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Note on Folk Story Authorship

R 

Th e process of telling and retelling stories is always a group eff ort. 
Th is book would not be possible without many individuals sharing 
their time and stories with us. Th ese folk stories were collected over 
the course of three years of exploration in the Himalayan areas of 
India, Nepal and the Tibet Autonomous Region of China. Th e stories 
were shared with our research team in many places—on dirt paths in 
the mountains; in communal halls around a fi re; with locals one-on-
one in their homes; and in meeting with lamas, priests, storytellers 
and village elders. It was oft en the case that we would hear the same 
story told in multiple versions. Two well-known writers, Kamla 
Kapur and Prawin Adhikari, took these stories and gave them new 
life. We are very grateful to them. Most importantly, we would like to 
express our deep gratitude to the local villagers who shared their 
stories for the benefi t of future generations. What you hold in your 
hands is the result of this collective eff ort. More information about 
the individual team members who collected the stories is included in 
the Introduction.

We also would like to thank the talented translators who helped 
make sure these stories would be understandable in each local 
language: Samip Dhungel, Rajendra Balami, and Kriti Adhikari 
(Nepali); Kelsang Chimee (Chinese); Bhuchung D Sonam and 
Th inlay Gyatso (Tibetan); and Chandresha Pandey (Hindi).





Introduction

R

You hold in your hand a unique book of stories about a very special 
shared sacred landscape. Th is book celebrates and acknowledges the 
power of folk stories, which are amongst the most valuable treasures 
that one generation can pass onto the next. Folk stories inscribe 
collective meanings, give credence to cultural beliefs, and are an 
integral part of how a community understands not only its history 
and traditions, but also articulates its future goals and aspirations.

In publishing this book we wanted to draw attention to the 
uniqueness of this remote yet intensely revered region. Th is particular 
Himalayan sacred landscape is of equal importance to Bönpos, 
Buddhists, Hindus, Sikhs, and Jains. For example, Hindus refer to the 
most signifi cant mountain within this sacred landscape as Kailas, the 
abode of Lord Shiva; Bönpos refer to it as Tise, and Tibetan Buddhist 
refer to it as Kang Rinpoche.

By bringing the narratives, peoples, and sacred landscapes 
together, we want this collection of short stories to convey to the 
reader some of the signifi cance of the holy mountain and its 
surrounding regions. We also want to show how local knowledge 
illuminates the multiple connections and various traditions between 
religion and ecology, time and space, the past and the future. By 
making these stories available – both in print and digitally – we want 
to ensure that the folk traditions of this unique region are voiced, 
preserved and made accessible for future generations. Th is volume, 
as well as the online depository of many more collected folk 
stories, are available on the website of the India China Institute 
(www. indiachinainstitute.org).
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Th e original versions gathered from this shared sacred region 
were oft en quite short in length, and, as is oft en of the case with folk 
stories, narrated with many variations. Th e primary sources of these 
stories — men and women, shamans, elders and priests in Humla, 
Ngari and Pithoragarh were informed that the material collected 
from them would be made freely available to readers and researchers 
around the world, and that their stories may be selected for retelling 
by writers, or for dissemination through the internet, or for 
educational purposes. 

Because many of these stories transcend and overlap physical, 
spiritual, and cosmic boundaries, we invited two noted writers, 
Kamla K. Kapur and Prawin Adhikari, as special Editors to retell and 
situate the stories in the larger context of Hindu, Buddhist, Sikh, Jain 
and Bönpo traditions. We are grateful to these two writers whose 
amazing talents fl ow through the pages of this book. In addition to 
these retold versions, readers also have the opportunity to access the 
original stories, including additional audio and video material, on 
the website of the India China Institute  . As a way to honor the places 
where they were collected and to also make them accessible in the 
vernacular, select stories appear in the English as well as in the 
Tibetan, Nepali, or Hindi language.

Th is book emerged out of a three-year project designed and led 
by the India China Institute (ICI) at Th e New School in New York 
City and based on collaboration between Th e New School and the 
International Centre for Integrated Mountain Development 
(ICIMOD). It is the product of a collaborative endeavor with 
ICIMOD’s Kailas Sacred Landscapes Conservation and Development 
Initiative (KSLCDI), a transboundary conservation and development 
initiative working to strengthen regional cooperation among China, 
India and Nepal. ICIMOD’s team Abhimanyu Pandey provided 
insight into the anthropology of the region, Rajan Kotru provided a 
platform to meet and interact with associated colleagues, and Swapnil 
Chaudhari coordinated with the team. Special thanks to Toby Alice 
Volkman at the Henry Luce Foundation for her intellectual 
contributions and support for the project. I want to use this 
opportunity to thank all of our supporters for their partnerships and 
generous contributions. Also a very special thanks to our fi eldwork 
team: Sagar Lama, Himani Upadhyaya, Kelsang Chimee, Kunga 
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Yishe, Pasang Y. Sherpa, Sheetal Aitwal, Nabraj Lama, Abhimanyu 
Pandey, Shekhar Pathak, and Tshewang Lama (Chakka Bahadur) – 
for their crucial role in gathering stories from the region. Th anks to 
Tenzin Norbu Nangsal for editing the Tibetan and Shekhar Pathak 
for editing the Hindi. I also want to acknowledge our Grace Hou and 
the rest of the India China Institute staff  for all their support. In 
addition to contributions from Th e New School, primary support for 
the project came from the Henry Luce Foundation and additional 
support from the International Centre for Integrated Mountain 
Development (ICIMOD). 

Th is project involved a unique collaborative eff ort with over 
twenty scholars and experts from many parts of the world and 
diff erent disciplinary backgrounds – anthropology, international 
development, history, geography, arts, and politics. Some members 
are from the Himalayan region and have a deep connection to our 
work of the Sacred Himalaya Initiative (Shekhar Pathak, Tshewang 
Lama). Others have had extensive professional engagement in the 
Himalayas (Mukta Lama, Kelsang Chimee, Ashmina Ranjit, Anil 
Chitrakar, Kunga, Pasang Y. Sherpa, Ashok Gurung, Kevin Bubriski, 
Srestha Rit Premnath, and Amanda Manandhar-Gurung). We also 
invited scholars with no prior work in the Himalayas, but who 
nevertheless have deep knowledge and interest in the relationships 
between ecology, culture and religion from a global perspective 
(Mark Larrimore, Rafi  Youatt, Nitin Sawhney, Chris Crews, Liu 
Xiaoqing, and Marina Kaneti). 

Over the course of three years, between 2014 and 2016, members 
of our group engaged in several pilgrimages and fi eld trips in and 
around the Kailas Sacred Landscape of India, Nepal, and Tibet. We 
spent many weeks hiking through the Himalayas at an average 
elevation of over 3,800 meters (12,500 feet). Encounters with the 
natural landscape, pilgrims of various faiths, and travelers drawn to 
the rugged beauty and serenity of the region shaped our 
understanding of this unique landscape as a shared sacred space. 
From the very start of designing this study in 2013, we were drawn to 
the signifi cance of multiple and oft en overlapping meanings and 
imaginaries of this shared sacred mountain, both for people who 
inhabit the region as well as those who come from outside. We hope 
that our work will provide a glimpse into the unique traditions and 
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cultures of this region. As you will discover throughout this book, 
many aspects of these ancient stories continue to inform the socio-
cultural traditions and everyday interactions of millions of people in 
the region. Th e stories allow us to better understand the revered past 
and the ways in which the Himalaya is connected to contemporary 
global questions of climate change, biodiversity, and sustainable 
futures. Th ey show the various ways in which the past and the present, 
humans and nature, gods and animals are intricately and eternally 
connected. Th e stories inspire the reader with a yearning for meaning 
in life beyond one’s own desires and needs.

As this shared sacred region becomes more accessible – both 
physically and digitally – many important questions emerge about its 
future. As the principal investigator of a project so intricately involved 
with this region, I will always treasure this once in a lifetime learning 
opportunity. As a member of the Gurung ethnic group from the 
highlands of Nepal who was raised in the Indian Himalayas and 
worked in Tibet, and as somebody steeped in the diverse traditions 
of Buddhist lamas, Hindu priests, and Animists, this project also 
resonated for me on a personal level. It allowed me to revisit and 
rediscover stories about Lord Shiva, the Goddess Parvati, Mount 
Kailas, and Lake Manasarovar that I had heard about as a child. 
Finally, as an academic, the project broadened my understanding of 
the many-layered and oft en contested meanings of the shared sacred 
region. Th ere is no substitute to experiencing fi rsthand the various 
ways in which the region itself transcends both physical and temporal 
boundaries.

My hope is that the stories in this book will similarly allow readers 
to discover, or perhaps rediscover, this region in all its human 
diversity and sacred timelessness.

In these varied ways, our project went beyond just storytelling 
and brought a sense of what connects the peoples and the traditions 
of this region. It inspired us to think beyond state and national 
boundaries and to submerge ourselves in the vast universe of complex 
co-existence between so many diff erent peoples and cultures.

Ashok Gurung
Senior Director, India China Institute, and Professor of Practice, 

Julien J. Studley Graduate Program in International Aff airs, 
Th e New School
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Journey to Bone and Ash

R

Th ere was once an old woman called Dechen. People called her 
Dechen Budhi – Dechen, the old woman. She wasn’t always old, of 
course. Once she was youthful, vibrant, very beautiful, with a slim, 
slight fi gure, high cheekbones, dimples, unusually large, dark eyes, 
smooth, clear skin like ivory, and thick, black hair. She took pride in 
her beauty and youth. A singer and dancer, she was adored and 
worshipped by men, and envied, if not hated, by women. Th e men 
courted her and lavished gift s and money on her, which she managed 
very carefully because she had known extreme poverty while she was 
growing up in a large family. She had eight siblings who were always 
inadequately clad, and she had experienced the death of two in the 
freezing winters. As a child Dechen was always hungry, like her 
brothers and sisters. 

It was the custom of her polyandrous tribe for one woman to 
marry three or four brothers. “Even one husband,” she could hear her 
dead mother’s voice in her head, “is one too many. Managing four 
has brought me to an early grave.” 

Dechen had determined early in life not to marry but support 
herself by her own talents, and because she had many of them, she 
became very wealthy. 

Dechen worshipped all the gods of prosperity: Pehar, Ganesha, 
Lakshmi, and all the Naga goddesses who generate and protect 
wealth. She buried her money under straw and grass piles on the 
ground fl oor of her three-story stone, wood, and mud house, the 
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fl oor of which was used by cows, yaks and sheep. She even kept a few 
yaks and dogs on that fl oor to defl ect attention from her secret hiding 
place, and hired the village idiot as a servant to graze and tend them.

In her mid-twenties, Dechen supplemented her wealth by weaving 
and tailoring woolen dresses that were much in demand. Both men 
and women wore them all year long in the high desert plateau where 
they lived. She also began to make chhang, the favorite stimulant of 
people in the winter months when the high plateau, home to some of 
the highest mountains in the world, was freezing cold. Dechen’s 
chhang, however, was much more than just local beer made with 
barley. Using her grandmother’s secret recipe, she fermented it with 
the best of yeasts and infused it with the highest quality cloves, 
cinnamon, nutmeg, cardamom, pepper and ginger. Moreover, she 
made it from the waters of Manasarovar, the healing, holy lake at the 
foot of the great Kailas Mountain, home of all the gods and goddesses 
of the Hindus, Tibetans, Jains and the indigenous Animist religions. 
Many swore Dechen’s chhang was a tonic that cured them of colds, 
body and joint aches, stiff ness and indigestion. People traveled far to 
buy it from her at a high price, and it swelled her wealth a hundred 
fold. 

Because Dechen did not believe in sharing – a habit she had 
developed early in life on account of having altogether too many 
siblings to share food and clothing with – by the time she was thirty, 
not an inch remained beneath the entire mud fl oor that didn’t have a 
thick wad of money or bags of coins. She had to fi nd other secret 
places to store it all. She sacked the village idiot for fear he might 
accidentally discover it, got rid of her yaks because she didn’t want to 
risk leaving her house to graze them, and spread a rumor that all her 
wealth had been stolen, and a lot eaten by silverfi sh. To confi rm her 
lie, she began to wear rags even though she had exquisite dresses of 
Chinese silk and woolen brocade hoarded away in wooden trunks. 
She also pretended to be mad as a result of the “theft ” of her money.

Dechen had no friends, but she didn’t care. She was self-suffi  cient 
and content with her wealth, the very thought of which was enough 
to send her into paroxysms of ecstasy. She spent her time hollowing 
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out the legs of her bed and the frames of her looms to hide her money 
in and boarding up the windows. 

In her early thirties, upon seeing a woman in the haat wearing an 
exquisite necklace made of gold, lapis, turquoise and coral, Dechen’s 
lust for gold objects and jewelry was aroused. She decided that it 
wasn’t enough to just have money that was hoarded away in various 
secret places of her home. She wanted to buy lovely objects that she 
could see, touch and admire – something real, solid, material and 
lovely. 

For many years, with her house safely boarded up, she traveled far 
and wide, to India, Nepal, China, to fi nd and buy up rare treasures 
made of gold and precious stones. She brought back her purchases 
– jewelry, mirrors, jars, boxes to hold her spices, fi nger rings, earrings, 
necklaces, and gold images of the gods and goddesses of wealth – 
hidden in ragged-looking gunny sacks fi lled with rice, kindling, 
lentils and dung.

She placed the gold statues of the gods and goddesses of wealth 
on an altar, bowed to and worshipped them three times a day: 
Lakshmi; Ganesh adorned with garlands of gems, his rat regurgitating 
jewels; Demchong Chintamani, guardian of wealth, holding the 
luminescing wish-fulfi lling jewel of abundance in his hands. She had 
fallen in love with a statue of Vajrayogini, a female Buddha, and even 
though the goddess was not associated with wealth, she had bought 
it impulsively. It was only much later she saw some disturbing 
elements in the statue: Vajrayogini held the curved driguk, a fi erce-
looking fl aying knife in her right hand, and the kapala, a skull cup in 
her left  as she danced in fi re. But because Dechen had paid so much 
for it, she kept it and placed it on the altar.

Buying, organizing, arranging, dusting, admiring her home fi lled 
with her precious purchases for hours on end in the light of the yak-
butter lamps that illumined her dark house became Dechen’s whole 
life. Her other favorite preoccupation and passion was wearing her 
silk brocade gowns, adorning herself with necklaces, earrings, nose 
rings, and admiring herself in her jeweled mirrors. How proud she 
was of having fulfi lled her heart’s desire to be wealthy and never lack 
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for anything! How proud she was of her beauty! Her intense 
attachment to her youth, her wealth, and her home were enough to 
give purpose to her life.

Dechen didn’t realize then that having too much, and not sharing 
it, is worse than not having enough. She couldn’t see how her 
obsession had made her a captive in her own home. She oft en wished 
she could hire servants to help with her many tasks, but since she 
didn’t trust poor servants not to steal her things – any one of which 
would have helped them retire and live well for the rest of their lives 
– she had become her own servant and slave.

One day, however, as Dechen was sitting on the balcony on the 
third fl oor of her over-stuff ed home, overlooking a playground in the 
village in which young children were playing, accompanied by their 
parents or older siblings, she felt something she hadn’t felt before. 
She couldn’t describe the feeling, but the fi rst symptom of it was that 
she felt dreadfully lonely. She hurried inside to her pretty objects, lit 
her candles, and hoped they would cheer her up, but they failed to do 
so. Th e solitude to pursue her material passion turned into a haunting 
aloneness in which the walls of her self-made prison seemed to close 
in upon her.

A big, dark, frightening emptiness opened up inside her and she 
was certain she would fall into it and drown. As this was such a 
horrible feeling, and as she hadn’t yet learned to give each feeling its 
due of attention and introspection, she now did everything in her 
power to ignore it, lock it up, throw it away, bury it. 

But because she had buried a living and kicking feeling, it kept 
resurfacing, again and again. Th e only way she could think of 
banishing the feeling was buying more lovely things. So, wearing her 
rags and a cheap necklace of glass beads around her neck, she went 
on another tour. She bought turquoise artifacts and jewelry from 
China, amber beads from Tajikistan, coral and pearl necklaces from 
India, heaps and mounds of treasure to take back to her home.

Living her life the only way she knew how, without thought and 
refl ection, Dechen didn’t notice how Time was weaving its invisible 
net inside her body till she woke up one day and saw it in her jeweled 
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mirror: a network of wrinkles crisscrossing her face like the gossamer 
threads of a spider that had caught her eyes, nose, mouth in its web; 
gaps where her teeth had fallen; the thinning, grey hair on her head. 
She turned to another mirror, and yet another: each of them had 
turned traitor and refl ected the same image of a face ravaged by time. 
Dechen threw them away in disgust; people started calling her 
Dechen budhi, old Dechen, and paagal budhi, the crazy old woman. 

Th e old feeling of despair rose from its grave and haunted her in 
nightmares. She dreamt about missing caravans because she couldn’t 
pack her enormous treasure in time to take it along with her, of not 
having enough mules to pack them on, of thieves breaking into her 
home and carrying it all away. Th ese nightmares were mild in 
comparison to the darkest ones that emerged from the crack in her 
psyche: gods and goddesses she worshipped to fulfi l her material lust 
turned hostile and came to her as dark, evil, wrathful, demonic forces 
bent on destroying her. Demchong, Mahakal, came to her with the 
ashes of the dead spread on his body, beating his drum louder and 
louder as he did his dreadful dance of destruction, and trampled 
Dechen underfoot; Vajrayogini came, her fi erce third eye spurting 
fi re that burnt down Dechen’s house with Dechen in it, turning it all 
to ash. In yet another nightmare Vajrayogini stepped on Dechen’s 
body, bent her head downward, snapping it till it reached down to 
her heart. In another she fl ayed Dechen with her knife, catching her 
blood in her skull cup and drinking it as if it were the most delicious 
of wines. Dechen felt possessed, taken over, inhabited by dark and 
evil forces.

In her desperation she called for a Buddhist Lama to do a kurim, 
an exorcism, to expel the evil spirits. He came with his dorje, a two-
sided metal arrow, and phurbu, a staff , to drive them away and release 
Dechen from hell. But though the ceremony was elaborate and 
expensive, her nightmares continued. Next, she went to a dhami, the 
local spirit medium, and a dangri, an interpreter of the messages 
received by the dhami. Th e two would charge a great deal for their 
services. Besides, goats would have to be sacrifi ced and cooked for 
the village. Dechen was very reluctant to part with any of her wealth. 
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She would rather have bought another gold object. But on the verge 
of madness, she decided to go ahead with it. 

With ashes smeared on his face, matted hair coiled on his head, 
the laru, a long hairpiece wrapped with silver threads, draped around 
his head and neck like Shiva’s snake, a trident in one hand, and a two-
sided damaru drum in the other, the dhami began the ceremony 
aft er drinking copious amounts of chhang. Th e dangri and dhami 
both beat their drums, accelerating from a slow and steady rhythm 
to a maddening tempo that chased all thoughts away from Dechen’s 
head. 

Th e dhami shook his hair free, his eyes rolled up in their sockets, 
his body quivered, his movements became spastic and uncontrolled 
as he went into a trance. He began to dance, laugh and cry as the 
gods and goddesses entered him, talking simultaneously and 
cacophonously. He began to make pronouncements in a language 
that was neither Nepali, Kumaoni, Tibetan, Hindi of Hoon, nor any 
recognizable dialect. Dechen couldn’t understand a word. She looked 
to the dangri, who had the skill to interpret what sounded like 
gibberish to most people. He was silent a long time, trying to decipher 
the words while Dechen stood by them, looking lost and confused. 

“Th e gods and goddesses are saying you have poverty of the soul. 
You must die.” the dangri said.

Dechen felt a bolt of fear shoot through her. Her knees gave way 
and she fell in a heap on the ground, weeping and wailing.

“But isn’t there anything I can do? I don’t want to die!” She wept 
as thoughts about leaving behind her precious treasure stung her 
brain like serpents.

Th e dhami muttered some more, and aft er a pause the dangri 
said, “It seems like a waste but he says you should throw all your 
valuables into the Dhauli River. Or you will go mad and then die.”

Dechen was devastated by the message. Her long-cherished 
treasure, dumped in the river! No, she thought, this was a plot by the 
dhami and dangri to divest her of her wealth. Th ey would waylay, 
loot and kill her. 
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But as the days passed, her state of mind worsened. Aft er much 
deliberation and vacillation she decided that very night to take a 
muleload of her wealth to the river. She packed gunny sacks with the 
fi rst objects to fall into her hands, boxes full of jewelry, tea sets and 
jugs made of gold, and loaded them on the mule.

Th e moon lit the path as she made her way to the river in the 
middle of the night and very reluctantly dumped the contents of the 
sacks into the swift  waters that carried them away. 

Meanwhile, from the other shore, a man watched an old woman 
wearing a ragged go pung gyan ma, gown, a worn hat and shoes, 
remove sacks from her mule, and empty glittering objects into the 
river. Aft er she left , he went to the spot and saw them being swept 
away. He waded in and retrieved a gold box full of jewelry. He was 
baffl  ed, and decided to see if the event repeated itself the next night.

Th is time Dechen decided to rid herself of all the gods and 
goddesses from her altar. It was a beautiful night as she stepped out 
of her house with her mule loaded down with sacks. Th e moon was 
almost full in its refl ected radiance, bright and lovely despite its 
blemishes, its orb fl oating past a dark cloud edged with golden light 
as if pushed by the gentle breezes fl owing down through high 
mountain passes. 

As she arrived by the banks of the Dhauli River and unloaded a 
sack, a man came towards her. Dechen was dreadfully afraid: he was 
going to kill her and steal all her things! But the thought that 
disturbed her much more was: “I can’t die now! I haven’t lived yet!” 

“What are you doing?” he asked her. 
Dechen was stunned by his words. Nobody had ever taken the 

trouble to ask her, nor had she ever asked herself this question. His 
words came to her like a revelation, peeling away hardened scabs on 
the many wounds of her heart, allowing long-ignored feelings to 
seep through. She sat down on a boulder and burst into tears. 

Th e man just stood by her and waited as she wept, letting the 
wave of her emotion break and pass, careful not to interrupt her tears 
with words.
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Dechen looked up at him with swollen eyes. He was about the 
same age as she was; his overgrown hair and unkempt beard were 
grey, his mouth missing a tooth or two. Th ough he wore red velvet 
boots that came up to his knees, a bakkhu, long robe, an embroidered 
cap on his head, and spoke in her language, Hoon, there was 
something about his looks and his accent that told her he was not a 
local man. Because his eyes were gentle when he looked at her, she 
surprised herself by her instinctive choice to trust him. 

“I am Terry, an Englishman. I have lived in these regions for over 
thirty years,” he explained. 

Dechen laughed out loud, something she hadn’t done since she 
was a child. 

“I thought you were a thief!” she laughed. “How foolish of me to 
fear losing that which I myself am dumping into the river!”

“Tell me why,” Terry said.
Dechen burst into another heaving, wracking sobbing. Her 

madness had soft ened her to the point where she not only appreciated 
and valued, but craved real contact with a human being capable of 
listening with attention. Quieting down, she patted the boulder and 
invited him to sit by her. 

“I’m very thirsty,” she said. Terry fetched some water from the 
river in his kapala, a skull cup, which, along with a knife and a 
kangling, a horn made of a human femur, hung from his leather belt. 
Dechen was afraid again – the skull cup was an image from her 
nightmares. But her thirst made her reach for it and take a long 
draught. 

Dechen told Terry her whole story. He listened without 
interruption as she spoke, wept, and opened up the sack of her heart, 
stuff ed with sorrow and fear. He was silent a long time and then said 
to her.

“When I was in England, I too found myself buying too much, 
accumulating too much, consuming too much. When my marriage 
broke up – I have no doubt because of my own unconscious feelings 
about wanting more than I was getting in my marriage, I 
indiscriminately went through many women. Th en one day I asked 
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myself the question, ‘What hunger are you trying so desperately to 
fi ll?’ Th e answer came to me with total clarity: all desperate hungers, 
like yours, like mine, seek only one food: the divine within and 
without us. All our striving must be to clear away the weeds that 
choke the divine inside us. When we fi nd it inside ourselves, we fi nd 
it refl ected in the whole world.” 

Dechen was quiet.
“Let me see what you have brought to give away to the river 

today,” Terry said.
Together they unloaded the sacks. Terry opened one of them and 

brought out the statue of Vajrayogini. 
“Th row her away,” Dechen exclaimed. “I hate her!”
Terry held it in his hand lovingly. Dechen once more questioned 

his motives, and once more laughed out aloud. 
“Don’t hate her,” Terry said to Dechen. “She is your best friend, a 

guide, a heavenly messenger who has been speaking to you in your 
dreams and has come to bring you that which no money can buy: 
peace, joy, happiness, love.”

“She hurt me terribly in my dreams!”
“Th ey were the wounds infl icted by your perverse passions, 

Dechen.”
“No, it was her! She tried to kill me! She did kill me!” Dechen 

cried. 
“She kills our old, wornout selves that do not serve us any longer, 

like the tight skins of snakes, that have to be shed if we are to grow 
into our fullness. I have worshipped her for many years, not as a 
statue, which is only a representation and reminder, but as an energy 
that pervades the universe, an energy we have named Vajrayogini. 
She is the reason why I left  England, where I was wealthy, but very 
unhappy, lost, confused, aimless, to come live in your land, 
abandoning my religion to fi nd a home in yours. Vajrayogini tramples 
on distorted desires, worldly wealth, and the small, unconscious ego. 
She is the one who transformed my many material passions into the 
light of consciousness; now I live each moment with the awareness of 
the impermanence of everything, including my body. You already 
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know, I am sure, that drinking and eating from a human skull serves 
as a reminder of the dream-like nature of our bodies and possessions. 
Vajrayogini comes to destroy false illusions, delusions, ignorance, 
and bestows wisdom. She has blessed you by throwing her 
thunderbolt at you with full force; your wounds are invaluable; they 
will turn you towards the path of the Invisible Spirit, the dark and 
light fi lled, male and female primal energy of the universe; the energy 
of which all our lamas, rinpoches, gurus, gods and goddesses are 
emissaries. Open your heart wide and accept the death she is off ering, 
Dechen; it is the beginning of new life.” 

Even though Dechen didn’t understand everything he was saying, 
she listened intently. All her suff ering had prepared her, like soil is 
prepared by the wounds of the plough, to receive the seeds of wisdom, 
our only true treasure, which transmutes lead into gold. She looked 
at Terry with tears in her eyes. Someone had fi nally taken the time to 
teach her her own religion, which was so rich in meaning. 

“Are you married?” she asked, directly. 
“No. I always thought spiritual development was more important 

than being a householder.” 
“And I have always thought that material possessions were more 

important than a family and love,” she said, sadly. 
“I have an idea,” he said, sitting down on a mound and stroking 

his beard. “Instead of just dumping all your treasure in the river 
where it will be of no use to the fi sh, why don’t you use your wealth 
to do some good?” 

“Like what?”
“Let me see,” he said, scratching his beard and looking thoughtful. 

“You know, so many pilgrims from so many countries and so many 
religions – Hindus, Jains, Sikhs, Buddhists, Bonpo, Animists – come 
to Kailas every season. I myself have traveled to the holy mountain 
and done the kora more times than I can count. I can tell you from 
my own experience that the pilgrims have to brave many hardships 
on the way: hail, storms, snow, tornadoes, avalanches, blizzards, 
freezing cold, hunger, thirst, and countless other tribulations. I have 
had to sleep in hollows of ice to keep myself warm; the only 
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habitations on the way are fi lthy and I couldn’t rest in them because 
of the fl eas and lice. Once I slept with lambs to keep from freezing. I 
have eaten whatever leaves I could fi nd, and gotten diarrhea and a 
terrible upset stomach and lain on the snow encased in an inch of ice, 
my half-starved mule, collapsing with weakness and cold, lying next 
to me. Once it broke my heart to see the poor beast eating dry dung 
in his hunger.”

Dechen saw tears in Terry’s eyes as he recalled the event. She 
realized how her lust to accumulate, her avarice, greed and selfi shness 
had hardened her heart so much that there was no room in it for 
others. She looked at her mule, standing by the river, loaded down 
with sacks full of heavy gold, and realized how little, if at all, she had 
thought about anyone but herself. But seeing the tears in Terry’s eyes, 
her heart opened wide. Concentric circles of compassion radiated 
out from it to Terry, her mule, the hardships of the pilgrims and all 
the suff ering people and creatures of the world. 

“On my journeys,” Terry continued, “I oft en wondered why there 
aren’t any dharmashalas, buildings that provide food and shelter to 
pilgrims at points along the way. It would be such a caring thing to 
do. Th ink, Dechen, of how many dharmashalas we could set up on 
pilgrimage routes with all this wealth.”

Th e we in his sentence made Dechen’s heart leap into her mouth. 
“Yes,” she said, happily. “Yes, let’s do it.”
Terry looked at Dechen. Her small, long face, unmistakably 

Tibetan, was a mass of wrinkles, her eyes grown smaller with age. He 
saw beyond it to a beauty that bordered on luminescence, as that of 
the moon. He smiled at the image of two-ratty looking people in 
ragged garments, both of fl esh and dress, planning a future 
together. 

Dechen looked at the old Englishman who looked like a tiger that 
had allowed time and age to work their magic on him, and felt a great 
warmth suff using her heart.

In the long silence that followed as they sat under the stars, Terry 
removed the fl ute made of a human thigh bone from his belt, and 
began to play it. Th e, deep, haunting, eerie, harmonious sound 
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singing its urgent reminder of our unshunnable journey to bone and 
ash, drove home its message and dissolved whatever doubts and 
resistance remained in Dechen. 

Th ey loaded the sack with the gold divinities onto the mule again 
and tied them down. 

“Come,” he said, turning the mule around to face the village. “Let’s 
give some of this away to needy people, make our plans for the 
dharmashalas, and get you some nice garments to wear. Th is is no 
way for a rich lady to dress.”

“I have many,” Dechen said. “But they may be all moth-eaten by 
now.”

Day was dawning as they walked together to her house in the 
village. Released of her heavy burden, Dechen’s steps were light and 
buoyant as she walked straight and tall beside Terry in the early 
morning. As the sun poured liquid gold on the trees and rooft ops of 
houses, Dechen, vibrantly aware of the fl eeting nature of all 
phenomena, including herself, looked at everything with new eyes. 
She found reality pulsing with an intensity she had never felt before. 

A sweet love, the kind that can only happen later in life when 
youthful passions are spent, sprang up between the two people who 
had known aloneness so intimately. Together, Dechen budhi and 
Terry budha worked towards their goal, building well-stocked 
dharmashalas for pilgrims in Darma, Tibet and in the Humla, Jumla 
and Bajhang areas of Nepal. If a pilgrim looks closely at the 
surroundings of a temple in Darma, she can see a weathered statue of 
Dechen budhi, the woman who transformed from a dragon hoarding 
treasure to a compassionate being capable of sharing and caring for 
those in need.



རྨོ་རྨོ་བདེ་ཆེན།

R

གནའ་སྔ་མོ་གྲོང་གསེབ་ཅིག་ནང་རྨོ་རྨོ་བདེ་ཆེན་ཞེས་པའི་རྒན་མོ་ཞིག་ཡོད། ཁོང་གཞོན་ནུའི་དུས་སུ་

དབུ་སྐྲ་ནག་ཅིང་སྤྱན་ཕྲ་སྒོར་སྒོར་དང་། བཞིན་རས་དཀར་ལ་དམར་མདངས་ལྡན་ལ་མཛĲས་གོང་སྙིང་

རྗེ་པོ་ཞིག་ཀྱང་ཡོད། དེས་མ་ཟད་སྐུ་གཟུགས་ཡང་ཧ་ཅང་བཟང་པོ་ཡོད་པ་རེད། ཁོང་གཞས་འཁྲབ་རྒྱུ་

དང་གླུ་གཏོང་རྒྱུར་ཡང་ཕུལ་དུ་བྱུང་བ་ཞིག་ཡོད་སྟབས། ཕོ་གསར་ཚŀས་སེམས་པ་ཤོར་ས་དང་། མོ་

གསར་ཚŀས་མིག་སེར་རྒྱག་ས་ཞིག་ཡིན་ལ། ཁོང་རང་ཉིད་ཀྱིས་ཀྱང་གཞོན་ནུའི་ལང་ཚŀ་དེར་སྤོབས་

པ་ཆེན་པོ་བྱེད་ཀྱི་ཡོད། ཁོང་ལ་སྐྱེས་པ་ཚŀས་ལག་རྟགས་དང་དངུལ་སོགས་སྤྲོད་མཁན་མང་པོ་ཡོད་

དུས། བདེ་ཆེན་གྱིས་རང་ཉིད་ཆུང་དུས་ཉམས་ཐག་པོའི་མི་ཚĲ་སྐྱེལ་མྱོང་ཡོད་པའི་དུས་ཚŀད་ཕྱིར་དྲན་

གྱིས། དངུལ་དེ་དག་བདག་ཉར་ལེགས་པོ་བྱེད་བཞིན་ཡོད་པ་རེད།

ཁོང་ནི་ཆུང་དུས་བུ་ཕྲུག་བརྒྱད་ཡོད་པའི་ཁྱིམ་ཚང་ཞིག་ཏུ་སྐྱེས་ཤིང་། དབུལ་ཕོངས་ཀྱི་

མི་ཚĲ་བསྐྱལ་དགོས་བྱུང་བ་དང་། སྐབས་དེར་ཁོང་ཚŀའི་ནང་ནས་ཕྲུ་གུ་གཉིས་དགུན་དུས་གྲང་

ངར་ལ་བཟོད་མ་ཐུབ་པར་བརྟེན་འདས་གྲོངས་སུ་གྱུར་པ་རེད། བདེ་ཆེན་ཆུང་དུས་སོ་སོའི་

མིང་སྲིང་དེ་དག་དང་གཅིག་མཚུངས་བཟའ་རྒྱུ་དཀོན་པའི་དབང་གིས་ཡང་ཡང་ལྟོགས་པར་

ལུས་པ་ཡང་བྱུང་ཡོད། ཁོང་ཚŀའི་གྲོང་གསེབ་ཏུ་ཨ་མ་གཅིག་ལ་བཟའ་ཟླ་གསུམ་བཞི་ཡོད་

པའི་ལུགས་སྲོལ་ཡོད་སྟབས། ཁོང་གི་ཨ་མ་གྲོངས་ཁར་སྐད་ཤུགས་ཆེན་པོས། ‘བཟའ་ཟླ་

གཅིག་ཡོད་ཀྱང་མང་དྲགས་འདུག བཞི་ཡོད་པ་དེས་ང་འཆི་བར་སྔ་ས་ནས་བཏང་སོང་།’ 

ཞེས་ཆིག་ལབ་བརྒྱབ་ཡོད་པ་དེ་ཁོ་མོའི་སེམས་ནང་གཏན་དུ་ལྷག་ཡོད། དེར་བརྟེན་ཆུང་དུས་

ནས་བདེ་ཆེན་གྱིས་ཆང་ས་རྒྱག་རྒྱུ་མིན་པའི་ཐག་གཅོད་བྱས་ཚར་བ་མ་ཟད། སོ་སོའི་སྒྱུ་རྩལ་

གྱི་ནུས་པས་འཚŀ་ཐབས་དང་། མི་ཚĲ་སྐྱེལ་རྒྱུའི་དམ་བཅའ་བཟུང་ཡོད། ཁོ་མོ་ནི་རིག་རྩལ་སྣ་
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ཚŀགས་ལ་མཁས་པའི་བུད་མེད་ཅིག་ཡིན་སྟབས། རིམ་པས་རྒྱུ་ནོར་ལོངས་སྤྱོད་ཕུན་སུམ་

ཚŀགས་པོར་གྱུར།

བདེ་ཆེན་གྱིས་ནོར་ལོངས་སྤྱོད་གོང་དུ་འཕེལ་རྒྱུར་ནོར་བདག་ཛམ་བྷ་ལ་དང་། རྣམ་སྲས། 

མགོན་དཀར་ལ་སོགས་པའི་ལྷ་ཀླུ་སྣ་ཚŀགས་ལ་གཡང་བཀུག་བྱེད་བཞིན་ཡོད། རིམ་པས་

ཁོང་མོ་རྒྱུ་ནོར་ལོངས་སྤྱོད་ཀྱིས་ཁེངས་ནས་རང་གི་ས་རྡོ་ཤིང་གསུམ་ལས་བརྒྱབ་པའི་ཐོག་

རྩེག་གསུམ་ཅན་གྱི་ཁང་པའི་འོག་ཐོག་ཏུ་ཡོད་པའི་རྩྭ་དང་། ས་སོགས་ཀྱི་འོག་ཏུ་སྦས་དགོས་

བྱུང་ཡོད་པ་རེད། དེ་དག་མིས་མ་ཤེས་པའི་ཆེད་བ་ཕྱུགས་དང་།  གཡག་ལུག་ལ་སོགས་སྒོ་

ཕྱུགས་སེམས་ཅན་ཁ་ཤས་བདག་ཉར་བྱེད་ཀྱི་ཡོད་ལ། ཡང་དེ་ཚŀ་གསོ་སྐྱོང་བྱེད་མཁན་ལུང་

པའི་ཕུ་ཡི་མི་ལྐུགས་པ་ཞིག་ཡོད་པ་དེ་གླ་གཡར་བྱས་པ་རེད།

རང་ལོ་ཉི་ཤུ་རྩ་གྲངས་ནང་སླེབས་སྐབས། བདེ་ཆེན་གྱིས་རྒྱུ་ནོར་མང་དུ་གཏོང་ཆེད། 

གྲོང་གསེབ་ཏུ་ཚĲམ་བཟོ་དང་ཐག་ལས་ཀྱི་ལས་གཞི་མང་པོ་སྤེལ་ནས། གྲོང་གསེབ་ནང་དཔེ་

གསར་གྱི་ཕྱུ་པ་དང་། འོག་འཇུག་སོགས་བཟོས་ནས་གཞོན་སྐྱེས་ཕོ་མོ་ཚŀའི་ཡིད་སེམས་

བཀུག དེའི་སྟེང་ཁོང་མོས་གྲོང་གསེབ་ཀྱི་ནང་དུ་དར་གསོ་ཆེ་བའི་དམིགས་བསལ་ཆང་ཞིག་

བཙŀང་འགོ་བཙུགས། ཆང་དེ་གཞན་དང་མི་འདྲ་བར་ཁོང་གི་རྨོ་ལགས་ཀྱི་གསང་བའི་བཟོ་

སྟངས་དང་ལུང་པའི་ཐོན་ཁུངས་བཟང་བའི་ནས་དང་། སྨན་རྩྭ། མ་ཕམ་གཡུ་མཚŀ་ནས་འདྲེན་

པའི་ཆུ་བླུགས་ནས་བཟོས་སྟབས། མི་མང་པོས་ཆང་དེ་ཆམ་པ་དང་། ཕོ་བ། བྲུམ་པོ་སོགས་ལ་

ཕན་པོ་ཡོད་པ་དང་། ལྷག་པར་ནད་གཞི་རྙིང་པ་ཡང་གསོ་ཐུབ་པའི་ནུས་པ་ཡོད་སྐོར་ཤོད་

མཁན་བྱུང་སྟེ། ཡུལ་གང་ས་ནས་ཁོང་མོའི་ཆང་ཉོ་བར་ཡོང་མཁན་འཚང་ཁ་ཤིག་ཤིག་བྱུང་། 

ཁོང་མོའི་ཆང་གི་རིན་གོང་ཡང་རིམ་པས་འཕར་ཏེ་ཁོ་མོ་ཕྱུག་བདག་ཅིག་ཏུ་གྱུར།

བདེ་ཆེན་ཆུང་དུས་ཟས་གོས་ཉུང་ཉུང་ལས་མེད་སྟབས་སེར་སྣ་ཆེན་པོའི་ངང་མིང་སྲིང་

དང་མཉམ་དུ་བགོ་ཤ་རྒྱག་དགོས་བྱུང་། འོན་ཀྱང་ད་ལྟ་ཟས་གོས་ཀྱི་དཀའ་ངལ་གང་ཡང་མེད་

ཀྱང་བགོ་འགྲེམས་བྱ་རྒྱུའི་རང་གཤིས་རྩ་བ་ནས་མེད། ཁོ་མོ་ལོ་ངོ་སུམ་ཅུའི་ནང་སླེབས་དུས། 

ཁང་པའི་འོག་ཏུ་དངུལ་ཀྲམ་དང་གསེར་དངུལ་ལས་གྲུབ་པའི་རྒྱུ་ནོར་ལོངས་སྤྱོད་ཀྱིས་ཁེངས་

ཏེ་ས་ཆ་སྟོང་པ་ལྷག་མེད། དངུལ་སྦས་ས་འཚŀལ་དགོས་བའི་གནས་སྟངས་ཆགས་སྐབས། ཁོ་

མོས་ལུང་པའི་ཕུའི་ལྐུགས་པ་དེས་ཁོ་རང་གི་གསང་བ་ཤེས་པའི་འཇིགས་སྣང་ངང་ཁོ་ལས་ཀ་

ནས་ཕྱིར་ཕུད་བཏང་བར་མ་ཟད། རང་ཉིད་སྒོ་ཕྱུགས་འཚŀ་བར་ཕྱིན་ན་ནང་དུ་རྐུ་མ་ཤོར་བའི་

ཞེད་སྣང་ཡོད་སྟབས་སྒོ་ཕྱུགས་དེ་དག་ཀྱང་རམ་པས་མེད་པ་བཟོས་པ་རེད།

ད་དུང་ལུང་པའི་ནང་ཁོང་མོའི་རྒྱུ་ནོར་ཡོངས་རྫོགས་རྐུ་མ་ཤོར་བ་དང་། དངུལ་རྣམས་

འབུ་ཡིས་བཟས་པའི་དཀྲོག་གཏམ་སྤེལ་ནས་དེ་དག་ཁུངས་སྐྱེལ་ཆེད་སོ་སོའི་གོས་ཆེན་
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སོགས་ཕྱག་སྒམ་ནང་བསྡུས་ནས་རང་ཉིད་གོས་བཙབ་རལ་གྱོན་འགོ་ཚུགས། ད་དུང་རྐུ་མ་

ཤོར་བའི་རྐྱེན་གྱིས་སེམས་མ་ཐང་བའི་རྣམ་པ་ཡང་སྟོན་བཞིན་ཡོད་པ་རེད།

བདེ་ཆེན་ལ་གྲོང་གསེབ་དེའི་ནང་གྲོགས་པོ་དང་གྲོགས་མོ་གཅིག་ཀྱང་མེད་ལ། ཁོང་མོ་ལ་

གྲོགས་མོ་མེད་པའི་སྐྱོ་སྣང་ཡང་མེད། ཁོ་མོ་སོ་སོའི་རྒྱུ་ནོར་དེ་དག་ལ་ཡིད་ཚིམས་ནས་སྡོད་

ཀྱི་ཡོད་ལ། དེ་དག་གིས་རང་ཉིད་ལ་དགའ་སྤྲོ་དཔག་མེད་སྦྱིན་གྱི་ཡོད། བདེ་ཆེན་ལ་དངུལ་

མང་དྲགས་ཏེ་སྦས་ས་རྫོགས་སྐབས་སྒེའུ་ཁུང་སྟེང་དང་། ཉལ་ཁྲིའི་རྐང་པ། ཐག་ཁྲི་སོགས་

ཁོག་སྟོང་བཟོས་ནས་དངུལ་སྦས་ས་འཚŀལ་བཞིན་ཡོད།

བདེ་ཆེན་ལོ་ངོ་སུམ་ཅུ་སོ་གྲངས་ནང་སླེབས་དུས།  ཁྲོམ་གཞུང་དུ་བུད་མེད་ཅིག་གིས་

རིན་ཆེན་གསེར་དང་། གཡུ། བྱུ་རུ་སོགས་ལས་གྲུབ་པའི་ཡིད་དུ་འོང་བའི་སྐེ་རྒྱན་ཞིག་མཐོང་

། ཁོ་མོས་སོ་སོའི་རང་ཁྱིམ་གྱི་ཕྱོགས་ཡོངས་ལ་དངུལ་རྣམས་གསོག་འཇོག་བྱས་ཡོད་ཀྱང་། 

དངོས་སུ་ལག་པ་འཆང་ནས་ཡིད་སྨོན་སྐྱེ་ས་མི་འདུག་བསམས་ནས་རྒྱན་ཆའི་རིགས་ལ་

འདོད་པ་ཆེན་པོ་སྐྱེས།

དེ་རྗེས་ཁོ་མོས་སོ་སོའི་ཁང་པའི་ཕྱོགས་ཡོངས་ལ་མཐའ་སྐོར་ཞིག་བརྒྱབ་ནས་ལོ་མང་

རིང་། རྒྱ་གར་དང་། རྒྱ་ནག   བལ་ཡུལ་བཅས་ལ་གསེར་དང་རིན་ཆེན་འཚŀལ་བར་ཕྱིན། 

གྲོང་གསེབ་ཏུ་ཕྱིར་ལོག་བྱེད་སྐབས། རྩ་རས་བཙབ་རལ་ཞིག་གི་ནང་དུ་འབྲས་དང་། ལྕི་བ་

སོགས་ཀྱི་མཉམ་དུ་རྒྱན་ཆ་དང་། མེ་ལོང་། བུམ་པ། སྨན་སྣ་བླུགས་སའི་རིན་ཆེན་ལས་གྲུབ་

པའི་སྒམ་སྣ་ཚŀགས། རྣ་རྒྱན། མཛུབ་རྒྱན། སྐེ་རྒྱན་བཅས་དང་། ནོར་ལྷའི་སྐུ་བརྙན་སྣ་ཚŀགས་

འཁྱེར་ཡོང་བ་མ་ཟད། ཁོ་མོས་ནོར་ལྷའི་སྐུ་བརྙན་རྣམས་མཆོད་གཤོམ་ལ་ཕུལ་ནས་ཉིན་ལྟར་

དེར་ཕྱག་གསུམ་རེ་འཚལ་ནས་གཡང་འགུག་བྱེད་བཞིན་ཡོད་ལ། སྐུ་བརྙན་དེ་དག་ལས་ཛམ་

བྷ་ལྷ་དང་། དབྱངས་ཅན་མར་ནོར་བུའི་ཕྲེང་བ་ཕུལ། གཞན་ཡང་སྐུ་བརྙན་གཞན་ཞིག་ལ་ནོར་

བུ་དོན་གྲུབ་ཅིག་ཕུལ་ཡོད། བདེ་ཆེན་གྱིས་ནོར་ལྷ་བསླུ་བའི་ཞོར་ལ་རྡོ་རྗེ་འཕགས་མོའི་སྐུ་

བརྙན་ཞིག་ཀྱང་བསླུ་ཡོན་ཞུས་ཡོད་པ་དེར་དམིགས་བསལ་གདུང་ཤུགས་དྲག་པོའི་ཚŀར་བ་

བྱུང་ནས་དགའ་བ་དཔག་མེད་སྐྱེས། ཡིན་ན་ཡང་རྗེས་སུ་སྐུ་བརྙན་དེར་ཞིབ་ཕྲ་མཇལ་དུས་

དེའི་སྐུ་ཆས་ཁ་ཤས་ཡ་མཚན་པོ་མཐོང་། འཕགས་མོའི་ཕྱག་གཡས་པ་དེར་གྲི་གུག་ཞིག་

བསྣམས་ཡོད་པ་དང་གཡོན་མ་དེར་ཀ་པ་ལི་ཞིག་བསྣམས་ནས་མེའི་སྟེང་ཞབས་བྲོ་བསྐྱོན་

བཞིན་ཡོད། ཡིན་ན་ཡང་ཁོ་མོས་དེར་བསླུ་རིན་ཆེན་པོ་ཕུལ་ཡོད་སྟབས་མཆོད་གཤོམ་དེའི་

སྟེང་མུ་མཐུད་བཞག་པ་རེད།

བདེ་ཆེན་གྱི་མི་ཚĲ་དེར་ནོར་བུའི་རིགས་ཉོ་རྒྱུ་དང་། བཤམ་རྒྱུ། གཙང་མ་བཟོ་རྒྱུ་བཅས་

ལ་ཆུ་ཚŀད་མང་པོ་གཏོང་དགོས་སྟབས། སྐབས་རེ་ནང་ནག་ཁུང་དེར་མཆོད་མེའི་འོད་ཙམ་
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ལས་མངོན་རྒྱུ་མེད་པར་ལུས་ཀྱི་ཡོད། ཡང་སྐབས་རེ་རང་ཉིད་གོས་ཆེན་དང་། སྐེ་རྒྱན། རྣ་

རྒྱན་སོགས་རྒྱན་ཆ་བཏགས་ནས་ནོར་བུའི་རིགས་ལྡན་གྱི་མེ་ལོང་དེའི་ནང་ལྟ་བཞིན། སོ་

སོའི་གཞོན་ནུའི་ལང་འཚŀར་ཡིད་སྨོན་དང་། རྒྱུ་ནོར་དེ་འདྲ་མཁོ་སྒྲུབ་ཐུབ་པར་བློ་སྤོབས་

སྐྱེས། དེ་བཞིན་རང་ཉིད་ཀྱི་མཛĲས་སྡུག་ལ་ཡིད་ཚིམས་ནས་སྡོད་རྒྱུ་ནི་ཁོ་མོའི་མི་ཚĲའི་སྙིང་

པོ་ལྟ་བུར་གྱུར།

སྐབས་དེར་བདེ་ཆེན་གྱིས་རང་ཉིད་ལ་དགོས་མཁོ་ལས་ལྷག་པའི་རྒྱུ་ནོར་ཡོད་ཀྱང་གཞན་

ལ་བགོ་བཤའ་མ་བརྒྱབ་ན། དེ་ཡང་དབུལ་ཕོངས་གཞན་ཞིག་ཡིན་པ་ཤེས་མེད།

བདེ་ཆེན་གྱི་སྐབས་རེ་ཁང་པའི་ནང་དུ་ནང་ལས་བྱེད་མཁན་གཡོག་པོ་ཁ་ཤས་གླ་འདོད་

ཡོད་ཀྱང་། དེ་དག་ལ་ཡིད་ཆེས་དང་། བློས་མ་འཁེལ་བར་བརྟེན། རང་ཉིད་རང་གི་ཚĲ་གཡོག་

ལྟ་བུར་གྱུར་ཡོད་ལ། ཁོང་མོ་རང་ཉིད་ཀྱིས་རྒྱུ་ནོར་གསོག་འཇོག་བྱ་རྒྱུའི་སེམས་ནད་དེས་སོ་

སོའི་ནང་ཁྱིམ་དུ་བཟང་བཙŀན་ལྟ་བུར་མི་སྡོད་ཀ་མེད་དུ་གྱུར།

ཉིན་ཞིག་བདེ་ཆེན་ཁང་པ་གསུམ་ཐོག་གི་མདའ་གཡབ་ནས་གྲོང་གསེབ་ནང་གི་བྱིས་པ་

ཚŀ་སོ་སོའི་ཕ་མ་དང་སྤུན་མཆེད་མཉམ་དུ་རྩེད་ཐང་དུ་རྩེད་མོ་རྩེད་བཞིན་ཡོད་པ་མཐོང་དུས། 

ཁོ་མོའི་སེམས་ནང་ཚŀར་སྣང་མེད་པའི་སེམས་ཚŀར་གསར་པ་ཞིག་སྐྱེས། ཡིན་ན་ཡང་ཧ་ཅང་

ཡུལ་པོའི་ཚŀར་བ་ཞིག་སྐྱེས་པ་ལས་གཞན་བརྗོད་དཀའ་བར་གྱུར་སྟབས། འཕྲལ་མར་ནང་ལ་

རྒྱུགས་ནས་མཛĲས་སྡུག་ལྡན་པའི་བཞུ་མར་རྣམས་སྤར་ནས་ཅ་དངོས་རྣམས་ལ་བལྟ་དུས་

སེམས་གསོ་བའི་རེ་བ་སྐྱེས། ཁོ་མོའི་མི་ཧྲེང་ཁེར་རྐྱང་གི་ཚŀར་བ་དེར་རྒྱུ་ནོར་དེ་དག་གིས་

བཟང་པོའི་འགྱུར་བ་ཡོང་རྒྱུའི་ཚབ་ཏུ་སོ་སོས་བཟོས་པའི་བཙŀན་ཁང་གི་གྱང་རྣམས་རང་གི་

མགོའི་ཐོག་ཏུ་ལྷུངས་ནས་སོ་སོའི་ལུས་པོའི་དབུས་ནས་འཇིགས་སྣང་ལྡན་པའི་སྟོང་པ་ཆེན་པོ་

ཞིག་ཁ་ཕྱེ་སྟེ་དེའི་ནང་རང་ཉིད་ལྷུངས་ནས་ལྡིང་བའི་ཚŀར་སྣང་སྐྱེས། ད་བར་ཁོ་མོས་སོ་སོའི་

སེམས་ཚŀར་ལ་གཏིང་ཟབ་དང་། ཞིབ་ཕྲའི་དོ་སྣང་གིས་དཔྱད་པ་བྱ་རྒྱུའི་གོ་སྐབས་བྱུང་མེད་

སྟབས། སོ་སོས་གང་ནུས་ཀྱིས་སེམས་ཚŀར་དེ་སྣང་མེད་སྐྱུར་ཐབས་ཀྱིས་གཡོལ་བཞིན་ཡོད།

ཡིན་ན་ཡང་ཁོ་མོ་གསོན་པོར་སྦས་ནས་རྡུང་མཁན་ཞིག་ཡོད་པའི་ཚŀར་བ་སྐྱེ་བཞིན་ཡོད་

པར་མ་ཟད། ཚŀར་སྣང་དེ་བཞིན་ཡང་ཡང་ཡོང་གི་ཡོད་ལ། དེ་ལས་བྲོས་ཐབས་ནི་ཡིད་དབང་

འཕྲོག་པའི་ཅ་དངོས་གསར་པ་མང་དུ་ཉོ་རྒྱུ་དེ་ཡིན་པར་མངོན། དེར་བརྟེན་ཁོ་མོས་བཙབ་

རལ་ཏུ་གྱུར་པའི་ཆས་གོས་དང་། སྐེ་ལ་ཤེལ་གྱི་སྐེ་རྒྱན་གྱོན་ནས་སླར་ཡང་ཅ་དངོས་ཉོ་རྒྱུའི་

བསྐོར་བསྐྱོད་ལ་ཐོན། ཁོ་མོས་རྒྱ་ནག་ནས་གཡུ་ཡི་ཅ་དངོས་དང་རྒྱན་ཆ་སྣ་ཚŀགས་ཉོས་ཡོད་

ལ། ཏ་ཇི་ཀིསིཏན་ (Tajikistan) ནས་སྤོས་ཤེལ་གྱི་ཕྲེང་བ། རྒྱ་གར་ནས་བྱུ་རུ་དང་མུ་
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ཏིག་གི་སྐེ་རྒྱན་ཉོས་ནས་རང་ཁྱིམ་དུ་ཕྱིར་ལོག་བྱེད་སྐབས་ནོར་བུའི་རིགས་དངོས་རི་ལྟར་

སྤུངས་རྒྱུ་ཡོད་པ་རེད།

བདེ་ཆེན་གྱིས་མི་ཚĲར་ཕྱི་མིག་དང་བསམ་བློ་གང་ཡང་མ་བཏང་བར་རང་ཉིད་ཀྱི་འདོད་པ་

བཞིན་མི་ཚĲ་སྐྱེལ་བཞིན་སྐྱེལ་བཞིན་དུས་ཡུན་རིང་པོ་ཇི་ཙམ་སོང་མིན་ཡང་རྟོགས་མེད། ཉིན་

ཞིག་གི་ཞོགས་པ་མེ་ལོང་གོང་ཆེན་པོ་དེའི་ནང་ལྟ་དུས་གདོང་ལ་སྡོམ་འཐག་གིས་ཁ་དང་། སྣ་

བུག   མིག་བཅས་པ་ཆ་ཚང་འཛིན་པ་ལྟ་བུ་གཉེར་མས་ཁེངས་ཡོད་པ་དང་། སོ་བུད་ནས་སྐྲ་

དཀར་ཞིང་སྲབ་པོ་ཆགས་པ་མཐོང་དུས་མེ་ལོང་ནང་ལྟ་འགོ་ཚུགས་པ་དང་། ཚང་མའི་ནང་

དུས་ཀྱིས་ཉམས་ཉེས་བྱུང་བའི་རྣམ་པ་དངོས་སུ་མཐོང་སྐབས་ཞེན་པ་ལོག་ནས་ཁོང་ཁྲོས་མེ་

ལོང་དེ་དག་གང་སར་གཡུགས་པས། མི་ཚŀས་རྨོ་རྨོ་བདེ་ཆེན་ནམ་རྨོ་རྨོ་སྨྱོན་མ་ཞེས་འབོད་

འགོ་ཚུགས།

རྨོ་རྨོ་བདེ་ཆེན་ལོ་ན་རྒས་ཤིང་སེམས་སྡུག་གིས་ཁེངས་པའི་དུས་སུ། མཚན་མོ་གྲིབ་

གནོན་རྒྱག་པ་ལྟ་བུའི་ཚŀར་བ་སྣ་ཚŀགས་སྐྱེས་ཀྱི་ཡོད་ལ། རྨི་ལམ་ནང་རྒྱུ་ནོར་ལོངས་སྤྱོད་

མང་པོ་ཡོད་པ་དག་རྟ་དྲེལ་མ་རག་པའི་རྐྱེན་གྱིས་འགྲུལ་འཁོར་ཤོར་བ་དང་། ནང་ལ་རྐུན་མ་

འཛུལ་ནས་དེ་དག་འཕྲོག་བཅོམ་བྱས་ནས་འཁྱེར་བ་སོགས་རྨིས་ཀྱི་ཡོད། དེ་ལས་སྡུག་པ་ནི་

སྐབས་རེ་རྨི་ལམ་ནང་རང་ངོས་ནས་རྒྱུ་ནོར་ལོངས་སྤྱོད་ཕུན་སུམ་ཚŀགས་པོ་ཡོང་རྒྱུར་གཡང་

འགུག་བྱེད་སའི་ལྷ་སྐུ་དེ་དག་གིས་རང་ལ་གནོད་པ་བཏང་བ་ཡང་རྨིས་ཀྱི་ཡོད།

ལྷ་ཞིག་གི་སྐུ་ལུས་ཡོངས་རྫོགས་དུར་ཐལ་གྱིས་ཁེངས་པའི་ངང་རྔ་ཤུགས་ཆེན་པོ་

བརྡུངས་ཤིང་གར་འཆམ་འཁྲབ་སྐབས། བདེ་ཆེན་ཞབས་འོག་ཏུ་བརྫིས་པའི་ཚŀར་སྣང་སྐྱེས་པ་

དང་། རྡོ་རྗེ་འཕགས་མོའི་ཡེ་ཤེས་ཀྱི་སྤྱན་ནས་བདེ་ཆེན་གྱི་ཁང་པར་མེ་སྤར་ནས་གོ་ཐལ་དུ་

འགྱུར་བ་དང་། ཡང་རྨི་ལམ་གཞན་ཞིག་གི་ནང་རྡོ་རྗེ་འཕགས་མོས་བདེ་ཆེན་གྱི་ལུས་པོའི་

སྟེང་འཛĲགས་ནས་ཁོ་མོའི་མགོ་སྙིང་ལ་མ་ཐུག་བར་དཀྲུགས་པ། ཡང་བདེ་ཆེན་ལ་རྡོ་རྗེ་

འཕགས་མོས་གྲི་བཙུགས་ཤིང་ཕྱག་ཏུ་བསྣམས་པའི་ཀ་པ་ལིའི་ནང་ཁྲག་གིས་ཁེངས་པ་དེ་

རྒུན་ཆང་བཞིན་བཞེས་པ་རྨིས་བཞིན་ཡོད། བདེ་ཆེན་གྱིས་རང་ཉིད་ལ་གནོད་པ་བཞུགས་

ནས་མ་རིག་པས་བཅོམ་པའི་ཚŀར་སྣང་སྐྱེས།

བདེ་ཆེན་འུ་ཐུག་ནས་དགེ་འདུན་པ་ཞིག་ལ་གནོད་པ་བཟློག་ཆེད་ཞབས་བརྟན་གནང་

རོགས་ཞེས་གདན་འདྲེན་ཞུས་པ་དང་། སྐབས་དེར་དགེ་འདུན་པ་དེས་ཕྱག་ལ་རྡོ་རྗེ་དྲིལ་བུ་

བསྣམས་ནས་ཕྱག་རོགས་ཁག་ཅིག་དང་ལྷན་དུ་བདེ་ཆེན་གྱི་གནོད་པ་བཟློག་ཐབས་སུ་ཞབས་

བརྟན་གནང་ཡང་། ཁོ་མོར་འཇིགས་སྣང་ལྡན་པའི་རྨི་ལམ་རྣམས་མུ་མཐུད་ནས་རྨིས་བཞིན་

ཡོད།
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དེ་རྗེས་བདེ་ཆེན་གྱིས་གྲོང་གསེབ་ཀྱི་སྐུ་རྟེན་ཞིག་དང་ཁོང་གི་དྲུང་ཡིག་བཅས་གདན་

འདྲེན་ཞུས་ཏེ་སྐུ་གསོལ་ཞུ་སྐབས། སྐུ་ཡོན་ཆེན་པོ་ཕུལ་དགོས་པར་མ་ཟད། ར་ཞིག་དམར་

མཆོད་ཕུལ་རྗེས་གྲོང་སྡེ་ཡོངས་ལ་སྦྱིན་དགོས་སྐོར་ཡང་བཤད་ཡོད་པ་རེད།  ཁོང་མོས་སོ་

སོའི་རྒྱུ་ནོར་གྱི་ཆ་ཤས་ཤིག་ཀྱང་ཁ་བྲལ་རྒྱུར་སེར་སྣ་སྐྱེས་ཡོད་ཀྱང་། སྨྱོ་གྲབས་བྱེད་བཞིན་

ཡོད་པའི་དུས་དེར་སྐུ་གསོལ་ཞུ་རྒྱུར་ཐག་གཅོད་བྱས།

ཞབས་ཞུ་བ་དག་གིས་སྐུ་རྟེན་དེར་དབུ་ཞྭ་རིང་པོ་ཞིག་དང་། སྐུ་ཆས། སྐུ་རྒྱན་བཅས་པ་

ཕུལ་བའི་རྗེས་ཕྱག་ལ་རལ་གྲི་དང་། ཌ་མ་རུ་སོགས་བསྣམས་ནས་ཕྱིར་ཕེབས་ཏེ་མཆོད་ཆང་

ཕོར་པ་ཁ་ཤས་བཞེས་རྗེས། ལྷོད་ལྷོད་ངང་རིམ་པས་བདེ་ཆེན་གྱི་སེམས་ནང་གི་བསམ་བློ་

ཚŀགས་མི་བསགས་པ་དེ་དག་རྗེས་འདེད་བྱས་པའི་ཚŀར་བ་བྱུང་ཡོད་ལ། དེ་རྗེས་སྐུ་རྟེན་དེའི་

སྤྱན་རྣམས་སྤྱན་བཀོང་ནང་སྐོར་བ་དང་། སྐུ་ལུས་ཡོངས་རྫོགས་འདར་སིག་རྒྱག་པ་སོགས་

དངོས་སུ་ལྷ་དེ་ཞུགས་སྐབས། ཕག་ཚག་བསྐྱོན་པ་དང་། བཞད་མོ་བཞད་པ། སྤྱན་ཆབ་

བསིལ་བ་སོགས་མཇལ་རྒྱུ་ཡོད་ལ། བོད་སྐད་དང་། རྒྱ་གར་སྐད། བལ་པོའི་སྐད་སོགས་གང་

ཡང་མིན་པའི་གསུང་ཞིག་གི་ནང་བཀའ་མོལ་གནང་སྐབས། མི་དཀྱུས་མས་གོ་མི་ཐུབ་ལ་བདེ་

ཆེན་གྱིས་དེ་བས་ཀྱང་མ་གོ །སྐབས་དེར་ཁོ་མོས་གསུང་བསྒྱུར་དེ་མཇལ་དུས་གློ་བུར་དུ་ཁོང་

གིས་ཚིག་གང་ཡང་མ་གསུངས་པར་ཞལ་ཁར་བཞུགས་ནས་དགོངས་པའི་ནང་གང་ཞིག་

གསུང་དགོས་མིན་གྲ་སྒྲིག་གནང་གི་ཡོད་པ་ལྟ་བུའི་རྣམ་འགྱུར་སྟོན་གནང་བ་དང་། དེའི་རྗེས་

ཁོང་གིས་ལྷ་དེས་ཁྱེད་རང་གི་སེམས་ཚŀགས་མི་བསགས་པ་ལ་བརྟེན་ནས་འཆི་བའི་དུས་ལ་

སླེབས་ཡོད་སྐོར་གསུངས་སོང་ཞེས་སྒྱུར་སྐབས། ཁོ་མོའི་སེམས་ལ་བསམ་ཡུལ་ལས་འདས་

པའི་སྣང་བ་ཞིག་བྱུང་ནས། རང་འཚŀ་མ་ཟིན་པ་ལྟ་བུར་འགྱུར་ནས་ཤུགས་དྲག་ཆེན་པོས་ངུ་

སྐད་ཤོར། ཁོ་མོའི་སེམས་ནང་ངས་མི་ཚĲ་གཅིག་གི་རིང་གསོག་འཇོག་བྱས་པའི་རྒྱུ་ནོར་དེ་

དག་བློས་གཏོང་ཐབས་མི་འདུག་སྙམ་པའི་སེམས་སྡུག་ཆེན་པོ་སྐྱེས་ནས། ཁོང་མོས་ང་ཤི་

འདོད་མི་འདུག    སྐུ་མཁྱེན། ངས་གང་ཞིག་བྱ་རྒྱུ་ཡོད་མེད་གསུངས་རོགས་ཞེས་འབོད་

སྐུལ་ཞུས།

ལྷ་དེས་ལམ་སེང་ཤུབ་སྒྲའི་ངང་བཀའ་མོལ་ཚིག་ཁ་ཤས་གནང་རྗེས། གསུང་སྒྱུར་དེས། 

“ཁྱེད་རང་ལ་ཡོད་པའི་རྒྱུ་ནོར་ལོངས་སྤྱོད་ཡོངས་རྫོགས་ཆུ་མོ་རི་བོ་རྩ་སྣའི་ནང་གཡུག་

དགོས། དེ་མིན་ན་ཁྱེད་སྨྱོ་ནས་འཆི་རྒྱུ་ཉག་གཅིག་རེད་འདུག”ཅེས་གསུངས།

བདེ་ཆེན་གྱིས་དེ་ཐོས་མ་ཐག་སོ་སོས་མི་ཚĲ་གཅིག་གསོག་འཇོག་བྱས་པའི་རྒྱུ་ནོར་དེ་

དག་ཆུའི་ནང་གཡུག་རྒྱུའི་བསམ་བློ་གཏོང་སྐབས་རང་ཉིད་རྩ་གཏོར་ཏུ་ཕྱིན་པའི་སྣང་བ་

འཆར། དེ་ནི་སྐུ་རྟེན་དང་ཁོང་གི་གསུང་སྒྱུར་གཉིས་ཀྱིས་ཁོ་མོའི་རྒྱུ་ནོར་ཐམས་ཅད་མགོ་སྐོར་
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བསླུ་ཁྲིད་བྱ་རྒྱུའི་ཐབས་ཤིག་རེད་བསམས་ནས། དེ་ལྟར་བྱེད་ཐབས་རྩ་བ་ནས་ཡོད་མ་རེད་

བསམས། དུས་ཡུན་གང་ཙམ་སོང་རྗེས་ཁོ་མོའི་སེམས་ཁམས་ཀྱི་གནས་སྟངས་ཇེ་ཞན་ཇེ་

སྡུག་ཏུ་སོང་སྟབས་བརྟག་དཔྱད་དང་གཡོ་འགུལ་ཐེངས་མང་བྱས་ཏེ། མཚན་མོ་ཞིག་གློ་བུར་

དུ་བོང་བུ་ཞིག་ལ་ནོར་བུའི་རིགས་ཆས་ཀྱི་ཁལ་རྒྱབ་གཅིག་བསྐལ་ནས་རྒྱུགས་ཆུའི་ནང་

གཡུག་རྒྱུའི་ཐག་གཅོད་བྱས་པ་དང་། ནང་དུ་རྩ་རས་ཤིག་འཁུར་ནས་དེའི་ནང་རྒྱན་ཆ་སྒམ་ཁ་

ཤས་དང་། གསེར་གྱི་བུམ་པ། གསོལ་ཇའི་ཡོ་ཆས་སོགས་བོང་བུར་ཁལ་བསྐལ་བ་རེད།

མཚན་དཀྱིལ་ལ་མི་སུས་ཀྱང་ལྟ་མཁན་མེད་པའི་སྐབས། ཟླ་འོད་ཀྱིས་འཕྲོས་པའི་ལམ་བུ་

དེད་བཞིན་རྒྱུགས་ཆུའི་ཕྱོགས་སུ་བོང་བུ་འཁྲིད་ནས་ཕྱིན་ཀྱང་། རྒྱུགས་ཤུགས་ཆེ་བས་ཆུའི་

ནང་ཅ་དངོས་དེ་དག་གཡུག་རྒྱུར་ཐེ་ཚŀམ་ཟ་བཞིན་སྡོད་སྐབས། ཆུ་ཕ་རིར་ཡོད་པའི་མི་ཞིག་

གིས་གྱོན་གོས་བཙབ་རལ་གྱོན་པའི་རྒན་མོ་དེས། བོང་བུའི་སྟེང་ནས་ཁལ་ཞིག་ཕབ་སྟེ་འོད་

ཆེམ་ཆེམ་གྱི་ཅ་དངོས་ཁ་ཤས་ཆུའི་ནང་གཡུགས་པ་མཐོང་། རྨོ་རྨོ་དེ་ས་ཆ་དེ་ནས་ཐོན་རྗེས། 

མི་དེ་འཕྲལ་མར་ས་ཆ་དེར་བསྐྱོད་སྐབས། ཆུས་འཁུར་བཞིན་ཡོད་པའི་ཅ་དངོས་དེ་དག་ནས་

གསེར་གྱི་རྒྱན་ཆས་ཁེངས་པའི་སྒམ་ཆུང་ཆུང་ཞིག་ཚུར་ལེན་ཐུབ་པ་དང་། ཁོ་པ་ཧང་སངས་

ནས་སང་ཉིན་མཚན་མོ་སླར་ཡང་དེ་ལྟར་ཡོད་མེད་ལྟ་རྒྱུར་ཐག་བཅད།

སང་ཉིན་དེར་བདེ་ཆེན་གྱིས་མཆོད་གཤོམ་གྱི་ལྷ་དང་ལྷ་མོའི་སྐུ་བརྙན་ཡོངས་རྫོགས་

མེད་པ་བཟོ་རྒྱུ་བྱས། བོང་བུའི་སྟེང་རྩ་རས་ཁ་ཤས་ཀྱི་ཁལ་བསྐལ་བཞིན་བསྐྱོད་སྐབས། ཟླ་

འོད་འཕྲོས་པའི་མཚན་མོའི་ཡུལ་ལྗོངས་མཛĲས་སྡུག་ལྡན་པ་དེ་མངོན་གསལ་དུ་འགྱུར། བདེ་

ཆེན་རྒྱུགས་ཆུའི་མཐར་སླེབས་ནས་རྩ་རས་ནང་གི་ཅ་དངོས་རྣམས་ཕྱིར་སྟོན་གྲབས་བྱེད་

དུས། ཁོ་མོའི་ཉེ་འཁྲིས་སུ་མི་ཞིག་སླེབས་པ་དང་། བདེ་ཆེན་གྱི་བསམ་པར་ཁོས་མོ་རང་

བསད་ནས་རྒྱུ་ནོར་དེ་དག་ཡོངས་རྫོགས་རྐུ་བའི་འཇིགས་སྣང་སྐྱེས།   ཁོང་མོའི་བསམ་བློའི་

ནང་ང་ད་ལྟ་ཤི་ན་འགྲིག་གི་མ་རེད། ངས་མི་ཚĲ་གཞི་ནས་སྐྱེལ་རྒྱུ་ཡིན། ཁོང་མོའི་སེམས་ནང་

དེ་བས་ཞེད་སྣང་མང་དུ་ཕྱིན།

མི་དེས་བདེ་ཆེན་ལ། “ཁྱེད་རང་ག་རེ་བྱེད་ཀྱི་ཡོད།” ཅེས་དྲིས། བདེ་ཆེན་ལ་ད་བར་མི་

སུས་ཀྱང་སེམས་ཁུར་བླངས་ནས་དེ་འདྲ་སྐད་ཆ་འདྲི་མཁན་བྱུང་མེད་དུས། མི་དེའི་ཚིག་དེ་

དག་ལུང་བསྟན་ལྟ་བུས་ཁོ་མོའི་རྨ་ཁ་མང་བའི་སྙིང་གི་པགས་པ་བཤུས་ནས་དེའི་སྙིང་ཁོངས་

སུ་ཡོད་པའི་སེམས་ཚŀར་ལ་རྙོབས་པ་ལྟ་བུ་ཆགས། ཁོང་མོ་རྡོ་ཞིག་གི་སྟེང་དུ་བསྡད་དེ་

ཤུགས་དྲག་ཆེན་པོས་ངུས། མི་དེས་ཚིག་གཅིག་ཀྱང་མ་བརྗོད་པར་བདེ་ཆེན་གྱི་སྡུག་བསྔལ་

ཡོངས་རྫོགས་སེམས་ཀྱི་ཕྱིར་མ་ཐོན་བར་དུ་ལངས་ནས་བསྡད།
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བཀྲ་ཤིས་ཀྱིས་ས་རྡོག་རྡོག་ཅིག་གི་སྒང་དུ་བསྡད་ནས་རྩ་རས་དེ་དག་ལ་བལྟ་བཞིན། ང་

ལ་འཆར་གཞི་ཞིག་ཡོད། ཅེས་བདེ་ཆེན་ལ་ལབ། ཁོ་མོས་གཟབ་གཟབ་ཉན། བཀྲ་ཤིས་ཀྱིས་

མུ་མཐུད་ན། ཁྱེད་རང་གི་དེ་རིང་རྒྱུགས་ཆུའི་ནང་གཡུག་རྒྱུའི་རྒྱུ་ནོར་ལོངས་སྤྱོད་དེ་དག་གི་

