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A Jataka Tale

The Lord of the Parakeets _

Retold by Saisingh Siributr
Illustrated by Sutee Thanarach

Translated by J.B. Dhammavijaya

Jataka Pictorial Tales Project
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Preface

The National Identity Board is fully cognizant of the importance of human
resources, - especially children and youth, to national development and the maintenance of national identity
for future generations. Therefore, the Board deems it a necessity to impart ethical concepts and moral
values to them at this early stage in their lives.

The National Identity Board is indebted to Srinakharinwirot University for having permitted
the publication of three Jataka tales: “The Young Deer”, “The King of the Mbnkeys and the Reeds”,
and “The Lord of the Parakeets” from the Jataka Pictorial Tales Project of its Prasarnmit Campus. Through
this publication, the National Identity Board hopes to share the Lord Buddha’s teachings with a wider
public and, at the same time, to ensure that Thai children and youth are imbued with the moral values

that these lively tales prescribe.

The National Identity Board
February 1995
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long time ago, in a big forest by

A the sea, there lived a certain lord

of the parakeets and his flock.

The lord was old and should really have
retired from his duties and rested, but he

always refused to do so. Every day when the

flock set out looking for food, he was at its
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he grew the more exhausting it became.
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head of flock. He and his wife were forced to
stay at home and rely on their son, who was

stil) young and healthy, to provide for their
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if he knew where some delicious fruit could
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was determined to carry a couple of them back

in his beak for his parents.
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As soon as the old lord had tasted a single
mouthful, his heart stopped. He knew those
mangoes well. They were the ones that grew
on "Great Danger Isle". Despite its delicious
taste, the old lord of the parakeets was unable

to eat his mango. He kept thinking of the peril

that threatened his beloved son.
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Anxiously, he said to him, "Dear son, don't
ever go and eat those mangoes again. For the
sake of your life," he repeated, "let this be the
first and last time that you ever eat them.
Whatever you do, you must never go back to
that island. Those mangoes are wonderfully
sweet and delicious and once you start eating

them you're liable to forget yourself

apd eat

many. On the way home you'll fee sl 8Py,
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into the sea apd@Afown.
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The old parakeet told his son of his own
experience. "When I was still young I once
went to eat the mangoes on Great Danger Isle.
As soon as I tasted their delicious flavour I
realized the dangers that lay in store. When I
had eaten enough, I urged the flock to turn
back for home and so we all reached our nests

safely. From that day I've never returned to

», cat any more of those mangoes, and that's one

still alive today."
=
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The old lord went on: "But those greedy
parakeets who had been captivated by the taste
of the mangoes returned to eat more and many
of them fell into the sea and drowned. Believe

your father, dear son, don't ever go to that




L3

=< 9 Pu prap—

danfgnngumilugniid Hanwndny

. 1dAav o 1a Af o’: =
Aarn ualddoiuunnuuazassy  07an
ganulszum  @ehauazdesausnsnmn
dguoalilanansld  Faluwedlasuiou
vouo afounavulfuuziiaueuesosn

MZUMINYBYITDIT

Although the young parakeet was a good
son and appreciated his debt of gratitude, he
had a stubborn streak and loved fine food. He
was boastful and heedless, and quite sure that
he could look after himself.

So the young parakeet did not obey his

father's warning and often returned to Great
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The old parakeet was gravely worried.
about his son but though he warned him time
and time again not to go to the island, he was

not obeyed. His son would always reply: "Don't

worry about me, father, I can look after niy-

self."”
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Finally one day the young parakeet went
out looking for food as usual, while his
parents waited at the nest. They waited and
waited but their son did not return.. The old
lord of the parakeets turned sadly to his wife.

"It looks as though we'll never see our stub-

born son again."
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uanNuaelunadeu birds began to go short of food. Before very

long, their frail lives had come to an end.
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Jataka Tales are stories of the Lord Buddha's many lives on this earth as a Bodhisatta, being destined for
enlightenment, before he became Buddha the Enlightened One.

The Lord Buddha told these Jataka Tales to his followers at different times and different places, to illustrate his
teachings that one must reap what one has sown, that everyone's life is determined by their own Karma or
actions of body, speech and mind. The Wheel of Life must go on until one has attained true purity of heart, the

freedom from all forms of lust, hatred and delusion that is called Nirvana.






