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Mr. Sai-Ong And The Middle Way 
By Sandra Frain 

 
 

Narrator: 
 
Once upon a time a long, long time ago a wise old man lived at the edge of a 
village with his son and his horse. The old man liked to sit under his cherry 
tree while he smoked his pipe and read in his book. In the daytime he looked 
out to the tall snow capped mountains and down into the meandering stream 
that flowed by his house. At night he looked up to the ever-changing moon.  
 
The villagers who lived nearby were very busy. They made leather shoes. 
They ground rice. They built furniture. And they spun yarns. They talked 
about each other’s daily lives while they worked. They were very interested 
in what the wise old man thought about what happened around him.   
 
One bright winter’s day, when the son had taken their horse to graze in a 
nearby field, the horse escaped and ran away. The son chased after him and 
looked for him, but alas he was not to be found. The son came home and 
told his father the bad news. 
 
The son said, “Father, father our horse ran away. I had him on his lead and 
all of a sudden we heard a big noise and the horse galloped off into the forest 
at the foot of the mountain. I chased after him and I have looked for him 
everywhere, but alas I cannot find him.”   
 
All of the neighbors and all of the villagers came to the old man and 
lamented his bad fortune. 
 
“Oh you poor old man. That silly son of yours has lost your horse. You are 
already so poor and now you don’t even have a horse. You poor old man, 
Mr. Sai-Ong. You don’t have a horse to get around on now.” 
 
The old man stood up tall like a fir tree, and looked up at the white crescent 
moon in the evening sky. After a few moments of stroking his beard and 
smoking his pipe he said,  “Now. Now. You must calm yourselves. Don’t 
worry yourselves.  It’s okay. All will be well.” 
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A couple of months passed by. And on a gorgeous sunny spring day, two 
horses arrived at the home of the old man. There was the old family horse 
accompanied by a new wild horse! “ Father.  Father. Look we have two 
horses now instead of none!” his son exclaimed. 
 
All of the villagers came by and congratulated Mr. Sai-Ong for his good 
fortune.  
 
“Oh you lucky man. You are the luckiest man in the whole world. I wish I 
could be as lucky as you are and have two horses appear at my home.” 
  
The old man sat up tall in his chair like a bell, and looked up at the half 
moon in the starry sky. He stroked his long white beard and smoked his pipe 
as he sat under the blossoming cherry tree. He looked up at the snow tipped 
mountains and down at the rushing stream and then said, “ Now. Now. You 
must calm yourselves.  It’s okay. Don’t excite yourselves. All will be well.” 
 
The villagers shook their heads and muttered as they went back to making 
shoes and grinding rice and building furniture and spinning yarns.  
 
A couple of months passed and the bees were buzzing in the flowers and the 
flowers were bouncing in the breezes of the hot summer.  
 
One day the son was out training the wild horse. All of a sudden the wild 
horse bucked and threw Mr. Sai-Ong’s son off his back and onto the hard 
ground. The son’s leg was twisted and he cried out in pain. “Agghhhh, my 
leg, my leg. My leg is broken. My leg is broken. I cannot walk,” he cried. 
 
The son dragged himself to his father’s side and said, “Father. Father. My 
leg is broken. That wicked wild horse threw me off his back and I landed on 
my twisted leg. My leg is broken now I am sure.” 
 
All of the neighbors and all of the villagers came rushing to the old man’s 
side and lamented his bad fortune. 
 
“Oh you poor old man. That silly son of yours has broken his leg. You 
needed your sons’ help and now he can’t even walk around. You poor old 
Mr. Sai-Ong. You may have two horses but you don’t have the help of your 
son.” 
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The old man stroked his beard and walked about like the wind while he 
looked up at the waxing three quarter moon. He looked up to the mountains 
and down into the meandering blue stream. After a few moments he said, 
“Now. Now. You must calm yourselves. Don’t worry yourselves. It’s okay. 
All will be well.” 
 
The villagers trundled off to their work of grinding grain and spinning yarn 
and building furniture and making shoes. 
 
Autumn brought a stormy cool day and the army came marching through the 
town and conscripted all of the young men except for Mr. Sai-ong’s son. A 
soldier cannot march with a broken leg! The son was not able to join the 
army just because of his injury.  
 
All of the villagers arrived at the old man’s side. They admired the cherries 
on the full cherry tree that the old man was sitting under. They told him of 
their congratulations for him. 
 
“Oh you lucky man,” they said, “you are the most fortunate man in the 
whole world. Why aren’t we so lucky? Your son doesn’t have to join the 
army just because he has a broken leg which is broken because you have a 
new wild horse!” 
 
The old man, Mr. Sai-Ong looked up at the big orange harvest moon. He 
stroked his beard and took his pipe out of his mouth. He sat up tall in his 
chair and said, “Now. Now. It’s okay. Don’t excite yourselves. All will be 
well. Just because something looks good it doesn’t mean that it is good and 
just because something looks bad, it doesn’t mean that it is bad. We cannot 
see all that there is to see about any situation or any thing.   
 
 
 
 
Moral… 
 
When we look at the moon we see what we see, but that doesn’t mean that 
that is all that there is of the moon. The sun sheds its light on the moon and 
so we see a crescent moon or half a moon or a full moon depending on how 
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much of the earth is coming in between the moon and the sun’s light on that 
moon. We must remember that whatever we look at has an invisible side that 
is as real and as valid as the visible side.  
 
If we imagine ourselves to be the sun, are we illuminating all that there is to 
illuminate? Is there something blocking our light from what we are looking 
at that makes it look different than it really is? We must ask questions about 
the things that happen around us. That is more important than all of the 
answers in the world. Ask yourselves and each other why you are here and 
why you do the things you do. 
 
Be bold and ask why my horse ran away and why two horses visited me, and 
why my son’s leg broke and why he cannot join the army at this time.  
 
How much of the fullness of the moon can we truly appreciate tonight? 
What is behind the lit moon? Even fully lit by the sun, more of the moon is 
invisible than visible. We must remain calm and ask questions. 
 
Ideas for setting, props, casting, music …  
 
Old man: Strokes long white beard, Smokes long white pipe, Holds a book in his hand 
Son:  
21Horse 1 Zebra:  
Villagers: 12:  
Shoemakers:  
Rice grinders:  
Spinners 
Building furniture  
 
Props:  
Pipe, Long white beard, big leather book 
Spinning wheel and yarns   
Wooden furniture and tools 
Rice 
Leather and leather shoes 
 
 
Tree with white cloth for winter, pink flowers for spring, red cherries for summer, 
yellowed leaves for autumn 
Blue silk for stream, mirror 
4 shaped moons :crescent, ½, 3/4,full : on a stick that can be held up above mirror in the 
stream 
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Ideas for setting, props, casting, music …  
 
Old man: Ken Peabody: Strokes long white beard, Smokes long white pipe, Holds a book 
in his hand 
Son: Natasha/Soliana 
Horses: Tyler and Lizzie 
Villagers: 12:  
Shoemakers: Li-Yi, Su-zan, Shu-yi, Marisa   
Rice grinders: Yumiko, Hanako, Takama 
Spinners:   Gwen, Miranda 
Building furniture: Jeff and Peter Wulsin and Di-di   
 
Props:  
Pipe, Long white beard, big leather book 
Spinning wheel and yarns   
Wooden furniture and tools 
Rice 
Leather and leather shoes 
 
 
Tree with white cloth for winter, pink flowers for spring, red cherries for summer, 
yellowed leaves for autumn 
Blue silk for stream, mirror 
4 shaped moons :crescent, ½, 3/4,full : on a stick that can be held up above mirror in the 
stream 
 
 
 