ཆུའི་ནང་གི་ཉ་ཚŀར་ཕན་ཐོགས་རྒྱུ་གང་ཡང་ཡོད་མ་རེད། དེར་བརྟེན་དེ་ཚŀ་འཕྲོ་བརླག་འགྲོ་

ངེས་རེད། དེ་ལས་བེད་སྤྱོད་གཞན་ཞིག་བཏང་ན་གང་འདྲ་འདུག་ཅེས་དྲི་སྐབས། ཕན་ཐོགས་

ཡོང་རྒྱུ་ཡོད་པ་ཟེར་བ་གང་འདྲ་ཞིག་ལ་གསུང་གི་ཡོད་དམ་ཞེས་བདེ་ཆེན་གྱིས་ཕར་འདྲི་

སྐབས། བཀྲ་ཤིས་ཀྱིས་བསམ་བློ་གཏིང་ཟབ་ཅིག་བཏང་རྗེས། ཁྱེད་རང་གིས་འཛམ་གླིང་གི་

ས་ཕྱོགས་གང་ས་ནས། གངས་རིན་པོ་ཆེ་ལ་གནས་བསྐོར་ལ་ཡོང་མཁན་ཡོད་པ་ཤེས་ཀྱི་

ཡོད་ཤག་རེད། ཁོང་ཚŀ་ནི་ནང་པ་དང་། ཧིན་རྡུ།  ཇེན། སིག  བོན་པོ་སོགས་སྣ་ཚŀགས་ཡོད། 

ང་རང་གངས་རིན་པོ་ཆེར་ཞབས་བསྐོར་གྲངས་མེད་ཕུལ་མྱོང་ལ། ཐེངས་མང་པོ་ཕྱིན་པ་ཡིན། 

ངའི་ཉམས་མྱོང་ལ་གཞིགས་ན། གངས་རིན་པོ་ཆེར་གནས་བསྐོར་ཡོང་མཁན་དེ་དག་ལ་

གངས་དང་། སེ་ར། རླུང་འཚུབ། གངས་རུས། ས་རུས། བཀྲེས་སྐོམ་སོགས་དཀའ་སྡུག་སྣ་

ཚŀགས་ལ་གདོང་ལེན་བྱེད་དགོས་ཀྱི་ཡོད་པར་མ་ཟད། ང་ལྟ་བུར་ཆ་བཞག་ནས་ཁྱག་པ་ཀོང་

ཀོང་ནང་ཉལ་ནས་བསྡད་དགོས་འཁེལ་མྱོང་ཡང་ཡོད། ལམ་ཁ་ལ་མགྲོན་ཁང་གཅིག་རང་ཡོད་

པ་དེ་ནི། བཙŀག་པ་དང་ཁྱི་ཤིག་གིས་ཁེངས་ཡོད། ཐེངས་ཤིག་ང་གྲོད་པ་བཤལ་ནས་ངའི་བོང་

བུ་ལྟོགས་པ་དེ་དང་མཉམ་དུ་ཁྱག་པ་ཤ་སྟག་ཡོད་ས་ཞིག་ཏུ་སླེབས་དུས། བོང་བུ་དེ་རིལ་ནས་

འགྲོ་མ་ཐུབ་པ་ཆགས་སྐབས་ང་གཉིས་ལུག་མཉམ་དུ་ཉལ་ནས་འཚŀ་ཐུབ་ཙམ་བྱུང་སོང་། 

ཞེས་མིག་ལ་མཆི་མས་ཁེངས་ནས་འདས་པའི་མྱོང་བ་ལ་ཕྱིར་དྲན་བྱེད་དུས། བདེ་ཆེན་གྱིས་

རང་ཉིད་ཀྱི་རྒྱུ་ནོར་ལོངས་སྤྱོད་དེ་དག་གསོག་སྒྲུབ་བྱ་རྒྱུའི་འདོད་པ་ཚད་མེད་ཡོད་པ་ཤེས་

པར་མ་ཟད། རང་དོན་ཁོ་ན་མ་གཏོགས་བསམ་རྒྱུ་མེད་པའི་བློ་དེས་སེམས་ཅན་གཞན་པའི་

བདེ་སྡུག་ལ་བསམ་བློ་གཏོང་རྒྱུའི་དུས་ཚŀད་ཡང་བྱུང་མི་འདུག་བསམ་ཞིང་། ཁོ་མོས་གསེར་

དངུལ་གྱིས་ཁེངས་པའི་ཁལ་བསྐལ་བའི་བོང་བུ་དེར་བལྟས་ནས། བོང་བུའི་དེས་འཁུར་བའི་

ཁལ་དེ་ཧ་ཅང་ལྗིད་པོ་ཡོད་པ་གཞི་ནས་བསམ་བློ་འཁོར། དེ་ནས་ཁོ་མོས་བཀྲ་ཤིས་ལ་བལྟ་

ཞིང་ཁོང་དང་རང་ཉིད་ཀྱི་བོང་བུ། དེ་བཞིན་གནས་བསྐོར་བ་བཅས་ལ་བྱམས་པའི་བློ་ཞིག་

སྐྱེས་ནས་འཛམ་གླིང་འདིའི་ནང་སེམས་ཅན་སྡུག་བསྔལ་ལས་མ་གྲོལ་བར་ལུས་བཞིན་ཡོད་

པ་ཚང་མ་སེམས་ལ་འཁོར།

བཀྲ་ཤིས་ཀྱིས་མུ་མཐུད་ནས། ང་ཚŀ་གནས་བསྐོར་ལ་འགྲོ་དུས་ཡང་ཡང་རེ་བ་བྱེད་རྒྱུ་

གཅིག་ནི། ལམ་བར་དུ་གནས་བསྐོར་བ་དག་ལ་ཁ་ལག་ཟ་ས་དང་སྡོད་ས་བྱུང་ན་བསམ་གྱི་

ཡོད། བདེ་ཆེན་ལགས། དགོངས་པ་བཞེས་དང་། དེ་རིང་འདིར་ཡོད་པའི་རྒྱུ་ནོར་དེ་དག་གིས་
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ང་ཚŀས་གངས་རིན་པོ་ཆེའི་ཕྱོགས་སུ་ཕེབས་སའི་ལམ་ཁར་སྣེ་ལེན་ཁང་ག་ཚŀད་འཛུགས་ཐུབ་

ཀྱི་མ་རེད་དམ། ཞེས་དྲིས་ཤིང་བསམ་འཆར་སྟོན་སྐབས། ཁོང་གིས་ “ང་ཚŀས་” ཞེས་པའི་

ཚིག་དེས་བདེ་ཆེན་དགའ་ཐག་ཆོད་དེ་སྙིང་ཁ་ནས་ཐོན་གྲབས་བྱས།

ལམ་སེང་བདེ་ཆེན་གྱིས། རེད། དངོས་གནས་རེད། ཁྱེད་རང་གི་གསུངས་པ་དེ་བདེན་པ་

རེད། ད་ལྟ་རང་བཟོ་བར་འགྲོ་ཞེས་ལབ་དུས། བཀྲ་ཤིས་ཀྱིས་བདེ་ཆེན་གྱི་གདོང་གཉེར་མས་

ཁེངས་པ་མ་ཟད། རྒས་ནས་མིག་ལྤགས་ལུག་སྟེ་མིག་ཆུང་ཆུང་ལས་མེད་པ་ལྟ་བུར་མངོན་གྱི་

ཡོད་ཀྱང་། སེམས་ནང་སྙིང་རྗེ་དང་བྱམས་པའི་བྱིན་རླབས་ཡོད་པ་མཐོང་དུས། བཀྲ་ཤིས་

ཀྱིས་མ་འོངས་པའི་འཆར་སྣང་ལ་མཛུམ་དམུལ་དམུལ་ཞིག་བྱས། བདེ་ཆེན་གྱིས་ཀྱང་མི་

རྒས་པོ་དེར་དུས་དང་། མིའི་ལོར་འགྱུར་བ་གཏོང་རྒྱུའི་རྫུ་འཕྲུལ་ཅན་ལྟ་བུའི་ནུས་པ་དེར་ཡིད་

སྨོན་སྐྱེས་ཤིང་། ཁོ་མོའི་སེམས་ལ་དགའ་སྣང་གི་དྲོད་ཅིག་སྦྱིན།

ཞི་འཇམ་གྱི་མཚན་མོ་སྐར་ཚŀགས་ཀྱིས་ཁེངས་པའི་ཡུལ་ལྗོངས་དེའི་ཁྲོད། བཀྲ་ཤིས་

ཀྱིས། རྐང་གླིང་ཞིག་ཡོད་པ་དེ་བཏོན་ནས་གླུ་ཞིག་ལེན་འགོ་ཚུགས། གླུ་དེས་ད་ལྟའི་ཆགས་

སྡང་གིས་བློ་ཡིས་བཟུང་བའི་ལུས་པོ་དེའི་མཐའ་མའི་ལས་རུས་དང་ཐལ་བར་འགྱུར་རྒྱུ་ཡིན་

པ་ངོ་སྤྲོད་བྱེད་དུས། བདེ་ཆེན་གྱི་སེམས་ནང་ཡོད་པའི་དོགས་པ་དང་རྣམ་རྟོག་ཡོངས་རྫོགས་

དོར།

དེ་ནས་ཁོང་གཉིས་ཀྱིས་བོང་བུ་དེར་ཁལ་རྣམས་སླར་ཡང་བསྐུར་ནས་གྲོང་གསེབ་ཀྱི་

ཕྱོགས་སུ་འགྲོ་དུས། བཀྲ་ཤིས་ཀྱིས་དེ་ནས་ཅ་ལག་འགའ་ཞིག་ལམ་བར་དུ་མི་སྐྱོ་པ་ཁ་ཤས་

ལ་སྤྲོད་དགོས་འདུག་ལ། ཁྱེད་རང་ལ་ན་བཟའ་ཡག་པོ་ཁ་ཤས་ཀྱང་ཉོ་དགོས་ཀྱི་འདུག   དེ་

འདྲ་ལྕམ་སྐུ་ཞབས་ཀྱི་ན་བཟའ་མཆོད་སྟངས་མ་རེད་ཅེས་བརྗོད་སྐབས། བདེ་ཆེན་གྱིས་ང་ལ་

རིན་ཆེན་ལས་གྲུབ་པའི་ཆས་གོས་སྣ་ཚŀགས་ཡོད། ཡིན་ན་ཡང་དེ་དག་ད་ཆ་འབུས་བཟས་

ཟིན་ཡོད་ཀྱི་རེད་ཅེས་གད་མོ་གད་བཞིན་ལབ།

ནམ་ལངས་མཚམས་ལ་ཁོང་གཉིས་བདེ་ཆེན་གྱི་གྲོང་གསེབ་ནང་འཛུལ་དུས། བདེ་ཆེན་

ལ་སོ་སོའི་སྒལ་པའི་སྟེང་འཁུར་ཡོད་པའི་རྡོག་ཁྲེས་ཡོད་ཚད་གཡུགས་ཟིན་པའི་ཚŀར་བ་སྐྱེས་

ནས། བཀྲིས་ཀྱིས་ཟུར་དུ་མགོ་སྐྱེར་ནས་འགྲོ་དུས། གོམས་པ་ཡང་ཡང་དུ་ཕྱིན་པའི་ཚŀར་སྣང་

བྱུང་།

དེ་ནས་ཉི་མས་གསེར་གྱི་ཆུ་ཐིགས་རྣམས་ཤིང་སྡོང་དང་ཁང་པའི་ཐོག་ནས་མར་སླེབས་

དུས། བདེ་ཆེན་ལ་འདུ་བྱས་ཐམས་ཅད་མི་རྟག་པ་ཡིན་པའི་བློ་གཏིང་ཟབ་འཆར་ནས། ཁོར་

ཡུག་གི་འགྱུར་འགྲོས་དེར་དོན་སྙིང་གསར་པ་ཞིག་གི་ཐོག་ནས་ལྟ་ཐུབ་པ་བྱུང་།
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ཁེར་རྐྱང་གི་མི་ཚĲ་བསྐྱལ་མྱོང་ཡོད་པའི་རྨོ་རྨོ་བདེ་ཆེན་དང་སྤོ་སྤོ་བཀྲ་ཤིས་གཉིས་ནས་

གཞོན་ནུའི་ལང་ཚŀ་ལས་བརྒལ་བའི་བརྩེ་དུང་ལ་རོལ་བཞིན། གངས་རིན་པོ་ཆེ་ནས་འགོ་

བཙུགས་ཀྱིས། འཛམ་གླིང་ས་ཕྱོགས་གང་ས་ནས་གནས་བསྐོར་ཡོང་སའི་བོད་ཀྱི་གནས་ཆེན་

ཁག་ཏུ་སྣེ་ལེན་ཞབས་ཞུ་ཁང་བརྒྱབ་པ་མ་ཟད། བལ་ཡུལ་གྱི་ས་ཁུལ་ཁག་ཅིག་ནང་གི་ས་ཆ་

ཁུག་ཁུག་ལ་ཡོད་པའི་གནས་དེ་དག་ལ་ཡང་སྣེ་ལེན་ཁང་བརྒྱབ་ནས་ཚŀགས་གསོག་དགེ་སྒྲུབ་

ཀྱི་ལས་ལ་བཞུགས་སྟབས། ཁོང་གཉིས་ཀྱི་བྱམས་པ་དང་སྙིང་རྗེ་ལྡན་པའི་བློ་དེ་ཡི་སྙན་

གྲགས་ས་ཕྱོགས་གང་སར་ཁྱབ་པ་མ་ཟད། གནས་ཁ་ཤས་ལ་འབྲུག་མོ་བྱམས་ཅན་དུ་འགྱུར་

བ་ཞེས་པའི་རྨོ་རྨོ་བདེ་ཆེན་གྱི་འདྲ་སྐུས་རང་ཉིད་ཀྱི་སེམས་འདུལ་རྒྱུར་དྲན་སྐུལ་ད་ལྟའང་

བྱེད་བཞིན་ཡོད་པ་རེད།



Th e Color of the Name

R

Th e villagers of Kudang, a mix of Buddhist, Hindu, Jain, Bonpo, 
Pagans and Animists, with antecedents from India, China and Tibet, 
and indigenous people, were poor, old, sick, physically incapacitated 
and chronically hungry. Not much grew in the highlands and food 
was scarce. Even their goats and yaks were skinny and did not yield 
much milk. In the winter, the small lake froze and it was arduous 
work to dig up ice with their feeble bodies and heat it with fuel that 
was hard to come by. Th ey felt helpless, bereft , abandoned by life 
because of they feared sins committed in their previous lives, to 
which were added sins from the current one. Th ey felt trapped in an 
endless round of accumulations of bad karma. 

Th e main cause of their unhappiness was their frustration about 
their inability to undertake the long and diffi  cult yatra to sacred 
Mount Kailas and do a kora around it. Th ey believed that if only they 
were able to have a sight of the holy mountain, they would be healed 
and absolved of all their sins and be happy and rich ever aft er. Th ey 
had heard stories, echoed down the generations, about all the gods 
and goddesses that meditated and sported eternally, joyously around 
the holy mountain, which was the very center of the universe, the 
very point, bindu, from which all life originates, and to which it 
returns. 

One cold, overcast day, when the villagers were particularly 
morose, Sagar, a skinny, lame, half-blind, orphaned child, an outcast 
of mixed descent, whom the villagers considered a bit crazy, hobbled 
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as fast as he could, followed by his bony dog and lean cat, to the 
village square and shouted joyously: 

“He is coming! He is coming! He’s coming to make us happy! My 
heart has been calling to him every day. I dreamt about him last night 
and he is coming up the hill to our village with another man following 
him! Padmasambhava is coming with a devotee!”

Th e villagers were convinced the boy, given to fl ights of fantasy, 
was just imagining things. Besides, no pilgrims ever visited their 
village, which was not on the way to Mount Kailas.

“Who is Padmasambhava?” someone asked. “Didn’t he live and 
die hundreds and hundreds of years ago?”

“Yes, but he is still with us, though he is invisible. His body is 
made of a rainbow, and his eyes can see the Invisible!”

“Like yours!” someone said to a peel of laughter.
“It’s all true! Padmasambhava was born as an eight-year-old boy 

in the blossom of a lotus! My father tells me all about him.”
Th e villagers rolled their eyes. His father had been dead for four 

years.
Sagar looked at them and said, innocently, “But he comes in my 

dreams to tell me stories. He told me Padmasambhava’s name means 
‘Th e Lotus born.’ Padmasambhava can fl y, and though he has been 
burned and destroyed, he is always here, and comes to the aid of 
those in need. He is a savior who kills demons that want to destroy 
mankind and he performs many miracles.”

“Miracles!” someone scoff ed. 
“Mother always says that miracles are holes in the cloth of reason. 

I don’t know what she means, but she says it so many times that I 
remember her words. Can anyone tell me what it means?”

“Nothing,” someone smirked. 
“If we listen carefully and walk on the path shown to us by 

Padmasambhava, we can drink the blissful drink of amrita, 
ambrosia!” Sagar exclaimed, his eyes sparkling. 

“Amrita! Water would do.”
“But hurry! We don’t want to miss him!”
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Most of the villagers went home, but a few, a mix of old and young 
people and children, followed the boy, his dog and cat at his heels. 
Sagar took them past the lake that froze solid in the winter, past the 
arid terraces where nothing grew for lack of rain, to the edge of the 
village, and pointed to the steep path ascending up to it.  

“Th ere! See, by the rock that looks like a bird. I see him clearly, 
walking with a danda staff , a jhola bag slung on his shoulder, a turban 
on his head, and a long beard. He is short, and a taller man carrying 
an instrument on his shoulder, is following him. Th e short holy 
sadhu man, in the long beard, is the same person, the very same that 
came to me in my dream. He laughed, picked me up, and held me 
near his heart! I woke up feeling so very happy! Th ere he is, closer 
now, near the boulder that looks like a god with wings. He has come 
to remove all our troubles!”

Th e villagers thought the boy had lost his mind. Th ey didn’t see 
anyone or anything. Several more returned home. Some of the adults 
and most of the children, however, stayed. Th ey wanted to have some 
fun with Sagar, whom they bullied as oft en as they could. Th ey knew 
nobody would show up and then they could beat him up. Th ey never 
played with him because even the untouchable children considered 
him more untouchable than they were. 

“Can you hear that?” Sagar said, straining his ears. “Th ey are 
sitting in the shade of the boulder. Th e taller man has taken out some 
instruments, and is playing. Th ey are singing!”

“We hear nothing,” the villagers said.
“Listen! Listen! Listen!” Sagar said, urgently. “You can!”
Th e villagers turned around and began to leave for their homes.
“You have come this far. Come further! Listen with the ears of 

your soul!” Sagar shouted. “Listen to the words of the song: ‘Don’t be 
one of those who are born only to die without hearing the music of 
worship.’”

Th en, the strangest thing happened with Sagar’s words. Streams 
and fi laments of a blue, diaphanous mist shimmering with light arose 
spontaneously around them, wrapped themselves around their 
heads, entered their nostrils and mouths and lift ed them as if they 
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were made of air, and transported their brains with the speed of light 
into Sagar’s spacious, open, wide innocent heart! Or was it Sagar’s 
brain? It didn’t matter, for Sagar’s brain and heart were both in the 
same place, stimulating, questioning, guiding each other towards 
one goal. Although Sagar didn’t know the name of this goal, he had 
been moving towards it like an unwavering arrow from the moment 
of his birth. No, perhaps even before it, even before conception, for 
our ancestors and guides have taught us that our souls have long 
roots that extend all the way to the beginning of time.

For an instant the villagers were bewildered and wondered where 
they were. Th ey had never seen the world like this before. 

Looking through the innocent child’s eyes, the landscape was 
transformed. Th ey saw it suff used with beauty. Th e bare mountain 
ranges surrounding a rolling valley lit up by the radiance of the early 
evening sun vibrated with subtle browns, blues, violets. In the 
distance they saw the snow-capped peaks standing tall and majestic, 
like guardians. Th eir practical, workaday sensibility that had been 
blind to the beauty all around them lit up with wonder; they began to 
see and hear invisible, unheard things.

Th ey saw two strangers sitting by the boulder they had seen 
thousands of times without noticing that it looked like a god hovering 
from the ground up, wings spread wide in a gesture of protection; 
they heard drift ing up on a current of air the musical strains of a song 
sung to the accompaniment of strings and the haunting melody of a 
fl ute. Th ough they could not understand the words, the language of 
music, beyond meaning and sense, penetrated their slumbering, 
despairing souls. Echoing through the valley, bouncing off  the 
mountains, entering through the portals of their ears, reverberating 
in the hollow chambers of their hearts, it aroused in them a longing 
to connect more deeply with life, their own selves, and their gods; 
they tasted that hunger without which human life, no matter how 
luxurious and ease-fi lled, is a grind.

Th e sound, pouring into their ears like amrita, stilled all the 
noises of worry, anxiety and doubts in their heads. It unfurled a 
silence they had never heard before, nothingness, a shunya opening 
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petal by petal like a lotus, space upon limitless space, empty space, 
without stars or clouds. In that silence something stirred, like a 
slumbering seed in the ooze of mud and waters. It awakened them to 
the sweetness of a long-forgotten dream: a path visible through the 
surrounding darkness winding soulfully up into the unknown to a 
magical perch, a perspective that turned every sorrow into mulch 
and slush from which blue lotuses bloom. 

“Th ey are singing, ‘Remain awake and aware. Do not fall asleep!’” 
Sagar, who understood all languages of the heart, translated for them. 

Th e words were like bolts of blue lightning that tore through thick 
veils in their minds. Passion awakened in their hearts. One young 
girl remembered how she used to sing when she was a child; another 
recalled with what joy she used to spin and weave; a young, how he 
used to collect colorful pigments from the mountains and paint 
images of gods and mandalas on stones; another remembered his 
desire to become a herbalist and curing sickness. In that instant they 
resolved to pursue their long-forgotten dreams. 

When the strangers were done singing, they picked up their bags, 
musical instruments and resumed their climb up the hill. Th ough 
the path was steep, they climbed up lithely, like birds cruising on an 
invisible current of air. 

Th e strangers came closer. Th ough they had obviously undertaken 
a long journey, they looked fresh, vibrant, glowing with health and 
well-being.

Th ey were not dressed in any garb that would distinguish them as 
belonging to any religion, though the taller one may have been 
Muslim, by the cut of his beard. Th ey wore no saff ron clothes, 
rudraksha beads, or matted hair to indicate they were Hindus; no 
maroon robes, shaved heads and begging bowls, like of Tibetan 
lamas. Th ough their countenances were radiant, like the faces of 
gods, they looked just like ordinary men in ordinary Indian clothes.

Sagar ran to the shorter of the two men, the man he had met in 
his dream, and threw himself at his feet. Th e stranger helped him up 
and Sagar instinctively clasped his neck with his arms and clung to 
him, sobbing and weeping with joy. Th ough the villagers fed Sagar 
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now and then, nobody, other than his parents, had ever embraced 
him like this. One day he ate left overs in one home, the next day in 
another, and he slept with the yaks on the straw on someone’s ground 
fl oor. 

Sagar’s dog leapt on the strangers, and his cat purred and rubbed 
herself against their legs.

Th e villagers, moved by the sight of the holy man embracing the 
ragged orphan, bowed and touched his feet. As they did so, they felt 
remorse at their treatment of the orphan child. Th ey also touched the 
feet of the other stranger, who shone brightly from long proximity 
with the Enlightened One. 

Without a word, the villagers followed Sagar, his dog and his cat 
galloping ahead of them, as he led the holy visitors back to the village. 
Passing by the terraces the stranger with the long beard took a 
handful of some grains from his bag and scattered them wide. On the 
next terrace, he took out a ball and threw it to Sagar, who caught it. 
Th ey played so vigorously and joyfully that the other children who 
had accompanied their parents to the edge of the village, children 
who had never played with Sagar, joined them, jostling each other, 
running and shouting.

Later, on the way to the village, the stranger stood by the lake, 
plunged his danda with seven knots in it into the waters and stirred 
it, as if churning something up, laughing all the while. By the time 
they reached the village, a sweet rain had begun to fall. Everybody 
rejoiced, for they hadn’t had any rain that year and the buckwheat 
and barley were drying up. Leaping and skipping, Sagar proceeded to 
the barn that he called home. A few roosters and hens greeted the 
throng, for that was what the meager few had become.

Th e dog and the cat that had followed Sagar to welcome the guests 
curled up on the straw in the barn that the boy called his bed, and fell 
asleep. When it was very cold, Sagar burrowed beneath it to stay 
warm.

Th e villagers surprised themselves by running to their homes to 
fetch precious food for the strangers. Th ey discovered to their 
surprise and delight how much more food than they had thought 
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they had. Th ey brought buckwheat and barley cakes, tea leaves and 
yak butter for tea, dried yak meat, not just for the strangers, but also 
for Sagar and the others, and even something for the dog, the cat, 
and birds. Some brought extra mattresses, quilts, and hand-woven 
blankets.

Everyone partook of the feast. Even the holy stranger with the 
long beard ate heartily and moderately. Th en he lay down on one of 
the mattresses, and fell fast asleep. 

Th e villagers asked the taller stranger his name. He said he was 
Mardana from Punjab. “Most people call me Bhai Mardana.”

“Bhai Mardana Lama,” Sagar bowed to him.
“And he is Guru Nanak,” Bhai Mardana said.
“Padmasambhav Rinpoche Nanak Guru,” Sagar said, prostrating 

before him as he slept. “Does he kill demons?”
“All the time,” Mardana laughed. “But the demons he teaches us 

to subdue – not kill; for they are unkillable – are the demons in our 
own minds.”

“What is your relationship to Guru Nanak Rinpoche?” 
“I am nothing if not the minstrel, companion, servant and devotee 

of my Guru. And he calls himself his Beloved’s minstrel and slave. 
Th e Beloved has made him his instrument and sings through him. 
Baba Nanak doesn’t speak much these days, unless he has to.” 

“Who is the Beloved?”
“Th e One who lives in all hearts, regardless of caste, color, race, 

class, nationality.” 
“But what is the One’s name?” someone queried.
“Th e One is Nameless, though people call it by diff erent names. 

Some call it Energy, some Mystery, some the Universe. Th e One has 
as many names as there are people who worship them and call them 
Shiva, Brahma, Durga, God, Tara, Shakti, Durga, Bhagwan, Allah, 
Rab, Waheguru, and thousands of others.” 

“Is the One a man or a woman?” a woman asked.
“Both and neither,” Bhai Mardana replied.
“Yes, yes, my mother says that, too. She made a painting, there, 

that one, Shiva and Parvati, together, one body, one mind, one soul. 
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She called it Ardhanarnari.” Sagar went to the wooden wall of the 
barn where he had tacked his mother’s paintings, and pointed at one 
of them. In the light of the lamp the villagers saw one body, half male, 
half female in its dress and anatomy, the former blue, unclad, the 
latter green and adorned with jewels. Th eir boundaries were fl uid, 
merging into one another, dancing, changing, getting more and 
more abstract, almost invisible towards the top of the painting where 
waves of clouds dissipated into an undiff erentiated blue. 

“Mother father God!” Sagar said, exuberantly.  
“Exactly!” Bhai Mardana said. 
“What is your religion?” they asked. 
“Th e religion of Nature and its Maker: the religion of the Creator 

of rivers, wind, fi re, mountains, lakes, all of Nature inside and outside 
us. We are slaves of Banwari, the Lord Creator of the Universe, the 
Husband for whom all Nature, animate and inanimate, is bride, 
adorned in all her fi nery for her wedding night. We travel all over the 
world to worship beauty and to meet people from all countries. 
Whenever Baba Nanak sees any awe-inspiring place, he goes into a 
deep trance, marveling at and praising the grandeur of this Earth, 
and falls in love all over again, with the intensity of fi rst love, with the 
Beloved. We have traveled all over the world, seen many places, met 
many people, seen their customs and rituals, and though there are 
diff erent countries, diff erent ways of living and worshipping, Baba 
knows the beautiful Earth, mother of us all, though she is cut off  and 
parcelled into small countries, is one country, and all the people, in 
all their amazing distinctions, beliefs, and many-colored variety, are 
one people.”

“What do you call yourselves?” Sagar asked. 
“Sikhs.” 
“What does it mean?” Th e villagers, hungry with questions, asked. 
“It comes from the Sanskrit word shishya, which means a student 

devoted to learning in all its forms. Above all, a Sikh yearns 
passionately to know, examine, explore the unknown country inside 
himself or herself, for that is the ultimate knowledge. Baba knows 
that this is the inward path that takes us to the Beloved.”
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“What else do you believe in?” someone asked. 
“Baba tells his followers to live their lives fully. He himself is a 

farmer, a guru, a husband, a father, and performs all his roles well, 
participates in and engages with every aspect of his life dispassionately 
and detachedly. He lives like a hermit amidst life, like a lotus, 
unsullied by the dirt and slime out of which it springs. He tells his 
devotees to earn their living honestly, share what they earn with 
others, and treat everyone equally. Baba also says don’t get stuck in 
superstitions. Live bravely and without fear. Use your mind but know 
its limits. Use the senses but know their boundaries, and above all, 
remember! Remember, remember the Great God’s Great Name, 
especially when you are suff ering!”

“Why?” a child asked. 
“Because when we remember someone, that person comes alive 

in our memories and our minds, becomes present; because as soon 
as you remember the name of your Beloved, the Beloved is there! 
Repeat it whenever you can, make it your friend, so when you can’t 
even remember to remember it, when you are in the deepest distress, 
it will remind you to remember. Ah, the name of our Beloved is our 
closest friend whose long, strong hand reaches down through the 
layers of thick snow when you are buried in an avalanche, plucks you 
to safety, and lights a fi re in the blizzard to warm your bones! On our 
way to Mount Kailas we encountered a blizzard and let me tell 
you…”

“You’ve been to Mount Kailas?” the villagers asked in a chorus. 
“Yes, we’re returning from a yatra, a pilgrimage to Mount Kailas 

and Lake Manasarovar, where Baba and I swam with the fi shes,” Bhai 
Mardana said. 

As soon as the villagers were reminded of their unattainable 
desire, the source of all their misery, a swirling, whirling blizzard 
with icy, furious winds fl ung them out of their warm, cozy corners in 
Sagar’s expansive soul and hurled them back into their own unhappy 
brains. Th e storm that blew them out was nothing like the hurricane 
in their heads that raged furiously with wailing sounds, deafening 
them with its frightening cacophony. As they sat in the barn a change 
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came over their bodies, too. Th eir limbs and bodies collapsed, 
slumped, their faces became long, their eyes mournful. Th eir 
moaning, groaning and whining began as they complained to Bhai 
Mardana about their miserable lives, their feeble and diseased bodies, 
their inability to undertake the pilgrimage that would cure them of 
their diseases, and absolve them of the sins accumulated over 
lifetimes. 

“So that’s why both of you are pure and radiant!” someone said 
bitterly. “Your sins and curses dissolved in the sacred waters and you 
have been made holy by your pilgrimage! Well, welcome to our 
unholy village.”

“Kailas and Manasarovar are splendid sights, indescribable, but 
they are no holier than any other awe-inspiring place in Nature, no 
holier than your own village, homes and bodies,” Bhai Mardana said.

“Blasphemy! Mount Kailas is the most special place in the whole 
world. It is the center and navel of the universe!”

“Th ere are as many centers of the world as there are people and 
creatures,” Bhai Mardana said. “Mount Kailas was and is a mythic 
metaphor before it was ‘real.’”

“What do you mean? What is a metaphor?” 
“A metaphor is a physical object, like Mount Kailas, that stands 

for a truth that cannot be described any other way. Mount Kailas 
stands for what Hindus, Buddhists and Jains call Mount Meru, or 
Sumeru, around which the sun, planets and stars are said to circle. 
Some say Meru is in the middle of the Earth; some say it is in the 
middle of an ocean; some say it is the Pamirs, northwest of Kashmir, 
some that it is Mount Kailas; most believe it is the place where all the 
gods live, the high mountain from which humans can climb into 
heaven and paradise,” Bhai Mardana explained.

“Yes, we believe this, too!” the villagers cried with one voice. “But 
we will never be able to reach it! We are doomed!”

“But we must not make the metaphor the thing itself. If you 
worship an image made of stone, or a mountain, and forget that it is 
only an image, a representation, a reminder, then you close yourself 
off  from the boundless, imageless, formless One that no metaphor 
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can describe, the One who is not confi ned to any one thing or place. 
We must question our beliefs when they limit us and the Limitless 
One. On my way to Mount Kailas I was wondering what the word 
‘Meru’ meant. I asked many priests and holy men but none knew. 
And then one day I realized that it must be an aff ectionate variation 
of the word ‘mera,’ mine. ‘Mera’ has a lot of ego in it, but ‘Meru’ has 
sheer love. And in a way, it is all mine. In this sense, the whole 
universe is mine. Th is belonging happens when I enlarge my ego, like 
a balloon. But unlike a balloon that bursts as it enlarges, the ego 
stretches to include everything there is. Everything. Nothing left  out. 
Th is is who we truly are, tiny but at the same time large enough to 
house the whole big universe!

Th ough people think Meru, or what you call Mount Kailas, exists 
in diff erent places, yogis know it exists inside us. Enlightened ones of 
all times have known that our spine, which they call merudanda, the 
staff  of Meru, is the axis and center of the world. We have to learn to 
climb from our baser instincts to the higher ones; from the bottom 
of our spine, where Mara and his many demons live, up through the 
nodes and knots in the spiral of our spine that lead to the thousand-
petal lotus on top of our skull. Th is is the true pilgrimage, what Baba 
calls ‘the pilgrimage to yourself.’ It is this journey that makes us aware 
of our sins and with the Beloved’s aid, makes us pure.”

“Easy for you to say all this because you have been there,” someone 
said angrily. “But we are physically debilitated, poor, hungry, and 
very unhappy. Our crops are blighted every season; the winters are 
so harsh that we lose many from our community; our children don’t 
have enough to eat and many die before their fi rst year.”

“We have rotten karma, we are decayed from the inside out, 
stained and grimed with sins. We will never get to Mount Kailas, the 
Dharma Dwar, the gateway to heaven, that will make us healthy and 
whole again,” a woman began to keen. 

“Baba says in one of his songs: When your clothes are soiled and 
stained by urine, soap can wash them clean. But when your mind is 
stained and polluted by sin, it can only be cleansed by the Color of 
the Name.”
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But the woman continued to cry. Bhai Mardana despaired. He felt 
the villagers hadn’t heard or understood a word he had said. Only 
Sagar was listening to him intently, eating and digesting all his words. 
Perhaps he had not been sincere enough, or sermonized too much, 
Bhai Mardana thought. He doubled his eff orts.

“Th ere is hope,” he said. “I too was full of sins. I have doubted, 
cheated, lusted, raged, envied, coveted, held ‘me’ and ‘mine’ too 
tightly, been proud, arrogant and ungrateful. But Baba has helped me 
to become what I am, a gurmukh, one who faces the Guru of all 
Gurus, God himself, instead of his own ego. He has also taught me 
that what I was truly seeking beneath my searching for wealth and 
fame was the fountain of amrita that is within me. It is wherever I go. 
You don’t need to go anywhere to be happy and healthy. Now that 
Baba has come to you, you have to trust that all will be well. You too 
will learn that your village, your home, your body is blessed and 
beautiful.” 

“What’s so blessed and beautiful about it? What do you see here?”
“You have to learn to open your eyes,” Bhai Mardana said.
“But our eyes are open,” they replied. “We are not blind!”
“See?” Bhai Mardana said, looking at the gallery where Sagar had 

hung his mother’s paintings. He pointed at an image of two eyes 
shaped like fi sh and a third sitting calmly above them. 

“See with your third eye, the one that unites our confl icts, our 
double vision and shows us the Truth. When you see through it, your 
sorrows become lotuses, and your curses turn into gift s.” 

“Tell us how to do it,” the villagers pleaded. “We will work very 
hard to open our third eye.”

Just then a loud chuckle was heard from Baba Nanak as he turned 
over in his sleep. Bhai Mardana shut his eyes and was silent, as if 
listening to something his guru had just conveyed to him. Th en he 
opened his eyes and said, “Eff ort is important but will get you 
nowhere. See, I have been making so much eff ort to explain all this 
to you, but I am a fool. I forgot something very, very essential. I 
should have begun with a prayer to ask the magnanimous Fulfi ller of 
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Dreams to help me in my eff orts. Without the One’s aid, all our eff orts 
are straw in the storm.”

“We pray a lot but nothing ever happens,” the villagers complained.
“But how do you pray?” Bhai Mardana asked.
“With our mouths, of course.”
Bhai Mardana laughed. 
“Learn to pray with your heart. Be present. Know that the One 

you address is present, more present than what you see with your 
two eyes. ‘He is! He is! He is! He is, He is – I say it millions upon 
millions, millions upon millions of times,’ Baba sings ecstatically. 
Th e Truth of the One is Guru Nanak’s most important message. 
Remember that when you take even one step towards trying to open 
your third eye, the Beloved, if you have remembered to love the Lord 
of the Universe, to ask for His aid on your pilgrimage, He will come 
towards you a thousand steps to help you to see. Th ere are many, 
many precious rewards for our love. Baba says, ‘If you listen to just 
one thing the guru says, pay attention to and act on it, keep it in your 
ear and heart, your mind will become a treasury holding precious 
rubies, pearls, coral and diamonds.”

“Is it really true that the guru can give us wealth and precious 
stones?” someone asked. 

“Our real wealth, the highest and best, is the One, in loving whom 
we can get both material and spiritual gift s, the most important of 
which is learning to see with the Th ird Eye. It is the Magical Eye that 
can turn ugliness into beauty, poison into amrita, and, as Baba sings, 
‘our sorrow into the most health-giving of tonics.’ Th ere are ways of 
seeing things from a height, as if from a star, as if from the pinnacle 
of Time that is far, far larger and vaster than our own past, present 
and future. Let me give you an example.”

Bhai Mardana reached for his bag and took out a handful of 
seashells, worn smooth with age, some brittle, some whole. 

“I know!” Sagar said. “Th ey are called ‘shells’ and they are found 
on the ocean fl oor.”

“What is the ocean?” someone asked. Th ey lived so far away from 
the ocean that they hadn’t even heard the word, let alone understand 
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the concept. But somehow, somewhere, in the deep recesses of their 
memories, the ocean roared in their dreams.

 “It is what my name means, Ocean!” Sagar said excitedly. “It is a 
vast body of water that . . .”

“Like Manasarovar?”
“Nothing like Manasarovar! Th ere is much more ocean than there 

is land on this earth!” Sagar said excitedly. “My parents told me all 
about it! Th e ocean is so deep that there are mountains in it, large 
mountains and volcanoes. We know very, very little about it, it is 
mysterious and without limits, like God. Th ey told me to always 
remember what my name means, that I have an ocean in my heart, 
and I must never forget it! Maybe that is what Rinpoche Mardana is 
talking about! Even though I have never seen it I feel it in my heart!”

“How can that be? We haven’t seen it!”
“We have to admit to ourselves that many things exist that we 

can’t see with these eyes,” Bhai Mardana responded. “Did you know, 
for example that your high plateau and Mount Kailas were once the 
ocean fl oor? Th ese shells are proof of it. Baba and I collected them on 
our way to Mount Kailas.”

It took a while for the villagers to understand what Bhai Mardana 
was saying. Th ey were silent a long time, trying to stretch their minds 
to envision Mardana’s words. 

“Nothing is forever on this earth. Mount Kailas, too, one day, will 
be beneath the sea again. But the mythic Mount Meru will never 
perish. It is within us. But I have been talking too much. Come, let us 
meditate and pray together.” Bhai Mardana sat cross-legged, and 
instructed the villagers in a few brief sentences how to pray and 
meditate. His voice was gentle and full of compassion as he said, “Sit 
comfortably, shut your eyes, know that we are in the presence of the 
One who is within, like breath, and surrounds us, like air. If many 
thoughts crowd your mind, let them be, but gently steer yourself 
back to the presence of the One. Be grateful for what you have before 
you ask for what you want. Today, ask for help to embark upon the 
journey of all journeys, the journey to the home of the Beloved in 
your heart, the Beloved that erases suff ering.” 
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Th eir brief sojourn in Sagar’s trusting and hopeful heart had 
made the villagers want to return to that place where they saw, heard 
and felt things that had fi lled them with hope. Th ey were sick of 
being sick and sorrowful. Th ey did as they were told. 

When they opened their eyes aft er meditation, they felt something 
had shift ed in their consciousness. Th ey had moved on from their 
locked in, habitual mode of thinking and feeling. Th eir minds, which 
had been stagnant for so long, were fl owing again.

Bhai Mardana yawned. It had been a long night, and he had talked 
too much. He smiled to himself as he recalled the sound of Baba’s 
chuckle. In the silence that followed he had asked for help to help the 
villagers. Aft er all, that was the reason Baba had suddenly changed 
course in the middle of his travels and headed towards Kudang. He 
went where he was needed. 

Th e villagers, relaxed into peace, began to yawn, too. 
“I have a message to convey to you from Baba,” Bhai Mardana 

said, as the villagers began to touch his feet before leaving for their 
homes. 

“Tomorrow morning, when the night is drenched in dew, and the 
stars are still twinkling brightly in the sky, gather in the center of the 
village and follow Baba and me to the crest of the hill that separates 
your village from the next village, Sosa. Baba will take you to the 
dharma dwar, the gateway and threshold of all that is sacred. By 
visiting it whenever you feel you need to, you will dissolve your 
suff ering. It is a place holier than Mount Kailas and more sacred than 
Manasarovar.”

Although their old minds still whispered to them that the crest 
was too high to climb and that they would never be able to do so, the 
villagers, eager to follow Bhai Mardana and Baba Nanak on the path 
that would give their suff ering wings, agreed. 

At dawn the next day, all of them, including some old people and 
children, assembled in the center of the village. Th e dog and cat were 
there too, excited at the prospect of an adventure. Th ey too were 
eager to follow a path that would help them reincarnate as humans in 
their next life. Guru Nanak, whom the villagers now called 
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Padmasambhava Rinpoche Nanak Guru, was vital and energetic. 
Bhai Mardana Lama too was glowing with energy and health. More 
than anything else, their aspect and appearance, conveying well-
being and vitality, made the villagers trust them. 

Aft er a prayer led by Bhai Mardana, the villagers took their fi rst 
step in the direction they had never gone before. Although some of 
the villagers huff ed, puff ed and groaned a bit, they all made it up the 
hill to the crest. Th ey were amazed at looking down the path they 
had climbed, it seemed in retrospect, so easily. Th ey saw their village 
as if for the fi rst time. How lovely, cozy, heartwarming it was, their 
collective home, tucked into the sides of their mother mountain, as if 
in the folds of Parvati’s protective body. 

Th e villagers felt invigorated, healthy, alive aft er the exercise. 
Th eir bodies sang with gratitude and joy. Th is, they knew, was the 
purpose of the ascent, for Mardana Lama had already told them they 
contained Mount Kailas, the axis, the center of the universe where 
gods meditated and sported. Th e lesson was driven home on the 
summit of the crest. 

Morning had not yet dawned though there was enough light to 
see by. It was the brief and fl eeting time of day when gates to others 
world are wide open for all to walk through. Th e indigo sky was still 
embroidered by stars as the holy current of healing and awakening 
dawn breezes, that sages in India called malyanil, blew gently down 
from the peaks of the high mountains, caressing their limbs and 
entering their lungs. 

Guru Nanak pointed his staff  to a large arch in a huge rock eroded 
by the elements of wind, water and time. Th rough it towered snow-
capped peaks that were so high that their tops were veiled with 
clouds and mist, peaks unseen by any human eye. Th e sight fi lled the 
villagers with wonder, and as one body, they bowed down in worship 
and awe that something existed so close to them without their 
knowing it. Th e sight opened their hearts and minds to humility: 
how little they knew! How closed and blind their sight had been as 
they huddled in misery in their village of Kudang, without venturing 
out of the borders of their minds! 
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Th e insight, accompanied by harmonic chords of music, fi lled 
them with amazement at the mystery of their own existence within 
the presence of the universe. Th ey turned around from the sight of 
the peaks to see that Bhai Mardana had taken out the rabab and was 
playing it. Baba cleared his throat, shut his eyes.

A note, emanating from somewhere deep within him, was carried 
on the waves and currents of air all around them till the mountains, 
valleys and high peaks echoed with it. It drift ed back into their hearts 
and minds, enlarging them in a way they had never dreamed possible. 

Th e note, unfurling in its many permutations, under and over 
tones, morphed like a wave into another note that refl ected and 
contained it, and then another, and another, all strung together like 
prayer beads on a string, till it became an irresistible melody that 
penetrated, possessed and suff used their beings with its magical, 
transformative power. All their suff ering and Bhai Mardana’s sermon 
the previous night had ploughed, cleared and prepared their hearts 
and minds for Baba’s song and message, for blessed music and 
winged song reach to the depths and pinnacles of our soul where no 
words can go. Th ey did not understand the words Baba sang but 
since they had already imbibed its lesson through Bhai Mardana, the 
song worked its magic in their souls. Th ey would never be the same 
again.

Th ey understood that though the dharma dwar existed for those 
who wanted to make an external pilgrimage, they didn’t need to go 
anywhere to reach the fountain of healing within them. All they had 
to do was sit in the comfort of their own homes, meditate the way 
Bhai Mardana had taught them to, and bathe in the holy waters of 
Manasarovar at the foot of Mount Kailas within them. 

Bhai Mardana and Baba Nanak got up, picked up their bags and 
began their descent to the next village that needed their presence to 
open its eyes. Sagar was about to cry but understood instantly that he 
would never again be separated from his Padmasambhava, who had 
come to transform his life.
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Th e villagers strained their eyes to follow them down the long 
and visible path to Sosa, but they never caught sight of the strangers 
again. Th ey had disappeared as if they had never been.

In the days, months, years, and decades that followed their sudden 
appearance and disappearance, the villagers saw green shoots of rice 
spring out of the soil in the terraces that Rinpoche Nanak Guru had 
strewn with seeds of rice; the lake didn’t freeze where their holy 
visitor had roiled its waters with his danda; the child Sagar grew up 
and funds arrived magically for him to open up a gompa, a small 
temple of religious learning; the villagers, much more prosperous 
than before Baba Nanak paid them a visit, told, retold and embellished 
the story of the visit of the holy ones to their children and grand- 
children. Th ey and their descendants oft en wondered if the story was 
just a myth and a dream – a dream that had changed everything. 
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nf]u kljq s}nf; kj{t sL n+aL j sl7g ofqf Pj+ p;sL kl/qmdf s/g] 
sf aL8f p7fg] d]+ c;dy{ y] . pgsf ljZjf; yf ls p; kljq kj{t sL 
emns dfq ;] xL j] ckg] ;eL kfkf]+ ;] bf]ifd'Qm xf] hfo]+u] j xd]zf s] lnP 
;'vL j ;d[4 xf] hfo]+u] . o'uf]+ o'uf]+ ;] bf]x/fO{ hfg] jfnL b]jL b]jtfcf]+ sL 
sxfgL s] af/] d]+ pGx]+ dfn"d yf lhGxf]+g] c+tsfn ts p; kljq kj{t s] 
kf; cfg+b k"j{s Wofg lsof, jxL kljq kj{t hf] sL a|Xdf08 s] s]+Gb| d]+ 
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l:yt jx la+b' x} lh;;] hLjg sL pTklQ x'O{ x} j lh;d]+ hLjg ljnLg xf] 
hftf x} .

afbnf]+ ;] l3/] x'P Ps ;b{ lbg d]+ ha ;eL ufFjjfn] a]xb pbf; y], 
Ps b'anfktnf, cNk ¿k ;] cGwf, ld> j+z k/+k/f ;] alxis[t Ps cgfy 
afns lh;sf gfd ;fu/ yf Pj+ lh;] ufFj s] ;eL nf]u yf]8f kfun ;demt] 
y], ckg] pbf; s'Q] j ktnL laNnL sf] n]s/ t]hL ;] n+u8ft] x'P ufFj s] 
dWo d]+ kx'+rf cf}/ jxfF ;] pT;fxk"j{s lrNnfg] nufM

æjf] cf /xf x} ⁄ jf] cf /xf x} ⁄ xd nf]uf]+ sf] ;'vL s/g] jf] cf /xf 
x} . d]/f Åbo p;] x/ lbg k'sf/tf yf . d}+g] sn /ft xL p;] ;kg] d]+ 
b]vf yf . cf}/ b]vf] cfh kß;Dej ckg] Ps eQm s] ;fy xdf/] ufFj cf 
/xf x} ⁄Æ

ufFjjfnf]+ g] p; n£s] sf] ;demfof ls pgs] ufFj d]+ cfhts Ps eL 
wd{ofqL gxL+ cfof x} hf] ls s}nf; kj{t sL ofqf s] dfu{ k/ xf] . jx 
vfnL sf]/L sNkgf sL p£fg e/ /xf x} .

ls;L g] k|Zg lsof, æsf}g kß;Dej< Sof pgsL ;lbof]+ k"j{ d[To' gxL+ 
xf] r'sL x}<Æ

;fu/ g] sxf, æxfF . k/+t' cb[Zo xf]t] x'P eL jf] xdf/] ;fy x} . pgsf 
z/L/ OGb|wg'if sf agf x'cf x} j pgsL cfFv] cb[Zo rLhf]+ sf] eL b]v 
;stL x}+ .Æ

æxfF, h};] t'Dxf/L ⁄Æ ls;L g] dhfs p£ft] x'P sxf .
æox ;To x} . d]/] lktf g] d'em] atfof x}, kß;Dej lvnt] x'P sdn d]+ 

cf7 jifL{o afns s] ¿k d]+ k}bf x'P y] .Æ
;fu/ s] lktf sL d[To' sf] rf/ jif{ aLt r's] x}, ox ;f]rt] x'P ;eL 

ufFj jfnf]+ g] ckgL cfFv]+ 3'dfO{+ .
;fu/ g] pg nf]uf] sL t/km b]vf cf}/ ef]n]kg s] ;fy af]nf, æk/+t' sn 

jx d]/] ;kgf]+ d]+ cfo] y] cf}/ pGxf]+g] d'em] sxfgL eL ;'gfoL . pGxf]+g] xL d'em] 
atfof sL kß;Dej sf dtna x} Úsdn ;] pTkGgÚ . oBlk pgsf bfx 
lsof uof yf lkm/ eL j] p£ ;st] x}+ . j] h¿/td+bf]+ sL dbb s/g] s] 
lnP xd]zf oxfF /xt] x}+ . j] dxfg /Ifs x}+ hf] dfgjtf sf] b'i6 cfTdfcf]+ s] 
åf/f gi6 xf]g] ;] arfg] s] lnP rdTsf/ s/t] x}+ .Æ

ærdTsf/ ⁄Æ ls;L g] pkxf; s/t] x'P sxf .
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ædfF xd]zf sxtL x} ls sk£f]+ d]+ 5]b rdTsf/ s] sf/0f xL xf]t] x}+, d}+ 
gxL+ hgtf O;sf Sof cy{ x} k/+t' jf] cS;/ ox sxtL x} tfls d'em] ox 
aft ofb /x] . Sof ls;L sf] O;sf cy{ dfn"d x}<Æ

æO;sf s'5 cy{ gxL+ x},Æ ls;L g] agfj6L 9+u ;] d':s'/ft] x'P sxf .
 æolb xd Wofg k"j{s ;'gg] sf k|of; s/]+u] cf}/ kß;Dej s] atfo] x'P 

dfu{ k/ rn]+u] tf] cd[t ;'wf sf kfg s/g] sf k/d ;'v ldn]uf,Æ ;fu/ g] 
lrNnft] x'P sxf . p;sL cfFv]+ rds /xL yL+ .

cd[t ⁄
æk/+t' hNbL s/f] . xd]+ ox ;'cj;/ vf]gf gxL+ rflxP .Æ 
ufFj s] Hofbft/ nf]u ckg] 3/f]+ sf] jfk; hfg] nu] n]lsg s'5 hjfg, 

aRr] j s'5 a'h'u{ ;fu/ s] ;fy rn k£ ] . p;sf s'Qf cf}/ laNnL eL 
p;s] ;fy yL . ;fu/ pg nf]uf]+ sf] emLn sL t/km n] uof hxfF ;bL{ d]+ 
emLn 7f]; ¿k ;] hdL x'O{ yL . lk5n] s'5 ;do ;] lhg z'is ;L¤Lbf/ 
v]tf]+ d]+ jiff{ sL sdL s] sf/0f s'5 gxL+ puf yf jxfF ;] ufFj s] b";/] 
lsgf/] ts pmk/ sL cf]/ ;LwL 9fn jfn] /f:t] sL cf]/ ;fu/ g] Ozf/f 
lsof .

æb]vf] ⁄ p; r§fg sL t/km hf] ls;L kIfL sL t/x k|tLt xf]tL x}, jxfF 
Ps n+aL bf¤L jfnf, nf7L s] ;xf/] rntf x'cf, s+w] k/ emf]nf n6sfo] x'P, 
;/ k/ ku£L kxg] x'P Ps JolQm d'em] ;fkm;fkm lbvfO{ b] /xf x} . p;sf 
sb ax't 5f]6f x} cf}/ p;s] ;fy Ps n+af JolQm ckg] s+w] k/ s'5 ;fdfg 
lnP p;s] ;fy x} . o] 5f]6] sb j n+aL bf¤L jfnf ;fw" jxL JolQm x} hf] 
sn /ft d]/] ;kg] d]+ cfof yf . d'em] b]vs/ jx x+;f j p;g] d'em] p7fs/ 
;Lg] ;] nufof . d}+ ha ;'ax hfuf tf] cTo+t k|;Gg yf . ca jx xdf/] 
ax't s/La x}, jxfF uf]n kTy/ s] kf; jx ls;L k+vf]+ jfn] b]jtf sL t/x 
k|tLt xf]tf x} . xdf/] b'v j ;f/L k/]zflgof]+ sf] b"/ s/g] s] lnP b]vf] jf] 
cf uof x} .Æ

ufFj jfnf]+ sf] nuf sL p; n£s] sL a'l4 e|i6 xf] uoL x}, Sof]+ls pGx]+ 
sf]O{ eL sxL+ eL lbvfO{ gxL+ b] /xf yf . ctM sO{ nf]u jfk; ckg] 3/f]+ 
sL cf]/ hfg] nu] y] . s'5 nf]u ;fu/ s] ;fy ?s] /x] . lhgd+] clwst/ 
aRr] y] . j] aRr] ;fu/ sf] cS;/ q:t s/t] y] j p;sf dhfs p£ft] 
/xt] y] . j] hfgt] y] ls jxfF sf]O{ eL pGx]+ ;fu/ s] ;fy df/kL6 s/t] 
x'P gxL+ b]v kfPuf . j] aRr] p;s] ;fy seL gxL+ v]nt] y] . oxfF ts ls 
s'5 c5"t aRr] p;] ckgL t'ngf d]+ Hofbf c5"t dfgt] y] .
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æSof t'Dx] s'5 ;'gfO{ b] /xf x}<æ ;fu/ g] ckg] sfgf]+ sf] xNsf baft] 
x'P sxf . æj] nf]u Ps uf]n kTy/ sL 5fof d]+ a}7] x'P x}+ j p; n+a] cfbdL 
g] s'5 ;fdfg sf] afx/ lgsfnf x'cf x} cf}/ j] pGx]+ ahft] x'P uLt uf /x] 
x}+ .Æ 

ufFj jfnf]+ g] pQ/ lbof, ægxL+ . xd]+ s'5 ;'gfO{ gxL+ b] /xf x} .æ
æ;'gf] ⁄ ;'gf] ⁄ ;'gf] ⁄ t'd ;'g ;st] xf] ⁄Æ ;fu/ g] pT;'stf ;] sxf .
tTkZrft ;eL ufFj jfnf]+ g] ckg] ckg] 3/f]+ sL t/km rngf cf/De s/ 

lbof .
;fu/ g] lrNnfs/ sxf æt'd nf]u OtgL b"/ ts cf xL uP xf], yf]£f 

cf}/ cfu] cfcf] ⁄ ckgL cfTdf s] sfgf]+ åf/f ;'gg] sf k|of; s/f] ⁄ O; 
uLt s] zAb ;'gg] sf k|of; s/f] . pg nf]uf]+ sL t/x dt agf] hf] nf]u 
elQm sf ;+uLt ;'g] lagf xL d/g] s] lnP k}bf xf]t] x}+ .Æ

;fu/ s] o] jfSo ;'gt] s] ;fy xL Ps cb\e't aft x'O{ . cgfof; xL 
wf/f sL t/x axt] x'P gLn] /]z], kf/bzL{ w'+w j k|sfz s] ;fy pg 
nf]uf]+ s] rf/f]+ t/km lemnldnfg] nu] j pgs] xfy s] rf/f]+ t/km lnk6 uo] 
cf}/ pgs] gfs j d'Fx d]+ k|j]z s/t] x'P pGx]+ Otgf xNsf s/ lbof h};] 
ls j] xjf ;] xL ag] xf]+ cf}/ k|sfz sL ult ;] pg s] dl:tis ts hfs] 
;fu/ s] a[xt\, ef]n], ljzfn j v'n] lbn ts kx'Fr] . jf] ;fu/ sf xL dg 
yf of gxL+ O; aft ;] sf]O{ kms{ gxL+ k£tf So"Fls ;fu/ sf dg j dl:tis 
bf]gf]+ Ps b";/] sf] ckg] nIo sL cf]/ k"5tf5 s/t] x'P, k|]l/t xf]t] x'P 
p;sf dfu{bz{g s/t] y] . oBlk ;fu/ lh; nIo sL t/km ckg] hGd s] 
If0f ;] xL cf}/ zfob hGd sL kl/sNkgf ;] kxn] xL ls;L c6n tL/ sL 
t/x a9 /xf yf, p; nIo sf jx gfd eL gxL+ hgtf yf . j};] eL xdf/] 
k"j{hf]+ g] xd]+ atfof x} sL xdf/L cfTdfcf]+ sL h£ ]+ ax't ux/L x}+ hf] sfn 
s] cl:tTj s] k|f/De ts km}nL x'O{ x}+ .

s'5 ;do s] lnP ufFjjfn] xSs]aSs] j ls+st{Joljd"9 xL /x uP ls 
cflv/ j] sxfF x}+ . O;;] kxn] pGxf]+g] O; k|sf/ ckgf hLjg seL gxL+ 
b]vf yf . O; ef]n] aRr] sL cfFvf]+ s] dfWod ;] pgsf k"/f b[Zo xL abn 
uof yf . pGxf]+g] p;] ;'+b/tf ;] kl/k"0f{ b]vf . gUg kj{tf]+ sL ;LdfPF j 
9nfjbf/ 3f6L rds p7L cf]/ 9ntL x'O{ ;fFem sL z'e|tf d]+ ;"o{ e"/], gLn] 
cf]/ a}+ugL /+uf]+ ;] :k+lbt xf] p7f . s'5 b"/L ts b]vg] k/ kj{tf]+ k/ akm{ 
sL rfb/ ;] 9sL x'O{ j ;LwL v£L rf]l6ofF O; k|sf/ k|tLt xf]tL yL h};] 
ls t]h:jL ;+/Ifs sf st{Jo lgjf{x s/ /xL xf] . 
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ca ts ckgL b}lgs Jojxfl/s ;Dj]bgzLntf s] sf/0f hf] ;'+b/tf jf] 
b]v gxL+ kf /x] y] jf] cgfof; xL cb\e't t/x ;] rds p7L Pj+ pGx]+ cb[Zo 
j cg;'gL cfjfh]+ eL ;'gfO{ b]g] nuL+ .

pGx]+ Ps lznfv+8 s] lsgf/] a}7] x'P bf] cfbdL lbvfoL lbP lhGx]+ 
ufFjjfnf]+ g] cg]s af/ lagf Wofg lbP b]vf xf]uf n]lsg cfh j] ckg] k+vf]+ 
sf] km}nfP hdLg k/ dF8/ft] x'P Ps /Ifs s] ¿k d]+ laNs'n ls;L b]jtf 
sL t/x lbvfoL b] /x] y] . pGx]+ xjf d]+ u"FhtL x'O{ afF;'/L sL af/ af/ cfg] 
jfnL w'g j tf/f]+ sL ;+ut d]+ ;f+uLlts uLt sL no ;'gfO{ bL . xfnfFls 
zAbf]+ cf}/ ;+uLt sL efiff sf] gf ;demt] x'P eL cy{ ;] k/] sf efj pgsL 
;'Kt, lgliqmo j xtf]T;flxt cfTdf sf] e]btf rnf uof . kj{tf]+ ;] 6s/ftL 
x'O{ j 3f6L ;] u"FhtL x'O{ w'g pgs] sfgf]+ s] k/bf]+ ts kx'FrL j pgs] Åbo 
s] vfnL sf]gf]+ d]+ k|ltWjlgt xf]g] nuL . O; Wjlg g] pGx]+ pgs] hLjg 
;],k/dfTdf ;] j pGx]+ ckg] cfk ;] hf]£ lbof yf . pGxf]+g] p; t[i0ff sf 
:jfb rv lnof yf lh;s] lagf cg]s ;'v ;'ljwf j ef]u ljnf; s] afb 
eL JolQm sf hLjg Joy{ xL /x hftf x} .

jx cfjfh pgs] sfgf] d]+ cd[t sL t/x 3'ng] nuL j p; Wjlg g] 
pgsL ;eL sL lr+tfcf]+, b'ljwfcf]+ cf}/ ;+b]xf]+ sf] pgs] dl:tis d]+ ;'Gg 
s/s] zf+lt sf dfu{ vf]nf lh;sf pGxf]+g] seL cg'ej gxL+ lsof yf . j] 
sdn sL lvntL x'O{ k+v'£L sL t/x Ps z"Gotf sL cj:yf d]+ kx'Fr uP 
hf] pGx]+ p; c;Ld lj:tf/ ts n] uoL hxfF gf sf]O{ tf/] y] cf]/ gf xL 
sf]O{ afbn . lh; k|sf/ Ps ;'Kt aLh ld§L j kfgL d]+ b|ljt xf]tf x} p;L 
k|sf/ j] eL p; zf+lt d]+ b|ljt xf] uP . lh; :jKg sf] jf] nDa] ;do ;] 
e"n r's] y] p;L :jKg sL dw'/tf g] pGx]+ k|a'4 s/ lbof yf . jx k|ToIf 
/f:tf hf] c+w]/] ;] l3/f x'cf yf, jx efjk"0f{ 9+u ;] 3"dt] x'P rdTsfl/s 
l7sfg] ts kx'Fr uof yf cf}/ pgs] b'Mv, xflg sL ;f/L cjwf/0ff sf] Ps 
d}n] sLr£ d]+ abn lbof yf lh;d]+ ;] gLn] sdnf]+ sL pTklQ xf]tL x} .

;fu/, lh;] pg nf]uf]+ s] Åbo sL efiff ;dem cf /xL yL, p;g] 
ufFjjfnf]+ sf] cg'jfb s/s] atfof æb]vf] jf] uf /x] x}+M hfu|t /xf], ;r]t /xf], 
;f] dt hfgf ⁄Æ

ls;L gLnL lahnL s] jh|kft sL efFlt o] zAb pgs] lbdfu s] ;f/] 
k/bf]+ sf] e]b uP j pgs] Åbo d]+ pT;fx huf uP . Ps 5f]6L aRrL sf] 
:d/0f x'cf ls s};] jf] ckg] arkg d]+ uLt ufof s/tL yL . Ps cGo 
n£sL sf] ofb cfof ls ls; cfg+b ;] jx a'gfO{ sf sfd s/tL yL j 
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3"dtL /xtL yL . Ps gjo'js sf] ckgL k'/fgL ofb]+ tfhf x'O{+ ls ls; 
k|sf/ jx kj{tf]+ ;] /+u OsÝf s/s] nftf yf cf}/ kTy/f]+ k/ d08n j 
b]jtfcf]+ s] lrq agftf yf . Ps cGo JolQm sf] cf}iflw åf/f nf]uf]+ sf 
pkrf/ s/g] sL OR5f sf :d/0f x'cf . p;L If0f pg nf]uf]+ g] ckg] e"n] 
x'P ;kg] sf] ;fsf/ s/g] sf ;+sNk lnof .

ufgf ;DkGg s/g] s] kZrft pg cghfg nf]uf]+ g] ckg] ;f+uLlts 
pks/0f j emf]n] p7fP cf}/ kxf£L k/ r¤fO{ s/g] nu] . Psbd ;LwL r9fO{ 
xf]g] s] sf/0f j] nf]u ax't xL nf]rbf/ 9+u ;] p;L k|sf/ r¤fO{ s/ /x] y] 
lh; k|sf/ kIfL axtL xjf d]+ ljxf/ s/t] x}+ . j] ckl/lrt JolQm pg ufFj 
jfnf]+ s] lgs6 cfg] nu] . oBlk j] Ps nDaL ofqf s/s] cf /x] y] lkm/ 
eL j] :jR5, km'tL{n], ;]xtd+b j :j:y nu /x] y] .

pgs] kxgfj] ;] P];f laNs'n eL k|tLt gxL+ xf]tf yf ls jf] ls;L k|d'v 
wd{ ;] ;DaGw /vt] xf]+u]+ . xfnfFls nDa] JolQm sL bf¤L ;] lkm/ eL nu /xf 
yf jx d';ndfg xf] ;stf x} . pg nf]uf]+ g] gf xL s];l/of /+u s] sk£ ] 
kxg] x'P y] cf}/ gf xL ?b|fIf s] bfgf]+ ;] agL dfnf kxgL x'O{ yL cf}/ 
pgsL pnemL x'O{ h6fPF eL gxL+ yL hf] pgs] lx+b" xf]g] sf ;+s]t 
s/tL . gf xL pGxf]+g] ux/] e"/] /+u s] rf]u] kxg] x'P y], gf xL j] u+h] y] 
cf}/ gf xL nfdfcf]+ sL t/x pgs] xfyf]+ d]+ leIff kfq yf . oBlk pgsL 
d'vfs[lt sf+ltdfg yL h};L b]jtfcf]+ sL d'vfs[lt xf]tL x} . lkm/ eL j] 
;fwf/0f ;L ef/tLo kf]zfsf]+ d]+ ;fwf/0f ;] dg'io lbvfoL b] /x] y] .

;fu/ bf}£ s] pg bf]gf] s] ghbLs uof j bf]gf]+ d]+ ;] 5f]6] sb s] 
JolQm s] r/0ff]+ d]+ lu/ k£f . jx 5f]6] sb sf JolQm jxL yf lh;] ;fu/ 
g] ckg] :jKg d]+ b]vf yf . p; JolQm g] ;fu/ sf] p7fof cf}/ ;fu/ ckgL 
;xh a'l4 ;] p; JolQm s] un] nu uof cf}/ ckgL afxf]+ sf] p;s] un] 
d]+ 8fn s/ p;;] lrks s/ v'zL ;] ;'asg] nuf . j};] tf] ufFjjfnf]+ g] xL 
;fu/ sf e/0f kf]if0f lsof yf k/+t' p;s] dftf lktf sf] 5f]£s/ ls;L g] 
eL p;] O; k|sf/ ;] cfln+ug gxL+ lsof lh; k|sf/ cfh p;] k|fKt x'cf 
yf . ls;L lbg jf] Ps 3/ s] nf]uf]+ sf em"7g vftf yf tf] ls;L lbg b";/] 
3/ s] nf]uf]+ sf 5f]£f x'cf ef]hg p;] k|fKt xf]tf yf . jx a]rf/f hdLg k/ 
ofs s] ;fy e";] d]+ xL ;f]tf yf .

;fu/ sf s'Qf pg chgaL cfu+t'sf]+ s] pmk/ p5ng] s"bg] nuf cf}/ 
p;sL laNnL pgs] k}/f]+ s] Ob{ lub{ dF8/fg] nuL .
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p; kljq JolQm åf/f p; cgfy sf] cfln+ug s/t] b]v ufFj jfn] Psbd 
efj's xf] uP cf}/ p;s] r/0ff]+ d]+ em's uP . lh; t/x sf Jojxf/ jf] p; 
cgfy aRr] s] ;fy lsof s/t] y] jf] ofb s/s] pGx]+ kZrftfk xf]g] 
nuf . pg nf]uf]+ g] p; b";/] JolQm s] eL k}/ 5'P hf] b"/ ;] xL p; k|a'4 
JolQm s] ;fy pNnl;t lbvfoL b] /xf yf .

;fu/ pg cfu+t'sf]+ sf] ufFj sL t/km n] hfg] nuf . lagf Ps zAb 
af]n] ufFj jfn] eL ;fu/ s] kL5] kL5] rn k£ ] . ;fu/ sf s'Qf j p;sL 
laNnL pg nf]uf]+ s] cfu] t]hL ;] bf}£g] nuL . ;L¤Lbf/ v]tf]+ ;] xf]t] x'P 
ha j] u'h/g] nu] tf] bf¤L jfn] JolQm g] ckg] emf]n] d]+ ;] s'5 cgfh s] 
bfg] lgsfn] cf}/ pGx]+ rf/f]+ t/km lav/f lbof . b";/] v]t sL cf]/ hft] x'P 
p;g] ckg] emf]n] d]+ ;] Ps u]+b lgsfnL cf}/ ;fu/ sL t/km km]+sL, lh;] 
;fu/ g] p5n s/ ks£ lnof . ;fu/ sf] Otg] pT;fx k"j{s v]nt] b]v 
ufFj s] j] aRr] hf] ckg] dftf lktf s] ;fy ufFj s] b";/] 5f]/ ts rn] uP 
y], hf] ;fu/ s] ;fy seL gxL+ v]nt] y], p;s] ;fy cfs/ v]ng] nu] j 
Ps b";/] sf] ws]n ws]n s/ lrNnfg] nu] cf}/ bf}£ efu s/g] nu] .

afb d]+ ufFj s] /f:t] d]+ xL jx cfu+t's emLn s] lsgf/] v£f xf] uof 
cf}/ ckg] 8+8] sf] kfgL d]+ ;ft af/ 8'afof j p;] O; k|sf/ lxnfof h};] 
sL d+yg s/ /xf xf] . ckg] O; s[To d]+ jx v"a lvnlvnfs/ x+; /xf yf .

h};] xL j] nf]u ufFj kx'Fr] jxfF jiff{ xf]g] nuL . x/ sf]O{ k|km'lNnt xf] 
p7f So"Fls p; ;fn jxfF afl/z gxL+ x'O{ yL cf}/ s"6" cf}/ hf} sL km;n]+ 
;"vg] nuL yL+ . ;fu/ p5nt] s"bt] x'P pg cfu+t'sf]+ sf] cgfh 3/ sL 
cf]/ n] hfg] nuf lh;] jx ckgf 3/ sxtf yf . jxfF k/ s'5 d'lu{ofF hdf 
xf] uoL+ lhgd]+ ;] s'5 ax't xL b'a{n yL+ . ;fu/ s] s'Qf j laNnL hf] ;fu/ 
s] kL5] kL5] cf /x] y], j] cgfh 3/ d]+ 3';t] xL e";] k/ nf]6kf]6 s/g] 
nu] lh; e";] sf] ;fu/ ckgf la:t/ j s+an ;dem s/ p; k/ ;f]tf 
yf . cTolws 7+8 xf]g] k/ jx u/dfx6 n]g] s] lnP p;s] c+b/ b'as s/ 
;f] hfof s/tf yf .

ufFj s] ;eL nf]u pg cfu+t'sf]+ s] lnP pTs[i6 ef]hg nfg] s] lnP ckg] 
ckg] 3/f]+ sL cf]/ t]hL ;] bf}£ k£ ] . pGxf]g] ckg] :jo+ d]+ ox abnfj kfof 
ls lhtgL cefj s]+lb|t ;f]r j ;Dj]bgzLntf d]+ jf] hL /x] y] p;;] Hofbf 
cfg+b pGx]+ ef]hg nfg] s] lnP ldn /xf x} . j] cfu+t'sf]+, ;fu/ j cGo 
s'5 nf]uf]+ s] lnP rfo sL klQofF j ofs sf dSvg, s"6" j hf} sL agL 
dL7L /f]6L, ;'vfof x'cf ofs sf uf]Zt n]s/ cfP cf}/ Otgf xL gxL+ j] 
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;fu/ s] s'Q], laNnL j klIfof]+ s] lnP eL vfB ;fdu|L n]s/ cfP . ax't 
;f/] nf]u u2], /hfOofF j xfy ;] ag] sDan eL n]s/ cfP .

p; ;fw' JolQm s] ;fy ;fy nDaL bf¤L jfn] JolQm g] lbn vf]ns/ 
k"0f{ pT;fx ;] ef]hg u|x0f lsof Pj+ x/ sf]O{ p; ef]h d]+ ;lDdlnt 
x'cf . p;s] kZrft j] cfu+t's jxL+ u2f]+ k/ n]6 uo] cf}/ hNbL xL ;f] 
uP .

ufFjjfnf]+ g] nDa] sb s] JolQm ;] p;sf gfd k"5f . p;g] atfof ls 
p;sf gfd dbf{gf x} hf] k+hfa ;] x} cf}/ nf]u p;] Kof/ ;] efO{ dbf{gf 
sxs/ k'sf/t] x}+ .

æefO{ dbf{gf nfdf,Æ o] sxs/ ;fu/ g] p;] k|0ffd lsof .
æcf}/ o] u'? gfgs x}+,Æ dbf{gf g] pQ/ lbof .
ækß;+ej l/Gkf]r] gfgs u'?,Æ ;fu/ g] pT;'stf e/] :j/ d]+ sxf .
r"Fls afaf gfgs ;f] r's] y] ctM ;fu/ g] pGx]+ ;fi6f+u k|0ffd lsof cf}/ 

af]nf, æSof o] b'i6 cfTdfcf]+ sf ljgfz s/t] x}+<Æ
æxfF, xd]zf xL,Æ o] sxs/ d/bfgf d':s'/fg] nuf . æk/+t' j] xd]+ b'i6 

cfTdfcf]+ sf] jz d]+ s/gf l;vft] x}+, df/gf gxL+ . So"Fls hf] b'i6 cfTdfPF 
xdf/] lbdfu d]+ x}+ pGx]+ df/f gxL+ hf ;stf .Æ

æcfksf u'? gfgs l/Gkf]r] ;] Sof ;DaGw x}<Æ ;fu/ g] k"5f .
æd}+ Ps nf]s ufos s] cnfjf s'5 eL gxL+ x"F . d}+ a; ckg] u'? sf 

;fyL, ;]js cf}/ eQm x"F . afaf gfgs ckg] cfk sf] ckg] lk|o s] uLt 
ufg] jfnf Ps uj}of cf}/ l;km{ Ps gf}s/ xL dfgt] x}+ . p;L lk|o k/dfTdf 
g] pGx]+ agfof x}, pgs] jfBf]+ sf] agfof x} cf}/ pgs] dfWod ;] xL jf] uft] 
x}+ . afaf gfgs lagf ls;L cfjZostf s] cfhsn Hofbf aft gxL+ s/t] x}+ .Æ

æjx lk|otd sf}g x}<Æ
ælk|otd jx x} hf] hflt, /+u, j+z, ju{ cf}/ /fi6«Lotf ;] k/] xf]s/ xd 

;eL s] lbnf]+ d]+ jf; s/tf x} .Æ
æn]lsg p; sf gfd Sof x}<Æ ls;L g] k"5f .
æp;sf sf]O{ gfd gxL+ x}, jx cgfd x} n]lsg xfF nf]u p;] cnu cnu 

gfdf]+ ;] k'sf/t] x}+ . h};] s'5 nf]u p;] pmhf{ sxt] x}+, s'5 p;] /x:o 
;demt] x}+ tf] s'5 p;] a|Xdf08 sxs/ k'sf/t] x}+ . p; Ps s] cg]s gfd 
x}+ So"Fls ax't ;f/] nf]u pgsL cf/fwgf s/t] x}+ cf}/ pGx]+ lzj, a|Xdf, b'uf{, 
b]j, tf/f, zlQm, eujfg, cNnfx, /a, jfx]u'? cf}/ cGo sO{ xhf/f]+ gfdf]+ 
;] k'sf/t] x}+ .Æ
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æjx cfbdL x} of cf}/t<Æ Ps dlxnf g] k"5f .
efO{ d/bfgf g] pQ/ d]+ sxf, æof tf] bf]gf]+ of lkm/ bf]gf] d]+ ;] 

sf]O{ gxL+ .Æ
æxfF, d]/L dfF eL oxL sxtL yL, pGxf]+g] Ps lrq eL agfof yf lh;d]+ 

lzj cf}/ kfj{tL bf]gf]+ x}+ lhgsf dl:tis, z/L/ j cfTdf Ps xL x} . jf] p; 
lrq sf] cw{g/gf/L sxtL yL,Æ ;fu/ g] pQ]lht xf]t] x'P sxf .

;fu/ cgfh 3/ d]+ ns£L sL bLjf/ s] kf; uof hxfF p;g] ckgL dfF 
s] åf/f agfP x'P lrq sL cf]/ Ozf/f lsof . bLo] sL /f}zgL d]+ ;eL 
ufFjjfnf]+ g] p; t:jL/ sL cf]/ b]vf lh;d]+ Ps xL z/L/ yf, cfwf g/ sf 
cf}/ cfwf gf/L sf j z/L/ /rgf xL pgs] sk£ ] y] . jx lrq cfu] sL 
t/km sf gLnf j kL5] sL t/km x/] /+u sf yf . sxL+ sxL+ lgj{:q cf}/ 
sxL+ sxL+ cfe"if0ff]+ ;] ;'zf]let yf .

pgsL ;LdfPF Ps b";/] d]+ k|jflxt xf]tL x'O{, g[To s/tL x'O{, kl/jlt{t 
xf]tL x'O{ j cTo+t sfNklgs yL+ . lrq s] pmk/L lx:;] d]+ hxfF nx/ft] x'P 
afbn km}n] x'P y] jxfF Ps ;] gLn] /+u d]+ ljnLg xf]tL k|tLt xf]tL yL .

