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AND SO THE MONKEY LAUGHED by JULIAN BOUND and ANN LACHIEZE

The #1 Leading book on Buddhism for Children

When a young boy sets out on an adventure one morning along a jungle forest path, the animals he encounters on his journey open his eyes to a new world.

From author and National Geographic contributor Julian Bound and well-known children's book illustrator Ann Lachieze, 'And So The Monkey Laughed', a story book for children exploring the foundations of Buddhism as seen in the principles of:

KindnessThe Present MomentCompassionMindfulnessKarmaAs the boy is accompanied through the jungle by a wise monkey, together they meet a host of jungle animals including a tiger, crane, several monkeys, and a friendly elephant, each of which provide a valuable lesson for the boy.

Told with great subtlety and beautifully illustrated with fifteen colourful paintings, 'And So The Monkey Laughed' is ideal for parent and child to read together and discover Buddha's wisdom and moral guidance.

Presenting engaging characters and an enchanting adventure, 'And So The Monkey Laughed' is also an appealing book for all children who love stories about animals, be they Buddhist or not.
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About The Author

Julian Bound is a British documentary photographer, film maker and
author. With photographic work featured on the BBC news, and in
National Geographic, his photographs have also been published in New

Scientist magazine and in the international press

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

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

s

Julian is also the author of the novels “The Geisha and the Monk’,
“Subw

v of Light and ‘Life’s Heart Eternal’
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After the little monk had eaten lunch and completed his afternoon chores
of dusting the temple and replacing its yak butter candles, he made his way
to his favourite place, certain that when sitting beside the river he would be
able to achieve the meditation he found so difficult.

Walking along a stony path beside a dense forest he looked to the tips of
snowy mountains peeking over ts tree

The sky was as clear as it had been all day and the little monk thought of
the cloud he had imagined drifting over him that morning, Only there had
not been just one cloud, there had been one after another, cach as bright
and as colourful as the firs

Tecling sad he could not meditate like his classmates seemed to do the
little monk’s spirits lifted in hearing the sound of the river’s rushing water
ahead.

Walking faster along his path he saw a brown long haired yak standing
beside the forest.

W thoughts wandered once
more, wondering if she would prefer his favourite meal of fresh noodles
instead of the grass she now chewed.

fatching her cating grass the little monk’

Such a thought caused him to recall the laughter his answer caused
carlier when the old monk had asked him what he had been thinking about.
He knew the other monks meant no harm in their giggles, but even so,
this made the little monk all the more determined to be able to meditate as
well as everyone clse.
On reaching the river he knew exactly where he would sit to practice his
meditation.
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Walking to the far end of the candle lit temple they entered the old
monk’s quarters.

The warmh of a roaring firc greeted them and the little monk sat at the
big table in the middle of the room.

Without saying a word, the old monk ladled two scoops of hot steaming
noodles into two bowls. Placing one bowl before the little monk he sat
down with his at the opposite end of the table.

The little monk stared down at his noodles. Even though he was very
hungry he still wanted to learn more of what he had been told on the
temple steps.

“Is everything ever changing?

The old monk put his polished red prayer beads down beside his bowl.

“Tell me” he said. “Where do the mountain’s winter snows go when

* He asked.

springtime arrive:
“The snow leaves the mountains and flows into the river.”

“And is not that snow still the same water it has always been?” The old
monk smiled. “When it thaws and meets with the river it just takes on a
different form.”

Imagining mountain snows melting and becoming part of the river he
loved so much a new thought came to the little monk, a thought he had
never considered before.

“Are you ever changing?” He asked. “Will you leave here one day too?”

“The old monk gave no reply and walked over to a large cupboard.

He soon returned with a new bowl and placed it in the centre of the
table between him and his little guest.





OEBPS/d2d_images/image017.jpg
Climbing up onto his favourite large rock the litrle monk sat down legs
crossed. Making himself comfortable he watched the river flowing by,
knowing its turquoise tinged waters had weaved and wound through the
countryside to where he now sat, all fed by melting mountain winter snow:
This was the place he was sure he would be able to meditate.

Putting his cherished prayer beads down beside him, he placed the tips
of his thumbs together to make a bridge. Resting his right hand over his
left he remembered his teacher’s words, ‘Tt always scems the right thing to
do?

The little monk realiscd how he himself always
right thing for him to do and he closed his eye:
in and our.

Breathing five times focusing on his nose, then on his chest, and finally
on his tummy, his attention returned to his nose and he repeated his

and began to breathe slowly

actions again and again, and again.

When the little monk at last opened his eyes he gasped. What had been
a bright bluc sky was now replaced by a darkening purple with several
twinkling stars. Even the mountains had changed shade as snow-capped
peaks glowed pink and orange in the onset of dusk.

