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PREFACE. vii

improve upon them. I have written them down just
as I heard them, and have translated them, as accurately
as I could, from the Tibetan idiom into ours. As to
their ‘origin or scientific bearing I say nothing, and
put forward no theories. I leave the Tales to speak
for themselves ; but would invite, and shall cordially
welcome, the criticisms and surmises of all students
of folk-lore who are in a position to give an expert
opinion upon such points, and to shed a light upon
obscure corners into which I have been unable to
penetrate.

I have added to the stories a few verses taken at
random from popular Tibetan love-songs, as a sample
of the wealth of imagery and genuine poetic sentiment
which is to be found amongst the inhabitants of this
strange country. Owing to the extremely idiomatic
form and severe compression of Tibetan metrical com-
positions, the translation of these songs into anything
even distantly resembling poetry, without altogether
destroying the characteristics of the original, presents
peculiar difficulties ; and I must crave indulgence for
their crudeness and lack of artistic finish.

The pictures are the maiden effort at book illustration
of a Tibetan artist, resident at Gyantse, and are, I fear,
somewhat weak in details, as owing to my absence from
Gyantse during the time they were in progress I was
unable personally to superintend their execution. For
the excellent photograph which appears as the frontis-
piece I am indebted to my friend and companion at
Gyantse, Capt. R. Steen, of the Indian Medical Service.



viii PREFACE.

In conclusion, I must express my grateful acknowledg-
ments to Mr. Perceval Landon, to whose suggestion the
collection and publication of these Tales, as well as
their illustration by a native artist, is in a great measure
due ; and I must thank him, moreover, for many valu-
able hints and much kindly sympathy and assistance.

W. F. O'ConNoR, Capt.
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FOLK TALES FROM TIBET.

STORY No. 1.
HOW THE HARE GOT HIS SPLIT LIP.

A HARE was going along a road one day, when suddenly,
on turning a corner, he came upon a large Tiger. The
Tiger at once seized the Hare, and said that he was going
to eat him.

‘‘ Please, please, Uncle Tiger,” said the Hare, holding
up his thumbs in supplication, * please don’t eat me, I
am only a very small beast, and will make a very
insufficient meal for a great big animal like you. And
if you will spare my life I will take you to where you
can find a much bigger, fatter creature than me for
your supper.”’

“Very well,”” said the Tiger, “ I agree to that. But
if you don’t show me a much bigger animal than you
are, I shall certainly be obliged to eat you.”

So he released the Hare, and the two walked off
along the road together.

As they went along night began to fall, and when it
was quite dark the Hare began smacking his chops and
making sounds as if he was eating something very nice.

I
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STORY No. II
THE STORY OF THE TIGER AND THE MAN.

ONCE upon a time there were two Tigers who lived
in a certain forest and had a family of three children.
The Father Tiger grew old and began to fail, and just
before his death he sent for his three children and
addressed them as follows :

‘“ Remember, my children,” said he, *“ that the Tiger
is Lord of the jungle; he roams about at his will and
makes a prey of the other animals as he wishes, and
none can gainsay him. But there is one animal against
whom you must be on your guard. He alone is more
powerful and cunning than the Tiger. That animal is
Man, and I warn you solemnly before I die to beware of
Man, and on no account to try to hunt or to kill him.”

So saying, the old Tiger turned on his side and died.

The three young Tigers listened respectfully to the
words of their dying parent and promised to obey ; and
the elder brothers, who were obedient sons, were careful
to follow his advice. They confined their attentions
to the slaughter of deer, pigs, and other denizens of the
forest, and were careful, whenever they came within sight
or scent of any human being, to clear off as fast as they
could from so dangerous a neighbourhood. But the
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THE STORY OF THE TIGER AND THE MAN. 11

and claws, and my long tail. I am far more worthy than
you of a house. Come out at once, and give your house
over to me.”

“Oh, very well,”” said the Man, and he came out
of the house leaving the door open, and the Tiger stalked
in.

“Now, look at me,” called out the conceited young
Tiger from inside, * don’t I look nice in my fine house ? ”’

“Very nice indeed,” replied the Man, and bolting
the door outside he walked off with his axe, leaving the
Tiger to starve to death.
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14 FOLK TALES FROM TIBET.

“ What is your question, Sister Deer ? I am ready to
do my best to help you.”

