was an inner one, for she was Kind and helpful to everyone. The
children laughed at her and called her Kisa, “the ugly one” They
could not see the sparkle of her inner beauty.

When Kisa grew up, she worked in the Kitchen of a rich man.
Although the work was hard, she never complained or stole food
as the other servants did. After she finished her own work, she
helped the old ones fetch water from the wells.

When the rich man saw the Kindness of Kisa, his heart was
touched. “You will make a good wife for me,” he said, seeing
beyond her looks into her heart.
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So Kisa became the wife of the rich
man and was a very good wife,
indeed. But his family despised her.
To them she was ugly and low.

They did not see the hidden beauty
that their son saw in her. Although
she had married into a wealthy family,

she was sadder than ever.

As time went by, Kisa gave birth to

a beautiful baby boy. The husband’s
family said, “What a fine son. Kisa is a
good daughter-in-law after all.”

After that, she was treated
as.part of the family. g

The boy grew up, full of energy and joy. Every-
one, especially Kisa, loved him. One day, he
went outside to play alone. When Kisa called
him, he did not answer. She ran outside and
found him lying dead on the ground. Picking
the boy up, she held him close against her,
crying, “My poor son is so still and quiet.”

Suddenly she remembered her husband’s
family and thought, now that my beautiful
child is dead, will they despise me again?
Will my husband still love me? A dark cloud
gathered over her head. With the dead son i
in her arms, she ran from house to house,
begging wildly, “Please give me some medicine for my son.”

The people said to her, “Medicine will not help your son. He is
dead.” She paid no attention to them. In her mind, her son was
still alive. All around the village she ran from door to door. People
laughed at her and children chased her with sticks.



An old man took pity on her and said, “The Buddha is the best
doctor. He will give you the right medicine.”

Kisa quickly ran to the Jeta Grove where the Buddha was staying.
With tears in her eyes, she begged the Buddha, “Is there medicine
for my son?”

The Buddha said, “Yes, there is such a medicine.”

Hopefully, Kisa asked, “What medicine is it?”

“Mustard seed,” the Buddha answered. Everyone
was surprised at such a simple remedy.

Kisa asked, “Where can |
get some seeds and how
many should I get?”

“Bring me a
small handful,”
the Buddha said.

Joyfully Kisa started
off to get them.
Then the Buddha
added, “But the seeds

must come from a house where no one has died.”

oo

Kisa went into the town and asked at the first house, “Do you have
any mustard seed?”

“Oh, yes,” she was told, and a handful of seed was brought to her.
Then she asked, “Has anyone died in this house?”
“But of course,” the woman said. “Only last week, our mother died.”

And so it went everywhere. "My baby died last year”, “I lost my
father”, “Oh, there have been many deaths in this house.” She could
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not find one house where no one had died.
“There are more dead people than living
ones in our home,” she was told.

Towards the end of the day,
Kisa realized without words
that death was part of life.
“Everyone dies,” she said.
Then she buried her child
in the forest and returned
to the Buddha.

“Did you bring any mustard
seed?” he asked.

" ; » il < Holding out an empty hand,
: she said, “No, but I have
been cured by the Buddha's
compassion.”

Kisa left the home life and
became an Arhat. One night,
while watching the flames of
a candle flicker and hiss in
the wind, she thought, the flames of the candle are like the ups
and downs of birth and death.

Now that she was an Arhat, she was able to see into her past life
and saw that she had been a princess who became a nun. She
also saw a past life in which she was the wife of <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>