æx] dftf lktf k/dfTdf ⁄Æ ;fu/ g] k|km'lNnt xf]s/ sxf .
ælaNs'n ⁄Æ efO{ dbf{gf g] ;dy{g d]+ sxf .
æt'Dxf/f wd{ Sof x}<Æ pGxf]+g] k"5f .
æwd{ x} o] k|s[lt cf}/ p;sf lgdf{tf . wd{ x} o] gbL, xjf, cfu, kxf£, 

emLn Pj+ xdf/L cf+tl/s j afx/L k|j[lQ . hf] O; a|Xdf+8 sf /rlotf x} Pj+ 
lh;s] lnP ox ;hLj j lghL{j k|s[lt Ps b'Nxg s] ¿k d]+ ckgL ;'xfu 
/ft s] lnP ;hL x'O{ j ;'zf]let x}, p; :jfdL sf gfd agjf/L x} lh;s] 
xd ;a ;]js x}+ . O; ;+;f/ s] ;f}+bo{ sL pkf;gf s/g] s] lnP Pj+ ljleGg 
b]zf]+ s] nf]uf]+ ;] ldng] s] lnP xd k"/L b'lgof d]+ e|d0f s/t] /xt] x}+ . ha 
seL eL afaf gfgs ls;L k|]/0ffk|b :yn sf] b]vt] x}+ tf] j] O; k[YjL sL 
eJotf sf] b]vs/ crlDet xf] hft] x}+ Pj+ p;L k|antf ;] p;s] k|]d d]+ k£ 
hft] x}+ h};] ls;L lk|otd s] ;fy kxnL af/ k|]d xf]tf x} cf}/ j] laNs'n 
ux/L ;dflw d]+ nLg xf] hft] x}+ . xdg] k"/L b'lgof sf e|d0f lsof, gP gP 
nf]uf]+ ;] ldn],pgs] /Llt l/jfhf]+ sf] b]vf ;demf . oBlk j] nf]u cnu cnu 
hux s] y] j pgsf hLjg hLg] sf 9+u j elQm sf 
t/Lsf eL leGg yf . afaf hfgt] x}+ ls O; w/f k/ x/ b]z sO{ 5f]6] 5f]6] 
b]zf]+ d]+ ljeflht x} cf}/ jxfF s] /xg] jfn] nf]u kb k|lti7f, ljZjf; Pj+ /+u 
la/+uL ljleGgtf xf]g] s] afjh"b eL ;eL Ps x}+ cf}/ o] w/tL xd ;asL dfF x} .Æ
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;fu/ g] k"5f, æcfk ckg] cfk sf] Sof sxs/ k'sf/t] x}+<Æ
æl;v .Æ
æO;sf Sof dtna xf]tf x}<Æ ufFjjfnf]+ g] k|Zg lsof .
æ…l;vÚ ;+:s[t s] zAb …lzioÚ ;] cfof x'cf x} lh;sf cy{ x} Ps ljBfyL{ 

hf] ;eL ljwfcf]+ sf] ;Lvg] s] lnP lgi7fjfg x} . Og ;a;] eL Hofbf Ps 
l;v jx x} hf] ckg] eLt/ s] k/d 1fg sL vf]h s] lnP, p;] ;demg], 
k/vg] j p;] 9"F9g] s] lnP nfnflot x} .Æ

lkm/ ls;L g] k"5f, æO;s] cnfjf cfk cf}/ ls; rLh d]+ ljZjf; /vt] x}+<Æ
æafaf sf sxgf x} ls pgs] cg'ofloof]+ sf] ckgf hLjg k"0f{ ¿k ;] 

hLgf rflxP . j] :jo+ Ps ls;fg x}+, Ps klt x}+, lktf x}+ Pj+ u'? x}+ hf] 
ckg] ;eL st{Jo k"0f{ ¿k ;] lgeft] x} Pj+ hLjg d]+ cfg] jfnL k|To]s l:ylt 
d]+ lgikIf ¿k ;] c;+Ung /xt] x'P eL p;s] ;xefuL agt] x}+ . j] O; 
;f+;fl/s b'lgof d]+ /xt] x'P eL Ps of]uL sL t/x ckgf hLjg hLt] x}+ 
lh; k|sf/ sdn sf km"n sLr£ ;] nyky xf]t] x'P eL Psbd :jR5 ¿k 
;] afx/ k|s6 xf]tf x} .

æj] ckg] eQmf]+ ;] sxt] x}+ ls ;asf] ckgL hLljsf O{dfgbf/L ;] clh{t 
s/gL rflxP Pj+ ;as] ;fy p;] afF6gf rflxP cf}/ ;eL s] ;fy ;dfg ¿k 
;] Jojxf/ s/gf rflxP . afaf ox eL sxt] x}+ sL xd]+ c+wljZjf; gxL+ s/gf 
rflxP cf}/ axfb'/L ;] Pj+ eo/lxt hLjg hLgf rflxP . ckg] lbdfu j 
ljj]s sf O:t]dfn ckgL ;Ldfcf]+ d]+ /xs/ s/gf rflxP . cf}/ ;a;] 
dxTjk"0f{ aft ox ofb /vf] ls p; k/d k/dfTdf sf gfd n]gf dt 
e"nf] . vf;tf}/ k/ ha t'd ls;L kL£f d]+ xf] .Æ

æcflv/ So"F<Æ Ps aRr] g] ;jfn lsof .
æSo"Fls ha xd ls;L sf] ofb s/t] x}+ tf] jx JolQm xdf/] lbdfu Pj+ 

ofbf]+ d]+ hLljt xf] p7tf x} . ctM jx xdf/f jt{dfg ag hftf x} . lh; 
k|sf/ cu/ t'd ckg] lk|o sf gfd :d/0f s/f] tf] t'd kfcf]u] ls jx t'Dxf/] 
kf; xL x} ⁄ ha eL xf] ;s], lhtgf eL xf] ;s] p; k/dlktf k/dfTdf sf 
gfd bf]x/fcf], p;] ckgf bf]:t agfcf] tfls ha seL t'd p;sf gfd :d/0f 
s/gf ofb gf eL /v kfcf] ta eL t'Dx]+ jx ofb /x] cf}/ ha eL t'd ls;L 
ux/L ljklQ d]+ xf] tf] ox cEof; t'Dx]+ p;sf :d/0f s/ftf /x] .

æcfx, xdf/f lk|otd xdf/f ;a;] s/LaL ldq x} . ha eL t'd ls;L b'Mv 
¿kL lxd:vng s] gLr] ba] xf]u] ta oxL ldq t'Dx]+ ckg] nDa] j dha"t 
xfyf]+ ;] akm{ sL df]6L k/tf]+ s] gLr] ;] ;'/lIft vL+r nfPuf . cf}/ akmL{n] 
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t"kmfg d]+ eL ;'v ¿kL clUg k|HHjlnt s/]uf tfls t'Dxf/L xl•of]+ sf] u/dfx6 
ldn ;s]⁄ s}nf; kj{t sL ofqf s] bf}/fg xdg] Ps akmL{n] t"kmfg sf ;fdgf 
lsof .Æ

æcfkg] s}nf; kj{t sL ofqf sL x}<Æ ;eL ufFjjfn] Ps ;fy 
af]n k£ ] .

æxfF, xd nf]u s}nf; kj{t sL ofqf ;] xL nf}6 /x] x}+ . jxfF dfg;/f]j/ 
d]+ d}+g] cf}/ afaf g] d5lnof]+ s] ;fy v"a t}/fsL sL,Æ efO{ dbf{gf g] sxf .

crfgs xL ufFjjfnf]+ sf] ckgL ck|fKo OR5f sf :d/0f xf] p7f hf] pgs] 
b'ef{Uo sL d"n jhx yL . cf}/ p; :d/0f g] pGx]+ Ps rqmwf/ akmL{n] t"kmfg 
cf}/ k|r08 xjf s] j]u sL efFlt ;fu/ sL pGd'St cfTdf s] cf/fdbfos 
sf]gf] ;] lgsfn s/ pGx]+ pgs] b'vL j bogLo lbdfu sL cf]/ nf 
k6sf . p; t"kmfg g] pGx]+ p£f lbof yf . jx pgs] lbdfu d]+ cfFwL sL 
t/x 3';f cf}/ Ps eofjx sf]nfxn j b'vL cfjfhf]+ g] pgs] pT;fx sf] 
rL/ rL/ s/ lbof yf . r"Fls j] nf]u cgfh 3/ d]+ a}7] x'P y], crfgs xL 
pgs] z/L/ d]+ s'5 abnfj xf]g] nuf, pgs] s+w] em'sg] nu] j z/L/ s] c+u 
PsfPs hjfa b]g] nu] y], pgs] r]x/] ef/L xf]g] nu] j pgsL cfFv] zf]s 
d]+ 8"ag] nuL . j] efO{ dbf{gf ;] ckgL bogLo l:ylt j b'vL hLjg, u/LaL, 
sdhf]/ j aLdf/ z/L/ s] af/] d]+ s/fxt] x'P j ljnfk s/t] x'P lzsfot 
s/g] nu] . pGxf]+g] ckgL wd{ofqf sf ;+sNk gf n] kfg] sL c;dy{tf sf 
eL pNn]v lsof lh;s] kZrft j] ckgL ;eL k|sf/ sL aLdfl/of]+ ;] :j:y 
xf] hft] Pj+ hf] pGx]+ pgs] hGdf]+ hGdf]+ ;] hdf kfkf]+ ;] d'Qm s/ b]tf .

teL ls;L g] yf]£ ] s£ ] :j/ d]+ sxf, ÆcR5f teL tf] cfk bf]gf]+ Otg] 
kljq j k|km'lNnt lbvfoL k8t] x}+ ⁄ cfk s] ;eL kfk j >fk dfg;/f]j/ 
s] kljq kfgL d]+ w'n uP x}+ cf}/ s}nf; kj{t sL ofqf g] bf]gf]+ sf] kljq 
s/ lbof x} ⁄ rlnP, cfk nf]uf]+ sf O; ckljq ufFj d]+ :jfut x} .Æ

æs}nf; j dfg;/f]j/ bf]gf] xL cTo+t ljzfn j cj0f{gLo x}+ . n]lsg j] 
k|s[lt s] ls;L eL nfhjfa k|]/s :yfg ;] Hofbf kljq gxL+ x}+ . oxfF ts 
ls t'Dxf/] ckg] ufFj, 3/, z/L/ ;] Hofb kljq eL gxL+ x+},Æ efO{ dbf{gf g] 
sxf .

æox tf] O{Zj/ lg+bf x} ⁄ s}nf; kj{t tf] O; k"/] ;+;f/ d]+ ;a;] ljlzi6 
hux x} . ox tf] a|Xdf08 s] s]Gb| d]+ l:yt x} .Æ 
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efO{ dbf{gf g] pQ/ d]+ sxf, æk"/] ;+;f/ d]+ ax't ;f/] s]Gb| x}+ So"Fls oxfF 
dg'io j hLj /xt] x}+ . cltt cf}/ jt{dfg d]+ eL jf:tljstf ;] kxn] 
s}nf; kj{t Ps kf}/fl0fs pkdf s] ¿k d]+ k|l;4 x} .Æ

æpkdf ;] cfksf Sof dtna x}<Æ
æpkdf Ps ef}lts ljifo x} h};] sL s}nf; kj{t ;RrfO{ s] lnP hfgf 

hftf x} cf}/ cGo ls;L eL ¿k d]+ jl0f{t gxL+ lsof hf ;stf . lx+b'cf]+, 
af}4f]+ j h}gLof]+ s] lnP s}nf; kj{t d]? of ;'d]? kj{t s] ¿k d]+ k|l;4 
x} lh;s] lnP sxf hftf x} ls ;eL u|x, ;"o{ j l;tf/] O;sL kl/qmdf 
s/t] x}+ . s'5 nf]u tf] ox eL sxt] x}+ sL d]? kj{t w/tL s] aLrf]+aLr 
l:yt x} . s'5 nf]uf]+ sf sxgf x} sL ox ;d'b| s] dWo d]+ l:yt x} . s'5 
O;] sZdL/ s] pQ/klZrd d]+ l:yt …kfld/Ú dfgt] x}+ tf] s'5 O;] s}nf; 
kj{t sxt] x}+ . n]lsg Hofbft/ nf]uf]+ sf oxL dfggf x} ls oxL jx :yfg 
x} hxfF ;eL b]jf]+ sf lgjf; x} Pj+ lh; pmFrL kxf£L k/ r¤ s/ dg'io 
:ju{ sL cf]/ hf ;stf x},Æ efO{ dbf{gf g] ;demfof .

;eL ufFj jfn] /f]t] x'P Ps ;fy af]n], æxfF, xd eL oxL dfgt] x}+ ⁄ k/+t' 
xd ox ;'v seL k|fKt gxL+ s/ kfPFu] ⁄ xd ;eL nf]u clezflkt x}+ ⁄Æ

æk/+t' xd]+ O; cGof]lQm sf] xL d'Vo ljifo gxL+ agfgf rflxP . olb t'd 
kTy/ sL agL d"lt{, ls;L kj{t sL k"hf s/t] x'P ox e"n uP xf] sL ox 
l;km{ Ps k|lt¿k j :d/0f lsP hfg] of]Uo /rgf dfq x}, ta t'd ckg] cfk 
sf] p; lrq /lxt, cfsf/ /lxt j c;Ld j ckf/ efj ;] b"/ s/ n]t] xf] 
lh;sf j0f{g ls;L Ps pkdf s] åf/f gxL+ lsof hf ;stf Pj+ hf] ls;L 
:yfg ljz]if s] lnP lgwf{l/t gxL+ x} . olb xd]+ xdf/L cf:yfPF ls;L ;Ldf 
d]+ afFwtL x} tf] xd]+ ckgL cf:yf sL hfFr s/gL rflxP .

æs}nf; kj{t ;] nf}6t] ;do d}+ ;f]r /xf yf sL …d]?Ú zAb sf Sof cy{ 
x}< d}+g] ax't ;] k'hfl/cf]+ j ;fw'cf]+ ;] k"5f k/ ls;L sf] eL O;sf pQ/ 
ktf gxL+ yf . tTkZrft Ps lbg d'em] ;dem cfof sL ox …d]/fÚ zAb sf 
xL :g]xdoL kl/jlt{t ¿k xf] ;stf x} . r"Fls …d]/fÚ zAb d]+ cTo+t cx+sf/ 
e/f x'cf x} k/+t' …d]?Ú zAb k"0f{tof k|]d ;] e/f zAb x} . cf}/ O; t/x ;] 
;eL s'5 d]/f x} . Úd]?Ú s] cy{ d]+ ox ;Dk"0f{ a|Xdf08 d]/f x} . ckg] cx+sf/ 
sf lj:tf/ s/g] k/ ox ;DaGw agtf x} k/+t' ox lj:tf/ ls;L km"n] x'P 
u'Aaf/] sL t/x x} . olb p;] Hofbf lj:tfl/t lsof hfPuf tf] jx km6 
hfPuf . ha xdf/] c+b/ cx+sf/ km}ntf x} ta jf] ckg] ;fy k|To]s rLh 
sf] km}nftf x} cf}/ s'5 eL z]if gxL+ /x hftf . jf:tljstf d]+ xd k|f0fL oxL 
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x}+, cTo+t 5f]6] eL, cf}/ kof{Kt ¿k ;] a[xt\ eL ls O; ;+k"0f{ a|Xdf08 sf] 
ckgf 3/ agf ;s]+ .

æoBlk sO{ nf]uf]+ sf] nutf x} ls d]? kj{t, lh;] t'd s}nf; sxt] xf], 
cnu cnu huxf]+ k/ ljBdfg x} . of]luof]+ sf sxgf x} sL ox xdf/] eLt/ 
ljBdfg x} . x/ Ps sfn s] lhtg] eL k|a'4 JolQm x}+ pg ;eL sf sxgf 
x} ls xdf/L /L¤, lh;] pg nf]uf]+ g] d]?b+8 sxf x}, jxL d]? sf cfwf/ x}, 
jxL ;+;f/ sL cIf /]vf x} cf}/ jxL ;+;f/ sf s]Gb| x} . xd]+ ckg] :jefj 
sL k|s[lt s] tn] ;] n]s/ pmk/ sL cf]/ r¤gf ;Lvgf x} . lh; k|sf/ 
xdf/L /L¤ s] tn k/ hxfF …d]/fÚ cf}/ p;;] ;Da+lwt b}To sf jf; xf]tf, 
jxfF ;] pmk/ sL cf]/ xdf/L k0fu|+ly j /L¤ sL rqmwf/ ufF7f]+ ;] xf]t] x'P 
xhf/ k+v'£L jfn] sdn sL t/x xdf/f d:ts l:yt xf]tf x} . jf:tljs 
¿k ;] oxL c;n wd{ ofqf x} lh;] afaf :jo+ sL cf]/ sL ofqf sxt] x}+ 
. oxL ofqf xd]+ xdf/] åf/f lsP uP kfkf]+ ;] cjut s/ftL x} Pj+ k/dlk|o 
s] :d/0f sL ;xfotf ;] xd]+ z'4 agftL x} .Æ

o] ;'gs] Ps JolQm qmf]w d]+ af]nf, æcfks] lnP ox ;a sxgf a£f 
cf;fg x} So"Fls cfk jxfF hf s] cf r's] x}+ . k/+t' xd zf/Ll/s ¿k ;] 
?U0f x}+, u/La x}+, e"v] j a]xb b'vL x}+ . s£fs] sL ;bL{ sL jhx ;] xdf/L 
la/fb/L s] sO{ nf]u ckgL hfg ujfF a}7t] x}+ . xdf/L km;n]+ x/ Ct' d]+ 
s'Dxnf hftL x}, xdf/] aRrf]+ s] kf; vfg] s] lnP kof{Kt ef]hg gxL+ xf]tf 
x} cf}/ sO{ aRr] tf] hGd n]g] s] afb Ps jif{ eL gxL+ hL kft] .Æ

æxdf/] sd{ b"lift x}+ . ckg] kfkf]+ sL jhx ;] e2] j d}n] xf] r's] x}+ Pj+ 
xd eLt/ j afx/ bf]gf+] t/˚ ;] k"/L t/x ;] ;£ r's] x}+ . xd s}nf; kj{t, 
hf] ls :ju{ sf åf/ x}, hf] xd]+ x/ k|sf/ ;] :j:y s/ b]uf, p; wd{ åf/ 
sL ofqf seL gxL+ s/ kfPFu],Æ o] sxt] x'P Ps dlxnf zf]s s] sf/0f 
/f]g] nuL .

 æafaf ckg] Ps uLt d]+ sxt] x}+M ha t'Dxf/] sk£ ] sLr£ ;] cf}/ dnd"q 
;] /+u] xf]+, ta Ps ;fa'g sL ;xfotf ;] p;] ;fkm lsof hf ;stf x} . 
k/+t' ha t'Dxf/f dl:tis xL t'Dxf/] b"lift sdf]{+ sL jhx ;] d}nf xf], ta 
l;km{ p; k/dlktf s] gfd ;] p;] ;fkm lsof hf ;stf x} .Æ

k/+t' jx dlxnf ceL eL zf]s d]+ 8"aL x'O{ yL . ox b]v efO{ dbf{gf xtfz 
xf] uP . pGx]+ cfef; x'cf sL pGxf]+g] ceL ts hf] eL ;demfof p;sf Ps 
zAb eL ufFjjfnf]+ g] gxL+ ;demf . ;fu/ xL Psdfq yf hf] pgs] zAbf]+ sf] 
uxgtf ;] ;'g /xf yf, pGx]+ u|x0f s/s] cfTd;ft s/ /xf yf . 
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efO{ dbf{gf g] ckg] dg d]+ ;f]rf zfob j] xL k"0f{ ¿k ;] lgisk6 gxL+ x}+, 
cf}/ j] a]sf/ d]+ pkb]z b] /x] x}+, pGx]+ ckg] :jo+ k/ xL ;+b]x xf]g] nuf . 

tTkZrft pGxf]+g] sxf, æ e/f];f /vf] . d}+ :jo+ eL clezflkt yf . d'emd]+ 
eL nfnr, wf]vf, ;+b]x k"0f{ k|jlt{, O{iof{, nfn;f, nt, …d}+Ú, …d]/fÚ, cTo+t 
cx+sf/, cledfg j s[t£gtf ;eL k|sf/ s] cju'0f y] . k/+t' afaf sL 
5q5fof d]+ d}+ kf]lift xf] uof . d}+ Ps …u'/d'vÚ x"F lh;sf cy{ xf]tf x} jx 
JolQm hf] ckg] cx+sf/ s] cfu], Pj+ ckg] eujfg ;] eL kxn] ckg] u'? 
sf] xL b]vtf xf] . pGxf]+g] d'em] ox eL l;vfof sL d}+ lh; ;'v, ;DklQ, 
k|lti7f sL tnfz d]+ yf jf] c;n d]+ d]/] c+b/ xL cd[t s] em/g] s] ¿k d]+ 
ax /xf yf . rfx] d}+ sxL+ eL /x"F ox d]/] eLt/ xL /xtf x} . ;'vL j ;d[4 
/xg] s] lnP t'Dx]+ sxL+ hfg] sL h¿/t gxL+ x} . afaf cfh t'Dxf/] kf; cfP 
x}+ . t'Dx]+ pg k/ e/f];f s/gf rflxP cf}/ b]vgf ;a s'5 ckg] cfk 7Ls 
xf] hfPuf . lkm/ t'Dx]+ eL t'Dxf/f z/L/, t'Dxf/f ufFj, t'Dxf/f 3/ ;a s'5 
;'+b/ Pj+ wGo lbvfoL b]g] nu]uf .

æoxfF s'5 eL wGo gxL+ x} . cfksf] oxfF Sof ;'+b/ lbvfoL b]tf x}<Æ
efO{ dbf{gf g] sxf, æt'Dx]+ ckgL cfFv] vf]ngL xf]+uL .Æ
æk/+t' xdf/L cfFv]+ tf] v'nL x'O{ x}+, xd c+w] yf]£ ] gf x}+,Æ pg nf]uf]+ g] 

hjfa lbof .
æb]vf] ⁄Æ efO{ dbf{gf g] a/fdb] sL cf]/ Ozf/f lsof hxfF ;fu/ g] ckgL 

dfF sf agfof x'cf lrq 6f+uf x'cf yf . p;g] lrq d]+ agL cfFvf]+ sL cf]/ 
Ozf/f lsof lh;d]+ ;] bf] cfFv]+ d5nL sL t/x lbvtL yL+ j pg;] pmk/ 
tL;/L zf+lt ;] a}7L x'O{ lbvtL yL .

æckg] tL;/] g]q ;] b]vg] sf k|of; s/f], jxL g]q hf] xdf/] c+b/ s] 
c+tå{Gå Pj lj/f]wfefif sf] ;d]6tf x} j xd]+ ;RrfO{ ;] cjut s/tf x} . 
ha t'd O;s] kf/ b]vgf z'¿ s/ bf]u] ta t'Dxf/] b'Mv t'Dx]+ sdn s] k'ik 
sL t/x nug] nu]+u] cf}/ t'Dxf/] clezfk pkxf/f]+ d]+ abn hfPFu] .Æ

;eL ufFjjfn] pgs] cfu] lgj]bg s/g] nu], æxd]+ atfOP xd o] s};] s/]+< 
xd ckgf tL;/f g]q vf]ng] s] lnP d]xgt s/g] sf] t}of/ x}+ .Æ

teL afaf gfgs s] s/j6 abng] sL cfjfh ;'gfO{ bL . efO{ dbf{gf g] 
ckgL cfFv]+ a+b s/ nL+ cf}/ Psbd zf+t xf] uP h};] ls pgs] u'? g] pg;] 
s'5 sxf xf] . tTkZrft pGxf]+g] ckgL cfFv] vf]nL cf}/ af]n], æk|oTg s/gf 
dxTjk"0f{ x} . k/+t' h¿/L gxL+ x} ls o] xd]+ ckg] nIo ;] ldnf b]uf . 
b]vf], d}+ ta;] t'Dx]+ ;demfg] sf k|oTg s/ /xf x"F . n]lsg d}+ d"v{ yf . 
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d}+ ;a;] cfjZos aft xL e"n uof . d'em] d]/] k|oTg ;] kxn] p; pbf/ j 
;f/L ck]IffPF k"/L s/g] jfn] k/dfTdf ;] k|fy{gf s/gL rflxP yL . p;s] 
;xof]u s] lagf ox k|oTg ls;L t"kmfg d]+ kmF;] ltgs] sL t/x x} hf] ;fsf/ 
gxL+ xf] ;stf .Æ

ufFj s] Ps JolQm g] lzsfot e/] :j/ d]+ sxf, æxd tf] ax't k|fy{gf 
s/t] x}+ k/ seL s'5 eL gxL+ xf]tf .Æ

æk/+t' t'd s};] s/t] xf] ckgL k|fy{gf<Æ efO{ dbf{gf g] k"5f .
æckg] d'v ;] .Æ
o] ;'gt] xL efO{ dbf{gf d':s'/f p7] cf}/ af]n], æjt{dfg d]+ lhof] cf}/ ckg] 

lbn ;] k|fy{gf s/gf ;Lvf] . ;demf], lh;s] cfu] t'd k|fy{gf s/ /x] xf] 
jxL Ps dfq ljBdfg tTj x} . t'd ckgL bf]gf] cfFvf]+ ;] lhtgf b]v kft] 
xf] p;;] sxL+ Hofbf jx cl:tTj /vtf x} . …jxL x}Ú, …jxL x}Ú, …jxL x}Ú, …jxL 
x}Ú, …Psdfq jxL x}Ú . d]/] afaf eL xiff]{GdQtf s] ;fy oxL uft] x}+ cf}/ d}+ 
nfvf]+ nfv af/ oxL sxgf rfxtf x"F ls Psdfq jxL x} . u'? gfgs sf 
eL ;a;] dxTjk"0f{ ;+b]z oxL x} ls p; Psdfq sf xf]gf xL k/d ;To 
x} . :d/0f /x] ha eL t'd ckgL tL;/L cfFv vf]ng] s] lnP ckgf kxnf 
sbd a¤fcf]u] cf}/ p; lk|otd cyjf ;Dk"0f{ a|Xdf+8 s] :jfdL sf] ckgL 
wd{ ofqf sL ;xfotf s] lnP k|]d k"j{s ofb s/f]u], ta jx t'Dxf/] cfu] 
xhf/ sbd a¤f b]uf tfls t'd ckgL v'nL x'O{ cfFvf] ;] b]v ;sf] . xdf/] 
k|]d s] kmn:j¿k jf] xd]+ cgdf]n pkxf/f]+ ;] ;Ddflgt s/]uf . afaf sf sxgf 
x} ls olb t'd ckg] u'? sL sxL x'O{ s]jn Ps aft sf] eL ;'gs], p;k/ 
Wofg b]s/ p;sf cg';/0f s/ nf]u] Pj+ p;] ckg] sfg j Åbo d]+ ;bf 
s] lnP :yfg bf]u] tf] t'Dxf/f dl:tis d"Nojfg dl0fsf]+, df]ltof]+, xL/] hjfx/t 
¿kL 1fg sf e+8f/ ag hfPuf .Æ

æSof ox jf:tj d]+ ;r x}< Sof u'? ;] xd]+ ;DklQ cf}/ sLdtL /Tg 
ldn ;st] x}+<Æ ls;L g] k"5f .

æxdf/L c;n, pRrtd Pj+ ;j{>]i7 ;DklQ jxL Ps k/dfTdf x} lh;;] 
k|]d s] kmn:j¿k xL xd]+ ef}lts j cfWoflTds bf]gf]+ k|sf/ s] pkxf/ ldn 
;st] x}+ . ;a;] dxTjk"0f{ ox x} ls xd p;] b]vg] s] lnP ckgL tL;/L 
cfFv vf]ngf ;Lv hfo]+u] . o] ax't xL rdTs[t cfFv x} lh;;] c;'+b/tf eL 
;'+b/tf d]+ cf}/ ljif cd[t d]+ kl/jlt{t xf] hftf x} . h};f afaf ckg] uLt d]+ 
uft] x}+ ls ox xdf/] b'vf]+ sf] cf/f]Uotf k|bfg s/g] jfnL cf}iflw x} . hLjg 
sf] cnu ;] b]vg] s] cnu cnu t/Ls] x}+ . h};] ls xd l;tf/f]+ ;] b]v]+ 
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of ;do sL k/d ;Ldf hf] ls a]xb a£L j j[xt x}, jxfF ;] b]vg] k/ xdf/f 
e"t, jt{dfg Pj+ eljio cTolws b"/ lbvfoL b]tf x} . d}+ t'Dx]+ Ps pbfx/0f 
;] ;demftf x"F===Æ

dbf{gf g] ckgf emf]nf p7fof cf}/ emf]n] d]+ ;] d'ÝL e/s] ;d+b/ sL 
;LlkofF lgsfnL, hf] ls s'5 ;Dk"0f{ yL+, s'5 yf]£L k'/fgL xf]g] sL jhx ;] 
l3; uoL yL+ j pgd]+ ;] s'5 6"6g] nuL yL+ .

;fu/ af]nf, æd}+ hfgtf x"F o] z+v x}+ cf}/ o] ;d+b/ s] c+b/ kfo] 
hft] x}+ .Æ

ls;L g] pT;'stfjz k"5f æ;d+b/ s] c+b/ Sof x}<Æ j] nf]u dfgl;s 
¿k ;] Otg] cj?4 xf] r's] y] ls pGxf]+g] Ps zAb eL Wofg ;] gxL+ 
;'gf . cf}/ j] ;f/] j0f{g sf] ;demgf 5f]£ r's] y] . k/+t' sxL+ gf sxL+ 
pgsL :d[lt s] ux/] sf]gf]+ d]+ cf}/ pgs] :jKgf]+ d]+ …;d+b/Ú zAb u"Fhtf 
yf .

æd]/] gfd sf dtna eL oxL x}, ;d+b/ ⁄Æ ;fu/ g] pT;'stf k"j{s 
sxf . æox kfgL sf ljzfn :yn x} ===Æ

æh};] dfg;/f]j/<Æ
ægxL+ dfg;/f]j/ sL t/x gxL+ ⁄ O; k"/L k[YjL k/ ptgL hdLg gxL+ x} 

lhtg] ls ;d+b/ x}+ ⁄Æ ;fu/ g] cTo+t pT;fx ;] sxf . d]/] dftf lktf g] 
d'em] O;s] af/] d]+ atfof yf . ;d+b/ Otg] ux/] xf]t] x}+ ls Ogs] c+b/ a£ ] 
a£ ] kj{t, a£ ] a£ ] Hjfnfd'vL eL l:yt x}+ . eujfg sL xL t/x ox eL 
/x:odoL Pj+ c;Ld x}, O;s] af/] d]+ xdf/f 1fg ax't t'R5 x} . d]/] dftf 
lktf d'em] ckg] gfd sf cy{ ofb /vg] s] lnP af]nt] y] cf}/ ox eL sL 
d]/] Åbo d]+ ;d+b/ ;dflxt x} . ctM d'em] O;] ;bf ofb /vgf rflxP . d}+g] 
seL ;d+b/ gxL+ b]vf k/+t' d}+ O;] ckg] Åbo d]+ dx;"; s/ ;stf x"F . 
zfob nfdf dbf{gf eL O;L s] af/] d]+ aft s/ /x] x}+ ⁄Æ

æo] s};] ;Dej x}< xdg] tf] seL gxL+ b]vf ⁄Æ
æxd d]+ ox :jLsfo{ efj xf]gf rflxP ls hf] xd ckgL Og cfFvf]+ ;] gxL+ 

b]v ;st] j] rLh]+ eL ;+;f/ d]+ cl:tTj /vtL x}+,Æ efO{ dbf{gf g] k|lt pQ/ 
d]+ sxf . æpbfx/0f s] tf}/ k] Sof t'd hfgt] xf] ls t'Dxf/] pmFr] k7f/ cf}/ 
s}nf; kj{t eL ls;L ;do ;d+b/ s] eLt/ xL y]< o] z+v cf}/ o] ;LlkofF 
p;L sf k|df0f x}+ lh;] d}+ cf}/ afaf gfgs s}nf; kj{t sL ofqf ;] jfk;L 
s] ;do Pslqt s/s] nfP y] .Æ
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ufFjjfnf]+ sf] efO{ dbf{gf sL aft ;dem cfg] d]+ s'5 jQm nuf . s'5 
;do s] lnP j] Psbd zf+t xf] uP j dbf{gf sL aftf]+ k/ vofn s/t] x'P 
ckg] lbdfu k/ k"/f hf]/ 8fng] nu] .

æO; ;+;f/ d]+ s'5 eL ;bf s] lnP gxL+ x} . oxfF ts ls s}nf; kj{t 
eL gxL+ . Ps lbg ox lkm/ ;] ;d+b/ s] eLt/ ;df hfPuf . k/+t' d]? kj{t 
sL o] kf}/fl0fs syf seL eL ;dfKt gxL+ xf]uL . o] xd]zf xdf/] dg d]+ 
/x]uL .

æd'em] nu /xf x} d}+ sfkmL ;do ;] af]n] hf /xf x"F, cfcf] xd ;a ldns/ 
k|fy{gf s/]+,Æ dbf{gf Wofg s] cf;g d]+ a}7 uof cf}/ ufFjjfnf]+ sf] ljgd| Pj+ 
s?0ffdoL cfjfh d]+ k|fy{gf s/g] sL ljlw ;demfg] nuf .

æcf/fd ;] a}7 hfcf] cf}/ ckgL cfFv] a+b s/f] . k/dfTdf xdf/L ;f;f]+ 
d]+ a;f x'cf x} cf}/ xjf sL t/x jf] xdf/] rf/f]+ cf]/ x} . p;sL pkl:ylt 
sf] dx;"; s/f] . cu/ t'Dxf/] dg j dl:tis d]+ ljrf/ pTkGg xf] /x] x}+ tf] 
pGx]+ cfg] bf] cf}/ wL/] wL/] ckg] pmk/ ;] Wofg x6ft] x'P ckg] cfk sf] 
p; k/d tTj sf] ;dlk{t s/ bf] . p;s] åf/f k|bQ x/ rLh s] k|lt cfef/L 
/xf] cf}/ jx k/d lk|o k/d]Zj/, lh;sf a;]/f t'Dxf/f Åbo x} Pj+ hf] ;f/] 
si6 j b'Mv ld6fg] jfnf x}, p;sL vf]h sL ofqf k|f/De s/g] s] lnP 
k|fy{gf s/f] .Æ 

;fu/ s] O; cfzfk"0f{ Åbo s] k|lt yf]£ ] ;do s] lnP lsP uP e/f];] 
g] ufFjjfnf]+ sf] Ps goL pDdLb ;] e/ lbof . j] ckg] O; ?U0f Pj+ pbf;L 
e/L k|j[lQ ;] lgsns/ p; hux k/ cfgf rfxt] y] hxfF k/ pGxf]+g] pDdLb 
;] kl/k"0f{ l:ylt sf] b]vf j p;] cg'ej lsof yf . ctM pGxf]+g] dbf{gf åf/f 
atfP uP lgb]{z sf kfng lsof .

Wofg s] kZrft ha pGxf]+g] ckgL cfFv]+ vf]nL tf] pGx]+ ckgL r]tgf d]+ 
s'5 kl/jt{g cfef; x'cf . lh; wf/0ff j cfbtg ;f]r s] hfn d]+ j] a+b 
y] p;;] j] afx/ cf r's] y] . nDa] ;do ;] lgliqmo xf] r's] lbdfu lkm/ 
;] ;lqmo xf] p7] .

sfkmL /ft aLt r'sL yL cf}/ dbf{gf ax't b]/ ;] af]n /x] y] . ctM pGx]+ 
ysfg s] sf/0f paf;L cfg] nuL . afaf s] åf/f sL uoL xNsL cfx6 sf] 
ofb s/s] pgs] r]x/] k] d':sfg cf uoL . p; zf+ltdo jftfj/0f d]+ pGxf]+g] 
k/dlktf k/dfTdf ;] pg ufFjjfnf]+ sL ;xfotf sL k|fy{gf sL . cflv/ afaf 
sf crfgs ckgL ofqf s] aLr d]+ xL s'bf+u ufFj cfg] sf sf/0f eL tf] 
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oxL yf . dbf{gf g] dg d]+ ;f]rf, æhxfF afaf sL h¿/t xf]tL x}, afaf jxfF 
kx'Fr hft] x}+ .Æ

ufFjjfn] eL ca ax't tgfj d'Qm cj:yf d]+ kx'Fr r's] y] cf}/ j] eL paf;L 
n]g] nu] y] .

j] dbf{gf s] k}/ 5"s/ ckg] ckg] 3/f]+ sL cf]/ hfg] s] lnP lgsng] 
xL nu] y] ls dbf{gf g] sxf, æafaf g] cfk nf]uf]+ s] lnP Ps 
;+b]z lehjfof x} .Æ

æsn ;'ax, ha /flq k"/L t/x ;] cf]; sL a"Fbf]+ ;] eLuL xf]uL Pj+ cfsfz 
d]+ l;tf/] l6dl6dft] lbvfoL b]+u] ta ufFj s] dWo d]+ cfs/ Pslqt xf]gf Pj+ 
afaf cf}/ d]/] kL5] kL5] p; kxf£L s] lzv/ ts rngf hf] t'Dxf/] cf}/ 
uf];f ufFj sf] ljeQm s/tL x} . afaf t'Dx]+ wd{åf/ sL rf}s7 ts n]s/ hfPFu] 
hxfF s] bz{g ;] t'd ha rfxf] ckg] b'vf]+ sf lj;h{g s/ ;st] 
xf] . ox hux s}nf; kj{t ;] eL clws kljq x} cf}/ dfg;/f]j/ ;] eL 
clws kfjg x} .Æ

sxL+ gf sxL+ ceL eL ufFjjfnf]+ s] j[4 lbdfu oxL ;f]r /x] y] ls p; 
kxf£ sL pmFrfO{ ax't x} cf}/ j] p; k/ seL gxL+ r¤ kfPFu] . k/ lkm/ eL 
j] afaf gfgs cf}/ dbf{gf sf cg';/0f s/g] s] lnP nfnflot y] . ckg] 
b'vf]+ ;] d'lQm kfg] s] lnP kj{t lzv/ k/ r¤g] s] lnP t}of/ xf] uP .

cunL ;'ax ;eL aRr], a'h'u{ Pj+ cGo nf]u ufFj s] dWo d}bfg d]+ Pslqt 
x'P . ;fu/ s] s'Q], laNnL eL pT;'stf ;] O; ck"j{ ofqf s] lnP ;as] 
;fy xf] lnP . j] eL ckg] cun] hLjg d]+ dg'io of]lg sL k|flKt s] lnP 
cTolws cft'/ y] .

u'? gfgs, lhGx]+ ufFj jfn] ca kß;+ej l/Gkf]r] gfgs u'? sxs/ 
;Daf]lwt s/g] nu] y], cTolws pmhf{jfg Pj+ cf]h:jL nu /x] y] . efO{ 
dbf{gf nfdf eL ckgL :j:y pmhf{ ;] rds /x] y] . c;n d]+ pgsL r]tgTj 
5lj j sNof0fsf/L pkl:ylt s] sf/0f xL ufFjjfnf]+ g] lagf ls;L b'/fj 
l5kfj s] pg nf]uf]+ k/ ljZjf; lsof Pj+ pgs] atfP dfu{ k/ cg';/0f 
s/g] s] lnP t}of/ xf] uo] .

dbf{gf s] dfu{bz{g d]+ ufFjjfnf]+ g] k|fy{gf sL Pj+ p; kfjg ofqf sL 
cf]/ ckgf kxnf sbd a¤fof lh; lbzf d]+ j] kxn] seL gxL+ uP y] . 
oBlk s'5 ufFjjfn] ckgL ofqf s] bf}/fg em'Femnfx6 s] ;fy s/fx eL /x] 
y] k/+t' lkm/ eL pg ;eL g] p; kxf£L s] pRr lzv/ ts sL ofqf ;DkGg 
sL . ha pGxf]+g] jxfF ;] gLr] emfFs s] b]vf tf] j] p; /f:t] sf] b]vs/ 
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crlDet xf] p7] lh; /f:t] k/ j] rn s/ cfP y] . ckgL ofqf sf] ofb 
s/t] x'P j] x}/fg y] ls lstg] cf/fd ;] j] p; kxf£L ts kx'Fr uP y] . 
cfh kxnL af/ pGxf]+g] ckg] ufFj sf] Wofg ;] b]vf . jx lstgf Kof/f, 
;'vb Pj+ lbn 5" n]g] jfnf lbvfoL b] /xf yf . pgs] ckg] xL 3/ pgs] 
ufFj hggL kxf£L sL ;tx ;] O; k|sf/ lnk6] x'P nu /x] y] h};] sL 
dfgf] kfj{tL sL /IffTds b]x s] jqmf]+ d]+ l;d6] x'P xf]+ .

ufFj jfn] ckg] O; cEof; s] kZrft :jo+ sf] sfkmL :km"lt{jfg, :j:y 
j hfu[t dx;"; s/g] nu] y] . pgs] z/L/ s[t1tf ;] kl/k"0f{ xf]s/ cfg+b 
¿kL uLt uf /x] y] . j] ;dem r's] y] ls O; cf/f]x0f sf nIo eL oxL 
yf . dbf{gf s] cg';f/ pgsL ofqf sf dtna s}nf; kj{t xL x}, hf] ls 
a|Xdf+8 s] s]Gb| sf cfwf/ x} Pj+ hxfF ;eL b]jf]+ g] cfg+b ;] Wofg lsof 
x} . lzv/ k/ pGx]+ ;Lv ldn uoL yL .

oBlk ta ts k"0f{ ¿k ;] ;j]/f gxL+ x'cf yf . lkm/ eL rf/f]+ t/km sfkmL 
/f}zgL km}n r'sL yL . ox ;'ax sf jxL If0f x} ha b";/] hut cyf{t Wofg 
sL cj:yf d]+ hfg] s] lnP k|s[lt ckg] ;f/] b/jfh] vf]n b]tL x} . gLnf 
cf;dfg ceL eL l;tf/f]+ sL a"l6of]+ ;] ;';lHht yf Pj+ ;'ax sf hfu[t j 
pkrf/fTds d+b kjg sf axfj lh;] ef/tjif{ s] 1fgL dnoflgn sxt] x}+, 
pmFrL kxf£L sL rf]l6of]+ ;] axg] nuf yf Pj+ pg ufFjjfnf]+ s] Åbo sf] 
b'nf/t] x'P pgs] c+uf]+ j Zjf;f]+ ts kx'Fr /xf yf .

afaf gfgs g] ckgL 5£L ;] Ps a£L r§fg k/ ag] j[xt 3]/] sL cf]/ 
Ozf/f lsof hf] ls kfgL j xjf s] sf/0f wL/] wL/] gi6 xf]g] nuf yf . p; 
r§fg sL k|f/De ;] c+t ts akm{ ;] 9sL x'O{ rf]l6ofF OtgL pmFrL yL+ sL 
pgs] zLif{ afbnf]+ j w'Fw d] l5k] lbvfoL k£ /x] y] Pj+ j] dg'io sL cfFvf]+ 
;] cb[i6 y] . ufFjjfn] ox b[Zo b]vs/ crlDet xf] p7] cf}/ Ps ;fy xL 
pg ;eL g] >4fk"j{s ckg] zLz em'sf lbP .

pgs] cf;kf; Otgf s'5 ljBdfg x} lh;sf pg nf]uf]+ sf] sf]O{ cfef; 
gxL+ yf . ox ;f]rs/ j] ;a ljl:dt y] . p; b[Zo g] pg ;eL s] Åbo 
j dg sf] ljgd| s/ lbof yf . j] ;f]rg] nu] ls pgsL ;dem lstgL cNk 
x} Pj+ j] lstg] d+b j c+w] y] ls ckgL bogLo ;f]r sL ;Ldfcf]+ ;] afx/ 
emfFsg] sf ;fx; lsP lagf xL j] ckg] ufFj s'bf+u d]+ b'vf]+ ;] e/] x'P a}7] 
x'P y] ⁄

efO{ dbf{gf g] ckgf /afa lgsfnf j p;] ahfg] nu] . ox b]vt] xL pg 
nf]uf]+ g] ckgf Wofg kxf£ sL rf]l6of]+ ;] x6fs/ efO{ dbf{gf sL cf]/ 
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lsof . p; noa4 :j/ j dw'/ ;+uLt d]+ cfTd lg/LIf0f s/g] nu] . O; 
a|Xdf08 sL pkl:ylt d]+ pgs] :jo+ s] cl:tTj s] /x:o g] pGx]+ 3f]/ cfZro{ 
;] e/ lbof . teL afaf gfgs g] ckgf unf ;fkm lsof cf}/ ckgL cfFv] 
a+b s/ nL .

pgs] c+td{g ;] Ps zAb k|s6 x'cf cf}/ xjf sL t/+uf]+ s] ;fy axtf 
x'cf pg nf]uf]+ s] rf/f]+ t/km em"n s/ 3fl6of]+, kxfl£of]+ j pmFrL pmFrL 
rf]l6of]+ ts u"Fh uof . tTkZrft pg nf]uf]+ s] lbn cf}/ lbdfu ts kx'Frs/ 
pGx]+ O; k|sf/ :jt+q s/ uof lh;sL seL pg ufFjjfnf]+ g] sNkgf eL 
gxL+ sL xf]uL .

jx :j/ k|;fl/t xf]tf hf /x yf . jx ls;L Ps t/+u d]+ lglxt b";/L 
t/+u s] k|ltlaDa sL efFlt cfsf/ n]g] nuf Pj+ sO{ clw:j/f]+ d]+ kl/jlt{t 
xf] uof . Ps s] afb Ps j] ;eL :j/ d+q hfk s/g] jfnL dfnf sL t/x 
ta ts Ps tf/ d]+ aFwt] rn] uP ha ts jx :j/ ckgL hfb'O{ zlQm ;] 
pgs] cl:tTj sf] ckg] cwLg s/ s] pgs] Åbo s] cf/ kf/ xf] hfg] jfnf 
cTo+t ;Ddf]xs w'g d]+ gf abn uof . lk5nL /flq s] dbf{gf s] wdf]{kb]zf]+ 
g] pgs] si6f]+ j b'vf]+ ;] e/] Åbo j lbdfu sf] hLt s/ ;fkm s/ lbof 
yf . ca pgs] lbn j lbdfu afaf s] ;+b]zf]+ j dw'/ w'gf]+ s] lnP t}of/ xf] 
r's] y] . o] ;+uLlts j p2fQ uLt xdf/L cfTdf sL pg ux/fO{of]+ Pj+ 
k/dzLiff]{+ ts kx'Fr ;st] x}+ hxfF sf]O{ gxL+ kx'Fr ;stf . afaf hf] uLt uf 
/x] y] p;sf cy{ pGx]+ ;dem gxL+ cf /xf yf k/+t' lkm/ eL efO{ dbf{gf s] 
;xof]u ;] j] p; ;+uLt sf] cfTd;ft s/ kf /x] y] cf}/ p; w'g g] pgsL 
cfTdf d]+ hfb" ;f 3f]n lbof yf . j] ca kxn] jfn] nf]u gxL+ /x] .

afx/L :j¿k ;] sL uoL wd{ ofqf sf eL ckgf cl:tTj x} . k/+t' pg 
nf]uf]+ s] lnP hf] O; wd{ ofqf sf dfu{ ckgfgf rfxt] xf]+ . n]lsg pg ufFj 
jfnf]+ sf] ckg] c+td{g s] /f]u x/g] s] lnP sxL+ cf}/ hfg] sL cfjZostf 
xL gxL+ k£L . ox aft ca j] ;dem r's] y] . pg nf]uf]+ g] ckg] 3/f]+ d]+ 
Psf+tk"j{s j w}o{k"j{s a}7s/ efO{ dbf{gf sL l;vfoL x'O{ aftf]+ s] cg';f/ 
Wofg lsof . ctM pGxf]+g] ckg] xL eLt/ l:yt s}nf; kj{t s] r/0ff]+ 
d]+ axg] jfnL cfg+b ¿kL dfg;/f]j/ emLn s] kljq kfgL ;] :gfg s/ 
lnof yf .

teL afaf gfgs cf}/ efO{ dbf{gf ckg] :yfg ;] p7] j ckg] emf]nf]+ sf] 
p7ft] x'P p; ufFj sL cf]/ k|:yfg s/g] nu] hxfF pgsL pkl:ylt ;] 
nf]uf]+ s] dg sL cfFv]+ v'n ;s]+ . ;fu/ efj'stf ;] e/ uof cf}/ /f]g] xL 
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jfnf yf ls p;] ox af]w x'cf ls kß;+ej, hf] p;s] hLjg sf] k"/L t/x 
;] abng] cfP y], pg;] jx lkm/ seL ljd'Qm gxL+ xf]uf .

;f];f ufFj sf] hfg] jfnf lgrnf j nDaf /f:tf hxfF ts lbvfoL b]tf  
yf jxfF ts ufFjjfn] ckgL cfFv]+ dL+r dL+r s] afaf gfgs cf}/ efO{ dbf{gf 
sf] hft] x'P b]v /x] y] . k/+t' yf]£L xL b]/ d]+ j] pgsL b[li6 
;] afx/ xf] uP cf}/ O; k|sf/ cGtWof{g xf] uP h};] ls dfgf] j] seL 
y] xL gxL+ .

pg dxfg u'?cf]+ s] cfsl:ds cfudg j cGtWof{g s] ;fIfL sO{ lbg, 
dxLg], ;fn, bzs kZrft ufFjjfnf]+ g] wfg d]+ ;] lgsnL x'O{ x/L slnofF 
b]vL+ hf] ls p; ld§L d]+ ;] puL yL lh; k/ l/Gkf]r] gfgs u'? g] ckg] 
xfyf]+ ;] wfg s] aLh lav]/] y] . lh; emLn s] kfgL sf] pg kfjg cfu+t'sf]+ 
g] ckg] 8+8] ;] lxnfof yf jx lkm/ seL gxL+ hdL . ;fu/ eL ca a£f xf] 
uof yf Pj+ wfld{s lzIffcf]+ s] lnP Ps 5f]6f ;f uf]Dkf agfg] s] lnP p;s] 
kf; hfb'O{ 9+u ;] wg Pslqt xf] uof yf . lh; ;do afaf gfgs g] p; 
ufFj d]+ ckg] sbd /v] y] p; ;do sL t'ngf d]+ j] ufFj jfn] Hofbf ;d[4 
y] . pg nf]uf]+ g] ckg] aRrf]+ j pgs] eL aRrf]+ sf] pg dxfg nf]uf]+ s] e|d0f 
s] ls:;] ;'gfP . j] cf}/ pgsL sO{ kLl¤of+ O;L lj:do d]+ /xL+ ls Sof ox 
sxfgL sf]O{ kf}/fl0fs syf yL of sf]O{ ;kgf lh; g] ;a s'5 
abn lbof .



You Don’t Die 
Till You’re Dead

R

A herbalist, a stone carver and a cook were very close friends, even 
though the herbalist was a Bonpo, the stone carver a Buddhist and 
the cook, a Hindu. Th ey had a lot in common: they were weary of 
their wives and their children’s demands. Th eir wives nagged them to 
get better and bigger houses, better kitchens to cook the family 
meals, more and more land to grow fruit and food, better conditions 
for their children and their families, while the children were fi ghting 
bitterly among themselves and with their parents for the family’s 
inheritance.  

All three felt tormented by their wives and mauled by family 
confl icts. Th ey decided that life was not worth living on these terms, 
and what they really wanted was to renounce “Maya,” the illusion of 
the material world, all attachments and possessions, and take a holy 
vow to go on a quest to affi  rm, protect and worship the sacred in 
nature, undertake a pilgrimage to the holy Mount Kailas whose one 
glimpse washes away sins, enlightens the soul and elevates it above 
attachments and affl  ictions. Th ey would gain merit by circling the 
inner, more diffi  cult path at its base, then spend the rest of their lives 
meditating, the way Lord Buddha had done under the Bo tree, or 
Shiva had done in the lap of the sacred mountain near the holy lake, 
Manasarovar. Lord Buddha, too, had left  his young, beautiful wife, 
Yashodara, their son and kingdom. Lord Shiva had shunned the 
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comforts and struggles of a household, left  his wife, Parvati, for 
solitude and peace in the very navel of Mother Earth. Both had 
learned to control their minds so strictly that they did not stray to 
material things.

Th ey decided, as many before them who had taken the same path 
to liberation, to perform their own funeral rights as a symbolic 
gesture of dying to the world, to everything profane including their 
bodies and their incessant needs and cravings, before leaving. In the 
middle of the night when the villagers and their families slept, they 
made their way to the village cremation spot by a pool on the banks 
of the river. Th ey placed effi  gies of themselves on piles of wood that 
served as funeral pyres, poured ghee on the effi  gies, and set them 
ablaze. Th roughout the burning they chanted mantras and prayers 
for their own souls. When the effi  gies turned to ash, they took fi stfuls 
of their own remains and consigned them to the river in a ceremony 
that included the lighting of lamps and feeding the fi sh the cooked 
rice and lentils they had brought with them in lieu of feeding the 
villagers, to whom they owed a feast on their deaths.

At three in the morning, when the ceremony was over, the friends 
left  their sleeping wives and children and set out on their journey 
with only the clothes on their backs, the shoes on their feet, and their 
begging bowls. But each, without telling the others, had sewn up 
money in his clothes. Th e reason for the secrecy was because they 
did not want to appear to be materialistic. Th ey also wanted to keep 
the money safe from the many deadly dacoits whose profession it 
was to guiltlessly rob and oft en kill pilgrims as they trudged devoutly 
on in their quest towards godhood in the diffi  cult, dangerous terrain 
and inclement weather to the very center of the world: the axis from 
which one made it to another dimension, known to the gods as 
Mount Meru, and to humans as Mount Kailas. 

Th ey climbed throughout the day, chanting “Th e tree is holy; the 
dirt on the path is holy; the stone is holy; the river is holy; the sun, 
stars, moon are holy; all nature is holy, holy.”

In the late aft ernoon they rested in the shade of a boulder at the 
foot of a mountain of sheer rock devoid of vegetation, their feet, 
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limbs and joints hurting, their mouths parched with thirst, their 
bellies growling with hunger. But they had to keep up appearances 
and did not admit any of this to each other. 

Finally the cook, feeling faint, said, “It would be so good to have 
some tea.”

Th e herbalist licked his lips at the very thought, tasting it on the 
tongue of his mind as his wife made it, with yak butter, honey, pepper 
and spices. 

He said, “Why don’t we make some basil tea? I know the sacred 
herb, tulsi, grows here! It is Vishnu’s own plant, and it is so magical it 
will infuse us with energy and quell all our hungers!”

“And I will go collect some stones to make a fi re pit. Hopefully I 
will fi nd some dried yak dung or prickly bushes for fuel,” the stone 
carver said eagerly. 

“And I know just how to brew it!” the cook replied. “I’ll go fetch 
some water from that stream.” 

 It took a while for the herbalist to fi nd a stunted little bush with 
tiny blue fl owers, purple stems and leaves. As he reached his hand to 
pluck some leaves and stems, he paused. 

How can I pluck something that is so holy? he thought. Tulsi is a 
goddess, aft er all, a manifestation of Lakshmi, goddess of wealth, and 
consort of Vishnu.

An image of his Hindu wife worshipping the plant that grew out 
of a pedestal pot in the center of their courtyard fl ashed before his 
eyes. Each morning she bathed, wore clean clothes, swept the area 
around it, fetched water in a pot scrubbed clean with ash, lit incense, 
lovingly washed the plant, and circled it, chanting prayers to the holy 
herb. 

Th e herbalist withdrew his hand. No, he could not pluck it. He 
started back for the campsite empty-handed. 

Th e stone carver, on his quest for stones to make a fi re pit found, 
aft er a great deal of wandering, a cairn of mani stones that other 
pilgrims on the same journey had left  as an off ering to the spirits of 
the place. He knew from carving the prayer Om Mani Padma Hum 
on them with utter devotion all his life that these stones were 
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altogether too sacred to make a fi re pit. Besides, misfortune always 
befell those who used them as anything other than prayers to the 
deities. How could he profane them to make tea? For the briefest 
moment his desire for tea overcame his conscience and he reached 
out to pick up three of them. But he withdrew his hands instantly.

Th e cook, dipping his begging bowl in the stream, also stopped 
midway in the act. 

He thought, How can I take away this holy water from a stream 
that is most probably a tributary of the most sacred of all rivers, Ganga, 
the goddess who fl ows like the liquid stem of a lotus fl ower from 
Vishnu’s very toe!

He stood beside the stream and recalled yet another myth of 
Ganga’s descent to the realm of matter. Daughter of the Himalaya, 
descendant of Mount Meru, the mythic name for Mount Kailas, 
Ganga was very angry when – in response to the pleading of the gods 
– her father ordered her to go to earth for the good of humankind.

Who in their right mind would abandon the bliss of heaven and 
descend to the land of suff ering? Besides, being a goddess, Ganga 
could see far, far into the future and see herself dammed, polluted, 
abused by ignorant, foolish, exploitative and short-sighted human 
beings with no respect or understanding of nature and her ways. 

But her father brooked no argument and forced her to go. 
Expelled from heaven, she landed in a fury, cursing and swearing, 

on Shiva’s head as he meditated in isolation and utter peace on the 
high peak of the mountain. In order to save the world from the 
destruction Ganga could unleash in the world, Shiva braided the 
river, like a strand of jasmines, into the coils of his matted hair and 
checked her headlong course. He held her till she calmed down, 
reconciled herself to her fate, and learned patience to wait for 
millennia for Homo Insapiens to truly become Homo Sapiens, respect 
and honor her, and all the rivers of the world for the goddesses that 
they were. 

Th en Shiva released her into a lake from which she fl owed into 
many tributaries and distributaries, blessing the land she gushed and 



Shared Sacred Landscapes68

meandered through, irrigating it to create an abundance of food and 
fruits, and quenching many material and spiritual thirsts. 

No, I cannot make tea out of this goddess! the cook thought. I won’t 
commit this sacrilege! 

So, all three friends gathered together again with empty hands. 
Each related his experience to the others. Th ough they were 
comforted by the knowledge of their similar reactions, they could 
not help be disappointed. Th ey had given up hope of sustenance, but 
their stomachs still growled. Th ey sat dejectedly in the fading light, 
too tired and too hungry to move.

As they sat thus, an old shepherdess with her goats, yaks and 
sheep passed by, wending her way back home from a green valley. 
Her face beneath her headscarf was wizened and wrinkled in the 
harsh weather, her teeth missing in her mouth, her eyes sharp and 
piercing. She saw the three men sitting forlornly by the boulder, 
stopped her twirling spindle with which she spun yarn rapidly, and 
said in a less than friendly voice:

“And what is the matter with the three of you? You look like you 
have swallowed dung!”

Th e three men began relating their story to her. 
“Hurry up, I don’t have all day!” she snarled. Th ey told her about 

their wives, children, funerals, quest to become gods above the mess 
of human existence, their thirst for tea, and how they dare not disturb 
and consume holy things.

“Th e grass is too holy for my cattle and food and drink too holy 
for you? Everything is holy except you and your human needs? Don’t 
you know the Great Being that made us made all things for our use? 
Everything is food, fools! Everything is a sacrifi ce for holy life! You 
will feed worms when your time comes, feed fi re and wind and fi sh 
in the ponds! Learn to be fully human before you can learn to be 
gods!”

“But,” said the cook, “We have to protect nature from predation 
by man! We have to respect water, plants, trees – all that is holy in 
Nature!”

“We can’t abuse sacred things!” cried the carver.
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“Everything was made for our use and for our benefi t. Use, don’t 
abuse it. Make sure to replant seeds to replace the things you 
consume, ensure the water of life continues to be pure, abundant and 
free for all, that holy stones remain holy when you clean and return 
them to the cairn aft er enjoying your tea. You don’t die till you are 
dead. Morons!” She added in a whisper loud enough to be heard. 
Th en, resuming her spinning, calling and whistling to her cattle, she 
moved away. 

Her words were like hammer blows on their heads. Th at one 
word, “morons”, pierced through the veils of their perceptions, 
revealed their folly to them, and woke them up from their unrealistic 
desires. Th ey admitted that they had been wrong in reinforcing these 
desires in each other, of not questioning and examining them in 
themselves, of being afraid to mention their own truths. Th ey also 
confessed about the money they had stashed away in the lining of 
their clothes. 

Convinced that they and their needs, too, were holy, they 
reverentially fetched the stones and water, plucked the tulsi, made 
their tea in one of their iron bowls, and sipped the warm fl uid with 
much pleasure. Resolving in the next town to buy provisions, hire 
donkeys to carry them, and have a comfortable journey, they 
proceeded to Mount Kailas.

Aft er braving a fi erce storm and more hunger, they arrived in a 
town, relieved and happy to fi nd barley fl our, lumps of brown sugar, 
tea, biscuits, fl ints, ghee, lentils, wheat fl our, umbrellas, bedding and 
balms. As they were loading up their donkeys, the cook said, 
courageously: 

“But what about aft er our pilgrimage? Do we want to go back to 
our wives and our homes? I do.”

“But a householder’s life is so much trouble and confl ict!” the 
stone carver said.

“Life is trouble and confl ict. You don’t think the storm we went 
through was any less trouble? We have to learn to become enlightened, 
which for me means gaining the right perspective and not allowing 
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ourselves to waver with every whim of circumstance and event,” the 
herbalist replied.

Th e three men succeeded in completing their pilgrimage in as 
much comfort as such a diffi  cult journey allows. Praying that Mount 
Kailas would wash away their ignorance, teach them to listen to, 
respect and love their own holy selves and all of nature, to take 
confl ict in their stride, they made their way home. 



s}nf; kl/qmdf k/ 
tLg tLy{ofqL

R

Ps j}B, Ps k|:t/ d"lt{sf/ Pj+ Ps afjrL{ ax't cR5] bf]:t y] . oBlk 
j}B Ps af]gkf] yf, d"lt{sf/ Ps af}4 cf}/ afjrL{ Ps lxGb" yf, lkm/ eL pg 
tLgf]+ d]+ Ps aft ;dfg yL — j] tLgf]+ xL ckgL klTgof]+ cf}/ aRrf]+ sL df+uf]+ 
;] pma r's] y] . pgsL klTgofF a£ ] cf}/ a]xt/ 3/, cR5L /;f]O{ cf}/ cR5] 
vfg] s] lnP pgs] kL5] k£L /xtL yL+ . jf] rfxtL yL+ ls pgs] kf; kmn 
j cGg pufg] s] lnP Hofbf ;] Hofbf hdLg xf] cf}/ pgs] aRrf]+ j kl/jf/ 
sL xfnt a]xt/ ;] a]xt/ xf] . aRrf]+ d]+ eL k'Zt}gL ;DklQ s] lnP cfk; d]+ 
cf}/ ckg] dftf–lktf s] ;fy v"a emu£ ] xf]t] y] .

j] tLgf]+ bf]:t ckgL klTgof]+ ;] pTkLl£t dx;"; s/t] y] j kfl/jfl/s 
åGåf]+ ;] cfxt y] . pGxf]+g] o] to lsof ls Og ztf]{+ k} hLjg gxL+ lhof 
hf ;stf x} . j] ;f/L df]x dfof, ;f+;fl/s b'lgof cf}/ p;sL ;f/L ef}lts 
;'ljwfcf]+ sf Tofu s/gf rfxt] y] . pGxf]+g] b[¤;+sNk lnof ls j] ckg] 
c+b/ sL jf0fL sL vf]h, k|s[lt sL kljqtf sL k"hf tyf /Iff s] lnP 
s}nf; kj{t sL tLy{ofqf k/ hfP+u] . jx s}nf; kj{t lh;sL emns dfq 
;] xL ;f/] kfk w'n hft] x}+ cf}/ kL£f j a+wgf]+ ;] kf/ xf]s/ cfTdf k|a'4 
xf]tL x} . pGxf]+g] ;f]rf ls p; kljq kj{t sL ;a;] sl7g eLt/L dfu{ ;] 
kl/qmdf s/s] j] nfeflGjt xf]+u] cf}/ p;s] kZrft j] ckgf z]if hLjg Wofg 
d]+ latfP+u] . p;L k|sf/ sf Wofg hf] eujfg a'4 g] af]lwj[If s] tn] Pj+ 
eujfg lzj g] kljq dfg;/f]j/ s] kf; s] kj{t sL uf]b d]+ lsof yf . 
eujfg a'4 g] eL ckgL of}jgf j ;'Gb/L kTgL ozf]w/f j ckg] k'q j 
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/fHo sf Tofu lsof yf cf}/ eujfg lzj g] eL :jo+ sf] 3/ kl/jf/ s] 
;+3if{ j ;f/L ;'v ;'ljwfcf]+ ;] b"/ s/t] x'P dftf k[YjL sL gfle d]+ zf+lt 
Pj+ Psf+t sL vf]h d]+ kTgL kfj{tL ;] ljof]u sf] r'gf yf . ef}ltstf 
Psfu|lrQ sf] g e6sfP p; x]t' bf]gf]+ g] xL ckg] dg dl:tis sf] k"0f{tM 
lgo+lqt s/ lnof yf .

pGxf]+g] ofqf k/ hfg] ;] kxn] o] lgZro lsof sL j] ckgL ;eL t[i0ffcf]+, 
cgj/t cfjZostfcf]+ cf}/ j] ckljq j:t' lh;d+] pgsf z/L/ eL ;lDdlnt 
x} ;asf Tofu s/g] s] lnP :jo+ sf c+ltd ;+:sf/ s/]+u] . hf] ls ;+;f/ 
;] ljbf xf]g] sf Ps ;f+s]lts efj x} . pg;] kxn] eL sO{ nf]uf]+ g] d'lQm 
s] lnP oxL dfu{ ckgfof yf . ctM dWo/flq d]+ ha ;eL u|fdjf;L j pgs] 
kl/jf/jfn] ;f] uP ta j] gbL s] lsgf/] tfnfa s] kf; l:yt ufFj s] Zdzfg 
3f6 k/ uP . pGxf]+g] lrtf k/ 9]/ ;f/L nsl£of]+ s] pmk/ ckg] :jo+ s] 
k'tn] /v lbP . p; lrtf d]+ z'4 3L 8fnf cf}/ p;] k|HHjlnt s/ 
lbof . ha ts lrtf hntL /xL j] dGqf]Rrf/0f s/t] /x] cf}/ ckgL :jo+ 
sL cfTdf sL zf+lt s] lnP k|fygf{ s/t] /x] . 

ha k'tn] hns/ e:d xf] uP ta pGxf]+g] ckg] cjz]if d'ÝL d]+ lnP cf}/ 
/:d s] cg';f/ pGx]+ gbL d]+ clk{t s/ lbof . k|yf s] xL cg';f/ pGxf]+g] 
bLk hnfo] j d[To'kZrft hf] bfjt uf+j jfnf]+ sf] b]gL yL p;sf ;dfkg 
d5lnof]+ sf] bfn rfjn lvnfs/ lsof . 

;'ax s] # ah] ha c+ltd ;+:sf/ sL ljlw ;+kGg x'O{ ta j] tLgf]+ bf]:t 
ckgL ;f]tL x'O{ klTgof]+ j aRrf]+ sf] 5f]£ s/ xfyf]+ d]+ leIffkfq lnP x'P cf}/ 
hf] sk£ ] j h"t] jf] kxg] x'P y] p;L d]+ xL tLy{ofqf k/ lgsn k£ ] . lsGt' 
x/ tLy{ofqL g] ckg] ;flyof]+ sf] atfo] lagf ckg] sk£f]+ d]+ s'5 gsbL 
5'kfO{ x'O{ yL . j] ;flyof]+ s] ;fdg] ef}lts j:t'cf]+ ;] ;'v k|fKt s/g] sL 
ljrf/wf/f sf] 5'kfgf rfxt] y] O;LlnP pGxf]+g] ckg] ;flyof]+ sf] o] aft gxL+ 
atfoL . cf}/ j] ckg] ?kof]+ sf] pg vt/gfs 8fs'cf]+ ;] eL arfgf rfxt] 
y] lhgsf k]zf xL yf tLy{oflqof]+ sf] n"6gf j lgd{dtfk"j{s pgsL xTof s/ 
b]gf . j] tLy{ofqL sl7gfO{of]+ e/] d'lZsn If]qf]+ j t"kmfgL df};d d]+ ;+;f/ s] 
dWo ;] b";/] cfofd ts hft] kj{t lh;] b]jtf d]? cf}/ dg'io s}nf; kj{t 
s] gfd ;] k'sf/t] x}+ p;L kj{t k/ k/dfTdf sL vf]h s] lnP >4fk"j{s 
tLy{ofqf k/ rn k£ ] .
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j] lbg e/ r¤fO{ s/t] /x] cf}/ ox dGq bf]x/ft] /x]M æj[If kljq x}, 
kTy/ kljq x} cf}/ /f:t] sL w"n kljq x}, gbL kljq, rfFb kljq, l;tf/], 
;"o{ Pj+ ;f/L k|s[lt kljq x} .Æ

lbg s] clGtd k|x/ d]+ jg:klt /lxt r§fg jfn] ;Lw] kxf£ s] tn] Ps 
a£ ] ;] kTy/ sL 5fof d]+ pGxf]+g] lj>fd lsof . pgs] k}/f]+ d]+, hf]£f]+ d]+ j 
z/L/ s] ljleGg c+uf]+ d]+ kL£f xf]g] nuL yL . d'Fx Kof; ;] ;"vg] nuf yf 
cf}/ e"v s] sf/0f pgs] k]6 d]+ u'/f{x6 xf]g] nuL yL . k/+t' lagf ls;L s] 
;fdg] O; si6 sL rrf{ lso] x'P pGx]+ ckgL ofqf hf/L /vgL yL cf}/ Ps 
b";/] s] ;fdg] ;fx; sf lbvfjf sfod /vgf yf .

cflv/ d]+ pg tLgf]+ d]+ ;] afjrL{ d"l5{t cg'ej s/g] nuf cf}/ af]nf, 
æcu/ sxL+ rfo ldn hftL tf] ax't cR5f xf]tf .Æ

rfo s] af/] d]+ ;'gt] xL j}B g] eL ckg] xf]+7f]+ k/ hLe km]/L cf}/ dg xL 
dg ckgL kTgL åf/f agfO{ x'O{ dSvg s] ;fy zxb j sfnLldr{ s] d;fn] 
sL rfo sf :jfb n]g] nuf . 

p;g] sxf, æSof]+ g xd t'n;L jfnL rfo agfo]+ < eujfg lji0f' O; 
kf}w] s] :jfdL x}+ . d}+ hfgtf x"F o] kljq kf}wf oxfF kfof hftf x} . o] xdf/L 
e"v sf] eL zf+t s/ b]uf cf}/ xd]+ goL :km"lt{ ;] eL e/ b]uf .Æ

æcf}/ d}+ s'5 kTy/ s] 6's8] OsÝ] s/ s] nftf x"F tfls xd cfu hnfg] 
s] lnP u8\9f agf ;s]+ . zfob d'em] sxL+ s'5 ofs sL ;"vL x'O{ vfb of 
;"vL emf£ sL 6xlgofF eL ldn hfP hnfjg s] lnP,Æ d"lt{sf/ g] pT;'stf 
;] sxf .

