I planted this peach tree to commemorate
my mother’s passing. Two stalks of corns
have grown next to it naturally. Corn is
the staple food in Pemaku where my
mother used to live; it does not grow here
at all. Maybe this is a sign that her mind
has come here.
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Each time I think of my mother, each time
love arises naturally.

RA( '34'ﬁ&'ﬁ‘«i’%ﬁ'@'m@wn&ma'5:’«:%&
qﬂﬂiﬂﬁﬂagﬂ“]%N“‘?Q%@Nﬁﬂﬁﬂ
a.&’ﬂm’.‘gﬂ WA .:ﬂ:ﬁ.Nmi.& .Q;W’ﬁ.a.m Eﬂ'ii‘
N'SSQ%R'%'Q'ﬁk\l'ﬁa'ﬁﬁ'&'iﬁ‘ %W&&&NN

q%q’mﬁmwa'g%'&qmai‘

H.E. Garchen Rinpoche @ GBI




