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ong, long ago in J apan there lived a Out he went into the market and l)rougllt

young painter. He was a good painter back a small fish. This may be the last meal
and was haPPiest when he was (leeP in his of my life, he said to himself, so | shall cook
WOI'l(, drawing or painting. His only friend 1t carefully, and enjoy it.

was a little cat Tora, who shared his hut and

his food and who sat quietly by him whilst he
1 T Then, I'll lie down

worl(e(l. It wasn’t easy for t}le Painter to mal{e
and wait for death to

a living. So most of the time he was poor.
come.

Winter came. No one gave him worl(, and
no one in his small town could l)uy the
Paintings he made. He tried everytlling. At
last all his paper and Paints were finished and

lle llad money ]ust enough fOI’ one meal.
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But when he had cooked the fish, he found
there would not be enough for both him and
the cat. He smiled at his cat, stroking it gently,
saying, “ You eat the fish. I won't be able to
give you anything, anymore."

He had hardly
closed his eyes

w}len there was

a s}larP l(_nock at
the door of his
hut. T}lroug}l it

came a crowd of
dim figures ~a
group of Priests

from the temple

of the Bucld}la .
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“Oh, I hope you're not ill, sir?” asked one
of them, “We need you at once.”

“Yes!” said another. “We want a beautiful
painting of the Holy One with all the

creatures of nature arouncl llim."

The priests helped the painter to move
into the temple to begin the great work.
But before he started, the priests had one
condition: No cats, they told the painter.

Not a single cat. Because we have hearcl tlle

all-knowing Buddha did not like cats.

It was a small condition and the
painter accePte(l it. In no time, an

advance was Paid to tlle young man.
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He and his cat ate well and the painter
managed to purchase all the materials he
needed.

He worked with great joy for many weeks,
speaking to no one but Tora, his small cat
companion. One by one, he drew all the
creatures of the world around the figure of the
Buddha, all those the painter knew or had
dreamt of.

Tora sat, looking at her master’s painting.
The painting was almost complete.

One day the painter's cat fell sick. A week
passed. The painter realized that the cat was
dying. "Come, Tora,” the painter coaxed.
”Now we have plenty to eat. Don’t go
hungry, little onel"

"Oh my dear little one," he said, stroking
her lovingly, thinking deeply about his cat.
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At last he looked up. "Ah," he saicl, "T

know what you want. I wish I could put
you in the painting.” But how could he?
He knelt by the cat and explained in great
detail why she was not in his painting of the

Buddha. But Tora continued to sit quietly.

F inally the painter said, “How can
| Ieave you out of the Worlcl of the
Holy One? You sllall [)e t}lere, my

little friend, but i'll have to draw

}’OU Very smal] . 7

He Painted the
cat at tlle feet of
Bu(l(ﬂla, l)ut so

small tllat no one

would find it.
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Tlle cat looked at llim gratefuﬂy an(l died At dawn tlle next day, the PeoPIe gatl'xere(l

Peacefuﬂy in his arms. to see the Painter's shame. He was (lragged
The painting was done. The next day, the before tllem, Pale but quiet.

priests marvelled at his wonderful painting He knew what he had done. In a way, the
till one priest discovered the cat. "How dare priests were rigllt.

you disol)ey US?" he tllun(lered.

"Tomorrow," said the But in his heart he knew they were wrong.
Head Priest, “you will be Still, it was too late.

disgraced in front of the If he could not paint, he didn't care if he
whole town and you'll never died.

be allowed to Paint again!”
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The priests spoke
to the crowd.
"He has shown
disrespect to the
Holy One. Bring
the painting. It
must be burnt.”
Two priests went
in and carried the
painting out. As
it was brought
into the daylight,
the crowd gasped.

The seated Buddha was smiling, and on his
laP, tlle Holy One's han(l resting gently on

it, was the Painter's little cat.

A “It's a miracle!" went the cry. And so

it was. The priests were humble enough to
understand their fault. The painter was given
all honour, both for his painting and for his

great love for one of God's creatures.
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C Byrde was the pen name of Rosalind Wilson. An
English woman, Rosalind had heard a lot about India
when she was studying in Oxford, England, and saved
money to travel to India. She came to India in 1966 and
never went back. She loved writing for children and ran
a fun magazine for children called Target.

Suddhasatwa Basu is a renowned illustrator, painter
and maker of animation films for television. He has
illustrated a number of books for children, including The
Song of the Scarecrow which won the Katha Chitrakala Award

in 2002 and received an honourable mention at the Biennial of
Illustrations, Bratislava, in 2003. He was given the Lifetime Achievement
Award by the Association of Writers and lllustrators for Children (AWIC)
for his contribution to children’s book illustration in 2010.
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n a small town in Japan lived an
I impoverished painter with Tora, his
faithful cat. A day comes when the
painter offers the last meal money
could buy to Tora, his companion
and best friend. Miraculously then, a
group of priests arrive and demand
that he make a beautiful painting for
Lord Buddha—Dbut on the condition
that he doesn’t include a cat in
the painting. Caught in a dilemma
between love for Tora and respecting
the priests’ wishes, the painter takes
a decision after much thought. What
happens to the painter when his
painting is unfurled?

A story filled with love and gentle
wisdom, For the Love of a Cat is
bound to strike an emotional chord
with young readers.




