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From the window in my small hut I could see the snow-capped 
Himalayan Mountains in the distance. These gentle giants 
of rock and ice are a spectacular treat for eyes accustomed 

to computer screens and suburban sprawl. The lush green valleys 
surrounding my quaint hillside retreat had many walking trails 
weaving lazily through forests of pine trees. I had expected poverty 
and noisy crowds in India not peaceful walks amongst breathtaking 
alpine scenery. This was a land of contrast, an ideal setting for a 
personal miracle.

One day whilst exploring a nearby walking trail I stumbled across 
something extraordinary hidden deep within the forest. A gap between 
trees revealed a narrow winding pathway leading to an old abandoned 
church. Following it eagerly, I reached the church wall and paused to 
peer through a broken window. The beautiful but decaying structure 
was open at the rear allowing a wonderful view of a forest and the 
valley below. As I scanned this unexpected scene I observed something 
peculiar amongst the ruins - a splash of red and yellow against the 
green and blue backdrop of trees and sky. As I focussed harder, I could 
see a man seated under a flowering tree; he was a monk. 

The monk was wearing the distinctive robes of the Tibetan order 
and he appeared to be quietly meditating or perhaps gazing out over 
the valley. I did not want to disturb his solitude but could not resist 
moving closer for a better look. This peaceful setting did not hide my 
movements for long however, the monk soon sensed my presence, 
opened his eyes, turned toward me and smiled. Before I had the 
chance to apologise he called out  ‘Welcome my friend, my name is 
Tsering, would you care to sit with me?’ 

As I moved closer Tsering reached for my hand gently squeezed 
it and guided me down beside him. Tsering’s face was round and 
jovial with deep-set eyes revealing a calm, caring nature, someone at 
peace with life. He was an old man and yet his skin was smooth and 
unmarked making it difficult to determine his exact age. His hand was 
warm, ‘You look troubled my friend, are you lost?’ he said softly.

Unaccustomed to such kindness I was instantly relaxed and felt a 
rush of gratefulness for his concern. ‘I have been lost for years’ I replied 
flippantly. Tsering squeezed my hand tighter, his curious expression 
encouraging me to continue. ‘I came to India to sort myself out, it seems 
I have disappointed many people in the past, including myself. If I could 
just erase the last few years I might find some inner peace again, perhaps 
even happiness.’ It was not my usual style to be so forthcoming with a 
stranger and Tsering’s silence left me feeling exposed. Perhaps it was the 
setting and his unexpected kindness that caused my uninvited emotional 
outburst. Eventually, after observing my forlorn face he laughed heartily. 
‘I was worried you were lost in the forest’ he said playfully, ‘and instead I 
find that you are lost in the forest of your own mind’.

It seemed my rather desperate introduction amused Tsering rather 
than disturbed him. More than a little embarrassed by his comment, 

I hoped he might forgive my confession and we could enjoy a polite 
conversation. Perhaps Tsering would reveal what he was doing in such 
a strange location, a monk in an old church nestled amongst an Indian 
jungle. I wondered what made him so calm and what prompted his 
concern for me, a total stranger. As Tsering’s attention shifted back to my 
distress I was surprised by what happened next. Looking at me intently, 
he held my hand tightly and thanked me for my honesty and for sharing 
my burden with him. What an extraordinary man I thought to myself. 

For a few moments Tsering contemplated my face and I wondered 
what else it might reveal to him. Years of hard work had not eased my 
financial stress and had possibly added to it. A relationship breakdown 
had caused a personal meltdown and taken a toll on my physical, 
mental and emotional health. My life was a tale of small failures and 
I was no longer dreaming up new challenges. I was indeed lost in the 
forest of my mind. It was no wonder I had forgotten how to be happy, 
I reasoned. My life was a mess. Tsering interrupted my dark thoughts 
with a lighthearted anecdote. ‘Everybody wants to know how to be 
happy’ he said with a knowing grin, ‘nobody wants to discover the 
secret of suffering.’ We both laughed at this curious truth.  

Tsering then asked something that filled me with the wonder of 
possibility, something I could only dream of having an answer for, 
‘Do you want to know the secret of happiness?’ he said casually. ‘Who 
wouldn’t’ I replied cheekily, not really expecting him to have the 
answer but hoping like crazy that he did. Within a few moments my 
world was to be turned upside down.  

Tsering began his revelation slowly but assuredly, ‘Happiness, my 
friend, is a most welcome guest at your door bearing a beautiful 
bouquet of laughter and joy. You hope that he will come inside and fill 
your life with pleasure and you pray that he might stay with you forever. 
Unfortunately his visits are rare and always too short. When happiness 
leaves you, as he must, your next guest is often sadness. And when 
happiness stays away too long or never visits at all, you may choose 
the company of despair. Am I right?’ He asked, without expecting an 
answer. Tsering continued.... ‘It is time my friend to take more care, 
to clean and prepare your house for your visitors. Happiness is a very 
sensitive guest. If you want him to visit then you need to extend a 
warm invitation or else he will surely decline. Make preparations 
to know happiness better and discover his likes and dislikes. If you 
want him to stay a while you must meet his needs and make him feel 
comfortable and welcome.’ 