ÆO;] t}of/ s/g] sL ljlw d}+ hfgtf x"F . d}+ gbL ;] kfgL n]s/ cftf x"F,Æ 
afjrL{ g] pQ/ d]+ sxf . 

s'5 ;do kZrft j}B sf] Ps z'is emf£L ldnL lh; k/ gLn] /+u s] 
5f]6]–5f]6] km"n nu] x'P y], lh;sL zfvf j kQ] a}+ugL /+u s] y] . kQ] j 
8+l8of+ tf]£g] s] lnP p;g] ckgf xfy cfu] a¤fof xL yf ls jx crfgs 
;] 7x/ uof .

p;g] ;f]rf, Otg] z'4 j kljq kf}w] sf] d}+ s};] tf]£ ;stf x"F< cflv/ 
t'n;L eujfg lji0f' sL kTgL x}, hf] ;DkGgtf sL b]jL nIdL sf xL :j?k x} . 

cf}/ p;sL cfFvf]+ s] ;fdg] ckgL kTgL åf/f cfFug d]+ nu] Ps udn] 
sL k"hf s/g] sf b[Zo pe/ cfof . k|To]s ;'ax jx :gfg s/s], ;fkm–;'y/] 
sk£ ] kxg s/ k"/f cfFug ;fkm s/tL yL . /fv ;] /u£ s/ ;fkm lso] 
x'P at{g d]+ kfgL e/ s/ ;'ulGwt w"k hnftL yL . kf}wf]+ sf] ax't Kof/ ;] 
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kfgL ;] wf] s/ dGqf]+ sf hfk s/t] x'P p; kljq zfs sL kl/qmdf 
s/tL yL .

gxL+ gxL+, jx ox kQ] gxL+ tf]£ ;stf . ox ;f]rt] x'P p; j}B g] ckg] 
xfy jfk; vL+r lnP cf}/ lzlj/ sL cf]/ vfnL xfy xL /jfgf xf] uof .

kTy/f]+ sL vf]h k/ lgsn] x'P d"lt{sf/ sf] ax't 3"dg] s] kZrft cfu 
hnfg] s] lnP kTy/ ldnf . p;] Ps a'4 dGq ç dl0f kß x"F t/fzf x'cf 
kTy/f]+ sf 6Lnf eL ldnf, lhGx]+ zfob pg ;] kxn] cfP x'P tLy{oflqof]+ g] 
e]+6 s] ?k d]+ clk{t lsof xf]uf . 

ckg] k"/] hLjg d]+ lhg kTy/f]+ sL p;g] gSsfzL sL, cTo+t >4fk"j{s 
pkf;gf sL j ç dl0f kß x"F sf hfk lsof, pGxL kTy/f]+ k/ cfu hnfg] 
s] ljrf/ g] p;] eoeLt s/ lbof . jx hfgtf yf lhg nf]uf]+ g] O;] O{Zj/ 
sL k|fy{gf s] cnfjf ls;L cf}/ ?k d]+ k|of]u lsof tf] p;sL ;bf b'u{lt 
xL x'O{ x} . rfo kLg] sL k|an OR5f g] Ps If0f s] lnP p;sL c+t/fTdf 
sf] jzLe"t s/ lnof yf cf}/ jf] pg kTy/f]+ sf] p7fg] s] lnP tTk/ xf] 
uof yf . k/+t' dGq cls+t pg kTy/f]+ sf] jx rfo agfg] s] lnP s};] 
ckljq s/ ;stf yf< jx eL jxL+ 7x/ uof uof .

gbL ;] ckg] leIffkfq d]+ kfgL e/tf x'cf afjrL{ eL aLr d]+ xL ?s 
uof . p;g] ;f]rf sL ox kfgL sf ;|f]t ;f/L glbof]+ d]+ ;j{>]i7 cf}/ :jo+ 
lji0f' s] k}/ s] c+u"7] ;] lgsns/ sdn k'ik sL ktnL 8+8L sL t/x axtL 
x'O{ b]jL kljq gbL u+uf sL ;xfos gbL xf] ;stL x} . d}+ O; gbL ;] 
lgsnf o] kljq kfgL s};] n] hf ;stf x"F <

jx gbL s] lsgf/] v£f xf]s/ u+uf s] pb\ej sL kf}/fl0fs syf s] af/] 
d]+ ;f]rg] nuf . lxdfnok'qL u+uf d]? kj{t – hf] s}nf; kj{t sf kf}/fl0fs 
gfd x} – sL j+zh x} . b]jtfcf]+ sL ofrgf s] kmn:j?k pgs] lktf g] pGx]+ 
dfgj hflt sL enfO{ s] lnP k[YjL k/ cjt/0f s/g] sf cfb]z lbof yf .

sf}g xf]uf hf] :j]R5f ;] :ju{ s] ;'v sf kl/Tofu s/s] kL£f hut sf 
ef]uL ag]uf < b"/bzL{ b]jL u+uf cb"/bzL{ j zf]ifs dgf]l:ylt jfn] d"v{ lhGx] 
k|s[lt cf}/ p;s] :jefj sL g sf]O{ ;dem x} cf}/ g xL sf]O{ ;Ddfg j};] 
cgle1 nf]uf]+ s] åf/f ckdflgt xf]t] x'P cf}/ k|b"lift j cj?4 xf]t] x'P 
:jo+ sf eljio b]v ;stL yL+ . 

k/+t' lkm/ eL pgs] lktf g] pgsL Ps bnLn g dfgL cf}/ pGx]+ k[YjL 
k/ e]h lbof . :ju{ ;] lgjf{l;t xf]s/ jf] qmf]w d]+ >fk b]t] x'P eujfg lzj 
s] l;/ k/ cjtl/t x'O{ hxfF lzjhL kj{t s] pRr lzv/ k/ cTolws zf+lt 
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j Psf+t d]+ ;fwgf d]+ nLg y] . b'lgof sf] ljgfz ;] arfg] s] lnP lzj g] 
u+uf sf] ckgL pnemL n6f]+ d]+]+ rd]nL sL nl£of]+ sL t/x u"Fy lnof yf Pj+ 
pgsL clgo+lqt ult sf] lgo+lqt s/s] u+uf sf] O; ;+;f/ d]+ k|jlt{t lsof 
yf . eujfg lzj g] u+uf sf] ta ts axg] ;] /f]s s/ /vf ha ts ls 
u+uf zf+t g xf] uoL j :jo+ ;Gt'ng g agf kfoL . jf] w}o{k"j{s xhf/f]+ jiff]{+ 
ts cdfgj s] dfgj agg] sL k|tLIff s/tL /xL+ . eujfg lzj g] u+uf sf] 
;+;f/ sL ;eL glbof]+ sL b]jL agfs/ pgsf ;Ddfg j cfb/ lsof .

p;s] kZrft\ lzj g] pGx]+ Ps ;/f]j/ d]+ k|jflxt lsof lh;;] jf] ax't 
;L glbof]+ j pkglbof]+ d]+ ljeflht xf] uoL+ . 3'dfjbf/ dfu{ ;] xf]t] k|To]s 
e"ld sf] ;L+rtL x'O{ k|r'/ dfqf d]+ kmn j ef]hg ?kL cfzLjf{b sL af}5f/ 
s/t] x'P dg'io sL cfWoflTds j ef}lts Kof; a'emft] x'P axL .

gxL+ d}+ O; lbJo kfgL sf] ckljq gxL+ s/ ;stf Pj+ O; kfgL åf/f 
agL x'O{ rfo gxL+ kL ;stf, afjrL{ g] ;f]rf .

ctM j] tLgf] ldq k'gM vfnL xfy Pslqt x'P j Ps b';/] sf] ckg]–ckg] 
cg'ejf]+ s] af/] d]+ atfof . oBlk j] Ps b';/] s] ;d?k cg'ej ;] cfZjfl;t 
y] lkm/ eL j] Ps b";/] sL lg/fzf d]+ ls;L eL k|sf/ sL ;xfotf gxL+ s/ 
kf /x] y] . cfxf/ kfg] sL ;f/L cfzf j] vf] r's] y] k/+t' ceL eL pgs] 
k]6 d]+ u'/f{x6 xf] /xL yL . cTo+t e"v j ysfg s] sf/0f j] rng]–lkm/g] d]+ 
c;dy{ y] cf}/ c+t d]+ kmLsL k£tL x'O{ ;+Wof s] k|sfz d]+ pbf; efj s] 
;fy jxLF a}7 uP .

teL kxf£f]+ s] aLr ag] /f:t] ;] Ps u8]l/of :qL ckgL asl/of]+, ofs, 
e]£f]+ s] ;fy 3/ jfk; nf}6 /xL yL . p;g] l;/ k/ Ps b'k§f cf]¤f x'cf 
yf lh;s] gLr] ¿v] df};d sL jhx ;] ;"vf x'cf p;sf em'/L{bf/ r]x/f 
gh/ cf /xf yf . p;s] d'Fx d]+ bfFt eL 6"6] x'P y] . cfFv]+ tLI0f Pj+ nIoe]bL 
k|tLt xf]tL yL . 

p;g] pg tLgf]+ bf]:tf]+ sf] Ps uf]n kTy/ k/ a£ ] bogLo efj d]+ a}7] 
x'P b]vf . p;g] ckgL ;"t sftg] jfnL 3'dfjbf/ 5£L sf] /f]sf cf]/ yf]£ ] 
s7f]/ :j/ d]+ af]nL, æt'd nf]u oxfF P];] So"F a}7] xf]< Sof aft x}< P];f nutf 
x} h};] t'd tLgf]+ g] uf]a/ lgun lnof xf] .Æ

pg tLgf]+ bf]:tf]+ g] p; :qL sf] ckgL sxfgL ;'gfgL k|f/De sL . 
æd]/] kf; lbg e/ vfnL ;do gxL+ x},Æ p;g] yf]£ ] u':;] d]+ sxf .
pg tLgf]+ bf]:tf]+ g] p;] ckg] ;eL cg'ejf]+ sL sxfgL atfO{ . ckgL 

klTgof]+ j aRrf]+ sf] 5f]£g] sL, ckgf c+ltd ;+:sf/ s/gf j k/d]Zj/ agg] 
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sL rfxt, dfgjLo cl:tTj s] h+hfn ;] pmk/ p7g] sL rfxt, rfo kLg] 
sL nns j kljq rLhf]+ sf pkef]u Pj+ pg;] 5]£5f£ sf b':;fx; g s/g] 
OToflb sf j0f{g lsof .

ox ;'gs/ p; dlxnf g] lj:dok"j{s sxf, æSof o] 3f; d]/] kz'cf]+ s] 
lnP Hofbf kljq x} of lkm/ o] vfB cf}/ k]o kbfy{ t'Dxf/] lnP Hofbf kljq 
x}+ < Sof dg'io cf}/ p;sL cfjZostfcf]+ sf] 5f]£s/ ;a s'5 kfjg j 
kljq x} < t'd ox gxL+ hfgt] ls lh; k/dfTdf g] xd]+ agfof x} p;L 
k/dfTdf g] xdf/L cfjZostfcf]+ s] lnP Og rLhf]+ sf] agfof x} < c/] 
c1fgL ⁄ O; ;+;f/ d]+ ;eL s'5 eIo x} . kljq hLjg s] k|lt ;eL s'5 
;dlk{t x} . ha t'Dxf/f ;do cfPuf ta t'd eL hLjf]+ sf] ef]hg bf]u], tfnfa 
sL d5lnof]+ sf] cfxf/ k|bfg s/f]u] cf}/ clUg j jfo' sf] kf]lift s/f]u] . 
k/d]Zj/ agg] ;] kxn] k"0f{ ¿k ;] dg'io aggf ;Lvf] .Æ

æk/+t', xd]+ kfgL, k]£–kf}wf]+ sf ;Ddfg s/gf x} j k|s[lt d]+ hf] eL kljq 
x} p;] dfgj åf/f ;do ;] k"j{ gi6 xf]g] ;] arfgf x} ⁄Æ afjrL{ g] sxf .

æxd Og kljq tTjf]+ sf] xflg gxL+ kx'+rf ;st],Æ o] sxt] x'P jx d"lt{sf/ 
eL efj's xf] k£f .

p; :qL g] pGx]+ ;demfof, æk|To]s j:t' xdf/] pkof]u j nfe s] lnP 
agL x} . O;sf pkof]u s/f] k/+t' xflg dt kx'+rfcf] . ;'lglZrt s/f] ls 
Ps kf}w] åf/f k|bQ rLhf]+ sf pkef]u s/g] s] kZrft\ p;sf k'gM 
aLhf/f]k0f xf] . xd]zf O; aft sf Wofg /vf] ls k|To]s JolQm s] lnP 
hLjgfd[t hn k|r'/, z'4 j :jt+qtfk"j{s axtf /x] cf}/ lh; 6Ln] s] kTy/ 
sL k|of]u ;] agL rfo sf cfg+b nf]u], p; kTy/ sf] k'gM ;fkm s/s] z'4 
¿k ;] jfk; /v bf]u] .Æ 

æc/] d"vf]{+ ⁄ d[To' ;] kxn] d/0f a]sf/ x},Æ p; :qL g] km';km';ft] x'P 
sxf k/+t' jx Otgf :ki6 yf sL ;eL sf] ;'gfO{ lbof hf ;s] . tTkZrft 
p; :qL g] ckg] dj]lzof]+ sf] ;L6L ahfs/ cfjfh nufO{ cf}/ ckgL 
;"tstfO{ k'gM cf/De s/t] x'P jxf+ ;] rnL uoL .

p; :qL s] rn] hfg] s] kZrft\ p;s] zAb pg bf]:tf]+ s] l;/ d]+ xyf}£ ] 
sL t/x cf3ft s/g] nu] . p; :qL åf/f pgsf] Úd"v{Ú af]nf hfgf pGx]+ 
ljz]if ¿k ;] pgsL d"¤tf sf cfef; lbnf uof Pj+ jx Ps zAb pgsL 
cle1tf s] kbf]{+ sf] e]bt] x'P pGx]+ cjf:tljs OR5fcf]+ ;] huf uof . pGx]+ 
ox cx;f; x'cf ls j] Ps b";/] sL unt cfsf+Iffcf]+ sf] a¤fjf b] /x] y] 
Pj+ cfk; d]+ k"5tf5 j kl/If0f s/g] s] ahfo Ps b";/] s] ;fdg] ckgL 
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jf:tljstf sf pNn]v s/g] d]+ 8/ /x] y] . pGxf]+g] ckg] sk£f]+ s] c:t/ 
d]+ l5kfo] x'P k};f]+ sL aft eL Ps b";/] s] ;dIf :jLsf/ sL .

ca ts j] ;dem r's] y] ls j] :jo+ cf}/ pgsL cfjZostfP+ bf]gf]+ xL 
lgtfGt kljq x}+ . pg nf]uf]+ g] ax't xL cfb/k"j{s kTy/ Pslqt lso], kfgL 
n]s/ cfP, t'n;L s] kQ] tf]£ ] cf}/ ckg] ;fy nfP x'P nf]x] s] at{g d]+ 
rfo agfs/ p;] ax't cfg+b s] ;fy lkof . pGxf]+g] vfg]–kLg] sf ;fdfg 
v/Lbg] s] lnP cun] zx/ hfg] sf lgZro lsof j cf/fdbfos ofqf s] 
lnP uw] ls/fo] k/ lnP cf}/ s}nf; ofqf sf] cfu] a9fof .

eLif0f cfFwL j a¤tL e"v sf ;fdgf s/g] s] kZrft\ j] Ps zx/ 
kx'+r] . jxf+ j] hf} sf cf6f, rLgL sf 9]/, rfo, la:s'6, bfn, 3L, u]x"+ sf 
cf6f, 5ftf, ;f]g] s] lnP la5f}gf j dnxd b]vs/ cTo+t k|;Gg x'P . uwf]+ 
k/ ;fdfg sf] nfbt] ;do lxDdt s/s] afjrL{ g] k|Zg lsof, ætLy{ofqf s] 
kZrft\ xd Sof s/]+u]< Sof xd jfk; ckgL klTgof]+ s] kf; 3/ nf}6gf 
rfx]+u]< zfob d}+ jfk; nf}6gf rfx"+,Æ afjrL{ g] ;fx;k"0f{ efj ;] ckg] 
;flyof]+ ;] sxf . 

d"lt{sf/ g] afjrL{ sL aft sf pQ/ b]t] x'P sxf, æk/+t' u[x:y hLjg 
cTolws si6f]+ ;] j b'ljwfcf]+ ;] e/f x} .Æ 

æsi6 j b'ljwf xL hLjg x} . Sof t'Dx] nutf x} lh; t"kmfg ;] xd 
lgsn s/ cfP x}+] jf] sd si6bfos yf< xd]+ k|a'4 xf]gf ;Lvgf k£ ]uf 
lh;sf cy{ d]/] lnP hLjg sf ;xL b[li6sf]0f k|fKt s/gf j ls;L eL 
kl/l:ylt j cj;/ d]+ :jo+ sf] n£v£fg] ;] arfgf x},Æ j}B g] pQ/ 
lbof . 

ofqfdfu{ sL sl7gfO{ s] lx;fa ;] lhtgL cf/fd ;] ofqf xf] ;stL yL 
tLgf] ldqf]+ g] ptg] cf/fd ;] ;kmntfk"j{s tLy{ofqf ;+kGg sL . j] ox 
k|fy{gf s/t] /x] ls s}nf; kj{t pGx]+ ckgL cfjfh ;'ggf l;vfP, x/ sbd 
k/ ;+3if{ s/gf cf}/ O; kljq k|s[lt j :jo+ sL cfTdf sf] cfb/ j 
k|]d s/gf l;vfP . 

æx] s}nf; kj{t ⁄ xdf/L gfbflgofF  j c1fg sf] ld6f b]gf ⁄Æ oxL k|fy{gf 
s/t] x'P j] tLgf]+ ckg] 3/f]+ sL cf}/ rn k£ ] .



Th e Attitude of Gratitude

R

Matsya and Devi, an aging fi sh couple, lived in a pond of the Karnali 
River by the village of Chhipra. Since the pond was by the village 
crematorium, fi shing was not allowed, so the couple was safe and 
survived into adulthood and beyond. Th ey fed on the bones and 
mineral-rich ashes of the dead, on smaller fi sh, and the rice grains 
that relatives and friends consigned to the river to carry to their 
loved ones in the aft erlife. 

Matsya had been very discontent lately. He knew he was aging. 
Also, being used to the clean, clear waters of the Karnali River all 
year round except during the monsoon, he was particularly distressed 
and depressed as our story begins. It was monsoon season and he 
was weary of the muddy waters of his habitat and of being pelted by 
rain. Th e year before they had hardly had a monsoon, and they 
almost perished from lack of water.

“What is life all about?” he would frequently ask his wife, Devi. 
“Yes, we have increased the population of Karnali River by our 
off spring, we have hunted and eaten, and now we are going to die.”

Devi, who had grown happier as she aged, tried to tell her husband 
about the attitude of gratitude that had enriched her own life in her 
later years. She reminded him that they were lucky to be alive; that 
even at this late age they hadn’t been caught and eaten; that while so 
many other fi sh starved for lack of food, they had plenty; that they 
now had a measure of peace and leisure aft er a lifetime of spawning 
and rearing. 



Shared Sacred Landscapes80

But nothing aff ected Matsya’s discontent. 
Devi, who knew that her husband had always wanted to travel to 

newer territory, had an idea to cheer him up. 
“Let’s go on a pilgrimage like the humans! Let’s get away from the 

heat and the constant rain. Let’s go to the Mount Kailas, home of the 
gods and center and axis of the universe! Th e place where Lord Shiva 
dances and sports with his consort, Parvati, and the Ganga River 
streams out of Lord Vishnu’s big toe,” she said, fl apping her fi ns and 
looking at her husband with eyes wide in her head. 

“Are you mad?” he replied. “We are not young anymore like these 
other fi sh that sometimes take the long and arduous path to the 
source. My digestion is bad. I can’t eat the bones anymore, and 
sometimes even the smaller fi sh upset my stomach. Th e only thing 
that goes down well is rice, but sometimes even that passes through 
my body without being digested. Go upstream at this age? It will kill 
us!”

“We are going to die, anyway,” Devi reasoned. “Everything that is 
born, dies. We should know that from a lifetime of living by the 
cremation grounds. Why not die doing something you have always 
wanted to do? Some Hindus who undertake the sacred journey 
perform their own funeral rights, kill their fears and desires, and 
head up to Kailas, source of the many rivers, and the turquoise lake, 
Manasarovar, the Lake of the Mind. It is a boundless expanse of blue 
that mirrors the heavens and is the true home of so many fi sh like us. 
It is our source, beloved, from which our own home river fl ows!”

Devi knew the last detail of her description was false. A visiting 
fi sh returning downstream had told her the Karnali originates far 
west of Manasarovar. She forgave herself the lie because she had 
heard her husband mention the lake before and knew he would be 
excited about visiting it. 

Matsya looked at her skeptically and Devi wondered whether he 
had seen through her lie. 

“Even if we don’t reach it, we could have a glimpse of Mount 
Kailas, and that alone will be enough, and more than enough! I 
would be so happy if you agreed!”
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Matsya was silent. He felt the stirring of desire in his heart, but his 
fear subdued it. 

“You, Matsya, are named aft er Vishnu himself, Lord of the 
Waters,” Devi reminded him.

“Oh, what was that story again?” Matsya asked, almost despite 
himself.

“In one of his incarnations Vishnu became a huge, horned fi sh 
named Matsya.”

“Why did he bother? Wouldn’t it have been better for him to have 
stayed a god?” Matsya replied cynically.

“Manu, the fi rst man Vishnu created,” Devi began her tale, glad to 
see that her husband’s eyes had a sparkle of interest, “was bathing in 
the river one day when he caught a tiny fi sh. It fl opped about in his 
cupped hands, scattering rainbow refl ections from its shimmering 
scales, and cried, ‘Please don’t eat me! I am not even a morsel for you, 
and I want to grow up, live and experience my life!’

Manu, feeling his heart opening with love and compassion for 
this tiny creature with fi ns, small round eyes, and colorful scales, 
agreed to release the fi sh back into the water. 

‘Please also protect me from the bigger fi sh,’ the little fi sh pleaded.
‘How can I do that?’ Manu asked. ‘If I throw you back in the river 

so you can live, you will be eaten up unless Vishnu protects you.’
‘Keep me in a jar,’ the little fi sh advised. ‘When I grow bigger, put 

me in a small pond. When I become too big for the pond, put me in 
a bigger pond, and fi nally, when I am so big no little pond can contain 
me, put me in the ocean.’ 

‘Th e ocean! But you are a freshwater fi sh.’
‘Never mind the details. In time you will know who I am.’
Manu did as he was told. Th e fi sh grew and grew till it became so 

enormous that Manu – reluctantly, because he had grown to love and 
adore the fi sh – had to take it to the ocean and release it. But before 
the fi sh swam away with a huge splash, it said to Manu, 

‘Let me repay you for your kindness. A great deluge is coming; all 
land on this planet will become the bed of the sea. Build a ship, and 
stock it with grains, seeds, all varieties of creatures, and the Vedas, 
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repository of all the wisdom of the Earth. Call on me when you fi nd 
yourself in trouble, and I will come and rescue you.’

Manu, who trusted the creatures of the Earth and knew that they 
knew far more than he did, built himself a ship and stocked it with 
animals, seeds, grains, and a copy of the Vedas. Just before the deluge 
came, rending and tearing the skies in a thunderous uproar, Manu 
climbed aboard. And just in time. Incessant torrents fl ooded the 
banks and shores of rivers till the great ocean rolled upon land and 
swallowed up everything. 

Manu felt safe and in his mind thanked the fi sh for saving him. 
But he didn’t know what danger lay ahead. Huge waves and swells 
rose all around him, wide vortices appeared before him that 
threatened to suck his little ship down to the dark depths and destroy 
the very seed of all life. Manu was dreadfully afraid. 

Just then he heard the fi sh’s words in his head: ‘Call on me. I will 
save you.’

‘Oh Fish, great Fish, come, please come and rescue me!’
A huge hump obscured the horizon as the Great Horned Fish, 

grown so large that Manu couldn’t see the end of it in any direction, 
appeared before him. It dived beneath the ship, rose till the ship 
rested safely on its back, and began to swim with great muscular 
force towards the North in a journey that took a long time. It swam 
till Manu saw on the horizon a huge round peak covered with snow, 
standing tall and majestic above the waters. Th e Fish, which as you 
know, was Vishnu himself in his incarnation as Matsya, threw a great 
thick rope around the peak and moored the ship to it so it was safe 
till the fl ood receded. Th at peak, my beloved husband, was Kailas!”

Matsya was silent. He had to admit to himself that Devi’s story 
had cheered him up and calmed him down. Yet his mind kept 
interfering with his peace.

“Why did you tell me that story? What relevance does it have to 
what we were talking about? I don’t believe these stories. Th ey are 
just stories,” Matsya grumbled in his habitual way. 

“Don’t you see? Remember, we both have a spark of Vishnu in us! 
He will protect us! We both have a purpose to our lives.”
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“Yes, he’ll protect us like he protects all the fi sh that get eaten up 
by other fi sh. Purpose! Th ere is no purpose!”

“Let us not fear and doubt, dear husband. Take courage, and let us 
begin our quest!”

Matsya grumbled and was quiet. But his wife’s words and 
descriptions stayed with him all night, entering his dreams and his 
fantasies. In the morning he said to her,

“Oh, alright! Let’s give it a try. But will I fi nd rice on the way? It is 
the only thing I can digest now.”

“We know that humans always burn their dead by rivers and 
many cast grains into the water together with bones and ashes.”

“Why?” asked Matsya.
“Rivers are symbols of life, dear, the energy stream that generates 

all life, that brings, gives, takes away, and brings again.”
Matsya looked uneasy, and Devi reassured him, “We can keep an 

easy pace, and when we get tired, we can stop and rest.” 
Because fi sh don’t have to pack anything when they go on long 

journeys – they are luckier than humans that way – and because they 
were refreshed by a night of sleep, they started right away aft er 
Matsya had had his fi ll of rice. While Devi was much more excited 
than her husband about the adventure ahead, Matsya prided himself 
on being realistic, and said over and over, “We will die before we get 
to the lake.”

Th ey swam upstream, a little bit at a time, pausing to catch and 
eat smaller fi sh and nibble at the grasses and moss on the many 
boulders in the river, avoiding and dodging bigger fi sh, resting and 
sleeping when they needed to. Fortunately, because it was harvest 
season in the lowlands, there were always, in addition to other fi sh, 
some grains of rice for sustenance in the shallows around cremation 
grounds. And as they swam further, their stamina and excitement 
grew, for the holy journey they were on fueled their quest.

But though their hearts were afl ame to reach their goal, their 
bodies were wearing out.

Midway through their journey, it was evident that their life force 
was ebbing. Th ey spent more and more time trying to recoup their 
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energy, resting instead of swimming upstream. Th ey knew their end 
was near. When they reached Kholsi, Matsya’s guts gave out, and 
Devi’s body, too, was spent. Th ough she was, through a long practice 
of acceptance of all life brings and takes away, reconciled to her fate, 
Matsya, his eye dimming in the dawn, looked at this wife and 
whispered,

“Purpose?”
With one fi nal burst of energy, Devi leapt out of the river, landed 

on the shore, fl ip-fl opped her way further inland, and looked around 
her. 

“Look,” she said to her husband. Matsya, too, wanting to die 
within sight of his wife, sprang out of the water and onto land. He 
followed her gaze as she looked north at the banks of the Karnali. A 
clump of rich, emerald green swam into his dimming eyes. 

“Rice,” whispered Devi, with her fading breath. “You, my beloved, 
have brought rice where it has never grown before! You have 
performed a great deed in your life! How glad humans will be when 
they see this!”

“What about Manasarovar? What about Kailas? We have . . . 
failed,” he gasped. 

“Manasarovar means the ‘Lake of the Mind,’ my husband. It exists 
within us. And wherever we, sparks of Vishnu, are, is the axis of the 
world.”

Matsya looked at the Karnali River, in which he had lived all his 
life. Now that he was out of it, he could truly see it for the fi rst time, 
bouncing, leaping, dancing and shimmering downstream in the 
morning light, lovely beyond description; he could see, too, how 
every little pebble changed the fl owing pattern of the river.

“What a lovely river was given to us as our home, my wife,” he 
said, looking at his mate with eyes full of love for her and everything 
he saw around him. 

As the light began to fade in his eyes, his inner vision sharpened. 
Matsya closed his eyes for the last time. As he did so, he found himself 
leaping with a rainbow fl ash into a boundless turquoise lake so 
tranquil that he knew he had arrived at his source in Paradise. 
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Matsya and Devi’s bodies began to harden into stone at the arrival 
of day; in time the rock bodies of Matsya and Devi grew larger, like 
Vishnu morphing from a tiny fi sh to a huge horned fi sh. In time, the 
sprouts of rice, too, grew to maturity, the wind scattering the seeds 
far and wide till there grew entire fi elds and terraces of it; in time 
humans migrated to the blessed rice fi elds. Worshipped by the 
villagers for bringing them rice from the lowlands, the fi sh couple 
can still be seen today, side by side, standing tall, fi rm, majestic in 
Dharapori, the habitation that sprang up around the fi elds of rice, 
that rich and delicious source of sustenance. 
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l5k|f eGg] ufpFglhs} s0ff{nL gbLdf Pp6f kf]v/L lyof] . kf]v/Ldf dT:o / 
b]jL gfdsf pd]/ 9Nb}uPsf Ps df5fsf bDktL a:y] . Tof] kf]v/L ufpFsf] 
d;fg3f6g]/ ePsfn] ToxfF df5f dfg{ kfOFb}g lyof] . To;}n] dT:o bDktLsf] 
o'jfj:yf / kl5sf] ;do 9'Ss;Fu lat]sf] lyof] . ltgLx? ToxL kf]v/Lsf 
;;fgf df5f / d;fg3f6df bfx;+:sf/ ul/Psf NofOPsf nfzsf x•L, c:t' 
d[tssf cfkmGtn] gbLdf r9fPsf cGg vfP/ u'hf/f 6fy]{ . 

s]xL ;do otf dT:o Psbd} lg/fz lyof] . cfk"m emg\emg\ a"9f] x'Fb}uPsf] 
p;nfO{ yfxf lyof] . ;fy}, jiff{ofddf afx]s jif{ e/L :jR5 / ;kmf x'g] 
s0ff{nLsf] kfgLsf] afgL nfu]sf] dT:o xfd|f] syfsf] ;'? x'g] a]nfb]lv g} lgs} 
pbf; lyof] . To; a]nf jiff{sf] df};d lyof] . cfgf] jf;:yfgsf] kfgL 
wldlnPsf] b]Vbf b]Vbf / cfk"m klg ToxL jiff{sf] kfgLn] r'l6Fbf r'l6Fbf pm 
yfls;s]sf] lyof] . cl3Nnf] ;fn eg] /fd|/L kfgL g} gk/]sf]n] kfgLsf] sdLn] 
dT:o / b]jLnfO{ hLljt /xg klg lgs} ufx|f] ePsf] lyof] .

æcflv/ lhGbuL eg]sf] s] xf] <Æ dT:o k6sk6s cfgL cwf{lËgL 
b]jLnfO{ ;f]lw/xGYof] . æxfdLn] oxL s0ff{nL gbLdf cfgf] j+z a9fPsf 5f}F, 
l;sf/ u/]/ k]6 e/]sf 5f}F . clg clxn] x]/ xfdL dg{ cf6]sf 5f}F .Æ

a9\bf] pd]/;Fu} emg\ ;Gt'i6 / v';L x'g yfn]sL b]jLn] cfgf] hLjg 
;fy{s / cfgGbdo agfpg] s[t1tfsf] efjgfsf] af/]df cfgf kltnfO{ eGg 
vf]lhg\ . pgn] pgLx? hLljt g} /x]sf]df, olt pd]/;Dddf klg s;}n] df/]/ 
gfvfPsf]df, c? df5fx? vfgfsf] cefjdf ef]s} eP klg cfk"mx?nfO{ ;Fw} 
kof{Kt ePsf]df cfgf] efUok|lt s[t1 x'g cfu|x ul/g\ . b]jLn] pgLx? 
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cfgf ;GttLnfO{ x'sf{P/ clxn] cf/fd / km';{bsf] hLjg afFRg kfPsf]df klg 
efUodfgL x'g\ eg]/ dT:onfO{ ;Demgf lbnfOg\ .

t/, dT:osf] lg/fzf s]xL s'/fn] klg sd ug{ ;s]g .
gofFgofF 7fpFx?df 3'Dg ?rfpg] cfgf] kltnfO{ /fd|/L lrg]sL b]jL;Fu 

dT:onfO{ k'gM xlif{t d'b|fdf Nofpg] Pp6f h'lQm lyof] .
æxfdL klg dfgjx? em}F tLy{ofqfdf hfcf}F g ⁄ oxfFsf] udL{ / lg/Gt/ 

jiff{af6 6f9f hfcf}F . Tof] l6lnSs 6lNsg] lxdfn s}nfzdf hfpF hxfF 
b]jtfx?sf] 3/ 5, h'g of] a|Xdf08sf] s]Gb| xf] ⁄ Tof] 7fpF hxfF lzjhL 
cfgL kTgL kfj{tL;Fu v]N5g\ / tf08j g[To u5{g\ . /, ToxL 7fpF lji0f'sf] 
ljzfn kfb'sfaf6 u+uf gbL pn]{/ cfpFl5g\ .Æ b]jLn] cfgf kv]6f km6km6fpFb} 
/ lgs} pT;fxsf ;fy cfgf kltnfO{ x]b}{ elgg\ .

æltdL af}nfPsL t 5}gf} <Æ dT:on] hjfkm lbof] . æxfdL ca tGg]/L 
/x]gf}F . c? df5fx? h;/L xfdL pb\ud ljGb';Ddsf] nfdf] / sl7g ofqf 
ug{ ;Sb}gf}F . d]/f] kfrg zlQm klg sdhf]/ x'g yfln;Sof] . ca t d x•L 
klg krfpg ;lSbgF / slxn]sfxLF t ;fgf df5fn] klg d]/f] k]6 u8a8 
u5{ . d}n] /fd|/L xhd ug{ ;Sg] eg]sf] rfdn xf] t/ slxn] sfxLF t Tof] 
klg d'l:sn g} x'G5 . clg of] pd]/df dfly lxdfnlt/ hfg' < df5{ o;n] 
t xfdLnfO{ ⁄Æ

ædg{ t xfdL o;} klg dl/xfN5f}F lg .Æ b]jLn] ts{ lbg yflng\ . æs'g} 
lrh ;'? x'G5 eg] To;sf] cGTo klg lglZrt\ 5 . of] s'/f t xfdLn] 
lhGbuLe/ d;fg3f6 5]p a;]sf]n] klg a'‰g' kg]{ xf] . t/, dg}{ 5 eg] 
cfkm"nfO{ dg nfu]sf] s'/f ub}{ dg{ kfP a? slt a]; xf]nf < slt 
tLy{ofqLx? t cfgf] lsl/ofsd{ cfkm}F u/]/ cfgf] 8/ / rfxgfaf6 d'Qm 
x'G5g\ . ltgLx? s}of}F gbLsf] d'xfg s}nfz kj{t / dgsf] tfn dfg;/f]j/df 
tLy{ hfG5g\ . cfFv}n] gEofpg] u/L cnf}lss gLnf] /+un] cf]u6]sf] To; 
:yfgn] :ju{nfO{ k|ltljlDat u5{ . clg xfdL / xfdLh:tf df5fx?sf] k|d'v 
3/ xf] . Tof] pb\ud:yn xf] k|f0fgfy, hxfFaf6 xfdLn] 3/ eg]sf] gbL 
aU5 .Æ

b]jLnfO{ yfxf lyof] pgsf] egfOdf k"0f{ ;To lyPg . Psk6s dflyaf6 
kmls{/x]sf] Pp6f df5fn] pgnfO{ s0ff{nL dfg;/f]j/sf] ;'b"/ klZrdaf6 ;'? 
x'G5 eg]sf] lyof] . t/, To; tfnsf af/]df klxn] klg w]/}rf]l6 dT:oaf6} 
;'g]sL b]jLnfO{ ToxfF hfg] s'/fn] kSs} klg dT:o pT;flxt x'G5 eGg] yfxf 
lyof] . To;}n], em'6} af]n] klg pgn] cfkm"nfO{ dfkm ul/g\ .
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dT:on] b]jLnfO{ z+sfn' cfFvfn] x]¥of] . b]jLnfO{ nfUof] st} p;n] pgsf] 
em'6 t kqm]g ⁄ pgn] Tof] 8/ n'sfpFb} elgg\ – æclg sy+sbflrt xfdL ToxfF 
k'u]gf} g} eg]klg, xfdL s}nfz kj{tsf] t bz{g ug{ kfpF5f}F lg . Toltdfq 
x'g' klg lgs} 7"nf] s'/f xf] . x] kltb]j, tkfO{Fn] ;xdltdfq lbP klg d lgs} 
k|km'lNnt x'g] lyPF .Æ

dT:o cem} r'krfk lyof] . p;sf] dgdf dfg;/f]j/ hfg] OR5f pn]{/ 
cfPsf] t lyof] t/ u'lD;/x]sf] 8/n] p;nfO{ hsl8/x]sf] lyof] .

ætkfO{Fsf] t emg\ gfd} IfL/;fu/sf /fhf lji0f'sf] dT:o cjtf/nfO{ lnP/ 
/flvPsf] 5 .Æ b]jLn] dT:onfO{ ofb lbnfOg\ .

æP, ;fFRrL To;sf] syf s] kf] lyof] <Æ
æcf gf] k|yd cjtf/sf ?kdf eujfg lji0f' dT:o gfdsf] Pp6f 7"nf], l;+u 

ePsf] df5fsf] ?kdf wtL{df cfpg'ePsf] lyof] .Æ
ælsg b'Mv u/]sf] xf]nf pxfFn] ⁄ cf/fdn] eujfg} eP/ a;]sf] eP emg\ 

a]; x'Fb}glyof] / <Æ dT:on] Jo+Uo ub}{ eGof] .
syfsf] nflu dT:osf cfFvfdf lh1f;' rds b]v]kl5 emg\ v';L xFb} b]jL 

syf ;'gfpg yflng\ . 

lji0f'n] /rgf ug{'ePsf] klxnf] dflg; dg' Pslbg vf]nfdf g'xfpFb} ubf{ p;n] 
Pp6f ;fgf] df5f km]nf kf¥of] . dg'sf] cFh'nLdf Tof] df5f cf gf skskfO/x]sf 
sTnfx?af6 OGb|]0fLsf] k|sfz 5b}{ 56kl6g yfNof] . p;n] dg'nfO{ ?Fb} 
laGtL u¥of] – æx] dflg;, s[kf u/]/ dnfO{ gvfpm . d t ltd|f] nflu Ps 
ufF; klg x'Gg . d cem} 7"nf] x'g rfxG5', lhpg rfxG5' .Æ

uf]nf] uf]nf] cfFvf, /ËLla/ËL sTnf / kv]6f ePsf] Tof] ;fgf] hLjdfly 
dg'nfO{ bof / s?0ff hfu]/ cfof] . cf gf] Åbo 7"nf] kfb}{ Tof] p;n] ;fgf] 
df5f]nfO{ kfgLd} 5f]l8lbof] .

æx] ;Hhg dflg;, s[kof dnfO{ oxfFsf 7"nf df5faf6 klg hf]ufOb]pm .Æ 
Tof] ;fgf] df5fn] laGtL u¥of] .

æd s;/L ltdLnfO{ hf]ufpg ;S5' <Æ dg'n] k|Zg u¥of] . æclxn] d}n] 
ltdLnfO{ oxL gbLdf 5f]l8lbPF / lji0f'n] klg x]/]gg\ eg] t tL 7"nf df5fn] 
ltdLnfO{ vfOxfN5g\ lg .Æ
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ædnfO{ Pp6f ef8f]df /fv .Æ Tof] ;fgf] df5fn] dg'nfO{ ;'emfj lbof] . 
æclg ha d 7"nf] x'Fb}hfG5' dnfO{ Pp6f ;fgf] kf]v/Ldf /fv . ha d Tof] 
;fgf] kf]v/Ldf gc6\g] x'G5', dnfO{ cln 7"nf] kf]v/Ldf ;f/ . /, cGTodf 
ha d s'g} klg kf]v/Ldf gc6\g] u/L 7"nf] x'G5', dnfO{ dxf;fu/df nu]/ 
5f]l8b]pm .Æ

ædxf;fu/df Û t/ ltdL t gbLsf df5f xf} .Æ
æclxn] Totflt/ ghfpmF, x] dflg; . ;do cfPkl5 ltdLn] cfkm}F lrGg] 

5f} d sf] x'F eg]/ .Æ
;fgf] df5f]n] h;f] eGof] dg'n] To:t} u¥of] . Tof] ;fgf] df5f] 7"nf], emg\ 

7"nf] x'Fb} uof] / la:tf/} olt ljzfn eof] ls p;nfO{ dxf;fu/d} 5f]8\g'kg]{ 
eof] . oltsf ;do cfk"mn] g} x'sf{Psf] Tof] df5f]nfO{ dg'n] lgs} :g]x / 
dfof ug{ yfln;s]sf] lyof] . dg gnfuL gnfuL eP klg p;n] Tof] df5f]nfO{ 
dxf;fu/df nu]/ 5f]l8lbof] . kfgLdf 7"nf] 5KNofË u/]/ hfg' cufl8 Tof] 
df5f]n] dg'nfO{ eGof] – ædnfO{ ltd|f] of] u'0f / pbf/tf r'sfpg b]pm . lgs6 
eljiodf Pp6f 7"nf] hnk|no cfpFb}5, of] ;f/f e"efu hndUg x'g]5, 
;d'b|df ljnLg x'g]5 . o;af6 hf]lug Pp6f 7"nf] kfgLhxfh agfpm, 
cfjZos cGg, ;f/f k|hfltsf k|f0fL, ;+;f/sf] ;f/ ljBfsf] ;+u|x j]b e08f/ 
u/]/ /fv . ltdL s'g} klg ;+s6df k¥of} eg] dnfO{ k'sf/, d cfP/ ltd|f] 
p4f/ ug]{5' .Æ

;+;f/sf k|f0fLx?nfO{ ljZjf; ug]{ dg'n] k'gM Tof] df5fsf] s'/f dfg]/ 
p;n] eg]h:t} Pp6f 7"nf] hxfh agfof] h;df y'k|} hgfj/, cGg / aLp 
clg j]bx? /fVof] . pw'd u8\ofª\u'8'ª\;Fu} cfsfz lrb}{ cfPsf] eoª\s/ 
hnk|nosf] 7Ls cufl8 dg' klg hxfhdf r8\of] . nuQ} ljzfn dxf;fu/ 
pn{Fb} hldglt/ uof] / x]bf{ x]b}{ ;f/f :yn cfkm"leq} ;dfof] .

dg' cfkm" ;'/lIft ePsf] dx;'; u¥of] / dgdg} Tof] df5f]nfO{ wGojfb 
lbof] . t/, ca s'g ;+s6 p;sf] k|tLIff ul//x]sf] lyof] p;nfO{ s]xL kQf] 
lyPg . cufl8 a9\b} hfFbf 7"nf 7"nf nx/ / 5fnx? p;sf] j/k/ cfpg 
yfn] . hxfh lgn]/ ;f/f cGg, aLp / k|f0fLnfO{ cGwsf/df 8'afpFnf em}F u/]/ 
p;sf] ;fd' Pp6f 7"nf] e'd/L klg cfof] . dg'nfO{ Psbd} 8/ nfu]/ 
cfof] .

Tof] df5fn] klxn] eg]sf] s'/f p;n] ofb u¥of] – ædnfO{ k'sf/, d cfP/ 
ltd|f] p4f/ ug]{5' .Æ
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æx] df5f, x] ljzfn df5f, s[kof oxfF cfP/ d]/f] /Iff u/ . d]/f] p4f/ 
u/ .Æ

lIflthnfO{ klg cf]em]n kfb}{ Pp6f 7"nf] l;+u ePsf] df5f dg'sf] cufl8 
cfof] . Tof] df5f olt 7"nf] ePsf] lyof] ls dg'n] To;sf] cGTo st}af6 klg 
b]Vg ;s]g . Tof] df5f kfgLleq k'u]/ hxfhnfO{ p7fof] / cf gf] sfFwdf 
c8\ofof] . clg k"0f{ zlQm / t]hsf ;fy pQ/lt/ nUof] . of] ofqf to ug{ 
p;nfO{ lgs} ;do nfUof] . Tof] df5f hxfh af]s]/ kf}l8/Xof] ha;Dd dg'n] 
lIflthdf kfgLdfly ;fgsf ;fy plePsf] lxpFn] 9fs]sf] 7"nf] cUnf] lxdfn 
b]v]sf] lyPg . xfdLnfO{ t yfx} 5 Tof] df5f eujfg lji0f'sf] dT:o cjtf/ 
lyof] . p;n] cln glhs k'u]kl5 Pp6f 7"nf] nfdf] 8f]/L Tof] r'r'/f]sf] j/k/ 
afFWof] / hxfhnfO{ To;}n] s:of] tf ls Tof] af9Ldf hxfh ;'/lIft /xf];\ . 
x] kltb]j, Tof] lxdfn, xfd|f] ;'Gb/ lxdfn, s}nfz lyof] .Æ

dT:o zfGt lyof] . p;n] dfGg} k¥of] b]jLsf] syfn] p;nfO{ kSs} klg v';L 
agfPsf] lyof] / zfGt klg kf/]sf] lyof] . t/, p;sf] dg eg] p;sf] of] 
zflGtnfO{ e+u ug{ cfO/fVof] .

æof] syf rflxF ltdLn] dnfO{ lsg ;'gfPsL < xfdL h'g ;Gbe{df s'/f 
ub}{ lyof}F To;df o;sf] s] k|;Ë jf ;DaGw 5 < dnfO{ t oL syfx?df 
ljZjf; nfUb}g . oL t sxfgLdfq x'g\ .Æ dT:o cfgf] :jefjfg';f/ 
emls{of] .

ætkfO{F lsg a'‰g' x'Gg < yfxf 5 lg tkfO{FnfO{, xfdLleq lji0f'sf] c+z 
5 ⁄ xfd|f] pxfFn] cjZo klg /Iff ug{' x'G5 . xfd|f] lhGbuLsf] klg s'g} p2]Zo 
5, cfzo 5 .Æ

æcF ⁄ pxfFn] c? ;a} df5f hf] c? df5fsf] cfxf/f aG5g\ ltgsf] /Iff 
u/]h:t} u/]/ xfd|f] klg /Iff ug{' x'G5 . p2]Zo < xfd|f] lhGbuLsf] k5fl8 s'g} 
p2]Zo 5}g ⁄Æ

æx] kltb]j, o;/L cfz+sf / x/]z gvfpFm . lxDdt u/f}F / xfd|f] ofqf 
cf/De u/f}F .Æ

dT:o d'd{'l/of] clg r'k nfUof] . 
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t/, /fte/ p;sL kTgL eg]sf zAbx? / s'/fx? p;sf] ;kgf / sNkgfdf 
klg k|j]z ug]{ u/L lbdfudf cfO/fv] . laxfg p7]/ p;n] b]jLnfO{ eGof] – 
æx'G5, 7Ls 5 . hfpF g t . t/, s] d ofqfsf] bf}/fgdf af6f]df rfdn 
e]6fpFnf t < clxn] d}n] krfpg ;Sg] eg]sf] t ToxLdfq xf] .Æ

æxfdLnfO{ yfxf 5 lg dfG5]x? nfz gbL lsgf/d} hnfpF5g\ . clg y'k|}n] 
x•L / v/fgLsf ;fy wfg / rfdn klg kfgLdf lj;h{g u5{g\ .Æ

ælsg <Æ dT:o n] k'gM k|Zg t];f{of] .
ægbL eg]sf] hLjgsf] k|tLs xf], k|f0fgfy ⁄ of] Tof] zlQmwf/f xf] h;n] 

;Dk"0f{ hLjgsf] l;h{gf u5{, hLjg NofpF5, lbG5, lnG5 / km]l/ NofP/ 
lbG5 .Æ

dT:o km]l/ a]r}g b]lvof] . clg b]jLn] km]l/ p;nfO{ ljZj:t kfl/g\ æxfdL 
la:tf/} hfpmFF+nf . clg ha xfdL yfS5f}F ta cf/fd ug{ /f]lspmFnf .Æ

ofqf nfd} eP klg df5fx?n] dfG5]sf] h:tf] ;fdfg lnP/ hfg' gkg]{ 
cyf{t\ s]xL ;dfg glnO{ klg hfg ldNg] ePsfn] klg ltgLx?nfO{ ;lhnf] 
lyof] . /flt lgs} cf/fdsf ;fy lgbfPsfn] ltgLx?n] dT:on] k]6el/ rfdn 
vfO;Sg] lalQs} cfgf] ofqf ;'? u/] . pgLx?sf] of] ;fxl;s ofqfdf b]jL 
cfgf] klteGbf lgs} g} pT;flxt lyOg\ . t/, dT:o eg] cfkm"nfO{ oyfy{jfbL 
eg]/ 3d08 ub}{ aLraLrdf æxfdL dfg;/f]j/ gk'Ub} dg]{5f}FÆ elg/x]sf] lyof] .

pgLx? 7"nf df5fx?nfO{ 5Nb}, rflxPsf] a]nf cf/fd ub}{ / ;'Tb} cln 
cln ub}{ dfly kf}l8Fb} uP . pgLx? ;fgf df5f ;dfTg, lsgf/ 5]psf 3fF; 
/ n]p vfg ?Sy] . efUojz, Tof] a]nf a];Ldf cGg sf6\g] ;do ePsf]n] 
df5fafx]s klg ltgnfO{ vfgsf nflu d;fg3f6 5]psf] kf]v/Ldf wfg / 
rfdnsf u]8f eO/xGy] . of] kljq ofqfsf] nflu pgLx? hlt hlt dfly 
kf}l8Fb} uP, Tolt Tolt pgLx?df hf]; / tfut a9\b}lyof] .

t/, pgLx?sf] dg nIo;Dd k'Ug hlt g} pT;flxt eP klg z/L/ eg] yfSg 
yfln;s]sf] lyof] .

ofqfsf] dWolt/ cfOk'Ubf;Dd pgLx?sf] zlQm lIf0f eO/x]sf] yfxf 
x'Fb}lyof] . pgLx? cfgf] zlQm ;~ro ug{ nuftf/ dfly kf}l8O/g 5f8]/ 
a9LeGbf a9L ;do cf/fd ug{ yfn] . pgLx?nfO{ cfgf] cGTo glhs} cfof] 
eGg] yfxf eof] . pgLx? vf]N;L cfOk'Ubf dT:osf] tfutn] xf/ dfGof] / 
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b]jLsf] z/L/ klg yfls;s]sf] lyof] . lhGbuLsf] n]gb]g;Fu afgL kl/;s]sL 
b]jLn] pgsf] of] lgolt :jLsfl/g\ t/ dT:on] eg] cfgf] lgGofp/f] ePsf] 
cfFvfn] b]jLnfO{ x]b}{ ;':t/L eGof] – æp2]Zo <Æ

cfkm"df afFsL /x]sf] ;f/f an nufP/ kf}8Lsf] ult a9fpFb} b]jL gbLaf6 
aflx/ t6df plk|mOg\ . pgL hldgdf cln k/ uOg\ / cfgf] kv]6f 
km8\km8fpFb} j/k/ x]l/g\ . 

æx]g{';\ t ⁄Æ b]jLn] cfgf kltnfO{ af]nfOg\ . kTgL;Fu} dg{ rfxg] dT:o 
klg kfgLaf6 aflx/ hldgdf cfof] . dT:on] klg b]jLsf] gh/ k5\ofpFb} 
blIf0flt/ s0ff{nLsf] t6df x]¥of] . aGb x'g} nfu]sf cfFvfn] kf/L xl/of] 
knfPsf] wfgsf] Pp6f u'R5f t}l//x]sf] b]Vof] .

æwfg .Æ b]jLn] cfgf] aGb x'g}nfu]sf] ;f;n] ;':t/L elgg\ . æk|f0fgfy, 
tkfO{Fn] of] slxn} wfg gkmn]sf] hldgdf aLp lnP/ cfpg'ePsf] 5 ⁄ tkfO{+n] 
cfgf] hLjgdf lgs} g} pQd sd{ ug{'eof] . of] b]v]kl5 dflg;x? slt xlif{t 
x'G5g\ xf]nf ⁄Æ

æca dfg;/f]j/ < clg s}nfz < xfdL c;kmn eof}F b]jL .ÆdT:on] bd 
lnFb} eGof] .

ædfg;/f]j/ eg]sf] dgsf] tfn xf] . of] xfdLleq} t 5 . clg hxfF xfdL 
lji0f'sf ;Gtfg 5f}F Tof] g} ;+;f/sf] cIf xf] .Æ

dT:on] cfkm"n] ;f/f lhGbuL latfPsf] s0ff{nL gbLtkm{ x]¥of] . clxn], 
ha pm gbL aflx/ lyof] p;n] klxnf] k6s s0ff{nLsf] pT;fx, 5nf+u / gfr 
b]lv/x]sf] lyof] . p;n] b]lv/x]sf] lyof] Tof] em'Ns] 3fdsf] ls/0f;Fu} 
eml//x]sL s0ff{nLsf] aufO s;/L ;fgf lu§Ln] abln/x]sf lyP . s0ff{nLsf] 
;'Gb/tf aofg ul/g;Sg' lyof] .

æx]/ t b]jL, xfdLnfO{ slt ;'Gb/ gbL 3/ :j?k lbOPsf] lyof] .Æ dT:on] 
j/k/sf b[Zo / cfgL kTgLnfO{ clws :g]xk"0f{ gh/n] x]b}{ eGof] .

dT:osf] aflx/L cfFvfsf] t]h hlt dw'/f] x'Fb}uof], p;sf] leqLgh/ emg\ 
ltvf] x'Fb}cfof] . s]xL ;dokl5 p;n] cfgf] cfFvf clGtd k6s aGb 
u¥of] . p;n] cfFvf aGb ug]{lalQs} cfkm"nfO{ zfGt / c;Lldt gLnf] tfndf 
;lhPsf] OGb|]0fLdf 5nf+u dfl//x]sf] e]§fof] . pm :ju{df, cfgf] pb\ud 
ljGb'df cfOk'u]sf] p;nfO{ yfxf lyof] .

ToxfF k'u]s} lbg dT:o / b]jLsf] z/L/ kYy/ h:t} s8f x'g yfNof] . 
;do;Fu} tL b'O{sf] z/L/ km'Ng yfNof] h;/L lji0f' Ps ;fgf] df5faf6 7"nf] 
l;ª ePsf] df5f ag]sf lyP, pgLx?;Fu} cfPsf wfg klg nxnx em'n]sf 
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afnL eP . tL afnLsf aLpx? xfjfn] p8fP/ rf/}lt/ 5l/lbof] / v]tsf 
sfGnf / v]tel/ wfg kmNof] . s]xL ;dokZrft To; kljq / cledlGqt 
:yndf dflg;x? a;fOF ;g{ yfn] . To; 7fpFdf wfg NofPsfn] dflg;x?n] 
lgs} cf:yf / s[t1tfsf ;fy k'Hg] tL dLg bDktL cem} klg wf/fkf]/Lsf] 
wfgv]t / ;DkGgtf aLr eJo?kdf ;Fu} plePsf] b]Vg ;lsG5 .
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Ripples on 
the Mirrored Lake

R

As surely as sowing must come before the harvest, and as surely as a 
pebble thrown into a still pool creates ripples, cause and eff ect are 
forever related: the cause must precede the eff ect, just as the eff ect 
must follow a specifi c cause. As simple as this may seem, most people 
do not immediately understand it; instead, they spend most of their 
lives fi ghting hard, pretending that this law doesn’t apply to them. 
Th ey will pray to a god, if that helps, or pretend to be a god, if that 
makes matters easier, instead of sitting down to close their eyes, 
introspect and acknowledge that, indeed, eff ect follows cause, and 
that rejecting this law leads to sorrow. 

Once upon a time, in a roving settlement of felt tents in the grasslands 
of Tibet, lived a king blessed with a plentitude of cattle and sheep and 
horses, a kingdom full of pastures and gentle streams, a son and a 
daughter, and a queen. His name was Joro. 

His wife, Lhamo Tsendama, was his true treasure, for she caused 
his prosperity to grow through diligence and diplomacy. She 
established ritual friendships with the nomadic traders from south 
of the Himalayan mountains, and begged them to take the extra 
trouble of bringing her timber, so that she might build monasteries. 
Whenever she managed to bring the statue of Milarepa out from a 
cave high on the face of a cliff  to the spacious and well-lit wood-
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paneled halls of a monastery, nomads from as far away as four days’ 
ride would make a pilgrimage, bringing off erings to the monastery 
and commerce for the people of her husband’s kingdom. When 
Lhamo Tsedanma received Indian sages versed in the art of healing, 
the Gyeshe at the monastery obtained invaluable supplies of herbs 
from the Indian coasts, or even the island of Sri Lanka, and the ailing 
and infi rm among her husband’s subjects benefi ted. She possessed 
soft  words and grace, which she oft en had occasion to employ on 
behalf of her husband and young son, for they lacked these virtues.

Joro and his son Palden possessed the pride that is the particular 
mark of those who are born into divinely ordained kingship: their 
word was law, this they knew. Th ey therefore keenly enforced their 
superiority over their subjects: the fattest sheep and the fi nest wool 
in the kingdom were demanded in tribute from all who toiled in 
Joro’s kingdom. Palden played at being a king and ordered his 
playmates to carry him on their shoulders. When a merchant arrived 
from Persia or Mongolia, Joro demanded that they beg for an 
audience in his stately tent and present him with turquoise and silk. 
But he didn’t share his wealth with his subjects.

Joro and Palden liked to ride their swift  horses and chase and 
shoot deer and pheasants, while Lhamo Tsedanma taught her 
daughter Dolma the prayers to the Avalokiteshwor who off ered 
wisdom and protection. With the wind sweeping through the manes 
of their horses and with their mastiff s running down stags, the men 
of the family felt their power ripple outwards through the world, 
subjugating and conquering everything within their dominion. But 
the women of the family felt their compassion radiate out to bring 
succor to the suff ering of the people, and knew that they accumulated 
merit for themselves and for every sentient being in the universe. By 
the time the children had reached adolescence, Dolma’s prayer beads 
were worn smooth with the oil of devotion whereas Palden’s prayer 
beads hung around the forearm of his right hand, knocked coarse by 
mindless action. 



Shared Sacred Landscapes 99

On a morning dulled by grey clouds that covered the skies aft er the 
southern wind had been beaten back by the cold northern winds, 
Lhamo Tsendama felt fade. As she watched her husband laugh loudly 
with his men, the hair on his chin wet with chhang, and as she 
watched her son wrestle away the rib of a yak from his favorite dog 
while his playmates pretended to feast on dishes of dry grass, she 
understood that the men didn’t possess the virtues of kindness or the 
grace needed for serving others.

“Dolma,” she called to her daughter, who came and sat by her. 
Lhamo Tsendama took her daughter’s hand and said, ‘Yama, the lord 
of death, will come to take me to the underworld soon, but you will 
have a long life ahead of you. Make no mistake, daughter – it will be 
a life of hardship and trials, for suff ering is the nature of the world, 
and only mindful action and constant compassion will deliver you 
from suff ering. Th ere is nothing I can do to mitigate the vagaries of 
the world, the miasma that is samsara, but I will give you this gift ,’ 
she said, and handed Dolma a box made of tough ox-hide and tied 
shut with a leathern cord. 

“Your father and your brother will require compassion from you: 
they do not have the inner eye to see the future results of their actions. 
Nor do they possess the eye that looks inward in introspection to 
identify the past causes of their present actions. I fear that they will 
treat you cruelly and with disdain. Forgive them. But, do not abandon 
yourself to suff ering. When the peril is the greatest – and this you 
will recognize when the time comes – when you realize that your 
mortal life is in danger, open this box, read the letter inside, and do 
exactly as I ask you to.”

“Yes, mother,” Dolma said and quietly accepted the box, for she 
was obedient. 

And, as the air turned colder, as snow fi rst fell like a dusting of 
tsampa fl our and then as heaps of lamb’s wool and then turned into 
hard stones of ice, the fl ame of life in the queen’s heart grew dimmer, 
and her breath turned short as the days turned shorter, until one 
night she quietly passed away, led by Yama’s servants through the 
gates of the aft erworld. Dolma, who had been attentively praying by 
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her mother’s side, recognized the passing of the soul. She lit a lamp 
by her mother’s head and through the night recited mantras to the 
compassionate forms of the Avalokiteshwor.

Joro was astounded to fi nd his wife dead, and Palden wailed like 
a child, for Lhamo Tsendama’s death had caught them unaware. 
Seeing that neither her father nor her brother had the fortitude of 
spirit to confront the death of her mother, Dolma went to the 
monastery and informed the Gyeshe, who made arrangements for 
the funeral. Th e men of the camp carried away Lhamo Tsendama’s 
body to the cremation grounds and consigned it to fl ames. From her 
tent across the frozen meadow Dolma watched the dark smoke from 
the pyre rise to the skies.

Dolma gave away her mother’s possessions to mendicants and 
minstrels who passed through the camp, and she fed the hungry so 
that they would off er prayers in her mother’s name. Aft er fortynine 
days, when a portrait of her mother was off ered up to a ritual fi re to 
signify the fi nal perishing of Lhamo Tsendama’s mortal form, Dolma 
set about keeping house for Joro and Palden as if her mother had 
never existed. From nothing Lhamo Tsendama had passed into 
nothing, and Dolma was certain that her mother’s noble virtues and 
accumulated merits would free her from rebirth into the lower 
orders, perhaps opening the path to rebirth as a highly realized man 
who would, over the next few births, pass forever into the great 
nothing. But the actions of her father and brother, who, although 
they had been born as men and into the light of the Buddha’s 
teachings, still neglected their duties towards all sentient beings, and 
towards their own consciousness, worried her.

A few days aft er the last of the snow had melted, Dolma heard 
heartrending squeals of pain mingled with laughter of bloodcurdling 
cruelty outside the tent. Palden’s dog was tossing about a gaunt 
marmot, its hindquarters mangled, but the life in it still strong. 
Perhaps it had strayed out of its burrow aft er the winter, weak from 
the hibernation, and had been set upon by Palden’s mastiff . Each 
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squeal of terror made Palden laugh, which encouraged the dog to 
toss the poor rodent about to elicit more laughter from Palden.

Dolma was transfi xed with horror: compassion melded her mind 
with that of the marmot, and she experienced its pain and fear, along 
with its strong desire to live. Many moments had passed before she 
could move to intercede on behalf of the marmot. Joro had emerged 
from another tent. “What is this noise?” he bellowed, took a brief 
look, clipped Palden on the side of his head, kicked the dog in the rib 
and stomped the marmot on its head.

“No!” Dolma screamed, but knew immediately that the marmot 
had died.

“Did you want the rat to scream more? Did you want it to live in 
pain?” Joro turned his angry eyes to her.

“No,” she said, eyes downcast to hide the hot tears. “It could have 
lived.”

“It is a rat. Dogs kill rats,” Joro said, and returned to the tent from 
where he had emerged.

A few days later, Dolma found Palden alone. “Brother,” she said 
haltingly, “the dog, the yak, the rat, the men and their horses – they 
are all the same.” She had given this speech great thought and 
carefully chosen the words, for she knew these would be the fi rst 
words he would hear of the path towards compassion, the path that 
leads away from suff ering. But Palden laughed.

“Are you the old Gyeshe at the monastery?” he shrieked with 
laughter. When the noise made one of his lackeys peep into the tent, 
Palden repeated Dolma’s words in a high, mocking pitch, making it 
preachy and singsong. Palden’s friend joined in the mocking.

“Th e worm and the bird are the same,” one said.
“Th e mud and the dung are the same,” another said. 
Yes, they are, Dolma wanted to say triumphantly, but that was not 

in her nature. Instead, she turned away from them and found refuge 
in the corner where her mother used to pray, and where she had 
given up her spirit. 

Over the next month, Joro’s attitude towards her turned from 
negligence to disdain to something akin to barely suppressed hatred. 
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As if she had deeply off ended him by showing concern for the 
mangled marmot, he now sought every opportunity to force her into 
situations of cruelty and degradation: he put her in charge of the 
hunting dogs.

“Palden, you will learn the son’s trade: you’ll study the horses in 
our possession, for they are true wealth. Dolma, you will care for the 
dogs.” Joro intended his son to grow up to be a great king and owner 
of a prosperous stable, so he taught Palden how to recognize strength 
and stamina in a horse. He would prop Palden before him on the 
saddle of his horse, so that he might learn to ride the steed, and chase 
the other horses through the meadows as he exercised them. Dolma 
was plopped behind Joro on the same horse, learning to command 
and bring to heel the mastiff s that ran aft er their quarry.

But the dogs had eaten from Palden’s hands since they were pups, 
blind balls of fur and teeth. Palden knew everything about them, as 
he liked to boast to Dolma, and he relished the opportunity to show 
how he knew more about the task given to her. Also, it was in his 
heart to hunt and kill, skin and roast, eat and belch out the fl esh of 
birds and animals. He became more animated each time the ferocious 
mastiff s stretched their necks and shot through the grass of the 
meadows. Dolma, on the other hand, could barely see the dogs, since 
she had to close her eyes tightly and cling to her father’s back as the 
horses galloped through the grass. She learned to become one with 
the horse, to feel the dirt and grass through the horse’s shod hooves, 
to register the tremors of hesitation or excitement in the horse’s 
muscles and sinews when it prepared to leap over a brook or bank 
around an insurmountable obstacle. Th e horse was of the wind, 
while the dogs were of the earth, and Dolma learned to fl y with the 
horse.

And that was no accident, for her father’s horse was capable of 
fl ying; just as it was capable of understanding the suff ering of the 
people around it. Gyadong Syabu, the treasure of the kingdom, and 
the pride and joy of Joro, could fl y into the skies and over the 
mountain, not merely as metaphor, but in substance and body. 
Similarly, Senya Chumo, the second best prize in the stable, was like 
a golden fi sh in the ocean, for it could glide through the grass of the 
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meadows and over the rocks and snow of the mountains, and turn in 
a fl ick to face the direction whence it had come, just like a nimble fi sh 
in the ocean. 

On the day when the sun took the longest to journey across the skies, 
and the shortest night was set aside for bonfi res and feasting, Joro 
took Palden and Dolma on a hunt and quizzed them about horses 
and dogs. While Dolma did not surprise her father with the meager 
amount she knew about dogs, he was dismayed to know how little 
Palden knew about horses.

“Son,” Joro said, “We are nothing without our horses, for they are 
the source of our wealth and power. If you can’t learn about the 
horses in your herd, how will you learn to understand your 
lieutenants, your allies and your enemies? How will you be king?”

Dolma saw the distress on her brother’s face and out of compassion 
whispered answers to him. When Joro saw this, he was alarmed. 
“Does your sister know more about horses than you do?” he asked in 
disbelief.

“How does it matter?” Palden answered with irritation. “I knew 
all the answers to your questions about the dogs, just like she knows 
about the horses!”

“She is a girl,” Joro muttered. “I am not disappointed that she 
doesn’t know about dogs. But you...” he said, but he didn’t fi nish his 
sentence. Instead, he quietly turned around, and without waiting for 
his son or his daughter, Joro walked his horse back towards camp. 

Dolma watched as Joro became more and more restless, sometimes 
asking for chhang even before Dolma had fi nished her morning 
prayers. He would stare at her with undisguised hatred and mutter 
under his breath. One day, late in the night, as she lay in bed, she 
heard her father growl, “I’ll kill her if I have to, but my kingdom will 
not pass to a woman. I’ll be mocked by all kings and princes of the 
world if they learn that my son is unworthy.” 

Dolma now understood the extent of her father’s pride, and the 
utter absence in his heart of any light of compassion or humility. A 
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man so engrossed with his picture of himself as a man of strength 
that he would resent his daughter the knowledge of horses! What 
might she have possibly done in her past lives that she should be 
born a daughter, only to be murdered by her own father? She wept 
silent tears, decided to pray for safety through the night and, 
oppressed by gloom, resigned herself to her fate. She didn’t indulge 
in the selfi sh act of counting the merits of her karma to fi nd a way of 
explaining her present predicament. What shall come shall come, 
she thought: I can only be righteous in my actions; I cannot be 
responsible for the thoughts and actions of others. 

Yet, the next morning, when her father left  on yet another hunt, 
seating Palden behind him on the horse, Dolma sought out the box 
made of ox-hide. Inside were a pendant of silver and a letter in her 
mother’s hand.

“Go to the kingdom of Lo, to the south. Th ere, present this 
pendant to the king, for it once belonged to his house, and was given 
to me as a token of respect. Lose not a moment, daughter – make 
haste. Take with you the fl ying stallion Gyadong Syabu, for he is the 
fastest, and not even the second treasure of your father’s stable, the 
mare Senya Chumo, who can outrun the wind, can catch him.”

Dolma was too afraid to be seen fl ying through the skies in the 
day, so she waited for the night. In the night, when she stole to the 
stable with nothing but the ox-hide box and a handful of tsampa, she 
hesitated to steal Gyadong Syabu: aft er all, the fl ying stallion was her 
father’s favorite horse. Th e loss of the fl ying horse would cause 
immense anger and grief in Joro’s heart, and his anger and grief 
would amplify upon learning that his daughter had stolen his beloved 
steed. Dolma, through her compassion, felt just a fraction of Joro’s 
emotions of disappointment, loss and anger. She turned away from 
Gyadong Syabu and defi ed her mother’s wish. She felt a barb of regret 
for disobeying her mother, but she put away that feeling, like an 
oyster does a grain of sand, or a wound does the sting of a thorn, not 
knowing what fruit it would bear far into the future.

She said to herself – “Flying through the skies could bring me face 
to face with the siddhas and dakinis, those who traverse the skies on 
their magical tasks. What if they take my fl ight as an insult and 
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punish me for my hubris?” And, so, Dolma took the mare Senya 
Chuma and rode towards the kingdom of Lo. 

Th e next day, as she was resting the mare in the shade of a large rock 
in the desert plateau between the meadows of her father’s kingdom 
and the fertile lands of Lo, an old man in a long, worn robe approached 
her. “Where do you go, daughter?” he asked.

“To the kingdom of Lo, old father,” Dolma replied. Th e old man 
regarded the mare and smiled at Dolma. 

“I have water to share if you are thirsty,” the old man off ered. 
Dolma accepted the water with gratitude, but she shared it with her 
mare before wetting her own lips. 

“Why do you go to the kingdom of Lo?” the old man asked. 
Dolma’s eyes welled up with tears, but she didn’t want to speak ill of 
her father. “My fate takes me there, old father,” she said. 

Dolma off ered the old man half of her tsampa and watched him 
eat it. When he had fi nished, she made the rest of the tsampa into a 
ball, divided it into halves, and gave one portion to her mare. 

“Ah, daughter!” Th e old man scratched his head. “You show 
compassion, yes, but daughter, she is a mare. She will happily eat 
grass when she reaches the valley.” Dolma then laughed, because her 
stomach did growl with hunger still.

Th e old man and the young princess traveled towards Lo. Sometimes 
the princess rode on Senya Chuma, and sometimes she dismounted 
to beg the old man to rest his feet astride the mare, and sometimes 
they led the mare as they walked. Th is they did not merely out of 
compassion for the mare, but also because there was joy in conversing, 
and telling each other stories about their lives and the sights they had 
seen along the road.

“My mother asked me to visit the king of Lo, old father,” Dolma 
told her fellow traveler aft er they had exchanged enough stories to 
build trust. 
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When they reached the gates of the walled city of Lo Manthang, 
the old man bid Dolma to stay outside the city. “But, do give me your 
mother’s pendant,” the old man smiled. 

Soon, a young man came running out of the gates, and begged 
Dolma to ride the mare while he led them into the city, his hand on 
the bridle, until they reached the house of the Gyalpo, the king of Lo. 
Th e old man, still in his robes, sat to the right of the king’s throne, on 
a chair piled high with yak pelts and sheep skin.

“Bring her to me, my son,” the king commanded in a kind voice.
“Yes, father,” said the young man by Dolma’s side, and with a 

sweep of his arm, begged her to approach his father, the king.
“Your fate and mine met on the road, didn’t they?” the old man 

said with a chuckle as she approached the king of Lo. “Nephew,” he 
addressed the king, “Th is young woman is the treasure born to the 
wise and pious Lhamo Tsedanma, wife of Joro, to whom our house 
had sent this pendant as a token of our esteem. It is true that I failed 
in my embassy to the kingdom of Amdo to return with the princess 
betrothed to your son. But, instead of a lotus from the gardens of a 
mansion, I have brought you a blue poppy of the vales. Instead of a 
painted doll swathed in silks, I have found a compassionate heart 
and boundless virtue.”

Dolma slowly understood what was happening, and with 
astonished eyes looked at the king, the old man and the young prince 
by her side. Th e prince smiled back kindly; there was no spark of 
mischief in his eyes, but they pooled deep with a constant light of 
compassion. Dolma saw that she had been delivered into a new 
family that welcomed her. She would respect and love her father as 
long as she lived, but this would be her new home and family to 
which she would forever be devoted.

She bowed with gratitude and prayed to the siddhas and 
Avalokiteshwor to bless every sentient being in the universe. 

Many years passed. Joro tried to forget his losses – a daughter who 
would have made a good bargain as a bride for a merchant or a 
prince, along with the jewels of his possession, his miraculous horses. 
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Years of increasing poverty had forced him to part with the fl ying 
horse. Joro had entrusted the money from the sale of the horse to 
Dorje, a nephew, who then bought a large herd of horses and trained 
them to be sold to warring kings in India. Palden and Dorje had 
crossed the mountains to the south to sell the horses. But when they 
returned, Palden had brought Dorje home bound in ropes. Refusing 
to believe Dorje’s protests that he was innocent, Joro had his nephew’s 
eyes put out with hot needles for stealing the money earned from the 
sale of his herd. When Dorje shouted, rolling in the dust outside 
Joro’s tent, that someone in the king’s caravan had stolen the money, 
and that he was innocent, Joro had the blind man’s tongue cut out for 
his lies. 

Joro treated his other subjects no better, and Palden learned no 
better from Joro than to bully and exploit. His subjects began pitching 
their tents farther and farther away from the large tent of their king, 
until, one winter night when Joro came out of his tent, desiring more 
beer with which to warm himself, he could barely make the outline 
of the nearest tent, pitched a hundred yards away, and with a blizzard 
raging in between. 

“Fetch me a bowl of beer,” he growled at Palden.
“Do it yourself,” the prince muttered as he turned around on his 

pile of sheepskin and went back to sleep. 
Joro kicked Palden. “I am your father! Is this how you show 

obedience?”
Palden reluctantly got out of bed, grumbled under his breath as 

he swaddled himself in a coat of fur, braced against the cold and went 
into the blizzard. When he returned an hour later, most of the beer 
had spilled or frozen into slush. Joro glowered at Palden, but the 
prince laughed derisively and said – “Are you the only one who feels 
the cold?”

As Palden lay snoring drunkenly in his corner, Joro thought of his 
tent, his grasslands and his kingdom. When merchants came from 
the south or the west, they rarely stopped with him for the night 
anymore. Instead, they quickly paid their respect in reluctant bows 
and tribute in goods of inferior quality, and journeyed with their 
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caravan to the edge of his kingdom. Although his subjects grazed 
their sheep and yaks on the greenest and sweetest grass of his 
kingdom, the cattle he received as tribute rarely had a shiny coat or 
fat thighs. Th e tent was always dim, even in noon when the sun 
glimmered fi ercely outside. A pall lay over everything that he 
touched. 

Joro closed his eyes and tried to fi nd the signposts along the path 
of life that had brought him to a place where he found no love or 
respect, but only barely concealed contempt and fear. He remembered 
the manner in which he had treated his daughter, and realized that 
she had run away because of his own conduct. He remembered the 
insolence Palden showed him. Doesn’t the tree show what seed it 
came from? Joro had never taught his son kindness and grace: he had 
only taught him strength of arm and roughness of voice. Joro thought 
of his wealth and infl uence: he had scared away his kinsmen by 
forcibly taking from them without ever giving them anything in 
return, so that when his people fell away from him, just as birds fl ee 
a blazing tree, he had been left  with nothing. Th e monks at the 
monasteries built by his wife no longer invited him to the many 
ceremonies to which people fl ocked from miles around because he 
had once tried to strong-arm them into paying him a tithe instead of 
off ering them his share of wool and sheep. As he lay there in the 
dark, Joro saw that every misfortune that smothered the peace of his 
mind now had its origin in an act of unkindness or a hurtful remark. 
For the fi rst time in his life, in the autumn of the breaths left  to his 
name, tears of remorse wet Joro’s cheeks until he fell into a sweaty, 
uneasy sleep.

“Father!” Palden awoke him the next day. Joro sat up with bitterness 
clinging to his tongue, his breath foul even to himself. A merchant 
stood by the entrance, cap in hand, confusedly studying the tent.

“Am I in the right home?” the merchant asked. “Am I before our 
king?”

Joro waved him towards a low table by the stove gone cold in the 
middle of the tent. Th e merchant took out a sack of hulled rice, a 
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bundle of incense sticks, silver coins from the valley of Nepal, which 
was now the currency at Lhasa, and a small lump of deer-musk. He 
bowed deep and started walking backwards towards the mouth of 
the tent.

“Wait,” Joro said. “Sit.”
Th e merchant looked at the lackluster surroundings. 
“Where do you come from, friend?” Joro asked as politely as he 

could.
“From Leh, south of the Shang Shung,” the merchant replied. A 

curious smile spread on Joro’s face. He walked to the merchant and 
held him by the arm and sat him down.

“Son,” Joro said to Palden, “Go to Dorje’s and ask his wife to come 
here. Without a woman’s graces in the house, hospitality is 
incomplete.”

Dorje’s wife arrived with dried jimbu grass, the rare pods of red chili, 
fl akes of sun-dried yak meat and anything else her neighbors could 
aff ord to share to welcome their king’s guest. Palden watched the 
sudden turn in his father’s behavior until, his belly fi lled with warm 
food and beer, the merchant boasted of his kingdom’s splendors and 
his king’s riches. Aft er drinking some more, he raised his arms and 
made swooshing sounds, as if fl ying, and then neighed and snorted 
like a horse.

“It is a splendid horse, but it keeps trying to fl y back to where it 
came from,” the merchant said with a twinkle in his eyes. “Do you 
know where my king bought it?”

Joro smiled broadly and slapped the merchant’s back and roared 
with laughter. Palden also laughed.

“It is your horse!” the merchant pointed to Joro and giggled.
“My horse,” Joro laughed. “My fl ying horse!”

A scheme had suggested itself to Joro’s mind, and, for the fi rst time in 
his life, he was putting aside his pride in order to plot, scheme, 
deceive and trick someone. One aspect of evil had shielded itself 
from him while another aspect now befriended him and whispered 
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into his ears. Was it really stealing if he could aff ect the theft  without 
once setting foot into the house of the owner of the goods? Was it 
collusion if his partner in crime knew nothing of what he was doing, 
and why?

Th e day came for the merchant to leave for his home. Joro bowed 
before him and said, “Sir – have we not become the best of friends 
over the past week?”

Th e merchant blushed at being addressed so intimately by a king, 
albeit a poor king in a shabby tent. When Joro took his hand, the 
merchant began nodding vigorously in agreement.

“Have you not made me happy, my friend, by sharing my 
hospitality?” Joro asked again, and the merchant stuttered in 
agreement, “Yes, my king, yes! Th e honor has been immense.”

“You will go home and brag to your wife about sharing a table 
with us!” Palden joined in on the ribbing. Th e merchant beamed 
brightly. 

“I beg you this small favor, my friend,” Joro said as he took off  a 
boot and pulled out the insole. “Take this to your king’s stables and 
burn it in a place where my beloved Gyadong Syabu lives now. When 
I had to sell him to your king, a piece of my heart withered and died. 
I am sure my horse grieves for me, too. If he smells the odor of the 
insole of my boot he will remember the fond hours we spent together, 
roaming through the grassland and climbing to the night sky. It will 
bring him solace to know that I still remember him, and it will bring 
me solace to know that he will embrace me once more, through the 
joy in his heart, over these vast distances that separate us.”

