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Norbu’s Journey 

 

Norbu could hardly wait. Yesterday, he had turned nine years old. Today, he would get to join 

his father for the first time as they made the long journey to trade their grain and spices for a 

small herd of yaks. His father made the journey every year to trade for the things they could not 

get in their tiny village, tucked away in the mountain valley high in the Himalayas of Bhutan. 

One year he brought back salt; last year he brought back wool. But this year, he would bring 

back a small herd of yaks, and Norbu would get to help.  

 

With the yaks they brought home, they would have meat and milk. The milk could be used to 

make the butter they needed for cooking and for burning in the lamps. Plus, they needed the 

butter for the Buddhist shrine in their home. Every home Norbu had ever seen had a shrine like 

theirs.  

 

“Come, Norbu, it’s time to leave,” his father called. 

 

Norbu gathered the ema datshi and the rice his mother had prepared for him and his father to 

take on their journey. He and his father would enjoy the chili and cheese stew throughout their 

journey. It would take ten days on foot, five days to the village and five days back. They each 

loaded a pack on their back that held their blankets and other provisions for the journey. His 

father picked up the handles of the litter that held their grain and spices that they would offer in 

trade. After telling his mother goodbye, they were finally on their way!  

 

By the time the sun was beginning to set the first evening, Norbu could look behind him and see 

the prayer flags of his village fluttering in the breeze. His people believed that the wind would 

carry the prayers written on the flags to the spirits who might help them.  

 

“Norbu, spread out the blankets and prepare the ema datshi while I gather some wood for the 

fire.” 

 

Leaving the litter of grain and spices behind, his father disappeared into the birch trees. Norbu 

unrolled first one blanket, then the next. Just as he knelt to pull the ema datshi from his pack, he 

heard the most terrible scream!  

 

“Father!” Norbu cried. 

 

When Norbu spotted his father, he was lying on the ground, his leg covered in blood. Norbu 

recognized the tracks of a tiger disappearing into the forest.  

 

“I surprised the tigress,” his father whispered. “She did not mean to kill me, only to warn me to 

come no further.” 
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“But your leg is bleeding so much!”  

 

Norbu’s father opened his lips to speak, but no words came out. He closed his eyes, and his lips 

fell shut.  

 

“Father?” Norbu fought to keep his voice from shaking. “Father?”  

 

But his father didn’t move. 

 

What would he do? The first thing he had to do was make his father’s leg stop bleeding. He ran 

back to where he had unrolled the blankets. Grabbing one, he hurried back to his father. Pulling a 

knife from his pocket, he cut the wool into long strips. He wrapped and bandaged his father’s leg 

until the bleeding stopped.  

 

Now what? He knew his father needed help, much more than he could give. But it was still four 

days to the next village. He had an idea! He could go back to his own village. It was only a day’s 

walk away.  

 

He looked around. It would take him longer to walk there if he walked in the dark. By the time 

he made it home and got help, his father might be worse. He could even die. No, he would take 

his father home with him. He just needed a way to carry him.  

 

Back to the campsite he ran. He set the bags of grain and all of the spices on the ground behind a 

large rock. He scattered some leaves and branches on them, hoping to make them invisible to 

people who might pass this way later. There was nothing he could do to keep the animals from 

being able to smell them, though. Dragging the empty litter behind him, he returned to his father. 

 

His father’s face was much more pale now, and he still was not awake. Carefully, Norbu set the 

litter on the ground beside his father. He bent down low and gently picked up his father’s feet 

and drug them over to the litter. Next, he ran up to his father’s head. He gently raised his father’s 

head and neck the best he could, plus a little bit of his father’s shoulders. He slid that part of his 

father onto the litter. Little by little, bit by bit, Norbu moved his father onto the litter. When he 

was finally done, his face was streaked with sweat, but his father was ready to travel.  

 

Leaving everything he did not need behind, Norbu began to make the long journey back home. 

