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GarmÖkfa  

 Gnt þa ¬minEmnxøÜn¦  CakMBUlFm’    én 
RBHBuT§sasna mYy ehIyk ¾CaGriysc©Fm ’Bit 
énéRtelakpgEdr eRBaHmnusSk þI eTvtakI þ RBhµk þI 
suT§ EtsßiteRkamGMNacénFm’ Gnt þa enH. 
  Gnt þa GacCIkrMelIgpþac;bg;rwsKl; én emah³ 
 eBalKW GviC¢a )n . Griysc©³Fm’enHCaFm’ya:g 
RCaveRCAmYy Edlnigyl; # Bnül;[yl; 
[rab;rk[rIkrayRBmkan;tamgay²   
enaHmin)neLIy.  

 dUecñHehIyeTIbesovePAerOg nrNaCaRbFan 
EdlmanGmedayrUbPaBKYrTak;TajenH cUlxøÜnmk 
GRgYncin þa pþl;nUvbBaØa kñúgkarBicarNa[eXIjc,as;               
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edIm,Inwgrlas;xøÜn[rYccakk þITukçlM)kya:kya:b; 
TaMgLayTaMgBYg EdlekItecjBIPaBRbkan;maM faGIV² 
suT§swgCarbs;xøÜn ehIyfaxøÜnCam©as;Bit² enaH. 
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PREFACE 

 ANATA ( No-self) is the most important 
Dharma of the Buddhism and also is the  
exact truth of all worlds because even the 
human, the god, and the Brahma are still in 
the authority of the No-self. 

 Understanding ANATA could eliminate and 
cut out the root of the MOHA (delusion) 
which is the ignorance or the ethic of the 
evil. This truth is really hard to understand 
as well as explain it to others and get them 
happily agree with. 

 That’s why this tiny story book with these 
attractive pictures come out. It will explain  
you more, so that you may be able to escape 
from all the retributive suffering created by 
the confusion of selfishness and the belief 
that oneself is the truly the boss. 
   
  
    -K- 



The little firefly still can contribute it’s tiny 
light to the night that full of darkness, I 
also hop that this tiny little story book can 
contribute to your enlightenment exactly 
like the above comparisons.  
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GñkCYyBinitü  -  CONSULTANT 

RBHmha  xan; xat;  
Pikçú             Qn  cnÞna 
 
elak       CMu  pan 
 
elak       G‘un vuRta 
 
elak       lI éqeBA 
 
elak       va:t  cnþa 
 

 Khann Khat 
 
Chhon Channa 
 
Chom Pan 
 
Un Vitra 
 
Li Chhaipov 
 
Vart Chanda 

kargarsucriteTaH\ts½kiþys 
RbesIrCagmuxgarx<s;hUsBIsmtßPaB .  
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eday buBaØkmµenH 
sUmsBVstVTaMgGs;)nsuxceRmIn 

sUmGnuemaTna ! 



etIGñkKitfa nrNaCaRbFanénsrIragÁkayeyIg?  
 ebHdUg Kitfa Kat; CaRbFan >>> EtetIKat;BitCaRbFanEmn$? 

 srIr³déT² BitCa minyl;RBmCadac;xat. 
dUecñH sUmGñkrgcaMemIlBIrebobEdlBYkeKnImYy²Büayam 

bBa©úHbBa©ÚlsrIr³énragkay déT  rYmTaMgGñkpgEdrfa ehtuGVI 
)nCaBYkeKmñak;² saksmeFIVCaRbFan.  

ep þImesckþI - INTRODUCTION 
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The body dies and departs without 

asking permission. 

SO 

srIragÁkaysøab; nwg EbkFøayedayminman 
karsMuGnuBaØateLIy . 

 dUecñHetI nrNaCaRbFan ? 



srIr³énragÁkayTaMgGs;   )nmkCYbRbCuMKña edIm,IsMerc 
faGñkE dlCaRbFanénsrIragÁkayrbs;mnusSKWCanrNa. 

BitR)kdNas;   BYkeKRKb;Kñacg;eFVICa   RbFan. 
xageRkamenH KWCaviFIsaRsþ    EdlBYkeKmñak;²bg ðajKañ   

BIPaBCaFMrbs;eK.  

