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Forewordl

My poems were bnsplred by the cheerful, laughing faces of
the childrew of Bhutan. They were written for these children,
to read, enjoy anod tdentify with.

My heartfelt thankes go to Mr. Ugyen Wangehucek who
visualiseo and illustrated the poews for me.
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Introduction

Bhutan — can you find it on the
world map? Look for the

C H I NA mightiest monntain range on
eavth, the Hémataw. Now, Looke
closely between Tibet and tndia.
Do You see Bhutan, tucked away
between those two countries?

Paro* eI’MMPNU Jongsa

Nebigong” Bhutan is also called Druke Yid
or The Land of the Peaceful
Dragon and it ks unlque in
INDI A many ways. How many
countries have you heard of that
are completely filled with

MoUNEALING?

Phuntsholng

BANGLADESH

There are fewer than e75,000 people in Bhutan and the money used is
called Ngultriom, pronounced ‘Nultriom.’

Until 100 years ago, Bhutan's valleys were ruled by chieftains who
frequently quarreled amongst themselves and fought wars to keep
away Tibetan invaders from the north and west. n 1907, the country
was wnited wnder one Leader, King Ugyen wangehuek, and since
thew Bhutan has remained at peace.

1998, King Jigme Sitngey Wanchuck, the 4th hereditary king, who
Ls deeply Loved by his people, voluntarily began giving up his absolute
powers to the government and the people’s Parliament. How many
kings have You heard of who have done that? n December 2006, after
=4 years of vule, he stepped down from the throne and named his son,
Prince Jigme Khesar Namgye wangcehuek, to suceeed hin as fifth
Druk Gyatpo.

Bhutan has always remained quietly hidden bn tks mountain corner.
The people Live simple and peaceful lives and the kings allowed change
to come in only very slowly so that the anclent culture and style of
Buddhism s protected. That is why very few people have actually
visited Bhutan and so Little s kinown about it.
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government offices and the Buddhist
monks are housed in fortress- Like
buildings called Azongs. These are
magnificent structures that were
designed by high lamas (Buddhist
priests) avound the 1600s to protect the
valleys from invasion. The adzongs

: were bmtt out of mud, stone and wood,
so perfectly {Ltteol togetl/\er that not a single nail was used! .

Traditional Bhutanese houses are also made of muo and woool with
beautifully painted window frames and carved beams.

Bhutanese men wear a traditional dress called the
Gho, and women weav the Kira. The ghols a kinee
Length robe that comes down to the ankles and is
holsted up and tied at the waist with a cloth belt.
The folol formed tn the front Ls used as a pocket to
carry all sovts of useful things. The ki is an
ankle-length dress which s fastened at the
shoulders by beautiful silver clips and tied at the
waist with a cloth belt. A long-sleeved blouse, the
toego, Ls worn underneath the kira.




You can tell the social status and class of people by the texture,
colours, and decorations of thelr garments. Scarves and shawls
must be worn and the colours tndicate vank. The jey Khempo is
the head of the Mahayana Buddhist veligion in Bhutan and
only he and the King may wear the yellow scarf. Ministers,
senlor officials and people’s vepresentatives wear thelr own
distinctive colours, while common people wear white.

Most Bhutanese eat vice, maize, meat and a delictous chilll and
cheese dish called lma dasi. Tea wade with 5{2&’5 butter, vice
wine and beer are the favourite drinks!

Arthery Ls the national sport, and
competitions ave held frequently in
Every village and town. Targets just a
foot wide ave placed 120 wmeters apart
and teams shoot from one enol of the
field to the other while people dance in
front of the targets waving scarves to
distvact the archer!

People Love to dance at festivals. They wear
beautiful masks and dance to traditional
muste. Thelr costumes are very colowrful

antmals, and common people.

Wherever You go tn Bhutan you will see Lots

of tall bantboo poles with flags fluttering in the breeze. These
have prayers printed on them to keep You safe, well, healthy and
strong.

Would You Like to visit Bhutan and
get your own prayer flag for Your
. home to Reep You safe and happy?




Ow Children

Children arve people who Live tn a Land

Madle of ratndrops and roses and pebbles anol streams.
Thelr world Ls secure and their needs are so sbmple
Anod what they don't have they create tn thelr dreams.

Children are people with simple minds,
They accept Life and Live it well.

They discover things we seldom notice,
They always have a story to tell.

Children are people with trusting hearts,
They know not decelt or fear or Lies.
Thelr troubles are small, a little Love

(s all it takes to soothe thelr cries.




Children are people who mime and play-act,
They want to be teachers, or mums or dads.
They have to be taught what we want them to Learn
For they don't kinow what's good from bad!

Children are people of the world of tomorrow,
Education, hyglene, Love and care

Play a vital vole in thelr short young Lives;
Can we dewg them, Ls it falr?