““ The case is this,” replied the Musk Deer, ‘“ a short
while ago I found this Tiger shut up in a Woodcutter’s
hut in the forest, unable to get out. He called out
to me asking me to open the door of the hut, promising
me, if I did so, that he would let me go free. So I opened
the door and let him out. No sooner was he released
than he seized upon me and threatened to kill and eat
me ; and when I reproached him of breaking his faith, he
said he did not believe that there was such a thing as
good faith in the world. So we made a bargain that we
would ask the first three living things we met whether
or no there is such a thing as good faith in this world.
If they say there is not, then the Tiger is to kill and eat
me ; but if they say that there is such a thing, then I
am to go free. Will you please give us an opinion as
to whether such a thing as good faith exists or not.”

On hearing this story the great Tree moved its branches
slowly in the breeze and replied as follows :

“I am much interested in your story, Sister Deer,
and would gladly help you if I could ; but I am bound to
answer you honestly in accordance with my own ex-
perience of life. Now consider my own case. I grow
here by the roadside and spread my branches over the
dusty highway ready to give shelter to man and beast
in their shade. Travellers passing constantly up and
down the road avail themselves of this cool retreat,
and they come themselves and they bring their poor
beasts of burden to rest in my shadow. And then
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STORY No. 1V.
THE STORY OF THE TWO NEIGHBOURS.

ONCE upon a time there were two Neighbours living in
two houses, side by side, in the same village. One
of these was rich, and the other one poor. The rich
man, whose name was Tse-ring, was proud, arrogant,
and stingy ; whilst the poor man, whose name was
Cham-ba, was a kind-hearted man, who was generous
to all as far as his means allowed.

Now it happened that a pair of Sparrows came and
built their nest in the eaves over the doorway of the
poor man’s house, where, in the course of time, the young
birds were hatched out. One day, before the young
birds had learnt to fly, the two old Sparrows were away
hunting for food, and one of the young ones fell out of
its nest on to the poor man’s door-step, and broke its
leg. Shortly after the poor man coming into his house
saw the young Sparrow lying helpless on his door-step,
so he picked it up to see what was wrong, and found
that its leg was broken. So he carried it into the house,
and very carefully bound up its leg with a piece of
thread ; and then took it up to the roof, and put it
back in the nest.
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THE STORY OF THE CAT AND THE MICE. 29

and decided to give the Mice one more trial ; so in the
evening she took her seat as usual on the cushion and
waited for the Mice to appear.

Meanwhile, Rambé and Ambé had warned the other
Mice to be on the lookout, and to be ready to take flight
the moment the Cat showed any appearance of anger.
At the appointed time the procession started as usual,
and as soon as Rambé had passed the Cat he squeaked
out:

““ Where are you, Brother Ambé ? ”

‘“ Here I am, Brother Rambé,” came the shrill voice
from the rear. -

This was more than the Cat could stand. She made
a fierce leap right into the middle of the Mice, who,
however, were thoroughly prepared for her, and in an
instant they scuttled off in every direction to their holes.
And before the Cat had time to catch a single one the
room was empty and not a sign of a Mouse was to be
seen anywhere.

After this the Mice were very careful not to put any
further trust in the treacherous Cat, who soon after died
of starvation owing to her being unable to procure
any of her customary food ; whilst Rambé and Ambé
lived for many years, and were held in high honour
and esteem by all the other Mice in the community.
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THE FOOLISH YOUNG MUSSULMAN. 33

that later on by selling the cow and her calf, I could get
a wife and set up a house of my own, and that presently
we should have a child ; and I was thinking to myseclf
how I should keep my child in order, and if it was
naughty I should be obliged to stamp my foot very
firmly, in order to show it that I was not to be trifled
with.”

On hearing this ridiculous story the King was much
amused, and laughed very heartily ; and he gave the
foolish Boy a piece of gold, and told him to go home to
his Mother.

So the Boy went off towards his own home, and as he
got near to the house he saw a strange dog sneaking
out of the door, carrying in his mouth a purse full of
money, which he had just picked up inside. On seeing

" this the Boy became very much excited, and began
calling aloud to his Mother that a dog was making off
with her purse. The Mother, when she found what was
up, was afraid that he would attract the attention of
the neighbours to the loss of the purse, and that in the
excitement some one else would chase the dog and get
the money ; so hastily running up on to the flat roof of
the house she sprinkled some sugar over the roof, and
then called to the Boy to come up as quickly as he
could.

