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nf]s syf s[ltTjaf/]

syg tyf k'gs{ygsf] k|lqmof ;b}j Ps ;fd"lxs kxn 
x'G5  . ljleGg JolQmn] xfdLnfO{ cfgf ;do / syf glbP of] 
k':ts ;Dej x'g;Sg] lyPg . oL nf]s syfx? g]kfn / ef/tsf 
lxdfnL If]q tyf rLgsf] :jfoQ If]q ltAatdf tLg jif{sf] cGj]if0fsf] 
qmddf ;+u|x ul/Psf x'g\  . oL syfx? xfd|f] cGj]if0f 6f]nL 
;dIf lxdfnsf w'nfDd] af6f]x?df, :yfgLo JolQmx?;Fu pxfFx?s} 
3/df, clg nfdf, k'/f]lxt, syfjQmf tyf ufpFsf cu|hx?;Fusf] 
e]6jftf{nufot y'k|} ;fIffTsf/x?df ;FuflnPsf x'g\ . xfdLn] Pp6} 
syf klg ljleGg ;+:s/0fdf ;'Gg kfof}F  . k|jL0f clwsf/Ln] oL 
5flgPsf syfx? Kff7gLo agfpg ;Dkfbg tyf k'gn]{vg ug'{eof] . 
xfdL pxfFsf] ;xof]uk|lt cToGt cfef/L 5f}F . efjL k':tfsf] lxtsf] 
nflu cfgf syfx? k|bfg ug{'x'g] ufpFsf :yfgLo afl;Gbfk|lt 
klg xfdL c;Lldt s[t1tf JoQm ug{ rfxG5f}F  . tkfO{�sf] xftdf 
oxL ;fd"lxs k|of;sf] kl/0ffd 5 . syfx? ;+u|x ug]{ ;d"xsf 
JolQmx?af/] yk hfgsf/L kl/rodf ;dfj]z ul/Psf] 5 .

oL syfx?nfO{ :yfgLo efiffdf a'‰g d2t ug]{ cg'jfbsu0f 
uf]ljGb clwsf/L, lhUd], s]N;f∙ lrdL, s'∙f o]z], t]g ̊ 'ª, t]lGhª 
:of∙df], e'r'∙ 8= ;f]gfd, bf]h]{ / rGb|]zf kf08]nfO{ klg xfdL 
xflb{s wGojfb lbg rfxG5f}F .
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Note on Folk Story Authorship

The process of telling and retelling stories is always a 
group effort. This book would not be possible without many 
individuals sharing their time and stories with us. These 
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. The stories were shared 
with our research team in many places—on dirt paths in the 
mountains; in communal halls around a fire; with locals one-
on-one in their homes; and in meeting with lamas, priests, 
storytellers and village elders. It was often the case that we 
would hear the same story told in multiple versions. The well-
known Nepali writer Prawin Adhikari helped edit a selection 
of these stories for readability. We are very grateful to him 
for his help. Most importantly, we would like to express our 
deep gratitude to the local villagers who shared their stories 
for the benefit of future generations. What you hold in your 
hands is the result of this collective effort. More information 
about the individual team members who collected the stories 
is included in the Introduction.

We also would like thank the talented translators who 
helped make sure these stories would be understandable 
in each local language: Govinda Adhikari, Jigme, Kelsang 
Chimee, Kunga Yishe, Ten Phun, Tenzin Sangmo, Bhuchung 
D Sonam, Dorje, and Chandresha Pandey. 
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kl/ro 

lxdfno z[+vnfdf y'k|} kljq ;/f]j/ tyf kj{tx? 5g\  . 
t/ tLdWo] ;a}eGbf k|Voft kj{t s}nfz 5 eg] ;a}eGbf kljq 
tfn dfg;/f]j/  . s}nfznfO{ ltAatLx?n] vfª l/Gkf]r] / lt;] 
klg eG5g\  . lxGb', af]Gkf], a'4dfuL{, h}g, l;v tyf k|s[ltk"hs 
;a}n] s}nfznfO{ kljq tLy{ dfG5g\ . y'k|} wd{df :ju{sf] ;a}eGbf 
glhssf] tLy{ eg]/ klg s}nfznfO{ g} eG5g\ .

g]kfnsf] x'Dnf, ef/tsf] pQ/fv08 tyf rLgsf] ltAat :jfoQ 
If]qaf6 ;+sng ul/Psf oL syfx?n] s}nfz If]qsf afl;Gbfx?n] 
hldg / k'vf{x?;Fusf] gftf s;/L a'em]sf5g\ eGg] s]nfpF5  . 
xfd|f] hldg;Fu xfd|f] s] ;DaGw 5 < sNkgfn] EofP;Dd ;'b"/ 
ljutb]lv cfh;Dd oxfFsf kljq jg, tfn, 6fs'/f / gbLx?;Fu 
xfd|f k"j{hx? / xfd|f] s] ;femf ;DaGw 5  < xfd|f k"j{hx?n] 
oxfFsf nf]ssyfx?dfkm{t xfd|fnflu s:tf] ;f}Gbo{, s:tf r]tfjgL 
/ 1fg 5f]l8/fv]sf 5g\ < oL syfx?n] o:t} s]xL k|Zg ;f]W5g\ . 

xhf/f}F jif{ laTb} hfFbf s}nfz j/k/sf dflg;x? ljleGg 
/fi6« / wd{df ljeflht ePsf 5g\  . t/ pgLx?n] ;f; km]g]{ 
xfjf Pp6} xf], lkpg] kfgL Pp6} xf] . pgLx?n] k"hf ug]{ tfn / 
kj{t of}6} x'g\ . pgLx? ;a}sf] ;kgfdf lxdfnL lxpFsf] pHofnf] 
x'G5 clg cfsfzel/ s¥ofªs'?ª ub}{ p8\g] ;f/;sf] uLt . Go' 
of]s{l:yt Go' :s"nsf] Ol08of rfOgf OlG:6Ro'6 / PsLs[t kj{t 
ljsf;sfnflu cGt/f{li6«o s]Gb| -Ol;df]8_ sf] cfzf 5 ls gofF 
k':tfsf kf7sx?n] oL syfx?dfkm{t cfg} hldg, xfjfkfgL 
/ syfx?af/] gofF 9+un] ;f]Rg]5g\  . o; k':tsn] oL b]zsf 
o'jf kf7sx?nfO{ / ljZje/Ls} kf7sx?nfO{ cfgf ;d'bfodf, 
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/fi6«x?df / P]ltxfl;s sfnv08df s] ;femf cg'e"lt / cjwf/0ff 
5g\ eGg] a'‰b} k|To]s ;d'bfodf clåtLo ljz]iftf s] 5 eGg] klg 
a'‰g k|]l/t ug]{5 . 

of] k':ts Ol08of rfOgf OlG:6Ro'6sf] g]t[Tjdf ;DkGg ul/Psf] 
tLg jif]{ kl/of]hgfsf] k|ltkmn xf]  . Go' :s'nsf] of]ubfgsf ;fy} 
o;sf nflu x]g/L n'; kmfpG8];g / Ol;df]8sf] klg ;xof]u k|fKt 
ePsf] lyof]  . d xfd|f ;a} ;fem]bf/ tyf ;xof]uLx?k|lt s[t1tf 
hfx]/ ug{ rfxG5'  . lkmN8js{ ;d"xnfO{ ljz]if wGojfbM ;fu/ 
nfdf, lxdfgL pkfWofo, s]N;fª l5dL, s'Ëf loz], kf;fª ofª\hL 
z]kf{, zLtn P]tjfn, gj/fh nfdf, z]v/ kf7s tyf 5]jfª nfdf 
-5Ssaxfb'/ nfdf_ h;n] s}nfz If]qaf6 oL syf ;+sng ug{df 
dxTjk"0f{ e"ldsf lgjf{x u/]  . ;fy}, Ol;df]8sf ;xsdL{ cledGo' 
kf08], /fhg sf]q' tyf :jlKgn rf}w/LnfO{ o; kl/of]hgfsfnflu 
cys ;xof]u tyf ;xeflutfsf nflu d'/Ld'/L wGojfb . 

kf;fª ofª\hL z]kf{, zLtn P]tjfn, ;fu/ nfdf, tyf 
5]jfª nfdfn] g]kfnsf x'Dnf tyf bfr{'nf lhNnfaf6 syfx? 
;+sng tyf k'gjf{rg u/] . lxdfgL pkfWofon] z]v/ kf7ssf] 
;xof]u / dfu{bz{g;lxt ef/tsf] pQ/fv08 /fHosf] lkyf}/fu9 
lhNnfdf syf ;+sng tyf k'gjf{rg ul/g\  . s'Ëf loz]sf] 
;xeflutfdf s]N;fª l5dLn] rLgsf] ltAat :jfoQ If]qsf] 
ªf/Laf6 syf ;+sng tyf k'gjf{rg ul/g\ . zf]w ;xfosx?n] 
;8s / k}bndfu{ x'Fb} /f]rs syfx?sf] vf]hdf ofqf u/]sf 
lyP . tTkZrft k|jL0f clwsf/Ln] tL syfnfO{ k'gn]{vg u/] eg] 
uf]ljGb clwsf/Ln] syfx?sf] g]kfnL cg'jfb u/]/ syfx?nfO{ 
g]kfnL efiffdf kf7sx?dfem Nofpg ;xof]u u/]sf 5g\ . t]lhª 
gf]a'{ gfª\;fn, lnp :ofjlsª / z]v/ kf7ssf] ;xof]usf] nflu 
wGojfb . oL syfx? ;+sng ul/Psf] If]qdf ljBdfg ;fdflhs, 
;+:s[lts tyf wfld{s ljljwtf bzf{pg cFu|]hL / DofG8l/g, 
lxGbL, g]kfnL tyf ltAatL efiffdf cg'jfb u/L rf/ leGg låefifL 
k':tssf ¿kdf k|sflzt ul/Fb}5 . 

o;sf cltl/Qm syf, kmf]6f]x?, dfglrqx?, cl8of] /]sl8{ª tyf 
cGo ;Gbe{ ;fdu|Lx? n'; kmfpG8];gåf/f cfly{s ;xof]u k|fKt lxdfnodf 
wd{, ;+:s[lt tyf k|s[lt;DaGwL cWoog ;]qm]8 lxdfno Olgl;Pl6e 
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kl/of]hgfsf] c+usf ¿kdf Ol08of rfOgf OlG:6Ro'6sf] j]a;fO6
www.indiachinainstitute.org/sacred-landscapes-book/ 
df ;fj{hlgs ¿kdf pknAw 5g\  . ;fy}, ;xof]uL ;+:yf 
Ol;df]8sf] s}nfz kljq e"kl/lw;DaGwL kl/of]hgfsf] j]a;fO6
lib.icimod.org/record/32580 df klg pknAw 5g\  . k|To]s 
efiffsf k|sfzgsf On]S6«f]lgs k|lt JolQmut tyf z}lIfs k|of]hgsf 
nflu lgMz'Ns 8fpgnf]8 ug{ ;lsg]5 .

czf]s u'?ª 
jl/i7 lgb]{zs, Ol08of rfOgf OlG:6Ro'6
k|f]km];/ ckm Ko|fsl6;\,
h'lnPg h] :68nL u|]h'P6 k|f]u|fd Og OG6/g];gn ckm]o;{ 
b Go' :s'n
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Introduction

There are many sacred mountains and lakes in the 
Himalayas, but the most famous amongst them is Mount 
Kailas. It is also called Kang Rinpoche or Kang Tise by 
the people of Tibet. Hindus, Bönpos, Buddhists, Jains, 
Sikhs, and animists all consider Kailas a sacred place. Many 
religions believe Mount Kailas to be the closest humans can 
get to the heavens. 

This collection of folktales from Humla in Nepal, 
Uttarakhand in India, and the Tibet Autonomous Region 
in China explores the ways in which people from the Kailas 
region have understood their relation to their land and 
ancestors. Some of the questions these stories explore are: 
How are we related to the land where we grow up? What 
do we and our ancestors, going as far back as memory or 
imagination can reach, share with the sacred groves, lakes, 
peaks and rivers of our land? And, what beauty, warnings or 
wisdom have our ancestors left behind for us?

For thousands of years, people of the land around 
Kailas have been divided into different nations and religions, 
but they still share the same air and waters, and still worship 
the same lakes and mountains. Their dreams have the 
brilliance of Himalayan snow and the clamour of cranes in 
the skies. Through these stories, the India China Institute at 
The New School in New York and the International Centre 
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for Integrated Mountain Development (ICIMOD) hope to 
reach young readers from the region and invite them to once 
more reflect on their own land, air and stories as found in 
these folktales. This book seeks to remind young readers 
in these countries – and readers all around the world – to 
recognize what is common across communities, nations and 
periods in history, while also recognizing what the unique 
inheritance of every community is.

This book emerged out of a three-year project designed 
and led by the India China Institute at The New School 
in New York City. In addition to contributions from The 
New School, primary support for the project came from 
the Henry Luce Foundation and ICIMOD. 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 fieldwork team: Sagar Lama, Himani 
Upadhyaya, Kelsang Chimee, Kunga Yishe, Pasang Y. 
Sherpa, Sheetal Aitwal, Nabraj Lama, Shekhar Pathak, and 
Tshewang Lama (Chakka Bahadur) – for their crucial role in 
gathering stories from the region. We also thank Abhimanyu 
Pandey, Rajan Kotru and Swapnil Chaudhary of ICIMOD 
for their tireless support and participation in the project. And 
my special thanks to Toby Volkman of Luce Foundation for 
their continued support and encouragement over the years. 

Pasang Sherpa, Sagar Lama, Sheetal Aitwal and 
Tshewang Lama (Chakka Bahadur) collected and retold 
stories from Humla and Darchula districts in Nepal. Himani 
Upadhyaya collected stories from the Pithoragarh district of 
Uttarakhand state in India, with the support and guidance 
of Shekhar Pathak. Kelsang Chimee collected stories in 
the Ngari Prefecture of Tibet Autonomous Region in 
China, with participation from Kunga Yishe. The research 
associates collected and translated these stories from many 



10

Folk Gods

different sources, traveling by road and by foot in search of 
interesting tales. Later, Prawin Adhikari expanded them into 
their present form in English. Govinda Adhikari translated 
the stories into Nepali. Thanks to Tenzin Norbu Nangsal for 
editing the Tibetan, Liu Xiaoqing for editing the Chinese, 
and Shekhar Pathak for editing the Hindi. To reflect the 
great diversity of societies, cultures and religions from where 
these folktales were collected, the stories have been published 
as four bilingual books, with stories in English, alongside 
translations in Mandarin, Hindi, Nepali, and Tibetan.

Additional stories and materials, including 
photographs, maps, audio recordings and other related 
information, are publicly available on the India China 
Institute’s website as part of its Sacred Himalaya Initiative, 
a three-year Luce Foundation-funded project exploring 
religion, nature and culture in the Himalayas. Electronic 
versions of each language may be downloaded free of cost 
for personal or educational use from the ICI website at: 
www.indiachinainstitute.org/sacred-landscapes-book/ and 
from ICIMOD’s website at: lib.icimod.org/record/32580.

Ashok Gurung
Senior Director, India China Institute, and Professor of Practice,
Julien J. Studley Graduate Program in International Affairs,
The New School
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gZj/ b]jtfx?

sltko ;+:s[lt / wd{df plxNo} b]jtf / /fIf;x? dflg;x?;Fu} 
a:y] eGg] sNkgf ul/Psf] kfOG5 . o:t} k/fk"j{ sfndf lxdfnosf 
Ps b]jtfsf kfFr efO alnof tGb]/L 5f]/f lyP . sfG5f 5f]/fsf] 
gfd lklkXof lyof] h;sf] cy{ rf/ bfh'x?sf] efO eGg] x'G5 .

kfFr} efO Ps csf{nfO{ dfof uy]{ / hxfF hfFbf klg ;Fu;Fu} 
hfGy] . pgLx? yf/nfO{ lxdfnokfl/ ltAatsf r/g;Dd nv]6\y] . 
slxn] lxdgbL u∙fsf] lr;f] kfgLdf :gfg uy{] eg] slxn x'Dnfsf] 
s]dL{sf] tftf] kfgLsf] s'08df g'xfpFy]  . pgLx? ;a};Fu p8\g] 
/y ePsfn] pgLx? htftt} 3'Dy]  . nfªf/ T;f]sf 6fk'df r/fn] 
lxpFbdf u'F8 agfO/x]sf] x]y]{ . lndL pkTosfdf lxpF lrt'jf x]y]{ . 
tf]/Laf/Ldf gfRg uf]7fnfsf] e]ifdf AofF; pkTosf emy]{] . 

Ps lbg u9jfnsf] k'ikfjtL pkTosfdf ;okqL / sfGtf 
k"mnsf] d's'6 agfpFb} ubf{ of}6f uLt u'l~hPsf] ;'g] .

Úbfh'x?Ú, lklkXofn] eg] — ÚxfdL b]jtf eP klg of] uLt 
ufpg]nfO{ b]Vg kfOg eg] d t d5'{ ∕Ú

bfh'x?n] r]tfjgL lbFb} eg]  — ÚlklkXof, s]xL k|sf/sf 
OR5fx? hGdg] / dg]{ dfgjx?sfnflu dfq x'G5g\ . h;/L xfdL 
cd/ 5f}F, cfsf+Iffaf6 pTkGg x'g] b'Mv klg ;w}F /lx/xG5 .Ú 

lklkXofn] eg] ufpg] dfG5] kQf nufpg s/ ul//x] . pgsf 
h]7f bfh'n] eg] — Ú7Ls} 5 lklkXof . t/, xfdL ;a}n] dflg;x?n] 
lbPsf] s'g} klg s'/f gvfg] jfrf ug'{k5{ . xfd|f] d'vdf Ps bfgf 
rfdndfq} k¥of] eg] klg xfdL ;w}Fsf nflu k[YjLdf hfndf kg]{5f}F .Ú

p8\\g] /ydf r9]/ s]xL a]/ vf]h]kl5 pgLx?n] /ª hfltsf 
dflg;x? a:g] Jof; pkTosfdf uLt ufpg]x?nfO{ e]6] . /ªlng 
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gZj/ b]jtfx?

b]ptfsf kfFr alxgL 5f]/L ;+;f/d} ;a}eGbf /fd|f lyP . lklkXof 
/ pgsf bfh'x?n] cfgf] kl/ro lbP / pgLx?;Fu t'¿Gt} 
ldqtf ufF;] .

/ªlngn] 5f]/Lx?sfnflu cfgGb dxn agfOlbPsf lyP  . 
ToxfFaf6 lbbLalxgLx?n] pQ/k"j{df ;fOkfn kj{t / To;} tn 
pkTosfdf dxfsfnL gbL au]sf] b]Vg;Sy] . tL b]ptf / o'jtLx?n] 
/fte/ ukmufkm / xfF;f] ub}{ dvdnL la5\of}gfdf a'l4rfn v]n] 
/ gf∙} v'§f 3fF;] d}bfgdf gfr]  . b]ptfx?n] afF;'/L / 6\ofDsf] 
ahfP eg] o'jtLx? gfr]  . o'jtLx?sf] cfu|xdf b]ptfx? klg 
/dfP/ gfr] . t/, lklkXof / pgsf bfh'x?n] pgLx?nfO{ lbOPsf 
vfg]s'/f eg] cg]sf}F axfgf agfP/ gvfO{sg 6f/] . clg, ;"of]{bo 
gx'Fb} pgLx?n] cfgGb dxn 5f8] .

s]xL lbgsf] /dfOnf] ldqtfkl5 tL lbbLalxgLn] pgLx?n] 
kfx'gfnfO{ vfg lbPsf] ;a} vfg]s'/f 5'Fbf klg g5f]O{ h:tfsf] 
t:t} 5fl8Psf] b]v] . Úlhp8fn / ?k/∙ x]bf{ pgLx? b]ptf x'g\ 
eGg]df s'g} z+sf 5}g . xfd|f vfg]s'/fnfO{ pgLx?n] la6'nf] 7fg] 
sL Sof xf] <Ú lbbLalxgLx?n] ;Nnfx u/] . clg pgLx?n] Ps 
Ps bfgf rfdn cfg} xftn] 5f]8fP/ lv/ ksfpg] lgwf] u/]  . 
pgLx?n] eg] — Úolt dfof u/]/ agfPsf] vfgf klg gvfg] t 
s'g ;fyL xf]nfg\ <Ú

lbbLalxgLn] lbge/ rfdn 5f]8fpFb} latfP . lbSs gnfuf];\ 
eg]/ uLt ufpFb} c;fWo} /dfP/ sfd u/] . lsgeg] lv/ b]v]kl5 
b]ptfx? v';L x'g]5g\ eGg] pgLx?nfO{ yfxf lyof]  . pgLx?n] 
s]/nf / sfl:d/af6 NofPsf d;nf /fv]/ z'4 b"wdf z'4 rfdn 
xfn]/ ksfO{ kfFr srf}/f lv/ tof/ u/] .

;fFemdf b]ptfx? cfOk'u]  . lbbLalxgLx?n] b]ptfx?nfO{ 
g/d pgaf6 a'g]sf] un}Frfdf a;fP/ rf}F/Lsf] k'R5/n] xDsFb} lv/sf 
srf}/f 6qmfP . 

h]7f bfh'n] cfFvf lemDSofP/ efOx?nfO{ vfPh:tf] ug{ t/ 
Ps bfgf klg d'vleq gxfNg O;f/f u/]  . of] kljq b]ptf / 
ckljq dflg;x?nfO{ 5'6\ofpg] s8f lgod lyof] . o; lgodnfO{ 
e∙ ug'{ ljwftfn] agfPsf] lgod pNn+3g ug'{ x'GYof] . efOx?n] 
bfh'sf] O;f/f a'e]m / xfF:b} pgLx?n] lv/sf] k|z+;f ug{ yfn] . 
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Ps efOn] eg] — Úcfxf bfnlrgLsf] af:gf slt dL7f] ∕Ú csf{n] yk] 
Úxf] t, s]z/sf] af:gf t emg nf]Eofpg] vfnsf] ∕Ú

b]ptfx?n] lv/ vfPh:tf] u/]/ cf]F7;Dd n}hfGy] / rnfvLk"j{s 
cfcfgf] sfFw k5fl8 kmfNy] . t/, rsf]{ :j/df xfF:b} lv/sf] k|z+;f 
ub}{u/]sf lklkXofsf] d'vleq Ps bfgf rfdn t kl/xfNof] .

/ft laTb} hfFbf b]ptf / tL lbbLalxgLx? dgsf s'/f ;fptL 
dfg{ / Pscsf{sf] sDd/ ;dft]/ gfRg yfn]  . do'/sf] KjfFvn] 
sfps'tL nufPsf] s:n] w]/} a]/;Dd ;xg ;Sg] eg]/ sfps'tL 
nufO{ v]Ng yfn]  . pgLx?n] piffsL b]jLn] k"j{sf] cfsfzdf 
nflndf 5g{ gyfNbf;Dd lbdfu / z/L/sf v]n v]n] . b]ptfx?n] 
;fFem k/]kl5 k]ml/ cfpg] jfrf ub}{ lbbLalxgLx?sf] cFufnf]af6 
k'm:s]/ /y r9] .

cfgGb dxnaf6 ;'g / rfFbLsf /yx? pF8];Fu} kfFr} 
alxgLx?n] labfOdf /];dsf u'R5f ePsf k5\of}/f xNnfP . t/, 
l5§} g} lklkXofsf] /y eg] s'g} cb[Zo af]emn] tfg]h;/L la:tf/} 
tn emg{ yfNof]  . pgsf bfOx? Tof] b]v] / lrlGtt eP . ha 
/y l;sf{df cl8of] pgLx?n] afbn k5fl8af6 eg] — ÚlklkXof, 
ltdLn] dflg;n] vfg] vfgf vfof} . To;}n] ltdLn] To;sf] ;hfo 
t ef]Ug} k5{  . oxLF /fhf eP/ a; . xfdL ltdLnfO{ rflxg] ;a} 
s'/f k7fOlbpFnf .Ú

lklkXof bfOx?sf cf1f dfGg tof/ eP / pgn] cfgfnflu 
l;sf{sf] kxf8L efudf Pp6f lsNnf agfP . d"n rf]sdf cfgf] /y 
/fv] . Tof] c7f/ tn] lsNnf ;+;f/s} ;a}eGbf pTs[i6 ejg lyof] . 
bfh'x?n] 8sdL{, l;sdL{, h'nfxf / el/ofx?nfO{ sfdsf] Hofnf 
lbg wg / lsNnf agfpg rflxg] ;a} k|sf/sf sfdbf/ k7fOlbP . 
lklkXofn] ;}lgs klg etL{ u/] / tflnd lbP . k[YjLd} c8\lsPkl5 
cflv/df pgn] dflg;x?s} vfgf vfg yfn]  . oxLF a:g'5 eg] 
lsg cfgGb;Fu ga:g] < 

pgL;Fu olt w]/} wg ;DklQ y'lk|of] ls 5taf6 aflx/ 
kf]lvg yfNof] . lklkXofn] cfk"m;Fu ePsf] wg ;}lgs nufP/ ul/a 
ls;fg / Jof; pkTosfsf e]F8fuf]7fnf clg efG;], ;kmfO ug]{, 
ufO{uf]7fnf / ;'lrsf/x?nfO{ afF8]  . ltAat;Fu ;lhnf] / l56f] 
Jofkf/ ug{sfnflu af6f3f6f, k'n / wd{zfnfx? agfP  . pgn] 
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o'jfo'jtLnfO{ h8La'6L lrGg, k|zf]wg ug{ / yGSofpg tflnd lbP 
h;af6 s]xL cfh{g xf];\ / la/fdLsf] pkrf/ ug{ ;lsof];\ .

lklkXofsf] ;do pgsf] j/k/sf c? dflg;sfnflu eGbf 
a]Un} ultdf laTYof]  . pgL kfFr lbbLalxgL a"9L eP/ gd¿~h]n 
pgLx?nfO{ e]6\g uO/xGy] . lsNnfdf /x]sf] /ydf lvof nfUof] / 
eTSof]  . ;]jsx?sf] k':tf}Fk':tfn] hfFu/ nufP/ pT;fxk"j{s ;]jf 
u/] . pgLx? alnof tGb]/L xF'b} cfpFy], s'k|f a"9f x'Gy] / dy]{  . 
hGd d/0fsf] rqm ca lklkXofnfO{ klg dg kg{ 5f8\of] / pgn] 
klg d'lQmsf] sfdgf ug{ yfn] .

ÚdnfO{ o; wtL{df afFlw/fVg] ;DklQ / ;d[l4;Fu lbSs eO;s]F . 
:ju{af6 cfP/ bfOx?n] dnfO{ lnP/ uP x'GYof]  ∕Ú pgn] la:tf/} 
eg]sf] pgsf nflu c+u'/sf af]qmf 5f]8fO/x]sL ;]ljsfn] ;'lgg\ . oL 
;]ljsf lklkXofsfnflu c+u'/sf af]qmf 5f]8fpFbf 5f]8fpFb} a'9L ePsL 
lyOg\ . Pp6f Pp6f c+u'/ 5f]8fpFbf cfFvfdf ePsf] cK7]/f] / xftsf 
cf}Fnfdf afy ePsf] u'gf;f] eg] pgn] u/]sL lyOgg\ .

ÚtkfO{FnfO{ wgL / ;'Gb/ x'gk/]sf]df lbSs nfu]sf] xf] eg] jflif{s 
>f4df lkt[x?nfO{ kL7f]sf] ;f6f] v/fgLaf6 ag]sf] 9fn / af]sfsf] 
;f6f] s's'/sf] aln lsg gr9fpg' ePsf] t <Ú pgn] elgg\ .

;dfh / wd{sf s]xL lgodx? :ki6;Fu :yflkt ePsf 
x'G5g\ / w]/} dflg;n] yfxf kfPsf x'G5g\  . s]xL lgod eg] 
;a}n] hfg]sf x'Fb}gg\ t/ e∙ u/] b08 eg] kfpF5g\ . s]xL lgod 
c1fgtfjz e∙ x'G5g\  . t/, s'g} s'g} a]nf eg] b]ptfx?n] g} 
;dfhdf kl/jt{g Nofpg hfgLhfgL lgod e∙ u5{g\ . lklkXofn] 
cfgf ljZjfl;nf JolQmx?nfO{ af]nfP / eg]  — Úd}n] d]/f] ;a} 
;DklQ gi6 ug]{ ePF .Ú

cfcfgf] ;DklQ / zlQm klg gfz x'g] 8/n] dGqL / 
;]gfkltx?n] eg] Úx'Fb}g  ∕ To;f] eof] eg] xfdLnfO{ ljkt k5{  .Ú 
t/, lklkXofn] cfgf lkt[x?nfO{ kL7f]sf] ;f6f] v/fgLsf] 9fn 
agfP / af]sfsf] ;§f s's'/sf] aln r9fP . of] 3f]/ ckdfg lyof] . 
;dfhsf] cfwf/e"t lgod e∙ u/]kl5 s;}n] klg ;DklQ / ;d[l4 
kfO/xg ;Q}mg  . lklkXofsf] ;DklQ 36\g yfNof]  . pgsf] /ydf 
afFsL /x]sf] ;'g / rfFbL rf]/x?n] nu] . cGTodf Ps lbg lsNnf 
Wj:t eof] / lklkXofn] k/fOn] kmfn]sf] vfg]s'/f vfP/ afFRg'k¥of] .
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lklkofF;Fu vfg]s'/f vfg Pp6f sf7sf] srf}/fdfq afFsL 
/Xof]  . lklkXofsf ;a} ;f}Gbo{ / t]h x/fP . eft vfFbf pgsf] 
Pp6f bfFt em/]kl5 lklkXof af}nfxfn] e}Fm xfF;] .

