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          The Buckwheat
                Time and again after a storm, when one passes a field where buckwheat is growing, one sees that it has become quite black and scorched, it is as if a fire had passed over it, and then the farmer says: ‘it’s been struck by lightning!’ but why? – I’ll tell you what the house sparrow has told me, and the house sparrow has heard it from an old willow tree that stood next to a field of buckwheat and is still standing there to this day. It is such a venerable great willow, but wrinkled and old, there is a crack right down the middle of it and grass and brambles grow out of the crack, the tree leans forwards and its branches come right down to the ground, almost as if it was long, green hair.

          In all the surrounding fields corn grew, rye, barley as well as oats, yes, the lovely oats that when ripe looks like a host of small yellow canaries on a branch. The corn stood there in all its beauty and the heavier it grew, the more it bowed its head in devout humility.

          But there was also a field of buckwheat, and that field was right next to the old willow tree – the buckwheat did not incline its head the slightest as the corn in the other fields did – it towered up, proud and stiff!

          ‘I’m just as fine as any corn,’ it said, ‘besides which I am much handsomer; my flowers are as lovely as apple blossom, it’s a delight to see me and mine! Do you know of anything more magnificent than us, you old willow?!’

          And the willow tree nodded its head, as if it wanted to say: ‘Well, yes, I do actually!’ but the buckwheat was bursting with sheer conceit and said: ‘the stupid tree, it’s so old there’s grass growing out of its stomach!’

          A terrible storm now started to blow up; all the flowers of the field folded their petals, or bowed their fine heads while the storm passed over them, but the buckwheat towered up full of pride.

          ‘Bow your head down like us,’ the flowers said.

          ‘I’ve no need of that whatsoever,’ the buckwheat said.

          ‘Bow your head down like us,’ the corn cried, ‘now the angel of the storm is about to fly over us! He has wings that reach from the tips of the clouds right down to the ground, and he will chop you in two before you can beg for mercy!’

          ‘Yes, but I’ve no intention of bowing my head!’ the buckwheat said.

          ‘Close your flowers and bend your leaves!’ the old willow said, ‘do not look up towards the lightning when the cloud bursts, even humans dare not do so, for in the lightning one can see into God’s heaven, but such a sight can turn even humans blind, so just think what would happen to us plants of the earth were we to dare to, we who are so much more lowly.’

          ‘So much more lowly!’ the buckwheat said. ‘Now I really want to gaze into God’s heaven!’ and it did so out of arrogance and pride. It was as if the whole world was ablaze, such was the lightning.

          When the bad weather was at last over, the flowers and corn stood in the still, pure air, so refreshed by the rain, but the buckwheat had been scorched jet-black by the lightning, it was now a dead, useless plant in the field.

          And the old willow tree let its branches sway in the wind and large drops of water fell from its green leaves, as if the tree was weeping, and the sparrows asked it: ‘Why are you crying? it is so delightful here! see how the sun is shining, the how the clouds move across the sky, just smell the scent of the flowers and bushes! why are you weeping, you old willow tree?’

          And the willow told them of the buckwheat’s pride, arrogance and punishment – for that always comes! I who am telling the story have heard it from the sparrows – they told it to me one evening when I asked them for a fairy tale.
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