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The progress and survival of a culture’s identity depends upon a group's ability to
maintain their language. Language holds the soul of a culture and its traditions. Teaching
language to children is at the focus of all developed societies. It is with this motivation
that Amdo Khydup has created and compiled a variety of illustrated Tibetan children’s

books. May these books be a gate to enter an ocean of knowledge and to help our
children grow with warm hearts and great visions.

Harwa Rinpoche 2011 9 08
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I ong ago in Tibet, in a village called Amdo Golog, lived a nomadic couple.

Their names were Palden and Lhamo. More than anything in the world, Palden
and Lhamo longed to have a child. Every day they said prayers and mantras in the
hope that their wish would be fulfilled.

All through the spring and summer, Lhamo took their sheep to the green hills to
graze.
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One day, while she was watching over the sheep, Lhamo lay down and drifted off
to sleep. As she was sleeping, Lhamo had a dream. She dreamt that a white cloud
appeared in the sky. Nestled in the cloud was a beautiful boy dressed in monk’s
robes. Lhamo instantly fell in love with the boy, but when she awoke she realized
she had only seen him in her dreams. Lhamo told the sheep about her dream,
saying she wished she could see the boy again. To her surprise, they congratulated
her and said, “One day, your dream will come true.”
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After the sun set, Lhamo brought her sheep home. With great excitement, she told
Palden about her dream. Palden smiled as he listened to Lhamo’s story. He put his
hands together on her forehead and said, “With the blessings of the Buddha, Dharma,
and Sangha we will have a child one day.”

Lhamo and Palden stayed up all night talking about their future child. To help make
their dream a reality, they decided that Lhamo should go and see the yogi of
Tsethang. The yogi was a holy man who was famous for helping to make people’s
dreams come true.

Early the next morning, Lhamo packed some food and clothing for her journey. She
bid Palden farewell and set off on her horse.
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Lhamo traveled across flower covered grasslands, through thick green forests, and past
pure blue lakes.

The singing spring water and the snow covered summits of the rocky mountains helped
to take her mind off her hard journey. “How magnificent is my home,” she thought as
she traveled. “Snowland, this land at the top of the world.”
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After many long days of travel, Lhamo saw a monastery and decided to go in for a rest.
As she dismounted from her horse, she saw an old man having a meal. Lhamo joined the
old man and they shared their food.

The old man told Lhamo that he was from Kham and that he was on a pilgrimage.

“What a difficult journey for such an old man,” thought Lhamo. Without hesitation, she
offered the old man her horse. The old man was touched but refused. “You are very
kind,” he said. “But I cannot take your horse.”

“I have been taught to respect my elders,” replied Lhamo. “Please allow me to do so by
taking my horse.” Upon hearing Lhamo’s sincere words, the old man accepted her
generous offer.
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Early the next morning, Lhamo started out again. Since she was now traveling on foot,
her progress was much slower. After several weeks, she finally arrived at the holy place
of Lhasa. Lhamo was filled with joy at the sight of the holy city. She offered pure white
scarves, orange butter lamps, and aromatic incense at the main temples of Lhasa and
the Potala Palace. She prayed for world peace and happiness for all beings.
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Lhamo wished she could stay longer at Lhasa, but she knew she had a long journey

ahead, so she soon set forth again.

After walking for a while, Lhamo came to Kyichu River. As she bent to get a drink,
she noticed two small gold fish flopping desperately on the bank. The fish called to
Lhamo for help.

“A fisherman caught and ate our parents,” the fish told her. “He left us here to die!”

“Unfortunately, some people think that everything that moves is fit to eat,” replied
Lhamo, in tears. Then she gently picked up the fish and put them back in the river.

“Be careful,” she said to them as they swam away.
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Lhamo walked on for another week. Soon, she drew near to the Samye monastery, the oldest
monastery in Tibet. As she stopped to take a rest, she saw a deer running in fear from a
hunter. Lhamo started to sing a song to the deer. When the deer heard her beautiful voice and
the kind words in the song, he stopped and lay down in front of her.

