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			We dedicate this book

			to the people of Tibet

			and to all beings.

			May you treasure your heritage

			and remember the stories of your people.
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			INTRODUCTION

			The land of Tibet is a high plateau, nestled between China and India and Nepal, on the vast continent of Asia. The highest mountains in the world are there, mountains so tall that all year long their peaks are heaped with snow, like powdered sugar. Lakes shine in the landscape, so deep and clear that when clouds float across the sky, their twins are reflected on the surface of the still water.

			The men of Tibet are strong and brave, famous for their skill as archers and horsemen; the women are known for their courage, natural beauty, and wise, wide minds; the children are playful and kind. Buddhism reached Tibet in the seventh century, and it changed the lives of the Tibetan people, helping them to understand this world and one another. Buddhist practice helps people see the face of Buddha in one another and in the mountains, lakes, rivers, trees, rocks, and skies. When we bow to one another, we are also bowing to the buddha-nature that is in all things and people.
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			Storytelling is as ancient as Tibet, and the timeless stories of the Tibetan people carry their culture, their deep love of nature, and their wisdom. Threaded through these tales are the teachings of the Buddha and the noble qualities of human beings. In the stories that we have reimagined and retold for you here, you will find humor, magic, and mystery; animals that speak, and tales of heroic and ordinary human beings—teaching stories that are as alive and helpful to us today as they have been for generations of Tibetans. We hope you enjoy them.
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			THE MAGICAL CHILD

			One spring day, in the country of Ling in Tibet, children were playing among the lambs and goats at the edge of their village. Behind them, dark tents were spread like black wings over the Za Valley, with colorful prayer flags fluttering from tall poles. Wisps of blue smoke drifted up from cooking fires. One of the little girls looked up and saw a puff of dust in the distance. “Someone is coming!” she cried.

			The children chattered with one another, looking eagerly up the path. They laughed when they recognized the familiar face of Sanglon, one of the three brothers who ruled Ling, coming toward them. Sanglon was a great meditator and a great warrior, coming home from the war. But the children didn’t know the lovely young woman who walked next to him, leading a female yak. She was dressed in a long, shimmering blue dress and her feet were bare.
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			Her braided black hair—woven with red, blue, and yellow ribbons—shone, and her dark eyes flashed brightly. She held her head high as she boldly approached the city.

			Sanglon greeted the children’s cries and handed them candies from his pockets as they parted to let Sanglon and his companion through. The woman’s name was Gokmo, and she was no ordinary woman. She had been born among the Naga, spirits who live deep in the lakes of Tibet; her mother and father were Naga. Guru Rinpoche had invited her to take on a human form, and she had come to Ling to help the people. Even Gokmo did not yet know what kind of help she could offer.

			It had been a dark time in Tibet, a time of war and want. Evil spirits roamed the land. But there was a prophecy, a predication, that one day a great leader would be sent to them by Guru Rinpoche and that the king that they were expecting would lead the country into a brighter time—a time of kindness, wisdom, and prosperity.

			Trothung, Sanglon’s brother, secretly wanted his own son to be leader one day, but he had had a dream that a new king was coming. His clever wife teased him saying, “Your dream predicted that a great being would arrive today but all we got was a poor woman and her yak.”

			“Hmm,” thought Trothung, “I’m not so sure about that. There might be something unusual about this young woman. Since she lives in my brother Sanglon’s tent, it will be easy for me to visit now and then to keep an eye on her.”

			One night, Gokmo, asleep in her bed, dreamed that she saw a glowing rainbow of light above her. Suddenly the great golden figure of Kenzo drifted down to the ground from the rainbow. “Guru Rinpoche has sent me.” Kenzo held out a slender vase. “The water in this vase holds the blessings of a great bodhisattva. Drink this and, in time, you will be the mother of his reincarnation, an enlightened warrior king who will bring new life to this land.” Kenzo continued quietly, “One day, he will be called King Gesar of Ling.”

			Gokmo hesitated, then took the vase and drank deeply of the sweet water. Perhaps this was why she had come to Ling. Kenzo vanished into the clouds. When Gokmo woke up, she wondered about the meaning of this strange dream.

			The months went by and Gokmo felt no sign that she was going to be a mother. And then one day, as she sat knitting, the golden rainbow she had seen in her dream appeared again, flashing and glowing over Sanglon’s tent. It drew people from far and wide to see what magic might be happening. Gokmo had a strange feeling of anticipation. She prayed to Guru Rinpoche for strength and courage. She lay down on her bed and then, to her surprise, she heard a voice: “Don’t be afraid, Mother. It is time for me to be born.”

			Now, you might think it’s odd that a baby could speak, especially a baby who hasn’t been born yet. But this was the child sent through time to Gokmo. She felt a warm, golden light shining through her body. As she held her hands above her head, she received a round, gleaming bubble of glowing light, her baby within it. The child uncurled and broke through the bright sphere. He was a sturdy baby, with a full head of curly black hair and a wide smile. Gokmo washed him, rocked him, nursed him, and held him to her. Gently she sang him a lullaby that her mother had sung to her.

			“Joru, Joru,” she murmured, giving the boy his childhood name.

			Three guardian angels had been born along with Joru. Though they were invisible, he heard their voices: “You may not be able to see us, but we will be at your side, guiding you through your life from this day forward.”

			Suddenly Trothung stood in the opening of the tent. He had witnessed the twinkling rainbow lights and the crowds that had gathered. He suspected that these signs might mean the prophecy had come true after all, that a magical child had been born, a child who could grow up to be king and take all power from him, his son, and his brother chieftains. He couldn’t let this happen.

			Gokmo was frightened by Trothung’s stern gaze and tried to hide the boy in her blankets. But the boy jumped off the bed laughing, and though he had been born moments before, he was the size of a two-year-old, walking upright and saying gently to Gokmo, “Don’t cry, Mother, all will be well. Have faith!” He lovingly stroked her hair and looked into her eyes.

			Trothung was amazed to see the newborn baby walk, talk, and laugh. When he looked into the boy’s face, he was startled to find not the eyes of a baby but the wise, kind eyes of a great king. Now Trothung was afraid. He grabbed the child, tying his feet and hands with the cords of his chuba—his long, belted coat—and, as Gokmo sobbed, he took the child out to a deep pit, put the boy into the pit, and with all his might, he pushed a large flat stone over the top of the hole. He could have sworn that he heard the boy laughing from within his prison.

			“And that is the end of it,” Trothung muttered as he mounted his horse and rode away. Yet he couldn’t shake the feeling that he might see that boy again. Surely a child who could speak and walk right after being born couldn’t be defeated so quickly?

			The very next day, as Gokmo paced in her grief among the people of Ling, she glimpsed in the crowd a boy of about four years old, grinning at her and holding a tattered prayer flag. Joru jumped up into the air, did a back flip, and landed gently on the ground.

			He ran to her and whispered in her ear, “Mother, I am your son, Joru!” Laughing, Gokmo picked him up and held him to her.

			Trothung’s wife sent him an urgent message: “The boy is alive and well and walking among the people! And he is now as tall and strong as a five-year-old!”

			Trothung was beside himself with rage.

			“Someone must have let
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