The organs-nization got together to decide 
who the boss of the human body was. Of 

course, everyone wanted to be the boss. This 
is how each tried to convince the others of 

their superiority. 
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The brain was the first to speak and 
addressed himself to the skeleton: “From 
now, don’t forget, you old lazy bones! I am 
the boss of the lot! I give all the 
commands!” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

xYk,alKWCaGñkdMbUgEdl
niyay   nwg ]T þisnamxøÜn 

Kat;  eTA eRKagq¥wg ³ 
{cab;BIeBl  enHteTA 
cUr eRKagq¥wgkMCilÉg 

caMkMuePøcfa 
´KWCaRbFanénGñk 

ral;Kañ ! eRBaH
´CaGñkecj 

nUvral;bTbBa¢ar 
TaMgLay. 
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{GU>>>)T?} eRKagq¥wg)nbnøWsemøgeLIg  {   etIÉgkMBugehA  
nrNaeK  fa{ kMCilGaMgepH}?  ehIy Égnwg#  CaRbFanrbs; 
BYkeyIg? ha>>>ha>>>ha !  enH CaerOgEdlKY[Gs;sMeNIc 
bMput  Edl´Føab;)nsþab;.  ebIÉgenAmanKMnitEbbenHeTot 
eyIgsakbMEbkecjBIKñae mIl.  ÉgdwgeTfa  etIÉgnwgeTA  
CaGVI   ebIsinCa  Kaµnkic©karBar  BI llak,alenaHeT?     



“Oh, yeah?” rattled the skeleton. “Who are you 
calling ‘lazy bones’? And YOU are the boss of us 

all Ha, ha, ha! That’s the funniest thing I’ve 
ever heard. One more wisecrack like that out of 

you and we’ll split. You know what you’d be 
without a skull for protection? 

6 



Bird  food, that’s what! So don’t get so 
high and mighty, cause I’m the boss!” 
 

cMNIcab/   enaHehIyKWCaGIV  !   
dUecñH kMu elIkxøÜnÉgx<s;eBk>>>>>> 

eRBaH´eTIbCaRbFan  !   } 

7 



{ ÉgCaRbFan?}  sac;duMniyayTaMgGs;sMeNIc>  { 
ebIKµaneyIgeT   ÉgRbEhl  RKan;EtGacdak;BaküeFVICakUn b‘UlIg 

b:unenaH!   ehIyebIKµaneyIg  etIÉgnwgenATINa? 
 Égnwg minGac Qr)n eday ឆ2gឹeCIgTaMgKUrbs;ÉgenaHeT !   

etIÉgCaRbFanRbePTNa?! Ca kMnrq¥wgmYyb:ueNÑaH/  
dUecñHeyIgeT eTIbCaRbFan. 
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“You’re the boss?” laughed the muscles. 
 “Without me you might just as well apply for a job  
as bowling pins! Where would you be without me? 
 You wouldn’t be able to stand on your skull, not to  
mention your own two feet! What kind of boss is 

that?! A spineless one, that’s what! I am the boss. 
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ebHdYg KWCatara DJ er:b   .  Kat;mancgVak; 
   nig  ePøg)s>>>ehIy enH KWCaGVIEdlKat;)nniyay³ 
{ eh>>>hU>>>caMmYyEPøt/  sac;dM ុ  nig eRKag ឆ"ឹង!  BYkÉgnwg      

ERskf¶ÜcfÚ¶rs¶Ütrwg   dUcCafµ   /  RbsinebI  KµaneyIg 
Rc)c;bUmQam/ Rc)c;bUmQam. ÉgpgEdr/    xYrk,al/   Égnwg   
កøayCa   QIcukcab;eBItpSar   ya:gxøaMgកøa/  minEmnCa RbFan 

dUcÉgKitR)fña/     eRBaHfa    ÉgnwgéxSCIva     enAkñúglla   
RbsinCa    KµaneyIg  Rc)c;bUmQam /  Rc)c;bUmQam .      
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  The heart was the rapper, it had the rhythm 
	
  and the beat, and this is what it had to say: “Hey, 
	
  ho, wait a minute, Muscles and Bones! You’d be 
just moans and groans, dry as stones, without 
	
  me pumpin’ it, pumpin’ it. You too, Brain, you’re 
 a strain and a pain, not the main one like you think, 
‘cause you’d be dead in the head without me 
pumpin’ it, pumpin’ it. 
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“Well, hear, hear, O great and mighty ones!” the 
arteries snapped. “Now how would you all manage 

if we weren’t here to bring you any fresh blood 
full of nutrients?” 