“You have to be careful where you stray,” Lhamo warned the deer. “Some people no longer
believe in the teachings of the Lord Buddha. They harm innocent beings.” The deer listened
carefully and thanked Lhamo for her advice.

Lhamo then entered Samye monastery to make offerings.
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A few days later, Lhamo finally reached the cave of the old wise yogi. At the entrance
to the cave, she saw animals who were normally enemies living in peace together.

Lhamo offered the yogi a pure white scarf and explained why she was there. She told
the yogi that she and Palden longed to have a child.

“Faith is like a tree,” the yogi told her. “If you follow the path of caring for others, then
your dreams will come true like fruits that grow on a tree. You have already shown

compassion and kindness on your journey. If you continue to live this way your wish
will be fulfilled.”






g waqa:'g‘&"ﬁ'@ﬂd‘@ﬂ%ﬂ?qéx] gm‘qéx'qm'ﬂ@:na@:ﬂ%ﬁﬁ‘ @'q'qaw
q&:ﬁmqpﬁmﬂ miﬁq@rﬂagqﬂgeqq@mqmiﬁmax@xga@ﬂ e
311'] 5?] Qﬂﬂ"q]&la\:l\l 545% Nﬁl@%ﬁ@ﬁ%’ql\l ﬂN SN% Qﬁ:‘ G\N ﬂN &q Q@&A\q 54'

&R A A A FE A T s Ay Grrmsr A= S Ay SR A ] W e JR s
q@xa\quqvqw %iméﬂqqgﬁqaﬁ.ﬁﬁggqgﬁgﬁﬁqqaw&m.&gmqﬁxg
| SR B WG Y TG RI| FAGIINIES| 5 Y| N
RQW 5 qqq ey :q: Xy rﬂaﬂ EEa) qm qm A qum ar 64655 AR asa\ qgar
S éﬂ am::\:q 651: ANy BE | 9 mm Fay s sim SR ga) Fas

nE e &:q _RYX = g]a& AU URUR G

With a glad heart, Lhamo returned home and told her husband Palden about the
yogi’s advice and prediction.

The couple decided to start on the path of caring for others by making a pilgrimage
to some holy sites in Northen Amdo. On their way back home, they stopped at
markets in the cities of Xining and Kachu. There, they purchased many live fish and
animals and set them free.
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Nine months later, on a very auspicious day, Lhamo gave birth to a beautiful baby boy.

Lhamo and Palden named their son Tsongdu. With joy in their hearts, they invited all their
neighbors and the other villagers to their home to celebrate the birth of their new son.

The astrologers told Lhamo and Palden that their son was a very special child. They said
that when Tsongdu grew up he would help to preserve the peaceful culture of Tibet by
working for the happiness of all beings. Then they went to make offerings to the southern
monasteries of Amdo.
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As the time passed, everyone could see that Tsongdu was a wonderful child. He was
very intelligent and he loved to listen to his mother’s stories. While they were herding
yaks, Lhamo told Tsongdu stories about all the famous lamas, and about the kings and
queens of Tibet. She also shared stories with her son about her own life.
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Tsongdu was a curious boy. He was always asking his mother questions. One day he
asked his mother how to be happy. She smiled and told him about the best ways to
live.

“Never hurt other people. Do not to cheat or steal. Most of all, always think in a
positive way,” said Lhamo.