Children arve people who Live tn a Land

Made of raindrops and roses and pebbles anol streams.
Thetr world Ls secure and thelr needs are sp simple
Awnod what they don't have they create ln thelr dreams.



weaving Dreams

Pemzang sat outside her house,
Her baby was asleep.

Her son had gone to school, her girl
went out to graze the sheep.

Her husband Left to work the fields
of buckwheat, rice anol corn.

Awnd she cooked the evening meal
wWhewn she awoke at dawwn.




The loowm went clicketyy-clack and back!
The shuttle from left to right,

With colours of every shade and hue
Ohl What a pretty sight!

As Pemzang worked she wore a smile,
To me it really seemed

She wove her cloths so fine and rare
(n patterns of her dreams.



I:smji's House

Dorjl's house of mud and woool

wWith carved windows and paintings good.
And tervaced fields with paddy green
Made the prettiest picture ( had seen!

cattle and pigs Lived on the ground floor.

Steep steps from a tree truunk Led to the door
Where the kitchen, the altar and family stayed,
Where brothers and sisters Lived and prayed.

Up Lin the Loft for the winter days
Food was stored, and the sun's rays
panced through the vafters, shining
bright! :

wB0thing the house in a happy Light.

O the smw@Led roo{s in thesumw - -
Bright red chillies to dry, what {wu
And prayer flags fluttered tn the breeze
Protecting the house, the cattle and trees.
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The Woodcutter and the Tree (

Owne was cut dowwn, the other cried; . /n(
“They 've taken my friend, now will they take me?’ , ‘
Oh wo, please dont, have some pttg.

Two big trees, growing side by stde, ’ b

[ have stopped the wind and even made

A shelter where often [ have seen You hide

From the rain and the sun. On my trunk you have tied |
Your cattle, to stop them from straying away, k
And for my good deeds, You are making me pay, ‘ vy
BY cutting me down? .‘ [() 1

’

¥
For a hundred years [ have given You shade, f
b




Stop for a while, with you axe in your hand;
Think of my plight, try and wnderstand,

That n turn for my trunke which will benefit you
Others will suffer by what you do!

You have taken my friend, now you come for me,
Awnd soon Lt will be another tree.

Before You all Rnow it, the forest is bare,

And thew it will be ... too Late to care.

Please Listem, and protect me toolag,

For [ promise You that all your efforts will pay!

You have cut down my friend and givew mee sorrow,
Which will turn to joy i You can tomorrow -

Plant ten wore trees where e ownce stood alone,
which, in the future, you will all own!
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The Singing Lad
Adapted from a Bhutanese folk tale

Ownce upow a thme, Long, Long ago,
Lived a handsome Lad, with a yodel yo!
The songs he sang ¢
The mustc frow
Made people
From both ne

The wome
The warrieo
The husbands €
Anyone coula tell!
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They begged the noble King:
“Drive out the handsome Lad!”
So a date was arranged,

A trial to be had.

The King talked to the boy,
He answered Loud and Long,
And everything he said
Was sung tn a song!

His Majesty exclabmed:

“A Marvelous volce, so strong!
No one can be angry

With this boy for too long!”

The husbands they were furious,

The wives blushed and ran
To hear another song
That the handsome boy sang!
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Child’s Song

[ Love all the forests, the trees that grow there,

[ know Life without them would really be bave.
No paper, no pewcLLs to write and to learn,

No wood to warm wme, no fire to burn.

The table | use and the chalr [ sit on,

The tiger of my dreams, where has he gone?

Hts howee L the forest was burnt to the grouwnd,
The friends that he knew, none of thewn are arouund.

The house that [ Live tn is all wmade of wood,
. winter Lt's warm, tn the sumumer Lt's good.
My Bad is a doctor, he travels so far

 To collect herbs from forests wherever they ave.

) the trees that grow there,
e woulol reaLLg be bare.
tls to write and to Learn,
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The Peasant BoYy

walking up a mountain high,
walking up to touch the sky,
Singing songs of love and joy
wWiis this Little peasant boy.

Up he climbed with his sheep,
walking fast, a date to keep
With the squlrvels, birds and bees,
lnsects, butterflies, and trees.

Talking to them as he went,

Every day of his was spent

Close to nature, seelng new

AlL the things his friends would olo.
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. Wa'vigmo had oo
|r / About a diagon fierce.

; She saw his form and smelled his simoke
_Just before she woke.

She wore her kira quickly then
She ran tnto the woods

Awnd hid behind a hemlock tree,
To watt and wateh most pat’uethM
The dragown of her dreawms.

water she could see
len door.

And guess what Wangmo {oum{?
A l/wt@e white ball, vight in the
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She touched it gently first, thew hard,

Wowndered “What could it be?”