Úbfh'x? ∕ dnfO{ lal;{;Sof} <Ú pgn] :ju{lt/ kms]{/ eg] . 
pgsf bfh'x? ;'g / rfFbLsf rlDsnf /ydf cfP / pgnfO{ 

6kSs l6k]/ cfsfzdf nu] . lklkXofnfO{ Ps bfgf cGg vfPsf]df 
cGttM Ifdf lbOof] . To; lbgb]lv pgsf af/]df s;}n] s]xL klg 
;'g]sf 5}gg\ . 

Tof] lsNnf 7"nf] / ;d[4 ePsf a]nf Jofkf/L / ls;fg 
u/L /ªx?sf] % ;o kl/jf/ lsNnfsf] klZrdtk{m a;f]jf; uy]{ . 
lsNnfsf k"j{tk{m a:g] # ;o kl/jf/ ljZjsdf{x?n] lsNnfdf / 
;]gfdf sfd uy]{ . t/, ha lklkXofn] lkt[x?nfO{ v/fgLsf] 9fn / 
s's'/ aln r9fP ;a}n] ca To; 7fpFn] wg;DklQ slxNo} b]Vg]5}g 
eGg] a'e]m . pgLx?n] Tof] 7fpF 5f8] / slxNo} ToxfF kms]{gg\ . 

l;sf{ hfg] ofq'x?n] ce}m klg 8fF8fdfly lsNnfsf eUgfjz]if 
b]Vg ;S5g\ . oL eUgfjz]ifn] b]ptfn] klg lgod tf]8\bf s] x'G5 
eGg] ;DemfpF5g\ .
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Many cultures and religions imagine a time very long 
ago when gods and demons lived among the people. In such 
an age, a god in the Himalayas had five young and strong 
sons. The youngest was called Pipihya, and his name meant 
‘one who has four older brothers’. 

The five brothers loved each other and went everywhere 
together. They chased blue sheep over the Himalayas into 
the meadows of Tibet. They bathed in the glacial waters of 
the Ganga and in the hot-water springs of Kermi, in Humla. 
Each of them had a flying chariot, so they traveled widely. 
On the islands in the Langar Tsho they watched birds build 
nests in the spring. In the Limi Valley they watched snow 
leopards. Disguised as shepherds they traveled down to the 
Byans Valley to dance in the mustard fields. 

One day, when they were making crowns of marigolds 
and poppies in the Valley of Flowers in Garhwal, they heard 
an enchanting song.

‘Brothers,’ Pipihya said to his elders, ‘we may be gods, 
but I will die if I don’t see who sings this song!’

‘Pipihya,’ his brothers warned, ‘some kinds of desires 
are only for humans who live and die. For us, youth is eternal, 
and so will longing be if we are made unhappy.’

But Pipihya insisted upon finding the singers. His eldest 
brother said, ‘Alright, Pipihya. But we must all promise never 
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to eat anything the humans offer us. If even a grain of rice 
goes into our mouths, we will be trapped on earth forever.’ 

After a short search on their flying chariots they found 
the singers in the Byans Valley, where the Rung people still 
live. The five daughters of Lord Runglin were the most 
beautiful in the world. Pipihya and his brothers introduced 
themselves and immediately befriended them.

Lord Runglin had built a pleasure palace for his 
daughters. From there, the sisters could see the Saipal 
Mountain to the north-east, and the Mahakali flowed in the 
valley beneath it. There, the gods and the young women 
played chess on beds covered in red velvet and danced 
barefoot on soft grass and spent the entire night laughing 
and talking. The gods played flutes and drums while the 
young women danced. When the sisters asked, the gods 
happily danced for the young women. Pipihya and his 
brothers always made excuses to avoid eating any food 
that was offered to them. And they left the pleasure palace 
before sunrise. 

After a few days of blissful friendship, the sisters 
noticed that all the food they laid out for their guests was 
left untouched. ‘From their stature and beauty it is clear that 
the brothers are gods. Maybe they think our food is impure,’ 
the sisters said. They decided to peel with their own hands 
every grain of rice, and to make rice pudding themselves. 
They wondered – ‘What kind of a friend would refuse to eat 
something made with so much affection?’ 

The sisters spent the entire day peeling rice grains. They 
sang to chase away the boredom of the work. But they were 
also happy because they knew the pudding would make the 
gods smile. After boiling the pure rice in pure milk with the 
finest spices from Kerala and Kashmir, the sisters prepared 
five big bowls of kheer, milk-and-rice pudding.
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The gods arrived in the evening. The sisters asked them 
to sit on rugs made of the finest wools, fanned them with 
yak-tails, and put bowls of pudding before them. 

With a wink and a nod, the oldest of the brothers 
signaled to the others to pretend to eat the pudding but 
never let a single grain of rice into their mouths. This was 
a strict rule that separated the pure gods from the impure 
humans. To break this rule was to defy Creation itself. His 
brothers understood the signal, so they laughed and praised 
the pudding. ‘Oh, the cardamom smells beautiful!’ one said. 
‘Surely the fragrance of saffron is more enticing!’ another 
added.

The gods pretended to take the pudding to their lips, 
but cleverly threw it over their shoulders. But as he was loudly 
laughing and praising the pudding, a grain of rice went into 
Pipihya’s mouth.

As the night passed, the gods and the sisters whispered 
secrets to each other and danced with arms around each 
other’s waists. They tested who could resist the tickle of 
a peacock feather the longest. They played games of the 
mind and of the body, until the goddess of dawn painted 
the eastern skies red. The gods promised to return in the 
evening, gently peeled away from the embrace of the sisters, 
and mounted their chariots. 

Five chariots of gold and silver flew up from the 
pleasure palace as the five sisters waved silk-tasseled shawls 
in goodbye. But Pipihya’s chariot soon began descending 
slowly, as if an invisible burden pulled him back to earth. 
His brothers saw that and worried. When the chariot finally 
settled at Sirkha, they spoke to him from beyond the clouds.

‘Pipihya! You have eaten human food, and now you 
must endure your punishment. Settle here, and live like a 
king. We will send you everything you need.’
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Pipihya agreed with his brothers and built himself a 
great fort on the Sirkha hillside with the chariot in the middle 
of the courtyard where he had fallen. The eighteen-story fort 
was the most magnificent building in the whole world. His 
brothers sent him the wealth needed to hire masons and 
carpenters, weavers and potters, and every kind of worker 
needed for a large fort. Pipihya also hired and trained an 
army. He began eating mortal food. After all, he was stuck 
on earth. Why shouldn't he enjoy his time here?

But he had so much wealth that it spilt out of the 
windows and roofs of the fort. Pipihya used his army to 
distribute his wealth among the poor farmers and shepherds 
of the Byans Valley, and to his cooks and cleaners and 
cowherds and tailors. He built roads, bridges and rest-houses 
to make trade with Tibet easier and faster. He trained young 
men and women to recognize, process and store the herbs in 
the mountains so that they could heal the sick and also earn 
a living. 

Time passed at a different pace for Pipihya than it did 
for the humans around him. He visited the five sisters as 
they grew older and finally died. The chariot in his courtyard 
rusted and broke. Generations of servants joined his service 
with energy and enthusiasm, then grew thick around the 
waist, then stooped and squinted, and finally died. This 
journey from birth to death stopped amusing Pipihya and 
he, too, began desiring liberation.

‘If only my brothers would come from heaven and take 
me away! I am tired of all this wealth and prosperity because 
it keeps me here,’ he moaned one day as a maid peeled grapes 
for him. This maid had grown old peeling grapes for Pipihya 
and was tired of hearing him complain. After all, she didn’t 
get to complain about how peeling grapes strained her eyes 
or gave her arthritis in her fingers. 
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‘If you are so tired of being rich and beautiful, why 
don’t you offer your ancestors a shield made of ashes instead 
of flour and a dog instead of a goat for the yearly feast?’ the 
old woman said.

Some rules of society and religion are very clearly 
established and most people know them. Some rules are not 
clearly known by everybody, but they still bring punishment if 
broken. Some rules are broken unknowingly. But sometimes 
even gods knowingly break society’s rules to invite change. 
Pipihya called the people he trusted and said, ‘I am going to 
destroy my fortune.’

‘No! That would be bad for us,’ said his ministers and 
commanders, fearing the loss of wealth and power. But 
Pipihya made a shield of ashes instead of flour and chose 
a dog instead of a goat to offer to his ancestors. This was 
terribly insulting. That misfortune soon befell Pipihya 
should surprise nobody. His wealth decreased. Thieves stole 
what was left of his chariot of gold, silver and rust. Finally, a 
day came when his fort lay in ruins, and he had to eat scraps 
thrown to him by strangers. 

Pipihya only had a wooden bowl to eat out of. All 
splendor and beauty disappeared. When a tooth fell off 
while he was chewing rice, he laughed like a mad man and 
rolled in the dirt.

‘Brothers! Have you forsaken me?’ he said to the heavens.
His brothers appeared on their magnificent chariots of 

gold and silver and picked him up from the dirt and pulled 
him into the skies. Pipihya had finally been forgiven for 
eating one grain of rice. Nobody has heard from him since 
that day. 

When the fort was great and prosperous, five hundred 
Rung families of traders and farmers had settled to the 
west of the fort. To the east lived three hundred families 
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of blacksmiths who served the fort and its armies. But after 
Pipihya offered a shield of ashes along with a dog to the 
ancestors, the people knew that the land would never see 
wealth again. They left, never to return. 

Tourists who visit Sirkha today can see the ruins on the 
hill. These ruins are a reminder of what happened when a 
god broke a simple rule.
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;+;f/e/sf dflg;x? kljq j:t', dlGb/, kxf8, tfnx?sf] 
kl/qmdf u5{g\  . ;[li6stf{k|lt cfb/ b]vfpg] of] k'/fgf] rng 
xf]  . ltAatL efiffdf :t"k, d"lt{, tfn jf kj{tsf] kl/qmdfnfO{ 
sf]/f elgG5 . 

ltAat :jfoQ If]qdf kg]{ ªf/L If]qsf] kljq kj{t vfª l/Gkf]r] 
dflg;x?n] ;Demg''eGbf klg klxn]b]lv kljq :yn /lxcfPsf] 5 . 
ljleGg wd{ dfGg]x?n] s}nfz / d]¿ eGg] To; kljq kj{tsf] 
kl/qmdf u5{g\  . of] kj{t lxGb', af}4, h}g, lzv, af]Gkf] / c? 
y'k|} wfld{s ;Dk|bfodf klg kljq dflgG5  . af]g wd{ dfGg]x? 
b]a|]af6 kl/qmdf u5{g\ eg] c¿n] bflxg]af6 kl/qmdf u5{g\ . af}4 
wdf{jnDaLx? kljq kj{t vfª l/Gkf]r]sf] !# kl/qmdf u/]df ;a} 
k'0o k|fKt x'G5 eGg] ljZjf; u5{g\ .

of] ljZjf;sf] yfngL s;/L eof] t <
ltAatsf] ªf/Laf6 ;'b"/ k"j{df kg]{ vfd If]qdf Pp6L c;n 

dlxnfn] 5f]/f kfOg\ . clg pgn] k'0o sdfpg] OR5f ul/g\ . pgn] 
ljrf/ ul/g\ — Ú;a}hgf vfª l/Gkf]r]sf] kl/qmdf u/]df ;a}eGbf 7"nf] 
k'0o x'G5 eG5g\ . d 5f]/fnfO{ klg ;Fu} lnP/ tLy{ofqfdf hfG5' . 
clg, xfdL cfdf5f]/f b'j}n] k'0o / b]jtfsf] s[kf k|fKt ug]{5f}F .Ú 

kl/jf/hg / O{i6ldqx?;Fu labfjf/L eP/ pgL cfgf] afns 
5f]/fnfO{ ;fydf lnP/ s}of}F dlxgf ofqf ul/g\ . pgLx?n] ;'Vvf 
lr;f] d¿e"ld / h∙nL uwfsf ayfg rg]{ km/flsnf 3fF;] d}bfg 
kf/ ug'{kYof]{  . cfsfzdf sfnf] 3fF6L ePsf ;f/;x?sf] lr/la/ 
;'lgGYof] . d}bfgdf 3'F8f3'F8f;Dd cfpg] 3fF;] d}bfgdf rb}{ xl/0fx? 
bf}8Gy] . s'g} lbg pgLx?n] af6fdf d':s'/fpFb} dgdg} dGq hk]/ 
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lxF8\g] tLy{ofqLx? e]6\y] . af]g wd{ dfGg]x? cf]d df qL d' o] ;f n] 
b', af}4x? cf]d dl0f kb\d] x'F / lxdfnosf] blIf0fL e]uaf6 cfPsf 
lxGb' wdf{jnDaLx? of]uLx? cf]d gdM lzjfo eGg] dGqsf] hk 
uy]{ . s'g} lbg eg] sf]xL klg e]l6Fb}g lyP . a¿ h∙nL s's'/x? 
d}bfgdf bf}l8/x]sf e]l6Gy] . 

w]/} dlxgfkl5 cfdf / 5f]/f vfª l/Gkf]r] k'u] . cfdfn] 5f]/fnfO{ 
lk7\o'Fdf Pp6f dh]qf]n] alnof];Fu afFlwg\ / kl/qmdf ;'¿ ul/g\ . kxf8 
r8\b} u/]sf a]nf pgnfO{ ef]s / tLvf{ nfUof] t/ pgnfO{ b|f]Ndf 
e~Hofª sf]/fdf kg]{] ;a}eGbf cUnf] 7fpF xf] / To;nfO{ kf/ u/]kl5 
8fF8fsf] kNnf]kl§ ;f; k]mg{ ;lhnf] x'G5 eGg] yfxf lyof] . k|To]s 
;f;df pgn] cf]d dl0f kb\d] x'F eGg] dGq hk uly{g\ / 5f]/fnfO{ 
cfgf] z/L/df cem 6fFl:yg\  . clg psfnf]df kfOnf rflNyg\  . 
cGttM pgL b|f]Ndf e~Hofª klg plSng\ / s[t1tfsf] k|fy{gf ul/g\ . 
pgnfO{ c;fWo} tLvf{ nfu]sf] lyof]  . t/, ToxfF vfg] kfgL lyPg 
/ pgsf] j/k/sf] kftnf] lxpF klg lxnf]df d'l5Psf] lyof] . pgn] 
af6feGbf krf; ld6/hlt tn s]xL ;;fgf kf]v/L b]lvg\ . 

cfdfnfO{ yfxf lyof] tL kf]v/Lx? 8flsgLsf g'xfpg] tnfp 
lyP . 8flsgL b]jL c;n dflg;sfnflu cToGt bofn' / v/fa 
dflg;sfnflu cToGt l/;fxL lyOg\ . lxGb'x? oL kf]v/LnfO{ dxfb]j 
lzjsL kTgL uf}/Lsf g'xfpg] tnfp eGy]  . ltAatdf 8flsgLnfO{ 
vb|f]dfsf ?kdf lrlgG5 . tLvf{Psf tLy{ofqLnfO{ 8flsgLn] pgsf] 
3/df sf]xL cfP/ leFmemf] nufPsf] dg kb}{g eGg] yfxf x'GYof]  . 
t/, tLvf{n] vlkg;Sg' ePsL cfdf tn kf]v/L;Dd cf]ln{g\ / kfgL 
vfg lgx'l/g\ .

pgL slt tLvf{PsL lyOg\ eg] tn k'Ug]lalQs} kf]v/Lsf] 
kfgL vfg xtfl/Og\  . clg t, pgsf] lk7\o'Fdf k5\of}/fn] afFw]/ 
af]s]sf] ;fgf] afns 5f]/f lrlKnP/ lxpFh:tf] lr;f] kf]v/Lsf] 
kfgLdf v:of] . 

ÚgfOF gfOF  ∕Ú eGb} ltgL lrRofOg\  . pgn] 5f]/fnfO{ kfgLaf6 
aflx/ lgsfNg ;s];Dd sf]l;; ul/g\ t/ lr;f] kfgLdf v;]sf] 
afns tTsfn} d¥of] .

cfdfsf] dg ljXjn eof] . pgn] cfgf] cg'xf/ lryf]l/g\ / 
5ftL lkl6g\ . pgn] 6fpsf]df df6f] bNb} ¿g yflng\ / b]jtfx?;Fu 
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cfgf] 5f]/fnfO{ lhjgbfg lbg k'sf/f ul/g\  . t/, b]jtfx?n] 
pgsf] 5f]/fnfO{ k]ml/ lhpFbf] agfOlbPgg\ . pgn] 5f]/fnfO{ 5ftLdf 
6fFl;g\ t/ pgsf] d'6'sf] w8\sgn] klg 5f]/fsf] d'6'df km]l/ w8\sg 
Nofpg ;s]g . pgsf tftf cfF;'sf yf]kfx? afnssf] cg'xf/df 
v;] . t}klg, ltgn] afnssf] z/L/ Gofgf] agfpg ;s]gg\ .

pgL k'0o sdfpg vfª l/Gkf]r];Dd lxF8]/ k'u]sL lyOg\  . 
t/, Ps}l5gsf] nfk/afxLn] pgsf] ;a}eGbf Kof/f] s'/f pgLaf6 
vf];]/ nu]sf] lyof]  . cfg} nfk/afxLaf6 ;Gtfgsf] d[To' ePkl5 
tL cfdfn] slt Unflg dx;'; ul/g\ xf]nf eGg] s;}n] sNkgf klg 
ug{ g;Snf . 

cfdf /fte/ /f]Og\ / zf]s dflg/lxg\ . laxfg pgsf] cfFvfdf 
cfF;' g} ;'ls;s]kl5 / ¿Fbf¿bf 3fF6L g} al;;s]kl5 pgnfO{ zf]s 
clnslt sd ePh:tf] nfUof]  . cfgf] kfk s6gL ug{ kl/qmdf 
k"/f ug'{k5{ eGg] pgn] 7flgg\  . ÚP, vfª l/Gkf]r]  ∕ d tkfOF{;Fu 
d]/f] kfk Ifdf ug{ / of] ;xg} g;Sg] b'Mvsf] ef/Laf6 d'Qm ul/lbg 
k|fy{gf u5'{ . dnfO{ Ifdfbfg ePsf] ;+s]t gkfpFbf;Dd d tkfO{Fsf] 
kl/qmdf ul//xg]5' . k"0f{ Ifdfbfg jf d[To'n] dfq d d'Qm x'g]5' .Ú 
pgn] kljq kj{t;Fu k'sf/f ul/g\ . clg pgn] dgsf] af]em xn'∙f] 
gx'Fbf;Dd kl/qmdf ul//xg] lgwf] ul/g\ . 

kl/qmdf dfu{sf] k"/} %@ lsnf]ld6/ af6f] e'OFdf l3l;|P/ / 
dGq pRrf/0f ub}{ k"/f ug]{ tLy{ofqLnfO{ pl5Gb} cufl8 uOg\ . pgL 
u'kmfdf a;]/ of]u ub}{ u/]sf nfdf skfn ePsf of]uLx?nfO{ kl5 
5f8\b} uOg\ . pgn] s;};Fu klg vfg]s'/f jf lkpg]s'/f dflugg\ . 
hltk6s b|f]Ndf e~Hofª plSnlGyg\ Tolt g} kN6 pgn] cfgf] 
;fgf] 5f]/f d/]sf] kf]v/LnfO{ zf]sljXjn eP/ 6f]nfP/ x]ly{g\ . 

pgn] ;ft, b;, afx| sf]/f k"/f ul/g\ t/ zf]s / Unflg eg] 
/lx/Xof] . t}klg, pgn] To; kljq kj{tsf] kl/qmdf ul//lxg\ . t]x|f}F 
kl/qmdfsf] qmddf pgL w]/} yflsg\ . csf]{ kfOnf rfNg] jf cfFvf 
v'Nnf /fVg] klg zlQm gePkl5 pgL Ps}l5g e'mk'Ss lgbfpg 
Pp6f r§fgdf klN6g\ .

ha pgL lapFlemg\ pgn] cfk"m ;'t]sf] r§fgdf cfgf] xft, 
v'§f, z/L/sf] ulx/f] 5fk k/]sf] b]lvg\  . pgn] vfª l/Gkf]r]n] 
pgnfO{ Ifdfbfg u/]sf] / pgnfO{ zf]s / Unflgaf6 d'Qm ul/lbPsf] 
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yfxf kfOg\ . r§fgdf nfu]sf lrXgx? To;}sf k|df0f lyP . pgn] 
kljq kj{tnfO{ wGojfb lbOg\ / cfDbf]]l:yt cfgf] ufpF kmls{g\ . 
clg ToxfF pgn] gofF lhGbuL ;'¿ ul/g\ .

s}nfz kj{t klg elgg] vfª l/Gkf]r]sf] ofqfdf hfg] 
tLy{ofqLx?n] ce}m;Dd 5f]/f u'dfPkl5 klg kljq kj{tsf] t]x| 
kl/qmdf k"/f u/]sL tL cfdfsf] lrXg b]Vg ;S5g\ . r§fgdf tL 
lrXgx? b]lvPb]lv g} af}4 wd{ dfGg]x? kj{tnfO{ bflxg] kf/]/ 
t]x| sf]/f k"/f ug]{ tLy{ofqLn] 7"nf] k'0o sdfpg] ljZjf; u5{g\ . 
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People all around the world walk around objects, 
temples, mountains or lakes that are sacred to them. It is 
an ancient way of showing respect to the Creator. In the 
Tibetan language, such a walk around a great stupa, statue, 
lake or mountain is called a kora. 

Kang Rinpoche, the holy mountain in the Ngari region 
of the Tibet Autonomous Region, has been a sacred site for 
far longer than anybody remembers. Pilgrims of many faiths 
travel there to perform koras around the mountain, which is 
also known as Kailas or Meru. The mountain is respected 
in Hinduism, Buddhism, Jainism, Sikhism, Bönpo, and 
pilgrims from many other religious traditions visit. The Bön 
walk the kora in the anti-clockwise direction while others 
do it clockwise. Buddhists believe that performing 13 koras 
around Kang Rinpoche brings most merit. How did this 
come about?

In the Kham region of Tibet, far to the east of Ngari, lived 
a devout woman who gave birth to a son and was overcome 
with the desire to earn religious merit. ‘Everybody says that 
the greatest merit comes from performing a kora around Kang 
Rinpoche. I will take my son with me, so that we will both 
gain merit and the kindness of the gods,’ she thought.

After saying goodbye to her family and friends, she 
walked for many months with her young son. They had to 
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cross dry, cold deserts and vast grasslands where wild donkeys 
ran in herds. Flocks of black-necked cranes crossed the skies 
and deer darted through the knee-high grass of the marshes. 
On some days they met many pilgrims on the road, smiling 
and silently reciting their mantras. The Bön recited Om Ma Tri 
Mu Ye Sa Le Du; the Buddhists recited Om Mani Padme Hum; 
the ascetic Hindus from the south of the Himalayas recited 
Om Namoh Shivaaya. On some days the mother and baby boy 
met nobody but wild dogs scurrying across the plains.

After many months, the mother and son finally 
reached Kang Rinpoche. The mother tied her son securely 
to her back with a shawl and started her kora. As she 
climbed the mountain, she felt hunger and thirst; but she 
knew that the Drolma Pass was the highest place on the 
kora, and that it would be easier to breathe on the other side 
of the mountain. 

She chanted Om Mani Padme Hum with each breath, 
hugged her son close to her body, and climbed. She finally 
climbed to Drolma Pass and offered her prayer of thanks. 
She felt very thirsty. But there was no water to drink, and the 
thin snow around her was covered in trampled mud. She saw 
a few small ponds about fifty meters below the path. 

The mother knew that these were the bathing pools 
of a dakini, a goddess who can be very kind to good people 
and very angry towards bad people. The Hindus call these 
ponds the bathing pool of Gauri, who is the wife of the 
great god Shiva. In Tibet the dakini is known as Khadroma. 
The thirsty pilgrim knew that the dakini didn’t like it when 
someone disturbed her home. But unable to bear her thirst 
anymore, the mother climbed down to a pool. 

She was so thirsty that she hurriedly bent down to 
drink water. Her baby boy slipped off her back and fell into 
the ice-cold water of the pond. 
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‘No, no, no, no, no!’ she shouted. She tried desperately 
to pull him out, but the cold water instantly killed the baby. 

The mother was heartbroken. She clawed at her own 
face and beat her chest. She threw dirt into her hair and 
cried and begged the gods to make her son live again. But 
the gods didn’t bring the child back to life. She hugged her 
son close to her chest, but the beats of her heart didn’t make 
his heart beat again. Hot drops of her tears fell on the baby’s 
face, but it didn’t bring warmth to his body. 

She had walked all the way to Kang Rinpoche to 
earn merit. But one moment’s carelessness had taken away 
everything that was dear to her. Who can imagine guilt 
greater than that of a mother who has caused the death of 
her own baby? 

The mother mourned and cried throughout the night. 
In the morning, when her eyes had run dry of tears and her 
throat hurt from crying, she felt her grief decrease a little. 
She realized that she needed to continue her kora to pay for 
her sin. ‘O, Kang Rinpoche! I pray to you to forgive my sin 
and lift this unbearable grief away from me. I shall walk 
around you until I see signs that I have been forgiven. Only 
complete forgiveness or death can set me free,’ she said to 
the mountain.

She set out to perform as many koras as were needed to 
set her heart free. She walked past pilgrims who measured 
the entire length of the fifty-two kilometer path with their 
bodies, saying prayers all the while. She walked past long-
haired ascetics praying and performing yoga in caves. She 
asked nobody for food or drink. Every time she climbed 
up to the Drolma Pass, she looked with longing at the pond 
where she had lost her child. 

She finished seven, ten, twelve koras, but the grief and 
guilt stayed. Still, she walked around the sacred mountain. 
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On the thirteenth kora, she became very tired. Unable to 
take another step forward or keep her eyes open, she lay 
down on a rock to take a short nap. 

When she awoke, she saw that her body, hands, and 
feet had left deep dents on the rock where she had slept. She 
understood that Kang Rinpoche had forgiven her and taken 
away the guilt and grief from her. The marks on the rock 
were proof of that. She thanked the mountain and made her 
long walk back to her village in Amdo where she started her 
life anew.

Pilgrims who go to Kang Rinpoche can still see the 
marks left behind by the mother who lost her child and 
performed thirteen koras around the sacred mountain. Ever 
since, Buddhists believe that performing thirteen koras will 
bring great merit to the pilgrim.
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ef/tsf] pQ/fv08df kg]{ kfFu' ufpFdf :ofª;]sf] dlGb/ 
5 . pgL :yfgLo hgtfsf b]ptf x'g\ . d"n ynf] blIf0fsf] udL{ 
d}bfgdf kg]{ 6gsk'/ ePsL dftf b]jL k"0ff{lu/Lsf] dlGb/ l5d]ssf] 
rf}bfF;df 5 .

:ofª;] Jof; pkTosfsf afl;Gbf /ªx?sf] lkt[ b]ptf x'g\ . 
t/, k"0ff{lu/L eg] k|l;4 lxGb' b]jL x'g\  . k"0ff{lu/L cf]l;nf] udL{ 
d}bfgaf6 kxf8L ufpFdf s;/L k'lug\ <

w]/} klxn] :ofª;] b]ptfsf wfdL cfgf efO;Fu} 6gsk'/ 
uP  . clxn] g]kfn / ef/tsf] ;Ldfdf kg]{ 6gsk'/df pgLx? 
cfOk'Ug]lalQs} To; If]qe/ g} x}hfsf] dxfdf/L k}mlnof] . of] plt 
a]nfsf] s'/f xf] hlt a]nf x}hf / lakm/n] lxdfnosf a];L efudf 
xhf/f}F dflg;sf] Hofg lnGy] clg kl/jf/ / l;∙f] ufpF g} dfl;Gy] .