Tsering’s words were somewhat challenging. I had always thought 
that happiness was a reward for good fortune, good luck and on 
some occasions good judgment. It had not occurred to me that I was 
responsible for my own happiness. ‘Are you saying when I am not happy 
it is my own fault?’ I asked anxiously. Tsering looked at me, his eyes 
hinting of a welcome gift - patience. ‘Fault is a harsh word my friend, 
always remember to be gentle with matters of the heart and mind.’ 
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Tsering continued ... ‘Your house is your mind and your guests are 
your thoughts and desires. If you want to have guests in your house 
then you must make things pleasant for them, right? If you want 
happiness to visit then you must have regard for the contents of your 
mind. Remember you are responsible for your guests and are free to 
invite into your mind what you desire, and reject what you do not 
want. Ultimately it is you alone who has the power over the state of 
your own mind and you alone who determines your own destiny.’ I sat 
quietly contemplating the wisdom in Tsering’s words. I was responsible 
for inviting happiness into my mind and for keeping it there. I looked 
at him feeling grateful for his advice but confused how to get ready for 
happiness. ‘What do I have to do Tsering, how can I make happiness 
welcome and encourage it to stay?’ 

Tsering’s response to my question was truly inspiring and set the 
challenge that would occupy the rest of my time in India. ‘To prepare 
your mind for happiness,’ he said, ‘you need to cultivate the three 
conditions that will appeal to it. Follow any of these three suggestions 
and you will be a happier person. And, as others have discovered 
before you, mastering all three will allow you bliss beyond your wildest 
dreams’. I quickly gathered my notebook to write down Tsering’s three 
suggestions. My mind was racing over this exciting new quest and 
I did not want to miss a single word. As I waited for his response I 
marveled at how fate had conspired to bring me here today. I wrote 
the heading on the top of my page carefully, ‘The Secret of Happiness’. 

‘The first suggestion,’ said Tsering ‘is to learn how to quieten your 
mind. Happiness cannot exist in a mind noisy with random thoughts, 
fickle desires or superficial chatter. Learn how to still your mind and 
provide a calm, quiet place for happiness to rest comfortably’.  

‘The second suggestion, illuminate your mind with personal insight. 
Happiness cannot see in a mind darkened by confusion, uncertainty or 
illusion. Know yourself, listen for your own inner guidance, the voice 
within you that understands you are the creator and interpreter of all 
your experiences. When your mind is filled with the light of insight, 
happiness can rest in safety’.  

‘The third suggestion’ said Tsering ‘find a personal goal that 
offers meaning and purpose for each and every moment of your life. 
Happiness is not attracted to minds that are lazy, aimless or cynical. 
Select a goal like enlightenment, one that celebrates the mystery of 
life and nourishes ambition and human potential. When you live with 
meaning and purpose, happiness will find you a most appealing host.’ 
When I finally stopped writing and looked up at Tsering’s smiling 
face he added a final piece of valuable advice before rising to leave. 
‘Please remember my friend, happiness thrives on compassion and is 
irresistibly attracted to wisdom. When you resonate with compassion 
and wisdom, happiness will be drawn to you, like a moth to a flame.’ 

With that final comment Tsering squeezed my hand tightly and rose to 
his feet. For a man of his age he was remarkably agile, his body and mind 

a testament to a simple life I presumed. Tsering said goodbye, wished me 
well and turned to walk toward the track. There was much to think about 
and I barely managed to thank him properly before watching him head 
down toward the valley below. Realising that he would soon disappear I 
called out ‘Will I see you again Tsering?’ I could hear him again laughing 
jovially. ‘Maybe, do not forget to have fun’ he called back at me playfully. 
With that last comment ringing in my ears he was gone. 

I sat for a few moments longer a little stunned by the previous 
conversation. As I stood up and slowly began the long walk back to the 
village I pondered these new and exciting revelations. I had no idea 
that happiness was such a demanding guest or that I had been such an 
appalling host. There was much to think about during my remaining 
time in India. 

As I distractedly approached the main pathway again I was a little 
dazed and unsure about the way home. Deciding to turn right at the 
intersection I headed along the path a short way before pausing to 
check my surroundings. Without recognising any familiar landscape 
or markers, I began to question my earlier decision. It was getting 
late and the light was fading fast. A pack of monkeys in the treetops 
nearby were preparing for the approaching night, noisily chattering, 
unsettling me and adding to my confusion. I was lost. 

I continued to walk for a few minutes before the pathway turned 
an unexpected corner and things changed for the better. The last 
of the sun’s rays were shining on this side of the hill and the 
noisy monkey’s chatter had stopped. I relaxed and became more 
aware of my situation and suddenly noticed a sign pointing to the 
village. Thankfully, I was heading in the right direction. In that 
moment I recalled the suggestions that Tsering had offered to me 
earlier - the secret of happiness. I must find a way to quieten my 
mind, to turn on the light of inner guidance and have a life goal 
with meaning and purpose. 

How quickly the universe had affirmed what I had just been taught. 
When the sounds of the monkeys had dissipated and there was light 
to see the path clearly, I was calmer and more confident. When I 
discovered the sign to the village my journey home became assured 
and then pleasant. My mind was quiet, my path was lit and I had a 
goal, a purpose for travelling these unknown pathways. It seemed 
Tsering’s suggestions were not only helpful to attract happiness, they 
could also assist those who become lost in an Indian forest. I wondered 
about him, where he learnt the three suggestions that were about to 
weave their magic over my life. Tsering was indeed a remarkable and 
mysterious man I hope to one day meet again. 
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Happiness, my friend, is a most 
welcome guest at your door bearing a 
beautiful bouquet of laughter and joy. 
You hope that he will come inside and 

fill your life with pleasure and you pray 
that he might stay with you forever.


