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THE GOLDEN THRONE
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Retold by Tenzin Yangchen Dongchung
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In a peaceful green valley, beside a sparkling
stream and rolling green hills, there lived a
happy goat family in a small cozy cottage.

Daddy Goatwas strong and hardworking. Mommy Goat was gentle and caring.
Their two children, Tsiphu and little Rilhok, were cheerful and always ready
to help.

In this family, everyone shared chores.




One bright morning, Daddy Goat stretched and said, “Today we
need fresh water from the stream. Mommy Goat, please go fetch a
bucket of water.”

Tsiphu shuffled his hooves. “Mama, I
promised to help Rilhok fix her basket.”

Little Rilhok quickly spoke up, trying to be brave.
“Ican go! It is my turn. I will fetch the water.”

Daddy Goat nodded proudly. “Very well, Rilhok.

M iled softly. “Oh I still
ommy Goat smiled softly. “Oh dear, I sti Be careful on the path.”

have grain to grind for supper. Tsiphu, could
you fetch the water today?”




Rilhok picked up the bucket and skipped down the dusty trail.

But high up that path, sitting on a large gray boulder, was a hungry wolf
named Aku Changku.

His eyes were sharp. His ears twitched at every sound. He sat proudly on the
rock as if it were a royal throne.

When he saw little Rilhok approaching, he grinned.
“Where are you going, little goat?” the wolf growled.

Rilhok froze, trembling. But he remembered to be polite.

“Oh sir”, he replied nervously,
“Yesterday my duty was to fetch fresh
grass. Today my duty is to fetch water.
[ am going to the stream to get a bucket
of water.”




Aku Changku narrowed his eyes.

“What is that bang on your head?”
Rilhok blinked. “Sir, that is my silky bangs, called Eh-sip la, Peh-sip la.”

Aku Changku circled Rilhok slowly.

“And what are those round things on your knees?”
“Sir, those are my kneecaps. “Eh-khor la, Peh-khor 1a.”

Aku Changku’s chest puffed with pride.

“Where am I sitting?”
Rilhok swallowed. “Sir, you are sitting on the highest golden throne.”

He smiled wilder.

“And what am I eating now?”
Rilhok’s voice shook. “Sir...you are eating sweet candy.”

Aku Chanku’s eyes gleamed.

“Yes,” he said darkly. “And now
I shall have something sweeter.”

And poor Rilhok never returned home.

&)



“Where are you going?”

Tsiphu answered politely, just as
Rilhok had. “Yesterday my duty was to
fetch fresh grass. Today my duty is to
fetch water. I am going to the stream

to get a bucket of water.”

Thenextday,Daddy Goatasked Mommy
Goattofetchwater. MommyGoatturned
to Tsiphu for the request. Tsiphu grew
worried since Rilhok did not return
home yesterday. Nevertheless, he went
out to get a bucket of water nervously.

But on the same path, Aku Changku
stopped him.

“What is that bang on your head?”
“Sir, my silky bangs, called Eh-sip la, Peh-sip la.”

Again Aku Changku asked:

“And what are those round things on your knees?”
“Sir, my kneecaps. “Eh-khor la, Peh-khor la.”

“Where am I sitting?”
“Sir, you are sitting on the highest golden throne.”

“And what am I eating now?”
“Sir, a sweet candy.”

And Tsiphu, too, did not return.



The next day, Daddy Goat asked Mommy
Goat to get a bucket of water.

“Yesterday, Rilhok did not return, and
today, Tsiphu did not make it home.
Today, I might not make it home just
like them” she thought.

When she reached the boulder, Aku
Changku asked her the very same
questions.

Though her heart trembled, she answered politely.

“What is that bang on your head?”
“Sir, my silky bangs, called Eh-sip la, Peh-sip la.”

“And what are those round things on your knees?”
“Sir, my kneecaps. “Eh-khor la, Peh-khor la.”

“Where am I sitting?”
“Sir, you are sitting on the highest golden throne.”

“And what am I eating now?”
“Sir, a sweet candy.”

And she, too, was lost to Aku Changku.




When night began to fall, Daddy Goat stood alone outside the cottage.
He understood what had happened.

Next morning, he walked down the dusty path towards the boulder with
heavy but determined steps.

Aku Changku saw him coming and licked his lips.

“Well, well! Where are you going, Daddy Goat?”

Daddy Goat looked him straight in the eyes.

“I am going to settle a score.”

Aku Changku smirked.

“What is that bang on your head?”

Snorting loudly, “these are sharp spears meant for foolish wolves.”

Aku Changku’s smile faded slightly.

“And what are those round things on your knees?”
“They are iron stones that do not kneel before bullies.”

Aku Changku’s tail twitched angrily.

“Where am I sitting?”

“You are sitting on a cracked rock that will soon
be your downfall,” Daddy Goat replied firmly.
Aku Changku growled.

“What am I eating now?”

Daddy Goat lowered his horns.

“You are eating a bone! What else!”




With a furious howl, Aku Changku leapt forward.
But Daddy Goat was ready.

They clashed beneath the sky — claws against horns, growls echoing across
the valley. Dust swirled around them as they fought fiercely.

Aku Changku lunged and snapped. Daddy Goat dodged and charged.

At one moment, Aku Changku knocked Daddy Goat to the ground. It seemed
the fight was over.




With a mighty cry, he rose to his feet and charged with all his strength. His
strong horns struck the wolf hard.

Aku Changku stumbled backward, slipped from the boulder, and fell into the
rushing stream below.

The powerful current carried the wolf away, and he was never seen in the
valley again.




As Daddy goat stood catching his breath, a graceful lady fox, Chey Wamo,
stepped quietly from behind the bushes.

“Tsaw your courage,” she said softly. “You stood with truth instead of fear.”
Daddy Goat bowed his head. “I could not save them.”

Chey Wamo replied gently, “But you ended the terror. No wolf will ever sit on
that boulder again.”

The valley grew peaceful once more.
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