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ET ALORS LE SINGE RIT par JULIAN BOUND et ANN LACHIEZE

Un beau matin, un jeune garçon part à l'aventure dans la jungle sans savoir que  les animaux qu'il va rencontrer lui ouvriront les yeux sur le monde.

Ecrit par un auteur et collaborateur du National Geographic, Julian Bound, et illustré par une artiste reconnue, Ann Lachieze. 'Et Alors Le Singe Rit'', conte destiné aux enfants, explore les fondements du Bouddhisme et en aborde quelques principes comme :
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Looking up to their constant movement the boy didnt scc
another monkey creep up behind him. It took the banana from
the boy’s back pocket then climbed high into the jungle canopy.
“Is that my breakfast?” The boys friend asked beside him.
The boy blushed as the banana was being caten above them.
“I'know I shouldn’t have taken it,” the boy said. “T am sorry.”
To his surprise, the one who had accompanied him on his
adventure began to laugh.

“I knew you had taken my breakfast,” the monkey told him.

“And you weren't angry?”

“No, because I could see how hungry you were.”

The boy remembered the snake who had tried to scare him.

“So you understood why I took the banana,” he said. “You
showed compassion towards me.”

“Of that I did” the monkey replied and pointed up to the one
who had taken the banana from the boy.

The boy watched the last of the banana being eaten. It looked
and he felt sad it wa to cat. Then he
wondered if his friend had felt the same sorrow when finding his
breakfast had disappeared.

Recalling how he had taken the banana that morning, the boy’s
checks glowed red again as they left those still leaping from
branch to branch and continued further along their path.

deliciou

no longer hi
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‘The elephant began to walk and the boy looked out onto the vas
surrounding jungle. He smiled to the monkey sat beside him.
“This is karma too,” the monkey said.
“Itis? But this doesnt scem like a bad thing to happen.”
“Karma works both ways,” the monkey told the boy
“Soif Ido something good?” The boy asked. “Then something

good will happen to me t00?”

“Yes, can you think what good you have done to receive your
ride homewards?”

The boy thought long and hard. Tt wasn't until he remembered
the beginning of his journey that his answer came to him.

“The tiger,” he said. “When I untied his tail.”

“Yes, that i right, by showing your kindness in helping the tiger
in his dilemma, then that kindness is now being repaid by our
new friend here,” the monkey patted the top of the clephant’s
head.

This caused the trunk which had lifred them up onto the

animals back to raisc high in the air.
“The trunk reached up into a tree and pulled down two bananas
from its branches. He gave one cach to the monkey and the boy.
“Breakfast at last,” the monkey laughed
“Yes at last,” the boy laughed with him.
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The boy turned to the monkey.
“He scared me,” he said. “I don’tlike him. Were you scarcd?”
“No,” the monkey replicd. “Although I was once long ago.”
“You were?”

“Yes, but then I found out why he tricd to frighten me.”

the monkey continucd.
“Somcone scared him too many years ago. This is why he acts

in such a way

snake is only acting out what happened to him once. This is why

1 forgave him,” he said.

The boy’s eyes kept on the snake

It was not you he personally tried to scare. The

“You forgave him?”
“Yes” the monkey smiled. “As soon as 1 understood why he

acted in such a way so came my forgiveness towards him.”
“Forgiveness with understanding,” the boy said.

actly, and this is called compassion.”
The monkey walked over to the snake and stroked his shiny
the snake had tried to

scales. As the boy began to understand wl
scare him his forgiveness arrived al
snake smiled up to them both.
“Do you like him now?” The monk
“Yes, now I understand his actions,” the boy patted the snake,
and then he and the monkey continued along their jungle trail
leaving the snake far behind them.

Joining the monkey, the

¢ asked the boy.
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About The Illustrator

Ann 1

s is a Briish artist and illustator. She has spent thirty years living in
Provence, France, where she enjoys a gentler way of lfe. Her arwork reflects this art de
vivre, emphasizing the imporanes
she has had the joy of reading ma

of Tiving fully in the moment. As a mother of three,

i books t her children, learning along the way how
illustrations can bring a story o life.

