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THnnr wAS ONCE A WOMANwho tived in a

small village in the smallest enclave of the countryside. There
was nothing in this village except horses and flowers and
houses and people. All of her life she had waited until she was

old enough so she could leave the village and see the world.
She knew in her heart there was more to life than horses and
flowers and houses and people. For many years she saved her
money, coin by coin, until she had enough to make her first

All ofthe villagers gathered to
bid her farewell. The village elder
gave her his good wishes and asked

that she return to the village safely

and in good health.

The woman went to the first
foreign land and was met with a

circus of wonderful things she had
never seen before. There were so many new and unusual
animals and foods and sounds and faces that the woman was

overwhelmed. She wandered through the land and tried to
understand and remember many things.

One day she came upon a stable. The stable master was in
the yard grooming his horses. They were the finest horses the
woman had ever seen.

"Good afternoon," the woman said.
"Good afternoon," said the stable master.
"You have very lovely horses," said the woman.
"Thank you. You're a stranger here, aren't you?"
"Yes."

"Do they have fine horses where you come from?"
"I had always thought that our horses were finest horses in

the world. But now that I see yours, I think that yours are

finer."
"No easy task to breed fine horses," said the stable master.

"Come here and I'll show you what I mean."
The stable master took the woman around his grounds

and showed her the different kinds of horses he kept. There
were so many different shapes and colors and sizes of horse
that the woman was truly amazed.

"I never knew there were so many kinds of horse."
"That's only the outside. They are all different on the

inside, too. You have to know how to look at a horsej' said the
stable master. "The spirit of them is in the eyes."

The woman looked into the eyes of many horses and saw

that they were truly as varied on the inside as on the outside.
She learned much about horses from the stable master and
thanked him when she left.

When she returned to her village, the first thing she no-
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ticed was the horses. She had always thought they were fine

horses. But the woman had never paid much attention to

them before because she had seen them every day of her life'

She looked into their eyes. These were the horses she had

grown up with, and they recognized her' The woman saw

their spirits for the first time. She smiled'

The villagers gathered around her, watching her curiously'

The village elder asked her what she had learned on her travels'

She told them, "I learned how to look at horses'"

The villagers glanced at each other, shrugging their shoul-

ders.
"We have very fine horses in this village"'the woman said'

She took a job in the stables, training and grooming the

horses. She saved her money, coin by coin, for her next jour-

ney abroad.

WHEN SHEHAD SAVED ENoucHarlorthe
villagers gathered to bid her farewell. The village elder gave

her his good wishes and asked that she return to the village

safely and in good health.

The woman went to the second foreign land and was met

with another circus of wonderful things she had never seen

before. There were so many new and unusual animals and

foods and sounds and faces that she was still overwhelmed'

but less so than the first time. She wandered through the land

and tried to understand and remember many things'

One day she came uPon a garden full of the sweetest

smelling flowers she had ever smelled.

"Good afternoon," said the woman'

"Good afternoon," said the gardener'

"Those are sweet smelling flowers"'

"Thank you," said the gardener, "Where are you from?"

"I'm from a small village, in a distant country'"

"Do you have flowers in your village?"

"Yes, but your flowers smell far sweeter'"

"It's not the flowers that smell sweet," said the gardener'

Ieaning on her hoe. "It's how you smell them' Come here"'

The woman walked through the garden and saw so many

flowers she could not believe they were all real'

"You have to smell them with your mouth open, like this'"

The gardener leaned over the flower beds with her mouth

open and took a deep breath. The woman did the same' and

innalea the most beautiful scent she could imagine' She walked

throughout the garden smelling all the flowers and was lost in

,mazement at the differences in their aromas, each splendid

in its own way.

She learned much from the gardener and thanked her

rvhen she left.
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When she returned to her little village in its little enclave in

the countryside, the first thing she noticed was the flowers'

in. nua always thought that they were nice-smelling flowers'

but had never really paid much attention to them because she

had smelled them every day of her life' She leaned over them

""a 
,..f. a deep breath with her mouth open' The flowers

,.".ff.a better ihan she ever remembered' And because the

scent was a familiar one, it was the better than all the flowers

in the gardener's garden'

Thl vilagers gathered and the village elder asked her what

she had learned while she was gone'

"I learned how to smell flowers"'she said'

The villagers looked at each other and shrugged'

"We have very good flowers in this village'"

She began to *o'k in the gardens' planting flowers and

p.rfflng *J.ar, saving her *ot'-ty' coin by coin' until she had

enough to go on her next iourneY'

ATT OF THEVTLTAGERS GATHEREDtObid

her farewell. The village elder gave her his good wishes' and

asked that she return tlo the ,riliage safely and in good health'

The woman went to the third foreign land and was met

withacircusofwonderfulthings,somethingsshehadalready
seen and some things she had 'it"t "t" 

before' The new and

,.,rrrrut animals and foods and sounds and faces pleased her'

;;i ". longer overwhelmed her' She wandered through the
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trla to understand and remember many things'

One day she found herself in front of a great monument

that was being erected' Its structure was so tall that the top of

it was lost in the clouds'

"Good afternoonj'said the woman'

"Good afternoon," said the architect supervising the site'

"What a magnificent building that will be'"

"Thank you," said the architect' "You're a stranger in this

land, aren't You?"
"Yes."

'Are there monuments like this in your land?"

