The Princess and the tree

An old Chinese story tells about a princess who was particularly fond of a little plum tree which was planted in the centre of the town square. In the spring she would sit under the tree and enjoy the fragrance of the blossoms.

One day she noticed that the children, in their play under the tree, would pull on the branches and bump into the trunk. Out of concern for the well being of the tree she ordered the construction of a small fence around the tree to keep the children away at a safe distance.

Some time later she noticed that passing horses and donkeys would reach up and eat some of the leaves. She instructed that a higher fence be build around the tree to keep those animals at bay.

A while later she observed that squirrels and raccoons, not held back by the fence, would climb the tree and eat the fruit. Out of concern for the tree the princess had her servants construct a brick wall, high enough to keep out the children, the horses and donkeys, the squirrels and raccoons.

Hoping that this time the health of the tree was secured the princess sat down by the wall to enjoy the beauty of the tree. She smiled at the sound of the song of the birds in the branches. Then, to her consternation, she noticed that birds were using the tree's twigs and branches to make their nests.  She could think of only one thing to do; build the wall higher. And so they built the wall high enough to also keep the birds out.

When a storm came and threatened to tear off some of the branches they build

the wall higher yet, always having in mind the well being of the tree.

The princess concluded that all the effort seemed to have been successful. The tree was no longer threatened for any animal. The princess could enjoy the beauty of the tree in peace. Although, sitting in the perpetual shade created by the wall, it seemed to her that some of the colour and grandeur of the tree had disappeared.

It was a few weeks later that the princess began to notice a real change in the tree. The branches and leaves seemed to struggle to reach the light which was now blocked by the high wall. The tree seemed to be drying out for lack of the rain water which the wall so successfully diverted from it. Not only had the blossoms and most of the fruit disappeared, the leaves also began to change colour and fall off. Where the princess would expect to see growth she only observed a withering away.

It was then that the princess understood her error. She called the servants in again and this time she instructed them to dismantle the wall.

And so they did.

It took a while for the tree to get used again to the sunlight and the birds, the squirrels, the horses and the children, but it recovered. During the subsequent seasons it regained its strength and began to blossom again and bear fruit. True, there was the potential for harm by animals and children and wind, but the tree thrived in spite of it, or, maybe, because of it. 

Within our families and within school and church organizations we sometimes hear sentiments that call for strict protection of traditions and shielding from outside influences. But do we still feel the warmth of the sun and the cool rain drops that are a blessing to the ground? Can higher walls enhance our growth or do the walls obscure the view and deprive us of sustenance?

There are so many things in our lives which we rightly perceive as possible threats but which we rarely recognize as opportunities. We think of conflicts as threats to peace and unity while in fact they may be a God given opportunity to let His peace and grace prevail through us. The challenge forms our assignment which, if carried out well, can bring blessing. 

"Then the angel showed me the river of the water of life, as clear as crystal, flowing from the throne of God and of the Lamb down the middle of the great street of the city. On each side of the river stood the tree of life, bearing twelve crops of fruit, yielding its fruit every month. And the leaves of the tree are for the healing of the nations." 

Rev. 22:1 & 2
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