Ú6gsk'/df a:of}F eg] xfdL kSs} klg d5f}{F,Ú bfh'efOn] lgwf] 
u/] / ;s];Dd l56f] rf}bfF;lt/} kms]{  . pgLx? cfk"mx?n] x}hf 
lnP/ kms{g] / ufpFn] / kl/jf/hgnfO{ ;d]t x}hf ;Nsfpg] 
hf]lvd b]v]/ klg cflQPsf lyP .

k/Gt', gb]lvg] sL6f0f'x?n] efOnfO{ ;dflt;s]sf lyP  . 
p;n] hlt;Sof] rfF8f] lxF8\g] sf]l;; t u¥of] t/ l56} g} bfh'eGbf 
kl5 kg{ yfNof]  . Pp6f zlQmzfnL b]ptfsf] wfdL bfh' rflxFn] 
efOnfO{ x]¥of] / p;nfO{ x}hfn] dfg]{ 7x¥ofof] . 

Úbfh', olt l56f] glxF8 g,Ú la/fdL rflxFn] eGof]  . Úd ce}m 
lxF8\g;S5' . clnslt tftf] kfgL kfP d 3/ k'Ug ;S5' .Ú

ÚltdL ca afFRb}gf} . d /f]u ;g]{ hf]lvd lng ;lQmg . sf]xL 
g sf]xL xfd|f] ufpF;Dd t'¿Gt} k'u]/ ufpFn]x?nfO{ ;fjwfg u/fpg' 
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klg t 5 .Ú olt eg]/ af6f]5]pdf n8]sf] la/fdL efOnfO{ 5f8]/ 
bfh' xtfl/P/ lxF8\of] .

Ú;a} s'/f ga'emLsg s'g} sfd /fd|f] xf] ls g/fd|f] xf] eGg ufx|f] 
x'G5,Ú la/fdL efOn] ljrf/ u¥of] . Úd]/f] bfOn] dnfO{ oxfF dg{sfnflu 
5fl8lbof] . t/, pm x}hfn] g5'Fb} ufpFdf k'Ug ;Sof] eg] t p;n] 
w]/} hgfnfO{ arfpg]5 .Ú

rf}bfF; k'u]kl5 wfdLn] Odfg;fy p;sf] efOnfO{ s] eof] eg]/ 
atfof] . ufpFn]x? xtf/ xtf/ kfgL pdfn]/ vfg] / csf]{ ufpFsf 
dfG5]nfO{ ufpFdf k:g glbP/ x}hf nfUg glbg] k|oTg u/] . clg 
sf]xL klg la/fdL k/]g / s;}sf] klg d[To' ePg . 

h'g;'s} cj:yfdf klg dflg;sf] dgdf cfzf afFsL g} x'G5 . 
rf}bfF;sf dflg;x? la/fdL dfG5] kms]{/ cfpnf eg]/ klv{a;] . w]/} 
;ftf laTbf klg kms]{/ gcfPkl5 zf]sdf 8'a]sf ufpFn]n] p;sf] 
clGtd ;+:sf/sf] tof/L u/] . pgLx?n] p;nfO{ dl/;s]sf]] dfg]/ 
:ju{ hfgsfnflu p;sf] clGtd ;+:sf/ ug'{k5{ eGg] 7fg]  . hf] 
hLljt lyP pgLx?sfnflu klg cfzf Tofu]/ lhGbuL rnfpg 
p;sf] clGtd ;+:sf/ ug'{lyof] . 

t/, clGtd ;+:sf/ ;'¿ x'g} nfu]sf a]nf :ofª;] b]ptf 
wfdLsf] Wofgdf cfP / eg] p;sf] efO 6gsk'/df lhpFb} 5, 
lkt[nf]sdf uPsf] 5}g .

rf}bfF; / 6gsk'/sf aLrsf] af6fdf bfh'n] dg}{nfu]sf] efOnfO{ 
5f8]/ uPkl5 ;xfotf ug]{ klg sf]xL lyPg . Tolta]nf efO d[To'sf] 
lgs6 k'u]sf] lyof] . hLjg / d[To'sf aLrdf /x]sf a]nf Ps hgf 
of]uL b'O{j6f lrD6f ahfpFb} cfP  . o:tf lrD6f ;fw'x?n] ehg 
ufpFbf afhfh;/L ahfpg / cfuf] l6Kg k|of]u uy]{  . oL b'O{ 
lrD6fdf Pp6f ;'gsf] / csf]{ kmnfdsf] lyof] .

of]uLn] lgx'l/P/ la/fdL dflg;nfO{ PsPs u/L ;'gsf] / 
kmnfdsf] lrD6fn] 5f]P . clg of]uLn] ;f]w] — ÚoLdWo] ltdL s'grflxF 
lrD6f lnG5f} <Ú

la/fdLn] ljrf/ u¥of], Úd x}hfn] ubf{ sdhf]/ ePsf] 5' . d}n] 
;'gsf] lrD6f lnPF eg] 8fFs'x?n] dnfO{ ;'gsf] nf]edf n'6\g ;S5g\ . 
d afr]F / rf}bfF; kms]{ eg] klg ddfly cfqmd0f x'g;S5 / d dfl/g 
;S5' .Ú clg p;n] of]uLnfO{ eGof], Úd kmnfdsf] lrD6f lnG5' .Ú 
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la/fdLnfO{ kmnfdsf] lrD6f lbP/ of]uL t'¿Gt} cnk eP . Úd 
;kgfaf6 lapFe]msf] t x}g <Ú la/fdLn] cfk}Fm;Fu k|Zg u¥of] . t/, 
p;n] kmnfdsf] lrD6f cfk"m glhs} b]Vof] / of] ;kgf x}g eGg] 
ljZjf; u¥of] . / s'g ;kgf xf] s'g oyfy{ xf] 5'6\ofpg g;Sg] 
tGb|fdf k¥of] . 

ÚtkfO{F 7Ls t x'g'x'G5 <Ú Pp6L aflnsfn] ;f]w]sL p;n] ;'Gof] .
ltgL ltAatL kf];fs nufPsL ;fgL aflnsf lyOg\ . p;n] pQ/ 

lbg] sf]l;; u¥of] t/ x}hfn] l;ls:t agfPsfn] af]nL g} k'm6]g . 
tL aflnsf bf}8]/ uOg\ / s]xL l5gd} cfdfafa'nfO{ lnP/ cfOg\  . 
pgLx?n] p;nfO{ cfgf] kfndf nu]/ lgsf] gx'Gh]n pkrf/ u/] .

af6fdf bfh'n] dg{ 5f8]/ uPsf] la/fdL efO lgsf] eP/ rf}bfF; 
kms{g;Sg] ePkl5 k"0ff{lu/L b]jLn] p;nfO{ cfgf] wfdL agfP/ 
rf}bfF; hfg] lg0f{o ul/g\ . st} k"0ff{lu/Ln] of]uLsf e]ifdf ;'g / 
kmnfdsf] lrD6f /f]Hg lbP/ p;sf] k/LIff lnPsL t lyOgg\ < jf 
tL p;nfO{ hLjg / d[To'sf aLrdf /f]Hg nufpg cfPsf od/fh t 
lyPgg\ < cyjf k"0ff{lu/Ln] ltAatLx? / kfnsf] dfof /r]/ p;nfO{ 
cfgf] wfdL agfpg /f]h]sL kf] lyOg\ ls < tL ;fgL aflnsf b]jL 
cfk}Fm klg x'g;lS5g\ . 

gofF wfdL / b]jL k"0ff{lu/L rf}bfF; k'u] . t/, p;sf] bfh'sf] 
dfWodaf6 sfd ug]{ ToxfFsf d'Vo b]vtf :ofª;]nfO{ ufpFdf gofF 
b]jLsf] cfudg dg k/]g . pgn] k"0ff{lu/LnfO{ ufpF 5f8\g eg] . 

Úd b]jL x'F / d s;};Fu blAbgF  .Ú k"0ff{lu/Ln] :ofª;]nfO{ 
elgg\ . cyjf, pgsf] wfdLn] :ofª;]sf] wfdLnfO{ eg] . 

b]ptfx?n] sf] 7"nf] xf] eGg] lg0f{o dfgj?kd} ug]{ lgwf] u/] . 
wfdL bfh'efOn] Ps csf{dfly cfqmd0f u/] . 5Ss k/]sf ufpFn]x? 
;fd' pgLx?n] cg]sf}F rdTsf/ b]vfP .

k"0ff{lu/Ln] 3§sf] kTy/ p7fP/ 5ftLdf xflgg\  . kTy/ 
rsgfr'/ eof] . :ofª;]n] zlQm b]vfpg 7"nf] 9'∙f t p7fPgg\ . 
a¿, Ps d'7L rfdnnfO{ b]ptfn] dfq kmfNg;Sg] 7"nf] zlQmn] 
kmfn] . n8fOF hf/L /Xof] . b'j} b]ptfn] Psn]eGbf csf{n] a9L zlQm 
b]vfO/x]  . cflv/df :ofª;]n] k"0ff{lu/L;fd' xf/ dfg]  . t/fO{sL 
b]jLn] kxf8sf b]jtfnfO{ x/fOg\  . k"0ff{lu/Lsf] dlGb/ agfOof]  . 
t}klg :ofª;]n] pgnfO{ dg k/fPgg\ .
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x}hfsf] csf]{ dxfdf/L kxf8df klg k}mlnof]  . l;∙} ufpFsf 
dflg;x? d/] jf cflQP/ k'vf}{nL ynf] 5f8]/ lxF8] . t/, k"0ff{lu/Lsf] 
wfdL t klxn] klg x}hfaf6 hf]luPsfn] ufFpn]x?n] pgLaf6 s]xL 
x'g] cfzf u/] . ÚltdLn] Psk6s t d[To'nfO{ lhlt;s]sf 5f} . P ∕ 
k"0ff{lu/Lsf wfdL, xfd|f] hLjg arfpm ∕Ú

efO wfdLn] pgsL b]jL k"0ff{lu/LnfO{ k'sf/] / b]jL pgsf] 
Wofgdf cfOg\ . Úg cflQpm, d}n] eg]e}mF u/ . 7"nf] cfuf] afn / 
To;df hf}, l3p / tLnsf bfgf xf]d u/ .Ú

To; xf]daf6 lg:s]sf] w'jfF kfFu' ufpFe/ k}mlnof] / ;a}nfO{ 
x}hfaf6 arfof]  . t/ c? ufpFsf dflg;nfO{ x}hfn] df¥of]  . 
k"0ff{lu/Lsf] sLlt{ a9\of]  . :ofª;]n] ha k"0ff{lu/Lsf] zlQm b]v] 
pgnfO{ alxgL dfg]  . To;} a]nfb]lv rf}bfF;df k"0ff{lu/Lsf] k"hf 
x'Fb}cfPsf] 5 / kxf8sf] b]ptf / dw];sL b]jL ldn]/ a;]sf 5g\ .
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In the village of Pangu in Uttarakhand of India is 
the temple of Shyangse. Nearby in Chaudans is a temple 
of the mother goddess Purnagiri whose original home is 
in Tanakpur, in the hot plains to the south. Shyangse is an 
ancestor-god of the Rung people of the Byans Valley. But 
Purnagiri is a famous Hindu goddess. How did Purnagiri 
travel from the hot, humid plains to a mountain village?

Long ago, a dhami (shaman) who worshipped and 
represented the god Shyangse traveled with his younger brother 
to Tanakpur. Just as they arrived in Tanakpur, which now lies 
on the border between India and Nepal, a wave of cholera swept 
over the region. This was an age when cholera and smallpox 
regularly attacked the Himalayan foothills, killing hundreds of 
thousands of people, destroying families and entire villages. 

‘If we stay in Tanakpur, we are sure to die,’ the brothers 
decided and hurried back towards Chaudans as quickly as 
they could. They were also worried about bringing back 
cholera to their village and making their friends and 
families sick.

But the invisible germs had already caught the younger 
brother. He tried to walk as fast as he could, but soon he 
started falling behind his brother. The elder brother, who 
was the shaman to a powerful god, looked at his brother and 
realized that cholera would kill him. 
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‘Brother! Don’t walk away so quickly,’ the sick man 
called out. ‘I can still walk, and if you boil some water for 
me, I can reach home.’

‘You have been marked for death. I cannot risk catching 
the disease. Somebody has to run to our village and warn 
everybody,’ the older brother said and hurried away. He left 
his sick brother lying by the roadside. 

‘It is difficult to say if an action is good or bad without 
understanding everything,’ the sick man thought. ‘My 
brother left me here to die, but if he can reach the village 
without catching cholera, he will save many lives.’ 

After reaching Chaudhans, the shaman told everyone 
what had happened to his brother. Villagers made haste and 
prepared themselves by boiling their drinking water and not 
letting any outsider enter the village. Nobody became sick, 
nobody died. 

But the heart is always full of hope. The people of 
Chaudans waited for the sick man to return. When he 
didn’t return even after many weeks, with great sadness they 
prepared to perform the man’s funeral. They thought he had 
died, and he needed a funeral to pass into heaven. Those 
who were alive also needed the funeral to lay their hopes to 
rest and carry on with their lives. 

Just before the funeral rites could be carried out, the 
god Shyangse entered the shaman in a trance and told him 
that his brother was still alive in Tanakpur. He hadn’t passed 
into the realm of the spirits. 

On the road between Tanakpur and Chaudans, where 
his brother had abandoned him, and without anybody to 
help him, the younger brother had been close to death. As he 
suffered between life and death, a wandering yogi carrying 
two chimta tongs walked towards him. These tongs were 
carried by ascetics to use as a musical accompaniment for 
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devotional songs, and to help them tend fires. Of the two 
pairs of tongs, one was of gold, and the other of iron. 

The yogi crouched by the sick man and touched him, 
one by one, with the gold tong and the iron tong. He asked, 
‘Which of these tongs will you take?’

The sick man thought, ‘I am weak from cholera. If I 
carry gold, I may be robbed by bandits who covet gold. If I 
live and return to Chaudans, I may be attacked and killed.’ 
He said to the yogi, ‘I will take the iron tong.’ 

The yogi disappeared immediately after giving the 
sick man the iron tong. ‘Am I waking from a dream?’ the 
sick man asked himself. But he saw the iron tong by his 
side and knew it had not been a dream. He drifted in and 
out of sleep, unable to separate what was dream and what 
was real. 

‘Are you alright?’ he heard a young child ask. 
She was a young girl in Tibetan dress, a child of the 

mountains. He tried to answer, but he was weak with disease 
and could barely speak. The child ran off, and within 
moments brought her parents, who carried him away to their 
tent and nursed him back to health. 

When the younger brother became strong enough to 
return to Chaudans, the goddess Purnagiri chose him as her 
shaman and traveled to Chaudans. Had Purnagiri tested him 
disguised as a yogi, offering him iron and gold tongs? Or, 
was it Yama, asking him to choose between life and death? 
Or maybe Purnagiri had woven the illusion of the tent and 
the Tibetans to help her chosen shaman. Maybe the girl was 
the mother goddess herself. 

The new shaman and his goddess Purnagiri reached 
Chaudans. But Shyangse, who was the main god there and 
worked through the older brother, didn’t like the arrival of a 
new goddess in the village. He told Purnagiri to leave.
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‘I am a goddess, and I will not be bullied,’ Purnagiri 
said to Shyangse. Or rather, she spoke through her shaman 
to Shyangse’s shaman.

The gods chose to determine superiority through 
combat in the human world. Each shaman attacked the 
other shaman, and they performed many miracles before a 
crowd of amazed villagers.

Purnagiri picked up a millstone and thumped it on her 
chest. The millstone shattered. Shyangse didn’t pick up large 
rocks to show his strength. Instead, he grabbed a handful of 
rice grains and threw them with the great force that only a 
god can create. The battle continued. Each deity displayed 
more strength than the other until Shyangse finally accepted 
defeat before Purnagiri. The goddess from the plains had 
defeated the god of the mountains. A temple was built for 
Purnagiri, but Shyangse still disliked her.

Another wave of cholera reached the mountains and 
spread rapidly. Entire villages died. People panicked and 
fled their ancestral lands. But the shaman of Purnagiri had 
survived cholera before, so people put their hopes in him.

‘You defied death once, O shaman of Purnagiri! Save 
our lives!’

The young shaman prayed to his goddess, and Purnagiri 
appeared in his mind. ‘Don’t worry, and do as I command. 
Light a large fire, and offer it barley, ghee and sesame seeds.’

The smoke from the ritual covered the village of Pangu 
and protected everyone while cholera killed people in other 
villages. Purnagiri’s glory increased. When Shyangse saw 
Purnagiri’s powers, he accepted her as a sister. Ever since, 
Purnagiri has been worshipped in Chaudans, and a mountain 
god and a goddess from the plains have peacefully coexisted.
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xhf/f}F jif{cl3 ltAatdf s;}n] vfª lt;], s;}n] vfª 
l/Gkf]5] / s;}n] s}nfz eg]/ lrGg] kljq kj{t jl/kl/sf] If]qdf 
Ps k|frLg wd{ df}nfO/x]sf] lyof] . of] wd{n] s?0ff / c;n sd{ 
cEof; ug{ l;sfpFYof] / dflg;x?sf] dgdl:tisaf6 c1fgsf] 
cFWof/f]nfO{ x6fpg] k|oTg uYof]{ . of] wd{sf] gfd af]g lyof] . k|zfGt 
dxf;fu/b]lv c6nflG6s dxf;fu/;Dd km}lnPsf] k|frLg Jofkfl/s 
Ú/]zd dfu{Ú sf] 7"nf] e"efudf k|e'Tj /fVg] emfªem'ª ;fd|fHosf] of] 
cflwsfl/s wd{ klg lyof] . 

emfªem'ª ;fd|fHodf cToGt} s?0ffdoL /fhs'df/ tf]Gkf 
z]g/fasf] hGd eof] . pgL af]g wd{sf dxfg u'? x'g] lgolt lnP/} 
hlGdPsf lyP . dfgj hfltnfO{ b'Mvaf6 d'lQm lbnfpg pgsf] hGd 
ePsf] lyof] . cfgf] b]zsf dflg;n] j/k/sf c;n b]jtfx? / 
l/;fxf /fIf;x?nfO{ kz'aln lbPsf] pgn] b]v] . aln lbg] a]nfdf 
e]F8fafv|f tl;{P/ ?Gy], s/fpFy] / pgsf] dgel/ lvGgtf / b'Mv 
NofOlbGy] . To;}n] pgn] dflg;x?nfO{ s?0ff l;sfpFy] . 

Úe]F8fsf] aln lbg'sf] ;§f kL7f]n] agfPsf] e]F8fsf] aln b]pm . 
/ut r9fpg'sf] ;§f b"w r9fpm,Ú pgL eGy]  . ;a} dflg;nfO{ 
;DemfOa'emfO ug{ pgnfO{ w]/} ;do / w}o{ nfUYof]  . t/, ha 
dflg;x?n] s?0ffsf] ;xL d"No a'‰y] pgLx? tf]Gkf z]g/fasf 
cg'ofoL aGy] . lx+;f / c1fgn] cGwsf/do agfPsf] b]zdf tf]Gkf 
z]g/fa Ps pHofnf] k|sfz ag] .

t/, cGwsf/nfO{ k"hf ug]{ dflg;x? klg oxL ;+;f/df x'G5g\ . 
b]jtfx?, /fIf;x? / /fhfx?nfO{ ;w}F ;fwf/0f dflg;x?sf] 8/ / 
k|z+;f cfjZos x'G5 . k|z+;f / 8/ gkfP pgLx? sdhf]/ aG5g\ . 
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bof / s?0ffsf] ;Gb]z km}nfpg] b]jtfx?sf] zlQm a9\g klg 
dflg;x?n] ljZjf; b]vfpg'k5{ / b]jtfn] eg]e}Fm ug{'k5{ . To;/L 
g} 8/ km}nfpg] /fIf;x? tadfq} alnof aG5g\ ha dflg;x? 
pgLx?;Fu 8/fpF5g\ .

s}nfzeGbf k/ vfª eGg] 7fpFsf] /fIf;L /fhf rfKaf nflqmª 
tf]Gkf z]g/fasf] 7\ofSs} pN6f] k|s[ltsf] lyof]  . cfgf hgtfsf] 
hLjgsf] x/]s kf6f]dfly qm"/ lgoGq0f u/]/ zf;g ug]{ p;sf] 9∙ 
lyof]  . cfkm"nfO{ k"hf gug]{ dflg;x?sf]nflu p;n] afwfc8\rg 
v8f uYof]{ / alnsf] /ut, ;'grfFbL r9fpg] dflg;x?nfO{ dfq} 
k'/:sf/ lbGYof] . p;nfO{ k"hf ug]{ gug]{ af/] s;}n] cfkm}F lg0f{o 
ug{ kfpFb}glyof] lsgeg] p;n] dfq} ;a}nfO{ cGg, sk8f jf cf}iflw 
lbg ;SYof] . 

ha rfKaf nflqmªn] tf]Gkf z]g/fan] ;To, bof / ;f}Gbo{af/] 
l;sfpFb}5g\ eGg] yfxf kfof] pm Psbd} l/;fof]  . s?0ff / 
;f}Gbo{af/] a'‰g] dflg;x?n] Pscsf{nfO{ ;f}xfb{ / d}qLefj;lxt 
Jojxf/ u5{g\ . o;f] eP ;dfhdf 8/ 36]/ x/fpF5 . t/ /fIf;L 
/fhfsf]nfuL t 8/ / qf; g} ansf] ;|f]t lyof] . 

To;}n] tf]Gkf z]g/fan] b]vfPsf] af6f]af6 dflg;x?nfO{ e|i6 
u/fpg rfKaf nflqmªn] dflg;x?sf] dgdl:tisdf cljZjf;, nf]e, 
Oiof{, qmf]w, c;To, cledfg, cj1f / cfn:o km}nfof]  . t/ 
dflg;x?n] tf]Gkf z]g/fasf] lzIffnfO a'lem;s]sf lyP  . To;}n] 
rfKaf nflqmªsf bfpk]r lg:kmn eP . 

rfKaf nflqmªn] cfgf nfvf}F /fIf; ;]gfnfO{ tf]Gkf z]g/fadfly 
cfqmd0f ug]{ cfb]z lbof]  . zlQmsf] dft nfu]sf oL /fIf;n] 
cfqmd0f ubf{ tf]Gkf z]g/fan] pgLx?dfly s?0ff b]vfpFb} cfgf] 
1fg afF8] . tL /fIf; cflv/df 3d08 / c1fg af]s]sf ;fwf/0f 
dflg; g} t lyP . To;}n] pgLx?n] cfgf xltof/ ToflulbP / 
zflGtk"0f{ hLjg afFRg] e]F8fuf]7fnf / Jofkf/L ag] . s?0ffsf] Hof]lt 
km}nfpFb} cem} 6f9f6f9f;Ddsf] ofqf ul//x]sf tf]Gkf z]g/fanfO{ 
k5\ofpFb} lxF8] . 

t/, /fIf;L /fhfsf] l/; ;]nfO;s]sf] lyPg  . s'lxPsf] 
df;' j/k/ h;l/ lem+ufdfvf e'Ge'gfpF5g\ To;/L g} p;sf] dgdf 
s'ljrf/ / l/; e'Ge'gfpFy] . Pslbg tf]Gkf z]g/fa rf If]qdf cem} 
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w]/} dflg;;Dd s?0ffsf] k|sfz km}nfpg uPsf] a]nfdf rfKaf 
nflqmª of}6f yfs]sf] Jofkf/Lsf] e]ifdf tf]Gkf z]g/fasf] kfnleq 
k:of] / ToxfFsf dlxnfx?;Fu kfgL / ;Q' dfUof] . 

s'/}s'/fdf p;n] of}6L dlxnfsf] ;f}Gbo{sf] k|z+;f u¥of] eg] 
csL{sf] l;nfOa'gfOsf] ;Lksf] k|z+;f u¥of] . of}6L kTgLsf] sfgdf 
;fptL dfb}{ csL{ kTgLsf] dgdf 8fxf pTkGg u¥of] . cfdfsf] dgdf 
z+sf knfOlbof] eg] 5f]/Lsf] dgdf qmf]wsf] aLp /f]lklbof] . / o;/L 
rt'/ af]nLsf] dfofjL aGwgn] afFw]/ ;a} dlxnfnfO{ cfgf] jzdf 
kf¥of] / cfkm";Fu} nUof] .

tf]Gkf z]g/fa 3/ kmls{Fbf cfgf] kfn l/Qf] kfP  . r'Nxf]df 
cfuf] an]sf] lyPg, a/fh'x?nfO{ w"k r9fOPsf] lyPg, / a]/f]s6f]s 
xfjfx'/L kfnleq}af6 cf]x/f]bf]x/f] ub}{ lyof]  . pgL p8]/ rfKaf 
nflqmªsf] b]z k'u] . ToxfF s?0ff / ts{n] el/Psf zAb k|of]u u/]/ 
cfgf kl/jf/sf dlxnfx?sf] dgaf6 s'ljrf/ / s'sd{sf] 5fk 
x6fP/ pgLx?nfO{ d'Qm u/] . 3/ kmls{g'cl3 ;a}n] ldn]/ rfKaf 
nflqmªn] kfksf] af6f] Tofuf];\ eGb} k|fy{gf u/] . 

t/, c1fg lh2Ljfn x'G5  . rfKaf nflqmª cfg} xTs]nfn] 
cfFvf 5f]k]/ le/le/} bf}l8g] d"v{ dfG5]h:t} lyof] . n8fOemu8fn] 
p;nfO{ cfkm" zlQmzfnL ePsf] e|d lbGYof], kfv'/Ldf hf]; 
el/lbGYof]  . To;}n] bf}8Fb} uP/ p;n] tf]Gkf z]g/fasf ;ftj6f 
cToGt} ;'Gb/ / alnof 3f]8f rf]/]/ uªa' eGg] 7fpFdf n'Sg k'Uof] . 

rfKaf nflqmªnfO{ s?0ff / k|sfzsf] af6f]df gNofpGh]n of] 
emu8fsf] cGTo xF'b}g eGg] tf]Gkf z]g/fan] a'lem;s]sf lyP . To;}n] 
pgL rfKaf nflqmª n's]sf] 7fpF;Dd uP  . k|sfzsf /fhs'df/ 
cfkm"tkm{ cfpFb} u/]sf] b]v]/ /fIf;L /fhfn] ;ft}j6f 3f]8fnfO{ 
¿vsf] e]ifdf 7"nf] hËndf n'sfO{lbof] . 

t/ tf]Gkf z]g/fa;Fu 1fgsf cfFvf lyP  . To;}n] pgn] 
hËnsf ¿vx?dfem cfgf 3f]8fnfO{ klxNofP  . o;/L em'7sf] 
kbf{kmf; x'g]lalQs} cl3 ev{/};Dd cfkm"n] lsg 3f]8fx?nfO{ klg 
¿v b]v]F eg]/ dflg;x?n] crDd dfGb} 6fpsf] xNnfP . ¿vsf 
h/fx? 3f]8fsf v'§f ag], xl/o} ‰ofp nfu]sf ¿vx? ;'Gb/ 
3f]8fsf z/L/ ag] . clg xfjfdf xlNn/x]sf xfFufx? lxlGxgfpg] 
3f]8fsf 6fpsf ag] . 
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rfKaf nflqmª km]l/ klg xf¥of]  . l/;n] r'/ eP/ p;n] 
lrRofpFbf cfsfz sfnf], cFWof/f] eof]  . pkTosfel/ af}nfPsf] 
;d'b|h:t} s'lx/f] plDng yfNof] . rfKaf nflqmªn] km]l/ 3f]8fx?nfO{ 
rf]/]/ Pp6f 7"nf], /ftf] 9'Ëfd'lg n'sfof] / ;a}tkm{ afSnf] cGwsf/sf] 
rfb/ la5fOlbof] . st} s]xL gb]lvg] cFWof/f] eof] .

tf]Gkf z]g/fan] WofgdUg eP/ cfkm}FnfO{ k|Zg u/], Úw}o{sf] ;Ldf 
sxfF;Dd x'G5<Ú pQ/ :ki6 lyof] — olb cfkm" w}o{zfnL aGgfn] 
s;}nfO{ c1fgL kfkL alg/fVg] 5'6 ldN5 eg] To; cj:yfdf w}o{ 
pkof]uL x'Fb}g . /fIf;L /fhfsf] 8/df afFRg afWo dflg;x?k|ltsf] 
s?0ff;lxt tf]Gkf z]g/fan] Ps t]h pHofnf] l;h{gf u/]/ ;Dk"0f{ 
cGwsf/nfO{ x6fOlbP . 

tf]Gkf z]g/fasf] ;lxg;Sg' t]hn] klg kl/jt{g ug{ g;s]sf] 
rfKaf nflqmªn] cfkm"nfO{ of}6f ljzfn sfnf] kj{t agfof] / tf]Gkf 
z]g/fanfO /ut, x•L / skfnsf] lsdf agfpg] p2]Zon] xfjfdf 
plk|mof]  . tf]Gkf z]g/fan] cfkm"nfO{ tg / dgsf ljsf/ / Joflw 
;a}nfO{ pkrf/ ug{ ;Sg] emg} 7"nf] kj{t ag]/ rfKaf nflqmªsf] 
cFWof/f] ?knfO{ 5f]lklbP . 

s?0ffsf] ljzfn af]emn] lylrPkl5 rfKaf nflqmªn] cfkm"nfO{ 
cfsfzaf6 9'Ëfsf] jiff{ agfP/ cfqmd0f u¥of]  . of}6f t]lhnf] 
rDrfdfpFbf] t/jf/ lnP/ gfRb} tf]Gkf z]g/fan] Tof] 9'Ë]em/LnfO{ klg 
ltt/lat/ kfl/lbP . /fIf;L /fhfsf] x/]s cfqmd0f tf]Gkf z]g/fasf] 
s?0ffcl3 lg:t]h eof]  . k/flht ePkl5 cGTodf p;n] kljq 
kj{t af]g/L lrGa"sf] cjtf/ lnof] / ;w}Fsfnflu zfGt eof] .

ltAatsf dflg;x?n] xftxltof/eGbf s?0ff alnof] x'G5 
eGg] b]v] / ;lxi0f'tf tyf bofefj 8/ / cft+ssf] zf;geGbf w]/} 
a]/ /xG5 eGg] a'em] . tf]Gkf z]g/fa / rfKaf nflqmªaLrsf] of] dxfg\ 
o'4kl5sf xhf/f}F jif{df w]/} b'i6 zlQmx?n] s?0ffnfO{ k/flht ug]{ 
sf]l;; u/]sf5g\ . t/, cfh;Dd klg ltAatdf gofF af]gkf] u'Dafx? 
alg/x]s} 5g\ / ljZje/ bofefj hLljt} 5 .
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Thousands of years ago in Tibet, an ancient religion 
thrived around the mountain known to some as Kang Tise 
and to others as Kailas or Kang Rinpoche. The religion 
practiced compassion and good deeds, and tried to erase 
ignorance from people’s minds. It was called Bön, and was 
the religion of the great Zhang Zhung empire which ruled 
over a vast stretch of the ancient Silk Road. 