Th e merchant was overcome with sorrow for Joro and the horse, 
and immediately agreed to do as instructed. He took his leave and 
headed homewards. 

“A day will come when I will need your help, Palden,” Joro said to his 
son. “You will do exactly as I ask you to, and our fortunes will turn 
for the better.”

And so the father and son waited for the day when the merchant 
would reach Leh, steal into the king’s stables and burn Joro’s insole at 
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a spot where Gyadong Syabu could smell it. Th e scent would be the 
magical signal to put the horse into a frenzy; it would break all chains 
and fl y into the skies and race swift ly over meadows and valleys, 
rivers and mountains to alight outside the tent. Joro’s wealth would 
return aft er years of want and penury! 

Joro would close his eyes through the long autumn aft ernoons 
and imagine the path to Leh, just where the merchant would rest for 
the night, or just when he would approach a village late in the 
evening. Joro counted the days on his fi ngers, then with knots of 
grass outside his tent, then with scratches into the tent-pole nearest 
to his bed. He forgot the taste of food and the comfort of his bed 
because the constant coveting of the mere possibility of wealth grew 
too big inside him and made him restless. Until one evening, he 
suddenly sat up in his bed and shouted.

“Palden!” he said, “prepare for Gyadong Syabu’s return!”
“From where?” Palden asked. “It has been many years since we 

sold him. Why would he return to us now?”
“You don’t know of the scheme I have eff ected, and you don’t 

know of the magical bond I have with the horse. Just do exactly as I 
say, and we shall have our wealth return to us.” Joro told Palden to 
fi nd a wide clearing with soft  soil underfoot and burn a bright line of 
torches to guide the horse safely to the ground. “Go now!” Joro 
shouted, “And do exactly as I have said. When the horse approaches 
the torches, it will neigh loudly. You must shout out his name at that 
exact moment, so that he knows he is awaited. If you fail to do this, 
all will be lost!”

Th ere always comes a moment in a story, just as in the pages of our 
lives, when events shape up in defi ance of our expectations; these are 
either moments of unexpected joy, or of undeserved violence and 
grief. When they happen in our lives, such accidents make us wail in 
grief and disbelief and ask the skies –“Why?” Th e mind searches for 
reasons why something should have occurred in the manner it did; 
then it fantasizes about all other possible alternatives. Th en it seeks 
to lay blame on anybody or anything at all, and, if nothing surfaces, 
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it tries to make sense of the strange thing called coincidence. Th e 
mind resists seeing it for what it truly is: the inevitable result of a past 
action. It resists giving credence to the inevitable bond between a 
moment and the next: an action and its consequence. Th e mind tries 
to live in fantasies of how an event would have turned out if, at the 
most crucial juncture, an event or intention or word or action had 
been ever so slightly diff erent; it desperately invents fantasies of 
alternate futures. Th e mind bathes in the kaleidoscopic pictures of 
fi ctional pasts and fi ctional futures, while stubbornly refusing to see 
the plain, unadorned nature of everything that unfolds in the present. 

What happened next wouldn’t have come to pass if Dolma had 
obeyed her mother and escaped with Gyadong Syabu. It certainly 
wouldn’t have happened if greed hadn’t entered Joro’s heart, or if 
Palden had obeyed his father. But, these three actions were already in 
the tomb of the past, and in the womb of the future the consequences 
were sliding towards the moment when they would become actions 
in the world, the echo in the samsara of past deeds.

Palden found a wide, soft  clearing, but he didn’t bother to light 
the torches. A magical fl ying horse should have enough sense not to 
fall to the ground. What is a torch to a fantastical beast that can fl y 
over fortresses of snow and rock, high in the southern skies? When 
Gyadong Syabu approached the meadow near his former master’s 
dwelling, he saw no beacon to guide him. Palden didn’t see the horse 
rapidly approach him against the dark sky, and therefore didn’t call 
out Gyadong Syabu by his name, which was itself the magic and 
talisman, and thereby caused the horse to slam headfi rst into the 
ground, break the bones in his neck, and instantly die. 

Th ere is a story, repeated over the ages in many books, about two 
birds sitting on the branches of a fruit tree. One bird feels hunger and 
thirst; it feels also the sweetness of ripe fruits and the bitterness of the 
unripe. So it pecks at the fruits, titters in delight when the fl esh is 
juicy and sweet, and screeches in dismay when it is raw and bitter. 
Th e other bird doesn’t feel hunger or thirst; it feels no need for the 
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sweet or bitter tastes of the fruit. It merely witnesses the fi rst bird, for 
it is the fi rst bird, snared inextricably in the senses, and it is also the 
second bird, aloof from the material world. It is aware of its separation 
from the world of sensations and desires. Th e fi rst bird doesn’t know 
that it also exists as the second, on a diff erent and higher branch of 
the same fruit tree. And, so, the fi rst bird thrashes about in briefest 
agony or joy, never once looking up to watch the serenity and majesty 
of the second. 

When Joro was brought news of his horse’s death, Joro suddenly 
understood what had happened: he had murdered Gyadong Syabu! 
His greed had called the horse over the mountains. His conduct 
towards Palden had made the young man disobedient and insolent, 
lacking in industry but brimming with arrogance. Th ere was no such 
thing as a coincidence: no eff ect arises without a precedent cause. 
Just as joy is a consequence of a past action, so is grief a consequence; 
and all are ripples on the mirrored surface of the great lake of Time. 

A bird fl ew out from Joro’s body and climbed to the top of his tent 
and watched down, detached from this world of words and signs, 
attachments and desires, the incessant deluge of consequence aft er 
consequence that tumbled forth from all the nodes and moments in 
the past, incessantly being devoured by a million diff erent possible 
futures. It watched itself, Joro, as the old king went blind in a fl ash of 
comprehension, for the sudden confrontation with the light that 
separates this world from its eternal and unblemished second self is 
too terrible to behold. 
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དལ་གྱི་རྒྱུ་བའི་ཆུ་ཕྲན་དང་རྩྭ་ཐང་གིས་ཁྱབ་ཡོད།   ཁོང་ལ་སྲས་གཅིག་དང་སྲས་མོ་གཅིག   བཙུན་

མོ་གཅིག་བཅས་ཡོད།   ཁོང་གི་མིང་ལ་ཇོ་རོ་ཞེས་འབོད།  

ཁོང་གི་ཡུམ་ལྷ་མོ་ཚĲ་ལྡན་མ་ནི་ངོ་མ་ནོར་གྱི་བང་མཛŀད་ཅིག་ཡིན་ཏེ།   མོ་རང་གི་བརྩོན་པ་དང་

འབྲེལ་ལམ་ལ་བརྟེན་ནས་རྒྱལ་པོའི་སྟོབས་འབྱོར་རྒྱས་པར་གྱུར།   ཁོང་མོས་ཧི་མ་ལ་ཡའི་ལྷ་ཕྱོགས་
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ནས་ཡོང་བའི་འབྲོག་པའི་ཚŀང་པ་རྣམས་དང་རྡོ་རྗེ་སྤུན་གྲོགས་བསྒྲིགས།    ཁོང་མོས་དགོན་པ་

འཛུགས་སྐྲུན་ཐུབ་ཆེད་ཚŀང་པ་དག་གིས་དཀའ་ལས་ལྷག་མ་རེ་བརྒྱབ་སྟེ་ཁོང་མོ་ལ་ཤིང་ཆ་འཁྱེར་

ཡོང་བའི་རེ་བ་ཞུས།   དུས་ནམ་བྱུང་ལ་ཁོང་མོས་མཐོ་ཞིང་གཟར་བའི་རི་ངོས་ཀྱི་བྲག་ཕུག་ཅིག་ཏུ་

གནས་པའི་མི་ལ་རས་པའི་འདྲ་སྐུ་ཞིག་ཡོད་པ་དེ་རྒྱ་ཆེ་ལ་རྩིག་ངོས་ཐམས་ཅད་ཤིང་གིས་གཡོགས་

ཤིང་སྣང་བས་ཁྱབ་པའི་དགོན་པའི་འདུ་ཁང་དུ་གདན་འདྲེན་ཞུས།   དེ་དུས་འབྲོག་པ་རྣམས་ཉིན་བཞི་

ལ་རྟ་བཞོན་ནས་ཡོང་དགོས་པའི་ལམ་ཐག་རིང་པོ་ནས་ཀྱང་མཆོད་མཇལ་དུ་ཡོང་བར་བྱེད་ལ་ཁོང་

ཚŀས་དགོན་པར་མཆོད་རྫས་དང་ཁོང་མོའི་ཁྱོ་གའི་རྒྱལ་འབངས་ལ་ཚŀང་རྫས་ཁྱེར་ནས་ཡོང་།  ལྷ་མོ་

ཚĲ་ལྡན་མས་སྨན་སྦྱོར་ལ་མཁས་པའི་རྒྱ་གར་གྱི་དྲང་སྲོང་རྣམས་གདན་འདྲེན་ཞུ་སྐབས།  དགོན་པར་

གནས་པའི་དགེ་བཤེས་ཚŀ་ལ་རྒྱ་གར་མཚŀ་མཐའ་དང་སེངྒ་ལ་ནས་ཐོན་པའི་རྩྭ་སྨན་རིན་ཐང་བྲལ་བ་

ཐོབ།  གཟུགས་སྟོབས་ཉམས་པ་དང་ནད་ཀྱིས་མནར་པའི་རྒྱལ་འབངས་རྣམས་ལ་ཕན་བདེ་མི་དམན་

པ་ཐོབ།    ཁོང་མོའི་ངག་འཇམ་ཞིང་མཛངས་སྤྱོད་ཡིད་དུ་འོང་།   ཁོང་མོའི་ཁྱོ་ག་དང་ལོ་ན་གཞོན་

པའི་བུ་ལ་ཡོན་ཏན་དེ་དག་གིས་སྟོང་བར་བརྟེན་ཁོང་མོས་དུས་ནས་དུས་སུ་ཁོང་གཉིས་ཀྱི་ཚབ་བྱས་

ནས་མི་ལ་འབྲེལ་བ་བཟུང་། 

ཇོ་རོ་དང་ཁོང་གི་བུ་དཔལ་ལྡན་ལ་དཀོན་མཆོག་གིས་བྱིན་གྱིས་རླབས་པའི་རྒྱལ་པོའི་རིགས་སུ་

སྐྱེས་པ་ལ་དམིགས་བསལ་གྱི་ང་རྒྱལ་ལྡན།   ཁོང་གཉིས་ཀྱིས་བཤད་པ་ཁྲིམས་ཡིན།   ཁོང་གཉིས་

ཀྱིས་འདི་ཤེས་ལ།   དེར་བརྟེན་ཁོང་གཉིས་ཁྱད་དུ་འཕགས་པ་རྒྱལ་འབངས་ལ་ཆེད་དུ་ངོམས།    

ཁོང་གི་རྒྱལ་ཁབ་ཏུ་ངལ་རྩོལ་བྱེད་པའི་འབངས་རྣམས་ཀྱིས་རང་གི་ལུག་མགྱོགས་ཤོས་དང་བལ་

ཡག་ཤོས་རྣམས་རྒྱལ་པོ་ལ་འབུལ་དགོས་པའི་བཀའ་བཏང་།   དཔལ་ལྡན་གྱིས་རྩེད་མོའི་ཁྲོད་དུ་རང་

ཉིད་རྒྱལ་པོ་ཡིན་ཁུལ་བྱས་ཏེ་རང་གི་རྩེད་རོགས་རྣམས་ཀྱི་ཕྲག་པར་ཁུར་དུ་བཅུག   ཏ་ཟིག་དང་སོག་

ཡུལ་ནས་ཚŀང་པ་ཞིག་འབྱོར་སྐབས་བརྗིད་ཉམས་ལྡན་པའི་ཕྱིང་གུར་དུ་ཇོ་རོ་ལ་མཇལ་དུ་ཡོང་དགོས་

པ་མ་ཟད།   ཁོང་ལ་དར་ཟབ་དང་གཡུ་ཡི་ལེགས་སྐྱེས་འབུལ་དགོས་པའི་བཀའ་བཏང་།  འོན་ཀྱང་།   

ཁོང་གིས་རང་གི་རྒྱུ་ནོར་ལོངས་སྤྱོད་ཀྱི་ནང་ནས་འབངས་རྣམས་ལ་བགོ་སྐལ་མི་སྤྲོད། 

ཇོ་རོ་དང་དཔལ་ལྡན་གཉིས་རང་གི་མགྱོགས་པའི་རྟ་ལ་བཞོན་ནས་རི་དྭགས་དང་བྱ་རྔོན་པར་

དགའ་ཞིང་།  ལྷ་མོ་ཚĲ་ལྡན་མས་རང་གི་བུ་མོ་སྒྲོལ་མ་ལ་མགོན་སྐྱབས་དང་ཤེས་རབ་ཀྱི་བདག་པོ་སྤྱན་

རས་གཟིགས་ཀྱི་སྨོན་ལམ་བསླབས།   རྟའི་རྔོག་མ་རླུང་གིས་སྐྱོད་བཞིན་རང་གི་འབྲོག་ཁྱི་དག་གིས་

རི་དྭགས་རྣམས་ཐུར་དུ་འདེད་བཞིན་ཁྱིམ་ཚང་དེའི་སྐྱེ་པ་ཕོ་གཉིས་ཀྱིས་རང་གི་རྒྱལ་ཁོངས་སུ་འདུ་

བའི་ཡོད་ཚད་དབང་དུ་བསྡུ་ཞིང་རང་གི་སྟོབས་ཤུགས་འཛམ་གླིང་ལ་ཁྱབ་པའི་ཚŀར་བ་སྐྱེས།   ཁྱིམ་

ཚང་དེའི་སྐྱེ་པ་མོ་གཉིས་ཀྱིས་རང་གི་བྱང་སེམས་ཀྱི་འོད་སྣང་གིས་སྡུག་བསྔལ་གྱིས་མནར་བ་དག་ལ་

སྐྱབས་སྦྱིན་ཞིང་དགེ་བ་བསགས་ཏེ་འཇིག་རྟེན་དུ་གནས་པའི་སེམས་ཅན་ཀུན་ལ་བསྔོ་བར་བྱེད།   
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བྱིས་པ་གཉིས་ན་ཚŀད་ལོན་ལ་ཉེ་བའི་སྐབས་དེར།   སྒྲོལ་མས་དགེ་སྒྲུབ་བྱས་པ་ལ་བརྟེན་ནས་ཁོང་

མོའི་ཕྲེང་བ་ཟད་དེ་འོད་ཆེམ་ཆེམ་དུ་གྱུར་ཡོད་མོད། དཔལ་ལྡན་གྱི་ལག་པ་གཡས་པའི་མགོར་དཀྲིས་

པའི་ཕྲེང་བ་དེ་བསམ་གཞིག་མེད་པའི་བྱ་སྤྱོད་ཀྱིས་རྩུབ་རགས་རགས་སུ་གྱུར་ཡོད། 

ཉིན་ཞིིག་གི་ཞོགས་པར་གྲང་ངར་ཅན་གྱི་བྱང་རླུང་གིས་ལྷོ་རླུང་བརྡུང་ཞིང་ནམ་མཁའ་སྤྲིན་པས་

གཡོགས་ཏེ་སྐྱོ་ཉམས་ཤིག་ཤར་འདུག་ལ།   ལྷ་མོ་ཚĲ་ལྡན་མ་ལ་རང་གི་ཚĲ་སྲོག་གི་རྒྱུ་བའི་སྒྲོན་མེའི་

སྣུམ་འཛད་ལ་ཉེ་བའི་ཚŀར་བ་སྐྱེས།   ཁོང་མོས་རང་གི་ཁྱོ་ག་གྲོགས་པོ་ཚŀ་དང་ལྷན་དུ་སྐད་གསང་

མཐོན་པས་དགོད་ཅིང་སྨ་ར་ནས་ཀྱང་ཆང་འཛར་པ་ལ་བལྟས།   རང་གི་བུས་ཁོ་རང་གི་འདང་ཆེ་བའི་

ཁྱིའི་ཁ་ནས་གཡག་གི་རྩིབ་རུས་ཤིག་བཙན་གྱིས་ཕྲོགས་པ་དང་རྩེད་རོགས་དག་གིས་རྩྭ་སྐམ་པོའི་

གསོལ་སྟོན་ལ་རོལ་གྱིན་པའི་ཚུལ་བསྟན་པ་ལ་བལྟས།   དེ་དུས་ཁོང་མོས་སྐྱེ་པ་ཕོ་ལ་གཞན་སྐྱོང་

བར་མཁོ་བའི་བྱམས་སེམས་ཀྱི་ཡོན་ཏན་དང་ཡིད་འོང་གི་ཀུན་སྤྱོད་མེད་པ་ཤེས། 

“སྒྲོལ་མ་” ཁོང་མོའི་བུ་མོ་སྐད་བཏང་།   སྒྲོལ་མ་ཁོང་མོའི་འཁྲིས་སུ་ཡོང་ནས་བསྡད།   ལྷ་མོ་

ཚĲ་ལྡན་མས་རང་གི་བུ་མོའི་ལག་མགོ་ནས་བཟུང་སྟེ། “འཆི་བདག་ཡ་མན་ཏ་ཀ་མི་རིང་བར་ཡོང་སྟེ་ང་

རང་ཕྱི་མའི་ཡུལ་དུ་འཁྲིད་འགྲོ།  ཁྱེད་རང་ལ་ད་དུང་མི་ཚĲ་རིང་པོ་ཞིག་གིས་མདུན་ན་སྒུག་ཡོད།   བུ་

མོ།   སེམས་པ་མ་འཁྲུལ།  འཇིག་རྟེན་ནི་སྡུག་བསྔལ་གྱིས་གྲུབ་པའི་རང་བཞིན་ཅན་ཞིག་ཡིན་པས་

མི་ཚĲ་ནི་དཀའ་སྡུག་དང་འབད་འབུང་གིས་ཁེངས་པ་ཞིག་ཡིན་ངེས།    བློ་གཡེང་བ་མེད་པའི་བྱ་སྤྱོད་

དང་ལྷོད་པ་མེད་པའི་བྱམས་སེམས་ཀྱིས་ཁྱེད་རང་སྡུག་བསྔལ་ལས་བསྐྱབ་ངེས།    འཇིག་རྟེན་གྱི་

འཆལ་སྤྱོད་ཉུང་དུ་གཏོང་བའི་ནུས་པ་ང་ལ་མེད།   འདི་ནི་འཇིག་རྟེན་འཁོར་བའི་དྲི་ངན་རེད།    འོན་

ཀྱང་།   ངས་ཁྱོད་ལ་ལག་རྟགས་ཤིག་སྟེར།” ཞེས་བཤད་བཞིན་གཡག་ཀོས་བཟོས་ཤིང་ཀོ་ཐག་གིས་

བསྡམས་པའི་སྒམ་ཞིག་སྒྲོལ་མ་ལ་སྤྲད། 

“ཁྱེད་རང་གི་ཨ་ཕ་དང་ཕུ་བོ་ལ་ཁྱོད་ཀྱི་བྱམས་སེམས་མཁོ་ངེས་ཡིན།   ཁོང་གཉིས་ལ་རང་གི་

བྱ་སྤྱོད་ཀྱིས་བསྐྲུན་པའི་མ་འོངས་པའི་མཇུག་འབྲས་མཐོང་བའི་ནང་སེམས་ཀྱི་མིག་མེད་ལ།   ད་ལྟའི་

བྱ་སྤྱོད་ཀྱི་རྒྱུ་རུ་གྱུར་བའི་འདས་དོན་ལ་བསམ་ཞིབ་བྱེད་པའི་ནུས་པ་དེ་བས་ཀྱང་མེད།   ང་ལ་ཞེད་

སྣང་ཞིག་ཡོད་པ་ནི་ཁོང་གཉིས་ཀྱིས་ཁྱོད་ལ་རྩུབ་སྤྱོད་ཀྱི་ལས་སྟོན་ཞིང་ཁྱད་གསོད་བྱ་སྲིད་ཀྱང་།   

ཁོང་གཉིས་ལ་བཟོད་པ་སྒོམས།   འོན་ཀྱང་།   རང་ཉིད་བློས་བཏང་སྟེ་སྡུག་བསྔལ་ལ་མ་སྦྱོར།   རང་

གི་ཀུན་སྤྱོད་ཀྱི་སྲོག་སྙིང་ཉེན་ཁའི་གནས་སུ་ལྷུང་བ་སྟེ་ཉེན་ཁ་ཆེས་ཆེ་བའི་དུས་སུ་(སྐབས་དེར་ཐོན་ན་

ཁྱོད་ཀྱིས་ཤེས།)སྒམ་འདི་ཁ་ཕྱེས།  ནང་དུ་ཡོད་པའི་ཡི་གེ་དེ་ཀློགས།  ངས་ཁྱོད་ལ་བཤད་པ་ཇི་

བཞིན་དུ་བྱོས།“ཅེས་བཤད།
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སྒྲོལ་མ་ནི་ཁ་ལ་ཉན་པོ་ཡོད་པར་སོང་ “ལགས་སོ།  ཨ་མ།” ཞེས་བཤད་དེ་སྒམ་ཆུང་དེ་ཚུར་

བླངས། 

རླུང་ཇེ་གྲང་ནས་ཇེ་གྲང་དུ་སོང་བ་ན།   ཐོག་མར་ཁ་བ་རྩམ་པ་ལྟར་བབས་ཤིང་།   དེ་ནས་ཁ་བ་

ལུག་བལ་ལྟར་བབས་པ་དང་དེ་ཡང་འཁྱགས་རོམ་དུ་གྱུར་བ་ན།    རྒྱལ་མོའི་སྲོག་གི་རྒྱུ་བའི་མེ་ལྕེ་

དེའི་འོད་ཀྱང་ཆུང་ནས་ཆུང་དུ་སོང་ལ།   དབུགས་གཏོང་ལེན་བྱེད་པ་ཡང་དགུན་ཁའི་ཉི་མ་བཞིན་ཐུང་

ནས་ཐུང་དུ་སོང་སྟེ།   ཉིན་ཞིག་གི་མཚན་མོར་ཁོང་མོ་ཞི་བར་གཤེགས་ཤིང་འཆི་བདག་གི་བློན་པོ་

རྣམས་ཀྱིས་ཕྱི་མའི་ཡུལ་དུ་དྲངས་སོ།   སེམས་པ་གཡོ་བ་མེད་པར་ཨ་མའི་འགྲམ་དུ་གསོལ་བ་སྨོན་

ལམ་འདེབས་བཞིན་པའི་བུ་མོ་སྒྲོལ་མས་རྣམ་ཤེས་ཕུང་བོ་དང་བྲལ་བ་ཚŀར་སྟེ་ཨ་མའི་མགོ་ཐོད་དུ་

མཆོད་མེ་སྤར།   མཚན་གང་བོར་མ་ཎི་བགྲངས་ཤིང་བྱམས་སྙིང་རྗེ་ཡི་བདག་ཉིད་ཅན་འཕགས་པ་

སྤྱན་རས་གཟིགས་གསོལ་བ་བཏབ། 

ཇོ་རོས་རང་གི་ཆུང་མ་ཤི་བ་ཤེས་པས་ཡ་མཚན་ཆེན་པོ་སྐྱེས།   དཔལ་ལྡན་ནི་བྱིས་པ་ཞིག་དང་

མཚུངས་པར་ངུ་སྐད་བརྒྱབ།    རྒྱུ་མཚན་ནི་ཁོང་གཉིས་ཀྱིས་ལྷ་མོ་ཚĲ་ལྡན་མ་ཤི་བ་མ་ཤེས་པས་

རེད།    ཨ་ཕ་དང་ཕུ་བོ་གཉིས་ཀར་ཨ་མའི་འཆི་བ་ལ་གདོང་ལེན་བྱེད་པའི་སྙིང་སྟོབས་མེད་པར་

མཐོང་སྟེ་བུ་མོ་སྒྲོལ་མ་རང་ཉིད་དགོན་པར་སོང་ནས་དགེ་བཤེས་ལགས་ལ་གནས་ཚུལ་ཞུས། དགེ་

བཤེས་ལགས་ཀྱིས་དུར་འཇུག་གི་གོ་སྒྲིག་ལེགས་པར་གནང་ཞིང་།  སྡེ་མི་རྣམས་ཀྱིས་ལྷ་མོ་ཚĲ་ལྡན་

མའི་ཕུང་པོ་པུར་བཞུ་བྱེད་སའི་ཐང་ལ་ཁུར་ནས་མེ་ལ་སྦྱིན།    འཁྱགས་པས་བསྡམས་པའི་རྩྭ་ཐང་གི་

ཕ་རོལ་ན་བུ་མོ་སྒྲོལ་མས་པུར་བཞུའི་མེ་ལས་ཆད་པའི་དུ་སྤྲིན་ནམ་མཁའི་དབྱིངས་སུ་ཟུག་པ་ལ་ཅེར་

རེར་བལྟས། 

སྒྲོལ་མས་རང་གི་ཨ་མའི་ཡོ་བྱད་རྣམས་རང་སྡེ་བརྒྱུད་ནས་འགྲོ་བའི་སློང་མོ་བ་དང་གར་མཁན་

དག་ལ་སྦྱིན་པ་བཏང་།  བཀྲེས་སྐོམ་གྱིས་མནར་བ་དག་ལ་ཟས་སྦྱིན་བཏང་སྟེ་རང་གི་ཨ་མའི་ཆེད་དུ་

མ་ཎི་འདོན་དུ་བཅུག  ཉིན་ཞག་ཞེ་དགུ་སོང་བའི་དུས་སུ་ལྷ་མོ་ཚĲ་ལྡན་མའི་འདུས་བྱས་ཀྱི་གཟུགས་

ཕུང་ཡོངས་སུ་འཇིག་པའི་རྟགས་སུ་འདྲ་པར་ཞིག་མེ་ལ་སྒྲོན་པའི་ཚĲ་སྒྲོལ་མས་ཁང་པའི་ནང་གི་ཅ་ལག་

རྣམས་ཇོ་རོ་དང་དཔལ་ལྡན་གཉིས་ཀྱི་ཆེད་དུ་བསྒྲིགས་ཏེ་ཁོང་མོའི་ཨ་མ་ནམ་ཡང་གནས་མ་མྱོང་བ་

ལྟར་བྱས།   ལྷ་མོ་ཚĲ་ལྡན་མ་ནི་གང་ནས་ཀྱང་མ་སྐྱེས་ཤིང་གང་དུ་ཡང་མ་ཆས།    སྒྲོལ་མ་ལ་གདེང་

ཚŀད་ངེས་ཅན་ཞིག་ཡོད་པ་ནི་ཁོང་མོའི་ཨ་མ་ལ་བྱམས་སེམས་ལྡན་ཞིང་དགེ་སྦྱོར་བཟང་བས་ངན་སོང་

དུ་སྐྱེ་བར་མི་འགྱུར་ཞིང་།    གཅིག་བྱས་ན་སྐྱེས་བུ་རྟོགས་ལྡན་ཞིག་ཏུ་སྐྱེ་བའི་ལམ་ཁ་རྙེད་དེ་ཚĲ་

རབས་དུ་མའི་ནང་དུ་གང་ཡང་མེད་པའི་ངོ་བ་ལ་འགྱུར་སྲིད།   ཁོང་མོའི་ཨ་ཕ་དང་ཕུ་བོ་གཉིས་སངས་

རྒྱས་ཀྱི་ཆོས་ཀྱི་སྣང་བ་ཡོད་པའི་དུས་སུ་སྐྱེས་ཡོད་ན་ཡང་།    ཁོང་གཉིས་ཀྱིས་སེམས་ཅན་ཐམས་

ཅད་དང་རང་གི་རྣམ་ཤེས་ལ་འགན་མ་འཁུར་བའི་ངང་ཚུལ་དེས་བུ་མོ་སྒྲོལ་ལ་སེམས་ཁྲལ་སྐྱེས། 



Shared Sacred Landscapes 119

མཇུག་མཐའི་ཁ་བ་རྣམས་ཞི་ཚར་པའི་ཉིན་ཤས་ཀྱི་རྗེས་སུ་སྙིང་འགས་པའི་ན་ཟུག་གི་ངུ་འབོད་

ཅིག་དང་འགྲོག་ནས་ཁྲག་གི་རྒྱུ་བ་འགོག་པའི་རྩུབ་སྤྱོད་ཀྱི་དགོད་སྒྲ་ཞིག་གུར་གྱི་ཕྱི་ལོགས་སུ་བྱུང་བ་

བུ་མོ་སྒྲོལ་མས་ནང་ནས་ཐོས།   དཔལ་ལྡན་གྱི་ཁྱིས་ཤ་ཤེད་ངན་དུ་སོང་བའི་འཕྱི་བ་ཞིག་བཟུང་ནས་

ཡར་གཡུག་མར་གཡུག་བྱེད་ཀྱིན་འདུག་ལ།   འཕྱི་བ་དེའི་ཁོག་སྨད་ལ་རྨས་སྐྱོན་ཚབ་ཆེན་བཟོས་

ཡོད་ན་ཡང་སྲོག་ཆད་མི་འདུག   གཅིག་བྱས་ན་འཕྱི་བ་དེ་དགུན་དུས་རྫོགས་པའི་རྗེས་སུ་རང་གི་ཨུ་

ཁུང་ནས་ཕྱིར་འཁྱམས་པ་ཡིན་སྲིད།    དགུན་ཉལ་གྱི་རྐྱེན་པས་ལུས་སྟོབས་ཞན་ན་ཡང་དཔལ་ལྡན་

གྱི་ཁྱིས་བཟུང་བ་རེད།   འཇིགས་སྣང་གི་དབང་གིས་ངུ་སྐད་རེ་རེ་ཤོར་བ་ན་དཔལ་ལྡན་ལ་དགོད་སྤྲོ།   

དཔལ་ལྡན་གྱི་དགོད་སྒྲ་མང་དུ་འབྱིན་ཆེད་ཁྱིས་ཉམས་ཆུང་བའི་འཕྱི་བ་ཡར་མར་མང་དུ་གཡུག    

སྒྲོལ་མ་ནི་དངངས་སྐྲག་གིས་འགུལ་མི་ཐུབ་པར་གྱུར།    བྱམས་སེམས་ཀྱིས་ཁོང་མོའི་སེམས་པ་

དང་འཕྱི་བའི་སེམས་པ་གཉིས་གཅིག་ཏུ་སྦྲེལ་ཏེ་འཕྱི་བས་མྱངས་པའི་འཇིགས་སྐྲག་དང་མནར་སྤྱོད་

ཁོང་མོས་ཀྱང་མྱངས་ཤིང་དེའི་འཚŀ་འདོད་ཀྱི་འདུན་པ་ཡང་ཁོང་མོས་ཚŀར་ཐུབ་པར་གྱུར།   དུས་སྐད་

ཅིག་མ་མང་པོ་ཞིག་འདས་པའི་རྗེས་སུ་ཁོང་མོས་གཞི་ནས་འཕྱི་བ་སྐྱོབ་པའི་ཆེད་དུ་བར་དུ་རྒྱུགས་

ཐུབ་པ་བྱུང་།   ཇོ་རོ་ནི་གུར་གཞན་ཞིག་གི་ནང་ནས་ཕྱིར་ཐོན།    “སྐད་སྒྲ་དེ་ཅི་རེད།” ཅེས་འདྲི་

བཞིན་འཁྱུག་ཙམ་བལྟས།   ཁོ་པས་དཔལ་ལྡན་གྱི་མགོ་ལ་ཐལ་ལྕག་གིས་བརྒྱབ་ཅིང་ཁྱིའི་རྩིབ་རུས་

ལ་རྡོག་ཐོས་བརྒྱབ་སྟེ་འཕྱི་བ་ཡང་མགོ་ཐུར་དུ་ལོག་ནས་བརྒྱངས། 

“དེ་འདྲ་མ་བྱེད།” ཅེས་སྒྲོལ་མས་ངུ་འབོད་བྱས་ཀྱང་འཕྱི་བ་ཤི་ཚར་བ་དེ་མ་ཐག་ཏུ་ཚŀར། 

ཇོ་རོས་ཁོང་ཁྲོའི་མིག་ཟུང་ཁོང་མོ་ལ་གཏད་དེ།  “ཁྱོད་ཀྱིས་ཙི་ཙི་དེས་ད་དུང་ངུ་འབོད་མང་ཙམ་

བྱས་ན་འདོད་དམ།   ཁྱོད་རང་གིས་དེ་ན་ཟུག་གི་ནང་དུ་འཚŀ་རུ་འཇུག་ན་འདོད་དམ།” ཞེས་བཤད། 

“མེད།” ཅེས་མགོ་བོ་སྒུར་ཏེ་མིག་ཆུ་དྲོད་མོ་དག་འགེབས་ཞོར་དུ།  “ཁྱོད་མེད་ན་འཕྱི་བ་དེ་འཚŀ་

ཡོད་སྲིད།” ཅེས་བཤད།  

“དེ་ནི་ཙི་ཙི་ཞིག་རེད།  ཁྱི་ཡིས་ཙི་ཙི་གསོད་པ་ཆོས་ཉིད་རེད།”  ཅེས་ཇོ་རོས་བཤད་དེ་ཁོ་རང་

གང་ནས་ཡོང་བའི་གུར་དེའི་ནང་དུ་ཕྱིར་ལོག  

ཉིན་འགའི་རྗེས་སུ་སྒྲོལ་མས་དཔལ་ལྡན་གཅིག་པུ་སྡོད་པ་མཐོང་།  “ཕུ་བོ།” ཁོང་མོས་ཚམ་ཚŀམ་

གྱིས་བཤད་རྒྱུར།  “ཁྱི་དང་གཡག    ཙི་ཙི་དང་མི།    ད་དུང་རྟ་སོགས་ཚང་མ་གཅིག་མཚུངས་

རེད།”  ཁོང་མོས་སྐད་ཆ་འདི་ལ་སྔོན་ནས་བསམ་བློ་ཞིབ་ཏུ་བཏང་ནས་ཚིག་རྣམས་ལེགས་པར་

བདམས་ཡོད།  རྒྱུ་མཚན་ནི་ཚིག་འདི་དག་ནི་དཔལ་ལྡན་གྱི་ཐོག་མར་གོ་བའི་བྱམས་སེམས་ཀྱི་ལམ་

ལ་འཁྲིད་པ་དང་སྡུག་བསྔལ་བའི་ལམ་ལས་ལོག་པའི་སྐོར་ཡིན།  འོན་ཀྱང་།  དཔལ་ལྡན་གྱིས་གད་མོ་

བགད།  



Shared Sacred Landscapes120

“ཁྱོད་རང་དགོན་པའི་ནང་གི་དགེ་བཤེས་དེ་ཨེ་ཡིན།” ཞེས་དཔལ་ལྡན་གྱིས་ཁྲེལ་དགོད་བྱས།  

སྐད་ཅོར་གྱི་དབང་གིས་དཔལ་ལྡན་གྱི་གཡོག་པོ་ཞིག་གིས་གུར་གྱི་བར་མཚམས་ནས་ནང་དུ་བལྟས་

པ་ན།  དཔལ་ལྡན་གྱིས་ཁོ་པས་གོང་དུ་བཤད་པ་དེ་དབྱངས་ལ་གྱེར་ཏེ་འཕྱ་སྨོད་ཀྱི་རྣམ་པས་བཤད་པ་

དང་།  ཁོང་གི་རོགས་པ་ཡང་ཁོའི་རྗེས་འབྲངས་ཏེ་འཕྱ་སྨོད་བྱས། 

“འབུ་དང་བྱ་རྣམས་གཅིག་རེད།” ཅེས་གཅིག་གིས་བཤད།

“འདམ་དང་ལྕི་བ་གཅིག་རེད་།”  ཅེས་གཞན་དེས་བཤད།

སྒྲོལ་མས་དེ་དག་ཐམས་ཅད་གཅིག་མཚུངས་རེད་ཅེས་རྒྱལ་ཁའི་ཉམས་དང་ལྡན་པར་བཤད་

འདོད་ཀྱང་དེ་ལྟར་བཤད་པའི་གཤིས་ཀ་ཁོང་མོ་ལ་མེད་པས་མ་ནུས།   དེ་ལས་ལྡོག་སྟེ་རང་ཉིད་རང་

གི་ཨ་མས་གསོལ་བ་སྨོན་ལམ་འདེབས་སའི་གྲུ་ཟུར་ཞིག་ཡོད་པ་དེ་རུ་སོང་ནས་བསྡད་ཅིང་བརྩོན་པ་

བྱེད་པའི་དམ་བཅའ་དོར།  

དེ་ནས་ཟླ་བ་རྗེས་མའི་ནང་དུ་ཇོ་རོས་ཁོང་མོ་ལ་བསྟན་པའི་རྣམ་འགྱུར་ནི་སྣང་མེད་དུ་འཇོག་པ་

ནས་མཐོང་ཆུང་བྱེད་པ་ལ་འགྱུར།   མཐོང་ཆུང་བྱེད་པ་དེ་ཡང་ཕྱི་རུ་མ་མངོན་པའི་སྡང་སེམས་ཤིག་

དང་ཀུན་ནས་མཚུངས།  རྨས་སྐྱོན་ཆེན་པོ་བཟོས་པའི་འཕྱི་བ་ལ་སེམས་འཁུར་བྱས་པ་དེས་ཁོ་ལ་

ཕོག་ཐུག་ཆེན་པོ་བཏང་བ་ལྟར་གོ་སྐབས་ནམ་བྱུང་ལ་བཙན་གྱིས་ཁོང་མོ་རྩུབ་སྤྱོད་རང་བཞིན་ལྡན་

ཞིང་དམའ་འབེབ་ཀྱི་གནས་སྟངས་འོག་ཏུ་བརྫངས།  ཇོ་རོས་ཁོང་མོ་རི་དྭགས་རྔོན་པའི་ཁྱི་དག་གི་

བདག་མོར་བསྐོས། 

“དཔལ་ལྡན།   ཁྱོད་ཀྱིས་བུ་ཞིག་གི་བྱ་བར་སློབ་སྦྱོང་བྱོས།  ཁྱོད་ཀྱིས་ཁྱོད་ལ་དབང་བའི་རྟ་

རྣམས་ལ་ཞིབ་འཇུག་བྱ་དགོས་ཏེ་དེ་རྣམས་རྒྱུ་ནོར་ངོ་མ་དེ་ཡིན་པས་ཡིན།   སྒྲོལ་མ་ཁྱོད་ཀྱིས་ཁྱི་

རྣམས་གསོ་སྐྱོང་བྱོས།” ཇོ་རོའི་འཆར་གཞི་ལ་ཁོའི་བུ་འཚར་ལོངས་བྱུང་དུས་རྟ་ར་ཆེན་པོ་ཡོད་པའི་

རླབས་ཆེན་གྱི་རྒྱལ་པོ་ཞིག་ཏུ་འགྱུར་དགོས་པས།  ཁོ་པས་རང་གི་བུ་ལ་རྟ་ལ་ཤུགས་དང་ཡུན་ཡོད་

མེད་ཇི་ལྟར་ལྟ་དགོས་པ་བསྟན།   ཁོ་པས་དཔལ་ལྡན་རྟའི་སྒ་ལ་བསྐྱོན་ནས་རྟ་མཆོག་རྣམས་བཞོན་

པར་སྦྱོང་དུ་འཇུག་པ་དང་རྟ་གཞན་རྣམས་རྩྭ་ཐང་ལ་དེད་ནས་རྩལ་སྦྱོང་བྱེད་དུ་འཇུག    སྒྲོལ་མས་ཇོ་

རོའི་རྟའི་འཕོངས་ལ་བཞོན་ནས་ཁྱི་རྣམས་ཇི་ལྟར་རྗེས་སུ་ཡོང་དུ་འཇུག་པར་བསླབས། 

འོན་ཀྱང་ཁྱི་རྣམས་ཁྱི་ཕྲུག་ཡིན་པའི་སྐབས་ནས་དཔལ་ལྡན་གྱི་ལག་ཟས་ཟོས་ནས་ཡོང་བར་

བརྟེན་མཆེ་བ་ཐོགས་པའི་བལ་སྒོང་འགའ་ལས་མ་འདས།   དཔལ་ལྡན་གྱིས་ཁྱི་དེ་དག་གི་སྐོར་ཆ་ཚང་

བ་ཤེས་པར་བརྟེན་གོ་སྐབས་ནམ་བྱུང་ལ་སྒྲོལ་མར་སྤྲད་པའི་འགན་འཁྲི་ཁོ་པས་ཇི་ལྟར་ཤེས་པ་ངོམ་

སོ་བྱེད།   དཔལ་ལྡན་ནི་རང་བཞིན་གྱིས་རི་དྭགས་རྔོན་པར་དགའ།   གསོད་པ་དང་།   གཏུབ་པ།   

སྲེག་པ།   ཤ་ཟོས་ཏེ་སྒྲེགས་པ་ལ་དགའ།   གདུག་རྩུབ་ཅན་གྱི་ཁྱི་རྣམས་ཀྱིས་སྐེ་བསྲིངས་ཏེ་མདའ་

ལྟར་རྩྭ་ཐང་སྟེང་དུ་རྒྱུགས་པ་ན་དཔལ་ལྡན་ལ་གསོན་ཉམས་ཆེ་ཆེར་ལྡན་པ་ཡིན།   སྒྲོལ་མ་ཨ་ཕའི་
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འཕོངས་ལ་བཞོན་ཏེ་རྟ་རྩྭ་ཐང་དུ་རྒྱུགས་སྐབས་རང་གི་མིག་བཙུམས་ནས་ཨ་ཕ་ལ་འབྱར་དགོས་པས་

ཁྱི་རྣམས་ལ་ལྟ་བའི་སྐལ་བ་ཕྲ།  མོ་རང་གིས་རྟ་ཡིས་ཅི་ཞིག་ཚŀར་བ་ཐམས་ཅད་ཚŀར་ཐུབ་པ་བློ་

སྦྱངས།  ས་དང་རྩྭ་ལ་སོགས་རྟའི་རྨིག་པ་ལ་རེག་པ་དང་།  ཆུ་དང་གད་པ་མཐོན་པོ་ལ་མཆོང་སྐབས་

ཐེ་ཚŀམ་དང་དངངས་སྐྲག་གིས་རྐྱེན་པས་ཤ་རྒོད་དང་རྒྱུས་པ་འདར་བ་ཁོང་མོས་ཚŀར་ཐུབ།  རྟ་མཆོག་

ནི་རླུང་དང་མཚུངས་ཤིང་ཁྱི་རྒན་རྣམས་ས་དང་འདྲ།  སྒྲོལ་མས་རྟ་བཞོན་ཏེ་བྱ་བཞིན་འཕུར་བར་

བསླབས།  

ཁོང་མོའི་ཨ་ཕའི་རྟ་འཕུར་ཐུབ་པ་ནི་སྟེས་དབང་ཞིག་ག་ལ་ཡིན།  རྟ་མཆོག་དེས་རང་གི་ཉེ་འཁོར་

གྱི་མིའི་སྡུག་བསྔལ་ཡང་རྟོགས་ཐུབ།  རྒྱ་གདོང་བྱ་བུ་ནི་རྒྱལ་ཁབ་དེའི་ནོར་བུ་དང་ཇོ་རོ་ཡི་སྤོབས་པ་

དང་བདེ་སྐྱིད་ཡིན་ལ།  ནམ་མཁའི་དབྱིངས་དང་རི་བོའི་རྩེ་ལ་འཕུར་ཐུབ་པ་ནི་རིགས་འདྲ་ཙམ་དུ་

བཤད་པ་མ་ཡིན་པར་མངོན་སུམ་ཡིན།  དེ་དང་འདྲ་བར་རྟ་ཕོ་ཨང་གཉིས་པ་གསེར་ཉ་ཆུ་མོ་ནི་རྒྱ་

མཚŀའི་ནང་གི་རྐྱལ་རྩལ་འཛŀམས་པའི་གསེར་ཉ་ཞིག་དང་འདྲ་བར་རྩྭ་ཐང་དང་རྫ་རི་བྲག་རི་གངས་རི་

སོགས་ལ་སྐད་ཅིག་གི་ནང་དུ་ཤུད་ནས་འགྲོ་ཞིང་འོང་བར་བྱེད། 

ཉི་མའི་འགྲུལ་བཞུད་ཆེས་རིང་བའི་ཉིན་མོ་དེའི་མཚན་དུས་ཆེས་ཐུང་བ་ཡིན།   མཚན་མོ་དེར་མེ་

བསྒང་སྟེ་གསོལ་སྟོན་བཤམ་རྒྱུ་བྱས།  ཇོ་རོ་ཡིས་དཔལ་ལྡན་དང་སྒྲོལ་མ་གཉིས་ཁྲིད་ནས་རི་དྭགས་

རྔོན་དུ་སོང་བ་ན།   ཇོ་རོས་ཁོང་གཉིས་ལ་རྟ་དང་ཁྱི་ཡི་སྐོར་གྱི་དྲི་བ་དྲིས།  སྒྲོལ་མས་ཤེས་པའི་ཁྱིའི་

སྐོར་གྱི་ཤེས་བྱ་ཕྲན་བུ་ཡིས་ཁོང་མོའི་ཨ་ཕ་ལ་ཡ་མཚན་སྐྱེ་རྒྱུ་མ་བྱུང་ཡང་དཔལ་ལྡན་གྱིས་རྟའི་སྐོར་

ལ་མང་པོ་མི་ཤེས་པས་ཨ་ཕ་ལ་བློ་ཕམ་བྱུང་།  “བུ།” ཇོ་རོས་བཤད་རྒྱུར།  “རྟ་མེད་ན་ང་ཚŀར་རྒྱུ་

ནོར་ཅི་ཡང་མེད།   རྒྱུ་མཚན་ནི་ང་ཚŀའི་སྟོབས་ཤུགས་དང་རྒྱུ་ནོར་གྱི་འབྱུང་ཁུངས་རྟ་ཡིན།   གལ་

སྲིད་ཁྱོད་རང་གིས་རང་གི་རྟ་ཁྱུའི་ནང་དུ་ཡོད་པའི་རྟ་རྣམས་ཀྱི་སྐོར་མ་ཤེས་ཚĲ།  ཁྱོད་ཀྱིས་རང་གི་

དམག་དཔོན་རྣམས་དང་དཔུང་རོགས་དང་དགྲ་རྣམས་ཇི་ལྟར་ཤེས་པར་འགྱུར།  ཁྱོད་རང་རྒྱལ་པོ་རུ་

ཇི་ལྟར་འདུག”

སྒྲོལ་མས་རང་གི་ཕུ་བོའི་གདོང་གི་སེམས་ངལ་མཐོང་བར་མ་བཟོད་པར་ཁོ་པའི་རྣ་ལམ་དུ་དྲིས་

ལན་རྣམས་ཤུབ་ཤུབ་ཏུ་བཤད།  ཇོ་རོས་གནས་ཚུལ་དེ་མཐོང་བ་ན་ཡ་མཚན་ཆེན་པོ་སྐྱེས་ཏེ།  

“ཁྱོད་ཀྱི་སྲིང་མོས་རྟའི་སྐོར་ལ་ཁྱོད་ལས་ལྷག་ཅི་ཞིག་ཤེས།” ཞེས་ཡིད་མ་ཆེས་ངང་དྲིས། 

“དེ་ལ་ཁྱད་པར་ག་རེ་འདུག” ཅེས་དཔལ་ལྡན་གྱིས་ཁོང་ཁྲོའི་ངང་ནས་ལན་བཏབ།  “ངས་ཁྱེད་

ཀྱིས་དྲིས་པའི་ཁྱིའི་སྐོར་གྱི་ལན་ཆ་ཚང་ཤེས་པ་བཞིན་ཁོང་མོས་རྟའི་སྐོར་ལ་ཤེས།”

“ཁོང་མོ་ནི་བུ་མོ་ཞིག་རེད།” ཅེས་ཇོ་རོས་ཤུབ་བུར་སྨོས།  “ཁོང་མོས་ཁྱིའི་སྐོར་ལ་མི་ཤེས་

པས་ང་ལ་བློ་ཕམ་བྱུང་མ་སོང་ཡང་ཁྱོད་་་་” ཅེས་བཤད་དེ་ཚིགས་རྔ་མ་རྫོགས་པར་བཞག  དེ་ལས་
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ལྡོག་སྟེ་ཁོ་རང་ཁ་ཕྱིར་འཁོར་ནས་རང་གི་བུ་དང་བུ་མོ་མ་བསྒུགས་པར་བུད་སོང་།  ཇོ་རོས་རང་གི་རྟ་

ཁྲིད་དེ་རི་སྡེ་ཕྱོགས་སུ་ལོག  

སྒྲོལ་མས་ཇོ་རོ་འདུག་བཟོད་མེད་པར་གྱུར་བ་ཇེ་སྡུག་ནས་ཇེ་སྡུག་ཏུ་འགྲོ་བར་བལྟས།  སྐབས་

རེར་སྒྲོལ་མས་ཞོགས་པའི་ཞལ་འདོན་མ་ཚར་གོང་ནས་ཆང་འཁྱེར་ཤོག་ཟེར།  ཁོ་པས་འཛĲམ་བག་

མེད་པའི་ཞེ་སྡང་གིས་སྒྲོལ་མ་ལ་ཅེར་རེར་ལྟ་བ་དང་ཤུབ་སྐད་ཀྱིས་སྐད་ཆ་བཤད།  ཉིན་ཞིག་གི་

མཚན་མོ་ཕྱི་པོ་ཆགས་པ་ན་སྒྲོལ་མ་ཉམ་ཁྲིའི་སྟེང་ཉལ་བའི་ཚĲ་མོ་རང་གི་ཨ་ཕས་ངར་སྐད་ཀྱིས། 

“དགོས་ངེས་བྱུང་ན་ངས་མོ་གསོད་རྒྱུ་ཡིན།   ངའི་རྒྱལ་ཁབ་བུད་མེད་ཅིག་གི་ལག་ཏུ་མི་འཇོག་ཁོ་

ཐག་ཡིན།   འཛམ་གླིང་གི་རྒྱལ་པོ་དང་རྒྱལ་སྲས་ཀུན་གྱིས་ངའི་བུ་རིན་ཐང་མེད་པར་ཤེས་ཚĲ་ཁོང་

ཚŀས་ང་ལ་འཕྱ་སྨོད་བྱ་ངེས།” ཞེས་བཤད་པ་གོ།  

སྐབས་དེ་དུས་སྒྲོལ་མས་རང་གི་ཨ་ཕའི་ང་རྒྱལ་གྱི་ཚད་དང་ཁོ་པའི་སེམས་ན་ཞི་དལ་དང་བྱམས་

པའི་འོད་སྣང་གཅིག་ཀྱང་མེད་པ་རྟོགས།   ཁོང་ནི་རང་ཉིད་སྟོབས་དང་ལྡན་པའི་མི་ཞིག་ཡིན་པའི་སྣང་

བརྙན་ལ་མགོ་འཁོར་ཏེ་རྟའི་སྐོར་གྱི་ཤེས་བྱས་རང་གི་བུ་མོ་ལ་སྡང་བར་གྱུར།   ཁོང་མོས་སྐྱེ་བ་སྔོན་

མར་ལས་ངན་ཅི་ཞིག་བསགས་ཏེ་ད་གཟོད་བུ་མོ་ཞིག་ཏུ་སྐྱེས་པ་དང་སྐྱེས་ནས་ཀྱང་རང་གི་ཕས་

གསད་པར་འགྱུར་བ་རེད་དམ།   ཁོང་མོས་ཁུ་སིམ་པོར་མིག་ཆུ་བཏང་ནས་མཚན་གང་སྲོག་ཉེན་མི་

ཡོང་བའི་སྨོན་ལམ་བཏབ།   ཡི་མུག་པས་མནར་ཡང་ཡོད་ཚད་ལས་དབང་ལ་བཅོལ།   ཁོང་མོས་

ལས་ཅི་ཞིག་བསགས་པའི་དབང་གིས་ད་ལྟའི་དཀའ་སྡུག་འདི་ཕྲད་པའི་འགྲེལ་བཤད་འཚŀལ་བར་མ་

འབད།  མོའི་སེམས་སུ་ཅི་ཞིག་འབྱུང་བར་འགྱུར་བ་ནི་འབྱུང་འགྱུར།   ང་རང་ངའི་སྤྱོད་པའི་སྒོ་ནས་

དྲང་བདེན་ཡིན་ཆོག    གཞན་གྱིས་ཅི་བསམ་པ་དང་བྱེད་པར་ང་ལ་འགན་འཁྲི་མེད།  ཅེས་བསམས། 

འོན་ཀྱང་།   ཕྱི་ཉིན་ཞོགས་པར་མོ་རང་གི་ཨ་ཕས་དཔལ་ལྡན་རྟའི་འཕོངས་ན་བཞག་ནས་རི་

དྭགས་རྔོན་དུ་ཆས་པ་ན།   སྒྲོལ་མས་གཡག་གི་ཀོ་བའི་སྒམ་ཆུང་དེ་བཙལ།  དེའི་ནང་དུ་ཡོད་པ་ནི་

དངུལ་གྱི་སྐེ་རྒྱན་ཞིག་དང་ཁོང་མོའི་ཨ་མས་བྲིས་པའི་ཡི་གེ་ཞིག་རེད། 

“སོང་།  ལྷོ་ཕྱོགས་སུ་གནས་པའི་ལྷོ་རྒྱལ་ཁབ་ལ་སོང་།   དེར་སྐེ་རྒྱན་འདི་ཡུལ་དེའི་རྒྱལ་པོ་ལ་

ཕུལ།   སྐབས་ཤིག་སྐེ་རྒྱན་འདི་རྒྱལ་པོ་དེའི་ཁྱིམ་ཚང་ལ་བདག་མྱོང་།   བརྩི་མཐོང་མཚŀན་ཆེད་དུ་

ང་ལ་སྤྲད་པ་རེད།   བུ་མོ།   དུས་སྐད་ཅིག་ཙམ་ཡང་འཕྲོ་བརླག་ཏུ་མ་གཏང་།   རེམ།   བྱ་བཞིན་

འཕུར་བའི་རྟ་མཆོག་རྒྱ་གདོང་བྱ་བུ་མགྱོགས་ཤོས་ཡིན་པས་རང་གིས་འཁྲིད།   ཁྱོའི་ཨ་ཕའི་རྟ་རའི་

ནང་གི་རྟ་ཡག་ཤོས་ཨང་གཉིས་པ་གསེར་ཉ་ཆུ་མོ་རླུང་ལྟར་མགྱོགས་ཀྱང་འཁྲིད་མི་རུང་།  རྒྱ་གདོང་

བྱ་བུས་རྗེས་ཟིན་པར་འགྱུར།”

ཉི་མའི་འོད་དུ་ནམ་མཁའ་ན་འཕུར་ན་གཞན་གྱིས་མཐོང་བར་སྐྲག་ནས་མཚན་མོ་བར་དུ་བསྒུགས།   

མཚན་མོ་མོ་རང་གིས་རྩམ་པ་ཉུང་ཙམ་དང་ཀོ་སྒམ་ཁྱེར་ནས་འཇབས་ཏེ་རྟ་ར་ལ་སོང་བ་ན་རྒྱ་གདོང་
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བརྐུ་རྒྱུར་ཐེ་ཚŀམ་བྱས། ཅི་བཤད་ཀྱང་ནམ་མཁར་འཕུར་བའི་རྟ་མཆོག་ནི་ཁོང་མོའི་ཨ་ཕའི་འདང་ཆེ་

ཤོས་རེད།   རྟ་འདི་བརླགས་ན་ཁོ་ལ་ཁོང་ཁྲོ་དང་སེམས་སྡུག་ཚད་མེད་སྐྱེ་བར་འགྱུར་ལ།  ཁོ་པའི་བུ་

མོས་བརྐུས་པ་ཤེས་ཚĲ་སེམས་སྡུག་དང་ཁོང་ཁྲོ་ལྡབ་འགྱུར་གྱིས་འཕེལ་བར་འགྱུར།   བྱམས་སེམས་

ལ་བརྟེན་ནས་ཁོང་མོའི་ཨ་ཕའི་སྡུག་བསྔལ་དང་བློ་ཕམ་ཁོང་ཁྲོ་བཅས་ཀྱི་ཆ་ཕྲ་མོ་ཙམ་མོ་རང་གིས་

ཚŀར་ཐུབ་པར་གྱུར།   ཁོང་མོས་རྒྱ་གདོང་བྱ་བུ་ནས་ཁ་ཕར་ལོག་ཏེ་ཨ་མའི་རེ་བ་ལ་མ་ཉན།   རང་གི་

ཨ་མའི་ཁ་ལ་མ་ཉན་པར་འགྱོད་སེམས་དྲག་པོ་ཞིག་སྐྱེས་ཀྱང་།  ཉ་ཕྱིས་ཀྱིས་བྱེ་འབྲུ་འདོར་དང་མ་

འོངས་པར་ཤིང་ཏོག་གི་དབྱིབས་ཇི་འདྲ་ཞིག་སྐྱེ་བར་མི་ཤེས་པའི་ཚĲར་མས་གཙགས་པའི་ན་ཟུག་

བཞིན་རྒྱབ་ཏུ་བཞག  

“ནམ་མཁའ་ལ་འཕུར་བ་ཡིན་ན་ནམ་མཁར་གནས་པའི་གཟུགས་མེད་དང་རྫུ་འཕྲུལ་གྱི་ལས་སྒྲུབ་

བཞིན་པའི་གྲུབ་ཆེན་དང་མཁའ་འགྲོ་མ་དག་ལ་ཐུག་པར་འགྱུར།   གལ་ཏེ་ཁོང་ཚŀས་ངའི་བྲོལ་བྱོལ་

འདི་ཁྱད་གསོད་དུ་མཐོང་སྟེ་ངའི་ང་རྒྱལ་གྱི་དོན་དུ་ང་ལ་ཉེས་པ་བཏང་ན་ཅི་བྱེད།”  སྒྲོལ་མས་ཁེར་

བཤད་བྱས།   སྒྲོལ་མས་རྒོད་མ་གསེར་ཉ་ཆུ་མོ་བཞོན་ཏེ་ལྷོའི་རྒྱལ་ཁབ་ཀྱི་ཕྱོགས་སུ་བསྐྱོད། 

ཕྱི་ཉིན་ཁོང་མོའི་ཨ་ཕའི་རྒྱལ་ཁབ་ཀྱི་རྩྭ་ཐང་ཆེན་པོ་དང་ལྷོ་རྒྱལ་གྱི་ས་ཞིང་གཤིན་པོའི་བར་དུ་

གནས་པའི་བྱེ་ཐང་ན་ཡོད་པའི་རྡོ་ཕ་བོང་ཆེན་པོ་ཞིག་གི་འོག་ལ་བསིལ་གྲིབ་ཀྱི་ནང་དུ་རྟ་ལ་ངལ་གསོ་

རུ་བཅུག་ནས་བསྡད་པའི་ཚĲ། མི་རྒན་པོ་ལྭ་བ་རིང་པོ་གྱོན་པ་ཞིག་ཁོང་མོའི་འགྲམ་དུ་སླེབས།   “བུ་

མོ་ཁྱོད་གང་དུ་འགྲོ།” ཞེས་ཁོ་པས་དྲིས། 

“སྤོ་ལགས། ང་ལྷོ་རྒྱལ་ཁམས་ལ་འགྲོ་རྒྱུ་ཡིན།” ཞེས་སྒྲོལ་མས་ལན་བཏབ།   མི་རྒན་པོ་དེས་

རྒོད་མར་ལྟ་བཞིན་སྒྲོལ་མའི་ཕྱོགས་ལ་འཛུམ་ཞིག་བསྟན། 

“ང་ལ་ཆུ་ཡོད་གལ་ཏེ་ཁྱོད་ཁ་སྐོམ་གྱི་ཡོད་ན།” ཞེས་རྒན་པོས་བཤད།   སྒྲོལ་མས་བཀའ་དྲིན་ཞུ་

བཞིན་ཆུ་བླངས་ཏེ་རྒོད་མར་བླུད་རྗེས་རང་གི་ཁ་རློན་པར་བྱས།  

“ཁྱེད་རང་ཅིའི་ཕྱིར་ལྷོ་རྒྱལ་དུ་འགྲོ་བ་ཡིན།” རྒན་པས་དྲིས་པ་ན།   སྒྲོལ་མའི་མིག་མཐའ་མཆི་

མས་ཁེངས་ཀྱང་རང་གི་ཨ་ཕའི་བྱ་སྤྱོད་ངན་པ་རྣམས་གླེང་བར་མ་འདོད།   “སྤོ་ལགས།   ངའི་ཨ་

ཕས་ང་དེར་འཁྲིད་བཞིན་ཡོད།” ཅེས་བཤད། 

སྒྲོལ་མས་རང་གི་རྩམ་པ་ཕྱེད་ཀ་རྒན་པོར་བྱིན་ཏེ་ཁོ་པས་རྩམ་པ་ཟ་བ་ལ་བལྟས།   ཁོ་པས་རྩམ་

པ་བཟས་ཚར་བ་ན་ཁོང་མོས་རང་གི་རྩམ་པ་ལྷག་མ་རྣམས་རྡོག་རྡོག་ཅིག་བྱས་ནས་དེའི་ཕྱེད་ཀ་རང་

གི་རྟ་རྒོད་མར་བྱིན། 

“འོ།  བུ་མོ།”  རྒན་པོས་མགོ་འཕྲུག་བཞིན་བཤད་རྒྱུར།  “ཁྱོད་ལ་བྱམས་སྙིང་རྗེ་ལྡན།   འོན་

ཀྱང་།  བུ་མོ།   དེ་ནི་རྟ་རྒོད་མ་ཞིག་རེད།   རྟ་དེ་ལུང་གཞུང་དུ་ཐོོན་པ་དང་དགའ་པོའི་ངང་ནས་རྩྭ་ཟ་

ངེས།” སྒྲོལ་མའི་གྲོད་ཁོག་ད་དུང་ཡང་ལྟོགས་ཏེ་སྒྲ་ཐོན་བཞིན་འདུས་པས་ཁོང་མོ་ལ་གད་མོ་ཤོར། 
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རྒན་པོ་དང་རྒྱལ་པོའི་སྲས་མོ་གཉིས་ལྷོ་རྒྱལ་གྱི་ཕྱོགས་སུ་འགྲུལ་བཞུད་བྱས།   མཚམས་

མཚམས་ལ་་ཁོང་མོས་རྟ་ལ་བཞོན།   མཚམས་མཚམས་ལ་་ཁོང་མོས་རྟ་ལས་བབས་ཏེ་རྒན་པོས་རྟ་

ལ་བཞོན་ནས་རང་གི་རྐང་པ་ངལ་གསོ་བྱེད་པའི་རེ་བ་ཞུས།   མཚམས་མཚམས་སུ་ཁོང་གཉིས་ཀྱིས་

རྟ་ཁྲིད་དེ་སོང་།   འདི་ནི་རྟ་རྒོད་མ་ལ་སྙིང་རྗེ་སྐྱེས་པ་གཅིག་པུས་མིན་པར་ཁོང་གཉིས་ལ་སྐད་ཆ་

བཤད་རྒྱུར་སྤྲོ་བ་ཡོད་པས་ཡིན།   ཁོང་གཉིས་ཀྱིས་གཅིག་གིས་གཅིག་ལ་རང་རང་གི་འཚŀ་བའི་སྐོར་

གྱི་སྒྲུང་བཤད་པ་དང་ལམ་བར་དུ་མཐོང་བའི་དངོས་པོ་སོགས་ཀྱི་སྐོར་གླེང་སློང་བྱས། 

སྒྲོལ་མ་དང་ཁོང་གི་ལམ་རོགས་གཉིས་ཀྱིས་ཕན་ཚུན་ལ་ལོ་རྒྱུས་མང་པོ་བཤད་པའི་རྗེས་སུ་ཡིད་

ཆེས་རྙེད་དེ་སྒྲོལ་མས།   “སྤོ་ལགས།   ངའི་ཨ་མས་ང་རང་ལྷོ་རྒྱལ་པོ་ཡོད་སར་སོང་ཞེས་བཤད་

སོང་།” ཞེས་བཤད། 

ཁོང་གཉིས་པོ་མཐའ་ལ་ལྕགས་རིས་བསྐོར་བའི་སྨན་ཐང་ཞེས་པའི་གྲོང་ཁྱེར་དུ་སླེབས་པ་ན།   

རྒན་པོས་མོ་རང་གྲོང་ཁྱེར་གྱི་ཕྱི་ལོགས་སུ་སྡོད་པར་བསྐུལ།   “འོན་ཀྱང་།   ང་ལ་ཁྱོད་ཀྱི་ཨ་མའི་སྐེ་

རྒྱན་སྤྲོད་རོགས།” ཞེས་རྒན་པོས་འཛུམ་མུལ་མུལ་ངང་བཤད། 

ཡུན་རིང་མ་འགོར་བར་ཕོ་གཞོན་ཞིག་རྒྱལ་སྒོ་ནས་རྒྱུགས་ཡོང་སྟེ་སྒྲོལ་མས་རྒོད་མ་བཞོན་པར་

ཞུ་བ་ཞུས་ཤིང་ལམ་སྣ་ཁྲིད་ནས་གྲོང་ཁྱེར་གྱི་ནང་དུ་ཕྱིན།   ལྷོ་རྒྱལ་པོའི་ཁང་པའི་རྒྱལ་སྒོར་མ་

སླེབས་བར་དུ་ཁོ་པས་སྒྲོལ་མའི་སྲབ་མདར་འཇུས་ནས་སོང་།   རྒན་པོས་ད་དུང་ཡང་སྔར་གྱི་ལྭ་བ་

རིང་བོ་དེ་གྱོན་ཡོད།   ཁོང་རྒྱལ་པོའི་ཁྲིའི་གཡས་ཕྱོགས་སུ་གཡག་ཀོ་དང་ལུག་ལྤགས་མཐོན་པར་

བརྩིགས་པའི་རྐུབ་སྟེགས་སྟེང་དུ་བསྡད། 

“ཁོང་མོ་ངའི་འགྲམ་དུ་འཁྲིད་ཤོག”  ཅེས་རྒྱལ་པོས་རང་གི་བུ་ལ་ངག་འཇམ་པོས་བཀའ་བཏང་། 

“ཨ་ཕ། ལགས་སོ།”  ཞེས་སྒྲོལ་མའི་འགྲམ་དུ་ཡོད་པའི་ཕོ་གཞོན་དེས་གུས་ཉམས་དང་བཅས་

པའི་ལག་པའི་བརྡས་སྒྲོལ་མ་ཕོ་གཞོན་རང་གི་ཨ་ཕ་སྟེ་རྒྱལ་པོའི་འགྲམ་དུ་འགྲོ་བར་བསྐུལ། 

ཁོང་མོ་རྒྱལ་པོ་འགྲམ་དུ་བཅར་བ་ན།  “ངེད་གཉིས་ཀྱི་ལས་དབང་ལམ་དུ་ཐུག་པ་མ་རེད་དམ།” 

ཞེས་གད་མོ་དགོད་བཞིན་རྒན་པོས་བཤད་ཅིང་།   རྒྱལ་པོ་ལ།   “ཚ་བོ། གཞོན་ནུ་མ་འདི་ནི་བློ་རིག་

བཀྲ་ཞིང་དད་ལྡན་པ་ལྷ་མོ་ཚĲ་ལྡན་མ་སྟེ་ཇོ་རོའི་ཆུང་མར་སྐྱེས་པའི་ནོར་བུ་ཞིག་རེད།    ལྷ་མོ་ཚĲ་ལྡན་

མ་ལ་ང་ཚŀའི་ཁྱིམ་ནས་སྐེ་རྒྱན་འདི་ང་ཚŀའི་སྤོབས་པ་མཚŀན་པའི་ཆེད་དུ་བསྐུར་བ་རེད།   རྒྱལ་ཁབ་ཨ་

མདོའི་ཡུལ་དུ་བདག་གིས་གཞུང་ཚབ་ཀྱི་བྱ་བ་མ་འགྲུབ་བདེན་མོད།   ཕྱིར་ལམ་དུ་ཁྱོད་ཀྱི་བུ་ལ་

གཉེན་རྟགས་བརྒྱབ་པའི་སྲས་མོ་དང་མཉམ་དུ་ཡོང་ཡོད།    ཁང་རྩེག་གི་ལྡུམ་རའི་ནང་གི་པདྨ་ལས་

ངས་ཁྱོད་ལ་ལུང་གཞུང་གི་ཨུཏྤལ་སྔོན་པོ་ཁྱེར་ཡོང་ཡོད།    དར་ཟབ་ཀྱིས་གཡོགས་པའི་བུད་མེད་

ལས་ངས་བྱམས་སྙིང་རྗེ་དང་མཛངས་སྤྱོད་རྙེད་ཡོད།” ཅེས་བཤད། 
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ཡུན་གྱིས་སྒྲོལ་མས་ཅི་ཞིག་འབྱུང་བཞིན་པ་ཤེས་པར་གྱུར།   ཡ་མཚན་པའི་མིག་ཟུང་གིས་

རྒྱལ་པོ་དང་རྒན་པོ།  རང་གི་འཁྲིས་སུ་ཡོད་པའི་ཕོ་བཞོན་ལ་བལྟས།   རྒྱལ་སྲས་ཀྱིས་བརྩེ་སེམས་

ལྡན་པའི་འཛུམ་སྟོན་བཞིན་འདུག  ཁོ་པའི་མིག་ནང་དུ་ངན་སེམས་ཀྱིས་དྲངས་པའི་འོད་སྣང་མི་འདུག་

ཀྱང་བྱམས་སྙིང་རྗེ་ཡི་མདངས་ཤིག་ཤར་ནས་འདུག    སྒྲོལ་མས་མོ་རང་རང་ཉིད་ལ་དགའ་བའི་ཁྱིམ་

ཚང་ཞིག་ལ་བསྐྱལ་ནས་ཐོན་པ་ཚŀར།   ཁོང་མོའི་ཨ་ཕ་ལ་ཇི་སྲིད་འཚŀ་བའི་བར་དུ་བརྩི་མཐོང་དང་

བརྩེ་བ་བྱས་ན་ཡང་།   མོ་རང་གི་ཁྱིམ་གཞི་དང་ནང་མི་གསར་པ་རྣམས་རང་གིས་ནམ་ཡང་མི་འདོར་

བའི་བརྩེ་བའི་ཡུལ་ཡིན། 

མོས་བཀའ་དྲིན་ཡིད་ལ་དྲན་བཞིན་གནས་རྟེན་དང་འཕགས་པ་སྤྱན་རས་གཟིགས་ལ་ཕྱག་འཚལ་

ཞིང་གསོལ་བ་འདེབས་པ་ཡིན། 

ལོ་མང་སོང་བའི་རྗེས་སུ་ཇོ་རོས་རང་གི་གྱོང་གུད་རྣམས་སེམས་ནས་བརྗེད་པར་འབད་བཞིན་འདུག།  

ཁོ་པའི་བུ་མོ་དང་རྒྱན་ཆ།   ད་དུང་བྱ་བཞིན་འཕུར་བའི་རྟ་བཅས་ཀྱིས་ཚŀང་པ་ཞིག་གིས་ལག་ནས་ཅ་

ལག་མང་པོ་ཉོ་ཐུབ་ཡོད་སྲིད། ལོ་ནས་ལོ་ཇེ་སྡུག་ཏུ་སོང་བའི་དབུལ་ཕོངས་ཀྱིས་དེད་པའི་དབང་གིས་

རྫུ་འཕྲུལ་ལྡན་པའི་རྟ་དང་ཁ་གྱེས་དགོས་བྱུང་།  ཇོ་རོས་རང་གི་ཚ་བོ་རྡོ་རྗེའི་ལག་པར་རྟ་བཞག་ན་སྒོར་

མོ་ཡོང་བར་ཡིད་ཆེས་བྱས།  རྒྱ་གར་དུ་དམག་འཁྲུག་བྱེད་བཞིན་པའི་རྒྱལ་པོ་དག་ལ་བཙŀང་བའི་ཆེད་

དུ་རྡོ་རྗེ་ཡིས་རྟ་ཁྱུ་མང་པོ་ཉོས་ཏེ་སྦྱོང་བ་སྤྲད།  དཔལ་ལྡན་དང་རྡོ་རྗེ་གཉིས་ཀྱིས་རི་ལུང་མང་པོ་བརྒལ་

ཏེ་ལྷོ་ཕྱོགས་སུ་རྟ་བཙŀང་བར་སོང་།   འོན་ཀྱང་།   ཁོང་གཉིས་ཕྱིར་ལོག་དུས་དཔལ་ལྡན་གྱིས་རྡོ་རྗེ་

ཐག་པས་བསྡམས་ནས་སླེབས།   རྡོ་རྗེས་རང་ཉིད་ལ་ཉེས་པ་མེད་ཚུལ་བཤད་པར་ཡིད་ཆེས་མ་བྱས་

པར་རྟ་ཁྱུ་ཡག་པོ་བཙŀངས་པའི་སྒོར་མོ་བརྐུས་པའི་ཉེས་པ་ལ་ཇོ་རོ་ཡིས་ཚŀང་ལས་ལ་མཁས་པའི་རང་

གི་ཚ་བོའི་མིག་གཉིས་མེ་ལ་ངར་བའི་ལྕགས་འབིག་ཅིག་གིས་ཕྱིར་བཏོན།   རྡོ་རྗེ་ནི་ཇོ་རོའི་གུར་གྱི་

ཕྱི་ལོགས་སུ་འགྲིལ་ལོག་རྒྱག་བཞིན་སྐད་ཤུགས་ཆེན་པོས་སྒོར་མོ་རྐུན་མཁན་རྒྱལ་པོའི་འཁོར་གྱི་

ནང་གི་མི་ཞིག་ཡིན་པ་དང་ཁོ་རང་ལ་ཉེས་པ་མེད་ཚུལ་བཤད་པར།   ཁོ་པས་རྫུན་བཤད་པའི་ཉེས་པར་

ལྕེ་གཅོད་དུ་བཅུག 

ཇོ་རོས་རང་གི་འབངས་གཞན་རྣམས་ལ་ཡང་ལྟ་སྐྱོང་དེ་ལས་ལེགས་པ་གང་ཡང་བྱས་མེད།   

དཔལ་ལྡན་གྱིས་ཀྱང་རང་གི་ཕ་ལས་བསླབས་པ་ནི་གཞན་ལ་གཉའ་གནོན་དང་བཤུ་གཞོག་བྱེད་རྒྱུ་

ལས་མ་འདས།   འབངས་མི་རྣམས་ཀྱིས་རྒྱལ་པོའི་གུར་ཆེན་ཡོད་ས་ནས་རིང་ནས་རིང་དུ་སོང་སྟེ་

གུར་རྒྱག་པའི་འགོ་བརྩམས།   དགུན་ཞིག་གི་ཚĲ་ཇོ་རོ་རང་གི་གུར་གྱི་སྒོར་བུད་དེ་ལུས་ལ་དྲོད་རྒྱས་

པའི་ཆེད་དུ་ཆང་ཞིག་བཏུང་བསམ་པ་ན།   ཧ་ཅང་ཐག་ཉེ་བའི་གུར་ཡང་གོམ་པ་བརྒྱ་ལྷག་གི་ཕ་རོལ་

དུ་བརྒྱབ་འདུག་ལ་ཁ་བ་བུ་ཡུག་གི་ཁྲོད་དུ་ཕྱི་དབྱིབས་ཙམ་ཡང་མཐོང་དཀོན་པར་གྱུར་འདུག  
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“ང་ལ་ཆང་ཕོར་པ་གང་འཁྱེར་ཤོག” ཅེས་དཔལ་ལྡན་གྱི་སྟེང་དུ་སྐད་བརྒྱབ། 