It scemed like he had only closed his eyes for a moment, not the hour
or so which had passed. The litde monk smiled. Fe had meditated

suceessfully without one imagined cloud in sight.

Jumping to his fet, the little monk was ready to race back to the temple
10 tell everyone what he had achieved, but in his excitement the bottom of
his robe knocked his wooden prayer beads and they slid down the rock
towards the river below:
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Also by
The Author and Illustrator

And So The Monkey Laughed

A picture story book for children exploring the principles of:
Kindness, The Present Moment, Compassion, Mindfuness and Karma.

When a young boy sets out on an adventure along a jungle forest path, the

animals he encounters on his journey open his eyes t a new world

Accompanied by a wise monkey, together they meet a host of jungle

animals including a tiger, a cranc, a snake, several monkeys, and a friendly

clephant, with cach encounter providing a valuable lesson for the boy
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o s, the monastery’s teacher
walked to the place that had always been special to him. He knew that
beside the river's flowing waters he would find an answer to what he had
discovered that morning,

Walking past the forest he had always known he looked to the ya
grass on its edges. He smiled as he always would when secing the
recalling his thoughts as a boy when wondering if they would not have
preferred a bowl of noodles than gra

Soon the river’s rushing noise filled the air and he walked to the rock

ating
animals,

where he would always sit. With one stride he stepped up on top of the
rock, so different to when he had been young and had to climb up onto it.
ed he watched turquoise tinged waters flow past him
source.

Sitting down legs crc
before looking to th

“The mountains beyond had begun to lose their winter coverings, now he
sat next to those snows feeding the river’s building waters, understanding
same and had just changed into a different form.

how the snow was still the

He thought of the old monk once more, recollections triggered by the
morning’s events, or more so by the monastery’s new addition.

All the signs where there, the way the young monk held his hands in
meditation so differently to everyone else, his attraction to the prayer beads

which had once belonged to another, and how he had held those beads
exactly the same way their previous owner had.

The new monk’s words of how noodles where his favourite too brought
back memories of a night sharing noodles with his old teacher, and he
closcd his eyes with a smile, happy in the thought his old friend had found
anew bowl to be in.
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“The wooden prayer beads landed info the river with a plop.

Dipping beneath the water they bobbed back up again and began to float
downstream.

As his beads drifted away, the little monk knew that even if he could run
as fast as he could he would never be able to beat the river’ rapid flow and
catch them.

He also knew the journey his prized necklace would now take.
irst they would float southwards through his homelands, the river
winding and twisting until mecting with another mountain range like the
one where it had first begun.
enhance the river’s path, and it would run south through one country until
reaching another land much warmer than his own. There his beads would
continue their journey as the river widened, travelling onwards until
mecting with the scas he had never scen,

The wooden beads became smaller and smaller as they flowed away

rom there more melting snows would

faster and faster until di

appearing from sight.
he lttle monk reached up onto his tiptocs in hope of catching another
glimpse of his treasured possession, but trying as best as he possibly could

it was too late, his beads were gone.

Climbing down from the rock the little monk imagined his beads
meeting with the sea.

Then he remembered who had told him of the seas and oceans so far
away from all he had ever known.

“That is who I shall go to now’ he thought, and he began to run back to
the old monk to tell him of his loss.
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Sitting back down, the old monk reached over to the little monk’s bowl
of noodles and poured them into the new bowl. He then gently threw the
empty one into the fire.

The bowl broke into pie

“Where are your noodles now?” The old monk asl

“They are in the new bowl.”

“And are they not the same noodles as before?”

s and became engulfed in flame:
ed.

“Yes, exactly the same, now they have found a home in a different bowl.”

The little monk’s eyes lit up as he understood what his teacher had
shown him.

“When you leave,” he asked. “Will you find a new bowl to live in?”

His question made the old monk laugh out loud. “We will have to wait
and sce,” he said. “Tell me, do you still fecl sad about losing your beads?”
The little monk thought for a moment. Not only did he realise how his
attachment to his possessions had caused him to be sad, now he also

understood how everythingis ever changing and that nobody would be lost
from him forever.

“Pm not sad anymore,” he said.

“OF that T am happy to hear.”

The old monk picked his red polished beads off the table and passed
them o the little monk.

“As your wooden beads are gone, these shall be yours from now on.”

Saying thank you, the little monk gave a big smile and wrapped his new
present around his wrist.

“Now we must eat,” the old monk said. “Did you know that noodles are
my favourite 007"
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“With your first five breaths,” the old monk told his students, “focus
your attention on the tip of your nose. Then with the next five foeus on
your chest, and after another five breaths focusing on your tummy, go back
to your nose and repeat.”