A greatly compassionate prince named Tonpa Shenrab 
was born into the Zhang Zhung empire. He was destined 
to be a great leader of the Bönpo. He had arrived to lead 
humans away from suffering. He saw people sacrificing 
animals to the good and evil spirits of the land. The animals 
bleated with terror before dying, and that filled his heart 
with sadness. So he taught the people compassion.

‘Instead of offering the life of a sheep, offer a sheep 
made from dough. Instead of offering blood, offer milk,’ he 
said. It took time and patience for him to convince the people, 
but when people truly understood the value of compassion, 
they followed him. Tonpa Shenrab became a beacon of bright 
light in a land darkened by violence and ignorance.

But darkness also has its worshippers. Gods, demons 
and kings need the praise and fear of ordinary people, 
otherwise they grow weak. Gods spreading kindness 
grow powerful only if people believe in what they preach. 
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Similarly, demons spreading fear can grow stronger only if 
people fear them. 

 Chapba Lakring, the demon king of a place called 
Kong, far from Kailas, was the opposite of Tonpa Shenrab: 
he ruled over his people by controlling everything in their 
lives. He created trouble for people who didn’t worship him, 
and rewarded only those who sacrificed animals to him or 
offered gold and jewels. Nobody was free to choose if they 
wanted to follow him, because only he could give them 
grains, cloths and medicine. 

When Chapba Lakring heard that Tonpa Shenrab 
taught about truth, kindness and beauty, he was very 
upset. People who understand compassion and beauty treat 
each other with respect, because of which fear in society 
decreases. But fear was the strength of the demon king. 
Worried that he would lose power, he came to Kailas to 
attack Tonpa Shenrab. 

He spread mistrust, greed, jealousy, anger, lies, 
arrogance, disobedience, and laziness among the people 
to lead them away from the light of compassion shown by 
Tonpa Shenrab. But the people had already understood 
Tonpa Shenrab’s teachings, so his tricks failed. 

Chapba Lakring commanded his army of a million 
demons, who were always intoxicated with power, to 
destroy Tonpa Shenrab. When the demons attacked, Tonpa 
Shenrab showed them compassion and shared his wisdom 
with them. The demons, who were humans distorted by 
arrogance and ignorance, gave up their weapons and 
became peaceful shepherds and traders. They followed 
Tonpa Shenrab as he traveled even farther to spread the 
light of compassion.

But the demon king’s anger hadn’t disappeared. Evil 
thoughts buzzed around him like flies around rotting flesh. 
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One day, when Tonpa Shenrab was traveling around the Cha 
area to bring the light of compassion to even more people, 
Chapba Lakring entered his tent as a tired traveler and asked 
the women inside for water and porridge.

He praised one woman’s beauty and the fine weaving 
skills of another. He whispered into the ear of one wife to 
make her jealous of another wife. He put suspicion in the 
heart of the mother and anger in the mind of the daughter. 
In this manner, with magical ropes made of clever words, he 
captured the women and took them away with him. 

Tonpa Shenrab returned to find his tent empty. No fire 
had been lit, no incense had been offered to the ancestors, 
and the wind passed right through without permission. He 
flew to Chapba Lakring’s kingdom and with words of logic 
and the light of compassion took away the evil thoughts and 
deeds that had tied the women to the demon king. Before 
traveling back, Tonpa Shenrab and the women prayed that 
Chapba Lakring would abandon evil.

Ignorance is stubborn. Chapba Lakring was like a man 
who wants to race over a mountain while covering his eyes 
with his own hands. Quarreling gave him pleasure and made 
him feel alive and strong. So he ran ahead to Tonpa Shenrab’s 
pastures and stole seven beautiful horses and fled to a place 
called Gongbu.

Tonpa Shenrab understood that unless he showed 
Chapba Lakring the light of compassion, the fighting would 
never end. So he traveled to the place where Chapba Lakring 
hid. The demon king saw the prince of light approach 
Gongbu and transformed the horses into trees and hid them 
in a thick forest. 

But Tonpa Shenrab possessed eyes of wisdom, so he 
correctly recognized the seven trees that were his horses. 
Once the lie was caught, people shook their heads and 
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wondered why they had seen the horses as trees. The roots 
of the trees became hooves, the mossy trunks became the 
shiny coats of fine horses, and instead of nodding in the 
wind the horses snorted and neighed. 

Chapba Lakring was defeated again. He roared in fury 
and turned the sky black. The valley became a churning 
sea of fog. Chapba Lakring quickly stole the horses back 
from Tonpa Shenrab and hid them under a large red rock 
and spread thick darkness over everything. Nobody could 
see anything.

Tonpa Shenrab meditated and asked himself: ‘Until 
when should someone be patient?’ The answer was clear: 
if being patient allowed another person to continue being 
an ignorant sinner, patience is no longer good. Out of 
compassion for the people who lived in fear of the demon 
king, Tonpa Shenrab created a bright white light and the 
darkness disappeared completely.

Even though the brightness of Tonpa Shenrab’s light 
blinded him, Chapba Lakring transformed himself into 
a black mountain and leapt on Tonpa Shenrab with the 
intention to crush him into a red paste of blood, bones 
and hair. Tonpa Shenrab took the form of an even larger 
mountain with the ability to heal the body and the mind and 
softly covered the black mountain that was Chapba Lakring.

When the weight of compassion smothered him, 
Chapba Lakring turned himself into a rain of rocks, which 
Tonpa Shenrab scattered by dancing with a gleaming, bright 
sword. The demon king’s attacks were defeated one by one 
by Tonpa Shenrab’s great compassion. Finally, he collapsed 
and became Bonri Chinbu, the sacred mountain. 

The people of Tibet saw that compassion is more 
powerful than weapons, and that tolerance and kindness 
outlive fear and tyranny. Since this great battle between 
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Chapba Lakring and Tonpa Shenrab, many evil forces have 
tried to defeat compassion. But even today, new Bönpo 
monasteries are being built in Tibet, and kindness is alive all 
over the world.
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g]kfnsf] h'Dnf lhNnfdf kg]{ h}/f ufpFdf xsL{ b]ptf e]l6Psf 
lyP  . Pp6f rlDsnf] kTy/df Pp6L ufO{n] lbgx'F laxfg} b"w 
r9fpFlyg\ . Tof] b]v]/ l/;fPsf] uf]7fnfn] To; r§fgdf k|xf/ ubf{ 
r§fg tLg 6'qmf eP/ k'm6\of] / 6'qmfx? cfZro{hgs¿kdf tLglt/ 
5l/P . /, tLg} 7fpFdf xsL{ b]ptfsf] :yfg agfOof] .

w]/} ztfAbLkl5 kl/of/ hfltsL Ps dlxnf pgsf afa'sf] 
ufpF h}/faf6 x'Dnfdf s0ff{nLsf] Pp6f zfvfdflysf] 8fF8fdf 
kg]{ 7]x] ufpFl:yt pgsf] kltsf] 3/;Dd nfdf] ofqf ub}{ lyOg\ . 
Tof] v; ufpF lyof]  . ;of}+ 3/x? Ps} 7fpFdf u'h'd'Hh k/]sf 
lyP  . s]6fs]6Lx? Pscsf{;Fu hf]l8Psf 3/sf 5tdf v]Ny]  . 
Pp6f tnfaf6 csf]{ tnfdf hfgsfnflu sf7sf] d'9fdf v'l8\snf 
vf]lkPsf] ln:gf] lyP . kl/jf/ a9\b} uPkl5 d'n'ssf] c? efudf 
a;fOF ;g'{sf] ;f6f] kl/jf/x? Pp6} 3/nfO{ efuaG8f ub}{ ;;fgf 
3/df a:y] . k'¿ifx? sfdsf] vf]hLdf ef/tlt/ / ltAat :jfoQ 
If]qsf] ªf/Ltk{m hfGy] . 

tL kl/of/ dlxnfn] 7]x]df slyt ÚpkNnf] hfltÚsf zlQmzfnL 
b]ptfx? h]7f /fdkfn / efOx?nfO{ pgLx?sf] yfgdf b]v]sL 
lyOg\  . t/, kl/of/ ePsLn] pgsf eg] cfg} b]ptf lyPgg\ / 
c?sf b]ptfn] pgnfO{ c?n] h:t} Jojxf/ uy]{ . cyf{t\, pgLx? 
ldqjt\ lyPgg\ / pgsf OR5fx?sf] klg ;Ddfg ub}{gy] . 

Úaf, dnfO{ Pp6f 6\ofDsf] lbg';\ h;nfO{ d]/f] 5f]/f]n] ahfcf];\ 
/ dfOtL ufpFaf6 b]ptf af]nfpg ;sf];\,Ú pgn] afa'nfO{ elgg\ . 

pgsf afa'n] eg] Ú/fdkfnsf] yfgdf /x]sf 6\ofDsfx? w]/} 
7"nf 5g\ t/ d ltdLnfO{ xsL{sf] yfgaf6 Pp6f 6\ofDsf] lbpFnf . 
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t/, xf]l;of/, To;nfO{ /fd|/L n'sfpg' lg  . s;}n] klg ltdLn] 
To;nfO{ 7]x] nu]sf] gb]v"g\ .Ú

o;/L ;fgf] 6\ofDsf] n'ufdf n'sfP/ 5f]/fnfO{ 8f]sf]df af]s]/ 
h}/faf6 7]x] hfg s0ff{nLsf] lt/}lt/ dfly nflug\ . 

pgL;Fu} uPsf c? ofq' eg] ;fgf] 6\ofDsf] cfk}Fm ah]sf] 
cfjfh ;'g]/ 5Ss k/]  . s]xL lbg lxF8]kl5 pgLx?n] cfgf] 
pT;'stf n'sfpg ;s]gg\ . ha pgLx? 7]x] k'u] / tL dlxnfsf 
3/df hDdf eP clg 6\ofDsf] cfk}Fm aHg'sf] cy{ s] xf] eg]/ 
;f]Wg yfn] .

lr;f] lxpFbdf d+l;/ dlxgfsf] z'Sn kIfsf] rt'b{zLsf lbg 
ufpFn]x? tL t¿gL cfdf / Ps jif{sf] afns tyf cfk}Fm aHg] 
6\ofDsf]sf] j/k/ hDdf ePsf lyP . Tof] Ps jif]{ afnsnfO{ xsL{ 
b]ptfn] wfdLsf nflu 5fg]sf lyP . p;sf] gfd cfz] kl/of/ lyof] .

Tof] Ps jif]{ afnsdf b]ptf r9] / ;a}nfO{ eg] — Úd h}/f 
ufpFsf] xsL{ b]ptf x'F .Ú 

t/, 7]x]df klxn]b]lv g} a:b}cfPsf b]ptfx? eg] gofF 
b]ptf;Fu l/;fP  . ;a}eGbf d'Vo s'/f xsL{ b]ptfn] n'uf l;pg] 
hftsL dlxnf;Fu} cfP/ pg}sf 5f]/fnfO{ wfdL /f]h]sf]df b]ptfx? 
l/;fPsf lyP . 

/fdkfn / pgsf efO b]ptfx? a]tfn, di6f] / jf0fkfn ;Fu} 
ldn]/ xsL{ b]ptfnfO{ 7]x]af6 eufpg] lgwf] u/] . Úhfpm,Ú pgLx?n] 
xsL{nfO{ eg] — Últd|f] oxfF cfjZostf 5}g . g ltdL xfdLx?;Fu} 
ldNg kfpF5f} . ltdLn] tNnf hftsf dflg;;Fu a;]/ xfd|f] ckdfg 
u/]sf 5f} .Ú 

ltgtfsf 7]x] ufpFnfO{ /fIf;L sf]l8ofdnn] cft+lst kf/]sL 
lyO{  . pm ufpFsf] 7Ls tn s0ff{nL gbLleqsf] ulx/f] u'kmfdf 
a:yL . Tof] /fIf;L pQ/df ltAatsf] d}bfg;Dd / blIf0fdf ef/tsf] 
d}bfgL efu;Dd k'u]/ ufpFx?af6 s]6fs]6L rf]g]{ uyL{ . p;n] ha 
ha s]6fs]6LnfO{ vfGyL cft+lst ufpFn]x?n] gbLleqsf] p;sf] 
u'kmfaf6 au]sf] /ftf] /ut kfgLdf b]Vy] . s0ff{nLsf] tLj| / uh{Fbf] 
e]ndf klg s]6fs]6L kfgLleq lrRofPsf] ;'lgGYof] . sf]xL ltAatLdf, 
sf]xL x'DnLdf / slxn]sxLF pmb"{df ;d]t s]6fs]6Ln] lanf}gf u/]sf] 
;'lgGYof] . cfdfx? cfgf 5f]/f5f]/Laf6 /utsf] /ftf] lkFmh n'sfpg 
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/ c? s]6fs]6L lrRofPsf] ;'Gg glbg pgLx?sf] sfg / cfFvf 
y'lglbg] uy]{  . t/, /fIf;Ln] xf8 rkfPsf] / gnLxf8af6 df;L 
r';]sf] cfjfh w]/} lbg;Dd u'l~hO/xGYof] . 

7]x]sf hgtf eg] pgLx?sf b]ptfn] sf]l8ofdnaf6 /Iff 
ug{ ;s]gg\ eGg] 7fGy] . a]tfn, di6f] / jf0fkfn ufpFn] r9fPsf] 
aln nf]leP/ :jLsf/ uy]{ / sf]l8ofdn;Fu n8fOF ug{ gbLdf xfd 
kmfNy]  . t/, Ps}l5gdf pgLx? z/L/e/ 3fprf]6 lnP/ efu]/ 
cfpFy]  . clg b]ptfx?nfO{ lht]lkR5] /fIf;L eg] emg\ q'm4 / 
alnoL x'Gy] . 

3/ cfOk'u]s} ef]lnkN6 cfz] kl/of/sL cfdf cfgf] 5f]/fnfO{ 
t]n nufpg 3fddf a;]s} a]nf sf]l8ofdnn] cfgf] u'kmfaf6} hLa|f] 
lgsfn]/ To;/L g} 3fddf t]n nufpg nfu]sL csL{ cfdfsf] 
sfvaf6 csf]{ aRrfnfO{ tfg]/ nuL . cfdfsf] lanf}gfn] 7]x]df ;a}sf] 
Åbodf rf]6 nfUof] . pgLx? cTof; dfGb} xf8 6f]s]/ ˚'6fPsf] / 
df;L r';]sf] cfjfh ;'Gg kv]{/ a;] . t/ /ut b]lvPg . To;sf] 
;f6f] sf]l8ofdnsf] 8sf/ ;'lgof] . 

Úx] /fdkfn ∕ tkfO{F ;a}eGbf h]7f / zlQmzfnL b]jtf x'g'x'G5 . 
tkfO{Fsf] k"hf c?sf] eGbf klxn] ul/G5  . tkfO{Fn] klg d]/f] 
aRrfnfO{ /Iff ug{ ;Sg'x'Gg eg] c? s:n] ;Snf < d tkfO{FnfO{ 
df]6f] / lgVv'/ aln r9fpFnf .Ú cfdfn] k'sf/f ul/g\ .

/fdkfn lxlRsrfpFb} /fIf;L;Fu n8fOF ug{ gbLleq t k;] t/ 
pgLklg t'¿Gt} efu]/ cfP / cfgf] yfg glhs} b]jbf/sf] 3f/Ldf n's] .

xsL{ b]ptf cfz] kl/of/sf ?kdf cfgf] 3/sf] 5taf6 
kl/of/ 6f]nsf 3/x?sf] 5fgf5fg} p8]/ uP . hf} af/L, tf]/L af/L 
/ efª af/L x'Fb} pgL s0ff{nL;Dd} k'u] .

Úsf]l8ofdn, aRrfnfO{ 5f]8\b] gq d;Fu n8]/ dg{ tof/ xf],Ú 
xsL{n] :ki6 / rsf]{ :j/df /fIf;LnfO{ nnsf/]sf] ;a}n] ;'g]  . 
jf0fkfn, a]tfn / di6f] b]ptf klg Ps dgn] of] gofF b]ptfn] 
xf/f];\ / sf]l8ofdnn] vfcf];\ eGg] / csf]{ dgn] cfk"mx?nfO{ 
x/fpg] sf]l8ofdnfO{ xsL{ b]ptfn] lht'g\ eGg] rfxgf /fv]/ n8fOF 
x]g{ n's]sf 7fpFaf6 aflx/ lg:s] . 

sf]l8ofdnn] xsL{sf] nnsf/sf] hafkmdf s] egL eGg] s'/f 
oxfF n]Vbf klg 8/nfUbf] 5 . t/, Tof] hjfkm slt 3d08k"0f{ lyof] 
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eg] xsL{ b]ptf s0ff{nLsf] kfgLdf xfdkmfn] . pgLx?sf] n8fOF dfu{ 
dlxgfsf] k"l0f{dfsf lbg;Dd rNof] . kfgLleq sf]l8ofdnsf] u'kmfdf 
y'k|} 3G6f n8fOF ePkl5 kfgL /utn] /ftf] eof] . 7]x]sf b]ptf / 
hgtfn] x]bf{x]b}{ s0ff{nLsf] kfgLleqaf6 xftdf sf]l8ofdnsf] k]6af6 
aflx/ lgsflnPsf] aRrf lnP/ tL rdTsf/L afns aflx/ cfP .

xsL{sf] zlQm b]v]kl5 /fdkfn, a]tfn, jf0fkfn / di6f] 7]x]df 
xsL{sf] yfgsf ;DaGwdf 5nkmn ug{ h'6] . pgLx? xsL{;Fu 8fxf 
uy]{ lsgeg] pgLx? xsL{eGbf cfk"mx? zlQmzfnL ePsf] 7fGy] t/ 
xsL{n] sf]l8ofdnnfO{ df/]/ unt ;flat ul/lbPsf lyP . /fte/ 
;Nnfx u/]kl5 pgLx? ef]lnkN6 dfu{ k"l0f{dfsf lbg xsL{ ePsf 
7fpFdf cfP .

ÚtkfO{F zlQmzfnL b]ptf x'g'x'G5Ú /fdkfnn] ;+sf]r dfGb} 
eg]  — ÚtkfO{F oxfF a:g ;Sg'x'G5  . rf8kj{df dflg;x?n] 
d]/f]eGbf klxn] tkfO{Fsf] k"hf ug]{5g\ .Ú ToxL lbgb]lv z'Sn kIfsf] 
rt'b{zLsf lbg 7"nf] rf8sf] Ps lbg klxn] xsL{ b]ptfsf] k"hf 
u/]/ rf8 dgfpg] ul/G5 .

xsL{ b]ptfsf] wfdL cfz] kl/of/ 7"nf] ePkl5 ufpF j/k/sf 
w]/} /fIf;x?;Fu n8] / *$ jif{ afFr]/ xhf/ k"0f{ rGb|sf] bz{g u/] . 
pgsf] d[To'kl5 xsL{ b]ptfn] cfz] kl/of/s} j+zhnfO{ cfgf] wfdL 
5fGg] u/]sf 5g\  . slyt ÚpRr hftÚsf] JolQmn] kl/of/ hfltsf] 
s;}nfO{ x]nfF u¥of] jf Hofnfdf 7Uof] eg] pgLx?n] ;w}F kl/of/x?s} 
b]ptfn] c? rf/}j6f b]ptf ldn]/ klg lhTg g;s]sf] /fIf;LnfO{ 
lht]sf lyP eGg] ;DemG5g\  . hflt k|yfn] 7]x]sf kl/of/x?;Fu 
cGofok"0f{ Jojxf/ ug{;S5 t/ sdhf]/sf kIfdf n8\g], Gofosf 
kIfw/ / s;};Fu gbAg] t pgLx?s} b]ptf x'g\ .
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The god Harki was found in the village of Jaira, in Jumla 
district of Nepal. Here, a cow offered her milk to a quartz 
rock every evening. When her angry cowherd attacked the 
rock, it broke into three pieces and miraculously flew to 
three places where shrines were built for Harki. 

Many centuries later, a woman of the Pariyar caste was 
making a long journey from her father’s village of Jaira to her 
husband’s home in the village of Thehe, which is in Humla. 
Sitting on a hill above a branch of the Karnali, it is the last Khas 
village in that direction. Hundreds of houses huddle together. 
Children play on rooftops joined to each other. Steps are carved 
into a single tree-trunk to make ladders that go from one level to 
another level. Families divide the same house into smaller and 
smaller homes rather than move to another part of the country. 
Often, men migrate to seek work in India and Purang in the 
Ngari prefecture of the Tibet Autonomous Region.

The Pariyar woman had seen the powerful gods of the 
so-called ‘upper castes’ in Thehe – the elder Rampal, with 
his own shrine, and his younger brothers. But, as a Pariyar, 
she didn’t have her own god, and the god of others often 
behaved as the others did: they didn’t respect her wishes, nor 
were they friendly. 

‘Father,’ she begged, ‘give me a drum, so that my son 
may play it and call upon a god from my village.’
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Her father said, ‘The drums at the shrine of Rampal are 
too big, but I will give you a drum from the shrine of Harki. 
Careful! Hide it well. Let nobody see you take it into Thehe!’

She left Jaira with a small tyamko drum hidden under 
her dress and her son in a wicker basket on her shoulders. 
They headed up the Karnali towards Thehe.

The travelers in her group were puzzled to hear the 
sound of a small tyamko drum beating on its own. After a 
few days of walking, they couldn’t control their curiosity any 
longer. When they finally reached Thehe, they crowded at 
the woman’s house and asked what was meant by the omen 
of the drum that beat on its own.

It was on the fourteenth day of the waxing moon in 
the month of Magh, in the deepest of winter, when villagers 
gathered around the young mother, the year-old boy, and 
the tyamko drum that played itself. The year-old baby had 
been chosen by the god Harki as his dhami. His name was 
Aashe Pariyar.

The year-old baby went into a trance and said to 
everybody, ‘I am the god Harki from Jaira!’

But the other gods already living in Thehe were angry 
at the new god. What they hated the most was that Harki 
had traveled there with a woman of the tailor caste, and had 
chosen her baby as his dhami. 

The god Rampal and his younger brothers Betal, 
Mashto and Banpal banded together to chase Harki away 
from Thehe. ‘Go away,’ they said to him. ‘You are not 
needed here, neither are you welcome among us. You have 
insulted us by choosing to live among people of low caste.’ 
That wasn’t very polite of them. But Harki replied politely, ‘I 
will live in Thehe with the people I choose.’ 

In those very days, Thehe was being terrorized by the 
demoness Kodiyamal, who lived in a cave deep inside the 
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river Karnali, just below the village. She traveled as far up 
north as the plains of Tibet and as far south as the plains 
of India to snatch children from villages along the river. 
As horrified villagers watched, blood gushed out of her 
underwater home whenever she ate a child. Even from under 
the fast and roaring waters of the Karnali the screams of 
children could be heard, some in Tibetan, some in Humli, 
and sometimes even in Urdu. Mothers blocked the ears of 
their children and tried to hide the bloody foam coloring the 
Karnali. But the crunching of bones and sucking of marrow 
echoed through the valley for many days.

The people of Thehe thought that their gods were 
incapable of defending them from Kodiyamal. One by one, 
Betal, Mashto and Banpal had greedily accepted sacrifices 
offered by the villagers and jumped into the river to battle 
Kodiyamal. But they had come running back after short 
battles, barely escaping with their limbs intact. With every 
victory over a god the demoness grew stronger and angrier. 

The day after arriving in Thehe, Aashe Pariyar’s mother 
sat massaging him in the sun when Kodiyamal stretched her 
tongue all the way from her cave and snatched away another 
child. The cries of the mother broke the hearts of everybody 
in Thehe. They waited in dread to hear the crunch and slurp, 
but no blood was seen. Instead, they heard Kodiyamal burp.

‘Rampal! You are the eldest and most powerful god. 
You are worshipped before any other. If you can’t protect 
my child, who can? I promise you the fattest and purest 
sacrifice!’ the mother cried.

Rampal reluctantly entered the river to fight the 
demoness, but he too fled back uphill to his shrine to hide 
in a pine grove.

Aashe Pariyar, as the god Harki in human form, flew 
from his roof, over the roofs of the Pariyar neighborhood. 
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He flew south over fields of barley and mustard and hemp 
until he hovered over the Karnali. 

‘Kodiyamal, give up the baby, or prepare for a fight 
to the death!’ Harki said in a clear and loud voice which 
everybody heard. The gods Banpal, Betal and Mashto came 
out of hiding to watch, half-wishing that Kodiyamal would 
eat this upstart god, but also hoping that Harki would kill 
the demoness who had defeated them. 

What Kodiyamal said in reply is too horrifying to write 
here, but it was arrogant enough that Harki dived into the 
waters of the Karnali. Their fight continued until the full 
moon of the month of Margh shone in the winter skies. 
After many hours of battle inside Kodiayamal’s underwater 
cave the river frothed with blood.

As the gods and the people of Thehe watched, the 
miraculous child flew out from the Karnali carrying the 
baby that he had torn out from Kodiyamal’s belly. 

Having seen Harki’s strength, Rampal, Betal, Banpal 
and Mashto met to discuss Harki’s place in Thehe. They 
believed themselves to be superior to Harki, but they had 
been proven wrong when Harki killed Kodiyamal. After 
debating through the night, they came to him the next day. 

‘You are a strong god,’ Rampal said reluctantly. ‘You 
may live here. During festivals, people will worship you 
before they worship me.’ Ever since then, the fourteenth day 
of the waxing moon, a night before the main festival, has 
been the day of the god Harki.

Aashe Pariyar, the dhami for the god Harki, grew up 
and battled more demons from around the village, saw a 
thousand moons, and lived to the ripe old age of eighty-
four. Since his passing, the god Harki has chosen men from 
among the descendants of Aashe Pariyar as his dhami. If a 
person of the so-called ‘upper caste’ treats a Pariyar person 
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rudely, or cheats them out of wages, they remember that the 
god of the Pariyars is a powerful god who killed a demoness 
who had defied their four strong gods. The caste system 
may treat the Pariyars of Thehe unfairly, but they have a god 
among them who loves justice and fights for the weak, and 
who doesn’t accept bullying.
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rf/ k|d'v lbzfdf rf/j6f /fhf lyP  . k"j{df gfªsf jf, 
blIf0fdf af8f xf]/, klZrddf gfª;L Nxf / pQ/df l;ªlnª ;f 
/fHo uy]{ . oL ;a}dWo] gfªsf jf ;a}eGbf wgL / zlQmzfnL lyP . 
pgsf & xhf/ & ;o e]F8f, % xhf/ % ;o rf}F/L / # xhf/ # 
;o 3f]8f lyP . 

gfª;L nfsf gfUsf gfdsf 5f]/f lyP h:sL cfdf 
pm tLg jif{sf x'Fbf lat]sL lyOg\  . /fhfn] a9f] si6;fy 
afnsnfO{ cfk}Fmn] x'sf{P . Ps lbg pgn] ljrf/ u/] — Úd]/f] 
5f]/fnfO{ PSn} x's{g w]/} d'l:sn x'g]5 . p;nfO{ v]Ng] ;fyL 
d}n] vf]lhlbg'k5{ .Ú To;kl5 pgn] cfgf 5f]/f, Pp6f y}nfdf 
;'g / csf] { y}nfdf rfFbL lnP/ 5f]/fnfO{ ;fyL lsGgsfnflu 
lg:s] .