“Look !’ she said, as soon as he arrived ; ‘“ what a
curious thing! It has been raining sugar all over the
roof of the house.”

Her son, who was very fond of sugar, at once set to
work to pick up all that he saw; and while he was so

3
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42 FOLK TALES FROM TIBET.

hidden in his robe. The mouse scampered off across the
courtyard, and the cat gave a violent start, and was on
the point of pursuing it, when its training overcame its
natural instincts, and it allowed the mouse to escape.

It reluctantly continued its way towards the house,
and scarcely had it started to go on, when the Husband
released a second mouse, which also scampered off right
in front of the cat. This time it was all the cat could
do to refrain from following so tempting an opportunity.
It paused with great indecision, but again, its training
standing it in good stead, it pursued its way towards
the house.

Just as it was reaching the door of the house the third
mouse was released. This was more than the cat could
stand. It dropped the lantern upon the threshold,
bounded across the courtyard, and seized the mouse just
as it was entering its hole.

Meanwhile the Landlord and the Lady having waited
until long after dark, the Landlord was reluctantly
obliged to own that he had lost his bet. So he handed
over to the disguised merchant, not only his own pro-
perty, but also the merchandise, which he had previously
won from her Husband; and the two, carrying their
possessions with them, returned to their own home,
where they lived happily ever afterwards.
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THE KYANG, FOX, WOLF, AND HARE 47

“ Yes, quite ready,” replied the Wolf and the Fox.

“ Well, then, pull,” said the Hare.

So they began to pull as hard as they could.

When the Kyang felt the pull on the rope he walked
forward a few paces, much to the surprise of the Wolf and
the Fox, who found themselves being dragged along the
graund.

“Pull, can’t you!” shrieked the Wolf, as the rope
began to tighten round his neck.

“Pull yourself!’ shrieked the Fox, who was now
beginning to feel very uncomfortable.

“ Pull, all of you,” called out the Hare, and so saying
he let go of the end of the rope and the Kyang galloped
off dragging the Wolf and the Fox after him. In a few
minutes they were both strangled, and the Kyang,
shaking off the rope from his neck, proceeded to graze
quietly on his usual pastures, and the Hare scampered
off home, feeling that he had done a good day’s work.
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STORY No. VIIL
THE FROG AND THE CROW.

A Crow once caught a fine fat Frog, and taking him in
her bill she flew with him to the roof of a neighbouring
house in order to devour him at her leisure. As she
alighted on the roof of the house the Frog gave an
audible chuckle. _

‘“ What are you laughing at, Brother Frog ? "’ said the
Crow.

‘“ Oh, nothing, Sister Crow,” said the Frog; ‘‘never
mind me. I was just thinking to myself that, as it
fortunately happens, my Father lives close by here, on
this very roof, and as he is an exceedingly fierce, strong
man, he will certainly avenge my death if anyone®
injures me.”

The Crow did not quite like this, and thinking it as
well to be on the safe side she hopped off to another
corner of the roof near to where a gutter led away the
rain water by means of a small hole in the parapet
and a wooden spout. She paused here for a moment
and was just about to begin to swallow the Frog when
the Frog gave another chuckle.

“ What are you laughing at this time, Brother Frog ? "’
asked the Crow.
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50 FOLK TALES FROM TIBET.

bill is quite nice and sharp now, so come along up and
be eaten.”

“I am so sorry, Sister Crow,” replied the Frog, ‘ but
the fact is, I cannot get up the sides of this well. The
best thing would be for you to come down here to eat

me.’!
And so saying he dived to the bottom of the well.
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THE MOUSE’'S THREE CHILDREN. 75

presently, the poison taking effect, he fell to the ground
stone dead, and the Boy, pulling the string which was
attached to the Mouse’s tail, guided her out of the Ele-
phant’s trunk till she reached the open air.

The King could no longer hesitate to fulfil his pro-
mise to the Boy, so he gave him his daughter in marriage,
and presented him with half his kingdom. And on the
King’s death the Boy succeeded to the kingdom, and he
and his mother lived happily ever afterwards.
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THE JACKALS AND THE TIGER. 47

good meal himself off the deer’s flesh, he said to Mrs.
Jackal :

“ You and the children can now go to sleep ; I shall
go on to the roof of the den and keep a look-out for the
Tiger. When I see him coming I shall rap on the roof,
and you must at once wake up the children and make
them begin to cry, and when I ask you what they are
crying about, you must say that they are getting im-
patient for their supper.”