Trying his hardest the little monk could not keep focus on his nose, or
his chest, or his tummy. Opening his eyes he looked o the other monk
around him, Fach one appeared to be focusing on their breathing with no
problem at all.

“What is wrong?” The old monk asked him.

“My thoughts keep coming,” the little monk replied. “No matter how
hard T try to stop them.”

“And what thoughts are they?”

“The little monk looked to his classmates then back to his teacher.

“Noodles,” he said.

The monks around him began to giggle and the litde monk blushed.

“Have you not had your breakfast this morning?” The old monk smiled.
He looked to the other monks. They all closed their eyes and returned to
focusing on their nose, chest and rummy:

“Thoughts will come to you,” the old monk said. “When they do
acknowledge their presence, let them pass by like a cloud drifting across the
sky, then return to your breathing, In time and with practice those thoughts
will become less and less.”

The litde monk looked up. There was not a cloud in sight, so he
imagined one floating above him, a cloud just like the colourful swirling
ones painted on the walls in his temple. Letting it drift by as the old monk
had told him, he closed his eyes and tried to meditate again.
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Reaching the lip of the valley, the little monk stared out to the mountains
far in the distance.

As snow-capped peaks shone bright in carly morning sunlight he then
Tooked to his favourite place in the whole world, where beginning from the
base of the mountains, what had once been a stream during the winter
months was now a river, its waters fed by thawing snows under springtime
sunbeams.

“The litde monk then looked to the monastery courtyard and to the tall
white stupa standing at its edge.

From the stupa’s golden top, four sets of painted eyes looked out to the
north, cast, south and west of his homelands, but he liked the prayer flags
most, the ones flying in a line from the stupa’s rooftop to the ground, every
flag one of five different colours and cach holding a different meaning

Atlast he looked to where he was o sit with his friends and listen to the
words of the old monk who taught them so much. He froze. They were
already there.

Knowing he was late the little monk raced down into the valley to them.
Still holding his robes over his toes and clutching onto his precious prayer
beads, he tried to remember what the stupa’s different coloured flags
meant.

“Blue means the sky, white means air,” he said in his rush. “Red means
fire and green is for water.”

And by the time he remembered yellow meant the earth he had reached
his teacher and his friends.
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More stars accompanied the little monk’s race homewards, but he paid
1o attention to their constant sparkle as night drew in around him. Nor did
he acknowledge the mountain peaks peeping over the foress tree tops,
their once pink orange glow now ju

a dark outline.

Soon he raced by the yak he had seen earlier. Once again he gave little
care to his surroundings, holding no further thoughts of if the yak would
rather a bowl of noodles than the grass she enjoyed eating so much.

All the little monk could think of was getting to his teacher and telling

him how his gift to him was lost forever.

Leaving the river and the mountains, and the yak and the forest far
behind him, his stony path led him to the monastery courtyard.
Inder watchful stupa eyes and to the sounds of fluttering prayer flags
the little monk ran onwards, pass

lessons that

ing by where he had taken hi
morning

Reaching the path which would lead him up out of the valley, he climbed
and climbed until at last sceing his home. He came to a stop and looked to
the figure standing in the temple’s doorway.

Between two tall golden prayer wheels glistening in the moonlight the
old monk beckoned him forwards.

“The little monk ran towards him and soon stood at the bottom of the
temple’s three stone steps.

“Itis late for you,” the old monk smiled. “You have missed supper.”

“The litle monk gave no reply.

He stared up at his teacher with tear filled cyes.
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About The Illustrator

Ann Lachiezc is a British artist and illustrator. She has spent thirty years
living in Provence, France, where she enjoys a gentler way of life. Her

artwork reflects this art de vivre, emphasizing the

nportance of living

fully in the moment. As a mother of three, she has had the joy of reading
many books to her children, learning along the way how illustrations can

bring a story to life.

Ann’s painting takes its inspiration from nature which is an unlimited
source, giving viewers another perspective towards chosen surroundings.
Her art plays with light, contrasting both shade and brightness to create
an illusion of depth.

Yoga and meditation have always been a cons

ant clement throughout
Ann’s life, combined with her interest in the philosophy and guidance
found within Buddhism.
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“The littde monk sat down amongst his classmates and looked up at his
teacher. The old monk smiled and said nothing of him being even the
tiniest bit late.

“This was why he liked his teacher so much. The old monk was kind, and
the little monk flicked his string of prayer beads over his fingers with his
thumb one by one, the very same beads the old monk had given him on his
first arrival to the monastery. This was the reason why they were so special.

“Now we are all here,” the old monk said to his class. “We shall start to

meditate”
Al the monks knew what to do first. Fach one placed the tips of their

thumbs together and rested their right hand over the top of their left.
As the little monk did the same he noticed his teacher held his pos

crently with his left hand over his right.