/fhf / pgsf ;]js ;]ª] /fawfg lr;f Uofdf] gfdsf] 7fpFdf 
k'u] . ToxfF pgLx?n] b'O{ hgf s]6f;Fu} Pp6L a'9LnfO{ e]6] .

Últd|f 5f]/f dnfO{ a]R5\of}  < d]/f] Pp6f 5f]/f 5  . p;sf 
bfh'efO 5}gg\  . d ltdLnfO{ Ps y}nf] ;'g / Ps y}nf] rfFbL 
lbg;S5' / tLghgf afnsx?n] afFr'~h]n Ps csf{sf] x]/rfx 
ug{;Sg]5g\,Ú /fhfn] eg] . 

tL a"9L dlxnfn] pQ/ lbOg\ — Úd oL s]6fs]6LnfO{ a]Rg t 
;lQmgF . t/, clxn] cs}{lt/ x]/]/ k]ml/ kms]{/ x]g'{;\ .Ú

/fhfn] csf{lt/ x]/] / k]ml/ kms]{/ x]/]  . tL a"9L dlxnf 
cnk eO;s]sL lyOg\ t/ tL b'O{hgf afns eg] ToxLF lyP . tL 
a"9L dlxnf ToxfF geP klg /fhfn] ;'g / rfFbLsf y}nf 5f]8]/ 
afnsx?nfO{ 3/ NofP . 
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/fhfsf ca tLg 5f]/f eP — pgsf /fhs'df/ / b'O{ 
afnsx? . Pshgf afnssf] gfd lra'g bfo' lqa'ª / csf{sf] 
gfd n'Dk'mg gf]a'{ ;]Gaf /flvof] .

/fhfn] b'j} afnsx?nfO{ cfg} ;Gtfgh:t} Jojxf/ u/] 
eg] tL afnsx?n] klg /fhfnfO{ cfg} afa';/x dfg]  . /fhfn] 
pgLx?nfO{ lgi7fjfg\, axfb'/ / bofn' aGg l;sfP . /fhs'df/ & 
jif{sf x'Fbf /fhfsf] d[To' eof] . zf]s sd ePkl5 /fhs'df/ a'4sf] 
Wofgdf nfu] . 

l56} g} /fhfsf] ;DklQ 36\of] . tL & xhf/ & ;o e]F8fdWo] 
& j6fdfq afFsL /x], % xhf/ % ;o rf}F/Ldf % j6fdfq afFsL /x] 
/ # xhf/ # ;o 3f]8fdf # j6fdfq afFsL /x] . n'Dk'mg gf]a'{ ;]Gaf 
cToGt lrlGtt eP . pgn] cfgf efO / ;]jsnfO{ eg] — Úxfd|f 
afa'n] xfdLnfO{ & xhf/ & ;o e]F8f 5f8]sf lyP t/ clxn] & 
j6fdfq afFsL 5g\  . d dlnnf] r/g vf]H5' / kz'x?sf] ;+Vof 
a9fpF5' . /fhs'df/sf] /fd|/L x]/rfx ug'{ .Ú 

s]xL ;dokl5 lra'g bfo' lqa'ªn] /fhs'df/nfO{ eg] — Úxfd|f 
afa'n] xfdLnfO{ # xhf/ # ;o 3f]8f 5f8]/ hfg'ePsf] lyof]  . 
tLdWo] clxn] # j6fdfq afFsL 5g\  . ltgsf] ;+Vof a9fpg d 
k|z:t kfgL / 3fF; kfOg] 7fpF vf]Hg hfG5'  .Ú pgn] ;]jsnfO{ 
/fhs'df/sf] /fd|/L x]/rfx ug{' eg] / cfgf] vf]hLdf lg:s] . 

/fhs'df/ ;]js / % j6f rf}F/L lnP/ 3/} a;] . pgn] rf}F/Lsf] 
x]/rfx u/] / lgs} s8f kl/>d u/] . s]xL jif{kl5 % j6f rf}/LF 
% xhf/j6f eP . ;]jsn] eg] — Ú/fhs'df/, of] z'e nIf0f xf] . 
c;n dflg;x?n] ;w}F c;n k|ltkmn kfpF5g\ .Ú 

/fhs'df/n] pQ/ lbP — Úxfd|f kz'x? y'k|} eP . t/, dnfO{ 
d]/f efOx?sf] ;Demgf cfPsf] 5 . pgLx? s:tf] cj:yfdf 5g\ 
eGg] hfGg] dg 5  . pgLx?nfO{ vf]Hg';\ / pgLx?;Fu clxn] 
hltj6f 3f]8f / e]F8f eP klg 3/ Nofpg';\ .Ú

tL ;]js ;]ª] /fawg /fhs'df/sf] cf1f dfg]/ b'O{ efOnfO{ 
vf]Hg lxF8] . pgL ha /fhfn] plxn] tL b'O{ efOnfO{ e]6]sf] 7fpF 
lr;f Uofdf] k'u] ToxfF & xhf/ & ;o eGbf klg w]/} e]F8fsf] 
ayfg e]§fP  . tL s:sf e]F8f xf]nfg\ eg]/ rlst eP/ ysfO 
dfg{ kN6] . 
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ToxL a]nf Pp6L e]F8Ln] hLpe/ 6f6]kf6] ePsf] aRrf hGdfO{ 
h:sf] 3fF6Ldf z+vsf] dfnf lyof] . ;fgf] e]F8fn] cfdf;Fu ;f]Wof] —
Úof] k"jL{ /fHodf s}of}F ;fgf e]F8f 5g\ t/ 3fF6Ldf z+vsf] dfnf 
nufP/ hGd]sf] eg] ddfq} x'F . lsg xf]nf <Ú 

cfdf e]F8Ln] pQ/ lbO{ — Úl56} g} y'k|} k/Lx? lr;f Uofdf] 
glhs}sf] tnfpdf g'xfpg cfpg]5g\  . ltgdf ;a}eGbf ;'Gb/L 
k/Lsf] gfd Nxfdf] tf]ªbf] df xf] . ltd|f] z+vsf] dfnfn]dfq} ltgnfO{ 
;dfTg ;lsG5 . pgn] /fhs'df/;Fu laxf ul/g\ eg] k"jL{ /fHodf 
7"nf] ;f}efUo / v';L cfpg]5 .Ú 

To;kl5 pm cln rgfvf] eO{ / la:tf/} egL — Út/, 5f]/f 
oxfF Ps hgf xfd|f] s'/f a'‰g] dfG5] 5 . xfdL ca efUg'k5{ .Ú 

jf:tjdf ;]js ;]ª] /fawfgn] e]F8fsf] af]nL a'e]m  . pgn] 
pk]|m/ ev{/} hGd]sf] e]F8fsf] aRrfnfO{ ;dft]/ z+vsf] dfnf vf];] 
/ 6f]kLdf n'sfP  . clg xhf/f}F e]F8fsf] ayfgn] s'Nr]/ pgnfO{ 
w'nf]kL7f] agfpg'eGbf klxn] ToxfFaf6 efu] .

tTsfn} ;]js n'k'mg gf]a'{ ;]GafnfO{ /fhs'df/sf] ;Gb]z 
;'gfP . n'k'mg gf]a'{ ;]Gafn] eg] — Ú7Ls 5 . d 3/ cfpF5' . t/, 
ltdLn] lra'g bfo' lqa'ªnfO{ e]6]/ p;nfO{ 3/ lnP/ cfpg'k5{ .Ú

;]js cem cufl8 uP / lra'g bfo' lqa'ªnfO{ k]mnf 
kf/]  . sfnf] pgsf] kfnleq a;]sf lyP / kfnaflx/ Pp6f 
3f]8f cN5L dfGb} rl//x]sf] lyof] . cfgf] lg/fzfnfO{ n'sfP/ 
;]ª] /fawfgn] xif{k"j{s eg] — Ú/fhs'df/;Fu % xhf/ rf}F/L 5g\ 
/ n'Dk'g gf]a'{ ;]Gafsf] e]F8fsf] ayfgdf klg & xhf/eGbf w]/} 
eO;s] . tkfO{Fsf] lktfsf] ;DklQ klxn]h:t} eO;Sof] . cfpg';\ 
ca 3/ hfpFm .Ú 

oxL ;dfrf/ ;'Ggsfnflu klv{/x]h:tf] u/]/ lra'ª bfo' 
lqa'ª h'¿Ss p7] / eg] — Úxf] ∕ ca t'¿Gt} 3/ hfpmF .Ú b'j}hgf 
Pp6} 3f]8fdf r9] / r/fsf] KjfFvn] 9fs]em}F b]lvg] r§fglt/ uP . 
;]ª] /fawfg xtfl/P/ kl5 nfu] . KjfFvn] 9flsPsf] r§fgdf k'u]kl5 
lra'g bfo' lqa'ªn] eg — Úb]jL kfrf ∕ s[kf u/]/ d]/fnflu 9f]sf 
vf]lnlbg';\ ∕Ú To;kl5 pgn] tLg k6s yk8L ahfP . 

r§fg la:tf/} v'Nof]  . r§fgleq # xhf/ # ;oeGbf w]/} 
c;n 3f]8fx? lyP . lra'g bfo' lqa'ªn] afa'sf] 3f]8fnfO{ u'kmfaf6 
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aflx/ lgsfn] / eg]  — Ún  ∕ ca hfpmF  . c? 3f]8f kl5kl5 
cfpg]5g\ .Ú

lra'g bfo' lqa'ªn] lbPsf] 3f]8fdf r8]/ s]xL 6f9f k'u]kl5 
;]ª] /fabfg u'kmflt/ kms]{/ x]/] . ;a} 3f]8f pgLx?eGbf s]xL b"/Ldf 
kl5kl5 lxFl8/x]sf lyP . s:tf rlDsnf lyP ltgLx? ∕ cfwf/ftsf] 
cFWof/f] jgh:tf] sfnf]b]lv b"wh:tf] rlDsnf] ;]tf];Ddsf ;a} 
/∙sf 3f]8f lyP . s:tf] /dfOnf] b[Zo lyof] Tof] ∕ 

pgLx?nfO{ /fhs'df/n] xflb{stfk"j{s :jfut u/] / afa'sf] 
/fHodf a;] . /fhs'df/ ;'gsf] /fhu2Ldf a;], lra'g bfo' lqs'ª 
rfFbLsf] l;+xf;gdf / n'k'mg gf]a'{ 5]af tfdfsf] l;+xf;gdf a;]  . 
pgLx?n] ldn]/ /fHodf zf;g u/] . t/, b/af/sf] zf]ef a9fpg 
/fgL lyOgg\ . /, /fhs'df/ /fhf ePsf klg lyPgg\ . lsgeg] c? 
/fhfx?n] pgsf] ;DklQ / zlQm b]v]sf lyPgg\ . 

/fhs'df/sf ljZjfl;nf ;]js ;]ª] /fabfgn] e]F8L / ;fgf] 
e]F8fsf] s'/fsfgL ;De]m  . pgsf] 6f]kLdf n'sfPsf] z+vsf] dfnfn] 
6fpsf] lrnfpg yfn]sf] lyof] . 

Úof] z+vsf] dfnf lng';\ / cfgfnflu b'nxL agfpg k/LnfO{ 
cfk}Fm ;dfTg';\,Ú pgn] ;'emfj lbP .

;]ª] /fabfgsf s'/f ;'g]/ efOx? xfF;] klg /fhs'df/n] 
eg] — Ú;]ª] /fabfg ;w}F g} xfdLk|lt akmfbf/ /xFb}cfPsf 5g\  . 
pgn] slxNo} e'm6f] af]n]sf 5}gg\ . pgn] eg]kl5 d Tof] z+vsf] 
dfnf lnP/ pgn] atfPsf] 7fpFdf hfG5' . x]/f}F, s] x'Fbf]/x]5 .Ú

/fhs'df/ z+vsf] dfnf lnP/ lg:s]  . ha pgL atfOPsf] 
kf]v/Ldf k'u] /fhs'df/n] kf]v/Ldf y'k|} k/Lx? kf}8L v]ln/x]sf 
b]v] . /fhs'df/ dflg; ePsfn] pgsf] uGw kf]v/Ldf v]ln/x]sf 
k/Lx?n] yfxf kfOxfn] . clg t pgLx? t'¿Gt} p8]/ uP . t/, 
ltgLx?dWo] ;a}eGbf /fd|L k/L Nxfdf] tf]ªbf] df cfwf z/L/ 
kf]v/Ldf / cfwf aflx/ x'g]u/L /lx/Og\ . 

Ps}l5gsfnflu /fhs'df/n] cfk"m lsg kf]v/L;Dd cfPsf] xf] 
eGg] g} la;]{ . pgL t Nxfdf] tf]ªbf] dfsf] ;'Gb/tf b]v]/ d'Uw eP . 
t/, lah'nLsf] a]udf /fhs'df/n] s] ug'{kg]{ xf] ;lDemP / rdTsf/L 
dfnf klx¥ofP/ k/LnfO{ ;dft] . pgsf u'0f / ;'Gb/tfn] b/af/sf] 
zf]ef a9fof] .
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afa'sf] ;DklQ k]ml/ kfPkl5 / :ju{sL ;a}eGbf ;'Gb/L k/L 
kTgL kfPkl5 gfUsf ;Ln] ljrf/ u/] — Úd]/f] /fHo afa'sf] kfnfdf 
eGbf klg a9L ;d[4 ePsf] 5 . d}n] o;sf] pT;j dgfpg'k5{ .Ú

cfgf ;]js / efOx?sf] ;xof]uaf6 /fhs'df/n] ;+;f/sf 
yfxf eP;Dd ;a}lt/sf /fhf / /fhs'df/x?nfO{ k|ltof]lutfdf 
;fd]n x'g lgDtf k7fP  . ÚtkfO{Fsf] ;a}eGbf pQd 3f]8f lnP/ 
cfpg';\  .Ú lgDtfdf lzi6 zAbdf elgPsf] lyof] — ÚTo:tf] 3f]8f 
lnP/ cfpg';\ h'g cfsfzdf r/fe}mF p8\g ;sf];\, kfgLdf df5fh:t} 
kf}8g ;sf];\ / 3fF;] d}bfgdf xfjf rn];/L bf}8g ;sf];\ . tkfO{Fsf] 
3f]8fn] bf}8df lhTof] eg] d c? ;oj6f ;fgbf/ 3f]8fx? k'/:sf/ 
:j¿k lbg]5' .Ú 

ltAate/sf /fhf / /fhs'df/x? s]xL lbgleq} /fhs'df/sf] 
ta]nfsf ;o 3f]8f lhTg] p2]Zon] hDdf eP  . kfx'gfx?nfO{ 
:jfut u/L ef]hg u/fPkl5 /fhs'df/n] ef]lnkN6 laxfg ;a]/} bf}8 
k|ltof]lutf ;'¿ x'g] 3f]if0ff ;'gfP .

;Ddfgsfnflu o'jf /fhs'df/x?n] k|ltof]lutfdf efu 
lnPgg\ . rf/ lbzfsf /fhfn] dfq k|ltof]lutfdf efu lng] eP . 
/fhf a8f xf]/, /fhf gfª;L Nxf / /fhf l;ªlnª ;fn] dfq} 
/fhs'df/;Fu k|lt:kwf{df efu lng] eP . /fhs'df/ a"9f /fhfsf] 
;a}eGbf dgkg]{ 3f]8fdf ;jf/ eP  . bf}8 ;'¿ x'g]lalQs} Ps} 
lgd]ifdf bf}8 k"/f eof] . t/, blIf0fsf /fhfsf] 3f]8fn] bf}8 lht] . 
kfx'gfn] k|ltof]lutf lht]sfn] s;}n] klg gfUsf ;LnfO{ 5'b| ePsf] 
cf/f]k nufpg ;s]gg\  . pgsf] cltly ;Tsf/df /dfPsfx?sf] 
xfF;f]n] /fhs'df/sf] dxnsf] uf}/j a9\of] .

kfx'gfx?sf] ;Ddfgdf cfof]hgf ul/Psf] ef]hdf cltlyx?n] 
dg nfu'Gh]n gfr], ufP / vfOlkO{ u/] . ;a} hgf v';L lyP . 
/fhs'df/n] cfgf ;]jsn] eg]sf] ;De]m  — Úc;n dflg;x?sf] 
;w}F enf] x'G5 .Ú pgn] cfk"mnfO{ a'4sf] elQmdf nufP, efOx?;Fu 
/fd|f] Jojxf/ u/] / cfgL /fgLnfO{ ;w}F cfb/ / k|]d u/] . pgn] 
c;n sfdsf] k'/:sf/ kfPsf lyP . /fhs'/df/n] a'4sf] cfzLjf{b 
kfO/xg ;w}F u'0fjfg\ eO/xg] jfrf u/] .
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In the four cardinal directions were four kings: King 
Nangka Wa in the east, King Bada Hor in the south, King 
Nangsi Lha in the west, and King Shingling Tsa in the north. 
Of these, King Nangka Wa was the most powerful and 
wealthy. He had 7,700 sheep, 5,500 yaks, and 3,300 horses. 

Nangka Wa has a son named Nangka Dsi, whose mother 
died when he was three years old. The king raised the child by 
himself and had a very hard time of it. One day, he thought, 
‘It will be very difficult for my son to grow up alone. I must 
find playmates for him.’ So he took his son, a bag of gold and 
another of silver, and set off to buy a friend for his son. 

The king and his footman Koryu Senge Rabdhan 
reached a place called Chisha Gyamo. There, they met an 
old woman with two boys. 

‘Can you please sell your boys to me? I have a son who 
has no brothers. I can pay you one bag of gold and one bag 
of silver, and the three boys can look after each other for the 
rest of their lives,’ the king said.

The old woman replied, ‘I cannot sell you these 
children. But please look away, and then turn back again.’

The king looked away, and turned back again. The old 
woman had vanished, but the two boys remained. Although 
the old woman wasn’t there, the king left behind the bags of 
gold and silver and brought the two boys home. 
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The king now had three sons: his prince, and the two 
boys. One boy was named Chibun Dayu Tribung, and the 
other was named Luphun Norbu Tsenba. 

The king treated the two boys as his own children, and 
they also loved him like their own father. He taught them to 
be loyal, brave and kind. When the prince was seven years 
old, the king passed away. Overcome with grief, the prince 
dedicated himself to the Buddha. 

Soon, the king’s wealth decreased. Of the 7,700 sheep, 
only seven remained; of the 5,500 yaks, only five remained, 
and of the 3,300 horses, only three remained. Luphun Norbu 
Tsenba became very worried. He said to his brother and the 
footman, ‘Our father left us 7,700 sheep, but now only seven 
remain. I will find a fertile pasture where I can increase the 
flock. Take good care of the prince.’

Sometime later, Chibun Dayu Tribung said to the 
prince, ‘Our father left us 3,300 horses, of which only three 
remain. I will find a place with plenty of water and grass to 
increase their number.’ He asked the footman to take good 
care of the prince, and left on his quest. 

The prince stayed home with his footman and the 
five yaks. He took care of the yaks and worked hard. After 
a few years, the five yaks increased to over 5,000. The 
footman said, ‘Prince, this is a good sign. Good people are 
always rewarded.’

The Prince replied, ‘We have plenty of livestock. But I 
miss my brothers. I want to know how they are. Please find 
them and bring them home regardless of how many sheep 
and horses they have now.’

Koryu Senge Rabdhan, the footman, obeyed the prince 
and left to find the other two brothers. When he reached 
Chisha Gyamo, at just the spot where the old king had 
found playmates for the prince, he found a flock of sheep 
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numbering far more than 7,700. He wondered whose flock 
of sheep they were, and, thus wondering, lay down to rest.

Just at that moment, a ewe gave birth to a lamb covered 
with spots all over its body and wearing a conch necklace. 
The little lamb asked his mother, ‘There are so many other 
little lambs in the East Kingdom, but I am the only one born 
with a conch necklace. Why is that so?’ 

The ewe replied, ‘Soon, many fairies will gather to 
bathe in the lake near Chisha Gyamo. Of them, the fairest 
is named Lhamo Tongduo Ma. She can be caught only 
with your conch necklace. And if she marries the Prince, 
it will be the greatest luck and brightest joy for all of the 
East Kingdom.’ 

Then, suddenly, she became alert and said softly, ‘But 
son, there is a man here who understands our tongue. We 
must run away.’ 

Indeed, the footman Koryu Senge Rabdhan understood 
the language of the sheep. He jumped at the newborn lamb 
and captured the conch necklace and hid it in his felt hat and 
set off before the hooves of 7,000 sheep could trample him 
into the dust. 

Very soon, the footman ran into Luphun Norbu 
Tsenba and gave him the prince’s message. Luphun Norbu 
Tsenba said, ‘Alright. I am coming home. But you should 
find Chibun Dayu Tribung and bring him home.’ 

The footman walked further on and tracked down 
Chibun Dayu Tribung, who was sitting inside a tent of black 
wool, but with just one horse lazily grazing outside the tent. 
Disguising his disappointment with the utmost good sense, 
Koryu Senge Rabdhan said to him, ‘The prince now has 
over 5,000 yak, and Luphun Norbu Tsenba now herds over 
7,000 sheep. The wealth of your father is sufficiently restored. 
Come, let’s go home.’ 
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Chibun Dayu Tribung sprang up, as if he had been 
waiting for just this news, and said, ‘Yes! Let’s go home 
right now.’ He raced off on his only horse towards a rock 
that shimmered as if covered all over with feathers. Koryu 
Senge Rabdhan hurriedly followed. When they reached 
the feathery rock, Chibun Dayu Tribung said, ‘Goddess 
Pacha! Please open the door for me.’ He then clapped 
three times. 

The rock opened up slowly. Inside the rock were more 
than 3,300 fine horses. Chibun Dayu Tribung led his father’s 
horses out of the cave and said to the footman, ‘Let’s go 
now. The other horses will follow.’ 

After traveling some distance, riding the horse Chibun 
Dayu Tribung had given him, Koryu Senge Rabdhan turned 
back to look at the cave. All the horses were following them 
at a respectable distance. And what splendid colors they 
were! From the black of a midnight in the forest, to the 
white of mare’s milk, there were horses of every color. What 
a wonderful sight it was! 

Each of them was received warmly by the prince, and 
they lived together in their father’s kingdom. The prince sat 
on a golden throne, Chinbun Dayu Tribung sat on a silver 
throne and Luphun Norbu Tseba sat on a copper throne. 
They ruled the kingdom together. But the court didn’t have 
a queen to increase its beauty. And the prince wasn’t yet a 
king because other kings hadn’t seen his wealth and power.

Koryu Senge Rabdhan, the trusted footman, 
remembered the conversation between the ewe and her 
young lamb. ‘Take this conch necklace and catch yourself a 
fairy for a bride!’ he suggested.

Although his brothers laughed at Koryu Senge 
Rabdhan, the prince said, ‘Koryu Senge Rabdhan has always 
been loyal to us. He has never told a lie. If he says so, I will 
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travel with the conch necklace to the land he describes, and 
see what happens.’

 The prince set off with the conch necklace. When he 
reached the lake described to him, the prince saw many fairies 
swimming in the lake. Because the prince was a mortal, the 
smell of his body scared the fairies playing in the water. They 
suddenly flew away. But the fairest fairy of them all, Lhamo 
Tongduo Ma, remained behind, half in the lake, and half out 
of the water. 

For half a moment, the prince forgot why he had 
traveled to the lake. He was blinded by Lhamo Tongduo 
Ma’s beauty. But, like a flash of lightning, the prince regained 
his wit and threw the magical necklace around the fairy and 
caught her. Lhamo Tongduo Ma agreed to marry him and 
return with him to the palace. Her beauty and her virtues 
brought glory to the court.

Having regained the wealth of his father, and having 
found the fairest of the heavenly fairies as a wife, Nagka Dsi 
thought, ‘My kingdom is more prosperous than it was in my 
father’s times. I must celebrate this achievement.’

With the help of his footman and his brothers, the 
prince sent out invitations to all known corners of the world, 
inviting kings and princes to come to a tournament. ‘Bring 
your best horses,’ the invitation said in polite language, 
‘Bring horses which can fly like a bird in the sky, or which 
can swim like a fish in the river, or which gallop like the 
wind sweeping over the grassland. If your horse wins the 
race, I will reward you with a hundred more horses that are 
just as magnificent.’

Kings and princes from across Tibet gathered within a 
few days to win a hundred horses from the prince’s stable. 
After welcoming the guests and serving them a feast, the prince 
announced that the race would start early in the morning. 
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Out of respect, the young prince’s brothers did not 
participate in the race. Only the four kings of the four 
directions would compete. King Bada Hor, King Nangsi 
Lha, and King Shingling Tsa would race against the prince. 
The prince rode Zagar Lheqin, the old king’s favorite horse. 
When the race began, the horses flew from start to finish in 
the time it takes for the eyes to blink. But it was the horse 
belonging to the King of the South which won the prize. 
Because a guest had won the competition, nobody could 
accuse Nagka Dsi of being ungracious. The laughter of 
guests enjoying his hospitality brought much honor to the 
house of the prince.