Accordingly Mr. Jackal went up on the roof, while his
family settled down to sleep in the snuggest corner of
the Tiger’s den. Shortly after Father Jackal heard a
slight crackling amongst the dry leaves of the forest ;
and in the dim morning light he discerned the form of a
great Tiger approaching his den through the tree-stems.

According to the arrangement he had made, he rapped
with a loose stone upon the roof of the den, and Mrs.
Jackal immediately woke up the young Jackals and
made them cry.

‘ What are those children crying about ? ”’ called out
Father Jackal.

“ They are very hungry, and getting impatient for
their supper,” was the reply.

“ Tell them they won’t have long to wait now,” said
Father Jackal; ‘ the Tiger will probably be home very
soon, and we shall all be eating hot Tiger's meat before
long.”

On hearing this the Tiger was very much alarmed, and
thought to himself :

‘ What kind of strange animal can this be which has
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THE STORY OF THE THREE THIEVES. o1

in fulfilling his promise to the three Thieves. He
raised them at once to high rank, and presented
them with lands and money sufficient to uphold their
new status, and they lived happily ever afterwards,
enjoying the confidence of the Emperor and the friend-
ship of the numerous officials whom they had saved
from imprisonment and death.
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STORY No. XV,

THE STORY OF THE BOY WITH THE
DEFORMED HEAD.

ONCE upon a time there lived a poor man and his wife
who had only one child, and this Boy, as it happened,
was born with a deformed head, which projected in
front and behind, and gave him a very ugly appear-
ance. The parents, although much grieved at their
son’s deformity, were, nevertheless, very fond of him
and brought him up very carefully. Every day, when
he grew big enough, he used to drive the cows out to
pasture, and all day long he sat about on the hillsides
watching the cattle graze. And so he passed his life
very happily until, when he reached the age of fifteen,
he began to think he should like to marry a wife as
other young men did, but he feared that owing to his
deformity no girl would ever look at him.

One day it chanced that he drove his cows to graze
on the rich pasture on the edge of a small lake, and as
he was sitting near the shore of the lake all of a sudden
he saw a large white Drake descend from the sky, and
light upon the surface of the water. As soon as it was
seated upon the water it swam round the lake three times
to the right and then three times to the left, and having
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104 FOLK TALES FROM TIBET.

the birth of children for himself, his horse and his dog.
So he disguised himself as a holy Lama; and coming up
to the palace one day on foot, he asked for an interview
with the King. The King, who had almost lost faith in
Lamas of any kind, received him courteously, and asked
him what he could do to help in the matter.

““Oh, King!” replied the supposed Lama, “I, you
must know, am a great recluse, and as the result of
many years of solitary meditation, I have become pro-
ficient in all the magic arts. I will undertake to secure
for you and your horse and dog the birth of offspring
as you desire. But I can only do so on one condition,
which is as follows : three children will be born to you,
three to the horse and three to the dog. They will all
be of a miraculous nature, and will grow to their full
powers in the course of three years. At the end of three
years I will return here, and will claim from you one of
each to follow me and serve me and to obey my orders
in all matters.”

The King gladly agreed to this condition, and asked the
Lama how he should proceed in order to secure the
desired result. The Lama replied :

‘“ Here, oh King, are nine pills; three of these must
be administered to the Queen, three to the horse and
three to the dog. In three months’ time a child will be
born to each, to be followed by two others at intervals
of one month.” :

So saying, he handed the pills to the King and forth-
with took his departure. The King accordingly adminis-
tered the pills as directed, and after three months the
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STORY No: XVIII.
THE STORY OF THE LAMA’'S SERVANT.

THERE was once an old Lama who lived in a small
house at the very top of a hill in a lonely part of Tibet.
He was a very holy man and spent his time entirely in
religious contemplation, and the only person whom
he allowed about his house was a certain young man
of low birth, who acted as his Servant and used to cook
his meals and perform other household duties. This
man was a great character in his way. He was an
amusing fellow and very fond of his joke, but was
quite unreliable and incapable of performing any regular
work.

