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I am Tashi. I live here in the valley with my parents, my sister, my baby brother, 
and our yak. We grow our food; we make butter and cheese from our dri.



Mo Jamyang lives nearby, by the stream where our yak sometimes drink in the summers. My Amala sends me to 
deliver tsampa, bread, and tea for her in the mornings. Her family lives far away, so I help her video-call them. I sit 
beside her at her choesham while she prays. She gives me candy, dried fruits, and sometimes shakampo when I go 
home. She tells me to be kind to my parents. Mo Jamyang asks about my studies, and even though her hands ache 

sometimes, she braids my hair. My favorite is when she tells me stories.

Before I leave, I pour her more tea. I help her sit down and wrap her favorite blanket around her. I bring her prayer 
wheel and massage her hands so they don’t hurt. I make sure her fire is burning well. I always smell the smoke rising 

from her chimney as I walk home.

In the winter, something happened that had never happened before.
I was walking home from visiting Mo Jamyang,
thinking about the wonderful stories she had

told me when I felt the ground tremble.



I thought that it must be the elephant from Mo 
Jamyang’s story. Who else but a creature with 
legs like tree trunks could make the whole ground 
shake? I looked around wildly, thinking I might see 
one for the first time.

But the elephant in the story had been gentle and 
wise, and the shaking got worse. Birds cried out 
and flew into the sky. I  thought I heard someone 
calling my name. But I couldn’t move. I kept still 
and recited prayers to every deity I knew to keep 
my family and Mo Jamyang safe.

I don’t know how much time passed, but the 
shaking finally stopped. I opened my eyes when 
I heard Apa shouting my name. I didn’t realize 
I’d closed them. Apa rushed toward me on his 
motorcycle, hoisting me in front of him, and we 
sped back to Mo Jamyang’s. I thought again about 
the elephants from the stories - it looked like 
her house had been trampled by a herd of them. 
The roof was on the ground, and stones were 
scattered everywhere. When I saw her, thoughts 
of everything else left my mind.

She was standing outside. She was safe, but tears 
rolled down her cheeks. I began to cry too- the 
warm stove, her favorite seat, her choesham 
were covered in dust and rocks.

“Come, come Mo Jamyang!” Apa cried. “It’s not 
safe! Let’s go to my house.” And we rushed home.



Amala was outside the gate with my sister and 
baby brother. Even though our house was still 
standing, my parents told us to stay far away. 
They explained that there had been a strong 
earthquake, and it wasn’t safe to go back into 
the house, or to Mo Jamyang’s collapsed house. 
Amala told me that Mo Jamyang would be 
staying with us.

They spread out a blanket that had been in Apa’s 
car for Mo Jamyang to sit on and built a fire 
outside. My parents were both on the phone, 
talking very quickly and rushing around.  Mo 
Jamyang started crying again, so I hugged her 
and didn’t let go for a long time.

My brother began crying, so I let go of Mo 
Jamyang and took him from Amala. I brought 
him over to Mo Jamyang, and he began to 
smile as she sang us all some songs. I thought she 
looked a little happier. 

My parents stayed on the phone all day. Many 
adults came to drop off food and water or to 
collect and take it to other people who needed 
help. Finally, someone checked that it was safe to 
go back inside our house.



I liked having Mo Jamyang stay with us. Like before, I brought her bread, tea, and tsampa in the mornings, and I got 
to hear her praying in the mornings. She even braided my hair. But I could tell she was still sad. I missed walking to 

her house, missed the smell of her chimney. I didn’t ask her to tell me stories, even though I missed those most of all.



After a few days, my Apa went to Mo Jamyang’s house. I begged him to let me go too, but he said it wasn’t safe. I asked if 
he could bring her her favorite blanket. He returned with the statues from her choesham, and her blanket! It was gray and 

dirty, but Amala said she would wash it.

Mo Jamyang’s family couldn’t come to help, because they live so far away. They asked my Apa and Amala to help them send 
money to Mo Jamyang.



A few days later, several people came to help clear the rubble of Mo Jamyang’s house. I recognized some of these people 
who had built the library building in my school, but there were many whom I had never seen before. There were others from 
the village who brought things to share. Some people brought tea, milk, tsampa, butter, and shakampo like they would during 

Losar. Other people brought blankets and clothes. Whenever the adults took a break from work, my friends and I ran around 
pouring tea and serving food. I made sure to stay close to Amala and Apa to see if they needed help. If they didn’t, I played 

with my sister and friends.



I asked my amala where all of these people had 
come from and if they knew Mo Jamyang. She 
told me: “Mo Jamyang has lived here her whole 
life. Everyone knows her. I knew her when I was 
a girl. So did Apa. Her family moved away a long 
time ago, so people knew she was by herself, and 
when everyone found out about her house, 
they wanted to help. The earthquake hit many 
peoples’ homes in many villages, so there is a 
lot to do. But Mo Jamyang is the oldest, so we 
want to help her first.”

“It isn’t just Mo Jamyang’s house?” I cried. 
“What will everyone do?”

“We can pray, and the other thing we can do 
is work together. Everyone can help in their 
own way. I can’t carry your brother while 
I’m working in Mo Jamyang’s house, it’s too 
dangerous. Mo Jamyang is too old to work, 
so she is watching your brother. You and your 
friends are serving us when we take a break. 
Aku Drakpa’s dri had especially delicious milk 
this year, so he brought some to share. Ama 
Choedon makes the best bread, so she brought 
some for everyone.”

I walked to find my brother and Mo Jamyang, 
thinking of everything Amala had told me. I 
thought maybe they should try some of the 
bread and milk. When I brought it to them, Mo 
Jamyang was singing a song to my brother, both 
of them smiling.



At the end of the day, Mo Jamyang smiled whole heartedly and thanked everyone over and over again. She had a large pile 
of blankets, clothes, and food. In a few days, she could move back to her house. I was happy for her, but I wished she could 

stay with us even longer.

“Mo Jamyang? When you move back to your house,
can I come visit you again?”



“Of course,” she said, and smiled again. “I will tell you a story about working together. 
Remember the story of the elephant? Well, one day as he

walked in the forest, he met a monkey.”
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