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In a tiny village, in a valley, high in the mountains of Tibet, a little boy was born.
He loved to fly kites.
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On clear nights he liked to look up at the Milky Way and the stars.
“There are other worlds up there,” he said to himself. “Someday I’m going to visit

them.”
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He grew up to be a woodcutter. As he gathered his wood, he looked out beyond the
far mountains.

“There are other countries out there,” he said to himself, “cities and oceans, people
of other races. Someday I’ll go and see them.”
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But he was always busy with his work and his wife and children. He lived to be
very old, and he never left his valley.
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Then he died.
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He found himself in a place that was both very dark and very bright. He heard a
voice speaking to him. The voice said:
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The woodcutter looked out and saw all worlds of the universe. They blazed and
spun like fireworks on New Year’s Eve.

“There are hundreds of millions of worlds,” said the voice. “They are called galaxies.
Each one is different and each one is beautiful, and you may choose any one you like
to live in.”
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Then the woodcutter heard the galaxies singing to him.
“Choose me! Choose me!” sang each one. The woodcutter was frightened; his head

began to spin.
“How can I choose?” he cried.
“Choose from your heart,” the voice replied.
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There was a pinwheel-shaped galaxy that looked like splash of milk.
“I like that one,” said the woodcutter.
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“That galaxy has hundreds of millions of stars,” said the voice. “They come in all
shapes and sizes, and any one you like may be yours.”

All the stars of the galaxy sparkled for the woodcutter. They flashed like fireflies in
the woods on a summer night. But one star caught his eye. Its lights was warm and
golden.
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“I’ll take that one,” said the woodcutter.
“That star,” said the voice, “has nine perfect planets revolving around it. Which one

would you like to be your home?”
The woodcutter saw the nine planets, each in its place.
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One was huge with swirling clouds. Another was red. One had sparkling rings around
it and many moons. One looked like a blue-green marble the the woodcutter had had
long ago as a boy.

“I like that one,” said the woodcutter. “Somehow it looks like home.”
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“On that planet,” said the voice, “live hundreds of thousands of different and won-
derful creatures. You may live your life as any one you like. Which will you be?”

The woodcutter looked again, and there were all the different creatures parading
past him. Some swam, some danced, and some flew.

29



30



“Come be like me!” each one called. “See how much fun you’ll have! See how beautiful
you’ll be!”

There were whales and goldfish, lions and pussycats. There were snakes and giraffes.
There were butterflies, and there were people. The woodcutter almost decided to be
a sea gull gliding in the sea breeze. Then he saw a child watching the sea gull and
laughing. The child was flying a kite.
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“I want to be a person,” said the woodcutter.
“There are thousands of kinds of people in this world,” said the voice. “Each with

different dances and delicious dishes, and you may join any kind you like!”
The woodcutter looked and saw all the peoples of the world dancing around him.

They looked like flowers.
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There were red, whites and golden people. There were black, brown, and pink people.
Some wore feathers and some wore silks. Some wore plaids, some stripes. They all
danced their dances and called to him in all their different languages.

“Just taste this!” they called, holding out their most tempting dishes.
“This is the hardest choice,” said the woodcutter.
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Finally, the music of the golden people touched his heart.
“I will join them,” he said.
“Now,” said the voice, “where on your planet would you like to be born? It may be

anywhere you like.”
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Then the woodcutter saw all the countries that he’d never seen during his life. He
saw forests and plains, he saw deserts and green islands. He saw great cities and lush
jungles, but there was one green valley, high in the craggy mountains, that seemed to
wink at him and whisper old familiar stories.
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“That looks like a perfect place to be born,” said the woodcutter.
“There are dozens of young mothers and fathers in that valley,” said the voice.

“Which you like best will be yours.”
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The woodcutter felt the love of all the young mothers and fathers of the valley flow
up to him..

They all smiled and held out their arms to him calling: “Come to us! Come be ours!”
He saw a man whose smile made his heart sing. He saw a woman whose smile made

him feel safe and warm.
“I want them for my parents,” he said.
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“Last,” said the voice, “ you may choose whether to be a boy or a girl.”
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“I seem to remember that I was a boy,” said the woodcutter. “This time I’d like to
see what being a girl is like.”
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And so, in a tiny village, in a valley, high in the mountains of Tibet, a little girl
was born. She loved to fly kites.

[Front & Back Matter]
THE MOUNTAINS OF TIBET grew out of Mordicai Gerstein’s reading of the

Tibetan Book of the Dead. The illustrations were done on Arches watercolor paper
with watercolor and gouache.

Mordicai Gerstein was born in Los Angeles, lived for over twenty-five years in New
York City, and now resides with his wife and daughter in western Massachusetts. He
has been a painter, a sculptor, a director of animation, and a filmmaker.

Mr. Gerstein has written and illustrated many children’s books, including ARNOLD
OF THE DUCKS, a School Library Journal Best Book of Spring 1983; THE ROOM;
and most recently, TALES OF PAN.

Tales of Pan
by Mordicai Gerstein

“A god of noise and confusion, whose unnerving shouts throw hearers into panic;
who prefers a romp in the wild to the civilized splendors of Olympus; an inveterate
boaster who wants the moon: Pan might have been conceived as the apotheosis of the
five year old. These stories are only a few pages each, and the retellings are faithful
but as lighthearted as their irrepressible subject. This delightfully down-to-earth view
of myth might even turn your favorite kindergarten paleontologist into an embryo
classicist.”
(Starred Review) —School Library Journal

“The art is as frothy and as fun as the text, with pastel and swirling soft line work
weaving in and out of the text or sometimes covering the pages. This is a natural
readaloud, an entertaining introduction to mythology for the very young, and an ex-
tension of the imaginary world into the real.” (Recommended)
—Bulletin of the Center for Children’s Books

Jacket art (c) 1987 by Mordicai Gerstein

[Back Cover]
All his life a woodcutter longs to travel and see the world. But he grows old without

ever leaving his valley in the mountains of Tibet.
When he dies, he’s suddenly offered the chance to live again, in any form and in any

place he likes. The universe with its spectacular array of stars and creatures parades
past him. His head spins. Shall he join the animal kingdom or become an exotic dancer?
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Shall he live in a village or on a distant planet? The reader may ponder along with
the woodcutter which choices would be the most rewarding.

Mordicai Gerstein’s exquisite mandala like illustrations and splendid prose tell the
story of a man who is offered a universe Ofe possibilities.

THE MOUNTAINS OF TIBET is a tale that will tickle the imagination of young
and old—it is a journey through the diversity of life and the spinning dance of creation.

[Title Page]

The Mountains of Tibet
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