{>>>lWehIy/ lWehIy/ BYkGYtGagTaMgT,ay !}  sésQam 
Rkhm  )nbnøWsUr/  {eBlenH  etIBYkÉgTaMgT,ay nwgcat;Ecg 
ya:gdUcem þc   ebIeyIgmin)nenATIenH  caMpÁt;pÁgQamRss;² 
EdlsMbUreTAedaysarFatuciBa©wmenaH?} 
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And if we weren’t here to 
take away all your trash?” 
boasted the veins. 
 

ehIy RbesinebI KµaneyIgenATIenH caMCBa¢Únyk 
sarFatuBuleTAecaleTenaH?}  sésQamexµA 
niyayedaysMdIGYtGag. 
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  Rapped the heart, “Hold your tassles, Blood 
Vessels, you’d be in hassles without me pumpin’ 
it, pumpin’ it. Think you can move blood in your 
groove to and fro without me pumpin’ it, pumpin’ 
it? To and fro, yeah, I say to and fro, you gotta 
know you can’t go to and fro without me pumpin’ it. 
You’re just juiceless, absolutely useless without 
me pumpin’ it. 
 

 ebHdUgniyayeT,Igya:gruN þMfa  { sUmenA[es¶óm/   
sin NaPaCn_dak;Qam/  ពkួÉgnwgCYbnUvkarlM)kevTna/    
ebIKµaneyIg Rc)c;bUmQam/  Rc)c;bUmQam ? eTA nwg 
mk/  )T/  eyIgfa  eTA ehIy mk/   Égnwgdwgfa ÉgminGaceTA 
nwg mkNa  ebIKµaneyIg  Rc)c;bUmQam/  Rc)c;bUmQam  .  
ÉgBitCarbs;  KµanTwkdmesaH/ R)kdCa \t)nkar /  
ebIKµaneyIg Rc)c;bUmQam/  Rc)c;bUmQam.     
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  “You’re right, Heart, but what 

would you be if we didn’t bring blood 

back and forth to you? You’d be as dry 

as a cough on a hot summer afternoon! 

Then, dear Heart, YOU would be the 

useless one!” 

{Égនិ'យRtUvehIy/ ebHdUg/   b:uEn þetIÉgnwgeTACaya:gem:c 
ebIeyIg  minnaMQameTAmk [ÉgenaH? ÉgnwgRtUv 
s¶ÜthYtEhgdUcCMgWk¥k enAkN þaléf¶Rtg;nardUvek þA! 
bn Þab;mk /  ebHdUgeGIy /   ÉgeTEdlCaGñkKµan 
RbeyaCn_ !}  
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BYkeyIgeT eTIbCaRbFan!} 
 

WE are the boss!” 



“Well, I’m sorry to bring you all down,” said the 
stomach, “but you all seem to be forgetting where you 
get your energy from. Can’t get very far without me, 

that’s for sure. Admit it, guys, I’m  the  boss?” 
 

}´sUmGP½yeTas EdleFVI[Gñkral;KñaGs;sgÇwm/}  
RkBH]Tan/ { b:uEn þ BYkÉg  emIleTAdUcCa ePøcfaBYkÉg)n 
kMlaMgfamBlmkBINaehIy. erOgEdlminGacRbEkk  
)nenaHKW BYkÉgminGac eTANaq¶ayedayKµan´)n)ឡ+យ . 
,រ.ព01អ3ក5ល់8   ´eTIbCaRbFan  !  

18 
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  “No, I am!” declared 
the liver. 
Ever	
  hear	
  of	
  	
  
ArKficial	
  hearts,	
  
bones?	
  Yes!	
  But	
  an	
  
arKficial	
  liver?	
  Never!  
I’m so complex that 
scientists are still 
trying to figure me out.  
I can’t be replaced.  
So I guess I’m the 
superior one!  
I’m  the  boss!” 

}eT/ KW´!} eføImKat;Rbkas. Føab;lWBIPaBminFmµta 
rbs;ebHdUgeT/ eRKagq¥wg? Føab;!  cuHPaBminFmµtaén 
eføImenaH? minFøab;! srIr³´manPaBsaMujaMubMputmYy 
EdlGñkviC¢asaRsþRKb;rUb enAkMBugsikSaRsavRCav 
enAeT,Iy. KµannrNaGacCMnYs ´)neT,Iy. dUecñH 
´Tayfa ´KWRbesIrCageK!    ´ KW RbFan!} 



“What you’re saying is  true for me too!” 
interrupted the brain. “Ever see an artificial 

brain?” 
 

{GIVEdlÉgkMBugniyayenH k ¾CakarBitrbs;´pgEdr!}  
xYrk,alniyaykat;  /  { Føab;eXIjPaBminFmµtaén 

xYrk,aleT?} 

20 



	
  “Well, sorry to deflate your importance, Big 
Head,” said the liver, “but ever hear of artificial 
intelligence? And where do you think artificial 
intelligence comes from if not from ARTIFICIAL 
brains?!” 