“རང་ཉིད་སོང་།” ཞེས་རྒྱལ་སྲས་ཀྱིས་སྐད་ཤུགས་དམས་པོས་བཤད་དེ་ལུག་ལྤགས་བརྩིགས་

པའི་ཉལ་ཁྲིའི་སྟེང་དུ་ཨ་ལོག་ཅིག་བརྒྱབ་སྟེ་ཡང་བསྐྱར་གཉིད། 

ཇོ་རོས་དཔལ་ལྡན་ལ་རྡོག་ཐོས་བརྒྱབ་སྟེ།  “ང་ཁྱོད་ཀྱི་ཨ་ཕ་རེད།  ཁྱོད་ཀྱིས་ཁ་ལ་ཉན་སྟངས་

འདི་འདྲ་ཞིག་རེད་དམ།”

དཔལ་ལྡན་འཐད་ལ་མི་འཐད་ཀྱིས་མལ་ལས་ལངས་ཏེ་བལ་གྱི་སྟོད་ཐུང་གོན་ནས་གྲང་ངར་ལ་

གདོང་ལེན་བྱེད་པའི་གྲ་སྒྲིག་བྱས་པ་དང་ཁ་བ་བུ་ཡུག་གི་ཁྲོད་དུ་ཆས།   ཁོང་ཆུ་ཚŀད་གཅིག་གི་རྗེས་

སུ་ཕྱིར་སླེབས་པ་ན།   ཆང་ཕལ་ཆེ་བ་ཟགས་ཚར་བ་དང་ལྷག་མ་རྣམས་ལ་འཁྱགས་པ་ཐེབས་ཡོད།   

ཇོ་རོས་དཔལ་ལྡན་ལ་མིག་ལོག་ཤིག་བལྟས་ན་ཡང་།   དཔལ་ལྡན་ཡ་མཚན་ནས་བགད་ཅིང་བཤད་

རྒྱུར།  “གྲང་ངར་ཚŀར་མྱོང་མཁན་ཁྱོད་གཅིག་པུ་རེད་དམ།”

དཔལ་ལྡན་རང་གི་གྲུ་ཟུར་དུ་བཟི་བའི་སྔུར་བ་འཐེན་བཞིན་གཉིད་དུ་ཤོར་བ་ན།  ཇོ་རོའི་བསམ་

བློ་རང་གི་གུར་དང་རྒྱལ་ཁབ། རྩྭ་ཐང་བཅས་ལ་འཁོར།  ལྷོ་དང་ནུབ་ཀྱི་ཚŀང་པ་རྣམས་ཡོང་དུས་ཁོང་

དང་མཉམ་དུ་ཞག་སྡོད་བྱེད་པ་ཉུང་།  དེ་ལས་ལྡོག་སྟེ་ཁོང་ཚŀས་གང་མགྱོགས་ཀྱིས་རྒྱལ་པོ་ལ་མགོ་

སྒུར་ནས་བཀུར་སྟི་ཞུ་བ་དང་སྔར་ལས་སྤུས་ཀ་ཞན་པའི་ཅ་དངོས་ཕུལ་ནས་རྒྱལ་ཁབ་ཀྱི་མཐའ་ལ་འགྲོ་

བ་ཡིན།  ཁོ་པའི་འབངས་མི་ཚŀས་སྔར་བཞིན་ཁོ་པའི་རྒྱལ་ཁབ་ཀྱི་ཆེས་སྔོ་ལྗང་དང་ཞིམ་མངར་ལྡན་

པའི་རྩྭ་ཐང་དུ་ནོར་ལུག་འཚŀ་ན་ཡང་།  ཁོང་ལ་ཕུལ་བའི་ཟོག་གི་ནང་དུ་ཤ་ཤེད་རྒྱས་ཤིང་སྤུ་མདོག་

ལེགས་པ་ཞིག་དཀོན།  ཁོང་གི་འབངས་མི་ཚŀས་ཁོ་པ་ལ་སྐད་ཆ་བཤད་སྐབས་གུས་པ་མེད་པའི་རྣམ་

འགྱུར་སྟོན།  ཉིན་གུང་ཕྱི་ཡི་ཉི་འོད་ཇི་ལྟར་གསལ་ན་ཡང་གུར་གྱི་ནང་དུ་འོད་སྣང་དབེན།  ཁོ་པས་

གང་ལ་ཐུག་པ་ཐམས་ཅད་ཀྱི་མདངས་ཉམས་པར་འགྱུར།  

ཇོ་རོས་མིག་ཟུང་བཙུམས་ཏེ་མི་ཚĲ་ཡི་འགྲུལ་བཞུད་རིང་མོའི་ལམ་དཀྱོག་གང་གིས་གནས་སྟངས་

འདི་ལ་མིས་བརྩེ་བ་དང་བརྩི་བཀུར་མི་བྱེད་པ་དང་ཕྱིར་མི་མངོན་པའི་སྣང་ཆུང་དང་ཞེད་སྣང་བྱེད་པ་

འདི་ལ་བསྐྱལ་བར་བསམ་གཞིག་བྱས།   ཁོང་རང་གི་བུ་མོ་ལ་ལྟ་སྐྱོང་ཇི་ལྟར་བྱས་པ་དྲན་ཞིང་ཁོང་མོ་

གཞན་ཡུལ་དུ་བྲོས་པ་ཡང་ཁོ་རང་གི་བྱེད་སྟངས་མ་འགྲིག་པ་ཡིན་པས་ཤེས།   ཁོ་པས་དཔལ་ལྡན་

གྱིས་བསྟན་པའི་གུས་མེད་ཀྱི་སྤྱོད་པ་དྲན།   སྡོང་པོ་ཞིག་གིས་དེ་ཉིད་ས་བོན་གང་ནས་བྱུང་བ་སྟོན་

ནམ།  ཇོ་རོས་རང་གི་བུ་ལ་བྱམས་སྙིང་རྗེ་དང་ཚུལ་མཐུན་གྱི་སྤྱོད་པ་ནམ་ཡང་བསླབས་མེད།  ཁོ་

པས་བསླབས་པ་ནི་དཔུང་སྟོབས་དང་སྐད་ཤུགས་གཅིག་པུ་ཡིན།   རང་གི་ཤུགས་རྐྱེན་དང་རྒྱུ་ནོར་

ལ་བསམ་བློ་བཏང་།   ཁོ་པས་རང་གི་གཉེན་ཉེ་ཚŀའི་ལག་ནས་ཅ་དངོས་རྣམས་བཙན་གྱིས་ཕྲོགས་

པས་ཁོང་ཚŀ་སྐྲག་ནས་གཞན་དུ་ཕྱིན་པ་རེད།  མེ་ལ་བསྲེགས་པའི་སྡོང་པོ་ལས་བྱ་འཕུར་བ་བཞིན་མི་

རྣམས་ཁོ་རང་དང་གྱེས་པ་ན་ཁོ་པ་ལ་ཅི་ཡང་ལྷག་མེད།  ཁོ་རང་གིས་ཆུང་མས་བསྐྲུན་པའི་དགོན་པས་
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ཀྱང་ཕྱོགས་མཐའ་ཀུན་ནས་ཡོང་བའི་མི་འཛŀམས་པའི་དུས་ཆེན་སོགས་སུ་ཁོང་གདན་ཞུ་མི་བྱེད།  

དེའི་རྒྱུ་མཚན་ནི་ཁོ་པས་དགོན་པ་ལ་རང་གི་ལུག་དང་བལ་སོགས་ནས་ཐོན་པའི་ཁེ་བཟང་ལས་མཆོད་

འབུལ་བྱེད་རྒྱུ་ཕར་བཞག་དགོན་པའི་ལག་ནས་བཙན་གྱིས་ཁྲལ་ལེན་རྩིས་བྱས་པས་རེད།   ཁོ་རང་

མུན་ནག་ནང་དུ་ཉལ་ནས་བསམ་གཞིག་བྱས་པ་ན་ཁོ་པའི་སེམས་ཀྱི་ཞི་བདེ་དཀྲུག་པའི་དོན་མི་ལེགས་

པ་ཐམས་ཅད་ཀྱི་འབྱུང་ཁུངས་རང་གི་སྙིང་རྗེ་མེད་པའི་བྱ་སྤྱོད་དང་སེམས་ལ་ཕོག་པའི་ཚིག་རྩུབ་ཡིན་

པ་མཐོང་།   ཁོ་པའི་མི་ཚĲ་སྨད་ལ་སླེབས་པའི་སྐབས་འདིར་ཆེས་ཐོག་མར་འགྱོད་སེམས་ཀྱིས་རང་གི་

འགྲམ་པ་མཆི་མས་བརླན་ཞིང་གཟུགས་པོར་རྔུལ་ཆུ་བཞུར་བཞིན་ཡིད་མི་བདེ་བའི་གཉིད་དུ་ཤོར། 

“ཨ་ཕ།”  དཔལ་ལྡན་གྱིས་ཕྱི་ཉིན་ཁོ་པ་གཉིད་ནས་བསད།  ཁོ་པའི་ལྕེ་ཐོག་ཏུ་སྐྱུར་དྲི་ཞིག་དང་

ཁ་རླངས་ཀྱི་རུལ་དྲིས་ཁོ་པ་རང་ཉིད་ནས་ཀྱང་མི་བཟོད་ཅིག་ཡོད།  ཞྭ་མོ་ལག་ཏུ་བཟུང་བའི་ཚŀང་པ་

ཞིག་གུར་གྱི་སྒོ་རུ་ལངས་ཤིང་མགོ་འཐུམ་པའི་རྣམ་འགྱུར་གྱིས་གུར་ལ་ལྟ་བཞིན་འདུག  

“གུར་འདི་རེད་དམ།  ང་ངའི་རྒྱལ་པོའི་མདུན་དུ་ཡོད་པ་ཨེ་རེད།” ཅེས་ཚŀང་བས་དྲིས། 

གུར་གྱི་དཀྱིལ་དུ་གྲང་མོར་ལུས་པའི་ཐབ་ཀའི་འགྲམ་དུ་མདུག་འཇོག་དམའ་པོ་ཞིག་ཡོད་པའི་

ཕྱོགས་སུ་ཇོ་རོས་ལག་བརྡ་བསྟན།  ཚŀང་པས་འབྲས་ཁུག་མ་གང་དང་།   སྤོས་ཕྱག་པ་གཅིག  ལྷ་ས་

རུ་བཀོལ་ཆོག་ཅིང་བལ་ཡུལ་ནས་ཐོན་པའི་དངུལ་སྒོར།   གླ་རྩི་རྡོག་རྡོག་ཆུང་ཆུང་གཅིག་བཅས་ཕྱི་

རུ་བཏོན།   མགོ་བོ་དམའ་པོར་བསྒུར་ཏེ་གུར་གྱི་སྒོའི་ཕྱོགས་སུ་ཕྱིར་ནུད་བྱས་ནས་འགྲོ་འགོ་

བརྩམས་པ་ན། 

“སྒུག་དང་།” ཞེས་ཇོ་རོས་བཤད།  “མར་སྡོད།” 

ཚŀང་པས་མཐའ་འཁོར་གྱི་མདངས་ཉམས་པའི་ཅ་དངོས་དག་ལ་བལྟས། 

“གྲོགས་པོ་གང་ནས་ཡོང་།” ཞེས་ཇོ་རོས་ཅི་ཐུབ་ཀྱིས་གུས་ཉམས་ལྡན་པའི་ངང་དྲིས། 

“སླེ་ནས་ཡོང་།  ཞང་ཞུང་གི་ལྷ་ཕྱོགས་ན་ཡོད།” ཅེས་ཚŀང་པས་ལན་བཏབ།   མཚར་སྣང་གི་

འཛུམ་ཞིག་ཇོ་རོའི་གདོང་ལ་ཁྱབ།   ཁོ་པས་ཚŀང་པའི་ལག་པ་ནས་ཁྲིད་དེ་ས་ལ་སྡོད་དུ་བཅུག  

ཇོ་རོས་དཔལ་ལྡན་ལ།  “བུ།  ཁྱོད་རང་རྡོ་རྗེའི་ཁྱིམ་ལ་སོང་ནས་ཁོ་པའི་ཆུང་མ་འདི་ཁྲིད་ཤོག  

ཁྱིམ་ལ་སྐྱེ་མ་ཞིག་གི་མཛངས་སྤྱོད་མེད་པར་མགྲོན་བསུའི་སྣེ་ལེན་ཆ་ཚང་བར་མི་འགྱུར།” ཞེས་

བཤད། 

རྡོ་རྗེའི་ཆུང་མས་རྩྭ་ཞིམ་པོ་དང་དཀོན་པོ་ཡིན་པའི་སེ་པན་ཁ་ཚ།  གཡག་ཤ་སྐམ་པོ།  རྒྱལ་པོའི་

མགྲོན་པོ་སྣེ་ལེན་བྱེད་པའི་ཆེད་དུ་ཁྱིམ་མཚĲས་དག་གིས་གང་སྤྲོད་ཐུབ་པ་རྣམས་ཁྱེར་ཏེ་སླེབས།   

དཔལ་ལྡན་གྱིས་རང་གི་གྲོད་ཁོག་ཟས་དྲོན་པོ་དང་ཆང་གིས་མ་རྒྱགས་བར་དུ་ཁོའི་ཨ་ཕའི་བྱ་སྤྱོད་གློ་

བུར་དུ་འགྱུར་ལྡོག་བྱུང་བར་བལྟས།   ཚŀང་པ་དེས་ཁོ་རང་གི་རྒྱལ་ཁབ་ཀྱི་མཛĲས་པའི་ཁྱད་ཆོས་དང་
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སྟོབས་འབྱོར་ལ་བསྔགས།  ཆང་གིས་བཟི་ནས་རིང་པོ་མ་འགོར་བར་ལག་པ་གནམ་ལ་བརྐྱངས་ཏེ་

འཕུར་བའི་བརྡ་བསྟན་ཞིང་རྟའི་སྣ་ཤུ་རྒྱག་པ་དང་འཚĲར་སྐད་འདོན་པར་བྱས། 

ཚŀང་པའི་མིག་ནང་དུ་འོད་མདངས་ཤིག་འཁོར་བཞིན། “དེ་ནི་ལྟ་ན་སྡུག་པའི་རྟ་ཞིག་རེད་མོད།   

འོན་ཀྱང་སྔར་གང་ནས་ཡོང་བའི་ཕྱོགས་སུ་འཕུར་བའི་འབད་བརྩོན་རྒྱུན་དུ་བྱེད།   ངའི་རྒྱལ་པོས་

གང་དུ་ཉོས་པ་ཁྱོད་ཀྱིས་ཨེ་ཤེས།” ཞེས་བཤད། 

ཇོ་རོས་འཛུམ་མདངས་ཆེན་པོ་ཞིག་སྟོན་བཞིན་ཚŀང་པའི་རྒྱབ་ལ་བྱིལ་བྱིལ་བྱས་ནས་སྐད་གསང་

མཐོན་པོས་བགད།   དཔལ་ལྡན་ཡང་བགད། 

ཚŀང་པ་གད་མོ་དགོད་བཞིན།  “དེ་ཁྱོད་ཀྱི་རེད།” ཅེས་ཇོ་རོ་ལ་མཛུབ་མོ་བཙུགས་ཏེ་བཤད། 

“ངའི་རྟ།” ཇོ་རོ་གད་མོ་བགད།  “ངའི་འཕུར་ཐུབ་པའི་རྟ།”

ཇོ་རོའི་སེམས་སུ་འཆར་གཞི་ཞིག་འཁོར་ཏེ་རང་གི་མི་ཚĲའི་ནང་དུ་ཆེས་ཐོག་མར་ང་རྒྱལ་རེས་

ཤིག་དོར་ནས་མི་ཞིག་གི་མགོ་སྐོར་བའི་ཇུས་ལ་ཞུགས།   གདུག་སེམས་ཀྱི་ཆ་གཅིག་གིས་ཁོ་པ་ལ་

གཡོ་བར་བྱེད་པ་དང་ཆ་གཞན་ཞིག་གིས་ཁོ་པ་ལ་གྲོགས་བསྒྲིགས་ཤིང་རྣ་ལམ་དུ་སྐད་ཆ་ཤུབ་ཤུབ་

བཤད།   གལ་སྲིད་ཁོ་པས་བདག་པོའི་ཁྱིམ་ལ་རྐང་པ་མ་བཞག་པར་འཁྱེར་ཡོང་ཐུབ་ན་བརྐུས་པ་རེད་

དམ།   ཁྲིམས་འགལ་གྱི་ལས་ལ་ཞུགས་པའི་ཁོ་པའི་རོགས་པས་ཅི་བྱེད་བཞིན་པ་མ་ཤེས་པ་ཡིན་ན་

ངན་འབྲེལ་བྱས་པར་འགྲོའམ།   འགྲོ་ན་ཅིའི་ཕྱིར། 

ཚŀང་པ་རང་ཡུལ་དུ་ལོགས་པའི་ཉིན་མོར་སླེབས།   ཇོ་རོས་མགོ་སྒུར་བཞིན།  “འདས་པའི་

བདུན་ཕྲག་འདིའི་ནང་ངེད་གཉིས་གྲོགས་པོ་ཡག་ཤོས་སུ་གྱུར་བ་མ་རེད་དམ།” ཞེས་བཤད། 

གུར་སྐྱོ་བོ་ཞིག་གི་ནང་དུ་ཡོད་པ་མ་གཏོགས་ཇོ་རོ་ནི་རྒྱལ་པོ་ཞིག་ཡིན་པས་དེ་ལྟར་ཧ་ཅང་བློ་

ཐག་ཉེ་བའི་ངང་ཚŀང་པ་ལ་སྐད་ཆ་བཤད་པ་ན་ཚŀང་པའི་ངོ་གདོང་དམར་པོར་གྱུར།   རྒྱལ་པོས་ཚŀང་

པའི་ལག་མགོ་ནས་བཟུང་པའི་ཚĲ་ཚŀང་པས་ཤུགས་ཆེན་པོས་མགོ་ལྕོག་ལྕོག་བྱེད་བཞིན་འཐད་པའི་

རྣམ་འགྱུར་བསྟན། 

“གྲོགས་པོ་ཁྱོད་ཀྱིས་ངས་མགྲོན་བསུ་བྱས་པ་ལ་རོལ་བས་ངའི་སེམས་དགའ་རུ་བཅུག་པ་མ་

རེད་དམ།” ཞེས་ཇོ་རོས་ཡང་བསྐྱར་དྲིས་པ་ན།   ཚŀང་པས་སྐད་འདར་བཞིན་མོས་མཐུན་གྱི་རྣམ་

པས།  “རེད་ལགས།  ངའི་རྒྱལ་པོ།  རེད།   ཆེ་མཐོང་བྱས་པ་དཔག་མེད་ཡིན།” ཞེས་བཤད། 

“ཁྱོད་རང་ཡུལ་དུ་སོང་སྟེ་རང་གི་ཆུང་མ་ལ་ཁྱོད་རང་ང་ཚŀ་དང་མཉམ་དུ་མདུན་འཇོག་གཅིག་བེད་

སྤྱོད་བྱས་པ་ཡིན་ཞེས་རང་བསྟོད་བྱ་ངེས།” ཞེས་དཔལ་ལྡན་གྱིས་བཟང་ཐོག་ལ་རྒྱན་བྱས།   ཚŀང་

པའི་གདོང་ལ་འཛུམ་གྱིས་ཁེངས། 

“གྲོགས་པོ་ལགས།   ངས་ཁྱོད་ལ་རེ་བ་ཞིག་ཞུ།”  ཞེས་ཇོ་རོས་བཤད་ཞོར་དུ་རང་གི་ལྷམ་ཕུད་

དེ་ལྷམ་ཚངས་ཕྱི་ལོགས་སུ་བཏོན།   “འདི་ཁྱེད་ཀྱི་རྒྱལ་པོའི་རྟ་ར་ལ་ཁྱེར་ཏེ་རྒྱ་གདོང་བྱ་བུ་གང་དུ་
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ཡོད་པ་དེར་མེ་ལ་སྲེགས་ཤིག  ངས་ཁོ་པ་ཁྱེད་ཀྱི་རྒྱལ་པོ་ལ་བཙŀང་དགོས་བྱུང་སྐབས་ངའི་སྙིང་དུམ་

བུ་ཞིག་ཉམས་ནས་ཤི་སོང་།   ངའི་རྟས་ཀྱང་ངའི་ཕྱོགས་སུ་སེམས་སྡུག་བྱེད་བཞིན་ཡོད་ངེས།   

གལ་སྲིད་ཁོ་པས་ངའི་ལྷམ་ཚངས་ཀྱི་དྲི་མ་ཚŀར་ན་ངེད་གཉིས་ཀྱིས་བརྩེ་འདང་ཟབ་པའི་ངང་དུས་ཚŀད་

མཉམ་དུ་སྤྱད་དེ་རྩྭ་ཐང་ལ་ཉུལ་པ་དང་མཚན་མོའི་ནམ་མཁར་འཛĲགས་པ་དྲན་ངེས།  ངའི་སེམས་སུ་

ད་དུང་ཁོ་པ་ཡོད་པ་ཤེས་ཚĲ་ཁོ་པ་ལ་སེམས་གསོ་ཐེབས་ངེས།  ཁོ་པས་ས་ཐག་རིང་པོ་ནས་ང་ཡང་

བསྐྱར་དྲན་པ་དང་སེམས་ལ་སྤྲོ་བ་འཕེལ་བ་ཤེས་ཚĲ་ང་ལ་ཡང་སེམས་གསོ་འཐོབ་པར་འགྱུར།”

ཇོ་རོ་དང་རྟའི་དོན་དུ་ཚŀང་པ་ལ་སྐྱོ་བ་ཆེན་པ་སྐྱེས་ནས་དེ་མ་ཐག་ཏུ་ཇི་ལྟར་བསྒྲུབ་དགོས་པར་

བཤད་པ་རྣམས་ཁས་བླངས།   ཁོ་པས་གྱེས་ཕྱག་འཚལ་ཏེ་རང་ཡུལ་གྱི་ཕྱོགས་སུ་ལོག 

“ང་ལ་ཁྱོད་ཀྱི་རོགས་པ་དགོས་པའི་ཉིག་ཅིག་ཡོང་ངེས།” ཞེས་ཇོ་རོས་རང་གི་བུ་ལ་བཤད།  

“ཁྱོད་ཀྱིས་ངས་ཅི་བཤད་པ་ལྟར་བསྒྲུབ་དགོས།  ངེད་གཉིས་ཀྱི་རྒྱུ་ནོར་ལོངས་སྤྱོད་སྔར་ལས་ལེགས་

པར་འགྱུར་ངེས།”

དེ་ནས་ཕ་བུ་གཉིས་ཀྱི་ལྷས་གནང་བའི་རྟགས་མཚན་ཞིག་སྟེ་ཚŀང་པ་སླེ་ལ་འབྱོར་བ་དང་རྒྱལ་པོའི་

རྟ་ར་ལ་འཇབས་ནས་སོང་སྟེ་རྒྱ་དགོང་བྱ་བུའི་སྣ་ལམ་དུ་ལྷམ་ཚངས་སྲེག་པར་བསྒུགས།   ལྷམ་

ཚངས་ཀྱི་དྲི་མས་རྟ་དེ་ཉིད་སྡོད་མི་ཚུགས་གནས་སུ་བསྐྱེལ་བ་དང་ལྕགས་ཐག་རྣམས་བཅད་དེ་ནམ་

མཁར་འཕུར་ནས་རྩྭ་ཐང་དང་ལུང་གཞུང་།   གཙང་པོ་དང་རི་ཆེན་སོགས་བརྒལ་ནས་གུར་གྱི་སྒོར་

འཐོན་ངེས།    དེ་དང་མཉམ་དུ་ལོ་མང་ལ་མྱངས་པའི་དབུལ་ཕོངས་ཀྱི་གནས་ནས་ཇོ་རོའི་སྟོབས་

འབྱོར་སླར་གསོ་ཡོང་ངེས་ཡིན། 

སྟོན་ཁའི་ཉིན་མོ་དག་ཇོ་རོས་རང་གི་མིག་བཙུམས་ནས་སླེ་ལ་འགྲོ་བའི་ལམ་ཁ་ཡིད་ལ་བསྒོམས་

ནས་ཚŀང་པ་དེ་མཚན་མོ་གང་དུ་འདུག་པ་དང་ཕྱི་དྲོ་རི་སྡེ་གང་དུ་སླེབས་པ་སོགས་ལ་ཚŀད་དཔག་བྱས།   

ཇོ་རོས་ཐོག་མར་ཉིན་མོ་རང་གི་མཛུབ་མགོར་བརྩིས།   དེ་ནས་གུར་སྒོ་རུ་རྩྭ་ཐིག་ལ་མདུད་པ་བརྒྱབ་

སྟེ་ཉིན་མོ་བརྩིས།    དེ་ནས་ཁོ་པའི་མལ་ཁྲིའི་འགྲམ་དུ་ཡོད་པའི་ཀ་རའི་སྟེང་དུ་རི་མོ་བྲིས་ཏེ་ཉིན་མོ་

བརྩིས།   རང་གི་རྒྱུ་ནོར་འཕེལ་བའི་གོ་སྐབས་ལ་རྔམ་རྒྱུ་མང་དྲག་པར་བརྟེན་ཁོ་པ་སྡོད་མི་ཚུགས་

པར་གྱུར་བ་དང་ཉིན་མོའི་ཟས་དང་མཚན་མོའི་གཉིད་བརྗེད།  ཉིན་ཞིག་གི་དགོང་དྲོ་ཇོ་རོ་གློ་བུར་དུ་

མལ་ཁྲི་ལས་ཡར་དགྱེ། 

“དཔལ་ལྡན།” ཞེས་ཁོ་པས་སྐད་བརྒྱབ། “རྒྱ་གདོང་ཕྱིར་ལོག་པར་གྲ་སྒྲིག་བྱོས།”

“གང་ནས།” དཔལ་ལྡན་གྱིས་དྲིས། “ང་ཚŀས་ཁོ་རང་བཙŀངས་ནས་ལོ་མང་པོ་སོང་ཚར་རེད།  ཁོ་

པ་ད་ལྟ་ང་ཚŀ་ལ་ཚུར་ལོག་པའི་རྒྱུ་རྐྱེན་ག་རེ་ཡོད།”

“ཁྱོད་ཀྱིས་ངས་འཆར་གཞི་བཀོད་པ་མི་ཤེས།  རྟ་དེ་དང་ངའི་བར་ལ་ངོ་མཚར་ལྡན་པའི་འདང་

ཡོད་པ་ཡང་ཁྱོད་ཀྱི་མི་ཤེས།   ངས་བཤད་པ་ལྟར་སྒྲུབས་དང་།   ང་ཚŀའི་རྒྱུ་ནོར་ང་ཚŀ་ལ་དབང་བར་
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འགྱུར་ངེས།”  ཇོ་རོས་ད་དུང་དཔལ་ལྡན་ལ་ས་ངོ་སོབ་ཅིང་བདེ་ས་ཞིག་ཏུ་རྟ་གང་དུ་བདེ་ལེགས་ངང་

འབབ་དགོས་པའི་ཕྱོགས་སྟོན་བྱེད་ཆེད་དཔལ་འབར་བང་བསྒྲིགས་ཏེ་སྦར་དགོས་པར་བཤད་ལ།  “ད་

རྒྱུགས་ཤིག” ཞེས་ཇོ་རོས་སྐད་བརྒྱབ།  “ངས་བཤད་པ་ཇི་བཞིན་དུ་བསྒྲུབ།    རྟ་དཔལ་འབར་དག་

གི་ཉེ་སར་སླེབས་སྐབས་འཚĲར་སྐད་ཤུགས་ཆེན་རྒྱག་ངེས།  སྐབས་དེ་ལ་ཁྱོད་ཀྱིས་ཁོ་པའི་མིང་ནས་

འབོད་དགོས།   དེ་ལྟར་བྱས་ན་ངེད་གཉིས་ཁོ་པ་སྒུག་ཡོད་པ་ཤེས་ངེས།   གལ་ཏེ་ཁྱོད་ཀྱི་དེ་ལྟར་

སྒྲུབ་མ་ཐུབ་ཚĲ།  རྟ་དེ་ནམ་ཡང་བརླག་འགྲོ་བ་ཡིན།”

ང་ཚŀའི་མི་ཚĲ་ཡི་ཤོག་ལྷེ་དག་དང་མཚུངས་པར་སྒྲུང་གི་ནང་དུ་ཡང་བྱ་བ་རྣམས་ང་ཚŀས་བསམ་པ་

ལྟར་མི་འགྲོ་བ་ཡོད།  གནས་སྐབས་འདི་དག་ནི་ཚŀད་དཔག་མ་ཐུབ་པའི་སྤྲོ་བ་དང་ཡང་ན་རང་ལ་མ་

བབ་པའི་དྲག་སྤྱོད་དང་སྡུག་བསྔལ་ཡིན།  གནད་དོན་དེ་འདྲ་ང་ཚŀའི་འཚŀ་བའི་ནང་དུ་འབྱུང་སྐབས་

ཡིད་མི་ཆེས་ཤིང་སྡུག་བསྔལ་བའི་ངང་ནས་གནམ་ལ་ཀི་བཏབ་སྟེ་ “ཅིའི་ཕྱིར་” ཞེས་འདྲི་བ་ཡིན།  

སེམས་ཀྱིས་དོན་རྐྱེན་རྣམས་ཇི་ལྟར་བྱུང་བའི་རྒྱུ་མཚན་འཚŀལ་ཞིང་།  དེ་དང་མཚུངས་པ་གཞན་ཞིག་

འབྱུང་ཆོག་པར་བསམ་བློ་གཏོང་བ་ཡིན།  སྟངས་འཛིན་མི་ཐུབ་པའི་དོན་རྐྱེན་འབྱུང་སྐབས་སྐྱོན་

གཞན་གྱི་མགོར་འཇོག་ཐབས་བྱེད་པ་དང་ཡ་མཚན་པའི་སྟེས་དབང་གི་འདུ་ཤེས་ལ་གོ་བ་རྙེད་ཐབས་

བྱེད།  སེམས་ཀྱིས་སེམས་ཇི་བཞིན་མཐོང་བར་རྒོལ་བ་དང་དེ་ནི་གཡོལ་ཐབས་བྲལ་བའི་སྔོན་གྱི་

བྱས་འབྲས་རེད།   སེམས་ཀྱིས་སྐད་ཅིག་སྔོན་མ་དང་སྐད་ཅིག་རྗེས་མ་བར་དུ་འབྲེལ་བ་ཡོད་པར་

རྒོལ་བ་དང་དེ་ནི་སྔོན་གྱི་བྱས་འབྲས་རེད།   སེམས་པ་སེམས་ཀྱིས་བསྐྲུན་པའི་འཇིག་རྟེན་དུ་འཚŀ་སྟེ།   

གལ་འགངས་ཆེ་པའི་དུས་སུ་སྔོན་གྱི་འདོད་པ་ཞིག་དང་།  ཡང་ན་སྐད་ཆ་ཞིག།  ཡང་ན་བྱ་བ་ཞིག་

ཅུང་ཙམ་མི་འདྲ་བར་བྱས་ཡོད་ན་གནད་དོན་ཞིག་ཅི་འདྲ་ཞིག་ཏུ་གྱུར་བར་བསམ་གཞིག་བྱེད་ལ།  མ་

འོངས་པ་མི་འདྲ་ཞིག་བཞེང་སྐྲུན་བྱས་པ་ཡིན།   སེམས་ནི་བརྙན་པར་ལྟ་བུའི་འདས་པ་དང་མ་འོངས་

པའི་བཅོས་མའི་འཇིག་རྟེན་དུ་འཚŀ་ཞིང་ད་ལྟ་འབྱུང་བཞིན་པའི་བྱ་བ་རྣམས་ཀྱི་རང་བཞིན་ལ་མི་ལྟ། 

སྒྲོལ་མས་རང་གི་ཨ་མའི་ཁ་ལ་ཉན་ཏེ་རྒྱ་གདོང་བྱ་བུ་བཞོན་ནས་བྲོས་ཡོད་ན།  དེའི་རྗེས་སུ་བྱུང་

བའི་བྱ་དེ་འབྱུང་མི་སྲིད།  ཇོ་རོའི་སྙིང་ལ་བརྣབ་སེམས་མ་ཞུགས་པ་ཡིན་ན་བྱ་བ་དེ་མི་འབྱུང་ལ།  

དཔལ་ལྡན་གྱིས་རང་གི་ཨ་ཕའི་ཁ་ལ་ཉན་ཡོད་ན་ཡང་བྱ་བ་དེ་མི་འབྱུང་།  འོན་ཀྱང་བྱ་བ་འདི་གསུམ་

ཀ་དུས་འདས་པའི་ནང་དུ་ཡོད་ཀྱང་མ་འོངས་པའི་བྱ་བའི་འབྱུང་རྐྱེན་དུ་གྱུར་བ་ནི་འཁོར་བའི་ཆོས་ཉིད་

ཡིན། 

དཔལ་ལྡན་ཀྱིས་ཐང་ཡངས་ཤིང་ས་སོབ་ས་ཞིག་རྙེད་ན་ཡང་དཔལ་འབར་སྦར་མེད།  རྫུ་འཕྲུལ་

གྱིས་འཕུར་པའི་རྟ་མཆོག་ཅིག་ལ་ཐང་དུ་མི་ལྷུང་བའི་སེམས་ཚŀར་ཡོད་དགོས།   གངས་དང་བྲག་རི།  

ལྷོ་མཐའི་ནམ་མཁའ་ལ་འཕུར་ཐུབ་པའི་ངོ་མཚར་ལྡན་པའི་རྟ་ཞིག་ལ་དཔལ་འབར་གྱིས་ཅི་བྱེད།  རྒྱ་
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གདོང་བྱ་བུ་སྔོན་གྱི་རང་གི་བདག་པོའི་སྡོད་སའི་རྩྭ་ཐང་ལ་སླེབས་པ་ན་ཕྱོགས་སྟོན་བྱེད་པའི་དཔལ་

འབར་མེད་པ་མཐོང་།  དཔལ་ལྡན་ཀྱིས་མུན་ནག་གི་ནམ་མཁའ་ན་རང་གི་ཕྱོགས་སུ་མགྱོགས་པོར་

འཕུར་ནས་ཡོང་བཞིན་པའི་རྟ་མ་མཐོང་བས།   རྒྱ་གདོང་བྱ་བུའི་མིང་གིས་མ་བོས།  རྟ་དེའི་མིང་ལ་

ཡང་རྫུ་འཕྲུལ་གྱི་ནུས་པ་ལྡན།   དེར་བརྟེན་རྟའི་མགོ་བོ་ས་ལ་བརྡབས་ཏེ་སྐེ་ཚིགས་བཅག་ནས་དེ་མ་

ཐག་ཏུ་ཤི། 

དེབ་མང་པོའི་ནང་དུ་ཡང་ནས་ཡང་དུ་རྒྱུན་རིང་བྲིས་པའི་སྒྲུང་གཏམ་ཞིག་ཡོད།  དེ་ནི་བྱ་གཉིས་

ཤིང་ཏོག་གི་སྡོང་བོ་ཞིག་གི་ཡལ་གའི་སྟེང་དུ་བསྡད་པའི་སྐོར་ཡིན།  བྱ་གཅིག་གིས་ལྟོགས་སྐོམ་

མྱངས་པར་བརྟེན་ཤིང་ཏོག་སྨིན་པ་དག་གི་མངར་ཁ་དང་མ་སྨིན་པ་དག་གི་སྐྱུར་ཁ་མྱངས།  ཤིང་ཏོག་

དག་ལ་མཆུ་བསྣུན་ཏེ་སྨིན་ཞིང་སྣུམ་པ་ལ་ཐུག་ཚĲ་དགའ་བས་བཟི་ལ།  མ་སྨིན་ཞིང་སྐྱུར་ཁ་ལྡན་པ་དང་

ཕྲད་ཚĲ་བློ་ཕམ་པའི་ངང་སྐད་ཅོར་རྒྱག  བྱ་གཞན་དེ་ལ་ལྟོགས་སྐོམ་གྱི་ཚŀར་བ་མེད་པས།  མངར་སྐྱུར་

གྱི་བྲོ་བ་གང་ཡང་མྱོང་དགོས་པའི་ཚŀར་བ་མེད།  བྱ་དང་པོ་དེ་ཚŀར་འདུའི་རྒྱ་རྙི་ལ་ཡོངས་སུ་བཅིངས་

ཡོད་ཀྱང་།  བྱ་གཉིས་པ་དེ་འཇིག་རྟེན་གྱི་དངོས་པ་དང་ཡོངས་སུ་བྲལ་ནས་ཡོད་པ་མ་ཟད།  རང་ཉིད་

འཇིག་རྟེན་གྱི་ཚŀར་འདུ་དང་འདོད་རྔམ་དང་བྲལ་ཡོད་པ་ཡང་ཤེས།  བྱ་དང་པོས་བྱ་གཉིས་པ་དེ་ཡང་

ཁོ་པ་ནང་བཞིན་སྡོང་པོ་གཅིག་པའི་སྟེང་གི་ཡལ་ག་མཐོ་ཞིང་གཞན་ཞིག་གི་སྟེང་དུ་གནས་ཡོད་པ་མི་

ཤེས།  དེར་བརྟེན་བྱ་དང་པོ་དེས་ཆེས་ཐུང་བའི་སྡུག་བསྔལ་དང་སྤྲོ་བ་བྱུང་སྐབས་ས་མཆོང་གནམ་

མཆོང་བྱེད་པ་ལས།  མགོ་བོ་དགྱེ་སྟེ་གོང་གི་བྱ་གཉིས་པ་དེའི་ཞི་བདེ་ལྷིང་འཇགས་དང་གཟི་བརྗིད་ལ་

མི་ལྟ་བ་ཡིན། 

ཇོ་རོ་ལ་རང་གི་རྟ་ཤི་བའི་གནས་ཚུལ་དེ་བཤད་པ་ན་ཁོ་པས་ཅི་ཞིག་བྱུང་བ་གོ་འཚŀས་ཏེ།   དེ་ནི་

ཁོ་པས་རྒྱ་དགོང་བྱ་བུ་བསད་པ་རེད།  ཁོ་རང་གི་ཧམ་སེམས་ཀྱིས་རྟ་དེ་ཉིད་རི་བོ་རྣམས་ཀྱི་སྒང་ནས་

མྱུར་སྟབས་ཆེ་བའི་ངང་འཕུར་དུ་བཅུག་པ་རེད།   ཁོ་པའི་བྱ་སྤྱོད་ཀྱིས་དཔལ་ལྡན་ཁ་ལ་མི་ཉན་པའི་

གཞོན་སྐྱེས་ཤིག་ཏུ་འགྱུར་པ་མ་ཟད།  བརྩོན་པ་མེད་ཅིང་ང་རྒྱལ་གྱིས་ཁེངས་པ་ཞིག་ཏུ་བཟོས་ཡོད།  

སྟེས་དབང་ཞེས་པ་ཞིག་ཡོད་པ་མ་ཡིན།  རྒྱུ་སྔོན་དུ་མ་སོང་བར་འབྲས་བུ་འབྱུང་མི་སྲིད།   དེ་བཞིན་

དུ་བདེ་སྐྱིད་ཀྱང་སྔར་བྱས་པའི་བྱ་བ་ཞིག་གི་འབྲས་བུ་ཡིན་ངེས།  སྡུག་བསྔལ་ཡང་དེ་དེ་བཞིན་སྟེ།   

ཡོད་ཚད་དུས་ཀྱི་རྒྱ་མཚŀའི་ཁ་ལ་ཤར་པའི་རླབས་ཕྲན་ཡིན། 

བྱ་ཞིག་ཇོ་རོའི་གཟུགས་པོའི་སྟེང་ནས་འཕུར་ཏེ་གུར་གྱི་སྟེང་དུ་བབས་ནས་མར་བལྟས།  འཇིག་

རྟེན་གྱི་ཚིག་དང་རྟགས་མཚན།   འདོད་ཆགས་དང་དུང་འདོད།  སྔོན་གྱི་བྱ་བ་དང་དུས་ཐམས་ཅད་

ནས་བྱུང་བའི་ཆུ་བཞིན་འཕྱོ་བའི་འབྲས་བུས་མ་འོངས་པ་མི་འདྲ་བ་ས་ཡ་སྐྲུན་པར་བྱེད་པ་དག་དང་

བྲལ་ནས་བལྟས།  དེ་ཡིས་ཇོ་རོ་རང་ལ་བལྟས།  ཇོ་རོ་ནི་སྐད་ཅིག་གི་ཤེས་པ་ལས་འདས་པར་གྱུར།  
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འོད་གློ་བུར་བ་ཞིག་གིས་འཇིག་རྟེན་འདི་དང་ལྟ་བས་མི་བཟོད་པའི་འཇིག་རྟེན་ཕྱི་མ་གཉིས་ཀྱི་བར་

མཚམས་ཕྱེ།   འོན་ཀྱང་བྱ་དེ་ནི་དངོས་པོའི་འཇིག་རྟེན་གྱི་ཇོ་རོ་ཡིན་ལ་ཁོ་པས་སྐྱུར་ཁ་ལྡན་པའི་

འགྱོད་སེམས་དང་སྡུག་བསྔལ་མྱངས་པ་རེད། 



Godsland

R

In Humla, gods and goddesses walk among the folk in the guise of 
men and women. Th ey have multiple abodes, inhabiting villages far 
and wide, and they keep the dharma in the world. Th ey answer the 
prayers of their worshippers, and they enforce the laws of dharma by 
punishing transgressions. Th e land touched by the river Karnali is 
strewn with evidence of their prowess: in cliff s and along river banks, 
deep in alpine forest or in unattainable caves are the petrifi ed remains 
of demons and monsters slain by the gods. In the lives of the people 
of Humla are echoes of old tales transmitted over the generations, 
recounting the glory of ancestors who became gods, or gods who 
granted protection or delivered retribution to ancestors. Th eir stories 
are retold during the festivals all through the year: each deity’s dangri, 
who is the interlocutor between the heavenly world of the deities and 
the mortal realms of the people, recounts in painstaking detail the 
journey his deity must make from the holy mountain of Kailas, 
passing the holy lake Manasarovar, and entering the body of the 
deity’s own dhami, so that they may listen directly to the petitions 
made by the sick and the unfortunate, or accept the grateful off erings 
of petitioners who have received grace and benevolence from them. 

Jumla, an empire to the south of Humla, was once called 
Vishnubhumi, or the land of Vishnu, signifi ed in the person of the 
king who ruled there. In Jumla, the laws of the king were kept. But in 
Humla the laws of the gods, or dharma, were kept by the dhamis and 
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dangris, speaking directly to the gods and to the people. Th is is the 
story – or, rather, the manifold stories – of how the gods came to 
walk the earth in Humla, giving their patronage to the land and 
people there, and thereby giving it the name Devbhumi, the land of 
gods. If the stories seem a babble of voices, a polyphony of narratives, 
it is because there are many gods speaking simultaneously through a 
host of dhamis spread from Kholsi in Humla, where the Khas have 
their farthest-upstream settlement, to villages in Achham, far 
downstream. Each dhami or dangri will expand the story of his deity 
and embellish it with details about their lord’s latest outburst of anger 
or most clement act of mercy. 

Each sacred shrine or grove, or stream or meadow or pass or 
recess in the forest, has a story, enmeshed with the lives of the 
villagers in nearby settlements, of gods and demons, or of ordinary 
men and women who were suddenly confronted by divine or hellish 
beings from other worlds. It is only possible to imagine a complete 
canon of these individual stories; it is not possible to collect every 
story of every god’s exploits in this vast, diffi  cult land. Th ese are not 
static stories belonging to a specifi c place and time alone, but are 
stories that are ever-mutating, growing with every new act of divine 
miracle or human error. But it is possible to discern the outlines of 
the astonishing web of stories that bind the world of the twelve 
brother gods and cast their awesome shadow over the Karnali and 
Mahakali region in Nepal and India. Here is such a story, signifi cant 
for the fact that it recounts the arrival and settlement of the gods, but 
insignifi cant in the fact that it is but a mere fragment of the great 
repository of images, songs and rituals preserved in the magical 
nexus between a divine being, their shamanic medium the dhami, 
and the dangri interlocutor between the realm of the gods and our 
own world. 

In Indralok, where ruled Indra, king of the gods, his younger 
brothers who are the twelve gods of Humla heard that a heap of cow-
dung had taken the form of a mountain and that a half-liter measure 
of water had become a lake in the plains to the north of the Himalaya. 
Th e gods said to each other, “It is a sacred sign. Th e mountain is 
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Kailas, and the lake is Mankhanda, and there is merit to be earned by 
bathing in the sacred lake and circumambulating the mountain.” 
Th ey approached Indra and begged his permission to make a 
pilgrimage to the newly emerged abode of the holy and the sacred. 

“Yes, brothers,” Indra said to the twelve brothers. “Go to the land 
to where Kailas transfi xes all realms, and around which the cosmos 
revolves. And make haste: once the mortals learn that the briefest 
glimpse of Kailas or the touch of the waters fl owing from the lake of 
Mankhanda liberates the soul from the eternal cycle of rebirths, they 
will fl ock thither, wishing to shed their mortal selves on the arduous 
pilgrimage. Before their presence befouls the sacred, go and pay your 
respects.”

Th e gods journeyed to the land to the north of the Himalayas. Th e 
twelve brothers, Rampal, Haripal, Ghantapal, Banpal, Madhumpal, 
Shankhapal, Kalshilta, Gura, Betal, Shuklahansa, and the two 
Mashtos, Daarhe and Dudhe – the former fond of the blood of 
sacrifi cial victims, and the latter placated by milk alone – bathed in 
the blue Mankhanda lake and praised the Creator; and they 
circumambulated Mount Kailas, where lived Shiva, the primal yogi 
who, out of incomprehensible compassion takes on the terrible duty 
of destroying Creation, so that Brahma, his equal and other self, may 
renew it through the awesome agency of imagination.

Th ere, in the brilliant and blameless light remaining from the fi rst 
fl ash of Creation, the gods lost all sense of time and spent twelve 
varshas and eighteen yugas, entire cycles of creation, sustenance and 
destruction for their mortal subjects, but a mere blink of the eyes for 
the three self-created lords, Brahma, Vishnu and Shiva, who together 
weave the snares of illusion and also off er paths of salvation. Yet, the 
twelve brothers were mere gods, not self-created but begotten, and, 
in time, they felt the need to travel back to Indralok, from where they 
could watch over the world of the mortals, and through the mortals 
play out their games of amusement. 

“We have not received any off erings for twelve varshas and 
eighteen yugas,” said Rampal, the eldest. “Without the libations and 
sacrifi ces in our names, we grow weak and wither with hunger and 
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thirst. We must return to Indralok and seek sustenance before the 
fi ery tapas of our inner selves dims.”

Rampal’s words brought to the wandering brothers sudden 
weakness of the body, and, as if they were mere mortals, they felt 
thirst and hunger, and fatigue of the limbs. As they returned 
homewards, a demon of vast dimensions barred their way. 

Th e demon of Dangechin was no ordinary demon: he was the 
king of the race of demons that inhabited the rocky and sparse land 
between the abodes of snow and the sacred mountain and lake 
further to the north. He called the twelve gods trespassers over his 
land, and challenged them to a battle, refusing to let them pass 
without infl icting punishment. 

“I have held dominion over this land since the dawn of Creation: 
these grasslands are mine; the birds of the air and the beasts on the 
ground are mine. To me is owed the blood of all sacrifi ces, the smoke 
of all incense, the water off ered to placate my wrath. When devas like 
you walk these grounds, the mortals from across the Himalaya will 
follow, and they will worship you, instead of off ering me the still-
beating heart of the ram, or milk, or grain and salt. I must destroy 
this path that you have walked from your realm into mine, and I 
must destroy you.”

Th e twelve gods faced up to the battle and tore the demon of 
Dangechin asunder, painting the hills with his blood, crushing his 
body into the ground. Even today, as a pilgrim marks her journey 
from Hilsa to Purang, she may see the petrifi ed remains of the 
demon, the red heart and the plucked kidney strewn across the land, 
the head thrown miles away from the torso.

Or so goes one version of the story. But the dhamis of the powerful 
deity Lauhasur, begotten not in the dawn of Time, but to an unholy 
union between a chaste goddess and lustful demon, tell a diff erent 
story that gives their god primacy in the events that led to the victory 
of the gods. Th us goes their version:

Th e battle between the twelve gods and the legion of demons 
raged for another twelve varshas and eighteen yugas, a length of time 
too vast even for the gods. Th e demon captured the brothers, one by 
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one, bound them in chains of iron and packed them in a cage, and 
buried them in a cave deep under the red dirt and snow of Tibet.

Th ere, the gods remembered a nephew, a half-caste born to a 
union between an asura and Bhawani, their sister and manifestation 
of Shakti, the energy that sets existence in motion. Th is nephew 
possessed supernatural strength and intelligence superior to that of 
his reluctant uncles. 

“Nephew,” the gods now called from their prison. “None but you 
can be our liberator!”

But the nephew had endured insult and disdain from his uncles. 
Let alone accept him as an equal in strength, the gods had always 
reminded him of his lowly origin, treating him as a pariah.

“What is in it for me?” the nephew asked. “What share of your 
glory will you off er in exchange?” 

Although some of the gods still retained their arrogance and 
scoff ed at this just but proud question, others saw the good sense in 
off ering their nephew a place by their side for all time to come. Aft er 
all, he was their nephew, begotten to their sister, and therefore fi lled 
with the light of the divine.

“Liberate us, our nephew, and you shall live among the mortals as 
our equal, asking and accepting from them your share of off erings. 
Th ey shall build you shrines and bring you the best of their harvest, 
wool from the fl ock and grain from the land, milk from the cattle 
and the blood of sacrifi ce.”

Pleased with this off er, the nephew traveled to the depths where 
his uncles were imprisoned, and, with his sharp teeth, he chewed 
through the iron chains that bound the gods, and tore away the iron 
cage, and freed his uncles. Th e gods emerged from the earth, from 
the snow under which they were buried, and challenged the demon 
of Dangechin to another contest, from which they emerged 
victorious. And they painted the land between Hilsa and Purang 
with his blood, strew his organs over the barren land, and forever 
aft er secured the path through the Himalayas to the sacred sites of 
the Kailas and the Mankhanda.
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Liberated into the light of the day, Rampal, the eldest among the 
twelve gods, called his nephew to his side and said, “Forever hence, 
you shall have renown as Lauhasur, for you have liberated us from a 
prison of lauha, the element that is iron.”

Or so say the dhamis of the god Lauhasur. But there is yet another 
version, told by the dhamis of the goddess Bhawani, once again 
giving primacy to their own deity in the events that led to the victory 
of the gods. Th eir version goes thus: 

Aft er a battle that raged for twelve varshas and eighteen yugas, the 
gods felt their virility and prowess diminish even as the demon grew 
ever more powerful, as if every blow they dealt him was absorbed 
into his limbs as strength. Although the twelve gods tussled with the 
demon of Dangechin, each god wrestling a separate form of the 
demon who was a master of illusion and could generate a multitude 
of selves, no god managed to get an upper hand over the demon. As 
they grew weaker and the demon grew stronger, the gods cried in 
despair.

Th is was not an outward cry, but the inward cry of terror and 
helplessness. In this brief moment when they each experienced 
perfect humility, their despair also became a prayer. When their 
masculine exertions bore no fruit, their pleas turned to the feminine 
inherent in all aspects of existence, and, from the evocative power of 
their imaginations, they called forth into their presence Shakti, in the 
form of Bhawani, their sister. She took corporeal form to answer the 
despairing cries of the gods. Bhawani is the very essence of 
compassion, and she is also the utter wrath that animates all aspects 
of existence. She is the warm breath of life and she is the cold ether 
that rises from death. She is both the illusion and the absence of it. 

Bhawani saw the terrible battle between the gods and the demon 
of Dangechin – and the legions generated in his image – and jumped 
into the melee. 

Bhawani engaged the demons and, like an enraged elephant 
rushing through a fi eld of sugarcane, trampled underfoot the minions 
of the demon king, and reached the demon himself. With a swift  
stroke of her curved and bloodthirsty blade she cut him down. But, 
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from every drop of blood that spurted from the headless demon and 
touched the ground sprang another form, as ferocious as the demon 
himself, and as powerful in every respect. Although Bhawani 
stormed through the battlefi eld with electric speed, and although she 
cut down every head of every form of the demon of Dangechin, from 
the fresh fountains of blood sprang fresh legions of demons. 

Th e goddess of terrible beauty realized that the demon of 
Dangechin, who fought not only to defeat the gods but to defend his 
domain from invaders who had crossed the Himalayas to sup on the 
bliss that fi lled his land, was undefeatable. She decided upon guile. 

When dusk fell, Bhawani assumed her form of irresistible beauty 
as Devi, a maiden untouched by fi re or by water, radiant and without 
material or immaterial blemish. As Devi, she walked through the 
battleground, and yet she was untouched by grime or gore, and all of 
Creation paused to watch her walk. Th e battling hordes held their 
breath; when she walked to the shores of the Mankhanda lake and sat 
down, even her refl ection in the lake’s water became still and watched 
her, enamored. 

“We cannot attack a maiden of such beauty,” the demons heard 
themselves say even without their will. “She should become the 
queen to our king, who, although he is possessed of unparalleled 
virility and strength, has never found a consort of his match.”

Th ey rushed back to their king, who separated a form of himself 
from the dozen images that engaged the twelve gods and asked, 
“What news?”

“A maiden, our king, more beautiful and possessed of grace than 
imagination or reason can account for. She sits by the lake and with 
her presence enchants even the ripples on the water. It is our humble 
prayer unto you, our king, that you accept this maiden as your 
consort, for there isn’t another maiden in all of Creation worthy of 
your valor and virility. Every king needs a queen, aft er all.”

Even in the heat of the battle the demon king was persuaded to 
marry the maiden. “Carry to her my message,” he shouted before 
leaping into the air with his mace and blade, “Tell the maiden that 
she shall sit by my side and rule over all three realms.”
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Devi’s enchantment grew thicker, and her gossamer charm wove 
itself thick in the minds of the demons; the king’s emissaries even 
believed that it was their idea to fi nd a queen for their king, and not 
an enticement lit in their minds by Devi. Th ey arrived before the 
goddess, pleased with themselves, and put their helms by her feet 
and said, “Maiden! Our king possesses all the powers befi tting a king, 
and he has in his thrall all men, beasts and gods of this land. But he 
has no queen to grace his court. And there is none that compares to 
you in beauty and grace. Come with us, maiden, and make our king 
happy.”

“You say you want me for your queen, and yet you address me 
with such rudeness,” the maiden said. Th e demon emissaries were 
taken aback, and felt bashfulness color their countenance. “Return to 
your king, and tell him this – I do not take entreaties from emissaries. 
If the king desires me, let him come to me and ask for my hand.”

Th e demon king’s emissaries rushed back to their king and relayed 
the message, overjoyed at the opportunity to report the rebukes of 
the goddess. Even as he traded blows with a god, the demon of 
Dangechin laughed, his ego tickled by the response of the maiden, 
and roared, “Let the sun go down, and let me beat into the dust this 
southern invader who calls himself a god, and I shall entreat the 
maiden in person.” 

Later that night, aft er the retreat was sounded on both sides for 
the night, the demon king haughtily approached the divinely 
beautiful Devi, and she promptly devoured him whole.

Aft er their king was thus tricked and killed, the demon hordes 
attacked Devi with renewed fury. Devi returned to her wrathful form 
as Bhawani and continued the slaughter of the resident demons of 
Dangechin. Yet they refused to die, each multiplying into a host with 
every decapitation. Another twelve varsha and eighteen yugas of 
hard-fought battle passed before Bhawani paused for a moment and 
felt the sheen of sweat on her brows. She wiped the sweat from her 
face and threw it to the ground.

Immediately as the sweat of the goddess hit the ground, it 
transformed into a swarm of fl ies that multiplied to cover the dirt of 
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the battlefi eld. Now, whenever Bhawani decapitated a demon, the 
fl ies drank up the blood before a single drop of it could hit the ground 
and take the form of a demon. Th us, the gods were granted victory 
by Shakti, in the forms of Bhawani and Devi, at turns using strength 
and seduction.

Aft er the battle of Dangechin, the gods returned to their home in 
Indralok. But they had lived for many an epoch as prisoners and in 
battle, and their hunger and thirst were great. Th e twelve brothers 
appeared before Indra, covered in grime and gaunt with hunger, and, 
in a babble of desperate voices, said, “Brother – look at us! We have 
been away for many varshas and many more yugas, wandering and 
warring. We slept naked in the snow, and we went without 
nourishment: What have we to eat? What have we to drink? What 
have we to clothe ourselves in? What is to become of us?”

“You are right,” Indra replied. “You have warred without eating or 
drinking, and you have received no gift s. You have suff ered greatly. 
Return to the land of the humans, my brothers, and there be the 
keepers of my dharma: Let no man profi t from wealth earned through 
dishonesty. Let Death claim nobody before their appointed hour of 
demise. Let there be no miscegenation; keep strictly the rules 
regarding the defi lement brought by menstrual blood and 
untouchable castes. Punish adultery, punish falsehood, punish 
disrespect to the elders and gods. Go to Humla, and claim it as 
Devbhumi, Gods’ land, and there, play the horns and the drums and 
dance in joy. Th ere infl ict suff ering upon the people, so that they may 
invoke you to talk to them and walk among them through human 
vessels, and from them take your fi ll of the blood of the sacrifi cial 
victim, and grain of every harvest.”

Th e twelve brothers agreed to this arrangement and descended 
once more from Indralok to Hilsa, at the edge of the plateau where 
they had battled the demon king and his horde, and been handed 
victory. Th ere they danced on a meadow and brought forth nine 
springs of the water of Manasarovar, and there they washed thmselves 
clean of the grime of battle and suff ering.
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Somem say they bathed on their way to Indralok, right aft er the 
battle in which they killed the demon of Dangechin, or perhaps right 
aft er their nephew sprang them from the cage of iron and cut them 
out of fetters of irons and helped them kill the demon, or perhaps 
aft er Bhawani had created the swarm of fl ies to assist her in liberating 
her brothers from the frozen pit into which they had been thrown. 
However, at the nine springs of Naumule the gods did wash 
themselves and dance.

Th eir hunger wasn’t yet sated, so the gods looked at the world 
around them and saw a Jaad merchant with more wealth than suits a 
mortal, from the land around what is now the town of Purang in the 
Ngari prefecture of Tibet, and what the Khas of the Karnali basin call 
Taklakot. His house was splendor itself, and his possessions rivaled 
that of Kuver, the store-keeper for the gods. In his fl ock was a four-
horned ram with a white face, a magnifi cent beast that would satisfy 
the gods. But, when the gods approached him for the ram, the 
merchant refused them.

Gura, the youngest of the twelve brothers, infl icted the Jaad 
merchant all over the body: he broke bones, he festered boils, brought 
aches to the teeth and to the belly, he smothered the merchant with 
fever, hoping that he would off er up the ram. But the Jaad was a 
learned man who knew the herbs of his land, and healed himself 
without the gods. He made balms and salves, potions and incense, 
and drove out every ache or disease that the gods threw at him. Th en, 
Gura, entered the merchant’s eyeball and caused blinding pain.

Th e Jaad was fi nally at a loss for a remedy, for the eye couldn’t be 
lanced to ease the pain. No balm could be applied to the eye, and no 
potion or incense could heal it and it couldn’t be set like a broken 
bone. Admitting defeat, the merchant off ered the four-horned and 
white-faced ram to the gods. Gura accepted the off ering and healed 
the eye.

Th e four-horned ram was wrestled to the ground and its stomach 
was cut open, its still-beating heart was pulled out from its chest and 
Gura drank its blood, and it delighted him. He feasted upon the ram 
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and went to the springs to wash himself aft er this eminently satisfying 
but profane act of feeding.

When Gura arrived at Naumule aft er feasting upon the four-
horned ram, his brothers demanded, “Where is our share?” Gura 
laughed at them. His brothers were displeased, and set about dividing 
the realm of the mortals among themselves: one would bring children 
to the childless and accept blood sacrifi ces and off erings; another 
would maintain the cycle of seasons and permit sowing and 
harvesting and accept sacrifi ces and the fi rst ears and fruits of 
harvest. Yet another would protect the traveler from malevolent 
spirits, and another would punish adultery, and so on. Th ey left  Gura 
with no function in the world of the mortals, exposing him to the 
possibility of spending eternity without food or shelter, for why 
would a mortal pray to a god without a function, without the ability 
to infl ict misfortune or to correct them? 

“Th is is injustice, my brothers,” Gura protested. But his elders 
scoff ed at him and dismissed him, for they had each secured a role in 
the mortal world, where they would dance and play music and 
increase their tapas through accumulation of praise, for the good 
they did and the terror they promised. Gura seethed inwardly and 
waited for the opportune moment when he would avenge himself. 

Th e gods went to the springs to bathe, and thereaft er to dance in 
the meadows and celebrate their status in the world of mortals, when 
they saw Gura bounding away.

Th e eleven brothers frantically looked around and discovered 
that Gura had stolen the four Vedas from them. No mortal would 
respect a god who didn’t have the knowledge of the Vedas, but Gura 
now sought to deprive them of their most important source of 
credibility.

“Come back this instance,” Rampal roared and chased aft er Gura.
But, like a sulking child, Gura bounded from rock to rock, up and 

away from the meadow, and answered, “You have wronged me, 
brothers, and you know it. You have left  me nothing with which to 
terrorize the mortals or bring them prosperity. I have known hunger 
for many varshas and many more yugas, and I have no intention of 
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living as miserably again. Th e Vedas are mine to keep, and for you to 
covet.”

Although the other gods tried to capture and chastise Gura, he 
leapt into the Karnali with the four Vedas in his possession. Rampal 
caught hold of Gura’s long top-knot.

“I will cut off  your lari, proof of your divine status, if you don’t 
return the Vedas to us,” he threatened Gura. 

With a bitter smirk on his face, rather than return to his wrathful 
brothers, Gura cut off  his own lari, and let the Karnali sweep him 
downstream. Ever since, the dhamis of Gura do not grow a lari, 
whereas all other dhamis must bind theirs – fi rst in gold when they 
are initiated, and in silver each year thereaft er, until the moment of 
their death, when the lari is taken back to where the gods fi rst bathed 
in the mortal world: the shores of the Manasarovar.

Th is was done in a fl ash of rage and resentment, but over the ages, 
the gods forgave Gura, and Gura relented, so that all dhamis could 
have knowledge of the Vedas, for the holy books contain the language 
in which the gods communicate with the mortals who bow to them 
and seek their patronage. 

Of course, the land was already populated with the Jaad, but they had 
a separate pantheon: they invoked and worshipped other gods of the 
land, and didn’t off er sacrifi ces to the twelve gods who had descended 
from Indralok, battled demons and bathed at Naumule, and followed 
the waters of the Karnali as it fl owed downstream. Th ose who kept 
faith in the twelve gods migrated upstream, from the empire of 
Jumla, and brought with them rice, the four varnas of men as defi ned 
by Manu, and all the laws of dharma. 

So began a time of prosperity for the gods: their shrines multiplied 
as they kept the dharma in Humla. Th e gods rewarded good conduct 
and punished infractions. As more men brought their families to 
Humla, they brought along more gods. Along with Lauhasur came 
other nephews of the gods: Lhango, Sarki and Betal, brought in secret 
by their faithful from their original shrines in the faraway kingdoms 
of Bajhang or Achham. Sometimes the gods lived in harmony and 
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shared a mandu shrine between them. Sometimes they instituted 
and maintained rivalries that feuded over many mortal generations. 

A supplicant might speak to the dangri of her misfortune: an ache 
where the gallbladder is, perhaps, or her adolescent daughter’s 
sudden giggles and whimpers, or of the barb that stuck in the soft est 
of her hearts when her neighbor and cousin called her a barren waste 
of a womb. Th e dangri would then speke to the god, residing 
temporally in the dhami, in the sacred and secret tongue. 

Th e dhami would recall the lineage of the particular god: which of 
the twelve brothers, or which nephew of the gods, or which form of 
Bhawani? Or, perhaps one of the many land and forest and water 
spirits of the valley? Th ese were matters of common knowledge, 
necessary to test whether a man was indeed the possessed vessel and 
voice of a god, or if he was mimicking a performance. Only the 
perfect recall of the path the god needed to take all the way from 
Kailas would be suffi  cient proof that the dhami was genuinely 
possessed by a god. 

Once, a supplicant said, “My husband’s lawful and fi rst wife uses 
her black tongue against me, slanders me for a thief and a witch, 
drives away my family and wishes me rejection.”

“What do you wish for her?”
“Nothing now, not in this life, O god – I shall take the barbs and 

insults; I am a destitute in this life, and I seek no comfort for myself. 
But, let her suff er eternally a thousand-fold the suff ering that she 
wishes me now. Take from her the sons who already have sons; take 
from her grandsons their breath also. She has enjoyed watching sons 
beget sons: let her watch from the aft erlife how her line ends, how 
her name is erased from the register of Time. Let her writhe in 
hunger and thirst, for she will be without a man to carry forth her 
name and to off er her sustenance in the aft erlife through ancestor-
worship. Th en, as she watches her name disappear, give to my sons 
and their sons the wealth that she enjoys now.”

“And, what shall I have?”
“Th e blood of an unblemished goat-kid, black from unformed 

horn to tender hooves, every year at the full moon of the month of 
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Shrawan, for seven generations to come, O god, if you deliver me my 
revenge! I will make your name the secret prayer of all of my sons, 
and their sons in turn, so that they remember where their fortunes 
came from.”

And so the god would bide his time over generations and eff ect 
his game. But, this is a game that everybody plays: all the gods, all 
men, and all women. Sometimes a god, lusting for the blood of 
sacrifi ce as promised by a supplicant – and, as promised to him by 
Indra – would sometimes fi nd himself pitted against a fellow god as 
the mortals made off ers and counter-off ers to placate, incite and 
goad them on to battle on their behalf.

Th e woman who wanted the decimation of her rival wife’s line 
had gone to Kalshilta, a powerful god with powerful dhamis scattered 
around Humla. Kalshilta had taken the lives of the two young sons of 
the lawful wife, rendering her aput, sonless, and consigning her to an 
eternity of hunger and thirst. Her wealth had passed to the surviving 
sons of her late husband: sons born to the second and unlawful wife 
who had made promises to Kalshilta. But, aft er a generation or two, 
the men who had benefi ted so greatly from Kalshilta’s intervention 
had forgotten the secret prayer of their ancestor’s promise, and 
driven by lack of land and the friction that comes from too many 
generations living cheek-by-jowl in a crowded village, they had 
spread far and wide. Nothing is more loathsome to the gods than the 
scattering of their mortals: for, this is how dharma is weakened, how 
rites are abandoned and forgotten, how the praise decreases and the 
hunger and thirst of the gods increases. Over seven generations, the 
descendants of the supplicant had forgotten their promise of the 
sacrifi cial blood of an unblemished goat-kid, black from unformed 
horns to tender hooves. 

In the seventh generation, in our very time, with the story of their 
ancestors long forgotten to the opaqueness of time in a place where 
the seasons of growth are short and full of labor, and where the snows 
of winter linger on for far too long and the mind is numbed by 
hunger and cold, a man desired to move away from his clan. He had 
earned enough wealth to build a house somewhere far away. His 
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daughter, young and educated, yearned to move away from the 
village and perhaps even take up employment. 

Th is angered the god. So, to punish the folk who had forgotten 
him, Kalshilta started pelting the young woman with stones as she 
walked alone in the forest. She would frantically look around, but 
would see no one, hear no rustle in the woods. Meanwhile, her 
father’s trade suff ered losses, pushing the family to the brink of 
bankruptcy. Women fell ill with aches that couldn’t be treated with 
pills or balms. Th e family deity immediately knew that the family 
had off ended Kalshilta. Th e elder of the family went to the dhami for 
Kalshilta in utter submission and supplication, off ering his services 
to the god for as long as he lived, and off ering the promised sacrifi ce 
of the black goat kid for as long as his progeny lived in their rightful 
place in the village of Dadafaya, on a ledge above the river Karnali. 
Appeased, the god Kalshilta halted the torture being infl icted upon 
the young woman who, against the laws of the gods, wanted to enter 
the world of men and migrate away from the land of her gods, and he 
blessed the family with favors again, taking away the aches and pains 
of the women and multiplying the men’s profi t in trade.

Th us, the gods lived among the folk, sometimes affl  icting men 
and women with misfortune and diseases, so that they would off er 
the fattest ram or an unblemished goat kid in sacrifi ce. Sometimes 
they accepted the sacrifi ces given and rewarded their supplicants. 
Th ey didn’t let wealth from injustice prosper; didn’t let death come 
before its time; brought falsehood to kneel before the truth. Th ey 
increased the harvest, grew the fl ocks, and gave sons to the sonless. 
Each year, they gathered in villages across Humla to wear splendid 
dresses and dance to the music of drums and horns and pipes, to 
bathe ritually and drink the blood of the victims of sacrifi ces, and to 
perform miracilous feats before their worshippers.

Th e dhamis, containing their long top-knots in turbans of purest 
white, and in their ears wearing large hoops of gold beaded with 
coral and turquoise, would sing and dance together to represent the 
gods who fi lled them just as water fi lls empty vessels. Th en they 
would perform miracles as proof of their divinity: they would crush 



Shared Sacred Landscapes148

a handful of highland wheat into fl our; a stone they could crush with 
their bare hands into dust; a handful of sesame became oil. Th e ring 
of an iron tripod stove was heated red hot and the dhamis pressed it 
to their tongues, lapping the hot iron without fear, and wearing the 
ring around their neck without burning themselves. With each 
astonishing feat, and with the recollection of the superhuman deeds 
of the gods over all of Creation’s age, the folk of Humla witnessed 
directly the presence of the gods in their midst.

Eventually, stories of the miracles being performed in Humla by 
the dhamis, aided by the dangris, reached Jumla, where Vishnu ruled 
and kept the dharma as the mortal king. But what off ended the king 
the most was the news that the dhamis also claimed to be the 
enforcers of the laws of dharma, preserving the rules of conduct for 
each caste according to the scriptures, showing men and women 
their place in the hierarchy of society, and passing judgment on the 
conduct of the folk in relation to everybody else. Th e half-liter 
measure of rice that the dhamis and dangris accepted in exchange of 
opening channels of communication between the realms of men and 
gods also angered the king: nobody but the king was owed taxes and 
off erings.

Th e king of Jumla sent his soldiers to round up the dhamis of 
Humla and bring them before him. Or, as the dhamis of Humla say, 
the gods, in the person of their individual dhamis, were brought 
before Vishnu, in the person of the king of Jumla. 

“Who are you to dwell among the people of my kingdom and take 
off erings from them?” the king thundered at the dhamis.

“We were given leave by Indra to dwell among the people and to 
bless or affl  ict them as we saw fi t to accept or demand our share of 
their harvests and fl ocks,” said the dhamis. Th en one of them took a 
fi stful of barley and crushed it into a black powder to demonstrate 
the divine power with which dhamis were appointed by their gods.

Th e king made a fi stful of barley into black powder, for he, too, 
possessed the power to perform this miracle.

Th e dhami made a fi stful of barley into red powder, and the king 
did the same. Next, the dhami took a fi stful of sesame seeds and 



Shared Sacred Landscapes 149

crushed it until oil fl owed from his fi st. Th e king also pressed oil 
from sesame with his bare fi st. Th e dhami grabbed a stone and made 
it into dust, and the king repeated the feat. Proving himself the equal 
of the gods, the king said, “You may not invoke gods in my kingdom 
and accept off erings.”

Th e dhami then heated oil in a copper cauldron. Once the oil 
came to a boil, the dhami drank it. But the king couldn’t drink boiling 
oil, and fi nally accepted that the dhamis had a place in his kingdom. 

“I am Vishnu, the self-generated elder, and you are the begotten 
gods, my younger. You shall keep my laws in Humla. You shall reward 
virtue and punish crimes according to my laws. You won’t allow 
anyone to commit adultery or theft , or to deceive anybody. You may 
affl  ict the people and demand your share of off ering,” said Vishnu 
through the king. 

“You are the elder, and we are the younger,” said the gods through 
the dhamis. “We shall reward and punish according to the ancient 
laws. We shall keep your laws of dharma; we shall bathe in 
Manasarovar and pay our respects to Kailas by walking around the 
sacred mountain. We shall never accept any off ering that is not our 
share. As Jumla shall be Vishnubhumi, land of the king, Humla shall 
be Devbhumi, land of the gods.” 

Eons aft er the battle with the demon of Dangechin, or, as in other 
versions of the story, the battle with the demon-king of Dangechin 
and a host of his minions, or, as in yet another version of the story, 
the battle with the demon-king of Dangechin and a host of demons 
made from his blood and in his image, the twelve gods who had set 
out to venerate Kailas by ritually perceiving the mountain through 
the act of darshan and to purify themselves by bathing in the lake 
Manasarovar continue to live and dance among the people. Th ey 
breathe and move in the very earth and air of Humla. 

Th ese days, however, their number is shrinking. Th e people have 
forgotten ancient strictures against commingling with the Jaads or 
with people of other and lower castes. Sins off end the gods, as they 
are off ended by the consumption of chicken, and even more by 
women who now spend nights in the family home during the days of 
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the month when they are with the curse, and so they refuse to fi ll the 
vessel of new dhamis when old dhamis die and their topknots are cut 
off  to be off ered to Kailas and Manasarovar. Folks of the lowest rung 
of Khas society – those generated from the feet of Brahma – off end 
the gods by acquiring knowledge of the alphabets and coming into 
the presence of Saraswoti, who resides on the tongue of Brahma 
himself. Th e gods are off ended that their worshippers come to them 
in a moment of panic and ask for advice, but they don’t follow the 
gods’ instructions, and instead, travel to Simikot, Nepalgunj, 
Kathmandu, Delhi, in search of other healers wearing white robes 
and stethoscopes. Dharma, the eternal way, is being corrupted, and 
there isn’t enough awe or praise for the gods, without which their 
tapas, the self-generated heat that comes from being in concordance 
with Rit, the correct cosmic order, begins to deplete. 

Perhaps a silence will come over Humla soon, one made of the 
absence of the divine echo in the actions and thoughts of the mortal 
men and women, and perhaps the multilayered unity of the elements 
and human actions will decay. Perhaps the men and women of 
Humla will break the rules that keep their societies intact, and the 
gods will feel fatigue and thirst, hunger and homelessness. Or, 
perhaps they will continue to sing and dance as long as breath is 
given to their stories.



b]je"ld

R

x'Dnfdf b]jLb]jtf k'?if / dlxnfsf e]ifdf dg'iox?aLr g} 3'dlkm/ u5{g\ . 
k/k/;Dd km}lnPsf cgluGtL jf;:yfgaf6 oL b]jtfn] ;+;f/df wd{sf] 
;+/If0f u5{g\ . b]jtf cfgf eQmhgsf laGtL ;'G5g\ / ck/fwx? bl08t 
u/]/ wd{sf] gLlt sfof{Gjog u5{g\ . s0ff{nL aUg] e"lddf pgLx?sf] z'/tfsf 
k|tLs 5l/Psf 5g\M le/ / gbLx?sf] ulx/fO clg gbLt6df, ljs6 lxdfnL 
jgx?df / cuDo u'kmfx?df b]jtfx?n] ;+xf/ u/]sf /fIf;sf kfiff0f 
cjz]if cem}ko{Gt e]l6G5g\ . 