Her painting akes
viewer another perspective towards chosen surroundings. Working maialy in acrylc
Ansart plays with light, contrastng both shade and brightness to create an ilusion of

depth.

inspiration from nature which is an unlimited source, giving the

Yoga and meditation have alvays been a constant clement throughout Annis life,
combined with her intercst in the philosophy and guidance found within Buddhism.
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Sunbeams lit the boy’s way as he walked beneath a tall green
canopy.

Continuing forwards he listencd to the rustles and crackles far
beyond the trees and bushes lining his path. Fach sound told of
a jungle animal waking up and getting ready for their day ahead.

Those sounds did not scarc the boy at all, in fact they only
added to his adventure. Yet there was one thing which did bother
him. He was hungry.

It was well past his breakfast time and his tummy began to
rumble as loud as the animals he could hear in the distance.
Aware the answer to his hunger lay all around him, the boy began
. He stopped

to look for the fruits the jungle had to off s the

leaves on a bush ahead began to shake.
Quickly hiding behind a tre, the boy watched a monkey appear
from the bushes carrying something in his hand. It was a banana.
Exactly what the boy had been scarching for. The monkey placed
the banana down on a tree stump at the edge of the path before
disappearing back into the jungle.
The boy
knew it was not his o take, he walked over to the banana and

tummy rumbled once more, and even though he

picked it up. He was about to cat it when the bush shook once
more and the monkey reappeared before him.
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Leaving the pond behind, the monkey and the boy were soon
flanked by trees on cither side of them once more. Although the
in shone at ts brightest their jungle path darkened.

The boy looked to the canopy above and saw how an increase
of leaves blocked what had been the opening for rich, warm
sunlight. Yet it scemed there was another reason for the dullness
now surrounding him and the monke
finger on and his whole body gave a little shiver.

midday

 one he could not put his

“The light dimmed a fraction more and the boy froze to the spot
as something wound its way out of the tree line towards him. The
monkey stood aside as a gigantic snake slithered its way to them.
The serpent came to a stop. Raising its green and red striped
body up it lowered its huge head and stared down at the boy.

“The boy was scared and gazed up to the snake’s yellow cy
its forked tongue which darted in and out from the creature’s sly
mouth,

Showing no fear the monkey stepped up to the snake. He patted
its scaly neck softly to get its attention. The serpent left the boy
and towered over the mon
happened. Both the monke;
another as if in agreement. With that the snake lowered itsclf to
the ground and curled up on the side of the path next to the boy
and the monkey.

and

Then something  strange

and the snake nodded to one
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The boy and the monkey had not walked very far when a loud
roar filled the air. Walking onwards another roar came. This time
it was much louder than the first and on rounding the jungle
path’s gentle curve they found who was making all the noise.
The boy looked at the tiger lying on the side of the path.
“Oh dear,” the monkey said. “Can you sce what has happencd?”
First looking into the tigers bright green eyes, the boy’s view
flowed from the beast’s white muzzle and long whiskers and over
its orange body lined with the blackest of stripes. Then he saw
what had caused the tiger’s painful roars. Half way along the
animals striped tail there was a big knot.
The tiger reached back for the knot and roarcd again in both
frustration and pain.
“His paws are much too big,” the monkey
are needed to untic his tail.”
The boy stared back into the tiger’s cyes as the monkey spoke

id. “Smaller ones

like yours,” he told the boy.
The boy looked to his hands and then to the knot which caused
the tiger’s suffering. With all his courage he stepped forwards and
knelt down to the tiger’s tail.

Reaching forwards he took the knot in his hands.
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“The boy stepped from his home as the sun rose to start a new
day. Feeling warm sunlight touch his cheeks he knew there and
then he wanted an adventure. He also knew where he would find
one and walked to a nearby jungle opening.

Standing at the beginning of a pathway leading onwards
between towering palm trees, the boy was certain the dusty jungle
trail would take him to the adventure he sought.