{)T/ sUmGP½yeTas kñúgkarbnæÚrbnßylkçN³ 
sMxan;rbs;elak / elakk,alFM /} eføImniyay /{ Et 
etIFøab;lW BIPaBminFmµtaénbBaØaeT? ehIyÉg 
KitfabBaØad¾minFmµtaenaH mkBINa ebIminmk 
BIxYrk,al  minFmµta  enaH?!} 
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  A long silence followed and heard from the far 
end then a great puff of air was of the table. It 
was the lungs: “And how could you live without 

air?” wheezed the lungs. 

 bn Þab;BI)ntamdansþab;ya:ges¶óms¶at; 
d¾yUrmkehIy / EpSg)rIya:gxµÜlxµaj; RtUv)npøMú)j; 
mkelItu. Kat;KW sYt ³{ ehIycuHBYkÉgGacrs;enAeday 
Kµanxül;)nya:gdUcem þc?} sYtbnøWeLIgedaydeg ðIm 
twg². 
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“Yes, how could you live without hair?” echoed 
Hair, having misunderstood ‘hair’ for ‘air.’ “Does 

that mean I am the boss?” he asked timidly. 

{EmnehIy / etIBYkÉgrs;enAedayKµansk;ya:gem:c 
ekIt?} sk;niyaytb / edaysa þb;RclMBakü {sk; } 
nig Bakü {xül;}.  {GBa©wgmann ½yfa ´ KWRbFan#?} 

Kat;sYredayeFVImuxxµÚr  . 
  



There was a 
great burst of 

laughter from all 
sides. “Go jump 

in a bowl of soup 
and stay there 

where you belong!” 
teased the 

skeleton. 

sUrsMeNIc)npÞúHeLIg 
BIRKb;TisT I. { eTA elat 
cUlkñúgcansu‘beTAeTIbsm 
nwgÉgehIysm¶MenAkñúgenaH 
kMuecjmk!} eRKagq¥wg 
niyaybBaÄW . 

24 



	
  Mouth finally opened up and exclaimed, “Stop 
it all of you! Without me and Esophagus you’d 
all die, for food couldn’t get to old Stomach in 
the first place. And, Lungs, man can’t live by hair 
alone, oh..sorry, I mean, air alone, you know!” 

mat;enATIbBa©b;k ¾ebIkniyay/ { Qb;sin GñkTaMgGs;Kña!  
ebIKµaneyIg nig bMBugGaharenaHeT/ BYkÉgnwgsøab;  eRBaH 
EtGaharva minGaccUleTAkñúgeBaHEtm þgenaHeT. ehIy/ 
sYt pgEdr ÉgminGacrs;enAedaysk;Etmüa:g)neLIy / 
GUr>>sMueTas/ >´mann ½yfa  /  edayxül; Etmüa:g)neT/ 
ÉgdwgeT!  :  

25 
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  “Fine 
mess the kidneys 

chimed in. 
“without us, 

You’d be 
poisoned in 
	
  no time by 
	
  	
   	
  your own 
wastes! You 
	
  	
  gotta hand 
	
  it to us, we 

are the 
boss!” 

{manevaharsBÞRKan;ebI} tRmgmURtbnøWeLIg /}  
ebIKµaneyIg/ BYkÉgTaMgGs;Kña nwgRtUvBulPøam 
edaysMNl;rbs;xøÜn/  ÉgRtUvEtbBa¢Únvamk 
eyIg minxan/ dUecñH eyIgeTIbCaRbFan!} 
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“Talk about wastes!” gurgled the intestines. 

“You certainly wouldn’t want us to be 
out of order! 

	
  Ever had a toilet that couldn’t flush? 
Yes, we’re the boss!” 

{niyayGMBIsMNl;!} eBaHevonbeBa©j 
sMeLgeLIg/  {ÉgR)kdCamincg;[eyIg 
Elgsþab;bBa¢aenaHeT! etIFøab;eRbIbgán; 

EdlminGaccak;Twk)neT? 
)T! dUecñHeyIgeTIbCaRbFan!} 
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  “Hey, everybody,” warned the skin, 
“I’m the keeper of the house and I’m 
what’s holding you all together. If you 
don’t stop quarrelling, I’ll just leave and 
you’ll all end up looking like a window in 
a butcher shop!” 