At the feasts held in honor of the guests, the host and 
his guests sang and danced and ate to their heart’s desire. 
Everybody was very happy with their lives. The prince 
remembered what his footman had said – ‘Good people are 
always rewarded.’ He had devoted himself to the Buddha, 
treated his adopted brothers fairly, and shown respect and 
love to his queen. He was being rewarded for his good 
conduct. The prince vowed to always be virtuous so that the 
Buddha would always bless him.
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x'Dnf g]kfnsf] gS;fsf] dflyNnf] efusf] b]a|] s'gfdf 5  . 
o;sf] pQ/kl§ ltAat :jfoQ If]qsf] ªf/L k|fGt 5 eg] klZrddf 
ef/tsf] pQ/fv08 /fHo k5{ . s0ff{nL gbL ltAataf6 ;'¿ eP/ 
x'Dnf x'Fb} aU5 / blIf0fdf dxfgbL u∙fdf ldl;G5  . oxfF af}4, 
af]Gkf] / lxGb'x? a:5g\ . x'Dnfdf lxpFn] 9fs]sf r'r'/fx?, ;'Gb/ 
3fF;] d}bfg / le/fnf kxf8 b]lvG5g\ . oxfFsf s]xL afl;Gbf ls;fg 
5g\ eg] s]xL Jofkf/L . pgLx? ef/tLo t/fO{ / ltAatsf] /];d 
dfu{;Fu P]ltxfl;s?kdf hf]l8Psf 5g\ .

x'Dnf syfx?df w]/} wgL 5 . k|To]s ufpFdf k'vf{ / b]ptfx?sf 
k"hf ul/g] kljq :yfgx? 5g\  . x'Dnfsf lxGb'x?n] /fdkfn, 
xl/kfn, 306kfn, jf0fkfn, dw'Dkfn, z+vkfn, sfnlzNt, u'/f, 
a]tfn, z'Snx+z, bfx|] di6f] / b'w] di6f] gfdsf !@ b]ptfsf] k"hf 
u5{g\  . ltgLx?sL alxgL ejfgLsf] klg k"hf ul/G5  . c?df 
nf}xf;'/, Nxfªf], xsL{ cflb afx| efO b]ptfsf elthf x'g\ .

x'Dnfsf] ufj}FlkR5] ljleGg b]ptfsf yfg 5g\ . l;dLsf]6 jf 
7]x]h:tf 7"nf ufpFx?df w]/} b]ptf 5g\ eg] c? ufpFx?df yf]/} 
b]ptf xf]nfg\ . k|To]s b]ptf jf b]jL wfdLsf ?kdf dfgj rf]nfdf 
hGd lnG5g\  . csf]{ JolQmnfO{ b]ptfsf] k'/fgf] efiff af]Ng] 8f+u|L 
x'g] tflnd lbOG5  . 8f+u|Ln] dflg;x?sf k'sf/ / efsnnfO{ 
b]ptfsfnflu cg'jfb u5{ / wfdLnfO{ Wofgdf a;]/ k'sf/f ;'Gg 
nufpF5 . o;}u/L 8f+u|Ln] b]ptfsf] af]nL x'Dnfsf dflg;x?sfnflu 
cg'jfb u5{ .

of] o'u cfpg'eGbf klxn] plxNo} b]ptfsf kfnfdf afx| efO 
b]ptfn] s}nfz kj{t / dfg;/f]j/sf] ;[li6sf af/]df ;'g] . pgLx?n] 
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cfgf ;a}eGbf h]7f bfh' :ju{sf /fhf OGb|;Fu kljq wfdx?df 
hfg] cg'dlt dfu] . pgLx?n] kljq ;/f]j/df g'xfP, kljq kj{tsf] 
kl/qmdf u/] / ;[li6stf{sf] :t'ltufg u/] . t/, 3/ kms{g] a]nfdf 
pgLx?nfO{ 8fª]lrgsf] b}Ton] kq]m/ /fVof] . b]ptfx?nfO{ b}To / 
p;sf ;]gfnfO{ x/fpg xhf/ jif{;Dd n8fOF ug'{k¥of] . pgLx?n] 
p;sf] 6fpsf] sf6]/ z/L/eGbf s}of}F lsnf]ld6/ k/ kmfn] . ltAatsf] 
tfSnfsf]6sf] df6f] b}Tosf] /utn] /ft} eof] . 

b]ptfx? OGb| ePsf 7fpFdf kms]{ / eg]  — ÚxfdL xhf/ 
jif{sf ef]sf / Kof;f 5f}F  . xfdLnfO{ vfg / lkpg lbg';\  ∕Ú 
OGb|n] pQ/ lbP — Úx'Dnf hfcf]  . ToxfF kfkLx?nfO{ b08 lbg] 
/ k'0o sd{sfnflu k'/:sf/ lbg] d]/f] lgodsf] /Iff u/  . To;f] 
eP dflg;x?n] ltdLx?nfO{ aln / afnLsf] efu r9fpg]5g\  . 
pgLx?nfO{ ;Gtfg / kz'sf] j/bfg lbg' jf la/fdL agfOlbg'  . 
clg ha pgLx?n] vfg]s'/f / lkpg]s'/f r9fpF5g\ pgLx?sf] /f]u 
lgsf] agfOlbg' ∕Ú 

OGb|sf] egfOn] b]ptfx? v';L eP  . pgLx? :ju{af6 
lxN;fsf] gf}d'n]df cf]n]{ . gf}j6f wf/f ePsf] kljq d"ndf g'xfPkl5 
pgLx? x'Dnfsf ljleGg ufpFdf a:gsfnflu lxF8] . pgLx? cfgf 
wfdLx?sf dfWodaf6 gfRg] / ufpg] uy]{ / OGb|sf] lgod kfngf 
u/fpFy] . To;sf abnfdf x'DnLx? ltgsf] :t'lt ufpFy] clg aln 
tyf afnL r9fpFy] / kfkaf6 6f9} /xg] tyf c;n dflg; x'g] 
jfrf uy]{ .

x'Dnfaf6 blIf0fdf kg]{ h'Dnf ;fd|fHodf zlQmzfnL /fhfn] 
zf;g uy]{ . pgL lji0f'sf cjtf/ lyP . pgn] x'Dnfdf wfdLx?n] 
rdTsf/ ug]{ / To;sf abnfdf x'DnLx?n] e]6L r9fpg] u/]sf] 
;'g]  . b]ptf;Fu s'/fsfgL ug{ wfdL / 8f+u|LnfO{ r9fOg] dfgf 
rfdnn] klg /fhfnfO{ l/; p7fof] . lsgeg] /fhfn] dfq s/ lng 
/ e]6L :jLsf/ ug{ kfpF5 eGg] pgsf] ljZjf; lyof] .

x'Dnfsf b]ptfx?n] kfkLnfO{ b08 lbg] / c;n sfd ug]{nfO{ 
k'/:sf/ lbg] u/]sf] ;'g]/ t /fhf emg\ w]/} l/;fP lsgeg] Gofo t 
/fhfaf6 dfq x'g ;S5 . b]ptfx?n] ;a} hftsf dflg;x? k'¿if 
/ :qL ;a} k/Dk/fut lgod dfg]/ a:g] Joj:yf lglZrt\ u/]sf 
lyP . h'g;'s} cj:yfdf klg ;dfhdf Pp6f k|yf sfod /xg'k5{ / 
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Tof] s'g} cj:yfdf klg ablng ;Q}mg . b]ptfsf] cjtf/sf ?kdf 
wfdLx?n] o:tf lgodx? nfu' u/fpFy] . 

To;}n] l/;fPsf h'Dnfsf /fhfn] x'Dnfsf wfdLx?nfO{ kqm]/ 
b/af/df Nofpg eo+s/ ;}lgsx? k7fP . cyjf, x'Dnfsf wfdLx?n] 
eg]cg';f/ lji0f'sf cjtf/n] b]ptfsf cjtf/nfO{ kq]m .

Úd]/f k|hfx?sf aLrdf a:g] cg'dlt ltdLx?nfO{ s:n] 
lbof] < d]/f k|hfn] r9fPsf] e]6L lng] clwsf/ s:n] lbof]  <Ú 
/fhfn] wfdLx?nfO{ xKsfP .

Úxfd|f bfh' OGb|n] xfdLnfO{ x'Dnf k7fPsf x'g\ . pgn] xfdLn] 
x'Dnfsf hgtfdfly zf;g ug{ kfp5f}F eg]sf lyP  .Ú wfdLx?n] 
pQ/ lbP . 

/fhf ce}m l/;fO/x]sf] b]v]kl5 wfdLx?dWo]sf Ps hgfn] 
cfgf] z/L/df r9]sf b]ptfsf] zlQm b]vfpg d'7Ldf hf} xTs]nfd} 
ldr]/ sfnf] kL7f] agfP .

t/, /fhf klg t lji0f'sf] cjtf/ ePsfn] zlQmzfnL lyP . 
pgn] klg d'7Ldf hf} lnP / xTs]n}n] ldr]/ sfnf] kL7f] agfOlbP . 

Úo:tf dfd'nL rfnafhL b]vfP/ ltdLx? dnfO{ r'gf}tL 
lbg] cfF6 u5f}{ <Ú /fhfn] q'm4 eP/ ;f]w]  . pgL 3d08L lyP 
/ wfdLx?n] pgLx? sdhf]/ / lgsDdf ePsf] :jLsf/ u¿g\ 
eGg] rfxGy] . 

csf{ wfdLn] xTs]nfdf Ps d'7L hf} lnP / To;nfO{ ldr]/ 
/ftf] kL7f] agfP  . tL 3d08L /fhfn] klg To;} u/]  . To;kl5 
wfdLn] xftdf tLnsf bfgf lnP / xTs]nfd} lk;]/ t]nsf] wf/f 
r'xfP  . /fhfn] xfF;]/ h'Fufdf tfp nufP clg tLnnfO{ xft}n] 
lgrf]/]/ t]n lgsfn] . 

wfdLn] Pp6f kTy/ xftdf lnP/ b}jL zlQm k|of]u u/]/ w'nf] 
agfOlbP / /fhfn] klg To;} u/] . 

h'Dnfsf /fhfn] x'Dnfsf wfdLnfO{ xsf/] — Úo:tf] tdf;f clt 
eof] . ltdLx? b]ptfsf cfjfh ePsf] bfaL ug{ aGb u/ . d;Fu 
gePsf] s'g} zlQm ltdLx?;Fu 5}g . ltdLx?n] e]6L lng / Gofo 
ug{ klg 5f8 ∕Ú 

t/, wfdLx?n] cfgf] zlQm b]vfpg afFsL g} lyof] . pgLx?n] 
tfdfsf] tfpnf]df t]n ttfP . t]n eSesL pDn]kl5 wfdLn] tnfpsf] 
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lr;f] kfgLh:t} tGtgL lkOlbP . /fhfn] klg t]nsf] tftf] efF8f] t 
p7fP, t/ lkpg] cfF6 ug{ ;s]gg\ .

ÚltdLx?sf] zlQm d]/f]eGbf w]/} 5  .Ú /fhfn] cGTodf xf/ 
:jLsf/ u/] . ÚltdLx? b]ptfsf] cfjfhsf ?kdf x'Dnfdf /fh u/ . 
d lji0f'sf] cjtf/ x'F  . To;}n] d ltdLx?sf] bfh' x'F  . ltdLx? 
x'Dnfdf d]/f] lgod kfng u/fpm  . ltdLx?n] lgodcg';f/ k'0o 
ug]{nfO{ k'/:sf/ b]pm / kfkLx?nfO{ b08 b]]pm . ltdLx?n] s;}nfO{ 
klg Jolerf/, rf]/L ug{ jf s;}nfO{ wf]sf lbg gb]pm ∕Ú 

ÚtkfO{F bfh' x'g'x'G5 / xfdL efO xf}F .Ú wfdLx?dfk{mt\ b]ptfn] 
eg] — ÚxfdL k/Dk/fut lgodcg';f/ b08 / k'/:sf/ lbg]5f}F . xfdL 
dfg;/f]jf/df :gfg ug]{5f}F / s}nfz kl/qmdf u/]/ kljq kj{tk|lt 
;Ddfg k|s6 ug]{5f}F  . xfdL cfgf] xs gk'Ug] s]xL klg :jLsf/ 
ug]{5}gf} .Ú 

To;kl5 clxn];Dd /fhfsf] lgod nfu' x'g] h'Dnf lji0f'e"ld 
sxnfOof]  . wfdLx?åf/f b]ptfsf] lgod nfu' u/fOPsf] x'Dnf 
b]je"ldsf ?kdf lrlgG5 .
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Humla is at the top left corner of Nepal. To its north 
is the Ngari province in the Tibet Autonomous Region of 
China, and to its west is Uttarakhand, a state in India. The 
river Karnali originates in Tibet, flows through Humla, and 
travels south into India to join the river Ganga. Buddhists, 
Bönpos and Hindus live here. Great snowcapped peaks, 
beautiful grasslands and steep mountains are seen in Humla. 
Some people are farmers, and some are traders who have 
historically connected the plains of India to the Silk Route 
that passed through Tibet. 

Humla is rich in stories. Every village has sacred spaces 
where ancestors and gods are worshipped. The Hindus of 
Humla worship the twelve gods, namely Rampal, Haripal, 
Ghantapal, Banpal, Madhumpal, Shankhapal, Kalshilta, 
Gura, Betal, Shuklahansa, Daarhe-Mashto and Dudhe-
Mashto. Bhawani, who is their sister, is also worshipped. 
Others like Lauhasur, Lhango and Harki are nephews of the 
twelve brothers. 

Each village in Humla has shrines for various gods. 
Big villages like Simikot or Thehe may have more gods than 
other villages with fewer gods. Each god or goddess is born 
in human form as a dhami shaman. Another person trains 
to become the interlocutor dangri, who speaks the ancient 
language of the gods. The dangri translates the prayers and 
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wishes of the people for the gods, who take their dhami into 
a trance and listen to prayers. The dangri also translates the 
speech of the gods for the people of Humla.

In the time of gods, before time had become real, the 
twelve gods heard about the creation of the Mount Kailas 
and the Lake Manasarovar. They asked their eldest brother 
Indra, who was the king of the heavens, for permission to 
visit the sacred pilgrimage sites. They bathed in the holy lake 
and walked around the holy mountain and sang praises of 
the Creator. But on the way home, they were captured by the 
demon of Dangechin. The gods fought the demon’s army 
for a thousand years before defeating him. They threw his 
head many kilometers away from his body. The soil around 
Taklakot in Tibet turned red from the demon’s blood. 

The gods returned to Indra and said, ‘We have been 
hungry and thirsty for a thousand years. Give us food 
and drink!’

Indra replied, ‘Go to Humla. Protect my rule there by 
punishing evil and rewarding good deeds. So that the people 
may offer you sacrifices and a part of their harvest, bless 
them with children and cattle, or make them ill. When they 
pray to you and offer you food and drink, heal their diseases!’

This pleased the gods. They descended from heaven to 
Naumule, in Hilsa. After bathing in a holy spring with nine 
fountains, they danced into Humla to live in various villages. 
They danced and sang through their dhamis and kept the law 
of Indra. In exchange, the people of Humla sang their praise, 
offered sacrifices and grains, and promised to be good. 

A powerful king ruled over the empire of Jumla, which is 
to the south of Humla. He was the incarnation of Vishnu. He 
heard of the miracles being performed in Humla by the dhamis, 
for which the people of Humla made offerings. The half-kilo 
of rice offered to dhamis and dangris for making it possible to 
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talk to the gods also made the king angry because he believed 
that only a king could collect taxes and accept offerings.

The king became even angrier when he heard that the 
gods of Humla also rewarded good behavior and punished 
bad behavior, because justice could come only from the king. 
The gods made sure that men and women, and people of 
each caste, lived according to ancient rules. Everybody had a 
place in the hierarchy of society, which could never change, 
no matter what happened. As incarnations of the gods, the 
dhamis enforced these rules. 

So, the angry king of Jumla sent his fearsome soldiers 
to arrest the dhamis of Humla and bring them to his court. 
Or, as the dhamis of Humla say, Vishnu’s incarnation arrested 
the incarnation of the gods. 

‘Who gave you permission to live among my people? 
Who gave you the right to take offerings from my subjects?’ 
the king growled at the dhamis.

‘Our brother Indra sent us to Humla. He said we could 
rule over the people of Humla.’

When the dhamis saw that the king was still angry, one 
of them took a fistful of barley and crushed it into black 
powder to show the power of the god who lived in his body. 

But the king was also full of great power as the 
incarnation of Vishnu. He also crushed barley into black 
powder with his bare hand.

‘You dare challenge me with these simple tricks?’ the 
king roared in anger. He was proud, and he wanted the 
dhamis to say that they were weak and worthless.

Another dhami took a fistful of barley and crushed it 
into red flour. The haughty king did the same. Next, the 
dhami crushed a fistful of sesame seeds until oil flowed from 
his fist. The king laughed and twirled his moustache, and he 
also made oil from sesame with his bare fist. 
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The dhami grabbed a rock and crushed it with divine 
power into dust, but the king also did the same.

‘Enough of these tricks!’ the king of Jumla shouted at the 
dhamis from Humla. ‘You will stop claiming that you are the 
voice of the gods! You don’t have any power that I don’t have. 
You will stop accepting offerings and dispensing justice!’

But the dhamis hadn’t finished showing their strength. 
They heated oil in a large copper pot. Once the oil boiled, 
a dhami drank the hot oil like it was water from an ice-cold 
lake. The king lifted the hot pot of oil, but he didn’t have the 
courage to drink it. 

‘You do have powers greater than mine,’ the king 
finally accepted defeat. ‘You may rule in Humla as the voices 
of the gods. I am the incarnation of Vishnu. Therefore, I am 
your elder. So, you shall keep my laws in Humla. You shall 
reward good deeds and punish evil deeds according to my 
laws. You won’t allow anyone to commit adultery or theft, or 
to deceive anybody.’ 

‘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 bathe in Manasarovar and pay our 
respects to Kailas by walking around the sacred mountains. 
We shall never accept anything that doesn’t belong to us.’

Forever since then, Jumla has been known as 
Vishnubhumi, where the king’s laws apply. Humla, where the 
dhamis uphold the rules of the gods, is known as Devbhumi, 
or, the land of gods.
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xfn};Dd klg Oltxf;sf k':tsx?df /fhfdxf/fhf / 
ltgLx?aLrsf] n8fOFsf syf dfq} n]lvPsf x'Gy]  . wgLul/a, 
alnoflgwf{, dlxnfk'?if ;a}nfO{ ;d]6\g]u/L Oltxf; n]lvGgYof]  . 
k'/fgf Oltxf;x?df /fhfdxf/fhf n8\bf ltgsf ;]gf / ufpFn]x?nfO{ 
;a}n] la;{Gy] . t/, To:tf o'4df dg]{ / dfg]{ t ;w}F lar/f l;kfxL 
/ ufpFn]x? g} t x'Gy] ∕

cfheGbf sl/a b'O{ ;o jif{ klxn] g]kfnsf] aLrlt/ kg]{ 
uf]vf{ /fHoaf6 klZrd uPsf] uf]vf{nL ;]gfn] u9jfnsf ufpFx?df 
cfqmd0f u¥of]  . u9jfnsf] 7Ls pQ/tkm{ lxdfno kj{tz[+vnf 
sf6]/ uPkl5 kljq kj{t s}nfz cjl:yt 5  . v]tLkftL / 
Jofkf/df lge{/ zflGtk|]dL dflg;x?sf] ufpF l;/bf+usf jfl;Gbf 
cfqmd0fsf] 8/df lyP . uf]vf{nLx? s'Voft lyPM pgLx? cGg / 
ufO{j:t' n'6\y] / ufpF hnfOlbGy] . tLdWo] s]xL l;kfxL t o'4df 
dg{'nfO{ uf}/jsf] s'/f dfGy] . cfk"m dg{af6 8/fpFlbg eGg] b]vfpg 
laTyfdf csf{sf] xTof uy]{ . 

l;/bf+usf afl;Gbf /ª hfltdWo] Ps af7f a"9f klg lyP . 
pgsf w]/} ;Gtfg lyP h;sf] pgnfO{ c;fWo} dfof nfUYof]  . 
cfgf zfvf;Gtfgn] kl5kl5;Dd cfkm"nfO{ a/fh'sf] ?kdf k|z+;f 
/ k"hf u?g\ eGg] pgnfO{ rfxgf lyof], / To;}n] pgL ;a}nfO{ 
arfpg rfxGy] . pgsf zfvf;Gtfgn] k':tf}Fk':tf;Dd pgsf] k|z+zf 
u/] pgL b]jtfg} aGg klg s] a]/ < 

af7f a"9fsf] a'l4n] pgnfO{ yfxf lbof] ls l;/bf+udf ePsf] 
dgUu] cGg, pDbf pmg / df]6f3f6f e]F8fafv|f / ltAat;Fusf] 
Jofkf/af6 sdfOPsf] wg n'6\g uf]vf{nLx?n] cfqmd0f ug]{5g\ .
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ÚafFRg] xf] eg] xfdL 8fF8fsf] 6'Kkfdf ePsf] lsNnf;Dd 
efUg'k5{,Ú af7f a"9fn] ufpFn]x?nfO{ eg]  . Úuf]vf{nLx? kSs} 
cfpg]5g\ / ltgsf] nf]e hflt 7"nf] 5 ltgsf] qm"/tf Toltg} w]/} 
5  .Ú ufpFn]x?n] cfgf] ;DklQ / kl/jf/hg a6'n] / glhs}sf] 
8fF8fsf] 6'Kkfdf ePsf] lsNnftkm{ s'n]nd 7f]s] . 

‰ofKk bfx|L kfn]sf], 3'ld|Psf] v'F8f / u}F8fsf] 5fnfsf] 9fn 
af]s]sf] uf]vf{nL ;/bf/ cfgf aa{/ l;kfxL;lxt l;/bf+u l5¥of] . 
ufpF ;'g;fg lyof] . 3/x? lrl6Ss k/]sf / ;'U3/ lyP, t/ wg, 
cGg jf e]F8fafv|fsf] gfdf]lg;fg lyPg . o:;f] gh/ 3'dfP/ x]bf{ 
;/bf/n] 8fF8fsf] 6'Kkfdf lsNnf b]Vof] / cfgf l;kfxLnfO{ Tot} 
lxF8\g] cfb]z lbof] . 

xltof/ glnO{sg} Ps n:s/ l;/bf+usf dflg; lsNnfsf] 
9f]sfaflx/ glhs}sf] lr;f] d"nsf] ld7f] kfgL af]s]/ :jfutsfnflu 
plePsf lyP  . Úolt dfly;Dd psfnf] r9\bf yfSg'eof] xf]nf,Ú 
cg'xf/df ;f}xfb{ d':sfg lnP/ pgLx?n] eg] / ;/bf/ tyf p;sf 
l;kfxLnfO{ kfgL 6So|fP . uf]vf{nLx?nfO{ ljifsf] 8/ dfGg' kb}{g 
eGg] b]vfpg af7f a"9fn] cfkm}F tgtgL kfgL lkP . 

Úolt 6f9f;Dd lsg cfpg'eof], ;/bf/ <Ú af7f a'9fn] ;f]w] . 
ÚtkfO{+sf] 3/ t Ps, 8]9 dlxgf 6f9f 5  . lar/L tkfO{+sL 
>LdtLnfO{ slt lrGtf nfUbf] xf] ∕ÚÚ 

;/bf/n] z+sfn' gh/n] a"9fnfO{ x]¥of] . Úd t uf]vf{ dxf/fhsf] 
;/bf/ x'F . uf]vf{ dxf/fhsf] ;fd|fHo lj:tf/ ug{ cfPsf] x'F . ltd|f] 
ufpF n'6\g / hnfpg cfPsf] x'F .Ú 

Úclg df/sf6 ug{,Ú of}6f l;kfxL uHof]{, t/ ;/bf/n] cfFvf 
t/]/ x]g]{lalQs} lvl;|Ss k/]/ r'k nUof] . Tof] l;kfxL g t a'l4dfg 
lyof], g axfb'/ g} lyof] .

Ún8fOF emu8f ug{'kg]{ s'g} sf/0f g} 5}g ∕Ú af7f a"9fn] eg] . 
Úleq cfpg';\, Ps l5g ;':tfpg';\ . xfdL zflGt dgk/fpg] dflg; 
xf}F  . sf6df/ 6fg{ ;lsG5 eg] tkfO{+nfO{ h] hlt rflxG5 xfdL 
/fhLv';L lbG5f}F . xfd|f b]jtfnfO{ sf6df/ dg kb}{g .Ú 

;/bf/ uhSs kb}{ vk6] bfFt b]vfP/ xfF:of]  . s;}n] t 
cfkm"nfO{ qm"/ dflg; eg]/ lrgf];\ eGg] OR5fn] p;n] s}of}F dlxnf, 
k'?if / afnaRrfsf] xTof u/]sf] lyof] . aNnaNn pm;Fu 8/fpg] 



94

nf]s b]jtfx¿

dfG5] e]6]/ p;nfO{ v';L nfUof] . Psrf]6L d/Ss h'Fuf d7f/]/ pm 
lsNnfleq l5¥of] . 

Ps nx/} u'Gb|Ldfly rf}F/Lsf] pgsf] /f8L cf]5\ofOPsf] lyof] . tfdfsf 
a8]dfg cf/Lx?df ev{/} kfs]sf] lrNnf], tftf] df;' lyof] . of}6f s'gfdf 
ev{/} 5fg]sf] hfF8n] el/Psf ufu|Lx? lyP . df;' / hfF8n] kfx'gfsf] 
;Tsf/ ug{ ;'Gb/ d':sfg;lxt x§fs§f l76fx? plePsf lyP . 

;/bf/n] s]xL eGg kfpg' cl3 g} p;sf l;kfxLn] Ps 
;sf]{ hfF8 ;'?Kk kfl/xfn] clg v/fgLdf kf]n]sf] v;Lsf] sn]hf] 
6f]sLxfn] . lha|f] km8\sf/] clg ;a}n] b]Vg] u/L 3'6'Ss y's lgn] . 

Ún, n, l7s} 5 ∕Ú ;/bf/n] klg /f8Ldf a:b} eGof] . ÚhfF8 
rflxF w]/} vfg] x}g x}  ∕ tn uP/ ufpF n'6\g} 5, o:;f] b'O{rf/ 
hgf sf6\g} 5 .Ú 

nf]eL uf]vf{nLx? ksfks df;' / hfF8 vfg yfn] . df;'sf] 
af];f]n] ltgsf] h'Fuf nrKk eof] clg hfF8n] lrpF8f] / bfx|L 
lehfof] . Ps}l5gdf pgLx?nfO{ hfF8 nfUof] . 

lsNnfsf] k5fl8kl§ /x]sf] uf]Ko 9f]sfaf6 l;/bf+usf /ª 
dflg;x? n';'n';' eflu/x]sf lyP  . a"9fa"9L / ;fgf s]6fs]6L 
klxn] efu], clg t?gft?gL efu] . ha lax] u/]sf dlxnfx?sf] 
efUg] kfnf] cfof], pgLx?n] 3fF6Ldf nufO/x]sf] ;'g / rfFbLsf 
l;Ssfsf dfnfsf] 5G5g\ ;'g]/ uf]vf{nL ;/bf/ em;+u eof] . cfkm" 
a;]sf] 7fpFaf6 a'n{'Ss plk|mP/ Ps}rf]6L lsNnfsf] 9f]sfdf k'Uof] . 

Ústf efUb}5g\ xF ;a}hgf<Ú ;/bf/ s'ln{of] .
af7f a"9fn] ld7f] :j/df ;/bf/nfO eg], ÚtkfO{+x?sf] ef]s 7"nf] 

5, clg tkfO{+sf l;kfxLnfO{ cem} ltvf{ nfu]s} 5 . tkfO{+x?nfO{ 
dfgdlgtf] ug{' xfd|f] ufpFsf dfG5]sf] st{Jo aG5 . leq uP/ a:g';\, 
clg cem} df;' / hfF8 vfg';\ .Ú

af7f a"9fn] cfkm"nfO{ lhNNofpFb} 5g\ eGg] ;/bf/n] ;'OFsf] 
kfof] . kmls{P/ cfgf l;kfxL;Fu a;]sf] em}F gf6s u¥of] . hfF8sf] 
a6'sf] d'v};Dd NofP/ cfgf] ljZjfl;nf] ;xof]uLn] dfq} ;'Gg]ul/ 
;fptL df¥of], Úaflx/ 3'Dg uP em}F u/\ / ;a}hgf stf efUb}5g\ 
kQf nuf ∕Ú 

p;sf] ;xof]uLn] klg aflx/ 3'Dg hfg'k/]sf] gf6s ub}{ 
lsNnfsf] 9f]sf aflx/ uof] . af7f a"9fn] klg al'emxfn] ;/bf/n] 
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a'lem;Sof] ls uf]vf{nLx?nfO{ a"9fn] d"v{ agfpFb}5g\  . a"9f klg 
;'6'Ss aflx/ uP/ cFWof/f]df n's] . 

hlt;'s} rgfvf] x'g vf]h]klg ;xof]uLsf] k]6e/L hfF8 lyof] 
/ v'§f na{/fO;s]sf lyP . clg a'l4 klg wd{/fO;s]sf] lyof] . 
;xof]uL uf]vf{nLx?sf] gh/af6 7\ofSs cf]em]n x'g]lalQs} af7f 
a"9fn] k5fl8af6 cfP/ Ps xftn] ;xof]uLsf] l3r|f] clg csf{n] 
s5f8 ;dft]/ prfn]  . kmgSs 3'dfP/ xfjfdf kmfn]  . afF;sf] 
v;]sf] kfte}Fm kmgg 3'Db} ;xof]uL le/dflysf] cFWof/f]df lanfof] . 

;/bf/ eg] cfgf] ;xof]uL kms]{nf eg]/ s'/L/Xof] . Ps cf/L 
df;' / Ps 8asf hfF8 vfP/ 8sf¥of] clg csf]{ ;xof]uLnfO{ 
aflx/ s] eof] x]/]/ cfpg eGof] . 

af7f a"9fn] bf];|f] ;xof]uLnfO{ klg To;/L g} l3r|f] / s5f8df 
;dft]/ kmgg 3'dfP/ le/dflyaf6 kmflnlbP  . x/]s kfFr b; 
ldg]6df of}6f uf]vf{nL l;kfxL aflx/ cfpFYof]  . clg a"9fn] klg 
x/]snfO{ kmgg 3'dfpFb} le/af6 p8fOlbGy] . 

dWo/ft x'Fbf uf]vf{nL ;/bf/n] o:;f] lsNnfleq cfFvf 
8'nfof] . p;sf ;a} alnof, ;'/f l;kfxL ufoa eO;s]sf lyP . 
sf]7fdf uf]vf{nLeGbf w]/} l;/bf+usf /ª dflg; lyP . afFsL /x]sf 
l;kfxLklg ;/bf/h:t} n't] / sfFt/ lyP  . kfx'gfsf] dfgdlgtf] 
ug{ vlKk; zflGtk|]dL l;/bf+ujf;Ln] s;/L cfkm"nfO{ x/fO;s] 
eGg] a'em]kl5 uf]vf{nL ;/bf/ cflQP/ o:;/L 9f]sfaflx/ efUof] ls  
a"9fn] g7]nLsg} pm le/dflyaf6 cfsfzdf p8\of] . 

