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I dedicate this to the next generation of explorers, dreamers and seekers. You remind me that every journey begins with curiosity and wonder.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Author’s Works


[image: ]


Always Loving series


●  I Love Being a Child

●  Always our Superheroes



Anu and Jay series


●  Anu’s Adventures

●  Jay’s Journey



Fulfilling Legacy series


●  Promise to Purpose

●  Desire to Destiny



Spiritual Adventures series


●  The Sacred Kailash Circle

●  Turi the Tranquil Turtle

●  Love Beneath the Surface



Poetry series


●  Soulful Conversations
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“Anju Sharma’s The Sacred Kailash Circle weaves a beautiful story around Mount Kailash, introducing young readers to its rich history and spiritual significance. The book goes beyond surface-level storytelling, delving into meaningful themes and life lessons. One of my favourite lines captures this perfectly: “When the wind pushes you back... push forward with compassion and faith. Always.”

Thoughtful reflection questions at the end empower young minds to pause, think, and connect more deeply with the message.

A must-read for young readers.”

~ Gaya ⭐⭐⭐⭐⭐
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“The author has captured more than just a story in The Sacred Kailash Circle, but has created inspiration and courage for children to search within themselves for their inner truth and not just accept the material things they see in everyday life. A feeling of believing that everything is achievable, even when obstacles present themselves.”

~ Rosemary ⭐⭐⭐⭐⭐
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​Author’s Note
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Dear Reader,

This story was whispered to me by the winds of the Himalayas. In 2024, I trekked the sacred path around Mount Kailash—a mystical place where silence speaks louder than words, and every step feels like a blessing waiting to happen.

As I travelled through the cold, rugged terrains, I began to see the world not just with my eyes, but with my soul. That’s when Rosie and Sophie appeared in my imagination. Two spirited sisters with pure intentions, eager to discover what I experienced: that grace is real, and it is found everywhere.

I wrote The Sacred Kailash Circle as a special offering. A circle of wonder. A movement of compassion. A spark to remind children that sacredness lives in every kind act, every deep breath, every moment of listening to the world inside and around us.

May this story travel far and wide to light up millions of hearts with courage, and plant seeds of stillness that grow eternally. And remember that this is not just a book—it is a magical prayer in motion.

Hugs,
Anju Sharma
PS: This book carries the special blessings and divine guidance of spiritual souls whose wisdom lights the way.

​Contents

Copyrights............................................................3

Dedication............................................................4

Author’s Works.........................................................5

Praises................................................................6

Author’s Note..........................................................7

Contents..............................................................8

Chapter 1: The Call of the Mountain........................................9

Chapter 2: The First Steps................................................16

Chapter 3: The Trail of Pilgrimage.........................................21

Chapter 4: The Monk’s Tale..............................................27

Chapter 5: The Breath Between Steps.....................................33

Chapter 6: The Wind’s Wishes...........................................40

Chapter 7: The Lake of Compassion.......................................45

Chapter 8: The Mountain’s Whisper.......................................51

Chapter 9: The Gift of Blessings...........................................55

Reflection............................................................59

Special Map..........................................................60

Did You Know?........................................................61

About The Author......................................................63

​

​

​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 1: The Call of the Mountain
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In the corner of a brick house, the fire crackled gently, filling the room with the cozy scent of pinewood. Outside, the moon’s rays pressed softly against the window panes, as if listening too. Fireflies danced with the breeze, and rivers hummed songs. The golden light flickered over Grandma’s wrinkled face, and her gentle voice rose and fell like the leaves rustling in autumn.

Two sisters snuggled by a glowing fireplace. Rosie, ten, with eyes full of questions, and Sophie, eight, with a laugh that would cheer up anyone, were sitting close to their Grandma.

She began. “In the Himalayas, stands a mountain shaped like a crystal cupcake—Mount Kailash. It’s where the earth stretches up to kiss the heavenly sky.”

Sophie’s eyes widened. “A cupcake mountain? With snow like icing?”

Grandma laughed. “Yes. But it’s not the kind you eat. This mountain shares secrets, but only to those who truly listen. It’s said that anyone who walks around it with a pure heart is blessed with peace and great wisdom.”

Rosie moved forward. “Like... ancient magic?”

“No,” Grandma remarked. “Older than magic. Sacred.”

Grandma took a long breath, her eyes twinkling. She leaned back in her armchair, her fingers wrapped around a steaming cup of ginger tea. She stared into the fire—not like she was watching flames, but memories. 

For a moment, Rosie and Sophie felt as if they were sitting not in their living room, but at the edge of a mountain cave, listening to someone who had spoken directly with the mountain.

“I remember the first time I saw Mount Kailash,” she said softly. “It didn’t feel like just a mountain. It felt... alive. As if it had been waiting for me all along. I stood so still, I forgot to breathe. The snow glittered like stars had melted just for that day.”

Rosie and Sophie shuffled closer, clinging to every spoken word.

Grandma continued. “One morning, I was walking beside a river on the trail, and the wind picked up suddenly. It wasn’t frightening—but it was like the mountain was saying something only my heart could hear. So I paused. And I listened. Do you know what I heard?”

The girls shook their heads in unison.

She smiled gently. “Nothing. Not a single sound. But in that silence, I felt full—like the mountain had placed a beautiful blessing inside me.”

Grandma’s eyes sparkled as she looked at her granddaughters. “Do you know why people walk around Kailash? Not to reach a destination. No. The mountain doesn’t care about your muscles. It only cares about how open your heart is and tests your stillness. Can you be quiet enough to hear your own heart? Brave enough to carry someone else’s prayer? Soft enough to walk on sacred ground?”

Sophie sat up straighter. Rosie’s eyes were filled with curiosity. “Did you ever get scared?”

“Oh, yes,” Grandma chuckled warmly. “There were many moments when I was tired, when I felt small under that infinite sky. But then, a pilgrim would smile, or a bell would ring, and I would remember: I wasn’t alone. No one ever is, up there.”

She leaned closer, her voice sounding like a hush. “They say the mountain sees right into your soul. So walk courageously, laugh kindly, and speak truthfully—and the mountain will always be with you.”

Rosie’s mouth parted in awe. Sophie clutched a pillow as if it was a treasure. Just then, a soft wind swept through the cracks in the windows. It carried no sound—only a feeling like Kailash had just whispered hello. The sisters looked at each other, their hearts beating the same adventurous rhythm.

“Let’s go!” they said together, their voices full of excitement.

Grandma beamed. “Then listen for the mountain’s call. It always begins in the heart.”
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