            {eh/ GñkTaMgGs;Kña/} Es,kniyayedayKMram/ { 
eyIgCaGñk  EfrkSanUvpÞHenH/ ehIyeyIgk ¾Ca  GVIEdl 
Rkesabep¥ab  BYkÉgral;Kña  [enACMuKña  pgEdr. 
RbsinebIBYkÉgminRBmQb;eQøaHKñaeTenaH/ eyIg 
nwgcakecjehIyBYkÉg nwgkøayCasac;kab;Edl 
eKP©Ürkñúghaglk;sac;!} 
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And so they argued on and on  
but no boss could be found. 

karCECkEvkEjkrbs;BYkeKecHEtbn þ 
b:uEn þ enAEtminGacrkGñkCa RbFan )n . 

32 
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etIGñkKitfa nrNa Ca RbFan? 

Who do YOU think is the boss? 



ME! 

No, ME! 

ME! 
	
  

ME! 

´ 

´ 

eT/ ´eT! 

´ 

KW´ 
It’s ME! 
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say it’s, ME! 

 ´  
ME! 

 ´  
ME! 

 faeTAKW ´ 

 ´  
ME! 

 ´  
ME! 
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We all think that “I” is the boss. Well, here’s an 
exercise that may help you to find out the real 

answer. When you go to take a shower tonight, don’t
	
  stop at taking off only your clothes. 

 Start taking off your skin, your heart, your lungs, 
	
  and everything else. What are you left with? 
Where is the “I” that we think we are? 

 

eyIgral;KñaEtgKitfa {´} CaFM CaRbFan .  
)T/ enHKWCakic©sakl,gmYy/ EdlGacCYyGñk[ 

EsVgrkeXIjnUvcemøIyBit. 
eBlEdlGñkeTAmuCTwkkñúgeBlyb;enH/ cUlGñkkuMedaH 
RtwmEtsMelokbMBak;rbs;Gñk/ ehIycab;epþImedaHTaMg 

Es,krbs;Gñk/ ebHdUgrbs;Gñk/ sYtrbs;Gñk/  
ehIyedaHTaMgGIV²epSg²eTot .  

etIGñkenAesHsl;GVIxøH?  
ehIyRtg;NaKWtY { ´} EdleyIgKitenaH?  

36 



etIkic©sakl,genHRbesIreT? 
 

Good Exercise? 

37 



The primary truth is the truth of no-I, no-self. If we 

realize it, suffering comes to an end, for without a 

self, desire, the root of all suffering, has no abode. 

Without a self, no confused Kamma can be created and 

so no retributive suffering can follow. One is free, no- 

where attached, without the delusion of self. 

 

sc©PaB cMbgCageKenaHKWCa sc©PaBénPaBminEmn´ /  
minEmnxøÜn / RbsinebIeyIgyl;vac,as;/ enaHTukçevTna 

TaMgT,aynigRtUvbBa©b;/ edaysarEtKµantY xøÜn / tY ectna / 
$Kl;énTukçevTnaTaMgGs; nwg KµanTIlMenA . 

 ebIsinKµantY xøÜn eT/ esck þIminvegVgkñúgkam TaMgT,ay 
nigRtUv)nbegI þteLIg. buKÁlÉNanImYy Gacnwgman 
esrIPaBeBjTI/ KµankarCab;CMBak;)n luHRtaEtKµan 

esck þIvegVgPan;RclMkñúgtY xøÜn enaHÉg. 
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The truth is there is no boss. 

tamsc©PaB KW KµaneT,IyRbFan. 

39 



kMNaBü 
sUnüTeT  
bTbfüavt þ 

 
nisetþa niCIeva sueBaØa                kMuekItemaehaeqaeLaGsµi 
Rbkan;Gt þamicäaTidæi                                     cUrmanstirMgab;Fm’bI. 
elaP³ eTas³ emah³ GRbiy         kMukan;esckI þfaxøÜnCaFM 
eRBaHral;rUbstVKµanGIVCadMu                 dUcenHsUmkMukan;cit þmanH. 
ebImankMeNItRtUvEtRbTH                      RbTajcg;QñHenAminputTukç 
mineTogTat;eTEtgerral;mux                KµanGIVGacTukfaCaxøÜn)n. 
ehtuenHcUrCnbn Þn;sn þan                       sen þasRKb;zaneTIb)ncakTukç 
xMsagsilTanmanFm’Rbmux             RbmaNkb;TukputKukkiels. 
 

    -   G‘un  vuFRta  - 
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srIragÁkaysøab; nwg EbkFøayedayminman 
karsMuGnuBaØateLIy ! ebIdUecñH etInrNaCa RbFan? 

The  body  dies  and   departs    without 
 asking permission, So who is the boss? 

 

 


