
Tashi in the Forest 
 

On the outskirts of Lulang forest on a particularly sunny day travelled a young, joyful monk. Tashi was 

draped in folds of his saffron robe carrying a rucksack with water, bread and a scroll. His task was a 

simple one: deliver the scroll to the monastery on the other side of the city, through the Lulang forest. 

Tashi was obliged. It was the first task handed to him since he joined the practice and it could not have 

been easier.  

Unaccompanied, he now walked beneath the shade of the alpine trees as a bead of sweat ran down his 

forehead.  

Nothing could go wrong, he thought. It is a warm day, I have plenty of water and only a few miles to 

travel.  

A few more miles in, Tashi was almost skipping with his sandals clip-clopping along the way. Noticing the 

crystal clear lake in the middle of the forest, he decided to take a break and wade his feet in the cool 

water. He let out a sigh of relief as his feet ached for some respite. Beaming, he continued to waddle his 

feet and splash the water hastily and laughed to himself. 

Just then he felt an odd sensation and a rumble through his body, dizzying him.  

Oh no, he thought. What’s happening to me?  

He held his head to steady himself and scanned his surroundings. Below him, there were large ripples in 

the water. Looking at the ground, the beautiful azaleas flower was trembling. Upwards, the pine tree 

was violently quivering, scaring away the birds that were silently perched on its branches. It wasn’t just 

him rumbling. It was the ground. 

Then, he heard it. Animals. Packs and herds of animals charging in what seemed was his direction. This 

was not an earthquake. It was a stampede.  

In sheer panic Tashi stood up from the lake, gathering his robes and trying to sense which way the 

animals were coming from. He couldn’t spot them but he could hear them running, wailing and roaring 

towards him. In an instant he jolted straight up as the roaring grew louder, and he found the tallest pine 

tree he could. Slowly, he started to climb. The sounds grew nearer and louder. In a failed attempt, Tashi 

attempted a climb, scraped his knee and fell. As he dusted off his civara, he tilted his head to look 

beyond the bark of the tree and a jolt came over his body at what he saw, paralyzing him.  

A storm of dirt and sand, deer, bulls, elephants and silhouettes of animals he could not make out were 

wildly running towards him. He had no time. He would be crushed here. He mustered all his courage and 

grasped both ends of the tree. Scurrying upwards will all the strength in his spine he finally made it up to 

the lowest branch. When he thought he had a moment to check how far away the danger was, the 

stampede came even closer. They were almost here and he would not be safe if this branch was to fall 

off.  

Looking up at the sky to find a beautiful day once more, he mumbled to himself. “Could have stayed 

indoors....”  



With great difficulty, Tashi finally made it atop a comfortably high branch with time to spare. This one 

was still shaky, but not as bad as the lower branches were. He exhaled deeply, in relief. Then he noticed 

what was right below his branch. A large snake pit full of hissing, venomous reptiles directly underneath 

him if he were to fall. This was likely as now the stampede had arrived. His branch was not just swaying 

but trembling. He could not hold on much longer and would have to find another branch further atop 

the tree. 

He surveyed and as he looked up, Tashi was hit by yet another terror. Oh no, he thought. Bees.  

A hive hung on the branch right above his head with tens of hundreds of bees buzzing about. Their 

sounds now amplified as he could see them. The hive was hanging low and was agitated by the shaking 

of the tree, it would fall soon and the killer bees would be free to sting the only creature around them. 

Tashi, now beyond terrified, could do nothing except wait for his death. He started to weep as his 

branch shakily inched him closer to doom. Full of despair, Tashi hung on as tightly as he could. In the 

midst of the stampede, a pit of poisonous snakes and a hive of restless bees, suddenly a drop of honey 

fell onto his lips. Tashi closed his eyes and licked the delicious honey. It was the sweetest he had ever 

tasted and a smile ran across his lips. He realized it was only him and his rucksack now.  With no hope of 

getting out unhurt or alive, still hanging from the tree, Tashi rummaged his rucksack and his hands found 

the scroll. He unrolled it and begun to read. To his surprise, it was only one line from one of his master’s 

teachings. 

“Even in the worst times of your life when you feel defeated, remember to cherish the good memories as 

they will be the sweetest.”, he said aloud. 

And Tashi was no longer afraid. 