;/bf+u ufpFd'lgsf] pkTosfdfly xfjfdf uf]vf{nL l;kfxLx? cem} 
sfjf vfO/x]sf lyP  . /ftel/ pgLx? Pscsf{;Fu xfjfd} 7f]lSsO 
/x] . laxfg 3fd pbfpg] a]nf;Dddf pgLx? Pscsf{;Fu k"/} h]lnP/ 
xftv'§f, bfx|Lh'Fuf, vk6] bfFt, v'F8f / 9fnsf] Ps l9Ssf] ag]kl5 
la:tf/} hdLgdf v;] . a9f] d'l:snn] Pscsf{af6 cnlUuP/ 5'l§Pkl5 
sf]lx x/fof] ls elg ;a}nfO{ kfn}kfnf] ug] . 8fF8fdflysf] ;'Gb/ l;/bf+u 
ufpFlt/ x]bf{ clnslt ;ftf] km'l:sPsf] yfxf kfP clg y// sfd] .

ÚhfF8 t dL7} kfbf{ /}5g\,Ú klxnf] ;xof]uLn] dl;gf] :j/df 
eGof] . ;a}eGbf klxn]b]lv xfjfdf /ftel/ sfjf vfP/ p8]/ xf]nf 
p;sf] bfx|L / skfn b'j}n] clxn] l;/bf+ueGbf w]/} 6f9f k"j{ 
uf]vf{df kg]{ p;sf] 3/tkm{ b]vfO/x]sf lyP .
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Údf;' klg ld7} lyof] lg  ∕Ú uf]vf{nL ;/bf/n] ;a}eGbf dg 
ldNg] ;fyL u'dfP em}F lgGofpl/P/ eGof] . clg ;a}n] nfhn] 6fpsf] 
em'sfP/ l;/bf+uaf6 6f9f af6f] ttfP . 

l;/bf+usf dflg;x?n] af7f a"9fnfO{ dL7f]dL7f] v'jfP, l;/df 
;'lsnf] gofF km]6f u'lylbP / pgsf] k|z+;f u/]  . sf6df/ x'g 
glbP/ pgn] a'l4dfgL b]vfPsf lyP . kfx'gfsf] dfgdlgtf] u/]/ 
ufpFs} OHht /fv]sf lyP . /, uf]vf{nLx?nfO{ kfn}kfnf] xfjfdf 
sfjf v'jfpFb} p8fP/ axfb'/L b]vfPsf lyP . cfh;Dd klg pgsf 
zfvf;Gtfgn] pgsf] k|z+;f u5{g\  . cem} w]/} dflg;n] pgsf] 
a'l4dfgL, a7\ofOF / OHhtsf] k|z+;f ug]{ xf] eg] pmgL Pslbg 
b]jtf g} aGg klg s] a]/ <
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Until recently, history spoke only of kings and their 
wars instead of recording the stories of everyone, rich and 
poor, strong and weak, man and woman. In older histories, 
when two kings fought, the soldiers and villagers were 
forgotten. But it was the villagers and soldiers who fought 
and lost their lives.

More than two hundred years ago, an army from 
Gorkha, in central Nepal, attacked villages in Garhwal, 
which is many days’ walk from Kailas, due south of the 
Himalayas. There, farmers and traders of a peaceful village 
called Sirdang were worried about being attacked. The 
Gorkhas had a bad reputation: they would loot the grains 
and cattle and burn down villages. Some soldiers even 
believed that dying in battle was a good idea. They would 
kill unnecessarily just to remind themselves that they were 
not afraid to die. 

Among the Rung people of Sirdang was a wise old man 
with many children and grandchildren whom he loved. He 
wanted to protect his family so that they would remember his 
good deeds and praise him as their ancestor. If enough of his 
progeny praised him, he might even become a god someday!

Through his wisdom, he realized that the Gorkhas 
would attack Sirdang for the abundant grains, fine wool, fat 
cattle and coins gathered through trade in Tibet. 
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‘We must flee to the hilltop fort to survive,’ the old man 
told the villagers. ‘The Gorkhas will come, and their greed is 
as vast as their cruelty is deep.’ The villagers collected their 
wealth and families, and fled to a fort at the top of a nearby hill.

A bearded Gorkha commander, carrying a curved 
sword and a round rhinoceros-skin shield, marched into 
Sirdang with his cruel soldiers. The village was empty. 
Although the houses were pretty and clean, there was no 
grain, gold or cattle in them. The commander saw the fort 
on top of the hill and took his men there.

A group of unarmed men from Sirdang waited outside 
the fort with cool, sweet water from a nearby spring. ‘You 
must be tired after climbing up,’ they said with kind smiles 
on their faces, and offered water to the commander and his 
soldiers. The wise old man drank the water first to show the 
Gorkhas that they didn’t need to fear being poisoned.

‘Why have you come here, commander?’ the old man 
asked. ‘Your home is a month’s walk away, perhaps more. 
Your wife must be worried!’

The commander looked at the old man with suspicion. 
‘I am the emissary of the king of Gorkha. I expand his 
empire, and am here to loot and pillage your village.’

‘And kill,’ a soldier growled, but became quiet when the 
commander glared at him. This soldier wasn’t very intelligent 
or brave. 

‘There is no need for war!’ the old man said. ‘Come 
inside. Rest for a while. We are a peace-loving people. We’ll 
gladly give you what you need if we can avoid bloodshed. 
The gods of our village dislike violence.’

The commander grinned. He had burned many 
villages and killed many men, women and children to build 
a reputation for cruelty. Finally, somebody was afraid of him. 
He twirled his moustache and entered the fort.
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A long line of mats and yak-hair blankets had been laid 
out. Freshly cooked meat glistening with fat waited in copper 
bowls. Large pots of millet beer sat in a corner. Smiling 
young men stood ready to serve meat and beer.

Before the commander could say anything, his soldiers 
sat down and quickly took a sip of beer or bit into a nice piece 
of roasted goat liver. They smacked their lips and salivated.

‘Alright, alright!’ the commander said. ‘Don’t drink too 
much, because we still have to loot and plunder.’

The greedy Gorkhas started gobbling down the food. 
The fat from the meat stained their moustaches and beer 
dribbled down their beards. Soon, they became drunk.

From a secret door in the back of the fort, the Rung 
people of Sirdang were quietly escaping one by one. The 
elderly and the children went first, followed by young men 
and women. When the wives started leaving, their heavy 
necklaces of silver and gold coins jangled and alerted the 
Gorkha commander. He leapt up from his seat and rushed 
to the door.

‘Where is everyone going?’ he shouted.
The wise old man said politely, ‘Your appetite is 

large, and your men are still thirsty. My people must show 
hospitality to their guests. Please go back and enjoy the meat 
and beer!’

The commander realized that the wise old man was 
fooling him. He pretended to go back and sit with his men. 
He picked up his bowl of beer and whispered into it just 
loud enough for his trusted assistant to hear, ‘Pretend to go 
outside for a walk and see where everybody is fleeing.’ 

His assistant pretended he was going for a walk and went 
towards the gate. Now, the wise old man realized that the 
commander suspected that he was trying to fool the Gorkhas. 
He sneaked to the outside of the door and hid in the dark. 
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And, as alert as the assistant may have wanted to be, 
the beer in his belly made him sway a little and think a bit 
slower. Once he was out of sight of the Gorkhas, the wise 
old man grabbed the assistant with one hand on his neck 
and another by his waist and flung him into the air, spinning 
away and over a cliff into the darkness.

Inside, the commander waited for his assistant to 
return. He ate another bowl of meat and drank another bowl 
of beer, and finally whispered to another assistant to go 
outside and check.

The old man grabbed the second assistant by the neck 
and waist and spun him away over a cliff, sending him flying 
into the dark. A Gorkha soldier came out every five or ten 
minutes. The old man grabbed each one and sent him flying 
into the dark.

Finally, just around midnight, the Gorkha commander 
looked around the room and saw that his best soldiers had 
disappeared. There were more Rung men around than 
Gorkhas. The remaining soldiers were feeble and cowardly, 
just like the commander. When he realized how the peace-
loving and hospitable villagers of Sirdang had cunningly 
defeated him, the Gorkha commander ran towards the door 
and jumped with so much force that he sailed right into the 
dark sky. The old man didn’t have to throw him over the 
cliff at all.

There, in the darkness of the valley below Sirdang, the 
Gorkha soldiers were still spinning and flying in the air. All 
through the night, they bumped into each other in midair. 
Slowly, by sunrise, they fell to the valley as a single clump 
of limbs, beards, teeth, swords and bellies. They untangled 
themselves and counted each other to make sure everybody 
was present. They looked up the hill at the beautiful village 
of Sirdang and shivered with fright.
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‘The beer was good,’ the first assistant said in a quiet 
voice. He had been spinning in the air for the longest, so his 
beard and hair now pointed straight towards his home in 
Gorkha, far to the east of Sirdang.

‘The meat was good, too,’ said the Gorkha commander 
sadly, as if he had lost a dear friend. Then, heads hanging in 
shame, they walked away from Sirdang.

The villagers in Sirdang served the wise old man 
with delicious food, put a fresh white turban on his head 
and praised him. He had been wise to avoid bloodshed, 
honorable in doing his duty of hospitality towards outsiders, 
and brave in spinning and throwing away the Gorkhas. He 
is praised even today by his progeny. If more people praise 
his wisdom, cunning, and honor, who knows, he may even 
become a god!
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syfdf sNkgf t ug{ ;lsg] t/ cl:tTjsf ;a} k|df0fx? gi6 
eO;s]sf] w]/} k'/fgf] s'/f xf] . g]kfnsf] x'Dnf lhNnfdf kg]{ afVof{ª, 
Gof]gb|fª, b|fª;f]bsf afl;Gbfn] zfAbfu elgg] /fIf;sf] cft+s ef]Ug' 
k/]sf] lyP . p;n] cft+s k}mnfpg] 7fpF r/gsf] j/k/sf] jgnfO{ dL 
;f]n ;f cyf{t\ dfgj aln :yn elgGYof] .

To; /fIf;;Fu hfb"u/L zlQm lyof] / p;nfO{ dflg;x?nfO{ 
;tfpg c;fWo} dgkYof]{ . p;n] 7fGYof] ;+;f/sf] ;xL :jefj g} 
c¿nfO{ ;tfpg' xf] . p;n] ufpFel/ 6'x'/f afnaflnsf / lgM;Gtfg 
cfdfx?sf] ?jfjf;L k}mnfPsf] lyof] . pm jiff{nfO{ aGb ul/lbGYof] 
/ ufpFn]x?nfO{ v]tL nufpg] a]nf aLp /f]Kg klg pm;Fu kfgL dfUg 
afWo agfpFYof] . pjfsf] afnf kfs]sf a]nfdf cl;gf kf/]/ p;n] 
afnL gfz ul/lbGYof] . p;n] rf}F/L / e]F8fsf v'§f efFRg] jf cem 
To;eGbf klg g/fd|f] j:t'efp g} x/fpg] kfl/lbGYof]  . b'3{6gfdf 
d/]sf] e]F8fsf] t pg sf9\g x'GYof], df;' vfg x'GYof] t/ x/fof] eg] 
t ;fFRr} g} 7"n} dsf{ kYof]{ .

o;}sf/0fn] zfAbfunfO{ v';L t'NofO/fVg ufpFn]x?n] x/]s 
jif{ Pp6f cf7 jif{sf] afns zfAbfunfO{ vfgsfnflu r/gdf 5f8]/ 
hfGy] . To;kl5 pgLx? xtf/ xtf/ 3/df uP/ n'Sy] . zfAbfun] 
klxn] k}tfnf, clg v'§f, xftsf cf}Fnf, xTs]nf, kfv'/f / e'F8L 
u/]/ afnsnfO{ vfGYof] . ufpFn]x? xf8 rd{/fPsf] / df;' Roft]sf] 
cfjfh ;'Gg gk/f];\ eg]/ sf]l;; uy]{ . zfAbfun] afnssf] cfFvf 
Ps Ps u/]/ r':g'eGbf klxn] sfg rkfpYof]  . p;n] ;a}s'/f 
vfO;s]kl5 afnssf] ?jfO aGb x'GYof]  . ha ;a} :j/ ;'lgg 
5f8\Yof] ufpFn]x?nfO{ Unflg x'GYof] . 
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ToxfFsf afl;Gbfn] o; k|sf/sf] cft+s xhf/ jif{;Dd jf 
xhf/f}F xhf/ jif{;Dd ;x]kl5 u'? l/Gkf]r] klg elgg] kb\d;Dej 
afVof{ªdf k|s6 eP  . pgn] cfk"m;Fu} cfgf] v8\u k'mjf{ klg 
lnP/ cfPsf lyP . To; v8\un] pgn] ltAat ofqfdf af6fdf kg]{ 
y'k|} a:tLaf6 c1fgsf] gfz / cGwsf/sf] cGTo u/fpFb} cfPsf 
lyP . oL 1fgL ;fw'n] afVof{ªdf cfk}FmnfO{ lbJo b[li6n] x]bf{ pgL 
Tolta]nf hxfF plePsf lyP klxn] klg ToxL 7fpFdf plePsf] 
b]v] . eljiodf csf]{ 3G6f, csf]{ lbg s'g a]nf s] x'G5 eGg] klg 
pgnfO{ 1fg lyof] . 

To;}n] pgn] eljionfO{ cfk"mdfk{mt\ JoQm x'g lbg] ljrf/ u/] / 
eg] — Úxh'/cfdf ∕ dnfO{ tLvf{ nfu]sf] 5 . kfgL vfg kfOG5 xf]nf <Ú

3/leqaf6 Ps hgf a'9Lcfdfn] sfd]sf] :j/n] pQ/ lbOg\ —
Úgflt, 9f]sflg/sf] afN6Laf6 clnslt kfgL ;f/]/ vfpm . d]/f] dfgj 
cfs[lt Pp6f b'i6n] vf];]/ nu]sfn] dnfO{ c¿ s;}nfO{ cg'xf/ 
b]vfpg nfh nfU5 .Ú 

t/, kb\d;Dejn] t of] cfgf] lbJo b[li6af6 b]lv;s]sf 
lyP  . To;}n] pgL d':sfP / gd|tfk"j{s eg]  — Ús]xL x'Fb}g 
xh'/cfdf ∕ dnfO{ leq cfpg / d}n] s]xLug{ ;S5' ls x]g{ lbg';\ .Ú 
xh'/cfdfn] klxn] t lj/f]w ul/g\ t/ tL l;4n] pgnfO{ cfk"mnfO{ 
leq af]nfpg dgfP . 

3/leqsf] cFWof/f]df xh'/cfdf e]F8fsf] pgsf] un}Frfdf lr;f] 
eO;s]sf] cFu]gf glhs} kN6]sL lyOg\ . pgsf nfdf skfn ;k{ 
u'h'lN6Ph:t} n§f k/]sf lyP . kb\d;Dejn] glhs}af6 x]/]kl5 Tof] 
skfn c¿ s'g} hLjsf] ePsf] yfxf kfP . skfn t xh'/cfdfnfO{ 
a]/]/ cFWof/f]df alu/x]sf] lyof] . kb\d;Dejn] skfnsf] Pp6f 5]p 
;dft] / la:tf/} 8Nnf] kfg{ yfn] . 

7Ls Tolt g} a]nf kb\d;Dej afVof{ª, Gof]gb|fª / b|fª;f]b 
tLg}j6f ufpFsf y'k|} 3/x?df klg Ps}rf]6L k;]/ dflg;nfO{ a]/]/ 
pgLx?sf] dfgj cfsf/ lnP/ hfg] Tof] skfnsf] 8Nnf] agfpFb} 
lyP . x/]sf 3/af6 lg:s]sf] skfnsf] u'h'N6f]sf] kl5 nfUb}hfFbf 
kb\d;Dejn] gbLx? kf/ u/] / le/x?df r9], sfF8]bf/ emf8Lx?df 
lkF8'nf lryf]¥ofP/ cufl8 a9] clg ulx/f uN5Lx? p8]/ kf/ u/] . 
s;}n] 3'/]sf] ulx/f] :j/n] hldg yls{/x]sf] b]v]kl5 To;nfO{ 
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k5\ofpFb} pgL kxf8x?aLrsf] Pp6f ;fgf] pkTosf n'ªk'mª k'u] 
hxfF pgn] eLdsfo zfAbfunfO{ b]v]  . p cfg} u'h'lN6Psf /f}F 
cf]5\ofP/ / cfg} u'h'lN6Psf /f}F cf]9]/ /ut, df;' / lrTsf/sf] 
;kgf b]Vb} ;'t]sf] lyof] .

kb\d;Dej pk|m]/ zAbfusf] 6fpsf]df k'u] clg p;sf] 6fpsf]df 
v8\u ahfb}{ lrRofP — ÚAo'Fem, P kfkL, pHofnf]tk{m Ao'Fem ∕Ú 

v8\usf] t]h / zlQmn] zfAbfu q'm4 eP/ plk|mof]  . p;n] 
cfgf] d'v cfF u¥of] / kb\d;DejnfO{ lgNof] . 

kb\d;Dejn] zAbfusf] k]6 lr/] / p;sf] 5ftLdf k'u] hxfF 
h'lw/x]sf 7"nf ;fF9]x? hqf] d'6' lyof]  . pgn] d'6'nfO{ ;dft]/ 
dsf{P  . zAbfusf] ;f; k]mg]{ kmf]S;f] #)) hgf ljBfyL{ c6fpg] 
u'DafeGbf 7"nf] lyof] . kb\d;Dejn] klxn] Pp6f kmf]S;f] lgrf]/] clg 
csf]{ . pgn] lduf}{nf, sn]hf] / ef]sf cfGb|fnfO{ a6f/] .

zfAbfu kL8fn] lrRofof] . p;n] 3'F8f 6]Sof] / b'vfO sd ug{ 
klxn] Pp6f vf]nfsf] kfgL ;a} lkof], To;kl5 Pp6f tfn / clg 
7"nf] gbL lkof] . t/, kb\d;Dejn] cfgf] v8\un] p;sf] c∙x?df 
k|xf/ ul//x] . zfAbfun] cGwfw'Gw d}bfgnfO{ lryf]g{ yfn]kl5 kxf8} 
w'hfw'hf x'gyfNof] . tn pkTosfdf 9'∙f / r§fgsf] jiff{ x'gyfNof] . 
p;n] kb\d;DejnfO{ k]6leq} dfg{ vf]Hof] . p kL8fn] n8La'8L v]Ng 
yfNof] / Pp6f h∙n g} gi6 u¥of]  . t/, p;sf] k]6leq k'u]sf 
l;4 eg] hf]8hf]8;Fu xfF:g yfn] / p;nfO{ emg\ a9L b'v lbP .

zfAbfun] kb\d;DejnfO{ a]xf]; agfpg b]jbf/sf] h∙n} 
lgNof] / zq'nfO{ l;Wofpg 7"nf 9'∙fx? lgNof]  . kb\d;Dejn] 
zfAbfunfO{ ;xL g;Sg' kL8f lbg p;sf] k]6leq} 9'∙fx?sf] r'nf] 
agfP/ b]jbf?sf d'9f afNb} 7"nf] cfuf] bGsfP . 

ÚtF sf] xf];\ < tF s] rfxG5;\ <Ú zfAbfu lrRofof] . 
Úd kb\d;Dej x'F . pHofnf]sf] jfxs / cGwsf/sf] ljgfzs . 

lgbf]{if afnaflnsfnfO{ vfg / oL ufpFn]x?nfO{ ;tfpg 5f8\g] xf] 
eg] d t]/f] kL8f lgjf/0f ug]{5' .Ú kb\d;Dejn] pQ/ lbP .

Úx'Gg, x'Gg, dflGbgF ∕ of] d]/f] 7fpF xf] / tL oxfFsf k/Dk/f 
x'g\ . dnfO{ e]6 gr9fpg] / cft+lst dflg;x?n] d]/f] :t'lt gug{] 
xf] eg] d]/f] s]xL afFsL x'g]5}g,Ú zfAbfu kL8fdf lrRofof] .

ÚpgLx?n] ltdLnfO{ /utsf] ;f6f] b"w / df;'sf] ;§f cGg 
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r9fpg b]pm  . pgLx? ltdL;Fu cft+lst x'g'sf] ;f6f] ltdLnfO{ 
dfof / ;Ddfg u/]/ afFRg b]pm ∕Ú kb\d;Dejn] eg] . xf/]sf] / ;xL 
g;Sg' kL8fn] 56k6fPsf] zfAbfu cflv/df dfGof]  . kb\d;Dej 
p;sf] d'vaf6 aflx/ lg:s] / p;sf] pkrf/ u/] . p;sf] kL8f 
x/fof] . ufpFn]x?nfO{ afFWg] / bf; agfpg] p;sf] n§] skfn klg 
x/fof] / ufpFn]x? d'St eP . 

Úd d]/f hgtfnfO{ slxNo} b'Mv glbg] / ;w}F pgLx?sf], 
ltgsf ;Gtfgsf], afnLgfnL / j:t'efpsf] /Iff ug]{ k|lt1f u5'{,Ú 
zfAbfun] jfrf u¥of] .

To;sf abnfdf kb\d;Dejn] p;nfO{ cfzLjf{b lbP  — 
Ú;'Vvf cGTo ug{ jiff{ Nofpm, hldgdf pAhgL w]/} x'g] cfzLjf{b 
b]pm, lg;GtfgnfO{ ;Gtfg b]pm . o; e"ldsf] /Ifssf ¿kdf /xg' ∕Ú

o; k|sf/n] To; eofgs b'i6 zAbfunfO{ l;4 kb\d;Dejn] 
tx nfufP . lsgeg], /fIf;n] klg a'4Tj k|fKt ug{ ;S5 . p;n] 
/utsf] ;f6f] b"w / cf7 jif{sf] afnssf] df;'sf] ;f6f] /f]6Laf6 
ag]sf] b|fª\of elgg] aln lng yfNof] . kL8f / b'Mv ;dfKt eof] / 
v';L / ;DkGgtf ;'? eof] . w]/} ztfAbLkl5 To; 7fpFsf] dflns 
zfAbfunfO{ lemabfu l/Gkf]r] eGg yflnof] / To; If]qsf dxTjk"0f{ 
b]ptfsf ¿kdf clxn] klg ;Ddfgk"j{s k"hf ul/G5 .
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So long ago in the past that only in stories can we 
imagine the time, the people of Barkhyang, Nyiondrang and 
Drangshod in Humla of Nepal lived in terror of an ogre 
called Shabdag. He haunted the forests around the meadow 
called the Mi Sol Sa, or the human-sacrifice site. 

The ogre had magical powers and a great greed for 
the suffering of people because he thought that was the 
true nature of the world. He filled homes with the cries 
of fatherless children and childless mothers. He stopped 
the rains and forced the villagers to beg him for water 
during the season to sow new seeds. He destroyed crops 
by bringing hailstorms when the ears of the uwa wheat 
ripened. He broke the legs of yaks and sheep, or worse, he 
made them disappear. A sheep that dies in an accident can 
be fleeced and butchered, but a sheep that is lost is truly a 
heartbreaking loss. 

Therefore, to keep Shabdag happy, the villagers brought 
an eight-year-old boy each year to the meadow and left him 
to be eaten by Shabdag. Then they hurried to their homes 
to hide in fear. Shabdag ate first the feet, then the legs, 
the fingers, palms, arms and the stomach of the boy. The 
villagers tried not to listen to the crunch of bones and the 
tearing of flesh. Shabdag chewed off the boy’s ears before 
sucking out his eyes one by one. But only after he slurped 
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and swallowed the boy’s screams did everything became 
quiet, then the villagers felt a heavy guilt oppress them.

After a thousand years of this terror, or maybe even 
a thousand such thousand years, the sage Padmasambhava, 
also called Guru Rinpoche, found himself in Barkhang. 
He carried his phurva dagger with which he had destroyed 
ignorance and expelled darkness from many other 
settlements on his journey towards Tibet. The enlightened 
mystic had already seen himself in Barkhang in an earlier 
vision, standing exactly at the spot where he stood now. He 
knew what would happen in the next moment, and in the 
next hour and the next day. So he let the question form itself 
and be expressed through him:

‘Grandma! I am thirsty. May I have water?’
From inside the house came an old grandmother’s feeble 

reply, ‘Grandson! Pour yourself some water from the chuzum 
bucket by the door. My human shape has been taken away by 
an ogre, and I am too ashamed to show myself to anybody.’ 

But Padmasambhava had also seen this in his vision, 
so he smiled and said gently, ‘No matter, grandma! Let me 
come inside and see if I can help.’ And, although the old 
grandmother protested, the mystic convinced her to invite 
him inside. 

In the gloom of the house the grandmother lay on a 
sheepskin rug by a hearth that had gone cold. Her hair was 
long and matted and alive, like a coil of serpents. When 
Padmasambhava looked closely, he saw that the hair belonged 
to another creature. The hair strangled the grandmother, 
and swept away into the darkness. Padmasambhava caught 
hold of one strand of hair and started rolling it into a ball.

Or, at that very moment, Padmasambhava was 
standing in a dozen different houses in the three villages 
of Barkhyang, Nyiondrang and Drangshod, and from each 
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house he was rolling the magical hair that strangled people 
and took away their human forms. Following the hair from 
each house, Padmasambhava crossed rivers and climbed 
over cliffs, scraped his shins on thorny scrubs and flew over 
deep gorges. He saw the ground shake subtly with deep 
snores and followed the sound to finally reach Lungphung, 
a small valley in the inner mountains where he saw the giant 
ogre Shabdag. He lay on a large mat of his own coiled and 
matted hair, and he slept under a blanket of his own coiled 
and matted hair, and dreamed of more blood and flesh, more 
screams of terror to bring him joy. 

 Padmasambhava leapt onto Shabdag’s head, brought 
down his dagger on the ogre’s head and shouted, ‘Wake up, 
you cursed creature! Wake up to the light!’

The force and brilliance of the dagger made Shabdag 
jump up in anger. He opened his jaws wide and swallowed 
Padmasambhava. 

Padmasambhava tore through Shabdag’s stomach and 
climbed to his chest where a heart as large as two fighting 
bulls was beating angrily. He grabbed the heart and twisted 
it. Shabdag breathed through a pair of lungs larger than a 
monastery with three hundred students. Padmasambhava 
first squeezed one lung, then the other. He twisted the kidneys 
and spleen, the blameless liver and the hungry intestines. 

Shabdag roared in pain. He knelt and drank first 
a stream, then a lake, and then a large river to take away 
the pain. But Padmasambhava kept jabbing at the ogre’s 
organs with his dagger. Shabdag desperately scratched 
at a high meadow, making the mountainside crumble. 
Boulders and rocks rained into the valley below. He tried 
to crunch Padmasambhava in his belly. He writhed in pain 
and destroyed a forest. But the mystic in his stomach only 
laughed louder and louder.
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Shabdag swallowed a forest of pines to knock 
Padmasambhava unconscious, and he swallowed large 
boulders to crush his enemy. Padmasambhava arranged the 
boulders into a stove and lit pine logs to build a large fire.

‘Who are you?’ Shabdag roared. ‘What do you want?’
‘I am Padmasambhava, the bringer of light and expeller 

of darkness. I will take your pain away if you promise to stop 
eating innocent children and stop troubling the people of 
these villages.’

‘No, no, no!’ Shabdag whined. ‘This is my land, and 
these are our traditions. I am nothing without the offerings 
and terrified praises from my people.’

‘Let them offer you milk instead of blood, and grains 
instead of flesh. Let them live with compassion and respect 
for you instead of fear,’ Padmasambhava said. Defeated 
and suffering unimaginable pain, Shabdag finally agreed. 
Padmasambhava flew out from his mouth and healed him 
from the inside, so that the pain disappeared. The hair that 
had strangled the villagers and kept them enslaved also 
disappeared and the villagers were liberated.

‘I promise to never bring suffering to my people and 
forever protect them, their children and cattle, and their 
crops,’ Shabdag promised. 

In exchange, Padmasambhava blessed him, ‘Bring rain 
to end droughts, bless the fields with plentiful harvests, 
and grant children to the childless. Live as the protector of 
these lands!’