"No. There are only houses' There is nothing as beautiful

as this. I've never seen anything so big'"

"Would you like to see the plans?" said the architect'

The woman nodded her head and followed the architect

into a little trailer. The architect unrolled several large sheets

of paper across a table'-- '"it. 
beauty of any building is not in its. size or design"'he

said. 
lThe important thing is 

"'ituUitity 
to its environment' If

alandhasmuchrainandsnow,thebuildingswillhavegreat
spiraling or sloped roofs so it can run off' If a land has little

r'"i", ,fr.y can build things with flat roofs' If a land has many

trees, they will build with wood' If they have mount;r:r:' i---;i

*iri i"ifi with stone' There are lands where houses r:t :-'":'

of mud. A house is beautiful because it was built to beltr:'is :-'

its surroundings."
The architect opened a book and showed the rronlan pl;-

,.rr., of *uny ,yp., of buildings in different lands' He er-

plained how each one was supported to hold up against the

weather conditions predominant in its region' The rvoman

learnedmuchfromthearchitect,andthankedhimrr'henshe
left.

When she returned to her village, the first thing she Salr' \\ as

the houses. She had always thought they were sturdy houses'

but as she had lived i., o.,. 
".,.ry 

day of her life, she never reallr.

noticedthem.Shestudiedhowtheslightlyslopedroofsu.ere
,rpfo.,.a by wooden crossbeams' and how the drainpipes

.o.ria .u.ry,t e water down to the earth' She studied the unique

rfri.*fi"* on the roofs and the space-saving.sliding doors' The

h;;, i... *ud. of wood ""J*t" 
unpainted to match the

nature around them. The woman nodded to herself'- 
The villagers gathered, and the village elder asked the

woman what she had learned'

"I learned to build beautiful houses'"

The villagers nodded their heads' for by now they u'ere

used to her strange waYs'

"There are very good houses in this village'"

She remembered one of the designs in the book the archi-

tect had shown her, and began to build a house like none the

;tG;; had ever seen before' They watched her with curios-

itf #o.,d.ring if she intended to stay' She worked silentll and

ulo.,. .,r.ry diy, nailing each board carefully with her bruised

u.,a airri"i hands. When she finished building the house' the

villagers gathered. It was very strange looking.but thev h;rd t"

admit that it was beautiful because it seemed to spring rlgh:

from the very earth, as if the woman had pulled it up relc' -

made from the ground'

She asked if anyone would like to buy the house' ."t

til;;.tt *.r. .o.,f,,td at first' They already had houses T:':'

the village elder stepped forward' He had a son old enrr*:': :

have a horrs. of his own and offered to buv the htll::' :: :

present for his boy' He gave the woman.the mLrni" :.': :-=

ho.r.., and a little extra because he loved her Iteil'

Tun VILLAGERS WERE sAD \rr;r :r.; 'i

them she was leaving again' Thev rr'ere Iosins lo':; )r': "" ' ..-J

never be one of them, they said' She cc)uld :1.e" g: ::::'' :""":'

and have children and enjov her lite in s'':;: 'r >::1r'- \ r":i3

when she had seen and done so much'

All of the villagers gathered to bid he: ;j13"'t" l:e r rlieee
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..i..: i:'.. :.: :is good wishes, and asked that she return to
i..= r...:i; .:=iv and in good health.

- :.. '.....:ran \\'ent to the fourth foreign land and saw many

..-...-.:: >le had seen before, although there were still many

.',.r. :::rgs. She enjoyed experiencing the new animals and

: ,-,:s .rnd sounds and faces, but found that they were not that

::-.::;h ditterent than the ones she had seen before. She wan-

;ered through the land and found she understood and re-

lrembered many things.
One day she sat down on a sidewalk to rest. She was tired

and sat for many hours watching the people walk past. An old
man sat beside her.

"You're not from here, are you?"
"No," said the woman, "I come from a very small village,

iar away in another country."
"What are you doing here then?"

The old man's eyes were watery and kind.
"I'm..." The woman hesitated, "I don't know."

The old man sighed.
"Do you think all these people are happy with the wonder-

ful things they have?" She asked.

"People huppy with things? No, no," the old man said.
"Only people make people huppy.You just have to know how

to love people. People aren't things; people think, they feel.

You have to tell them you love them. You have to show them.

You have to say nice things. You have to mean them. You have

to appreciate people for what they are. You can't exPect more

r?r&&atoa*at

than they can do or give. But most important, you have to let

them love you. People are funny creatures, and everyone is

differbnt from everybody else in thousands of different ways.

But we all have one thing in common. We all need love." The

old man stared across the street, Iost in though for a moment.
"That's all you need to know."

The woman nodded her head.

"I have learned much from you, old man. Thank you."
"Find the people that love you," he said.

When the woman returned to her village, all of the villag-

ers gathered to welcome her. They looked at her and smiled at

her and for the first time she noticed how friendly and kind
their faces were. Since she had seen them every day ofher life,

she had never truly noticed them before. She saw that they al1

loved her well.
The village elder asked her what she had learned.
"I learned to love people," she said with tears of happiness

in her eyes.

The villagers nodded.
"There are very good people here."

The village elder went to the woman and put his arms

around her.

"Have you seen all the things you wanted to see?"

The woman nodded. She took a deep breath and rolled up

her sleeves. She would have to find somebody to help her

make more people.

She would have many things to teach them. r
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