“Why are your hands in a different position?” The little monk asked.

“Itis how I have always done so,” the old monk said. “It always seems

di

the right thing to do”
“This also seemed truc for the way the old monk held his polished red

stone prayer beads, in his left hand and not the right as everyone elsc the
little monk knew would do.

“The little monk copied his teacher, but his hands soon returned to how
he and the rest of his classmates held theirs, right over lefi.

“Now, close your eyes,” the old monk said. “Breathe in slowly, and then
breathe out just as slow”

As the little monk closed his eyes and began to breathe slowly he soon

became much calmer after his run down into the valley.





OEBPS/d2d_images/image006.jpg
Beneath an endless sky of blue without a single cloud in sight, the little
monk left his temple home and took the path leading to the monastery
courtyard in the valley below:

Not only was it the first week of spring, it was also the first time lessons
were to be held outside that year and he hurried to join his teacher and the
rest of his classmates.

Careful not to trip over, the little monk lifted his burgundy robes over his
toes with one hand whilst the other held on tight to his string of small
wooden prayer beads, fearful he should lose them in his dash.
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“Whatever can the matter be?” The old monk asked.

“They have gone,” the litdle monk replicd.

“What has gonc?”

“My wooden beads, they fell into the river and floated away from me.”

The old monk saw the sorrow his student held.

“I know how very special those beads were to you,” he said.

“And now I feel very sad” the little monk lowered his head and a single
tear fell from him.

“You have to remember that everything is cver changing and that
nothing is permanent,” the old monk said. “This is why you feel so sad

now they are gone.”

“The little monk tried to understand his teacher’s words, but all he could
think about was how his much loved wooden beads had disappeared from
sight.

“When we get too attached to our posses
continued. “It is when we lose something dear to
arrives.”

Realising how attached he had been to his string of wooden beads, the
little monk began to sce the reason for the sadness he felt.

ions,” the old monk
s that our sadness

“You must be hungry after your day,” the old monk said.

“The little monk wiped his eyes and nodded.

“Good,” the old monk clapped his hands together. “Just a moment
before you arrived 1 had cooked some noodles. I made too many for me to
cat by mysclf, would you like some too?”

For the first time since losing his beads the litde monk smiled, and
climbing up his home’s stone steps he followed his teacher into the temple.
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Many spring times passed and as the years flew by the little monk grew and
grew undil he stood tall and was litdle no more.

The old monk had passed away many years ago and the one who had
once been his student had taken his place and was now the teacher of the
monastery’s novice monks.

One warm springtime morning as sunbeams cast across the temple
courtyard and all sccing stupa, a row of novice monks sat patiently waiting
for their lessons to begin.

The monastery’s teacher stood before them. For a moment he
remembered how he too had sat waiting for the old monk to speak.
Looking to the polished red stone prayer beads in his hand he smiled to the
memory of the one who had given them to him.

Greeting b structions as once told him.
Watching his students close their eyes and focus their breathing on their
nose, chest and tummy, he noticed a new face amongst them, Tt seemed the

class he gave the s

ame

monastery had received a new little monk that day;

Watching over his class he saw how the new arrival took to meditation
with case. There would be no mention of imagined passing clouds drifting
by with this one, of that he was sure, Then he saw something he had only
witnessed once before. Where all his students held their hands in the same
pose as himself with right hand rested on top of the left, his new student
held his hands left over right.

Memorics of the old monk returned to him for a second time that

morning. His thoughts stayed with him until the class came to an end and
lunch time beckoned all. As the novice monks ran to the temple’s dining
hall he called his new student to him.
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The monastery’s new monk walked over o his teacher.

“Are you enjoying your first day?” His teacher asked.

“Very much so,” the new monk replicd.

“Tell me, during meditation, why do you hold your hands differently to
everyone else?”

“Itis how I have always done,” the new monk said. “It always seems the
right thing to do.”

“The teacher remembered the one who had once spoken the very same
words to him.

“And where are your prayer beads?” He asked.

“I haven't got any. But 1 like yours,” he pointed to his teacher’s
polished stone bead:

Remembering when he had been a little monk and how he had received
his beads, he also recalled the day he had lost his wooden ones and had
watched them float away down the river.

red

He also remembered his lesson of the attachment once held with them.
“Then you can have mine,” he said and held them out to his new student.
The new monk’s smile grew. With a thank you he took them in his left

hand and immediately began to flick each bead between finger and thumb,

the same way the old monk had done so.

Surprised by what he saw the teacher told his new student to go for his
lunch, and as the new monk ran to catch up with his classmates he called
out to him.

“It is noodles for lunch today.”

The new monk turned back and smiled once more.

“I know;” he said. “They are my favourite too.”
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Be patient...
everything arrives in the right moment
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