In this manner, the ferocious ogre Shabdag was tamed 
by the mystic Padmasambhava. Because even a demon can 
attain enlightenment, the Shabdag began to accept milk 
instead of blood and a figure of dough, called the Drangya, 
instead of the flesh of an eight-year-old boy. Pain and misery 
ended and prosperity and joy began. After many centuries, 
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the Shabdag – the lord of the land – was respectfully called 
the Zhibdag Rinpoche, the precious deity of the land where 
he is still worshipped and respected.
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plxNo} hfb"sf] o'udf ltAatsf] ªf/L k|fGtsf] b'u{d ufpFdf Ps 
hgf o'jtL al:yg\ . pgsf] ul/a ufpF s}nfz kj{tsf] 5fofFdf lyof] . 
x'g t pgL /fhfsf] lsNnfeGbf w]/} 6f9f al:yg\ t/ pgL ;j{q 
k|Voft lyOg\ . pgL;Fu hfb"jfnf r/fsf] 5fnf lyof] . pgn] Tof] 5fnf 
klxl/Psf a]nf b'i6 cfTdfx?;Fu n8\g ;lSyg\ . pgL k'rfjf ;]Nemf]ªsf] 
gfdn] k|Voft lyOg\ h;sf] cy{ r/fsf] 5fnf nufpg] s]6L eGg] x'G5 . 

k'rfjf ;]Nemf]ªsf] ufpFdf zf;g ug]{ /fhf 3f]8bf}8sf 
;f}lsg lyP  . jif}{lkR5] pgn] ;d/sGb / e'6fg;Ddsf /fhf / 
jL/x?nfO{ cfgf 3f]8f;Fu k|ltof]lutfsfnflu lgDTofpFy]  . ef/t 
/ ckmuflg:tfgsf ;fd|fHox?af6 s:n] o'4sfnflu of]Uo 3f]8f 
kfn]sf 5g\ eg]/ x]g{ u'Ktr/x? klg cfpFy] .

plta]nf k|ltåGåL /fhf / Jofkf/Lx? cfgf zq'nfO{ xflg 
k'¥ofpg af]S;L / b'i6 cfTdfsf] d2t lnGy] . pT;j / 3f]8bf}8sf] 
/Iffsfnflu /fhfn] k'rfjf ;]Nemf]ªnfO{ af]nfpg b"t k7fP . 

Ú/fhfn] tkfO{FnfO{ lsNnfdf af]nfpg' ePsf] 5 .Ú 
ufpFsf a"9fkfsf;Fu ;Nnfx u/]kl5 k'rfjf ;]Nemf]ª lsNnfdf 

hfg dGh'/ eOg\  . pgn] b}jL r/fsf] rlDsnf] 5fnf nufOg\  . 
pgsf v'§f nfdf eP, pgsf] 3fF6L ;'l/nf] / nfdf] eof] tyf pgsf 
kfv'/f km/flsnf kFv]6fx?df kl/0ft eP . kFv]6f km8\kmfpFb} pk|]m/ 
l56} g} cfsfzdf k'lug\ / ;"o{nfO{ 5]lsg\ . b"t kms]{/ cfpg'eGbf 
$ lbg klxn] g} pgL /fhfsf] lsNnfdf k'lug\ . 

/fhfn] cfb]z lbP  — ÚltdL af]S;L / /fIf;x?;Fu n8\g 
;S5\of} . To;}n] 3f]8bf}8 k|ltof]lutf x]/ / b'i6 zlQmx?nfO 6f9f 
eufpm .Ú k'rfjf ;]Nemf]ªn] e'ms]/ /fhfsf] cf1f :jLsf/ ul/g\ .
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3f]8bf}8 x'g] lbg ;of}F /fhfx? / ltgsf xhf/f}F l;kfxLx?sf 
;fy} leIf'x?, s]6fs]6Lx?nufot ufpFn]x? klg hDdf eP . afhL 
yflkP / dlb/f lkOof] . o:tf] a]nfdf ha nf]e, l/; / w"t{ ljrf/x? 
k'?if / dlxnfsf le8;Fu} a9\g yfN5 Tolt g} a]nf b'i6tf dlxnf / 
k'?ifsf dgdf ;a}lt/af6 k|j]z ug{ yfN5 . b'i6 cfTdf ;kmn ePdf 
;fyLx? n8\g yfN5g\, bfh'efO Ps csf{nfO{ 7U5g\, ;Gtfgn] 
cfdfx?n] eg]sf] dfGb}gg\ / k|]dLx? Ps csf{nfO{ wf]sf lbG5g\ . 

/fhfn] k'rfjf ;]Nemf]ªnfO{ le8sf] lgu/fgL ug{ cÃfPsf lyP . 
/fhfsf] lsNnfsf] lzv/af6 lgu/fgL ul//x]sL k'rfjf 

;]Nemf]ªn] b'i6 cfTdfx? ha le8df 3':g nfu]sf b]lVyg\ b'i6 
cfTdfnfO{ lnP/ olt dfly p8\lyg\ ls ;"o{sf] rdsn] lt b'i6 
cfTdfnfO{ l;WofOlbGy] . gqeg] cfgf g+u|fx?n] lryf]/]/ w'hfw'hf 
kfly{g\ . clg bz{ssf ?kdf /x]sf /fhfx?, l;kfxLx?, k'?if / 
dlxnfx? k'rfjf ;]Nemf]ªsf] hohosf/ uy]{ . 

k'rfjf ;]Nemf]ªsf] pkl:yltsf sf/0f /fhfsf] 3f]8bf}8 cToGt 
;kmn eof] . jif]{lg /fhfsf] 9's'6L emg\ emg\ el/Fb} uof] . cflv/df 
lsNnf ax'd"No kTy/x?, ;'g / x:tLxf8n] el/P/ gkf]lvp~h]n 
el/O/Xof] . t/, /fhfsf] dgdf gofF lrGtf pTkGg eof] — k'rfjf 
;]Nemf]ª /fhf / pgsf] 3f]8bf}8eGbf k|Voft lyOg\  . ;d|f6 / 
jL/x? r/fsf] 5fnf klxl/P/ /fIf;x?;Fu o'4 ug]{ pgsf] Ps 
emns kfpg s7\of+lu|g] 3fF;] d}bfg / lr;f] d?d"le kf/ u/]/ 
cfpFy]  . wtL{sf s'gf s'gf;Dd klg s]6fs]6Lx? ;'Gb/L k'rfjf 
;]Nemf]ªsf] syf cfZro{ dfGb} ;'Gy] .

jflif{s bf}8 k|ltof]lutfeGbf s]xL lbg klxn] /fhf e/k]6 
vfgf vfP/ lgbfpg} nfu]sf a]nf ;kgfdf Pp6L af]S;L b]vf k/L . 
/fhfn] ;f]w] — Ús] rfxG5f}<Ú 

ÚtkfO{F h] rfxg'x'G5 d klg ToxL rfxG5'Ú af]S;Ln] egL — ÚTof] 
3d08L k'rfjf ;]Nemf]ªnfO{ l;Wofpg dnfO{ d2t ug'{;\ . d tkfO{Fsf] 
3f]8bf}8nfO{ b'i6 cfTdfx?af6 /Iff ug]{ jfrf u5'{ .Ú 

ha /fhf lapFe]m pgn] b]a|] xTs]nfdf rsdssf] 9'∙f kfP . 
pgn] af]S;L ;fFRr} g} cfPls/lx5 eGg] a'e]m .

3f]8bf}8sf] lbg k'rfjf ;]Nemf]ª /fhfsf] lsNnfsf] 5fgfdf 
rl9g\ / r/fsf] 5fnf /fv]sf] emf]nfdf xft xflng\ . t/, To;df 
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t v/fgLdfq e]l6of]  . s;}n] pgsf] r/fsf] 5fnf kf]n]/ v/fgL 
agfOlbPsf] /x]5 . o;kl5 pgsf] hfb" ug]{ zlQm klg uof] . pgn] 
cfZro{ dfGb} rf/}lt/ x]l/g\ . /fhf d':s'/fO{ /x]sf b]v]/ pgnfO{ 
8/ nfUof] . 

le8 plePsf] hldgd'lg Pp6f v}nfa}nfh:tf] ;'lgof] / Pp6L 
s'?k af]S;Lsf] cfsf/ b]vfk¥of] . xfjfdf g/fd|f] s'lxuGw k}mlnof] . 
k'rfjf ;]Nemf]ª lsNnfleq k:g vf]lhg\ t/ af]S;Ln] pgnfO{ 
lsNnfsf] 5fgfaf6 v;fn]/ d'6'df lxsf{pFb} e'OFdf n8fO{ . p;n] 
k'rfjf ;]Nemf]ªsf] 5fltaf6 w8\sFb} u/]sf] d'6' vf];L .

Úd tFnfO{ dg{ klg lbGgF k'rfjf ;]Nemf]ª ∕Ú cft+lst le8dfly 
rSs/ nufpFb} af]S;Ln] c§xf; u/L  . ÚtLg jif{;Dd t}n] d]/f 
cfkmGtnfO{ df/]sL lyO;\  . d t]/f] d'6' t];|f] jif{df vfg]5'  . 
ToltGh]n;Dd t}Fn] sNkg} ug{ g;lsg] kL8f ef]Ug]5];\,Ú p8]/ 
hfg'eGbf klxn] af]S;Ln] egL .

3fd 8'a]kl5 ;a} hgf ef]hsfnflu ;fyLx?;Fu uP clg 
k'rfjf ;]Nemf]ª kL8fn] 56k6fpg yflng\ / b]ptfx?;Fu ;xfotf 
dflug\ . tLg jif{b]lv pgn] b'i6fTdf;Fu u/]sf] n8fOF b]v]sf Ps 
hgf o'jf wg'wf{/Ln] pgsf] kL8f / c;xfo k'sf/fnfO{ a]jf:tf 
ug{ ;s]gg\ . 

ÚcfsfzsL /fhs'df/L  ∕Ú k'rfjf ;]Nemf]ªsf ;fd' cfb/k"j{s 
e'ms]/ pgn] eg] — ÚdnfO{ eGg';\, d tkfO{Fsf] kL8f s;/L x/0f 
ug{ ;S5' <Ú 

Úaf]S;Ln] d]/f] d'6' nu]sL 5] t/ dnfO{ tLg jif{;Dd dg{ 
klg glbg] eg]sL 5]  . /fhfn] d]/f] r/fsf] 5fnf / o;sf] hfb" 
kf]lnlbP . d]/f] d'6' af]S;Lsf] xftaf6 lkmtf{ geP d dg]{5' .Ú k'rfjf 
;]Nemf]ªn] elgg\ . pgn] o'jf wg'wf{/LnfO{ af]S;Ls}] d'6' klg sxfF 
n's]sf] 5 eGg] /x:o atfOg\ . 

o'jf wg'{wf/Ln] k'rfjf ;]Nemf]ªsf] d'6' lgsflnPsf] jif{, dlxgf 
lbg / 3G6f s07 agfP / vfª l/Gkf]r] kj{tsf] blIf0flt/ bf}8] . 
Ps ;ftf;Dd pgn] lxpFsf kvf{n r9] / lxpFn] hd]sf tnfpx? 
x'Fb} lxF8] . /ftsf a]nf lxpF lrt'jfx?n] pgnfO{ vfg ;lsG5 ls 
;lsFb}g eg]/ pgsf] cg'xf/ ;'F£y] . t/ tL axfb'/ wg'wf{/Lsf] b[9 
lgZron] ubf{ ;a} k|sf/sf b'ef{Uo 6f9f efUy] .
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Ps ;ftfkl5 b]jbf/sf] h∙ndf Ps ;fFem pgn] rf}F/Lsf] 
pgsf] kfn b]v]  . pgnfO{ 3f]8bf}8sf] lbgsf] b'u{Gwsf] ;Demgf 
eof] . pgn] cfk"m af]S;Lsf] kfnsf] ;fd' cfOk'u]sf] yfxf kfP .

Úcfdf ∕Ú wg'wf{/L ToxLF pleP/ lrRofP — Úcfdf ∕ d tkfO{Fsf] 
5f]/f . d 3/ kms]{F cfdf ∕Ú 

kfnaf6 Pp6L dlxnf aflx/ lg:sL . pm Ps ldg]6 lhNn 
k/L  . p;nfO{ p;sf] 5f]/f 5 ls 5}g eGg] klg ;Demgf 5}g 
h:tf] nfUYof] . 

Úd}n] slxNo} s]xL hGdfPsL 5}g  ∕Ú eGb} PSsfl; wg'wf{/L 
ePlt/ pk|mL .

Úcfdf d tkfO{Fsf] 5f]/f x'F∕Ú wg'wf{/Ln] bf]xf]¥ofP .
af]S;L pgsf] cg'xf/eGbf Ps OGr cl3 cfP/ pgsf cfFvfdf 

x]g{ yfnL . p;n] pm ;Fw} g} s;}nfO{ dfg]{ / /ut vfg] b'i6 cfTdfdfq} 
lyO{ jf s'g} a]nf cfdf klg ePsL lyO{ eGg] ;Demg ;lsg .

 ÚltdL d]/f] 5f]/f xf} eg] cfpm / ltd|f] 5ftL k'm6]/ d'6' / 
sn]hf] aflx/ glg:s'~h]n d]/f] b'w vfpm .Ú 

Úx;, cfdf ∕Ú eGb} wg'wf{/Ln] ;fgf] aRrfn] h:t} cfFvf lrDd 
u/]/ ;Gt'li6sf] cfjfh lgsfNb} af]S;Lsf b'w r':g yfn] .

af]S;Ln] klxn] t wg'wf{/Lsf] d'6' sn]hf] dGb cfuf]df kf]n]/ 
To;df g'g 5s]{/ ;fFemdf vfg / kxf8x?df ;"of{:t ePsf] x]b}{ 
bfFtdf c8\s]sf df;' sf]6\ofpFbf slt dhf xf]nf eGg] sNkgf ug{ 
yfnL . t/, ha wg'wf{/Ln] ;Gt'i6 afnsn] h;/L klxn] lbge/, 
To;kl5 ;ftf, dlxgf / jif}{e/ b'w r';L /x] clg t af]S;Ln] cfk"m 
;fFRr}sL cfdf / wg'wf{/L p;}sf] 5f]/f] ePsf] 7fGg yfnL / p;sf 
cfFvf /;fP .

wg'wf{/Ln] af]S;Lsfnflu bfp/f vf]lhlbg], kfgL NofOlbg] ug{ 
yfn] eg] af]S;Ln] klg vfgf ksfP/ 5f]/fnfO{ :g]xk"j{s v'jfpg 
yfnL  . wg'wf{/L l;sf/ v]Ng hfFbf af]S;L p;nfO{ s]xL g/fd|f] 
gxf];\ eg]/ cfsfzaf6 lgofNg yfnL . pgL] htf uP klg cfgf] 
wg' / jf0f lnP/} hfGy] / af]S;Ln] pgsf jf0fx? ltvf / ;f]emf 
agfpg d2t uyL{ . pgLx? nfdf] lxpFbe/ kfnleq ;Fu} a;] eg] 
j;Gtdf k'tnLx? b]vfkg{ yfn]kl5 aflx/ 3fddf a;]/ s'/fsfgL 
u/]  . cfdf x'g'sf] xif{ / dfG5]sf] ;∙tn] af]S;Lsf] ¿k klg x]g{ 
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;lsg] eof] . bf];|f] / t];|f] lxpFb lat]/ t];|f] j;Gt klg cfof] . 
Ú/fhfn] casf] b'O{ lbgdf 3f]8bf}8 cfof]hgf ug]{5g\,Ú wg'wf{/Ln] 
dgdg} lx;fa u/] .

pgn] af]S;Lsf] kfnsf] j/k/sf] jgdf vf]hL ubf{ b]jbf?sf] 
?vsf] 6'Kkfdf e]F8fsf] e'F8Laf6 agfOPsf] Pp6f emf]nf e'mG8fOPsf] 
k]mnf kf/] . of] leqaf6} wl8\s/x]sf] lyof] . pgn] k'rfjf ;]Nemf]ªn] 
eg]sf] ;De]m — emf]nfdf af]S;Lsf] d'6' 5 ∕ 

Tof] /ft wg'wf{/Ln] d:t lgb|fdf 3'/]/ ;'t]sf] axfgf u/] t/ 
pgsf] dgdf eg] xnrn dlRrPsf] lyof] .

Ú5f]/f, p7 ∕Ú af]S;Ln] ef]lnkN6 laxfg} egL . p;n] pgnfO{ 
Pp6f afN6L lbO{ / Ú;kmf kfgL lnP/ cfpm  ∕Ú egL  . Úo;nfO{ 
ksfpg'eGbf klxn] d /fd|/L ;kmf u5'{  .Ú Pp6f /fd|f] srf}/fleq 
Pp6f d'6' la:tf/} rln/x]sf] lyof] . d'6'sf] j/k/ dlngf] pHofnf] 
b]v]/ Tof] k'rfjf ;]Nemf]ªsf] d'6' xf] eGg] wg'wf{/Ln] yfxf kfP .

Úx;\ cfdf ∕Ú wg'wf{/Ln] ljgok"j{s eg] / afN6L lnP/ vf]nflt/ 
bf}8]  . e]F8fsf] e'F8Laf6 ag]sf] b]jbf?sf] ?v kfn / vf]nfsf] 
aLrdf kYof]{  . pgn] lxF8fOsf] ult g/f]sLsg e]F8fsf] e'F8Laf6 
ag]sf] emf]nfleqsf] d'6'df jf0f k|xf/ u/]  . km/Ss kms]{ / c¿ 
b'O{j6f jf0f Tof] d'6'df xfg] clg kfnlt/ bf}8] . 

kfnsf] aLrdf Pp6f tLvf] 5'/L lnP/ af]S;L k'rfjf ;]Nemf]ªsf] 
d'6' ePsf] 7fpFlt/ l3;|L /x]sL lyO . af]S;L kL8fn] 56k6fpFb} 
kms]{/ pgnfO{ 3[0ffn] x]/L .

ÚtF d]/f] 5f]/f] x}g;\ ∕Ú af]S;L uhL{ . p;sf] xftsf] 5'/L sfDof] . 
wg'wf{/Ln] k'rfjf ;]Nemf]ªsf] d'6' af]S;Ln] ge]§fpg] 7fpFdf k'¥ofP . 
af]S;Lsf bfFtx? p;sf d'vaf6 em/], p;sf] skfn klg pm 
l3l;|Psf] 7fpFd} em¥of] . p;sf 5fnf rfpl/P / :tgaf6 b'w ;'Sof] . 

ÚltdL klg d]/L cfdf x}gf} ∕Ú wg'wf{/Ln] la:tf/} eg] . dWofXg 
x'Fbf gx'Fb} e]F8fsf] e'F8Lsf] 5fnfn] ag]sf] emf]nfdf /ut ;'Sof] / 
af]S;Lsf] d'6' rNg 5f8\of]  . ;f; aGb ePkl5 af]S;L eofgs 
uh{g u/]/ d/L  . wg'wf{/Ln] k'rfjf ;]Nemf]ªsf] d'6' ;dft]/ kj{t} 
kj{t ªf/Llt/ bu'/] . 

w]/} 6f9f, /fhfsf] lsNnfdf lat]sf tLg jif{b]lv u'l~hPsf] 
kL8fn] /f]Psf] :j/ PsfPs /f]lsof]  . af]S;Lsf] d[To';Fu} k'rfjf 
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nf]s b]jtfx¿

;]Nemf]ªsf] kL8f ;dfKt eof] / pgsf] hfb"sf] zlQm klg kmSof]{ . 
pgL kfx'gfx?sf] :jfut ul//x]sf /fhfsf ;fd' k'lug\  . k'rfjf 
;]Nemf]ªsf] cg'xf/df qmf]w b]v]/ /fhf sfDg yfn]  . tL ;'Gb/L 
gf/Ln] Psk6s km]l/ cfgf] emf]nfdf x]l/g\ . ToxfF v/fgLsf] ;f6f] 
pgsf] rlDsnf] hfb"jfnf r/fsf] 5fnf lyof] . 

a}u'gL /fhfnfO{ 6'qmf6'qmf kf/]kl5 /fhfsf] 9's'6Lsf] 5t 
k'm6fP/ rdTsf/L r/f k'rfjf ;]Nemf]ª kj{tx?lt/ pl8g\  . o'jf 
wg'wf{/L pgsf] d'6' lnP/ pgL ePlt/} xtfl/P/ cfO/x]sf lyP eGg] 
pgn] yfxf kfO;s]sL lyOg\ .
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Puchawa Selzong

In the age of magic, a young woman lived in a remote 
village in Ngari Prefecture of Tibet. Her poor village was 
in the shadows of Mount Kailas. Although she lived far 
from the king's fort, she was famous throughout Tibet. She 
possessed the skin of a magical bird. When she wore the 
skin, she became a heavenly bird that could fight evil spirits. 
She was known as Puchawa Selzong, or, the girl who wore the 
skin of a bird.

 The king who ruled over Puchawa Selzong’s village 
was fond of holding horse races. Every year, he invited brave 
men and powerful kings from as far away as Samarkand 
and Bhutan to race against his horses. Spies from empires in 
Afghanistan and India also attended to see who raised the 
best warhorses. 

In those days, rival kings and merchants sought the 
help of witches and evil spirits to harm their enemies. To 
protect the festivals and the races, the king sent a messenger 
to Puchawa Selzong. 

‘The king wants you at his fort,’ the messenger said. 
After consulting with the village elders, Puchawa Selzong 
agreed to travel to the king’s fort. She put on the shimmering 
skin of the heavenly bird. Her feet grew talons, her neck 
became slender and sleek, and her arms changed into broad 
wings. With a mighty leap and flapping of her wings she 
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reached the sky and blocked out the sun. She reached the 
king’s fort four days before the messenger returned. 

‘You can fight witches and demons, so you will 
watch over the races and keep away evil forces,’ the king 
commanded. Puchawa Selzong bowed obediently. 

On the day of the race, a hundred kings and thousands of 
soldiers gathered with villagers, monks and children to watch 
the races. Bets were made and liquor was drunk. At such 
times, when greed, anger and cunning thoughts multiply in a 
crowd of men and women, evil creeps out from every corner 
and enters the hearts of men and women. When evil triumphs, 
friends fight, brothers steal from brothers, children disobey 
their mothers, and lovers think of betraying each other.

But the king had asked Puchawa Selzong to watch 
over the crowds. When evil spirits tried to enter, Puchawa 
Selzong saw them from her place on top of the roof of the 
king’s fort. She would quickly don the magical bird-skin and 
swoop down from the sky. She would pick up an evil spirit 
and fly so high that the brightness of the sun would chase it 
away. Or, she would tear it apart with her talons. The kings, 
soldiers, men and women in the audience would cheer for 
Puchawa Selzong. 

The king’s races became very successful because of 
Puchawa Selzong’s presence. Year after year, the king’s 
treasury grew richer and richer, until his fort bulged outward 
at the walls from the weight of the precious stones, gold and 
ivory in his stores. But a new worry ate away at the king’s 
heart: Puchawa Selzong was more famous now than the king 
or his races. Emperors and brave men traveled across frozen 
grasslands and cold deserts to catch a glimpse of the quiet 
maiden who wore the bird-skin to battle demons. Amazed 
young children in the farthest corners of the earth heard 
stories about the beautiful Puchawa Selzong.
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As the king dozed off after a large meal a few days 
before the annual race, a witch appeared to him in his 
dreams. ‘What do you want?’ the king asked her.

‘I want the same thing that you want,’ the witch said. 
‘Help me destroy the arrogant Puchawa Selzong, and I promise 
to protect your races from other witches and evil spirits.’

When the king awoke, he found a flint-stone and steel in 
his left fist. He understood that the witch had really visited him.

On the day of the race, Puchawa Selzong climbed to 
the roof of the king’s fort and reached into her bag for the 
bird-skin. But she found only ashes in the bag. Someone had 
burned her bird-skin and, with it, taken away her magic. She 
looked around puzzled and afraid until she saw the king smile.

From the shadows under the feet of the crowd a foul 
murmur rose as a sound and solidified midair as the outlines 
of an ugly witch. A strong, rotten smell filled the air. Puchawa 
Selzong tried to escape into the fort, but the witch plucked 
her off the roof of the fort, tore out her beating heart, and 
cast her down to the ground. 

‘I will not let you die yet, Puchawa Selzong!’ the witch 
cackled as she flew round and round above the terrified 
crowd. ‘For three years you have hunted my people. I will eat 
your heart on the third year. But, until then, you will suffer 
in unimaginable pain,’ the witch said before flying away. 

When the sun set and everybody went away to feast with 
their friends, Puchawa Selzong cried in pain and asked the gods 
for help. A young archer who had watched her fight evil year 
after year couldn’t ignore her cries of pain and helplessness.

‘Princess of the skies,’ he knelt before Puchawa Selzong 
with respect. ‘Please tell me how I can take your pain away!’

‘The witch has my heart, yet she won’t let me die. The 
king burned my bird-skin, and with it my magic. Unless my 
heart is returned from the witch, I will die.’ She brought the 
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young archer’s ear close to her mouth and told him the secret 
about where the witch’s heart was hidden.

The young archer memorized the year, month, day and 
hour that the witch had taken Puchawa Selzong’s heart and 
ran towards the towering mountain to the south of Kang 
Rinpoche. He walked for a week, climbing walls of ice 
and wading through frozen lakes. At night, snow leopards 
sniffed his face to see if they could eat him. But the brave 
archer’s heartbeat was strong with purpose, and that scared 
away all misfortune. 

A week later, in an opening in a pine forest, the archer 
saw a tent of yak wool. He remembered the smell from the 
day of the race and realized that he was before the witch’s tent.

‘Mother!’ the archer shouted from where he stood. 
‘Mother! I am your son! I have returned home!’

A woman came out from the tent. She looked puzzled 
for a minute. It seemed she couldn’t remember if she had a 
son or not. 

‘I have never given birth!’ she said suddenly, taking a 
long stride towards the archer. 

‘Mother!’ the archer repeated, ‘I am your son!’
The witch hovered an inch away from his face and 

looked into his eyes. She couldn’t remember if she had always 
been an evil spirit that killed and drank blood, or if she had 
once been a mother. 

‘If you are my son, come and drink my milk until your 
heart and lungs burst in your chest!’ she challenged. 

‘Yes, mother!’ the archer said. He took the witch’s bared 
breast and closed his eyes like a baby with its mother. The witch 
first thought of how much fun she would have skewering the 
archer’s heart and roasting it over a low fire, rubbing rock-salt 
on the cooked flesh, and eating it in the evening, picking meat 
from her teeth as she watched the sun set over the mountains. 
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When the archer kept suckling like a satisfied child first 
for an entire day, then for a whole week, then for a month 
and a year, the witch’s eyes became wet with tears and she 
became convinced that she was indeed the archer’s mother, 
and the archer indeed her son. 

The archer collected firewood and fetched water for 
the witch, and the witch cooked for her son and fed him 
lovingly. When he went out to hunt, the witch watched over 
him, making sure that no harm came to him. He carried 
his bow and arrows everywhere, and the witch helped him 
keep his arrows sharp and straight. They sat together in their 
tent through the long winters, and when the first butterflies 
appeared in the spring, they sat out in the sun and chatted. 
The happiness of motherhood and human company made 
the witch bearable to look at. The second and third winters 
passed, and the third spring approached. ‘The king will hold 
his race in two days,’ the archer told himself. 

He searched the forest around the witch’s tent and 
found a pouch made of sheep-stomach hanging from a 
high branch on a pine tree. It was beating from within. He 
remembered what Puchawa Selzong had told him: the bag 
had the witch’s heart!

The archer pretend to sleep soundly that night, but his 
mind was in turmoil. 

‘Wake up, son!’ the witch said the next morning. She 
gave him a bucket. ‘Fetch some clean water,’ she said. ‘I will 
clean this before cooking it!’ In a pretty ceramic bowl a heart 
was beating steadily. The archer knew from the soft light 
around the heart that it belonged to Puchawa Selzong. 

‘Yes, mother!’ the archer said obediently, took the 
bucket and ran towards the spring. The pine tree with the 
sheep-stomach bag was between the tent and the spring. 
Without breaking his stride, the archer shot an arrow through 
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the beating heart inside the sheep-stomach bag. He turned 
right around, shot two more arrows into the heart, and raced 
towards the tent.

In the middle of the tent, with a sharp knife, the witch 
was crawling towards Puchawa Selzong’s heart. She twisted 
with pain to turn to look at him with hatred. 

‘You are not my son!’ she growled. The knife in her 
hand shook. The archer quickly pulled Puchawa Selzong’s 
heart away from her reach. The witch’s teeth fell from her 
mouth; her hair fell on the ground where she crawled. Her 
skin wrinkled and her breasts ran dry of milk.

‘And you are no mother of mine!’ the archer said quietly. 
Just before noon, the witch’s heart bled dry in the sheep-
stomach bag and stopped beating. The witch died with a 
horrifying grunt as the breath of life escaped. The archer 
grabbed Puchawa Selzong’s heart and raced away from the 
mountains towards Ngari.

Far away, in the king’s court, the cries of pain that 
had been ringing out for the past three years suddenly 
stopped. With the witch’s death, Puchawa Selzong’s 
pain had ended, and her magic had been restored. She 
appeared before the king, who was entertaining his 
guests. The king trembled when he saw the fierce look on 
Puchawa Selzong’s face. The beautiful maiden once again 
reached into her bag, and there, instead of ashes, was her 
shimmering, magical bird-skin. 

After tearing the ungrateful king into little pieces, 
and after ripping out the roofs of the king’s treasury and 
scattering his wealth all over Tibet, the magical bird that was 
Puchawa Selzong raced away towards the mountains. She 
knew that a young archer was hurrying towards her, carrying 
her heart.
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