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At the foot of Qishan
Mountain, there was a
beautiful village named
Gaogang. At the village
entrance there was a
Chinese parascl tree, also
called the Wutong tree
in the native language.
Villagers considered it
a divine tree. There is a
beautiful story about it.



One summer, 8 tenmying
mountain flood destroyed
the crops and homes, and
the whole village was at
risk. The villagers wera
crying and seeking shelter
all around.
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When the flood was
gone, the village was in
ruins, and many villagers
wanted to leave the village so
they could earn a lvelihood
elewhere. At this moment, a
yaung man narmed YWtong

| stopped them and said,

*The land is still here, and
that means our dream
iz still with us. Gaogang
has been our home for
generations.”



On hearing his words,

the villagers chose to |

stay. Wutong took the
lead in building dikes and
recovering the damaged
farmland.

SEMATHERGYL, G TTF R,
AR REM, Fiew,




TR, RBH—-BAAILE, REKEANFFE
LA AR M AT BT, SO E S LT LR
N 4 ENIRA L, — K F 10 5454060 T 9 O 4F
PABMABRAETFTT.”

Untortunately, a heawvy
dewnpour brought ancther
flood that destroyed the
newly built dikes and
terraced land. The villagers
were all very sad. An old
man patted Wutong's
back and said to him,
“Many people don't want
to carry on any morne.”




Wutong said, *We
can't just give up like
this.” He persuaded the
villagers and resurned his
work. His clothes were
soaked with sweat, his
shoulders were badly
bruised from carrying
heavy loads, there wera
blisters on the soles of
his feet, but he never
stopped working.
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Wuteng worked very
hard and often forgot to
eat. One morning, when
he got to the village
entrance carrying a heavy
bucket of earth to shore
up the dikes, he suddenly
fell to the ground. The
villagers came to help
hirm right away. Even the
hovering birds joined the
crowd and called out,
“Wake up! Wake up!”
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But Wutong's eyes
could no langer open; he
was dead. With broken
hearts the villagers buried
him beside a big rock
at the village entrance.
Cddly enough, the moment
Wutong was buried, a
sapling sprouted in front
of his temb. An old man
brought a jar of clear water
and carefully watered it.
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In the warmth of the
maorning sun, the sapling
grew taller and stronger.
In fact, in the time it
would take to eat a
bowl of soup, the crowd
was surprised to find it
turn into a sky-scraping
tree. The villagers said,
*The tree must be the
reincarnation of Wutong.
Let’s name the tree after
him. He's watching us
from heaven.”



They bowed three
times to the tree and
said to it, “Please rest
assured. We will make
our heme village a better
place!” They continued
to work on restoration.
After some time, houses
weare rebuilt, land was
better terraced, and dikes
became stronger.
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One morning, villagers
heard sweet birdsongs
caming from the village
entrance. When thaey
followed the songs and
came to the village
entrance, they found
the tree was filled with
gorgeous phoenix-like
birds, whose rainbow-
colored plumage glinted
beautifully in the sun.
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In fact, the phoenixes
were attracted by the
Wutong tree. Since that
rmaoming, the phoenix birds
lived in the big Wutong
tree. Thay brought magic
seeds and sowed them an
Qishan Meountain and in
Gaogang Village. The
seeds grew and made the
mountain green, the land
fertile and the Wutong
tree flourish.
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Cne morning, when
an old man walked by the
tree, he found the phoenix
birds were all gone, but
a group of beautiful girls
were standing under the
tree. He asked, "Where
are you from?" “We are
from the Wutong tree,”
ane of the girls answered
and giggled.



The girls merrily sang,
"Phoenixes sing in Gaogang,
Witong thees grow towands
the sun..." as they followed
the old man to the village,
whera they picked the
maost diligent young men
and married them.
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Cishen Mountain became
even more beautiful and
Gaogang villagers lived
even more happily ever
after. Sometimes the elders
in the village would sit
under the Wutong tree and
tell the stories of Wutong
and the Wutong tree to
young children. When the
children grew up, they
would pass the stories on
ta their children.