Pp6f k':tfn] csf]{nfO{ ;'gfpFb} u/]sfn] afFr]sf oL k'/ftg syfx? 
x'Dnfsf] ;fdfGo hghLjgdf u'lGhG5g\, b]jtf ag]sf k'vf{ tyf cfgf 
k'vf{nfO{ ;+/If0f jf b08 lbg] b]jtfx?sf] aofg pgLx?sf] hLjgdf 
e]l6G5 . jif}{e/sf rf8kj{df b]jtfx?sf] syf :d/0f ul/G5, k|rf/ x'G5 — 
k/nf]s / dTo{nf]saLr ;+jfb u/fpg] ;fdYo{ /fVg] 8f+u||Lx?n] cfcfgf 
cf/fWo b]jtfn] b'vL bl/b|Lsf] ofrgf ;'Gg cyjf b]js[kfk|lt s[t1 eQmx?n] 
r9fPsf] e]6L u|x0f ug{ s}nfz kj{taf6 dfg;/f]j/ x'Fb} wfdLsf] z/L/;Dd 
ug{'kg]{ ofqfsf] ljj/0f ;'gfpF5g\ .

x'DnfeGbf blIf0fdf kg]{ h'Dnf ;fd|fHonfO{ lji0f'e"ld elgGYof] . ToxfF 
/fHo ug]{ /fhf lji0f'sf cjtf/ dflgGy] / To;}n] h'Dnfdf /fhfsf] sfg'g 
nfUYof] . t/, x'Dnfdf eg] b]jtfx?sf] jf wd{sf] lgodsfg'g kfngf u/fpg] 
lhDdf b]jtf / dflg; b'j};Fu k|ToIf ;Dks{ /fVg;Sg] 8f+u||L / wfdLx?sf] 
lyof] . oL syf b]jtfx? s;/L x'Dnfdf ljr/0f ug{ cfP, s;/L of] e"ld / 
oxfFsf afl;GbfnfO{ k|>o lbP / s;/L o; 7fpFsf] gfd b]je"ld x'g uof] 
To;}sf af/] xf] . 





Shared Sacred Landscapes 153

of] syf cfkm}Fdf cNdlnPh:tf], cg]s aofgx?sf] ;lDd>0f ePh:tf] 
nfUg ;S5 . o:tf] x'g'sf] sf/0f oL b]jtfn] v;x?sf] dflyNnf] a:tL 
vf]N;Lb]lv c5fdsf tNnf ufpFx?;Dd 5l/Psf cfgf wfdLsf dfWodaf6 
Ps};fy cfgf] syf ;'gfO/x]sfn] xf] . cem x/]s wfdL / 8fË|||Ln] cfgf] 
b]jtfnfO{ cxd e"ldsf lbP/ syf a'G5g\, cfgf] b]jtfsf] qmf]w / s?0ffsf] 
gjLgtd ufyf ;d]6\b} km"na'§f e/]/ ;'gfpF5g\ .

k|To]s kljq df08' jf Xo'N;f yfg, s'g} vf]N;f jf s'g} 3fF;] d}bfg jf 
eGHofª jf glhs}sf] s'g} h+unsf] cfg} cgf}7f] syf x'G5 . oL syf 
glhs}sf a:tLdf a:g] dflg;x?sf] hLjg;Fu ufFl;Psf x'G5g\ . cfkm"nfO{ 
cs:dft b]jtf / /fIf;x?sf] pkl:yltdf kfpg] hg;fwf/0fsf syf 
x'G5g\ . 

syf jfrslkR5] g} a]Unfa]Un} o:tf syfx?sf] ;Dk"0f{ ;+u|xsf] t 
sNkgfdfq} ug{ ;lsG5 . j[xt\ / hl6n o; e"lddf x/]s b]jtfsf] k/fqmdsf] 
x/]s ufyf Psq ug{ c;Dej g} 5 . cem oL syfx? s'g} Ps ;do / 
:yfgdf ;Lldt gx'g] ePsfn] oL syf ;bf kl/jt{gzLn 5g\ . Pscsf{sf 
36gfqmdsf kfq 5g\ / x/]s gofF b}jL 36gf / dfgjLo q'l6;Fu} yk lj:t[t 
x'Fb}5g\ .

k/Gt', sNkgf ug{ ;lsg] ;Dk"0f{tfaLr vf]Hg] xf] eg] g]kfn / ef/tsf 
s0ff{nL / dxfsfnL If]qdf cfgf] cb\e't 5fk kf/]sf afx| efO b]jtfsf 
cfZro{hgs syfx?sf] vfsf sf]g{;Dd rflxF ;Dej 5 . oxfF o:t} k|s[ltsf] 
Pp6f syf k|:t't 5 — x'Dnfdf b]jtfx?sf] cfudg / a;fOsf] Oltxf; 
af]s]sfn] ;fy{s t/ b]jtf, wfdL / 8f+u||LaLrsf] cGtlg{lxt ;DaGwdf ;+/lIft 
s0ff{nLsf ljzfn ljDa, uLt, k/Dk/fsf] e08f/sf] ;fgf] c+zdfq} ePsfn] 
lg/y{s klg . 

OGb|nf]sdf /xFbf b]jtfsf /fhf OGb|sf afx| efOx? hf] sfnfGt/df x'Dnfsf 
afx| efO b]jtf ag] pgLx?n] ;'g] ls lxdfnoeGbf pQ/sf] d}bfgdf ufO{sf] 
Ps y'k|f] uf]a/n] kj{tsf] ?k lnof] / Ps dfgf kfgL ljzfn tfn ag]/ 
km}lnof] .

tL efOx?n] Pscsf{;Fu eg] — æof] t kljq ;+of]u xf] . Tof] kj{t 
s}nfz xf] clg Tof] tfn dgv08 xf] . tfndf :gfg u/L kj{tsf] kl/qmdf 
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ugf{n] k'0o k|fKt x'G5 .Æ pgLx?n] OGb|;fd' pkl:yt eO{ ev{/} pTklQ ePsf] 
Tof] kljq :yndf tLy{ ug]{ cg'dltsf lglDt laGtL u/] .

æx'G5,Æ OGb|n] cfgf afx| efOnfO{ eg] – æTo; e"lddf hfcf] hxfF s}nfz 
tLg} nf]ssf] d]? ag]/ a;]sf5g\ / h;sf] jl/kl/ ;Dk"0f{ a|Xdf08 3'D5 . 
ljnDa gu/L hfcf], lsgeg] s}nfzsf] Ps emNsf] bz{g / dgv08 tfnsf] 
kfgLsf] :kz{dfqn] klg hGdd[To'sf] aGwgaf6 cfTdf d'Qm x'G5 eGg] /x:o 
dg'iox?n] yfxf kfP eg] pgLx? klg cfgf] d'lQmsf nflu ToxfF k'Ug]5g\ . 
pgLx?sf] pkl:yltn] Tof] kljq e"ld la6'nf] x'g'cl3 g} ToxfF k'u]/ bz{g 
u/ .Æ 

/, To;}n] lxdfnoeGbf pQ/df kg]{ e"ldsf nflu b]jtfx? ofqfdf 
lg:s] . /fdkfn, xl/kfn, 306kfn, jf0fkfn, dw'Dkfn, z+vkfn, sfnlzNt, 
u'/f, a]tfn, z'Snx+; / alnsf] /ut lkO{ k|;Gg x'g] bfx|] / b'w vfP/} ;Gt'i6 
x'g] b"w] b'O{ d:6f];lxt afx|} efOn] dgv08 tfnsf] gLnf] kfgLdf :gfg u/L 
;[li6stf{sf] k|z+;f u/] . s}nfz kj{tsf] kl/qmdf u/] hxfF cflbof]uL lzj 
jf; u5{g\, xfd|fnflu caf]Wo s?0ff;lxt ;[li6nfO{ eid ug]{ lhDdf lnG5g\ 
tf ls pgs} ;d?k a|Xdfn] cfgf] cb\e't sNkgfzlQmåf/f k'gM ;[li6sf] 
csf]{ sNk lgdf{0f ug{ ;s'g\ . 

ToxfF ;[li6sf] cflb sfnb]lv g} afFsL /x]sf] lgisn+s / clgGB t]hdf 
b]jtfx?n] ;dosf] r]tgf u'dfP/ afx| jif{ / c7f/ o'u latfP . of] ;do 
dg'iohfltsf nflu ;[li6, kfng / ;+xf/sf] Ps ;Dk"0f{ rqm xf] t/ Ps 
csf{;Fu ldn]/ dfof / d'lQmsf lnnf /Rg] a|Xdf, lji0f' / lzjsf nflu Ps 
lgd]if e/sf] ;dodfq xf] . t/, oL afx| efO :joDe" lyPgg\, lbtLsf 
;Gtfgdfq} lyP . s]xL ;dokl5 pgLx?nfO{ OGb|nf]s kmls{g'kg]{ cfjZostf 
dx;'; eof] hxfFaf6 pgLx? dTo{nf]sdfly b[li6 /fVg ;Sy] / dg'iox?dfkm{t\ 
dfgf]ljgf]b ug{ ;Sy] .

afx| efOdWo] h]7f /fdkfnn] eg] — æxfdLn] afx| jif{;Dd s]xL e]6L k|fKt 
u/]sf 5}gf} . xfd|f] gfddf tk{0f / anL gr9] xfdL ef]s / ltvf{n] lg:t]h 
x'G5f}F . xfd|f] tksf] t]h dw'/f] x'g'cl3 g} xfdL OGb|nf]s kmls{pmF hxfF xfdLnfO{ 
;xf/f k|fKt xf];\ .Æ 

/fdkfnsf] zAbn] ;a}sf] z/L/df Ps k|sf/sf] sdhf]/L Nofof] . pgLx?n] 
gZj/ dflg;x?n]em}F ef]s / Kof;sf] cg'e"lt u/] . xftuf]8f yfs] . t/, 
OGb|nf]s kmsF{b} ubf{ Pp6f eLdsfo bfgjn] tL afx|efOsf] af6f] 5]Sof] .
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8fFu]rLgsf] bfgj s'g} ;fdfGo c;'/ lyPg . pm lxdfno kj{t z[+vnf / 
To;sf] pQ/df kg]{ kljq kj{t / tfnaLrsf] ljs6 / phf8 e"ldsf afl;Gbf 
c;'/ hfltsf] /fhf lyof] . p;n] tL b]jtfx?nfO{ cglwsf/ p;sf] e"lddf 
k|j]z u/]sf] cf/f]k nufof] / ljgfb08 hfg glbg] eGb} o'4sf lglDt 
nnsf¥of] . 

æ;[li6sf] cflb sfnb]lv g} o; b]zdf d]/f] clwsf/ 5 . oL 3fF;]d}bfg 
d]/f x'g\, cfsfzsf r/f d]/f x'g\ / hldgsf k|f0fL klg d]/f x'g\ . o; e"ldsf 
;a} alnsf] /ut / w"ksf] w'jfF d]/f] . ;a} clk{t hn d]/f] qmf]waf6 aRgsf 
nflu xf] . ltdLx?h:tf b]jtf of] e"lddf lxF8\g yfNof} eg] lxdfnokfl/sf 
dg'jfx? ltdLx?sf] af6f] k5\ofpFb} cfpg]5g\ . Rof+u|fsf] w8\ls/x]sf] d'6', 
b"w, g'g / cGg dnfO{ r9fpg' ;§f ltdLx?sf] k"hf ug]{5g\ . cfTd/Iffsf 
nflu ltdLx?sf] nf]saf6 d]/f] b]z;Ddsf] af6f] d}n] d]6fpg} k5{, clg 
ltdLx?sf] klg ljgfz ug}{k5{ ⁄Æ 

tL afx| b]jtfn] c;'/sf] r'gf}tL :jLsf/ u/] / 8fFu]rLgsf] bfgjsf 
xftv'§f Roft]/ kmfn] . p;sf] /utn] leh]/ jl/kl/sf 8fF8fsfF8f /ft} eP . 
p;sf] z/L/nfO{ hldgd'lg w;fP . cfh klg s'g} tLy{ofqLn] lxN;fb]lv 
k'/fª;Dd ofqf ubf{ af6f]e/ 5l/Psf] To; bfgjsf] /ftf] d'6', r'Fl8Psf] 
d[uf}nf, w8eGbf w]/} k/ pl5l§Psf] lz/ cflbsf cjz]if b]Vg ;S5g\ .

syfsf] Pp6f j0f{g o:tf] 5 . t/ cflbsfndf Pp6f zfnLg b]jL / s'g} 
sfdft'/ c;'/sf] ckljq ;DaGwaf6 hlGdPsf zlQmzfnL b]jtf nf}xf;'/sf 
wfdLx? eg] cs}{ syf eG5g\ . b]jtfx?n] To; c;'/dfly ljho k|fKt 
ug]{ qmddf ePsf 36gfx?df cfgf] b]jtfsf] k|wfgtf :yflkt ug]{ u/L syf 
;'gfpF5g\ . pgLx?sf] j0f{g o:tf] 5 M

tL afx| b]jtfx?n] /fIf; ;]gf;Fu csf]{ afx| jif{ / c7f/ o'u;Dd o'4 
u/] . of] ;do b]jtfsf nflu klg lgs} nfdf] ;do xf] . PsPs u/L To; 
bfgjn] tL efOx?nfO{ k5f¥of] / aGbL agfof], kmnfdsf] l;qmLn] afFw]/ 
kmnfds} lkFh8fdf s}b u/]/ ltAatsf] /ftf] df6f] / afSnf] lxpFd'lg s'g} ulx/f] 
u'kmfdf k'¥of] . 

afx| jif{ / c7f/ o'u;Dd s}bdf /x]kl5 b]jtfx?nfO{ ;[li6 ultzLn 
t'Nofpg] b}jL zlQmsf] c+z / pgLx?sL alxgL ejfgL / s'g} c;'/sf] 
;DaGwaf6 hlGdPsfn] hft v;]sf] Ps efGhfsf] :d/0f eof] . oL efGhfdf 
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b}jL zlQm lyof] / p;nfO{ efGhf eGg ;+sf]r dfGg] dfdfx?eGbf a9L a'l4 
klg lyof] .

æefGhf,Æ b]jtfx?n] cfgf] lkFh8faf6 k'sf/] —æltdL g} ca xfd|f] d'lQmbftf 
x'g ;S5f} .Æ 

t/, tL efGhfdf dfdfx?af6 ckx]lnt / lt/:s[t ePsf] ;Demgf lyof] . 
cfkm";Fu ;dfg Jojxf/ ug{' t k/} hfcf];\ x/]s df}sfdf tL b]jtfn] cfgf] 
efGhfnfO{ p;sf] lgrtfsf] :d/0f u/fpFy], 5LM5LM b"/b"/ uy]{ .

æTo;sf] abnfdf d}n] rflxF s] kfpF5' <Æ efGhfn] dfdfx?nfO{ ;f]w] . 
ælhtsf] slt c+z dnfO{ lbG5f} <Æ 

s]xL b]jtfn] cem} klg cledfgL eO{ cfgf] efGhfsf] Tof] Gofof]lrt 
k|:tfjsf] pkxf; u/] klg c¿n] eg] cfgf efGhfnfO{ ;w}Fsf nflu cfgf] 
a/fa/df /fVg' a'l4dfgL g} x'g] 7fg] . cflv/ cfg} alxgLs} ;Gtfg ePsfn] 
efGhf klg lbJo Hof]lto'Qm lyP .

æxfdLnfO{ oxfFaf6 d'Qm u/ efGhf ⁄ clg ltdL dg'iox?aLr xfd|f] 
a/fa/Ldf a:g]5f} . pgLx?af6 cfgf] efusf] k|;fb dfUg / u|x0f ug{ 
kfpg]5f} . ltd|f] gfddf klg pgLx?n] dfG8' agfpg]5g\ . ;a}eGbf pDbf afnL, 
e]F8fsf] ;a}eGbf /fd|f] pmg, v]taf/Lsf k'i6 cGgkft, ufO{j:t'sf] b"w / 
alnsf] /ut ltd|f]nflu Nofpg]5g\ .Æ 

of] k|:tfjaf6 k|;Gg eP/ tL efGhf dfdfx? y'lgPsf] u'kmf;Dd k'u] . 
tLvf bfFtn] b]jtfx?nfO{ afFw]sf] kmnfd] l;qmL r'F8fP . kmnfdsf] lkFh8f 
Roft] / cfgf dfdfx?nfO{ d'Qm u/] . b]jtfx? hldg d'lgaf6 lgl:sP, 
pgLx?nfO{ k'l//x]sf] lxpFaf6 lgl:sP / 8fFu]rLgsf] bfgjnfO{ csf]{ o'4sf] 
nflu nnsf/] h'g o'4df pgLx? ljhoL eP . lxN;f / k'/fª\aLrsf] e"ld 
Tof] bfgjsf] /utn] /+ufP . To; p/f7nfUbf] e"lddf 8fFu]rLgsf] bfgjsf] 
z/L/sf 6'qmf 5/ki6 kf/] clg ;bfsf nflu lxdfnoaLraf6 s}nfz kj{t / 
dfgv08sf kljq tLy{:yn hfg] af6f] ;'/lIft u/] . 

3fdsf] d'v b]Vg kfPsf afx|efO b]jtfdWo] h]7f /fdkfnn] z'/jL/ 
efGhfnfO{ cfgf] 5]pdf af]nfP/ eg] — æxfdLnfO{ nf}xaGwgaf6 d'Qm 
u/]sf]n] cfhb]lv ltdL nf}xf;'/sf] gfdn] k|Voft x'g]5f} .Æ 

cyf{t\, nf}xf;'/sf wfdLx? rflxF o;f] eG5g\ . 
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oxL syfsf] csf]{ j0f{g klg 5 h'g b]jtfx?n] To; c;'/dfly ljho k|fKt 
ug]{ qmddf cfgL Oi6b]jLsf] k|wfgtf :yflkt ug]{u/L ejfgLsf wfdLx?n] 
eGg] u5{g\ . pgLx?sf] j0f{g o:tf] 5 M

afx| jif{ / c7f/ o'u;Dd o'4 rn]kl5 b]jtfx?n] cfgf] kf}?if / 
o'4sf}zn 36\b}uPsf] cg'ej u/] . ptf 8fFu]rLgsf] bfgjsf] zlQm eg] emg\ 
al9/x]sf] lyof], dfgf} Tof] bfgjdfly pgLx?sf] x/]s qm'4 k|xf/ p;sf 
kfv'/fdf yk zlQm ag]/ k:y] .

b]jtfx?n] 8fFu]rLgsf] bfgj;Fu hlt le8] klg dfofjL bfgj cfgf] 
sfofnfO{ b'O{u'gf, rf}u'gf ub}{ a9fpFb} n}hfg ;SYof] . x/]s b]jtfn] p;sf] 
cnu cnu ?k;Fu n8] t/ s'g} klg b]jtf To; bfgjnfO{ lhTg ;s]gg\ . 
bfgj zlQmzfnL clg b]jtf sDhf]/ x'Fb} uPkl5 g}/fZon] dlng b]jtfx?n] 
cft{gfb u/] .

Tof] s'g} ;fdfGo cft{gfb lyPg t/ qf; / lg/Lxtfsf] leqL lrRofx6 
lyof] . h'g lgd]ife/df x/]s b]jtfn] lgikfk ljgoaf]w u/] To;} lgd]ifdf 
pgLx?sf] g}/fZo Ps zlQmzfnL dGq aGof] . ha pgLx?sf] kf}?if lgikmn 
eof] pgLx?sf] ofrgf ;Dk"0f{ ;[li6df cGtlg{lxt gf/L u'0ftkm{ d'vl/t 
eof] . sNkgfzlQmsf] k|of]u ub}{ alxgL ejfgLsf ?kdf pgLx?n] zlQmnfO{ 
cfgf] dfem af]nfP . o'4df xf]ldPsf b]jtfx?sf] bogLo u'xf/ ;'g]/ zlQmn] 
cf]tk|f]t a|Xdf08af6 zlQmn] zf/Ll/s?k lnOg\ .

ejfgLn] b]jtf / 8fFu]rLgsf] bfgjaLrsf] 3df;fg o'4 b]lvg\ . bfgjn] 
cfgf] ?kdf pTkGg u/]sf] kmf}h b]lvg\ clg cfkm" klg To; n8fOFdf 
xf]ldOg\ . ejfgL bofsL ;f/ x'g\ / cl:tTjsf ;a} kIfx? ;r]tg u/fpg] 
qmf]w klg x'g\ . ejfgL hLjgsf] Gofgf] Zjf; x'g\ eg] d[To'af6 p7\g] lr;f] 
jfo' klg x'g\ . e|flGt klg pg} x'g\ / oyfy{ klg pg} x'g\ .

ejfgL bfgjx?;Fu lel8g\ . pGdQ xfQL pv'sf] v]tdf k;]e}Fm bfgj /fhsf 
;]gfx?nfO{ v'§fn] s'NrLOg\, clg l;w} 8fFu]rLgsf] bfgj glhs 
k'lug\ . /Qmlkkf;' v8\usf] tLj| k|xf/n] bfgjsf] lz/f]R5]bg ul/g\ . t/, Tof] 
bfgjsf] sfl6Psf] ub{gaf6 e'OF{df v;]sf] /utsf] x/]s yf]kfaf6 Tof] bfgj 
hlts} pu| / plQs} zlQmzfnL csf]{ bfgj pTkGg eof] . ljB'Tultdf ejfgLn] 
o'4 d}bfgaLr bf}l8Fb} ;a} bfgjsf] 6fpsf] l5gfP klg /Qmwf/faf6 pTkGg 
bfgjx?sf] ;]gf km]l/ n8\g tof/ eof] . 

clt ;'Gb/ tL b]jL / b]jtfx?nfO{ k/flht ug{dfq xf]Og 
lxdfnokfl/af6 lbJoe"ldsf] k'0o zf]if0f ug{ cfPsfx?af6 cfgf] /fHo 
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arfpg klg o'4 ul//x]sf] Tof] zlQmzfnL bfgjnfO{ x/fpg g;lsg] /x]5 
eGg] efg eof] . pgn] ca 5n k|of]u ug]{ ljrf/ ul/g\ .

ha ;fFem k¥of] ejfgLn] cfuf]kfgLn] g5f]Psf], wkSs an]sL, nf}lss / 
cnf}lss s'g} klg lsl;dsf] bf]if gePsL Ps clt ;'Gb/ df]lxgL b]jLsf] 
?k wf/0f ul/g\ . b]jLsf] ?kdf pgL o'4e"ldsf] aLr}af6 lxFl8g\ . o;/L 
lxF8\bf klg pgnfO{ e'OF{df hd]sf] /ut / d}nf]n] 5f]Pg . ;Dk"0f{ ;[li6 g} 
pgsf] rfn x]g{ Psl5g ;':tfof] . nl8/x]sf hTyfx?n] ;f; yfd]/ x]/] . 
ha b]jL dfgv08 tfnsf] lsgf/;Dd k'u]/ al;g\ ;/f]j/sf] kfgLdf k/]sf] 
pgsf] cfg} 5fFof klg pgsf] ;'Gb/tf b]v]/ df]lxt eO{ ;/f]j/sf 5fn;Fu 
v]Ng 5f]8]/ 6Ss cl8of] .

æolt ;'Gb/L o'jtLnfO{ s;/L cfqmd0f ug{' <Æ bfgjx?n] cgfof;} o:tf] 
elgPsf] ;'g] . æoL sGof t xfd|L /fgL aGg'k5{ . xfd|f /fhf;Fu clåtLo 
k'?iffy{ / an eP klg pgnfO{ ;'xfpg] :qL 5}gg\ .Æ tL bfgj xtf/xtf/ 
/fhf ;Dd'v uP . afx| efO b]jtf;Fu n8\b}u/]sf cfg} bh{g ?kaf6 cnu 
eO{ bfgj/fhn] ;f]w] — æs] 5 va/ <Æ

æx] bfgj/fh ⁄ sNkgf jf j0f{g ug{ ;lsg]eGbf klg ;'Gb/L / cfsif{s 
Pp6L sGof ;/f]j/ 5]p cfOa;]sL 5] . cfgf] ;'Gb/tfn] tfnsf] kfgLsf 
5fnx?nfO{ klg df]lxt kf/]sL 5] . /fhg, xfd|f] ljgd| cg'/f]w 5, oL 
sGofnfO{ cfgf] kTgL :jLsf/ ug{'xf];\ ⁄ xh'/sf] k/fqmd / k'?iffy{nfO{ 
;'xfpg] c¿ s'g} sGof o; hut\df 5}g . cflv/ x/]s /fhfnfO{ Pp6L 
/fgL t rflxG5 g} .Æ 

o'4s} jftfj/0f eP klg bfgj/fhnfO{ tL sGof;Fu ljjfx ug{ 
pS;fOof] . ubf / tnjf/ lnP/ cfqmd0fsf nflu xfjfdf pk|mg'cl3 Tof] 
bfgj/fhn] eGof] — ætL sGof;Dd d]/f] ;Gb]z k'¥ofOb]pm, d]/f] sfvdf a;]/ 
tLg} nf]sdfly /fHo ug]{l5g\ .Æ 

b]jLsf] k|efj a9\b} uof] / pgsf] cfsif{0fsf] ldlxg kfz tL bfgjx?sf] 
dgdf aflSnof] . /fhfsf b"tx?n] cfgf /fhfsf nflu /fgL vf]Hg] ljrf/ 
klg b]jLn] pgLx?sf] lbdfudf k|HHjlnt u/]sf] k|nf]eg geO{ cfg} ljrf/ 
lyof] eGg] ljZjf; ug{ yfn] . cfkm}F;Fu k|;Gg ltgLx? b]jLsf] ;Dd'v k'u] . 
b]jLsf] r/0fdf cf gf ku8L /fVb} laGtL u/] — æx] sGof ⁄ /fhfsf nflu 
pko'Qm ;a} u'0f xfd|f] /fhfdf 5g\ . of] b]zsf ;a} dflg;, k|f0fL / b]jtfsf 
pxfF k|e' x'g'x'G5 . t/, pxfFsf] /fh;efsf] zf]ef a9fpg] /fgL 5}gg\ . ;f}Gbo{ 
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/ zf]efdf ltd|f] t'ngf s;};Fu ug}{ ;lsFb}g . x] sGof ⁄ xfdL;Fu cfP/ xfd|f] 
/fhfnfO{ k|k'mNn agfpm ⁄Æ

ædnfO{ /fgL ag]sf] b]Vg rfxG5f} t/ o:tf] clzi6 ;Daf]wg u5f}{ <Æ 
b]jLn] elgg\ . of] ;'g]/ /fhfsf b"tx? eml:sP / nHhfaf]wn] cg'xf/ /ftf] 
ePsf] dx;'; u/] . æcf gf /fhf;fd' hfpm / eg — d b"tx?af6 lgj]bg 
:jLsf/ ulb{g . /fhfnfO{ d]/f] rfxgf 5 eg] pgn] cfkmF} cfP/ d]/f] xft 
dfu"g\ .Æ 

b]jLsf] hjfkm ;'gfpg cft'/ b"tx? xtf/xtf/ cfgf] /fhfsxfF k'u] . 
afx| efO b]jtfdWo] Ps;Fu z:q xfgfxfg x'Fb}ubf{ klg of] s'/f ;'g]/ 
bfgj/fhn] c§xf; nufof] . b]jLsf] hjfkmn] p;sf] cx+sf/nfO{ s'Ts'tfPsf] 
lyof] . æ;fFem kg{ b]pm . cfkm"nfO{ b]jtf eGg] of] blIf0fL cltqmd0fsf/LnfO{ 
klxn] w'nf] r6fpFnf clg :jo+ tL sGofsxfF laGtL ug{ hfpFnf .Æ

;fFem k/]kl5 ha b'j} kIfn] /fltsf nflu n8fOF aGb ug]{ z+v3f]if u/]kl5 
bDeL bfgj/fh cnf}lss ;f}Gbo{n] kl/k"0f{ b]jLsf] glhs k'Uof] b]jLn] p;nfO{ 
l;Ë} ;n{Ss} lglng\ . 

cf gf] /fhf 5nk"j{s dfl/Pkl5 k'ghf{u[t /f]ifsf ;fy bfgjx?n] b]jLdfly 
cfqmd0f u/] . b]jLn] km]l/ ejfgLsf] ?k lnOg\ / 8fFu]rLgsf c¿ bfgjsf] 
;+xf/ ug{ yflng\ . t/, pgLx? d/]gg\ . x/]s k6s lz/f]R5]bg ubf{ 
pgLx?sf] ;+Vofdf j[l4 x'GYof] . csf]{ afx| jif{ / c7f/ o'u;Dd o'4 
rn]kl5 ejfgL Psl5g cl8Og\ / cfgf] lgw/df kl;gfsf] cf]; dx;'; 
ul/g\ . cg'xf/af6 kl;gf k'5]/ ejfgLn] hldgdf kmflng\ . 

b]jLsf] kl;gfn] hdLg :kz{ ug]{lalQs} Tof] dfvfsf] Pp6f 7"nf] e'mG8 
aGof] clg sxfnLnfUbf] ;+Vofdf ljeflht x'Fb} tL dfvfx?n] o'4d}bfg k"/} 
9fs] . ca ejfgLn] s'g} bfgjsf] 6fpsf] sf6\g]lalQs} Ps yf]kf /ut klg 
hdLgdf emg{'cl3 g} dfvfx?n] /utsf tL yf]kf lkpgyfn] . o; k|sf/ 
b]jL / ejfgLsf] ?kdf slxn] an / slxn] 5nsf] k|of]u ub}{ cflbzlQmn] 
b]jtfx?nfO{ ljhobfg lbOg\ . 

8fFu]rLgsf] n8fOFkl5 b]jtfx? cfgf] 3/ OGb|nf]s kmls{P . t/, pgLx? 
w]/} o'ux?;Dd aGbL eP/ / To;kl5 klg o'4 ub}{ afFr]sf lyP . pgLx?sf] 
ef]s / Kof; k|r08 lyof] . d}nf]n] 5f]lkP/ / ef]sn] IfL0f eP/ c:ki6 / 
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ljrlnt zAbdf tL afx| efOn] b]j/fh OGb|nfO{ eg] — æbfh', x]g{'xf];\ 
xfdLnfO{ ⁄ xfdLn] cgluGtL jif{ / o'u tLy{ofqf / o'4df latfof}F . xfdL 
lxpFdf gfË} ;'Tof}F, ef]s}k]6 s}of}F o'u latfof}F . eGg'xf];\ t, xfdL;Fu vfgsf 
nflu s] 5 < s] lkP/ afFrf}F xfdL < z/L/ s]n] 5f]kf}F < xfd|f] s] ult xf]nf 
ca <Æ 

æ7Ls} eGof},Æ OGb|n] ;xdlt hgfP . ævfO{ gvfO{ clg kfgL;Dd glkO{ 
ltdLx?n] o'4 u¥of} . eQmhgn] r9fPsf bfg klg s]xL kfPsf 5}gf} . 
ltdLx?n] 7"nf] si6 a]xf]¥of} . Kof/f efOx?, dg'io hutd} kms{ / ToxfF d]/f] 
wd{sf] /Iff u/ . cs't ;DklQ sdfP/ s;}nfO{ wgL x'g glbg' . d[To' 
of]ueGbf klxn] s;}nfO{ klg dg{ glbg' . hftkftaLr n;k; x'g glbg' . 
c5't hft / /h:jnfsf] /utaf/] lgod s8f?kdf kfngf ug{" . k/udg / 
ldYofjrgnfO{ bl08t ug{" . O{Zj/ / lkt[sf] cgfb/ bl08t ug{' . 
efOx? — x'Dnf hfcf] ⁄ Tof] e"ld b]jtfsf] gfddf n]pm . ToxfF pd+un] 
afhfufhf ahfp, gfrufg u/ . dg'ionfO{ si6 b]pm tf ls pgLx?n] 
ltdLx?nfO{ cg'goljgo u/L k'sfg{ k/f];\ . dfgj rf]nfdf pgLx?aLr 
ljr/0f u/ / ltgLx?af6 cfgf] efusf] alnsf] /ut tyf afnLsf] cGg 
n]pm .Æ

tL afx| b]jtfn] of] Joj:yf :jLsf/] / km]l/ OGb|nf]saf6 bfgj/fh / 
p;sf] ;]gf;Fu n8]/ ljho k|fKt u/]sf] ltAatL kmfF6sf] blIf0fL 5]pdf kg]{ 
lxN;fdf em/] . pgLx? ToxfFsf] 3fF;] r/gdf gfRb} dfg;/f]j/sf] kfgL lvr]/ 
ToxLF gf}j6f d"n km'6fP / :gfg u/L o'4sf] don / b'Mv kvfn] .

x'g;S5, afx| efO b]jtfn] OGb|nf]s hfg'eGbf cufl8 g} ToxfF g'xfP . 
cyjf, 8fFu]rLgsf] bfgjnfO{ dfl/;s]kl5 jf efGhf nf}xf;'/n] kmnfd] lk+h8f 
/ l;qmLsf aGwgaf6 d'Qm u/]/ Tof] bfgjnfO{ dfg{ ;xof]u u/]kl5 g'xfP 
xf]nfg\ . cyjf, ejfgLn] cfgf bfh'x?nfO{ a/kmsf] vfN8f]af6 s}bd'Qm 
u/fpg ;xof]usf nflu dfvfsf] pTklt u/]kl5 g'xfP xf]nfg\ . h] eP klg 
gf}d'n]sf gf} d"ndf b]jtfx?n] kSs} g'xfPsf / gfr]sf lyP .

lbJo :gfgkl5 ysfg d]l6P klg b]jtfx?sf] ef]s cem} d]l6Psf] 
lyPg . To;}n] b]jtfx?n] jl/kl/ x]/] clg ltAatsf] tfSnfsf]6df gZj/ 
dflg;nfO{ ;'xfpg]eGbf a9L ;DklQsf] wgL Ps hf8 hfltsf] Jofkf/L 
b]v] . 3/ p;sf] eJo lyof] / ;Dklt t s'j]/nfO{ klg nfh nfUg] u/L 
k|z:t lyof] . p;sf] ayfgdf b]jtfx?nfO{ ;Gt'i6 kfg{ ;Sg] ;]tf] cg'xf/ 
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ePsf] rf/l;Ë] Rof+u|f lyof] . t/, ha b]jtfx?n] p;sf] ;fd' pkl:yt eP/ 
Tof] Rof+u|f dfu] Tof] wgL hf8n] Rof+u|f lbg dfg]g .

afx| efOdWo] ;a}eGbf sfG5f u'/fn] hf8n] Rof+u|f ck{0f unf{ eGg] cfzfdf 
Tof] Jofkf/Lsf] z/L/e/ 3fp agfP . p;sf] xf8 efFr], z/L/df kmf]sf kf/] . 
t/, Tof] hf8nfO{ cfgf] kl/j]zsf ;a} hl8a'6Laf/] 1fg lyof] . p;n] 
b]jtfx?sf] ofrgf gu/Lsg} ;a} /f]u lgsf] kf¥of] . cfo'lj{Bf k|of]u u/L 
p;n] n]k, /; / w"k agfof] / b]jtfx?n] lbPsf x/]s si6 / /f]unfO{ 
z/L/af6 wkfof] . ha u'/fsf] ef]s / s'07f r/df]Tsif{df k'Uof] pgn] Tof] hf8 
Jofkf/Lsf] cfFvfdf a;]/ p;nfO{ ;tfpg yfn] . 

kL8f lgsf] kfg{ cfFvf lrg{ gldNg] ePkl5 Tof] hf8 oTgxLg eof] . 
cfFvfdf s'g} n]k nufpg ldn]g, s'g} cf}iflwsf] emf]n jf s'g} klg w"kn] klg 
Tof] lgsf] gx'g] eof] . efFlRrPsf] xf8 ldnfPh;f] ldnfpg klg ;lsPg . 
cGttM Jofkf/Ln] xf/ dfg]/ tL b]jtfx?nfO{ cfgf] ;]tf] cg'xf/ ePsf] 
rf/l;Ë] Rof+u|f r9fof] . u'/fn] Rof+u|f :jLsf/ u/] / cfkm}Fn] nufPsf] cfFvfsf] 
/f]u lgsf] kfl/lbP .

u'/fn] rf/l;Ë] Rof+u|fnfO{ e'OFdf n8fP clg To;sf] 5ftL kmf]/], 
w8\sL/x]sf] d'6' r'F8] / /ut lkP . pgnfO{ cToGt} cfgGb eof] . pgn] Tof] 
Rof+u|f k"/} vfP . /, Tof] ;Gt'li6 lbg] t/ la6'nf] ef]hgkl5 cfkm"nfO{ kvfNg 
u'/f gf}d'n]lt/ nfu] .

rf/l;Ë] Rof+u|fsf] ef]hg u/]/ u'/f gf}d'n] k'Ubf pgsf bfh'x?n] 
;f]w] — æxfd|f] efu v} <Æ hjfkmdf u'/f xfF;] . P3f/ hgf bfh'x? l/;fP .

P3f/ efO b]jtfn] dTo{nf]sdf sfo{ljefhg ug{ nfu] . of}6fn] lgM;GtfgnfO{ 
;Gtfg lbg] / ;§fdf ef]usf] /ut / e]6L :jLsf/ ug]{ eP . csf{n] Ct'rqm 
sfod ug]{ / /f]kfOF / afnL leq\ofpg] cg'dlt lbPafkt ef]u vfg] / GjfuL 
vfg] eP . cem csf]{n] e"tk|]taf6 ofqLx?sf] ;'/Iff ug]{, csf]{n] k/udg 
bl08t ug]{ cflb u/L ;a}n] s]xL g s]xL lhDd]jf/L lnP . t/ u'/fsf nflu 
s'g} e"ldsf afFsL 5f]8]gg\ . kmn:j?k, pgL cgGt sfn;Dd ef]sf] / 
cf>oljxLg x'g] ;Defjgf pTkGg eof] . lj£g l;h{gf ug]{ jf x6fpg] Ifdtf 
gePsf b]jtfnfO{ cflv/ lsg s;}n] k"Hg] < 

æbfh'x? ⁄ ddfly t 3f]/ cGofo eof],Æ u'/fn] lj/f]w u/] . t/, pgsf 
bfh'x?n] pgsf] pkxf; u/] / lanf}gf a]jf:tf u/] . lsgeg] pgLx?n] 
dg'ionf]sdf x/]ssf nflu s]xL g s]xL e"ldsf lglZrt\ ul/;s]sf lyP . 
gfrufg ub}{, pksf/ u/]/ jf qf; b]vfP/ cfgf] elQm u/fO{ cfgf] tk; 
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a9fpg] af6f] vf]ln;s]sflyP . u'/f leqleq} qmf]lwt eP / cfkm"dfly ePsf] 
cGofosf] k|ltzf]w lng] df}sfsf] k|tLIffdf a;] .

b]jtfx? g'xfP/ 3fF;] d}bfgdf gfRb} dg'ionf]sdf cfgf] k|lt:yfkgfsf] 
pT;j dgfpg] dg agfP/ gf}d'n]tkm{ hfFb} ubf{ u'/f plk|Fmb} efu]sf] b]v] . 

P3f/} efOn] Jou| eO{ jl/kl/ vf]htnf; u/]kl5 yfxf kfP ls u'/fn] rf/} 
j]b rf]/]5g\ . j]bsf] 1fg gx'g] b]jtfnfO{ s;}n] cfb/ ub}{g . u'/fn] cfgf 
bfh'x?af6 pgLx?sf] ljZj;gLotfsf] ;a}eGbf dxTjk"0f{ ;|f]t vf]:b} lyP .

æt'?Gt} lkmtf{ cfOh,Æ /fdkfnn] ulh{Fb} u'/fnfO{ nv]6] . t/, afnx7n] 
cfqmfGt ePem}F Pp6f r§fgaf6 csf]{ r§fg ub}{ d}bfgdf dflytn efUb} 
u'/fn] hjfkm kmsf{P, — æbfh'x?, ltdLx?n] ddfly cGofo u¥of} / of] s'/f 
ltdLx?n] a'em]sf 5f} . dg'io dgdf qf; jf k|nf]eg pTkGg ug]{ s'g} pkfo 
dnfO{ 5f]8]gf} . d}n] o'uf}Fo'u ef]ssf] ;Ët u/]F, ca km]l/ To:tf lbg x]g]{ /x/ 
5}g . oL j]b d /fV5' . ltdLx? o;sf nflu nf]edfq /fv .Æ 

c¿ b]jtfn] u'/fnfO{ ;dft]/ bl08t ug{ vf]h]klg u'/f rf/} j]b ;dft]/ 
s0ff{nL gbLdf xfDkmfn] . /fdkfnn] u'/fsf] n/L ;dfP .

æj]bx? lkmtf{ u/\ gq b}jL x}l;otsf] k|df0f t]/f] n/L sfl6lbG5',Æ 
/fdkfnn] u'/fnfO{ wDsfP .

cfgf qm'4 bfh'x?sxfF kms{g'sf] ;f6f] cg'xf/df agfj6L / cldnf] xfF;f] 
NofpFb} u'/fn] cfg} n/L sf6] / s0ff{nLsf] e]nnfO{ cfkm"nfO{ aufpg lbP .

To;} a]nfb]lv u'/fsf wfdLx? n/L kfNb}gg\ ha ls c¿ ;a} wfdLx?n] 
klxnf]k6s ;'gn] / tTkZrft\ k|To]s jif{ hLjgko{Gt rfFbLn] n/L afFWg'k5{ . 
d[To'kl5 n/LnfO{ b]jtfx?n] k|yd k6s g'xfPsf] :yfg dfg;/f]j/sf] 
lsgf/;Dd nluG5 .

of] ;a} l/; / /f]ifsf] Ifl0fs Hjf/df ePsf] lyof] t/ ;do laTb} hfFbf 
b]jtfx?n] u'/fnfO{ dfkm u/] . eujfgx?n] cfkm"k|lt >4fefj b]vfpFb} cf>o 
vf]Hg] dg'iox?;Fu af]Ng] efiff ePsf] j]bsf] 1fg ;a} wfdLn] kfpg\ eg]/ 
u'/fklg bfh'x?k|lt g/d eP . 

xf], To; e"lddf klxn]b]lv g} hf8x?sf] a;f]jf; lyof] t/ pgLx?sf] 5'§} 
b]ju0f lyof] . pgLx? c¿ g} b]jtfsf] cfXjfg / cf/fwgf uy]{ / 
OGb|nf]saf6 em/]/ bfgjx?;Fu n8]/ gf}d'n]df g'xfO{ s0ff{nL;Fu} tn au]sf 
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afx| b]jtfsf nflu bfg aln r9fpFb}g lyP . afx| b]jtfdf cf:yf /fVg] 
dg'iox? h'Dnf ;fd|fHoaf6 dfly a;fOF ;/] / cfk"m;Fu wfg / dg'n] 
l;h]{sf] j0f{ Joj:yf / wd{sf x/]s lgod NofP .

of] b]jtfx?sf] ;d[l4sf] ;do lyof] . pgLx?n] x'Dnfdf wd{sf] /Iff 
u/];Fu} pgLx?sf] dlGb/sf] ;+Vof a9\of] . b]jtfx?n] dg'ionfO{ /fd|f] sfdsf] 
k|ltkmn k'0o / v/fa sfdsf] k|ltkmn :j?k si6 lbP . x'Dnfdf a;fOF ;b}{ 
yk dflg; cfpFbf pgLx?n] yk b]jtf NofP . nf}xf;'/;Fu} b]jtfsf cGo 
efGhf klg cfP . Nx+uf], ;sL{ / a]tfnn] aemfª\ / c5fdsf dlGb/x?af6 
cf:yfsf /x:ox? NofP . slxn]sfxLF b]jtfx? ldNy] / Ps} df08'df b'O{ 
tLg b]jtf a:y] . slxn] eg] Pscsf{sf zq' aGy] clg y'k|} k':tf;Dd emu8f 
uy]{ . 

b]jtfn] cfgf] dfWod jf wf/0f ug]{ ;]js vf]H5g\ clg p;df sDkg 
k}bf u5{g\ . To;kl5 Tof] dfWodn] b]jtfsf] efiff af]N5 h'g ;fdfGo dfG5]nfO{ 
a8\a8fPh:tf] nfUg ;S5 t/ k/nf]s / dTo{nf]saLr jftf{nfk ug]{ ;fdYo{ 
/fVg] 8f+u||Lsf] nflu Tof] b]jtfsf] :ki6 af]nL x'G5 . Pp6L lgj]lbsfn] 
8f+u||L;Fu cfgf] b'ef{Uosf] af/]df laGtL u5]{ . ;fob, lkQdf kL8f 5 cyjf 
p;sL lszf]/L 5f]/L PSsfl; xfF:g] / ?g] u5]{ cyjf p;sf] l5d]sLn] jf 
lbbLefOn] p;nfO{ afFemL, sf]vsf] gfz eg]/ ;/fKbf p;sf] sdnf] d'6'df 
sfF8f laem]sf] 5 . clg wfdLdf r9]sf] b]jtf;Fu 8f+u||L kljq / /x:odoL 
efiffdf enfs';f/L u5{g\ . 

wfdLn] To;kl5 Tof] ljz]if b]jtfsf] j+z ;lDemG5 . ejfgLsf] s'g ?k 
xf], jf afx| efO b]jtfdWo] sf] xf] < s'g} efGhf jf s'g} c¿ b]jtf < cyjf, 
Tof] pkTosfsf] df6f], jg jf kfgLdf a:g] cg]sf}+ cfTdfdWo] sf]xL xf] ls < 
s'g} wfdL ;fFlRrs} b]jtfsf] wfdL xf] ls 9f]FuL xf] eg]/ hfFRgnfO{ k/LIff lng] 
of] pkfo ;fwf/0f 1fgsf] ljifo klg lyof] . b]jtfn] s}nfzb]lv ug{'kg]{ 
ofqfsf] ;6Ls ljj/0f lbg;Sg' g} wfdLsf] ;Totfsf] k|df0f lyof] . 

lgj]lbsf elG5g\ — æk|e', d]/f] kltsL j}wflgs kTgL cfgf] sfnf] hLa|f]n] 
d]/f] s'enf] xf];\ eg]/ ;/fK5], slxn] af]S;L t slxn] rf]/ eg]/ ufpFdf d]/f] 
abgfdL u/fpF5] . d]/f ;GtfgnfO{ kfvf nufP/ d]/f] alxisf/ xf];\ eGg] OR5f 
/fV5] .Æ 

æs] xf];\ t To;nfO{ <Æ 
æclxn] t s]xL ug{'kb}{g, k|e' ⁄ ckdfgsf oL z'n d clxn]nfO{ 

:jLsf5{' . of] h'gLdf t d}n] b'Mv kfO;s]sL 5' . dnfO{ cfgfnflu s]xL 
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rflxPsf] 5}g . t/, Tof] cfOdfO{n] ddfly k/f];\ eg]/ OR5f u/]sf] ;a} b'Mv 
xhf/ u'0ff To;nfO{ ;w}F;w}Fsf] nflu nfuf];\ . To;sf 5f]/fx? dfl;pg\ / 
ltgsf 5f]/f klg dfl;pg\ . To;sf 5f]/fx?n] 5f]/f g} hGdfP . To;nfO{ 
v'a cfgGb ePsf] 5 . t/, lhpFb} 5Fbf cfgf] j+z ;lSsPsf] b]Vg' k/f];\ 
To;n] . ;dosf] k':tsaf6 To;sf] gfd d]l6Psf] x]g{'k/f];\ . j+zgfz ePkl5 
lkt[nfO{ tk{0f lbg] 5f]/f gx'Fbf To;nfO{ ef]s / Kof;n] ;tfcf];\ . clg, ha 
d]/L ;f}tf cf gf] gfd d]l6Psf] x]b}{ x'G5] d]/f 5f]/fgfltn] To;n] ef]lu/x]sf] 
;a} ;Dklt kfpg\ .Æ 

æd}n] s] kfpFnf <Æ 
æd]/f] abnf ;kmn eof] eg] d cfpFbf] ;ft k':tf;Dd k|To]s ;fpg k"l0f{df 

l;+u gpld|Psf] / sfgb]lv v'/;Dd lgVv'/ sfnf] s'g} rf]6 gnfu]sf] slnnf] 
kf7f] r9fpg]5' . d]/f 5f]/fgfltsf nflu tkfO{+sf] gfd g} uf]Ko dGq 
agfOlbG5' . o;/L cfgf] ;f}efUosf] ;|f]taf/] pgLx?nfO{ :d/0f /xg]5 .Æ 

o;/L b]jtfn] cfgf] gfd k':tf}F;Dd p;sf ;Gtfg;Fu hf]l8lbG5g\ / 
pgLx?sf] hLjgrof{df k|efj kf5{g\ . /, of] v]n ;a} b]jtf, ;a} dlxnf / 
;a} k'¿ifx?n] v]N5g\ ⁄ cfgfnflu eQmn] efsn u/]sf] jf OGb|n] clwsf/ 
lbPsf] ef]usf] tftf] / /ftf] /utsf] nf]edf b]jtfx? slxn]sfxLF cfkm"nfO{ 
c¿ b]jtf;Fu k|ltikwf{ ul//x]sf] kfpF5g\ . cfgf] lxtsf] lglDt l/emfpg, 
pS;fpg jf Pscsf{;Fu n8fpg dflg;x?n] b]ju0f;fd' k|:tfjdf k|ltk|:tfj 
/fV5g\ .

;f}tfsf] j+z lgd{"n kg]{ OR5f /fVg] dlxnf x'Dnfe/s} ;a}eGbf zlQmzfnL 
wfdL ePsf b]jtf sfnlzNtsxfF k'u]sL lyOg\ . sfnlzNtn] ;f}tfsf b'j} 
5f]/fsf] k|f0f lnP/ To;nfO{ ck't agfP ;f}tfnfO{ ;bfsf nflu ef]s}Kof;} 
5f]l8lbP . p;sf] ;a} ;DklQ p;sf] kltsf hLljt 5f]/fx?nfO{ uof] . 
sfnlzNtnfO{ k':tf}F;Dd k'Hg] jfrf ug]{ NofOt] kTgLsf 5f]/fx?nfO{ uof] . 
t/, Psb'O{ k':tf lat]kl5 sfnlzNtsf] s[kfb[li6n] w]/} kmfObf sdfPsf 
5f]/fx?n] cfgf] k'vf{n] u/]sf] jfrf / sfnlzNtsf] uf]KodGq lal;{P . 
v]tLof]Uo hdLgsf] sdL / dfG5] w]/} ePsf] ufpFdf k':tf}+;Dd glhs} a;]kl5 
s'6'DaaLr cfpg] 3if{0fn] ubf{ pgLx? a;fOF ;b}{ 5l/P .

b]jtfx?nfO{ cfgf k"hsx? 5l/Psf] eGbf 3[0ff:kb c¿ s]xL nfUb}g . 
lsgeg] wd{ o;/L g} t]hxLg x'G5 . dflg;x?n] /Lltl/jfh e'N5g\ jf 
5f]8\5g\ . elQmefj 36\5 / b]jtfsf] ef]s / ltvf{ a9\5 . ;ft k':tfdf Tof] 
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ljgoL dlxnfsf ;Gtfgn] x/]s ;fpg k"l0f{dfdf l;+u gpld|Psf] / sfgb]lv 
v'/;Dd lgVv'/ sfnf] kf7f]sf] /ut r9fpg] jrg lal;{P .

xfd|f] cfg} ;dodf cfOk'Ubf ;ftf}F k':tf k'u]sf / lkt[x?sf syfx? 
;dosf] ckf/blz{tfdf x/fPsf oL b/;Gtfg Pp6f o:tf] ufpFdf a:5g\ hxfF 
v]tLkftLsf Ct' 5f]6f / si6s/ 5g\ / hxfF lxpFbsf] lxpF dlxgf};Dd 
hld/xG5 . tg / dg b'j} ef]s / hf8f]n] ssls{G5g\ . To:tf] ufpFsf Ps 
JolQmn] gofF 3/ agfpg k'Ug] k};f sdfof] / s'6'Dax?;Fu a:bf a]xf]g{'kg]{ 
j}dg:ob]lv 6f9f 3/ agfpg hldgsf] 6'qmf km]nf kf¥of] . p;sL k9]n]v]sL 
5f]/Ln] ;+;f/ b]Vg] / ;fob /f]huf/L e]§fpg] cfzf ug{ yflng\ .

 o; s'/fn] b]jtf l/;fP . cfkm"nfO{ e'Ng] dfG5]x?nfO{ ;hfo lbg 
sfnlzNtn] To; o'jtLnfO{ jgdf PSn} lxF8\bf 9'+ufn] lxsf{pg yfn] . o'jtL 
cflQP/ j/k/ x]ly{g\ t/ s]xL b]Vb}glyg\ . jgdf s'g} cfjfh ;'Gb}glyg\ . 
oxLaLr pgsf lktfnfO{ Jofkf/df 7"nf] 3f6f eof], kl/jf/ 6f6 klN6gdfq 
afFsL eof] . dlxnfx? lj/fdL k/], s'g} n]k jf cf}ifwLn] lgsf] ePgg\ . 
pgLx?sf] Oi6b]jtfnfO{ em§} yfxf eof] ls of] kl/jf/n] sfnlzNtnfO{ 
ck|;Gg u/]sf 5g\ . 3/d"nL k"0f{ ;dk{0f / ljgoefjdf cf gf] kl/jf/ lkt[sf] 
pTklQ:yn s0ff{nL gbLdfly l8ndf /x]sf] 8fF8fkmfof ufpFd} a;f]af; ug]{, 
l;+ub]lv v'/;Dd lgVv'/ sfnf] sd/ kf7fsf] /ut r9fpg] / b]jtfsf] 
cfhLjg ;]jf ug]{ jfrf ub}{ sfnlzNtsf] wfdLsxfF k'u] . 

o;af6 k|;Gg eP/ sfnlzNtn] b]jtfx?sf] lgodljk/Lt k'?ifx?sf] 
;+;f/df k|j]z ug{ vf]Hg] / cf gf] b]jtfx?sf] e"ld 5f]8]/ hfg] OR5f ug]{ Tof] 
o'jtLnfO{ lbO/x]sf] oftgf aGb u/] / k'gM kl/jf/nfO{ cfzLjf{b lbP . 
dlxnfx?sf] zf/Ll/s si6 lkmtf{ lnP/ 3/d'nLsf] Jofkf/df bf]Aa/rf}a/ 
kmfObf u/fP .

o;/L df]6f] Rof+u|f jf lgVv'/ kf7fsf] cfzfdf slxn]sfxLF dflg;x?nfO{ 
/f]uJoflwn] ;tfpFb} b]jtfx? dg'ioaLr g} a;] . slxn]sfxLF cfkm"nfO{ lbOPsf] 
aln :jLsf/ u/L r9fpg]nfO{ k|ltkmn lbGy] . cs't ;DklQ a9\g lbPgg\, 
;doeGbf cl3 s;}nfO{ dg{ lbPgg\, c;TonfO{ ;Tosf] cufl8 3'F8f 6]sfP . 
pkh j[l4 ul/lbP, ufO{j:t'sf] ayfg 7"nf] kfl/lbP, ck'tfnfO{ ;Gtfg lbP . 
x/]s jif{ cfsif{s kf];fsdf ;lhP/ bdfxf, sgf{n / gl;{ªsf] ;+uLtdf gfFRb} 
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k/Dk/fcg';f/ g'xfP/ ef]usf] /ut lkpg / eQmhgsf ;fd' rdTsf/ ug{ 
pgLx? x'Dnfsf ljleGg ufpFdf hDdf x'g]eP .

l/Qf] 38fnfO{ h;/L hnn] e/]/ k"0f{snz agfpF5 To;/L g} cfkm"nfO{ 
eg]{ b]jtfsf] k|ltlglwTj ub}{ n/LnfO{ rf]vf] ;]tf] km]6fdf afFw]/, sfgdf ;'g, 
d'uf / lkm/f]hLsf] 7"nf] uf]nf] d'Gb|f nufP/ wfdLx? gfr] . cf gf] b}jL u'0fsf] 
k|df0f:j?k rdTsf/ u/] . Ps d'7L ux'F lnP/ lk7f] agfP, xft}n] 9'ËfnfO{ 
lyr]/ w'nf] agfP, Ps d'7L tLnnfO{ t]n agfP . kmnfdsf] cf]bfgnfO{ /ftf] 
xf]pGh]n ttfP / To;nfO{ lagf;+sf]r nknk rf6] . To;nfO{ 3fF6Ldf dfnf 
nufP h;/L klxl/P t/ To;n] pgLx?nfO{ kf]n]g . x/]s rdTsf/sf] 
dfWodaf6 b]jtfx?n] ;[li6sf] cfo'e/ u/]sf cnf}lss k/fqmdsf] :d/0faf6 
x'Dnfsf dfG5]x?n] k|ToIf?kdf b]jtfx? cfk"mx?dfem pkl:yt ePsf] 
b]v] .

sfnfGt/df x'Dnfdf wfdLx?n] 8f+u||Lx?sf] ;xof]udf rdTsf/ b]vfPsf] 
va/ h'Dnf k'Uof] hxfF lji0f'n] dg'iox?sf] /fhf eP/ wd{sf] /Iff ul//x]sf 
lyP . x'Dnfdf zf:qcg';f/ x/]s hftsf] cfr/0f lgwf{/0f ug]{, ;dfhsf] 
j0ff{g'qmddf k'?if / dlxnfsf] 7fpF tf]Sg] / ;a}sf] cfr/0f a'e]m/ wd{sf] /Iff 
ug]{ lhDdf wfdLx?n] cf gf] ePsf] bfaL u/]sf] va/n] /fhfnfO{ k6Ss} lrQ 
a'em]sf] lyPg . dg'io / b]jnf]saLr ;+jfb;]t' vf]n]afkt wfdL / 8f+u||Lx?n] 
Ps dfgf rfdn lng] u/]sfn] klg /fhfnfO{ l/; p7]sf] lyof] . ;+;f/e/df 
s/ / ef]udf t /fhfsf] Psnf}6L xs lyof] .

h'Dnfsf /fhfn] x'Dnfsf wfdLnfO{ kqm]/ cfkm";fd' Nofpg ;]gf k7fP . 
cyjf, wfdLx?sf] egfO dfGg] xf] eg] wfdLsf] ?kdf /x]sf b]jtfnfO{ h'DnL 
/fhfsf] ?k lnPsf lji0f'sf] ;fd' NofOof] . 

æd]/f k|hfaLr a;]/ pgLx?af6 ef]u lng] ltdLx? sf] xf} <Æ — /fhf 
wfdLx?;Fu sl8\sP .

wfdLx?n] eg] — ædTo{nf]sdf ljr/0f ub}{ cf gf] efusf] cGgafnL / 
kz'aln dfUg dflg;x?nfO{ bl08t jf k'/:s[t ug]{ clwsf/ xfdLnfO{ OGb|n] 
lbPsf x'g\ .Æ 

To;kl5, cf gf] b}jL clwsf/ b]vfpg Pp6f wfdLn] Ps d'ÝL hf} lnP/ 
xftd} lyr]/ sfnf] kL7f] agfP .

/fhfn] Ps d'ÝL hf} lnP/ To;nfO{ sfnf] kL7f] agfP . tL /fhf;Fu klg 
o:tf] rdTsf/ ug]{ Ifdtf lyof] .
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wfdLn] Ps d'ÝL hf}sf] /ftf] kL7f] agfP . /fhfn] klg ToxL u/] . wfdLn] 
Ps d'7L tLn xftaf6 t]nsf] wf/f gau'Gh]n Rofk] . /fhfn] klg cf gf] d'7Ld} 
tLn lk;]/ t]n lgsfn] . wfdLn] 9'Ëf ;dftL w'nf] agfP, /fhfn]klg To;} 
u/] . cfkm"nfO{ b]jtfx? a/fa/ k|dfl0ft ub}{ /fhfn] eg] — æd]/f] /fHodf 
ltdLx?n] b]jtf kt'/]/ efu vfg kfpg] 5}gf} .Æ 

clg wfdLn] tfdfsf] s/fO{df t]n ttfP . t]n eSes plDnPkl5 wfdLn] 
tftf] t]n 3636 lkP . t/ /fhfn] plDn/x]sf] t]n lkpg] cfF6 ug{ 
;s]gg\ . cGttM /fhfn] cf gf] /fHodf wfdLx?sf nflu 7fpF 5 eGg] :jLsf/ 
u/] .

æd lji0f' x'F, :joDe" / Ho]i7 . ltdLx? kl5 pTkGg ePsf b]jtf xf}, 
deGbf slgi7 . ltdLx?n] x'Dnfdf d]/f lgod kfngf u/fpg] 5f} . d]/f 
sfg'gcg';f/ k'0osf] k'/:sf/ / ck/fwsf] b08 lbg] 5f} . s;}nfO{ klg rf]/L 
jf k/udg ug{ jf s;}nfO{ 5Ng lbg] 5}gf} . dfG5]x?nfO{ cfqmfGt u/]/ cf gf] 
efusf] e]6L dfUg kfpg]5f},Æ /fhfsf] dfWodaf6 lji0f'n] eg] .
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Th e Miller’s Song

R

We do not know how long ago the events described here occurred –
or where in the weft  of events past or yet to come these people lived 
and died – but, in the village of Yari, deep in the shadows of the 
Himalayas, in a valley of plenty and gurgling with the restive Karnali, 
lived a merchant with an insatiable desire. It wasn’t merely greed or 
ambition, for he was a learned man, a man of the world who believed 
in hardwork and who had met and studied a thousand other men 
just like him. His desire was built on caution and thoughtfulness: as 
a child he had seen deprivation, and as a merchant he had profi ted 
from the hardships and the excesses of others. But, as much as he 
knew how to gain and gather wealth, the miracle through which it 
could be retained for all ages to come had eluded him. 

Every morning, well before his sons or their wives awoke, the 
merchant chased away sleep and wiped clean his mind muddled with 
dreams. He cleaned the shrine for the ancestors kept in a corner of 
the wide, fl at roof of his splendid house. He off ered water and incense 
to the aged brass statue of the Buddha in the shrine, and remembered 
the gods of his home, of the village and the valley, and then 
remembered all the shrines, peaks and passes, rivers and lakes, 
meadows and forests where he had prayed for safe passage. In the 
few moments of rest before the day awoke like a beast in a hurry, he 
allowed the mind’s eye to wander, and allowed himself the proud but 
quiet joy of watching himself on his roof, in the home he had built to 
tower above all the houses in the village, a house that was slightly 
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bigger than the village monastery. Th ere were forty rooms under his 
roof, each built during the spring thaw of the forty years since he had 
started his life as a trader.

Th e merchant hadn’t started rich; he had grown up in a two-room 
hut, fatherless, in the bosom of a mother who shied from accepting 
charity and chose instead to labor for each rope of garment and each 
morsel of food. When his brother, older by two years and a lifetime 
of hardship already, had failed to return aft er a summer of herding 
cattle in the highpastures, he told his mother that he wanted to 
become a trader instead of working his kinsmen’s fi elds in exchange 
for just enough grains to see them through the long winter. 

His mother had taken his face in her hands, gazed into his eyes, 
and quietly walked out of the house. She returned in the evening 
with a bundle of lamb’s wool. “Urgyen, you’ll repay them, each of 
them, before you gather your own wealth,” she said and recited to 
him a list of names and measures: women in the village who had put 
them in debt by sparing a handful of wool each. Even now, in his ripe 
old age, standing on the roof of the house where he had gathered 
more wealth than all the wealth of the richest men in every village 
within three days in every direction, he could recite the list of names, 
recall the face of every aunt or elder who had gently pushed him 
towards his fate.

Th rough that fi rst winter, when the snow lay thick over the valley, 
the young merchant spun and wove and carded and felted the wool. 
His mother sat by the fi re and prayed. When the thaw came and the 
fi rst of the green shoots of wheat peeked out from the wet and dark 
soil, when traders who had wintered in the southern plains returned 
with bales of printed cloth and sacks of grain, pots of oil and boxes of 
ivory and coral, and news of beasts made of iron and smoke, the 
young merchant was ready with two blankets of coarse black wool to 
trade and a felted shawl under which to pass the nights.

His kinsmen who had crossed the high passes into the blue skies 
of Tibet and the frothy rivers to the dark jungles of India, who spoke 
sometimes among themselves in tongues he knew to be foreign 
smiled at him with compassion and took care never to speak to him 
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harshly, even when they scolded or pelted their own sons with the 
dry droppings of goats and yaks for laughing too much or letting a 
goat wander off  the trail. And the young trader repaid them with his 
only possessions: service, loyalty, obedience and deference. He took 
special care to know which cattle belonged to which merchant, and, 
without eavesdropping or being intrusive, he made it a point to 
remember the particulars of each kinsman’s transactions with traders 
along the long route over and around the mountains. He learned to 
look at the facts of trade like a handful of grains to be sift ed, the chaff  
to be separated from what could become seeds to be sown in the 
coming year.

Aft er the spring spent trading in the endless grasslands and salt-
swamps of Tibet, the pair of blankets became twenty sacks of salt. He 
accompanied his kinsmen back to Yari for a spurt of hurried farm-
work before continuing south, through the gorges cut by the Karnali 
and past villages of Khas people, who saw his age and assumed 
innocence and tried to seduce him into parting with his sacks of salt 
for cheap. But he persisted; he watched how friendships were made, 
how belligerently or politely bargains were struck, how quickly some 
kinsmen converted profi t into goods or how they sewed coins into 
the linings of their coats. He didn’t sell his salt, but he readily opened 
a sack to hand out a large fi stful to poor women with sons of his own 
age. He smiled politely and pretended not to understand the gestures 
made by Khas men with thick arms and soft  bellies, but he spent the 
evenings sharing his tsampa with, and accepting salted gruel from, 
boys who wore hunger around their eyes and soil under their nails.

“Sell your salt,” kinsmen only a few years his elder would tell him. 
“Sell it, buy the grains you need and return to your mother. She must 
be worried sick.”

But he persisted, without seeming stubborn, without causing 
off ence to those who were clearly more fortunate, and therefore may 
have taken off ence at his ambition. He didn’t off er excuses, and he 
didn’t let it appear that he sought greater profi t. 

He had seen how a day’s walk northwards into the windswept 
plains of Tibet or southwards into the humid stench of the hot valleys 
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of Salyan increased the value of his goods. In Yari, a measure of salt 
could be bartered for three measures of grain brought by Khas 
traders from Jumla. But a measure of grain would become three 
measures of salt when transported to the salt swamps of Tibet, where 
all day long the women and children carried buckets of brine to their 
raised terraces where the sun separated the salt from the water. Th e 
trader’s life was full of hardship between the two ends of such 
journeys, but the reward was of the ever-increasing sort. Even as a 
young boy, the merchant could count in his mind the vast possibilities 
of wealth that he could command. Accordingly, he acted with 
caution, holding back his merchandise until the very moment when 
the potential for gain was the greatest. 

Gradually, his kinsmen retraced their steps homewards, loaded 
with dried apricots and obdurate highland wheat and mustard oil. 
But the merchant was determined to see the end of the road, to 
encounter the iron beasts that carried more goods in a day than all 
the yak caravans of the world combined, to befriend the dark men of 
the forested plains, for there the greed for gold and musk, the perfume 
of mountain hashish and sap of pine the was greatest: there lay the 
wealth he needed for his mother.

Coral, mirrors and glass beads, statues and amulets with the 
image of the Buddha – if a trader went deep into the malarial south, 
these were the goods he brought home. But when the young merchant 
returned, just before harvest, he had acquired two new pack mules, 
and each was laden not with the trinkets or trifl es expected of a 
novice, but only with grains. He showed his face to his mother. She 
touched foreheads with him, muttered a prayer of thanks and peered 
deeply at his face, then set about boiling water and preparing him a 
meager but warm meal. Th e young merchant immediately went 
around the village to the door of each woman who had given him a 
measure of wool.

“You are too generous, Urgyen,” each woman said when she saw 
the measure of grain set before her as repayment. He didn’t look up 
as he added more grain to the already generous portions, and, in 
response, the women climbed the ladders to their stores and each 



Shared Sacred Landscapes172

brought back an armful of fi ne wool. “Son,” each of the women said, 
“don’t embarrass us by repaying this gift . Your father was like a 
brother to me, and this I give because I have the right to love you like 
you are my own son.”

And that was a very long time ago – forty-one winters had passed 
since. His mother had died, leaving him truly orphaned, but the 
merchant had built a wide world for himself. He had built his house 
one spacious room at a time, climbing up the terraced mountain. He 
had been still young and virile by the time he had gathered wealth 
enough to last his lifetime. Kinsmen who had once taught him to 
distinguish between coarse and fi ne merchandise brought to him 
their young sons to learn the trade. Richer men off ered him their 
daughters in marriage, but he chose for his bride a poor orphan who 
knew little of luxury but enough of hardship and economy. Sons 
were born, and they, too, learned to trade, married pretty brides and 
fi lled the house with their laughter. 

Now, when he took account of the wealth he had laid away – the 
gold and silver, the musk and yak tails so sought aft er in the plains of 
India, the bales of fi ne silk in teakwood chests and heads of cattle 
strewn across seven meadows and a week’s walk, blocks of sandalwood 
and utensils of brass – he accurately counted that his sons and their 
sons, and their sons and grandsons aft er them, could live for seven 
generations to come without ever having to card wool or carry salt, 
without ever having to leave the village of their birth. Th e merchant 
let out a sigh as he opened his eyes to face the gods on the altar of his 
house – this wouldn’t suffi  ce, this horde that would last a measly 
seven generations aft er his death. What of the sons and daughters to 
come aft er? He needed to work harder if he was to earn enough to 
last another seven generations beyond the seven he had secured 
against the tomblike cold of the winters and the sharp hunger that 
infected those months of inactivity. 

But lately, as the end of his days approached, his mind had lost the 
surefootedness of his youthful years when every calculation fell 
snugly into place, like the hooves of the bellwether yak that plods 
through blinding blizzards on the high passes across the Himalayas. 
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Th e beads on the abacus that in years past had fl itted about like the 
shuttlecock on a loom now moved clumsily, as if tired aft er a life of 
counting and recounting, and the thread of his thoughts oft en frayed 
abruptly. It was in one such moment that he fi nally recognized the 
melody that he had oft en heard through his days fi lled with industry, 
when he heard for the fi rst time the words in the songs that he had 
mistaken for a voice inside his own mind. Th e merchant was amazed 
that his daily routine had all along been accompanied by songs so 
full of reward; the calm and patience he had experienced for so many 
years was owed to the voice of another, to songs that echoed through 
the village and found him as he worked. When he understood this, 
he felt the shores of his patience and calm crumble away, for they had 
never been his possession, but simply gift s borrowed until this 
moment of rupture. 

Didn’t the merchant once have a friend who died of malaria, 
nearly twenty years ago? Did the man not leave behind a child? No 
fate worse than to die shivering of sweat and fever in the winter, with 
the paths to shrines and sacred groves of ancestor gods buried under 
snow, weighed down by the helplessness of knowing that the disease 
had smuggled itself here from a faraway land, so that no local spirit 
or god could answer the appeals, for the gods, too, admitted to their 
inadequacy at such times, and the dhamis halfh eartedly muttered 
their incantations, the smoke of the incense only stung the eyes and 
didn’t fi ll the fl esh with the hope of healing. Malaria should kill men 
in the damp swamps of the Terai, not in the crisp air and crystal light 
of the mountains. And, so, aft er prolonged suff ering, the man had 
died, leaving behind a seven-year-old girl, who, straightaway, 
knowing fully the hardship that awaited her, pursed her lips in quiet 
determination and set about being the orphan who doggedly pursues 
survival.

Th e merchant now remembered, not without revulsion, the cold 
and rational manner in which he had asked his eldest son to carry a 
sack of rice and a blanket to the orphan, and never since given any 
thought to his dead friend or his daughter. She was the singer: this he 
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now learned. And he also learned that he no longer remembered her 
name. 

Th e merchant came to the edge of his roof and watched the young 
woman – what was her name? Sonam? Tseten? – as she walked past 
his house. She glanced up and saw him. He froze in guilt; she smiled 
and scratched her head, walked around the corner of the house and 
began humming her tune again. Th e merchant walked to the room 
where he worked – a brazier in a corner, a tiger-skin rug before a low 
table, an abacus, a bowl and a fl ask of water, ink, discreet heaps of 
scrolls. He scratched his head tilted to a side to follow the orphan 
miller’s song.

Every day, the orphan miller walked to the top of the village, to 
the mill on the stream that rushed through, and waited for villagers 
to bring her grains to be milled. Her share was a measure of the fl our 
she delivered to their homes in the evening. Every year, each family 
also spared her their old clothes and blankets. Th ere was no trade to 
be had through the winter when the stream froze over – she had to 
set aside a portion of her wages each day, a fi stful of the fl our or 
tsampa, a store against the lean months. She lived downstream of the 
village, in a hut on the way out of the valley. Th e merchant rode his 
horse past the hut four times every year, and when he put his mind 
to work recollecting what he had heard and seen of the hut each 
time, he realized that he had seen nothing and heard nothing: 
through the always open door, past the threadbare blanket draped 
halfway across the threshold, he had seen nothing but the dim shape 
of a pellet on the damp fl oor and two pots stacked by a corner 
bearded in soot. He had heard nothing, but the miller’s song had 
always chased him to the gorge leading out of the valley, or welcomed 
him home aft er his lengthy travels.

Grief had left  no score on the orphan: within weeks of her father’s 
death, Th endup, the old miller, had invited the geshe from the 
monastery and asked elders from each household to drink tea at his 
house. “I have milled your grains, brothers, but now I am tired. 
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Geshe has given me mantras to chant, and a hut behind the monastery 
where I can rest my old bones, and I hope you will come when he 
calls you to bury my body. But, my brothers and nephews, know that 
you will not see me again in this village.” 

Th e men had nodded their heads solemnly, scratching their bare 
heads, waiting for someone to ask the necessary question: “But, who 
will take your place, Th endup?”

Before anybody did ask the question, Th endup spoke in a soft  
voice, asking the men to lean in and listen. “I have learned something 
that none of you have – milling is not a job for someone without 
gratitude. Yes, the stream turns the water-wheel and the millstones 
grind the grains, but the miller makes the fl our.” Everybody 
understood Th endup: without the care and compassion of the miller, 
each batch of fl our wouldn’t match its purpose. 

“We have among us an unfortunate child. Geshe knows better if 
she suff ers now because of her father’s karma, or if this suff ering is 
due to the karma of her own soul.” It was understood then that the 
child would become the village miller. For months to come, the 
women of the village would have to show the child how to mill the 
fl our for noodles and how to grind roasted grains for tsampa, how to 
break grains for cattle-feed and how to store the chaff  of wheat. But 
the orphan learned, and became the miller.

And, as her work became her life, when her daily routine required 
no eff ort, the orphan started singing. From dawn to dusk, with each 
breath, she sang – of gods and love, of faraway lands she had heard of 
only in songs, of the mother whose love she had never known, of the 
wind that brought snow and rain, and of the sun that brought the 
thaw. She remembered a song aft er hearing it once, and she could 
recite the songs of harvest and rain, songs of pilgrimages to Kailas in 
Ngari and to Swyambhu in Nepal. Her songs became the yarn that 
stitched together the village: they awoke to a song and were lulled to 
sleep by another; in the winter the songs touched the ache in the 
bones, sometimes taking away the pain, and sometimes sweetening 
it into a longing for the fi rst runs of snowmelt in April. In the short 
spring the song was the smell of new grass and the fl itting of 
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butterfl ies among short-lived fl owers. In abrupt moments when a 
man caught himself mid-thought, the miller’s songs were his 
thoughts, fading away in smoky curlicues. Th e wails of births and 
deaths in the village were twined with the miller’s songs. 

Th e merchant spent the day poring over accounts, distracted, 
worrying the cubes of chhurpi mixed into the dry tsampa in a pocket 
of his chuba; he had always disdained the interruptions that came 
from his body: the need to feed, the need to chew his food, the 
cramps and aches in his limbs and joints, the need to empty his 
bowels even as he was in the middle of planning the next caravan to 
Purang in the north or Achham in the south. It felt profane, this 
insistent repatriation back to carnality. His daughters-in-law knew 
this, and all day long they quietly circled him, placing before him 
warm, salty tea or porridge fl ecked with dried yak meat, adding 
wood to the brazier or cracking open the window to let out the 
smoke. When his moon-faced second daughter-in-law climbed up 
the ladder with a bowl of rice and meat, he asked her to wait. He 
scratched under his hat, thinking, but she waited patiently.

“Dawa,” he said, “when did you go to the mill last?”
“I am going tomorrow, father,” she said.
“Go today,” the merchant said. “Go today.”
In the evening, the merchant heard the miller approach his door 

and call Dawa. 
“I am coming,” Dawa said as she hurried down a ladder. Th e 

merchant called her in a louder-than-usual voice. “Dawa! Come up 
for a moment.”