“If everyone followed this advice,” answered Tsongdu “the world would be a very
peaceful place.”“ Lhamo smiled at her son. She felt certain that the predictors’ words
from so long ago were sure to come true.
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One day, Tsongdu was playing in the sheep pen when a little lamb came up and started
talking to him. The little lamb told Tsongdu the story of Lhamo’s dream and her journey
to see the wise old yogi. Tsongdu decided that he too would like to make the journey to
see this famous yogi. For some time now, Tsongdu had dreamed of becoming a monk.
“Perhaps,” thought Tsongdu, “the yogi can help me achieve my dream.”
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Very early on New Years Day, Lhamo was busy decorating the prayer room and making

offerings to the statues of the Buddhas. Palden went to make fire offerings to the local
gods. The village children went door to door collecting candies from their neighbors.

Tsongdu did not join the other children. He had made up his mind to visit the yogi and
was busy preparing for his journey. He packed some clothes and food and slipped quietly
out of his house. Nobody noticed he was gone because they were all busy celebrating.



XA T RO
OO ii

oo ian Eaam Y
% -

o,

mEWan .-
EERNemsssiNRAREMEANE




34

\%A,HV Riaw'53:'g%qxg&wga@:ﬁq%m'a@eg'ﬁx'a\:'gﬁqsw Q’q@ngl\ma:'
B R Nawaﬁmqm'@a'aﬂé«quqﬁq'm'gﬁ'aa'gm'@:'I @'zq%q'qgm'
qa:'ﬁa'ﬁqwéawﬁr:amq'%ﬁ'qz\q &6&\1’:13:‘gﬁ’ﬁ&&g@qgm@waqxﬁ'Sq'
alﬁ'ﬁﬂ@ﬂﬂ ﬁqm'gq'ﬁ:‘ﬁ'ﬁ:“@&'&%&g&&'@wg‘ﬂg:‘gmg:'?m éﬂl\]'ﬂ:'l\l?
qém@:aigﬁw C\E’iqﬂaél‘}@\ @‘{l@ﬁégﬁaﬂqq%aiGS{]NQECﬁa\Iﬁﬁ‘“NGg"J
5 NS Sal Ruﬁ zy qw NENESEI~ g 3 aﬁ 5 qm\q 5&104 =E = q SaCY

N 3 RN gqm q A q5q X=X g S él\l @ N~ %q A< :q AREREr ax] 545% s
ABArqar=E @5 X A ABN G| ) 565 A F B A RARAY AR REX
gaw'?ﬁrﬂ x'@q'@m'?ﬁ"g'ﬁa'a%‘qmwnﬁw mawéqmngﬁ'ﬁ'qgm'gqm'@'@ri‘éw@asw

R

When Palden and Lhamo gone back home in the evening, they looked around for
Tsongdu and soon discovered that he was missing. They looked for their son
everywhere but found no trace of him. The villagers got on their horses to search for
him, but he was nowhere to be found.

A few days later as Lhamo sat crying, the little sheep came to see her. He told her
why Tsongdu had suddenly disappeared. Lhamo was relieved to hear news of her
son but the news also worried her. The journey to see the yogi was not an easy one.
Lhamo and her husband decided to go after Tsongdu. They gathered their yaks for
the trip and distributed their sheep and goats to their neighbors. As soon as they
could, Lhamo and Palden set off on the long trip to find their son.
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As his parents set out to find him, Tsongdu continued on his journey. After walking for a
couple of days, he started to get tired. Tsongdu also started to feel sad. He missed his
parents very much. He sat down on a big rock and thought about what he should do.
Exhausted, Tsongdu fell asleep. In his dream, Tsongdu saw a soft, white cloud. He saw a
beautiful woman emerge from the cloud. She told Tsongdu not to lose his determination,
his future goal was close at hand.
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When he woke up, Tsongdu no longer felt tired or so sad. He walked until he
came to a beautiful valley. The green mountains were wearing snow hats. The
rivers sang beautiful songs. Golden birds danced in the sky. It was all so beautiful
that Tsongdu started to sing. As he sang, a rabbit and horse appeared. Just as the
woman in his dream, they too encouraged Tsongdu not to give up. They told him
that one day his dreams would come true.
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When Tsongdu got close to Lhasa he came across an old man riding a horse. The man

stopped to talk to Tsongdu. After asking many questions, the old man realized that

Tsongdu was Lhamo’s son. The old man told Tsongdu how he had met his mother many
years ago when she was making her journey to see the yogi.