Glancing back to his small home where his family were all still
fast asleep he felt the pull of exploring on him again. His gaze
returned to the path ahead and with one footstep forward he left
all he knew behind.
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Unsure what to do, instead of returning the banana the boy put
itin his back pocket. The monkey looked to the tree stump where
his breakfast had been and then to the boy.

“Hello,” he said. “Have you by any chance scen where my
breakfast has gonc?”

The boy was too embarrassed to give the banana back and gave
no reply as the monkey searched the jungle floor around them.

“Oh well,” the monkey sat down on the tree stump and looked
up at the boy. “And what brings you here so deep in the jungle?”

“Pm on an adventure,” the boy said, relieved the monkey had
not scen him take his breakfast.

“An adventure,” the monkey’s cyes widened. “How 1 so enjoy
adventures.”

“You do?”

“Oh yes, more than anything.” the monkey laughed. “Tell me,
are you on this journey alonc?”

The boy began to feel a little sad. Although he was enjoying
walking the jungle path, at times he had wondered what it would
be li

“I could join you on your adventure if you would like,” he said.

It didn't take long for the boy to decide and he nodded.

“Wonderful,” the monkey said. “Shall we?” And together they
began to walk the jungle path side by side.

¢ to have some company. The monkey understood.
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About The Author

3l

Julian Bound is a documentary photographer, film maker and author. With photo-
graphic work featured on the BBC news, his photographs have been published in
National Geographic, New Scientist and the international press.

His work focuses on the social documentary of world culture, reigion and traditions,
with time spent studying meditation with the Buddhist monks of Tibet and Northern
“Thailand and spiritual teachers of India’s Himalaya region.

With portraiture of His Holiness the 14th Dalai Lama, Julian has photographed the
Tibetan communitics of Nepal and India, and has worked as a photographer for various
international embassics in conjunction with the United Nations

Julian is also the author of the novels “The Geisha and the Mon
Life’s Heart Erernal

Subway of Light' and






OEBPS/d2d_images/image005.jpg
‘The boy once again considered how his friend must have felt on
sceing his breakfast had gone, The monkey knew the boy’s
thoughts.

“For every action we make there is a consequence,” he said.

The monkey’s words brought new understanding to the boy.

“Because I took the banana that didn’t belong to me,” he said,
“I had the banana taken away from me?”

“If we intentionally do something we know we shouldn't, then
what we do shall eventually happen to us also”

“So/if I do something bad, then something bad will happen to
me?” The boy asked.

“Yes, thi
say anything more the ground beneath them began to shak

“What's happening?” The boy called out.

From the bushes a long grey trunk with a white ivory tusk on

s called karma,” the monkey said, but before he could

cither side weaved its way from between the leaves. This was
followed by two enormous flapping cars until an elephant
appeared on the jungle path and looked to the monkey and the
boy with tiny bluc eyes below a fan of long eyelashes

The monkey stepped forward and whispered something to the
clephant. The clephant’s trunk lifted him up onto his back. The
trunk then found the boy’s waist and before he knew it he too sat

beside the monkey, high up on the clephants back.
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“Enjoy walking your own path,
because you never know who you might meet along the way’
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The monkey and the boy’s laughter echoed out across the jungle
for all to hear and flowed down the path they had walked
together.

Their laughter first met with the monkeys that had taught the
boy about mindfulness and karma, and then it reached the snake
who had taught him about forgivenc:
what compassion meant.

The laughter continued its course and found the cranc that had
returned to the pond and remained within the present moment,
until at last finding the tiger whose roars exphined acts of
kindness shown to others and oursclves,

Stepping from the jungle path the clephant at last reached the
boy’s home. As the clephant’s trunk lowered him down to the
ground the boy remembered all those he had met that day, as did
he remember all he had learnt from them and his new friend.

“Thank you for the adventure,” he called up to the monkey still
seated on the clephant’s back.

s with understanding and

“You are most welcome,” he waved down to the boy. “And
thank you for the adventure t00,” he added as the clephant
turned back towards the jungle

The boy watched them both disappear between the trees, and
before he returned to his own home, he smiled on hearing the
monkey’s laughter far in the distance.
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he boy twisted and turned the knot as gently as he could, his
tiny fingers prising the til apart bit by bit. At last the knot
became looser and looser until with a little wiggle the tiger’s tail
became free and returned to how it should be.