Dawa stood on the ladder and peeked into the room, just her 
head and shoulders appearing through the passage on the fl oor.

“Give her more than her usual share, will you? Give her two times 
what you would give.”

Dawa nodded and smiled. As she climbed down, the merchant 
muttered, half a command to Dawa and half a reminder to himself, 
“We have enough to spare, don’t we?”

“Tseten,” he heard Dawa call. “You will need a bigger sack today!”
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Over the next week, the merchant sent Dawa to the mill twice, and 
heard a lift  in the miller’s songs. He instructed his daughters-in-law 
to bring to him their tattered old dresses, and although they protested 
that they didn’t have any tattered old dresses, that they had been well 
provided for, he nevertheless cut a comical fi gure, the patriarch 
rifl ing through the clothes of the women of the household and 
picking chuba robes and a thick outer bakkhus.

“Send these to the girl, Dawa,” he said.
When he noticed that the miller walked barefoot, the merchant 

sent her his dead wife’s shoes. And he wondered if he had done 
enough, if it was quite enough. Th roughout the week he listened to 
the miller’s song, now with a certain amount of proprietorship. He 
even tried humming along to one of her songs, but was too 
embarrassed to listen to himself. However, with each day, through 
his mind's eye, he saw how little work he was getting done: he 
watched himself go about the day clumsily, mislaying scrolls, 
forgetting trading camps along a route, losing confi dence that he had 
successfully imagined what people in a particular village would want 
beyond just the bare necessities of salt, grain and yarn. He had lived 
for so long now with the singular purpose of increasing wealth, 
without pause or rest. But he was restless now; he knew he was still 
poor, because the merchant inside him could feel the raw absence of 
what would bring fulfi llment.

On a quiet evening, aft er watching from his roof as women 
gathered grains and greens drying in the sun, or gathered the children 
playing in the alleys, and as men ducked indoors to close the purse of 
the short autumn day, aft er listening to the miller walk past his house 
with her upbeat songs, the merchant put on a hat trimmed with fur 
and stepped out. “Urgyen la,” a cousin called from his house, “Where 
are you going?” But the merchant didn’t stop for longer than it took 
to wave at the cousin to signal that he was on urgent business. With 
each turn in the alleyways that took him farther from his house and 
closer to the mill he felt more like a thief. Th e cold lump of a silver 
ingot in his pocket felt heavy. He was grateful when the jumble of 
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houses ended abruptly and the path to the mill opened up before 
him, hugging close to the clear, cold stream.

Th e millstone, resting still for the night, was as broad as the 
merchant was tall, and the mill was swept clean, with not a stray 
grain or sprinkle of fl our anywhere. Water rushing under the mill 
chilled the air but the smell of crushed grain brought warmth to the 
merchant’s mind. Surely, nobody ever came here in the dark – to the 
young and innocent the stream was the abode of a water-demon; and 
the mill was the domain of the miller, where only her labor was of a 
thing of value, for the rest were stone and wood and nothing more. 
Th e merchant took out the silver, embossed with an imperial seal – 
shaped like the head of a horse, with eyes cut into deep grooves – and 
carefully placed it by the millstone. Will she recognize it for what it 
is, he wondered. Only a man as widely traveled as he was, and only a 
man as wealthy, could tell the rare piece of silver from a misshapen 
lump of tin. It was the emperor’s own coin, worth a cartload of 
sandalwood, a hundred cartloads of salt. Th is was his gift  for the 
poor miller: he wanted her to share in his wealth just as he had shared 
in her wealth of songs. A lifetime’s worth of wealth for a poor miller. 
But she will recognize it, the merchant told himself. When she arrives 
in the morning, even in the dim light of dawn, the silver will gleam 
and catch her eye, he thought.

Dawn broke the next day, as it did every day in the village of Yari, in 
the plentiful valley under the Himalayas. First stirred the fog from 
the river, rising to hide the stars already retreating from the morning’s 
brilliance, then stirred the birds in the pine and juniper, then came 
the calls of deer farther out in the forest and the lowing of cattle in 
their enclosures. A murmur fi lled the valley as men awoke to pray 
and women to prepare for the day. Incense rising from the sweet 
resin of juniper boughs chased aft er the thinning fog, meeting it 
midway between earth and sky, and dissolving before they could 
together smother out the sun. Th e miller’s song approached the 
merchant’s house and passed without hurry. Th e merchant smiled at 
the altar to his ancestors and touched the statue of the Buddha, 
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calling forth a witness. He settled at his low table; the abacus and the 
scrolls rolled towards him. A shaft  of sun illuminated the heavenward 
path for his prayers and off erings.

An abrupt silence snaked through the village and entered the 
merchant’s room: of course there were a thousand other noises that 
made up the voice of routines roped together like the crackle of fi re 
and the gurgle of boiling gruel, but there was also the dread absence 
of a particular note: the miller’s song had gone quiet. 

Drugged as they were by the omniscience of the miller’s songs, 
the villagers failed to hear the silence, but the merchant’s ears rang 
with the coarseness of an uninvited silence, and he saw the song 
withdraw and fade from the overlay of the village: now, the alleyways 
would seem dimmer, the cattle restless, the light in the ears of wheat 
dull. As the echoes of the miller’s songs faded away, the suff usion of 
warmth that had covered the village also ebbed and dissipated. Th e 
silence was a shadow, as if the gods had turned their backs upon the 
people of the valley. 

Th roughout the day, the merchant got up abruptly to stand at the 
edge of his roof, high above the rest of the village, to lean in the 
direction of the mill, as if through this supplication he could call 
forth the lost songs. He saw women carry sacks of grains to the mill, 
and, surely, he heard the millstones grind. But the miller didn’t sing. 
Th e merchant watched the miller hurry past his home in the evening, 
huddled under a bakhhu he had given her. In the morning, the 
merchant searched for the wisp of smoke that should have come 
from the miller’s hut, but saw nothing. When she hurried past his 
house, without looking up or making smalltalk with Dawa, it was 
already midmorning, and she had an unpleasant look pasted to her 
face, as if the villagers calling her to the mill had stolen the morning 
from her. 

“Dawa!” the merchant called his daughter-in-law when he heard 
the millstones grind to a halt sometime in the mid-aft ernoon. “Go to 
the mill, Dawa. Take two baskets of wheat.”

“Father,” Dawa said. “We have more fl our than we need for the 
entire winter.”
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Th e extra fl our, the clothes and blankets and shoes – the merchant 
turned red with embarrassment. What explanation did he have to 
give? What must they think, his sons and daughters-in-law? But he 
didn’t have the patience to explain anything just then.

“Daughter, just go, will you? Half a basket of wheat, if you think 
we already have too much, but go.”

When Dawa returned, the merchant tried to think of a way in 
which he could ask her about the miller, if she seemed sour or if she 
had laughed freely, but without letting his impatience and dejection 
become apparent. Just then, he heard Dawa talk to her sister-in-law.

‘Something has taken over Tseten. She is pale, she is shivering, as 
if she hasn’t slept for a week. She didn’t even hear me call her name, 
and when she saw me, she jumped up, scared, and ran to a corner. 
She wouldn’t come to the door, she wouldn’t move her feet. She must 
have been hiding something. She stood like this, on her bakkhu, like 
she was killing a frog under her foot. She scared me.’

Th e merchant had to sit, because now he understood why the 
miller had stopped singing: the silver he had off ered her had become 
her demonic master; greed had bred fear, and suspicion in her heart 
now poisoned every comfort. He looked at the wealth around him: 
the silk khata around the Buddha, which he knew was cut from the 
same cloth that a Lhasa merchant had off ered to the Potala to be 
sewn into the robe that His Holiness the Dalai Lama wore for his 
ascension to the holy seat; the tiger pelt on which he sat daily; the 
ivory of his pen and the sandalwood of his table. Th e many rooms in 
his house where nobody slept or sat around a fi re, but which were all 
full to the raft ers. Debts outstanding that he hoped to collect from 
Limi, from Purang and Dunai, from Achham and Ladakh. Th e chest 
of turquoise that bore his seal and sat idle in a Muslim merchant’s 
home in Srinagar. Far to the east, in the valley of Nepal, in a Shakya 
artisan’s home in Patan, his name being carved into the base of a 
bejeweled statue of the Guru Rimpoche, with rubies and lapis lazuli 
on the sage’s crown. Th e silver was a paltry nothing compared to the 
wealth the merchant surrounded himself with every day, but it had 
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been enough poison to seed suspicion and greed in the miller’s mind. 
Urgyen had taken away the song from her. 

Th at night, aft er washing his bowl with hot water and drinking 
down the swill, the merchant asked his sons to sit with him. He 
passed around the scrolls and asked them to recite the contents to 
each other, then quizzed them hard. Dawa came into the room twice 
to replenish the oil in the lamps before the merchant was satisfi ed 
that his sons knew every detail he wanted them to remember. 

“Go to your beds now,” he told his sons. “Remember – this,” he 
swept an arm around, a fi nger pointing to the skies to encircleg 
everything he owned in the world. “All of this is yours, for you to 
keep and enjoy until the end of your days.” His sons looked at him 
with worry, but they were obedient, and so they went quietly to their 
wives. Perhaps he had given them too much to remember all at once.

Th e merchant didn’t bother with the gods on his roof when morning 
broke the next day. Before his daughters-in-law could rouse their 
tired husbands, the merchant had put on his fur hat and left  the 
house. He was astonished to fi nd the miller in the mill, sitting still in 
a corner as if somebody had forgotten her there a thousand years 
ago. When he stirred in the doorway, she looked up, recognized him, 
and scurried back with a tiny yelp of protest. Her knuckles went 
white from gripping the silver ingot in her hand. Th e merchant could 
make out the shape of the piece of silver under her bony palm. What 
names old Th endup would call me now if he could see what I have 
done! My sin is the greatest, he thought, for I have done worse than 
harbor greed: I have tainted an innocent mind with greed and 
avarice. 

Th e merchant kneeled by the door, keeping out of the morning 
light. “Why don’t you sing anymore, Tseten?” Th e merchant was 
embarrassed by how simple and plaintive he sounded. Th e miller 
didn’t answer. Th is woman – this poor orphan, this daughter of a 
dead friend – how pitiable and ugly she had become over just a few 
days!
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“Tseten,” he tried to approach her, but she retreated into the dark. 
“I haven’t come to take back what I gave you. I have come to ask why 
you don’t sing anymore. Your song was the joy of our village. It was 
my joy, too. But you have taken it away from us.”

Th e miller watched the merchant as if it was he who had lost his 
mind. She tried to laugh, but only a repulsive twitch of the mouth 
fi lled her face. She buried the silver piece deeper into the fl esh of her 
chest.

“It is only silver, Tseten! It isn’t the breath of life or the blessings of 
our ancestors. It can buy silk and wine, but it cannot buy a moment’s 
peace in the world.” Was the merchant telling this to the miller, was 
it Urgyen pleading to Tseten? Like scales falling away from a serpent, 
or like the colors of a sand mandala being swept away to reveal the 
plain ground underneath, desire fell away from the merchant, even 
as he realized that more and more desires were clinging to the miller 
every new moment.

Aft er a long and quiet moment, the merchant kneeled before the 
miller and spread a scarf on the mill-fl oor. “Daughter,” he said, “Give 
me a fi stful of fl our.”

As he walked away, lightened of a burden, weighed down by 
another, he heard her call aft er him in a voice made ragged by a new 
fury – “Doesn’t fi ll your belly, a song doesn’t. Doesn’t keep you warm, 
doesn’t fatten you, doesn’t make you the mistress of a big house like 
it makes your daughters-in-law, a song doesn’t. What do you know of 
want and poverty? When have you known the cold embrace of the 
fl oor and the shattering lightness of an empty belly?” 

It didn’t take the merchant as long as he had feared it would take to 
walk far away enough that he wouldn’t see any of the mountains 
around his village: aft er all, the trading route hewed close to the 
serpentine rush of the Karnali. A sharp bend in the river, and 
everything else in Creation was hidden out of sight, save the blue-
tinted light of the space and whatever life found a hold within. 
Knowing that he no longer saw his village or valley instantly put the 
miller’s song out of the merchant’s mind. In a fold in his coat he 
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carried a small sack of tsampa, and in the lining were three gold 
coins. A party of Khas shepherds recognized him and fl ocked to him, 
bringing him fi rewood and water, showing him a fl at recess in a fi re-
blackened cave where to sleep, never daring to question why he was 
so far from home and so obviously without kinsmen or merchandise, 
horse or mule. He tried to share his tsampa with them, but they 
laughed and brought him misshapen copper bowls of hot food 
instead. 

Th e fi re burned bright and hot for an hour, but soon no spark 
from the crackle climbed with the smoke, and the ash on embers 
turned as grey as the moonlight on it. When he saw that everybody 
around him was warm and asleep, the merchant spread his bakkhu 
by the fi re, covered himself with an old and worn felt blanket, and 
waited for sleep to fi nd him.





3§]gLsf] syf
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;doqmdsf] s'g df]8df oxfF j0f{g ul/Psf] syfsf kfq hLljt lyP cyjf 
pgLx?sf] hLjg ljut jf cfutdf slxn] cjl:yt xf] Tof] ls6fg ug{ 
c;Dej ePklg olt;Dd xfdLnfO{ yfxf 5 — x'Dnf lhNnfsf] pQ/L e]usf 
lxdfnsf] ulx/f] 5fofFdf cwL/ s0ff{nL gbLsf] ;+uLtdo j]u / pj{/tfn] 
;h]sf] of/L ufpFdf ljzfn cfsf+Iffsf wgL Ps Jofkf/L lyP . pgsf] cfsf+Iff 
nf]e jf clgolGqt clenfiffaf6 hlGdPsf] lyPg . lsgeg] pgL kl/>dL / 
ljåfg lyP / cfk"m h:t} xhf/f}F JolQmx?sf] pgn] ldlxg cWoog u/]sf 
lyP . a¿ pgsf] cfsf+Iffsf] h8df lyof] ;r]tgf tyf ;fjwfgL — oL 
Jofkf/Lsf] z}zjsfn cefjd} lat]sf] lyof] / jo:s hLjgdf k|j]z ul/;s]kl5 
pgn] csf{sf] nf]e tyf b'vaf6 kmfObf lnFb} cfgf] ;DklQ hf]8]sf lyP . 
t/ pgn] wg s;l/ sdfpg] / ;+ro ug]{ eGg] hlQ /fd|/L a'em]klg cfh;Dd 
of}6f dxTjk"0f{ /x:o pgn] a'em]sf lyPgg\ M cfk"mn] ;+ufn]sf] wg k':tf}Fsfnflu 
k'Ug]ul/ s;l/ ;'/lIft /fVg]< 

k|To]s laxfg 5f]/fa'xf/Lx? p7\g' cl3 g} oL Jofkf/L ;kgfn] w'ldn 
agfPsf] dgaf6 lgb|fnfO{ nv]6\b} hfuL;s]sf x'Gy] . cfgf] eJo 3/sf] 
km/flsnf] 5tsf] Ps s'gfdf k"j{hx?sf] >4fsfnflu agfOPsf] k"hfsf]7f 
;kmf ul/;s]sf x'Gy] . a'4sf] sfF;sf] k'/fgf] d"lt{nfO{ w"kkfgL r9fpFy] / 
cfgf] 3/sf b]jLb]jtfnfO{ ;lDemGy] . clg dgdg} ;lDemGy] ;Dk"0f{ e~Hof+u 
/ b]p/fnLx?, 6fs'/f / uN5Lx?, gbL / tfnx? clg kf6g / jgx? 
hxfFsf b]jLb]jtf, gfu / 8flsgL, e"d]jfo'nfO{ pgn] cfgf cglulGt ofqfsf 
qmddf ;'/Iffsfnflu u'xf/]sflyP . clg h'd{'/fPsf] kz'em}F cQflnP/ lbg p7\g' 
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cl3sf s]lx If0f h;df pgn] zflGt cg'ej ug{ kfpFy] tL If0fdf pgn] 
cfgf] lelq cfFvfnfO{ To;} 6xNg lbGy] / 5tdf plePsf] cfg} cfs[ltnfO{ 
lgofNg] ;do lbGy] . of] 3/ ufpFel/d} ;a}eGbf 7'nf] lyof] / ufpFdflysf] 
u'Daf eGbf clnsltdfq} 7'nf] lyof] . rfln;sf]7] of] 3/ h;sf x/]s sf]7f 
pgn] kl5Nnf rfln; jif{df k|To]s k6s Jofkf/ ul/;s]/ ufpF kmls{Pk5L 
PsPs ub}{ yk]sf lyP .

Jofkf/Lsf] hLjg ;d[l4df kSs} ;'? ePsf] lyPg . b'Osf]7] em'k8Ldf pgsf] 
hGd x'Fbf plg 6'x'/f] eO;s]sf lyP . pgsL cfdf Ovfn' lyOg\, :jfledfgL 
lyOg\, To;}n] csf{sf] bofdf e/kg{'sf] ;§f x/]s bfgf cGg / x/]s ;/f] 
nQfsfnflu h'‰g dgk/fOg\ . oL Jofkf/LeGbf b'O jif{ h]7f Ogsf bfh' 
hf8f]ofdsf] klxnf] lxpF kbf{;Ddklg vs{af6 gkmls{Pkl5 oL Jofkf/Ln] 
cfgL cfdfnfO{ eg] æcfdf ⁄ hf8f]ofdel/ k]6df df8 nufpg dfq} k'Ug] 
cGgsfnflu d 7'nfaf / sfsfx?sf] rf}F/L k5\ofpFb} vs{vs{ 8'lNbgF, dnsf 
ef/L af]s]/ sfGnfsfGn} lxF8lbgF . a? d Jokf/L aG5' .Æ 

pgsL cfdfn] pgsf] cg'xf/ xftdf lnO{g\ / pgsf cfFvf lgoflng\ clg 
lgzAb 3/af6 aflx/ uO{g\ . To; ;fFem ha plg 3/ kmls{O{g\ pgsf] xftel/ 
e]F8fsf] sdnf] pg lyof] . æpu{]g,Æ pgn] elgg\, æcf gfnflu ;DklQ hDdf ug{' 
cl3 t}Fn] oL ;a}sf] C0f ltg]{5;\  Æ To;kl5 pgn] oL Jofkf/LnfO{ ufpFel/sf 
tL ddtfdoL dlxnfx?sf] gfd / ;fk6Lsf] dfqf ;'gfOg\ h;n] pgnfO{ 
yf]/}yf]/} pg lbP/ ;w}Fsfnflu C0fL agfPsf lyP . clxn] x/]s lbzfdf tLg 
lbg;Dd lxF8\bf klg pgLhlQ wgL csf]{ dfG5] e]l6Gglyof] . t}klg cwj}Fz] 
pd]/ k'uL;s]sf oL Jofkf/LnfO{ cem}klg tL dlxnfx?sf] gfd :ki6 ;Demgf 
lyof] h;n] cfgf] jfT;Noefj / s?0ffn] pgnfO{ ;fg}df clxn]sf] eJo 
efUotkm{ ws]lnlbPsf lyP . 

kmfF6el/ lxpFsf] afSnf] rfb/ a;]sf] Tof] klxnf] hf8f] el/ oL Jofkf/Ln] 
e]F8fsf] pmg s]nfP / wfuf] sft], xft] tfgdf sk8f a'g] . pgsL cfdf cFu]gf 
glhs} a;]/ dGq hKb} al;g\ . ha lxpF klUnof] / of/Lsf] pj{/, sfnf] 
df6f]af6 ux'Fsf xl/of 6';f knfP, ha blIf0fsf d}bfgx?df hf8f] ofd 
latfP/ a'§] nQfsk8f, af]/fsf af]/f cGg, t]nn] el/Psf 38f tyf w'Fjf 
cf]sNg] nf}x/fIf;sf syf lnP/ ufpFn] Jofkf/L kmls{P, ta;Dddf oL Jofkf/Ln] 
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a]Rgsfnflu v;|f] pmgsf b'O sDdn tyf /ft s6fpgsfnflu Rofb/ 
a'lg;s]sf lyP . 

oL Jofkfl/nfO{ b]Vbf lxdfnkf/L ltAatsf gLnf cfsfz / ef/tsf afSnf 
h+un b]lv;s]sf / cfk"mcfk"m ulkmFbf k/b]zL af]nL af]Ng] pgsf s'6'Dax? 
bofefj;lxt d':sfpFy] / pg;Fu slxNo} klg xlKssf] :j/df af]Nb}glyP . 
cfgf 5f]/fx?n] afv|f x/fP ufnL ub}{ rf}F/Lsf] u'O{F7fn] lxsf{pFy] t/ oL 
Jofkf/L;Fu eg] ld7} jrg uy]{ . clg k|To'Q/df oL Jofkf/Ln] cfk"m;Fu ePsf] 
;a} u'0fn] cfgf cu|h aGw'afGwjsf] s?0ffsf] k}Frf] lty]{ – Odfg, nug, 
cf1fsfl/tf / ;Ddfg b]vfpFy] . Jofkf/ ug{ lxF8\bfsf] nfdf] / si6bfoL 
af6f]df s'g rf}F/L jf e]F8f s'g gft]bf/sf] xf], af6f]df kg]{ s'g ufpFdf s;n] 
sf];Fu s:tf] Jofkfl/s ;Demf}tf u/]sf] xf] ;a} ;ts{tfsf;fy\ ofb /fVy] . 
/ log} tYox?nfO{ bfOFsf] vfndf cGgnfO{ lgkmg]/ csf]{ jif{sfnflu aLp 
arfPem}F Jofkf/sfnflu k|of]u uy]{ . 

j;Gt / udL{ ofd ltAatsf g'gvfgL / cgGt 3fF;]d}bfgdf Jofkf/ ub}{ 
latfPkl5 oL Jofkf/Ln] af]s]sf] Ps hf]8L sDdn aL; y}nL g'g aGof] . cfgf 
gft]bf/;Fu xtfl/Fb} of/L cfP/ Toltg} xtf/df v]tLkftLsf] sfd ;sfPkl5 
oL Jofkf/L blIf0f xfgLP . s0ff{nLn] kxf8 lr/]/ agfPsf] af6f]df blIf0f nfUbf 
v;efifL ufpFn]x?n] pgsf] slnnf] pd]/ b]v]/ ;f]emf] dflg pgnfO{ kmsfpg 
vf]h], g'gsf ef/L ;:tf]df a]Rg eg] . t/ pgn] l9kL ul//x] . Jofkf/Lx?n] 
v;efifLx?;Fu ldt nufPsf] x]/], df]ntf]n ubf{ slQsf] cfj]zdf cyjf 
zflGt;lxt jftf{nfk x'GYof], s]lx gft]bf/x? slt cft'/tfsf;fy sdfOnfO{ 
Jofkf/sf] ;dfg cyjf aVv'sf] txdf l;pg] l;Ssfdf kl/jlt{t uy]{ Tof] 
cWoog ub}{ a;] . pgn] cfgf] g'g a]r]gg\, t/ cfg} pd]/sf 5f]/f;lxtsL 
ul/a dlxnfnfO{ cGh'nL el/el/ g'g lbg af]/f vf]n] . afSnf kfv'/f / k'6'Ss 
k]6 nfu]sf v;efifLn] ;dfg ;f6f;f6 ug{ ul kmg cfP ga'em] em}F u/] t/ 
cfFvfdf ef]s / xftsf gªd'lg v]tsf] df6f] af]s]sf ul/a l76fx?;Fu eg] 
;fDkf afF8\b} / pgLx?sf] vf]n]df xfNg g'g lemSb} v;efiff l;Sb} ;fFemx? 
latfP . 

pgLeGbf s]lx ;fn dfq} 7'nf gft]bf/ klg eGy] — æg'g a]rL xfn\ . clg 
rflxg] hlt cGg lsg]/ cfdfsxfF kmls{ . lar/L ;'tf{n] dl/;lsxf]lng\ .Æ 

t/ oL Jofkf/L cfgf] c7f]6df cl8u /x] . plgeGbf efUozfnL / ;DkGg 
s;}nfO{ klg pgsf] dxTjfsf+Iff k|lt cfklQ gxf];\ eGg] Vofn k'¥ofO{/x] . 
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cfgf] tkm{af6 s'g} axfgf agfPgg\, clg d'gfkmfs} nf]edf plg nfu]sf5g\ 
eGg] klg phfu/ x'g lbPgg\ . 

ltAatdf atf;n] layf]n]sf d}bfg cyjf ;NofgeGbf blIf0fsf jflkmPsf 
a]F;Lx?df Ps} lbg dfq} w]/} ofqf u/] ;/;fdfgsf] df]n slQsf] a9\g ;SYof] 
eGg] pgn] b]v]sf lyP . of/Ld} Jofkf/ u/] Ps kfyL g'gn] h'DnL v;x?n] 
af]s]/ NofPsf] rfdn tLg kfyL lsGg ;SYof] . t/ ltAatsf g'g vfgL hxfF 
lbgel/ s]6fs]6L / dlxnfx? lbgel/ 5fnfsf] y}nf]df g'lgnf] kfgL af]s]/ 
8fF8fsf sfGnfdf km}lnPsf ux|fx?df Tolx kfgL 3fddf ;'sfP/ g'g ;f]xy]{ 
Tolx Ps kfyL rfdnn] tLg kfyL g'g lsGg k'UYof] . o:tf uGtJoaLr 
?dlNnPsf] Jofkf/L hLjgdf b'v w]/} lyof] t/ d'gfkmf klg bf]Aa/rf}a/ ub}{ 
a9\Yof] . pd]/n] sfFr} ePklg xfd|f oL Jofkf/Ln] cfk"mn] sdfpg ;Sg] 
;DklQsf] cyfx e08f/ sNkgf eg] ug{ ;Sy] . / To;} cg';f/ plg 
xf]lzof/Lsf ;fy sfd uy]{ — cfh{g ;a}eGbf w]/} gxf]pGh]n ;fdfg 
RofkL/fVy], clg dfq} a]Ry] . 

pjf, ;'sfOPsf] v'dfgL / tf]/Lsf] t]n af]s]/ pgsf gft]bf/x? qmdzM 
3/tkm{ nfu] . t/ oL Jofkf/LnfO{ ofqfsf] clGtd uGtJo b]Vg'lyof], Ps}lbgdf 
;+;f/el/s} ;a} rf}F/Lx?n]eGbf a9L ;/;fdfg af]Sg;Sg] kmnfd] /fIf; e]6\g 
dg lyof] . pgnfO{ blIf0fsf sfnf j0f{sf dflg;;Fu ldqtf ufF:g' lyof] 
lsgeg] plgx?df s:t'/L / lxdfnL r/; clg ;Nnfsf] vf]6f]sf]nfuL ljx+ud 
nf]e lyof] / To;} nf]edf oL Jofkf/Lsfnflu cfdfsf] r/0fdf ;dk{0f ug{ 
rflxg] ;DklQsf] k|r'/ ;Defjgf lyof] . 

x}hf km}lnPsf] blIf0fL hËn l5rf]n]/ Jofkf/ ug{ lxF8\g]x?n] ufpF kms{Fbf 
Nofpg] ;fdfgdf ;d'b|L d'uf, P]gfx? / lemlnldnL r'/fkf]t], a'4d"lt{ tyf 
a'4lrqf+lst u/uxgf x'Gy] . t/ afnL leqfpg] ;do glhs} 3/ kmls{Fbf oL 
Jofkf/Ln] eg] Jofkf/sfnflu t8se8ssf ;fdfg xf]Og cGgdfq} af]s]sf 
b'Oj6f vRr/ dfq} lnP/ cfPsf lyP . pgn] cfdfnfO{ 3fdn] 89]sf] cfgf] 
cg'xf/ b]vfP . cfdfn] :g]xsf;fy pgsf] dfyf;Fu cfgf] dfyf 5f]Og\, 
s[t1tf;lxt k|fy{gf ul/g\ / lgofn]/ 5f]/fsf] cg'xf/ x]l/g\ . tL Jofkf/L klg 
t'?Gt} e]F8fsf] pmg lbP/ u'0f nufpg] dlxnfx?sf] 9f]sf9f]sfdf pleg 
uP . 

æltd|f] dg 7"nf] 5, pu]{g,Æ x/]s dlxnfn] tL Jofkf/Ln] pgsf] cuf8L 
/flvlbPsf] cGgsf] y'k|f]nfO{ x]b}{ elgg\ . pQ/df tL Jofkf/Ln] klg s]lx 
gelgsg} Ps r'nL cGg cem} ylklbP . clg tL dlxnfx? klg PsPs ub}{ 
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cfgf 3/sf dflyNnf tNnf r9]/ cFufnf]df dl;gf] pmg NofP . x/]s 
dlxnfn] elgg\, æafa', o;sf] rflxF k}Frf] lt/]/ xfdLnfO{ nfh}dbf]{ gkf/ . ltd|f 
a'jf xfd|f cfg} bfO;l/ lyP . ltdLnfO{ klg cfg} 5f]/f;l/ dfof ug]{ 
clwsf/ 5 xfdLnfO{, To;}n] of] pmg ltdLnfO{ lbFb}5f}F .Æ

To;aLr w]/} ;do lalt;s]sf] lyof] . Jofkf/LsL cfdf pgnfO{ ;fFRr} 6'x'/f] 
5f]8]/ lalt;s]sL lyO{g\ . t/ oL Jofkf/Ln] cfgf]nfuL km/flsnf] ;+;f/ 
agfO;s]sf lyP . km/flsnf sf]7f ePsf] 3/ agfP/ 8fF8f 9fls;s]sf 
lyP . of}jg / an afFsL5Fb} pgn] hLjgel/nfO k'Ug] ;DklQ hf]l8;s]sf 
lyP . pgnfO{ c;n / sd;n ;fdfgsf] e]p l;sfpg] pgsf 7'nfa8fn] 
cfgf 5f]/fx?nfO{ pgL;Fu Jofkf/ l;Sg k7fpFy] . cem} wgL dflg;x? 
pgnfO{ 5f]/L lbg cfpFy] . t/ oL Jofkf/Ln] P]zcf/fd eGbf a9L b'v em]n]sL 
6'x'/LnfO{ cfgf] kTgL agfP . 5f]/fx? hlGdP, / ltgn] klg Jofkf/ l;s], 
lx:;L k/]sf kTgL lax] u/] / Tof] 7'nf] 3/nfO{ pgLx?sf] v'zLn] e/] . 

tL Jofkf/Ln] ha cfk"mn] sdfPsf] ;a} ;'grfFbL, ef/tsf b/af/df vf]lhg] 
s:t'/Lsf] lagf / rf}F/Lsf k'R5/, cu|fvsf ;Gb'sdf /flvPsf ldlxg /]zdsf 
sk8f, ;ftlbgsf] af6f] k/;Dd rl//x]sf ufO{j:t', rGbgsf d'9f / sfF;sf 
efF8fx? cflb ;DklQsf] n]vfhf]vf u/] pgn] c8\sn sf6] ls pgsf 
5f]/fx? / ltgsf 5f]/fgflt ul/ csf]{ ;ft k':tf;Dd s;}n] klg 9n]sf] 
l;Gsf] gefFlr jf Jofkf/sfnflu ufpF g5f]8L vfgk'Ug] ;DklQ hDdf e};s]sf] 
lyof] . t/ cfgf] 3/sf b]jtfx? cuf8L pleP/ ;f]Rbf tL Jofkf/LnfO 3f]/ 
lg/fzfn] 3]¥of] olt b'vn] cfh]{sf] ;DklQ hDdf ;ft k':tfsfnflu dfq} k'Ug] 
cf7f}F k':tfsf 5f]/f5f]/Ln] rflx+ s] unf{g\ < olb oL Jofkf/Ln] cfgf 
;GtltnfO x'Dnfsf] 3f]/ lr;f] / ef]saf6 hf]ufpg] xf] eg] pgn] cem} yk 
;ft k':tfsfnflu k'Ug] ;DklQ hf]8\g' kg]{ ef]  

t/ hLjgsf] bf];fFemdf cfOk'Ubf pgsf] dgn] o'jfj:yfsf] tLI0ftf x/fpg 
yfn]sf] lyof] . klxn]h:tf] pgsf] lx;fa afSnf] lxdcfFwLdfklg v'§f gsdfO{ 
lxdfnL e~Hof+u kf/ ub}{ lxF8\g] ofs h:tf] lyPg, s]lx sbd r'Sy] . klxn] 
sk8fsf] tfgdf of}6f s'gfaf6 csf]{ s'gfdf x'lQg] uf]6L h:tf] lyPgg\ pgsf] 
cafs; luGtf/fsf uf]6Lx? . a? lzlyn ag]sf lyP . clg pgsf] ljrf/n] 
klg b|'ttf x/fPsf] lyof], crfgs r'F8\g] wfuf] h:t} ePsf] lyof] . o:t} 
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l5gl5gdf 6'6\g] ljrf/n] el/Psf] Ps laxfgdf PSsf;L cfhko{Gt 3f]l/P/ 
sfd ub}{ubf{ cfg} ljrf/ elg em'lSsPsf zAb / uLtnfO{ lrg] . o;l/ x/]s 
lbg sfddf 3f]tlnFbf ;w}F k[i7e"lddf u'l~hO/x]sf] uLtdf /x]sf] r}g / 
zflGtsf] cfef; kfPsf /x]5g\ . pgn] clxn];Dd cg'e"t u/]sf] cdg / 
l:y/tf, Åbosf] zflGt t cfs}{ s;}sf] uLtsf] dfw'o{n] kf] ;Dej agfPsf] 
/x]5 . o:tf] uLt h'g ufpFel/ u'l~hP/ pgnfO{ vf]Hb} pgsf] sf]7f;Dd 
cfOk'UYof] . ha pgn] of] ;To a'em], pgnfO{ crfgs cfgf] zflGt / w}o{sf] 
t6 elTsFb} uPsf] cfef; eof] – tL t slxNo}klg pgsf] cfgf] clwgdf 
/x]g5g\, a? of] lj:kmf]6sf] If0f;Ddsfnflu pwf/f]df lnO{Psf /x]5g\ . 

 tL Jofkf/Lsf Ps ;fyL lyPgg\ / h;nfO{ em08} aL; jif{ cufl8 
cf}nf]n] nu]sf] lyof] < p;n] of}6L 5f]/LnfO{ 6'x'/L agfP/ uPsf] x}g / < 
lar/f ⁄ dWolxpFbdf Hj/f]n] cl;gfkl;gf x'Fb}, y// sfDb} dg{'eGbf b'ef{Uo 
c? s] x'g;S5 < Tolta]nf Xo'n;f jf dfG8' hfg] ;a} af6f] lxpFn] k'l/Psf 
x'Gy] . / /f]u klg ;of}F sf]z 6f9faf6 af]s]/ NofO{Psf x'Gy] . To;}n] t 
e"d]l;d] cyjf s'g} csf{ /}yfg] b]jtfn] xf/ dfGy] . wfdL / 8fFu|Ln] kt'bf{ 
klg pgLx?sf] cfjfhdf cfTdljZjf;eGbf ;+sf]r w]/} x'GYof] . w"ksf] w'Fjfn] 
tgdgdf :jf:Yonfesf] cfzf eg{'eGbf a9L cfFvf dfq} kf]NYof] . cf}nf]n] t 
o;l/ lxdfnsf] rf]vf], lr;f] xfjfdf x}g t/fOsf l;d;f/df kf] dfG5] dfg{' 
kYof]{ . o;l/ w]/}a]/ kL8fdf tl8\kPkl5 Tof] ;fyL cfgL ;ft jif]{ 5f]/LnfO{ 
6'x'/L agfP/ lat]sf] lyof] . p;sL 5f]/L eg] t'?Gt} cfgf]cl3 s:tf] b'v 
5 eGg] a'em]/ k|f0f hf]ufpg] k|an OR5f ;lxt r'krfk hLjg;+3if{df xf]ldPsL 
lyO{g\ . 

/ clxn] ;a} tYo ;lDem+bf Jofkf/LnfO cfkm}Fk|lt clnslt 3[0ff klg 
hfUof] — cflv/ pgn] cfgf] h]7f] 5f]/fnfO Ps af]/f cGg / of}6f sDdn 
af]sfP/ 6'x'/L aRrLsxfF k7fPb]lv clxn];Dd pgsf] d[t ;fyL jf 6'x'/L 
5f]/Laf/] Ps k6s ;f]r]sfklg lyPgg\ . pgn] aNn a'em] ls ltg} 6'x'/Ln] g} 
pgsf] dgzflGtsf uLt uPsL lyOg\ . clg pgn] of] klg a'em] ls pgnfO{ 
tL 6'x'/Lsf] gfdklg ofb lyPg . 

tL Jofkf/L cfgf] 3/sf] l8n;Dd cfP / tL 6'x'/Ln] lxF8\b} u/]sf] x]/]/ 
pleP . s] gfd lyof] pgsf]   ;f]gfd < 5]t]g < dfly k'n'Ss x]bf{ 6'x'/Ln] 
Jofkf/LnfO{ b]lvg\ . Jofkf/LnfO{ UnfgLn] hs8\of] . 6'x'/Ln] ufpFb} u/]sf] 
uLtsf] no tf]l8g\ / Jofkf/LnfO{ x]/]/ d':sfO{g\, ;Ddfgdf 6fpsf] sGofOg\, 
3/5]p x'Fb} lanfOg\ / km]/L ufpg yflng\ . Jofkf/L cfk"mn] sfd ug]{ sf]7fdf 
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l5/] — s'gfdf dsn, xf]rf] 6]an cuf8L af3sf] 5fnf, luGtf/f, a6'sf] / 
tftf]kfgLsf] efF8f, d;L / 6]andf c:tJo:t sfuhx? . o:;f] Psflt/ 
6fpsf] 9NsfP/ pgn] tL 6'x'/Lsf] uLtnfO kR5\ofO{/x] . 

of/L ufpFsL 3§]gL tL 6'x'/L x/]s lbg ufpFsf] 6'Kkf]df /x]sf] 3§;Dd hflGyg\ 
/ ufpFn]x?n] 3§df lkFWg Nofpg] cGg klv{P/ al:yg\ . a]n'sL 3/d} lk7f] 
NofO{lbPafkt pgn] klg efu kfpFlyg\ . x/]s jif{ ufpFn]x?n] 3§]gLsfnflu 
k'/fgf aVv', r'af / sDdnklg 5'§fpFy] . lxpFbsf dlxgfdf ufpFsf] vf]nf 
hDYof] / 3§df cGg lkFWg sf]lx cfpFb}gYof] . To;}n] 3§]gLn] x/]s lbg 
kfpg] efuaf6 d'ÝLd'ÝL hf]ufP/ lxpFbsfnflu hu]8f ug{'kYof]{ . pgsf] ;fgf] 
em'k8L ufpFaf6 aflx/ hfg] af6f]df vf]nf lsgf/d} lyof] . oL Jofkf/L x/]s 
jif{ rf/k6s 3f]8f r9]/ Tolx em'k8Ls} af6f] cfjthfjt uy]{ . t/ clxn] 
;f]Rbf pgn] yfxf kfP ls pgn] ToxfF s]lx b]v]sf jf ;'g]sf /x]g5g\ — 
em'k8Lsf] 9f]sf t ;w}F v'Nn} x'GYof] . 9f]sfdf 6fFuLPsf] k'/fgf] sDdnleq x]bf{ 
b]lvg] e'OF cf]l;nf] lyof], clg cFWof/f] s'gfdf st} e'OFdf cf]5\ofOPsf] nDk6 
glhs} w'Fjf / df];f]aLr x/fPsf b'Oj6f efF8f b]lvGy] . Jofkf/Ln] 3§]gLsf] 
uLtafx]s s]lx ;'g]sf lyPgg\, t/ pgsf] ofqfdf 6f9f;Dd kR5\ofpg] / 
nfdf] ofqfkl5 ufpF kmls{+bf :jfutdf kvL{/xg] klg ltg} 3§]gLsf uLt 
x'Gy] .

b'vn] 3§]gLdf s'g} 5fk 5f]8\g ;s]sf] lyPg . pgsf a'jf lat]sf] s]lx 
xKtfd} ufpFsf k'/fgf 3§] y]G8'kn] u'Dafsf u]z]nfO lgDtf] lbP/ af]nfPsf 
lyP . x/]s 3/af6 PsPs hgf y]G8'ksf] 3/ lrof vfg k'u]sf lyP . æd}n] 
ltdLx?sf] cGg lkFw]sf] w]/} jif{ eof], bfh'efOx?, t/ ca dnfO{ ysfO{ 
nflu;Sof] . hlk/fVg eg]/ u]z]n] dnfO dGq lbg'ePsf] 5 clg u'Daf k5f8L 
of}6f s6]/f]df d]/f] Hofg la;fpg] s'gf] klg . d d/]kl5 dnfO{ af]Sg cfpF5f} 
eGg] cfzf u/]sf]5' . t/, bfh'efO{x?, d]/f elthx? — olt a'‰g' ls ca 
of] ufpFdf d]/f] cg'xf/ b]Vg] 5}gf} .Æ 

ToxfF hDdf ePsf ;a}n] uDeL/tfsf;fy 6fpsf] xNnfP, lgwf/ sGofP / 
;a}eGbf dxTjk"0f{ k|Zg c? s;}n] ;f]wf];\ eGg] cfzdf s'l//x] — Æt/, 
y]G8'k, tkfO{Fsf] sfd rflxF ca s;n] u5{ lg<Æ 
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t/ s;}n] Tof] k|Zg ;f]Wg'cl3 g} y]G8'kn] dl;gf] :j/df eg], æltdLx? 
s;n] gl;s]sf] of}6f 1fg d}n] l;s]sf] 5' — 3§]sf] sfd s[t1tf ga'‰g]sfnflu 
x}g . xf], vf]nfn] 3§ 3'dfpF5, clg 3§n] cGg lkFW5, t/ lk7f] rflxF 3§]n] 
g} agfpF5 .Æ ;a}n] y]G8'ks\ s'/f a'em] — 3§]n] s?0ff gb]vfpmg] xf] eg] 
x/]s k6s lkFw]sf] lk7f] / To;sf] k|of]hg ldNb}gYof] . ;fDkf vfg] lk7f] / 
j:t'nfO{ v'jfpg] lk7f] Ps};l/ x'g;Sb}g . 

æclxn] xfd|f]aLrdf of}6L cefuL 6'x'/L 5] . p;sf] afa'sf] sd{sf] kmnn] 
p;n] o:tf] b'v kfPsL xf] ls p;s} k"j{hGdsf] sd{n] xf], Tof] t u]z]n] dfq} 
a'‰g'x'G5 xf]nf .Æ Tolt a]nfg} ;a}n] a'emL;s]sf lyP ls Tolx 6'x'/L ca 
ufpFsL 3§]gL aGg]l5g\ . To;kl5sf y'k|} dlxgf ufpFsf dlxnfx?n] tL 
6'x'/LnfO{ y'Skf agfpg] lk7f] s;l/ lkFWg] / ;fDkf agfpg e'6]sf] cGg s;l/ 
lkFWg] clg j:t'sf bfgf s;l/ lkFWg] / pjfsf] e'; lsg hf]ufO/fVg] ;a} 
l;sfP . 

o;l/ ha pgsf] sfd g} pgsf] hLjg aGof], ha b}lgsLsf ptf/r9fjdf 
w]/} ;f]r vlr{g' gkg]{eof], tL 6'x'/Ln] uLt ufpg yflng\ . ldld{/]b]lv 
uf]w'nL;Dd x/]s ;f;;Fu} b]jtf / k|]dsf uLt ufpg yflng\ . uLtdfdfq} 
j0f{g ;'g]sf ;'b'/ b]zx?, cfk"mn] slxNo} cg'ej ug{ gkfPsf] cfdfsf] dfof, 
lxpF / jiff{ af]sLNofpg] xfjf / a/km kufnL lr;f] eufpg] 3fdsf] /fksfaf/] 
ufpg yflng\ . Psk6s ;'Gg] lalQs} pgnfO{ h'g;'s} uLt klg ofb 
/xGYof] . To;}n] pgL jiff{ / afnLsf uLt, lxdfnkf/L ªf/Lsf] s}nfz clg 
g]kfn vfN8f]sf :joDe"sf tLy{ofqfaf/] ufpg ;lSyg\ . pgsf uLt To:tf 
;'q ag] h;n] ufpFn] hLjgnfO of}6} dfnfdf ufF;]sf lyP — ufpFn]x? of}6f 
uLt ;'g]/ p7\y] clg csf]{ uLt ;'Gb} lgbfpFy] . lxpFbsf] hf8f]df pgsf 
uLtn] lhpleq} k'u]/ slxn] ToxfFsf] lk8f x6fOlbGy] clg clxn] h]7df a/km 
klUnP/ aGg] ;;fgf vf]nfsf] ld7f] ;Demgf aGy] . j;Gtsf tL yf]/} lbgx?df 
pgsf uLt xl/of] 3fF;sf] ;'uGw / cNkhLlj k"mnx?aLr cft'/ k'tnLx?sf] 
gfr aGYof] . clg ha s;}n] PSsf;L cfg} dl:tissf] ljrf/nfO of}6f 
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s'gfaf6 csf]{ s'gf efUb} u/]sf] If0fdf kfpFYof], 3§]gLsf uLt ltg} ljrf/ 
x'Gy], w'Fjfsf ljnodfg cfsf/ em}F . To; ufpFdf hGd / d[To'sf If0fsf 
lrRofx6 b'j} ltg} 3§]gLsf uLt;Fu} ufFl;Psf lyP . 

Jofkf/L lbge/L cfgf] vftfdf lx;fa s]nfpFb} a;], r'afdf /fv]sf] ;fDkfdf 
5'kL{ v]nfpFb} a;] . t/ pgsf ljrf/ cflQPsf eFu]/f em}F otfaf6 ptf 
efuL/x] . pgnfO{ ;w}F cfgf] z/L/ Ps cj/f]wem}F nfu]sf] lyof] – ;w}F kf]if0f 
dfUg], vfFbf klg a]/ nufP/ rkfpg'kg]{, lhp el/ slxF g slxF b'lv/xg], 
pQ/tkm{ tfSnfsf]6 cyjf blIf0fdf c5fd hfg] of]hgf agfpFb}ubf{ klg 
lar}df zf/Ll/s cfjZostfn] luHofpg] . o;l/ ;w}F kmsL{kmsL{ ef}lts 
z/L/df lkmtf{ cfO/fVg' kg{' pgsfnflu 3[0ffnfUbf] lyof] . pgsf a'xf/Lx?nfO{ 
of] s'/f yfxf lyof], To;}n] pgsf] cl3 tftf] g'g lrof cyjf ofssf] ;'s'6L 
/fv]sf] vf]n] NofO{lbFbf jf dsndf sf]Onf yKbf clg w'Fjf aflx/ hfcf];\ 
elg 0ofn vf]Nbf pgLx? Psbd} r'krfk cfgf] sfd ;sfP/ x/fO{xfNy] . 
h"gh:t} cg'xf/ ePsL dfOnL a'xf/L Ps srf}/f eft / df;' lnP/ dfly 
cfOk'Ubf Jofkf/Ln] pgnfO{ kv{g eg] . 6f]kLd'lg 6fpsf] sGofP / ud 
vfP . a'xf/L klv{P/ al;g\ . 

æbfjf ⁄ ltdL 3§ uPsf] slt eof]<Æ pgn] ;f]w] .
æef]ln hfFb}5', a'jf,Æ bfjfn] elgg\ . 
æcfh} hfpm,Æ Jofkf/L n] eg] . Æcfh} hfpm .Æ 
;fFemk/]kl5 Jofkf/Ln] 3§]gLn] 3/aflx/ cfP/ bfjfnfO af]nfPsf] ;'g] . 
æcfpFb}5' ⁄Æ bfjfn] elgg\ / xtf/xtf/ e¥ofª\ emg{ yflng\ . Jofkf/Ln] 

k|foM af]nfpg]eGbf 7'nf] :j/df pgnfO{ af]nfP, æbfjf ⁄ Ps}l5g\ dfly 
cfp t ⁄Æ 

e¥ofª\df pleP/} bfjfn] leq x]l/g\ — sf]7fdf pgsf] 6fpsf] / sfFwdfq} 
b]lvGy] . 

æc?a]nfdf lbg] eGbf cln 7'nf] efu b]p x} p;nfO{ cfh . bf]Aa/ g} 
b]p .Æ 
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bfjfn] d':sfpFb} 6fpsf] xNnfOg\ . tn emb}{ ubf{ cfwf bfjfnfO{ / cfwf 
cfg} ;Gt'li6sfnflu eg]em}F tL Jofkf/Ln] eg], æxfdL;Fu t k'Ug]hlt 5Fb} 5 
lg, x}g /<Æ 

bfjfn] tn lh:sfPsf] ;'g] — æ5]t]g\ ⁄ cfh t 7"n} emf]nf rflxg]eof] ⁄Æ 

To;kl5sf] xKtfel/df Jofkf/Ln] bfjfnfO b'Ok6s 3§;Dd k7fP / 
To;}cg';f/ 3§]gLsf uLtdf pd+usf] gofF p7fO{ ;'g] . pgn] a'xf/Lx?;Fu 
ltgsf k'/fgf sk8f dfu] . æxfdL;Fu k'/fgf sk8f g} 5}gg\, a'jf ⁄Æ 
eGbfeGb}klg pgn] a'xf/Lx?sf sk8faf6 of}6f afSnf] aVv' / b'Oj6f r'af 
/f]h] .

æTof] 6'x'/LnfO{ nu]/ b]p, bfjf,Æ pgn] eg] .
Jofkf/Ln] ha 3§]gLnfO vfnLv'§f lxF8]sf] b]v] pgn] cfgL lbj+ut 

kTgLsf h'Qf k7flbP . t/ ;w}F cfk"mn] kof{Kt lbPF ls lbOgF eGg] lrGtf 
ul//x] . xKtfel/g} pgn] 3§]gLsf uLt ;'gL/x] – t/ ca eg] pgnfO{ tL 
uLt cfg} ;DklQsf] c+z ePem}F nfUgyfNof] . slxn]slxF cfkm}F ufpg] sf]lzz 
klg u/] t/ cfg} :j/ ;'g]/ pgnfO{ nfh nfUof] . t/ pgsf] cGtd{gn] eg] 
pgnfO{ 3R3RofO/fXof] – lbglbg} pgL cem} yf]/}, cem} yf]/} sfd ;sfpFb} 
lyP . Jofkf/df hfFbf af6f]df kg]{ af;x? la;{Fb} lyP . ToxfFsf dflg;n] g'g, 
cGg / /f8LsDdnafx]s pgaf6 s] lsGg rfxnfg\ eGg] sNkgf ug]{ 
cfTdljZjf; 36\b}lyof] . pgn] olQsf jif{ ;DklQ hf]8\g] OR5fafx]s c? 
s'g} ljrf/ dgdf kfn]sf lyPgg\, g t pgn] ;':tfpg g} l;s]sflyP . t/ 
clxn] crfgs plg cft'/ ePsflyP – cGtd{gdf of}6f l/Qmtf dx;'; 
ub}{lyP . Tof] l/Qmtf gd]6L pgn] ;Gt'li6 kfpg g;Sg] ePsflyP . 

Ps ;fFem ufpFn]x?n] 5fgfdf ;'sfPsf] la:s'g p7fO;s]/ htftt} 5l/P/ 
lrRofpFb}, ufpFb} v]ln/x]sf s]6fs]l6nfO 3/ af]nfPsf] x]l/;s]kl5 clg 
lzlz/ofdsf] 5f]6f] lbgdfly kbf{ nufpFb} ;a}n] cfgfcfgf 3/sf b}nf] 
nufPsf] b]lv;s]kl5 / cfg} 3/5]paf6 pd+usf uLt ufpFb} 3§]gL cfgf] 
em'k8Llt/ uPsf] yfxf ePkl5 e'jfbf/ 6f]kLn] 6fpsf] 5f]Kb} Jofkf/L 3/af6 
aflx/ lgl:sP . æpu]{gnf ⁄Æ of}6f efOn] af]nfof], æstf nfUg'ePsf] <Æ t/ 
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p;nfO{ ækl5 cfpFnfÆ eGg nfUg] ;doeGbf a9L vr{ gul/ Jofkf/L ckem{6 
sfddf uP em}F xtf/xtf/ uP . x/]s sbdn] pgnfO{ cfgf] 3/af6 6f9f / 
3§sf] glhs nUof] / pgnfO{ dgdg} cfk"m emgemg 7'nf] rf]/ x'Fb} uPem}F 
nfUof] . vf]lsnfdf af]s]sf] rfFbLsf] 6'qmf emgemg ux|'Ëf] x'Fb} uPem}F nfUof] .

/ftsfnflu l:y/ 3§sf] rSsL tL Jofkf/Lsf] prfO{ hlQs} rf}8f lyof] / 
3§ cToGt} ;kmf;Fu a9fl/Psf] lyof] — st} cGgsf bfgf jf lk7f] b]lvGgYof] . 
3§d'lgaf6 alu/x]sf] kfgLn] 3§nfO{ lr;f] agfPsf] lyof] t/ cGgsf] ;'jf;n] 
Jofkf/Lsf] dgdf of}6f cgf}7f] Gofgf]kgf Nofof] . oxfF /ftsf] ;dodf t 
sf]lxklg cfpFb}glyP — ;fgf gfgLx? 3§df kfgL /fIf; a:5 eGg] ljZjf; 
uy]{ eg] c? ;a}n] 3§nfO 3§]gLsf] 7fpF dfGy] hxfF pgsf] >dsf]dfq} cy{ 
/xGYof] / afFsL t sf7 / 9'+uf dfq} lyof] . Jofkf/Ln] cfk"mn] NofPsf] rfFbL 
;ts{tf;fy lems] . To;df lrlgofF ;d|f6sf] 5fk lyof] — 3f]8fsf] 6fpsf]sf] 
cfsf/, cfFvfsfnflu ulx/f wf/ sfl6Psf . Jofkf/Ln] To;nfO{ 3§sf] rSsL 
glhs} /fv] . 5]t]gn] o;nfO{ lrlGng\ /< pgn] ;f]r] . o;nfO{ lrGg t oL 
Jofkf/Ln] em}F cfwf ;+;f/ b]v]sf] x'g'k5{, gq rfFbL of] 7'nf] /sd / l6gsf] 
6'qmfdf s]lx km/s b]lvGg . of] t lrlgofF ;d|f6sf] cfg} d'b|f lyof] — o;n] 
cfwf uf8f rGbgsf d'9f lsGg ;SYof], ;of}F uf8L g'g lsGg ;SYof] . tL 
u/La 3§]gLsfnflu afFr'Gh]n k'Ug] ;DklQ lyof] of] . t/ pgn] o;nfO{ 
lrGg]l5g\, Jofkf/Ln] cfkm}FnfO ;fGTjgf lbFb} eg] . ha 5]t]g laxfg cfpFl5g\ 
ldld{/] sf] w'ldn k|sfzdfklg of] rfFbLsf] d'b|f rlDsg]5 / pgsf] gh/df 
kg]{5 . 

/, h;l/ cfhko{Gt of/L ufpFdf laxfgsf] ldld{/] cfpF5 To;/Lg} Tof] lbg 
klg lxdfnsf] 5fofFdf cjl:yt Tof] pj{/ pkTosfdf laxfg eof] . ;a}eGbf 
klxn] s0ff{nL gbLaf6 x':;' p7]/ cfof] / ;"o{sf] t]h cl3 ljnfpFb} uPsf 
tf/fx?nfO{ 5f]Kof] . To;kl5 ;Nnf / w"kLsf hËndf lrla{/fpFb} r/fx? 
lapFem] / To;kl5 6f9f hËndf d[u s/fP clg uf]7af6 rf}F/L 8'qmg yfn] . 
dflg;x? p7]/ k|fy{gf ub}{ lbgsf] ;fdgf ug{ tlD;P . w"kLsf kft afn]/ 
lgl:sPsf] w'Fjfn] lxdfnlt/ nv]l6Psf] x':;'nfO{ kR5\ofof] t/ b'j}n] ldn]/ 
3fd 5]Sg' cl3g} cfsfz / w/tLaLrd} x/fof] . 3§]gLsf] uLt Jofkf/Lsf] 
3/5]j} x'Fb} 3§tkm{ uof] . Jofkf/Ln] k|fy{gf sf]7fdf /x]sf k'vf{ / b]jtfsf 
d"lt{ x]/]/ d':s'/fP, ;fIfL af]nfP em}F a'4nfO{ 5f]P . 
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cs:dft of}6f ;Ggf6fn] ufpFnfO 5f]Kof] / Jofkf/Lsf] sf]7f;Dd} cfOk'Uof] . 
x'g t cu]gfsf] cfuf]df bfp/fsf] lr6lr6 / cf]bfgdf plDn/x]sf] b"wsf] 
e'se'sh:t} ;Fu;Fu} h]lnP/ xhf/f}F cfjfh cfP / u|fdL0f hLjgsf] lg/Gt/ 
b}lgsLsf] ;+s]t lbO{/x] . t/ tL ;a} cfjfhdfem of}6f ljlzi6 WjgLsf] 
cg'kl:ylt 68\sf/f] lyof] — 3§]gLsf uLt lgzAb ePsf lyP . 

3§]gLsf uLt ;j{q 5Fbf To;sf] gzfdf n¶ ePsf ufpFn]x?n] Tof] 
;Ggf6f ;'g]gg\ t/ o;l/ ck|Toflzt cfOk'u]sf] ?vf] ;Ggf6fn] Jofkf/Lsf] 
sfg ahfof] . pgn] 3§]gLsf uLtn] qmdzM of/L ufpF 5f]8]/ lxdfnsf 5fofFdf 
x/fpFb} uPsf] b]v] . ca ufpFsf ulNnx? cFWof/f b]lvP, ufO{j:t' a]r}g eP 
/ pjfsf kfs]sf afnfdf nfu]sf] 3fd klg lkmSsf, a]:jflbnf] b]lvof] . 
h;f]h;f] 3§]gLsf] uLt x/fpFb} uof] t;f]t;f] ufpFnfO clxn];Dd 9fsL/fVg] 
Gofgf]kgf klg x/fpFb} uof] . of] ;Ggf6f afSnf] 5fofF;l/ lyof] . nfUYof] ca 
b]jtfx?n]klg of/LnfO dfof df/] . 

lbge/Lg} Jofkf/L Jofs'n eP/ cs:dft 6]anaf6 p7\y], 5tsf] l8n;Dd 
uP/ o;/L 3§lt/ x]y]{ dfgf}F of] k|fy{gfåf/f pgn] tL uLt lkmtf{ Nofpg 
;S5g\ . ufpFsf dlxnfx? cGg af]s]/ 3§lt/ uPsf] klg b]v], / 3§sf] 
cfjfh klg ;'g], t/ s'g} uLt st}af6 u'l~hPg . Jofkf/Ln] x]bf{x]b}{ 3§]gL 
;fFemkv pg}n] lbPsf] aVv'df a]l/P/ cfgf] 3/tkm{ xtfl/Fb} uOg\ . laxfg 
Jofkf/Ln] 3§]gLsf] 3/lt/ x]b}{ r'Nxf] an]gan]sf] e]p kfpg] sf]lzz u/] t/ 
c;kmn /x] . laxfgklg bfjf;Fu ukm gu/L clg Jofkf/Lsf] d'v;Dd gx]/L 
xtfl/Fb} hfFbf 3§]gLsf] cg'xf/df of}6f cgf}7f] ljlIfKttf lyof] .

æbfjf ⁄Æ lbpF;f] s'g}a]nf 3§sf rSsL /f]s]sf] cfjfh cfPkl5 Jofkf/Ln] 
dfOnL a'xf/LnfO{ af]nfP . æ3§ hfpm, bfjf . b'O ef/L ux'F n}hfg' .Æ

æa'jf,Æ bfjfn] elgg\, ÆxfdLnfO{ lxpFbel/ rflxg] eGbf w]/} lk7f] 5 3/df .Æ
;w}F ylkylk k7fPsf] ux'F, sk8f / h'Qfx? clg sDdn — Jofkf/L 

crfgs nfhn] /ftf eP . s;}n] ;f]w] s] hjfkm lbg] < h] ;f]Rbf x'g\ 
5f]/fa'xf/Ln] ⁄ t/ To;}a]nf ;a}s'/f a'emfO{/xg] w}o{ pgdf lyPg . 

ægfgL – v'?Ss hfp, x'Gg< 3/df lk7f] w]/} 5 em}F nfU5 eg] cfwf 8f]sf] 
ux'F nf}hfpm, t/ hfpm .Æ

bfjf 3§af6 kmls{Pkl5 a'xf/LnfO{ 3§]gLsfaf/] s;/L ;f]wf}F eGg] 56k6L 
eof] Jofkf/LnfO{ . plg cldlnPsL lyOg\ ls xfF;]/} s'/f ub}{lyO{g\ < cfgf] 
clw/tf / lvGgtf n'sfP/} s;/L ;f]wf}F eGg] låljwfdf lyP . To;}a]nf bfjfn] 
cfgL h]7fgL;Fu s'/f ul//x]sf] ;'g] . 
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æ5]t]gnfO{ t s]n] 5f]Kof] h:tf] 5 . ;]t} ePsL 5], sfld/xG5], Ps 
xKtf;Dd glgbfPh:tf] . d}n] af]nfpFbf klg ;'lgg . clg dnfO{ b]Vg]lalQs} 
tl;{P/ efuL, s'gfdf cFWof/f]df uP/ a;L . 9f]sf;Dd cfpg klg dflgg . 
v'§fg} grnfpg], aVv'd'lg s]lx n'sfPh:tf] l7+u pleO{/xL . Eofu'tf df/]h:t} 
k}tfnfn] ldrL/xL . dnfO{ t s:tf] 8/ nfUof] .Æ 

ha Jofkf/Ln] 3§]gLnfO s] eO/x]sf] lyof] eGg] a'em], pgL ToxLF yrSs} 
a;] . pgn] lbPsf] rfFbLn] lar/L 6'x'/Lsf] cfTdfdfly sAhf u/]sf] lyof] — 
nf]en] 8/ hGdfPsf] lyof] / dgsf] h/f]d} a;]sf] z+sfn] x/]s v'zLnfO 
ljiffQm agfPsf] lyof] . pgn] cfgf] jl/k/Lsf] wgbf}ntnfO{ lgofn]/ 
x]/] – a'4nfO nufO{lbPsf] /]zdL vfbf, cfk"mn] lbgx'F a:g] u/]sf] af3sf] 
5fnf, xfQLbGtsf] snd, rGbgsf] 6]an . pgsf 3/sf tL bh{gf}F sf]7f hxfF 
sf]lx ;'Tb}gYof] g t sf]lx cfuf] jl/k/L ulkmFb} a:y] t/ blng;Dd} ;DklQn] 
el/Psf lyP . lndL, tfSnfsf]6, b'g}, c5fd / n2fv;Dd lkmtf{ lng'kg]{ 
C0f . pgsf] cfgf] df]x/ nfu]sf] / lkm/f]hL 9'+ufn] el/Psf] ;Gb's h'g 
sflZd/sf Ps d';ndfg ldqsxfF ;'/lIft lyof] . ;'b'/k"j{df g]kfn vfN8f]df 
Ps zfSo afF8fsxfF pgsf] gfddf aGb}u/]sf] u'? l/Dkf]r] kß;Dejsf] d"lt{ 
h;df kGgf / nfndl0fsf] d's'6 nfUb}lyof] . Jofkf/Ln] x/]slbg cfgf] 
jl/k/L /fVg] ;DklQsf] bfFhf]df Tof] rfFbL t gu0o / gfy] lyof] t/ To;n] 
3§]gLsf] dgdf eg] z+sf / nf]e leqfOlbPsf] lyof] . 3§]gLsf ] uLt df/Llbg] 
pu]{g g} lyP . 

To; /ft cfgf] srf}/f tftf] kfgLn] ;kmf u/]/ kfgL lkO{;s]kl5 Jofkf/Ln] 
cfgf 5f]/fx?nfO{ Ps}l5g a:g eg] . cfgf] axLvftfsf cIf/cIf/ x/]s 
5f]/fnfO k9\g nufP / To;kl5 ca]/;Dd x/]s x/lx;faaf/] s]/sf/ 
ul//x] . Jofkf/Lsf 5f]/fx?n] ;a} ljj/0f /fd|/L l;ls;s] eGg] lrQ 
a'em'~h]n;Dddf bfjfn] b'O k6s lbof]df t]n ylk;s]sL lyOg\ . 

æeof] ⁄ ca ;'Tg hfp,Æ Jofkf/Ln] 5f]/fx?nfO{ eg] . æ;'g – of] ;Aa} 
ltdLx?s} xf],Æ Jofkf/Ln] rf]/ cf}Fnfn] ;f/f ;+;f/nfO{g} O+lut u/]em}F eg] . 
ÆltdLx? /x"Gh]n ef]u ug{' .Æ Jofkfl/sf 5f]/fx?n] cfgf] lktfnfO lrGtfsf;fy 
x]/], t/ cf1fsf/L ePsfn] r'krfk cfcfgf sf]7flt/ nfu] . zfob pgn] 
5f]/fx?nfO{ PSsf;L Psbd} w]/} s'/f ;lDemg eg]sf lyP ls <
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ef]lnkN6 3fd pbfpg]lalQs} Jofkf/Ln] k"hfsf]7fsf b]jtfnfO jf:tf gu/L 
a'xf/Lx?n] 5f]/fx?nfO{ p7fpg' cl3 g} cfgf] e'Tn] 6f]kL / afSnf] aVv' 
nufP/ 3/af6 aflx/ lgl:sP . 3§df 3§]gLnfO{ cFWof/f] s'gfdf s'FlhP/ 
a;]sf] b]Vbf pb]s nfUof]   3§]gL o:tf] b]lvlGyg\ dfgf}F s;}n] xhf/f}F jif{ 
klxn] s'g} d"lt{ ToxfF lal;{P/ uPsf] xf];\ . 9f]sfdf Jofkf/Lsf] 5fofF 
rndnfpFbf 3§]gLn] dfly x]/Lg\, pgnfO{ lrlgg\ / lr/{ dl;gf] cfjfh 
lgsfNb} kl5 xl6g\ . rfFbLsf] Tof] d'b|fnfO{ ann] ;dfTbf pgsf cf}Fnfsf 
cfFVnf ;]t} eP . lar/f y]G8'k a'9fn] dnfO{ clxn] b]v] s] eGbf x'g\ ⁄ d]/} 
kfk ;a}eGbf 7'nf] 5, Jofkf/Ln] ;f]r] – d}n] nf]e dfq} ul/gF, lar/Lsf] 
lg:sk6 dgdf klg nf]e / nfnrsf] sn+s nufO{lbPF . 

Jofkf/Ln] 9f]sf 5]j}df 3'F8f 6]s] / laxfgLsf] k|sfzaf6 /fts} cFWof/f]df 
k|j]z u/] . æltdL cr]n lsg ufpFlbgf}, 5]t]g<Æ cfgf] ;f]emf] t/ ofrgfdoL 
k|Zgn] Jofkf/LnfO nlHht agfof] . 3§]gLn] hjfkm lbOgg\ . lar/L – of] 
6'x'/L of] u/La, d]/f] ;fyLsL 5f]/L – b'Orf/ lbgd} slt s'?k, slt bogLo 
eO{5 ⁄

æ5]t]g ⁄Æ 6'x'/Llt/ ;b}{ Jofkf/Ln] eg], t/ pgL eGg] emg} cFWof/f]df 
x/fO{g\ . æltdLnfO{ lbPsf] ;fdfg lkmtf{ dfUg cfPsf] x}g d . ltdL cr]n 
lsg ufpFlbgf} eGg] ;f]Wg dfq} cfPsf] x'F . ltd|f uLtg} of] ufpFsf] v'zL x'g\ . 
t/ ltdLn] xfdLaf6 Tof] v'zL vf]:of} ⁄Æ

3§]gLn] Jofkf/LnfO o;l/ x]l/g\ dfgf}+ Jofkf/L kf] ax'nfPsf 5g\ . xfF:g 
vf]lhg\, t/ cg'xf/df Psk|sf/sf] ljs[ltdfq} 5fof] . rfFbLsf] Tof] 6'qmfnfO{ 
emg\ a]:;/L 5ftLdf n'sfOg\ . 

ærfFbL dfq} t xf], 5]t]g ⁄ Tof] k|f0fjfo' jf k'vf{sf] cflzjf{b t x}g lg ⁄ 
o;n] /]zd / bf¿ lsGg ;Snf, t/ of] ;+;f/df afFRg rflxg] Psl5ge/sf] 
zflGt t lsGg ;Sb}g .Æ Jofkf/Ln] of] ;a} 3§]gLnfO{ eGb}lyP ls pu]{gn] 
5]t]g;fd' ofrgf ub}{ lyP < ;k{sf] sfFr'nL em/]/ uPem}F cyjf k"hf ;lsPkl5 
d08nnfO{ nfdfn] a9f/]/ xfjfdf x/fpg lbPem}F Jofkf/Lsf] dgaf6 sfdgf 
x/fof] . / Tolx If0fdf pgn] of] klg a'em] ls 3§]gLsf] dgdf cem} w]/}w]/} 
sfdgf ylkFb} lyP . 

of}6f nfdf] / lgzAb If0fkl5 Jofkf/Ln] 3§]gL;fd' e'OFdf ?dfn km}nfP/ 
eg], æ5f]/L ⁄ dnfO{ Ps d'ÝL lk7f] b]p .Æ

ha Jofkf/L 3§af6 hfFb} lyP of}6f efl/ la;fPem}F xn'Ëf] dx;'; ub}{ lyP 
eg] csf]{ gofF ef/n] lyr]]em}F klg dx;'; ub}{ lyP . k5f8Laf6 gofF cfj]zn] 
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?vf] agfPsf] of}6f :j/ ;'g] – æk]6 t eb}{g, uLtn] eb}{g . Gofgf] /fVb}g, 
Hofg nufpFb}g, ltd|L a'xf/LnfO{em}F 7'nf] 3/sf] dflnSgL agfpFb}g, uLtn] 
;Sb}g . ltdLn] s] hfg]sf 5f} ul/aLaf/] < lr;f] e'OFsf] cFufnf] / ef]sf] k]6 
slxn] lrg]sf 5f}<Æ

cfgf] ufpFaf6 b]lvg] kj{tx?af6 cf]em]lng hlt 6f9f k'Ug'k5{ eGg] tL 
Jofkf/Ln] sNkgf u/]sflyP, Tolt 6f9f gk'Ub} s0ff{nLsf] gfua]nLn] pgnfO{ 
ufpFaf6 gb]lvg] 7fpF k'¥ofof] . gbLn] of}6f t]h df]8 lnof] clg Tof] ;fF3'/f] 
pkTosfsf] lgnf] k|sfz / ToxfF c6fpg] hLjgafx]s ;[li6el/sf ;a} b[Zo 
x/fP . cfgf] ufpF / of/Lsf] pkTosf ca b]lvGg eGg] a'‰g]lalQs} Jofkf/Lsf] 
dgdf of}6f cgf}7f] zflGt 5fof] / 3§]gLsf] uLtsf] ;Ddf]xg klg x/fof] . 
pgsf] aVv'df ;fDkfsf] ;fgf] emf]nf lyof], clg aVv'sf] km]/df l;nfP/ 
n'sfO{Psf tLg c;kmL{ . v; uf]7fnfx?sf] Ps ;d'xn] pgnfO{ lrGof] / 
pgsf] jl/k/L em'lDdof] . l76fx?n] bfp/f / kfgL NofO{lbP . w'Fjfn] sfn} 
agfPsf] cf]8f/df ;'Tg] 7fpF b]vfO{lbP t/ 3/b]lv olt 6f9f cfgf gft]bf/ 
jf ;/;fdfg / 3f]8fvRr/ glnO{sg} stf lxF8]sf eGg] k|Zg eg] ug]{ cfF6 
u/]gg\ . pgn] cfgf] ;fDkf ;a};Fu afF8\g rfx], t/ ;fDkfsf] ;fgf] emf]nf 
b]v]/ pgLx? xfF;] clg cfgf] cFu]gfaf6 tfdfsf s'lRrPsf efF8fdf tftf]tftf] 
vfgf NofO{lbP .

Ps 306f;Dd /flknf] / pHHofnf] cfuf] aNof] . t/ l5§} w'Fjf;Fu dfly 
plSng] lemNsfklg ;lsP, bfp/fsf] lr6lr6 cfjfh klg zfGt eof] . 
e'+u|f]dflysf] v/fgL h"gsf] k|sfzh:t} s}nf] eof] . ha Jofkf/Ln] ;a}hgfnfO{ 
Gofgf] lgb|fdf b]v] pgn] klg cfuf] glhs} cfgf] aVv' cf]5\ofP / of}6f 
k'/fgf] sDdn cf]9]/ lgb|fsf] k|ltIffdf cfFvf lrlDnP .
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About ICIMOD
Th e International Centre for Integrated Mountain Development (ICIMOD) is a 
regional knowledge development and learning centre serving the eight member 
countries of the Hindu Kush Himalayas – Afghanistan, Bangladesh, Bhutan, China, 
India, Myanmar, Nepal, and Pakistan – and based in Kathmandu, Nepal. 

Globalisation and climate change have an increasing infl uence on the stability 
of fragile mountain ecosystems and the livelihoods of mountain people.

ICIMOD aims to assist mountain people to understand these changes, adapt 
to them, and make the most of new opportunities, while addressing upstream-
downstream issues. We support regional transboundary programmes through 
partnership with regional partner institutions, facilitate the exchange of experience, 
and serve as a regional knowledge hub. We strengthen networking among regional 
and global centres of excellence.

Overall, we are working to develop an economically and environmentally 
sound mountain ecosystem to improve the living standards of mountain populations 
and to sustain vital ecosystem services for the billions of people living downstream 
now, and for the future.

Within its Transboundary Landscapes Programme, Kailash Sacred Landscape 
Conservation and Development Initiative (KSLCDI) is a fl agship transboundary 
collaborative initiative between China, India, and Nepal that has evolved through a 
participatory, iterative process among various local and national research and 
development institutions within these countries. Th e Kailash Sacred Landscape 
represents a diverse, multi-cultural, and fragile landscape. Th e programme aims to 
achieve long-term conservation of ecosystems, habitats, and biodiversity while 
encouraging sustainable development, enhancing the resilience of communities in 
the landscape, and safeguarding and adding value to the existing cultural linkages 
between local populations across boundaries. Th e Kailash Sacred Landscape 
Conservation and Development Initiative (KSLCDI) is supported by partner 
organizations: Department for International Development (DFID) - UK Aid, and 
Bundesministerium für Wirtschaft liche Zusammenarbeit und Entwicklung/ 
Deutsche Gesellschaft  for Internationale Zusammenarbeit (GIZ) GmbH.

     



About ICI
Th e India China Institute (ICI) is based at Th e New School, a university in New York 
City. Established in 2005, ICI supports research, teaching and discussion on India, 
China and the United States, with special focus on making comparisons and 
understanding interactions among the three countries as well as their joint impact 
on the rest of the world. Th rough fellowships, courses, public events, publications, 
and collaboration with a wide range of institutions around the world, ICI promotes 
academic and public understanding of issues of contemporary relevance.

Th is publication is part of ICI’s Sacred Landscapes and Sustainable Futures in 
the Himalaya Initiative, funded by the Henry Luce Foundation, Th e New School and 
ICIMOD.  For three years (2014-2017), ICI worked with a team of scholars, policy 
makers and artists from India, China, Nepal and the United States to study 
relationships between religion and ecology, sacred landscapes, pilgrimage routes 
and ecological, economic and cultural sustainability and resilience in the Himalayas.

About Th e New School
Th e New School is a university founded in New York City in 1919 by a small group 
of prominent American intellectuals and educators, amongst them Charles Beard, 
John Dewey, James Harvey Robinson, and Th orstein Veblen, who were frustrated by 
the intellectual timidity of traditional colleges and envisioned a new kind of 
academic institution, an innovative college where faculty and students would be free 
to honestly and directly address the problems facing society. With over 135 
undergraduate and graduate degree programs, Th e New School off ers a more 
creatively inspired, rigorously relevant education than any other.