Then he said, “You look very tired, and you are making an important journey. Take my
horse. You need it more than I do.”

“Thank you Sir, you are very kind, replied Tsongdu, “ but I cannot accept your offer.”
The old man insisted. “You have to respect the wishes of your elders,” he said.

So Tsongdu accepted the horse with gratitude. As he set off, the old man reminded him to
study hard and to never give up on his dreams.
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To arrive at Lhasa, Tsongdu had to cross the Kyichu River, which was wide and deep.
Without a boat, he could not continue on his journey. Tsongdu was trying to think of a
way to get across the river when two gold fish suddenly appeared. They asked
Tsongdu where he was from and where he was going. After they had talked for a
while the fish realized that this was the son of the woman who had saved them so
many years ago. The fish offered to take Tsongdu across the river. His horse urged
him to go. He could swim across the river alone. Soon, they all arrived safely to the
other side. “Study hard,” said the fish as they bid Tsongdu farewell, “and one day you
will become a great scholar.”
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Tsongdu and his horse traveled until they arrived in a forest filled with fruit trees.
Tsongdu had never seen such a place. He marveled at the abundance of ripe fruit
hanging in every tree. Tsongdu was so taken with the place, that he was startled
when a deer came over to greet them. “Looking at your clothes, I think you must be
from Amdo,” it said. Tsongdu nodded. The deer told him of a woman he had met
years ago who was from Amdo who had saved him from a hunter. “That was my
mother,” said Tsongdu proudly. The deer was so happy to meet the son of this kind
woman that he helped Tsongdu and his horse find their way through the large forest.
When they arrived at the edge of the forest the deer wished Tsongdu and his horse a
safe journey. “Remember to study hard,” said the deer, echoing the words of the old
man and the gold fish. “And try to help all beings,” it said, as Tsongdu and his horse
rode into the distance.
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After some time, Tsongdu and his horse drew close to the wise old man’s cave. They
stopped short when they saw a ferocious tiger close by. “Don’t worry,” said the tiger. “I
will not hurt you. I’ve been meditating on compassion for many years.”

)

“You mean you aren’t dangerous?” asked Tsongdu in disbelief.

“I assure you, I am not,” said the tiger, “and there are many other animals just like me.
We have learned that to be truly spiritual one must do more than just say prayers. One
must also do good things for others.”

The tiger invited Tsongdu to follow him. “I will take you to the see the yogi,” it said.
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Finally, the group arrived at the yogi’s cave. Since the old man was meditating peacefully
on the grass, Tsongdu, his horse, and the kind tiger waited patiently for him to speak. The
old man finally opened his eyes and asked Tsongdu what had brought him on this journey
so far away from his home. Tsongdu told the yogi about his dream to become a monk.
Upon hearing Tsongdu’s sincere words, the yogi put his hand on Tsongdu’s chest and told
him that he would take him as a student. He told Tsongdu that if he studied hard, one day
he would become a monk.
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Tsongdu stayed with the yogi for several days. He listened patiently to all the wise advice
the yogi gave him. The yogi told him that anything was possible if he worked hard. He
also told him that children need the support of their parents and teachers to fulfill their

dreams. Tsongdu knew this was true. With each passing day he missed his parents more
and more. He wondered when he might see them again.

To Tsongdu’s great surprise and joy, when he woke up the next morning he saw his
parents sitting outside the yogi’s cave. He could hardly believe what he saw. He would
finally be able to tell them all about his great journey.
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Tsongdu’s parents listened to every word of their son’s tale. They decided to stay with
the yogi until Tsongdu could fulfill his dreams. Seeing that Tsongdu and his parents

were so determined, and that Tsongdu had learned the lessons he had been taught, the
yogi knew that it was time for Tsongdu to become a monk.