“Well done,” the monkey clapped. “You've done it

the boy rose to his feet the tiger stood also. Standing over
the boy, the tiger lowered his head and rubbed it across the boy’s
chest. A deep purr accompanied his thank you for untying his tail.
With a nod to the monkey, the tiger walked into the jungle and
vanished from sight. The monkey turned to the boy.

“You have just shown the most important of things,” he said.

“I have? And what is that?” The boy asked.

“Why, you have shown great kindness,” the monkey told him.

“And that is the most important thing

“Very much so, for kindness is all that truly matters. By being
kind to others we are also being kind to ourselves.”

“Is this why I feel so happy right now?”

“Yes,” the monkey laughed. “By showing your kindness you
now feel as happy and content as the tiger who no longer has a
knot in his tail.”

As the boy began to understand what he was being told the

monkey started to walk further down the jungle path
“Come on,” he called back. “Let us continue our adventure.”
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“Tell me,” the monkey asked. “Have you enjoyed our journey
together so far?”
fery much,” the boy replicd.

“And can you see how you have acted the same as the cranc?”

The boy shook his head.

“Can you see how you have also been living in the present

moment?” The monkey asked.

“Me?”

“Yes, have you thought about the past this morning?

“The hoy shook his head again.

“And have you thought of the futurc?”

“The boy shook his head for a third time.

“You see” the monkey laughed. “You have been living in the
present moment all along, with no thoughts of what has been o
of what is to come.”

The boy realised the monkey was right. He had enjoyed every
moment that morning, from walking through the jungle, to
untying the tiger’s tail. It was true, he had been living in the
present with no thoughts of the past or the future. He also
realised how being in the present made him fecl. Happy.

The same peace within the crane came to him, and he and the
monkey stood side by side in silence and watched as the cranc

raised its wings, left the pond and flew cffortles
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As their path made a sharp curve the boy knew he was halfvay
through his journey and he now headed homewards. Sunlight
returned to the path and he looked up to blue skics. Something
clse caught his attention. The trees were full of monkeys.

He stopped and tricd to count cach onc. It was an impossible
task. Tt
jumped endlessly from branch to branch.

“I was once like them,” his friend said beside him. “Always
leaping around. Never able to sit still for one minute.”

“How did you stop it?” The boy asked.

“One day 1 was so tired of jumping around all the time I just
decided to sit still.”

“Like the cranc?”

“Yes, and 1 felt peaceful and calm. From that day onwards 1
could not return o a life of constantly jumping around.”

The boy recalled the calm cranc in the middle of the pond.

“You were in the present moment,” he said.

“Yes, like the crane [ became mindful of my surroundings. I no
longer wanted to leap around and around, T enjoyed being quict
and still a lot more.”

emed every monkey could not sit still for a moment and

tsi

Remembering how calm the crane had been, the boy realised it
was a much better way to be than rushing around as the monkeys
above him continued to do so.
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ntinuing together along their path a clearing appeared beside
the monkey and the boy: In the middlc of where had once been
trces was a small pond. The monkey pointed to the single cranc
stood in the pond’s centre. Standing perfectly still on one leg, the
bird’s other leg rested tucked up beneath a plume of white
feathers tinged with grey cdges. At first the boy thought the cranc
was sleeping Then he saw its cyes blink.

“The cranc is awake,” the boy said in surprise. “But he looks so
peaceful”

“Yes, there is a reason for this,” the monkey nodded.

The boy looked to the crane. He tried to work out why the bird
held such calm.

“Is it because he is a litdle sleepy?” He asked.

“Far from it,” the monkey smiled. “He i
present moment.”

“The present moment?”

“Yes, the crane does not think of what happened

mply living in the

sterday, nor

does he consider what will happen tomorrow: All there is to him

s the here and now: The present moment.”
“Is that why he looks so much at peace?”
The monk
“On our adventure this morning you have been doing exactly
the same thing” he told the boy.

nodded once more.