Now the old Lama’s diet, in accordance with the
tenets of his religion, was a very small one, and he
refrained entirely from taking the life of any living
creature. So his food consisted chiefly of barley-flour,
butter, and so on, and he abstained from meat of
any kind. This mode of life, however, was - not at all
pleasing to the Servant, Rin-dzin, who had a healthy
appetite and greatly missed his daily dish of meat,
and he was constantly trying to persuade the Lama to
allow him to kill a sheep or a goat in order that he
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132 FOLK TALES FROM TIBET.

tuft of grass by the roadside, and started off to retrace
his steps to pick up the first boot. No sooner was he
out of sight than Rin-dzin emerged from his hiding-
place, and picking up the bag of gold, strapped it to his
saddle and rode on his way.
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140 FOLK TALES FROM TIBET.

enemies; but that if he was again threatened, he was
ready to employ first all the domestic animals of the
country ; and if they did not succeed, he would have
to have recourse to the wild beasts; and in the event of
their failing, he was prepared to come himself with his
warriors in order to produce the desired results.

When the ruler of the other country heard this
message he considered it wiser at once to make a treaty
of peace, as he could not hope to defeat the warriors
and wild beasts of a country whose Mice had shown such
skill and courage. So the two countries remained on
friendly terms for many years after; and the Mice,
secured against flood and Cats, lived happily and safely,
and received every year from the King of the country
a barnful of grain as a free gift in thankful recognition
of the services which they had rendered in time of need.
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146 FOLK TALES FROM TIBET.

echo to-night. There must be something wrong,” and
saying this he again called out :

“ Oh, great cave ! great cave!”’

The foolish Tortoise, thinking that if he simulated an
echo the Monkey would enter the cave as usual, here-
upon gave answer from his dark corner:

‘“ Oh, great cave ! great cave!”’

On hearing this the Monkey chuckled to himself at
the simplicity of the Tortoise, and went off to sleep in

some other part of the forest.
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154 FOLK TALES FROM TIBET.

to his body is of no avail unless you can also destroy
the object with which his spirit is bound up. Now this
particular Ogre’s existence depends upon the life of a
green Parrot, which is carefully hidden from human
view, but I have ascertained where it is kept, and will
explain to you how you may find it. Behind the rock in
which we are now living you will find another great rock
standing by itself. You must go up to this, and, kicking
it three times with your right foot, you must exclaim at
each kick, ‘Great Raven, open the door.’ As you pro-
nounce these words for the third time the door will open,
disclosing a large cave, in the centre of which, seated
upon a red stone, you will see a green Parrot. If you
can kill this Parrot you will also destroy the Ogre without
any danger to yourself.”

On hearing this Baki at once promised to follow the
lady’s directions, and she released him from the cavern.
Going round to the back of the rock, he found himself
face to face with another great rock standing by itself.
Kicking this rock three times with his right foot, he
pronounced the magic words, and as he said them for
the third time two rocky doors flew open, disclosing a
cave inside. Entering the cave he saw a green Parrot
seated on a red stone in the centre, and he at once seized
the bird and wrung its neck. As soon as he had accom-
plished this he ran hastily back to the main cavern, and
as he approached the entrance he saw the Ogre, who
had just been returning to his home, lying across the
threshold stone dead, with his neck all twisted. The
young lady was greatly rejoiced at the successful issue
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THE HOME-BRED BOY.
HOW HE DISLODGED THE SPIDER.

AFTER leaving the house where he had found the tur-
quoise, the home-bred Boy wandered along until, towards
nightfall, he arrived at the same poplar-tree where he
had previously stayed the night, and, lying down under
its branches, he fell fast asleep, and did not wake up
until towards morning.

As day was dawning the two Ravens overhead began
talking to one another as before, and the boy overheard
their conversation.

‘“ Good-morning, Father Raven,” said the hen bird on
the nest. ‘ What kept you so late last night ? "

“Well,” replied Father Raven, ‘‘the fact is, I was
visiting a farmhouse down yonder, where the mistress
of the house, as it happens, is very ill. She is suffering
from a severe pain in her left ear, which drives her almost
distracted, and no one about the place knows what it
is nor how to cure it. They have consulted all of the
most famous doctors and lamas in the neighbourhood
without, however, affording her any relief at~ all.
Indeed, no one knows what is the cause of the disease
except myself. I have ascertained that the pain in her
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