The next day, with Palden and Lhamo looking on, the yogi conducted a special
ceremony. “To be a good person,” he told Tsongdu, “you must always have compassion
for all beings. Compassion and putting the needs of others before your own will not
only lead to wisdom, it will bring peace to the world.”

With these words, Tsongdu’s dream finally came true.
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GLOSSARY

Amdo: region in northeastern Tibet, known for its beautiful grasslands, as well as its poets and
scholars

Amdo Golog: mountainous region in northeastern Tibet inhabited by nomads

Buddha: prince who became enlightened through meditation and then devoted himself to the cause
of ending suffering of all beings; the founder of Buddhism

Kham: region in eastern Tibet said to be home to tall, brave people
Lhasa: capital city of Tibet
Potala Palace: palace built in Lhasa in the 7th century

Pilgrimage: lengthy journey on foot to a sacred place; very devout people will kneel down and pray
along the entire path of their journey

Samye Monastery: oldest monastery in Tibet

Tsethang: area near Lhasa, the capital of Tibet; one Tibetan myth tells that Tibetans are the
descendants of monkeys and an ogress from Tsethang



Acknowledgement

| would like to thank the Wild Yak Editorial Board members: my wife Julie, her
sister Stephanie, Chakmo Tso, Lhachap Jinpa.and my friends Jialou and
Sonam Gonpo for all their support. Without them, this book would have

remained nothing more than anidea.

55



56

é“l'q'ﬂ'éﬁ'ﬁﬂwﬁ'ﬁq'gl\r@'ﬂgﬁrﬁm'gﬁ'ﬁiﬂ'ﬂail\lm'ﬁqﬂéxgm] ﬁ.qgﬁvﬁx.quvﬁa.
q:'gqém\rql\q %:'xqm@"inmqmw'gﬁ'qa'ﬁ';ﬁmmﬂa:ﬁﬁq %A\I‘§:’Q§§'ﬁx’§?
’i’*'@"“%a\"ﬁi'“@“"’i"%ﬁ'S"%’““’"@a"*g"“'f“"@%'“ﬂﬁ"iﬂ

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Khydup Gyatso was born in Amdo Ngawa. He was educated at two monastic
universities in Tibet: Ngawa Gomang and Labrang Tashi Kyi monasteries. In 1995, he
went to India and in 1998, he came to Canada. He is now a youth counselor and
meditation instructor in Toronto working with at-risk youth. Khydup shares his life with
his wife Julie and their son, Tenzin.



Potala Palace

- @ "gyarwa
Samye Monastery
@ yragE

R
e Yungbulagang Palace




DEDICATION OF MERIT

May the merit and virtue accrued from this work
adorn Amitabha Buddha’s Pure Land, repay the four great kindnesses above,
and relieve the suffering of those on the three paths below.

May those who see ot hear of these efforts generate Bodhi-mind,
spend their lives devoted to the Buddha Dharma,
and finally be reborn together in the Land of Ultimate Bliss.
Homage to Amita Buddha! NAMO AMITABHA & & i 18 ¢ 1

(FISCESCHIIR « DREAM SEEKERS, PBRISZEINZE)
MBEEABREFT AL G TR
Sde M E R —BR A+ AR +—4%
Printed and donated for free distribution by
The Corporate Body of the Buddha Educational Foundation
11F., 55 Hang Chow South Road Sec 1, Taipei, Taiwan, R.O.C.
Tel: 886-2-23951198 , Fax: 886-2-23913415, Email: overseas@budaedu.org
Website: http: / /www.budaedu.org , Mobile Web: m.budaedu.org
This book is strictly for free distribution, it is not for sale.
g Rl Engggaragan| FRoydELsiRaasTNg
Printed in Taiwan 4,000 copies; July 2016
TE007 - 14267