Awnd thew she heavd a flerce sound
Just by the hemlock tree.

She hid behind the ball and watched,
Her heart began to pound

wWith fear anod wonder, soown she knew
Her dragon she haol found.

He stomped into the room and boomed
“Young girl, why are you here?

That egg is mine, don't touch it, please,
There Ls no need to fear!”

A truly have never seen
an ego so big and fine.

Glve it to mee, ULL take it home
Awnol really make Lt milne!

“lmpossible!” boomed the dragon Loud,
‘L think you ask for fun,

The egg will hateh, soon [ will have
My own beloved son!”
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Wwangmo's face Lit up with joy!
For she had never heard

Of baby dragons born from eggs,
She only knew of birds.

magine all the fun she'd have
Frolicking tn the sun,

With baby dragons she would be
The envy of everyone.

“‘wangmo, You're late, the sun has set.”
That was her mother’s call.

She swi{ttg ran dowwn mountain slopes
And through pine forests tall.

A baby dragow, a silver stav,

A yak, a cloud, a bird,

They were her friends, who told her stories
She had never heard.

And so \Wangmo went to sleep

Swnug and warm in bed.

She thawked the good Lord for her dreavs,
Locked safely tn her head.



/,/,
S ATree Song '
) 1

IR M. Pine Tree can You give me wood?

" s [ can, but have you understood,

W You use my wood today,

Cut me dowwn tn a haphazard way,
g ."",',- STwenty years from now ow this very ground,

=5 There won't be enough trees to go around.

a4
My advice to You therefore....

" ~ Ut one tree and plant ten neore!
ey i e
SV 2% .,:'['C'W@ {?r us well, if You LLSt@V\//tO my plea,
e Y ou wWill have wood Lin perpetuity.”
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if t were.....

If [ were a Lion | would

Rodr at my teacher Lf ( could!

If L were a bird d fly

Away from school, up in the skey!

If | weve a monkeey 1'd ving

The school bell early, and 1'd swing.
If ( were a Little mole

l'ct sleep all day in wmy hole.

If | were a mum or daok

'l never malke my children sad!
If | were a Ring 1ol be
Remenmbered forever n history)!

If | were a shining star
ol see the world from afar!
(f L were a Lama U'd pray

That children get Love and food everyday)!



Blub Babble glug glee

Pevn sat on o mountain ever so high
Anol watched a n\/er rushing by.

Pevn Looked (ko i andl she saw

A fanily of trout om‘?‘cwo, three, four..

s

#
‘ | v hao e V[& hateparikled bright,
W e APl @Mt

ke wwqul cLoser avwl she heavd

e ﬂ Sp W\were her words....
i ’*j‘ \.

“we'll go d.owm the river, swine hard and Long,
Now do your best, Let's sing a song!

BLub babble glug glee... blub babble glug glee”
Soang the fish tn harmony.

L Qe
g

l
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Pevn clapped her hands in pure delight!
She thought herself so very bright.
Listening long she heard the trout say
“We must reach Paro Chu todag!”

Pem rushed down the mountain to the banks of the Chu.
She sat and waited, what could she do?
She staved at the water, silent and Long
waitbng to hear the trout family song.

Her weother was worrled, it was getting Late.

She went searching for Pem, past the school gate,
Awnd down by the river where she saw

Pen gazing tnto the water with awel

‘Come awny Pem, it is late and coldl”
Satd Mother out Loud, beginning to scold.
“Please walt as moment, | want to see

and hear the song of the Trout Family.”

“Now Pem, don't be stlly, fish never talk!”
Said Pem's mother, beginning top walk
Away from the river, dragging her along,
“What a stlly notlon, fish singlng a song!”

‘Ol Mother, plense stay, stay awhile and Look!”
Begoed Pem, but Mother had to go and cook.
Pem walleeol away sadtg, and then sm{dew%
She heard a soft sound... Blub babble, glug glee!
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Thinley

Thinley a cowherd from the east
Met Jigme from the town.

Both boys begaw to talk, | heard,
Oone wore a smile, one frowned.

“You talk of cars and aeroplanes,
These | have never seen.

But [ run up o MOUNEALIA slope
And through lush valleys green!
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Do | have toys with wheels and springs?
These | don't Rinow or need.

[ carve my bow and arrows fine,

Play muste on my reedl.

Have [ a watch to tell the thme?
what would | need one for?

| know that day will follow night
As It has downe before.

Do [ have books and pens to learn?
No, but | know and see

New things that happen everyday,
The things surrounding me.

Do | speak languages more than one?
Of course | do, You se,

| speak to people and to all

The birds and beasts and trees!”

| heard enough and walked away
wishing [ could be

As stimple as that cowherd boy,
As innocent and freel
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