But, he was not ready for how much harder it would be to make the trip in the dark. With no 

sunlight to illuminate his steps, he stepped in many holes dug into the earth by animals. He 

jumped and listened to every sound, every screech, every whistle. And the litter with his father 

on was heavy.  

 

He must get his father to help. How he wished there was someone who could help him.  
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As dawn broke and sent narrow beams of light into the darkened night, Norbu heard an 

unfamiliar sound. There was a rustling in the woods, but it was not the rustling a tiger or a 

leopard would make. He stopped and listened. 

 

“Hello!”  

 

The voice startled him. A figure emerged from among the trees. 

 

“I said, hello!” the man repeated. 

 

The stranger smiled broadly, then spotted the man in the litter behind Norbu. The stranger 

quickly ran to the litter and dropped to his knees beside it.  

 

“It’s my father,” Norbu said. “My name is Norbu. We were on our way to trade our grain and 

spieces.” 

 

“I am Sangay,” the stranger replied. “What happened?” 

 

“My father ran into a tiger unexpectedly. She struck him as a warning and ran off.” 

 

Sangay closed his eyes, placed one hand on Norbu’s father’s arm, and began to pray. “Please, 

Heavenly Father, be with us now. Please watch over and protect Norbu, his father, and myself. 

Please, if it best, please heal Norbu’s father. Thank You. In Jesus’ Name, Amen.” 

 

Norbu asked, “You prayed strange words. Who is Jesus?” 

 

“He is the Lord God who rules over all.” 

 

“But I thought that there was no God over all.” 

 

Sangay stood and took the handles of the litter. 

 

“I can carry my father,” Norbu said. 

 

“The load is too heavy for you,” Sangay answered. “I will help you carry it. Come, we will be at 

your village much sooner than you expect.” 

 

Norbu said nothing as Sangay began dragging the litter behind him.  

 

After a little while, Sangay said, “You believe there are good choices and bad choices, right?” 

Sangay said. “How do we know whether a choice is good or bad?” 
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“Our rulers tell us,” Norbu answered.  

 

“What happens when we make a bad choice?” 

 

“We carry those with us. They will all count against us and we will pay for them someday.” 

 

Sangay wiped the sweat from his forehead. “So you drag them behind you, like I am doing with 

your father’s litter?” 

 

Norbu nodded. 

 

“What do you do when the load is too heavy for you?” 

 

Norbu thought and then he thought some more. What would happen? 

 

“There is a rock in my home town. It is very large and very hard to climb. But, our people say 

that if someone can climb and reach the top, then all of the sins they’ve committed before then 

will be taken away forever.” 

 

“What do you do if you sin while you are climbing back down?” 

 

Norbu had no answer. 

 

“Did you know that once, many years ago, God, who created the Himalayas and valleys and 

everything you see here, wanted the people He had created to live free from dragging the heavy 

burden of sins around with them everywhere they went. He also knew that they could never 

spend forever with Him if they were still dragging it around with them when they died.” 

 

“So what did He do?” Norbu asked. 

 

“He came Himself to live just like one of us. Only, He never did a single thing wrong. He chose 

to die to pay for all of our sins, so that we could stop dragging them around with us everywhere 

we went. He took every single sin and paid for it all at once. Then, to prove He was really God, 

He came back to life so we could see Him. He lives in Heaven now, and He lives with each of 

our spirits.” 

 

“Why would someone I don’t know want to do that for me?” 

 

“The same reason I wanted to help you get your father help—love.” 

 

Norbu couldn’t deny the fact that Sangay was helping him. They were almost home, and the sun 

wasn’t even the whole way up in the sky yet. There was a warmth in Norbu’s heart when Sangay 
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talked about this God, the kind of warmth you get when you’re resting near a campfire, resting 

after setting down your heavy packs from the journey. 

 

“Please tell me more about this Jesus,” Norbu said. “Did He really die for every bad choice?” 

 

“Yes,” Sangay said. “Every one.” 

 

 


