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Christa Eliana Mortenson and Haji Ali

With the hope that this book will help inspire people to all join
together to promote peace, and honor every child in the world
with the right and privilege to learn to read, write,
and go to school as stated in Article 26 of the United Nations
Declaration of Human Rights.

www.unhchr.ch/udhr/lang/eng.htm
—G.M.

To Lloyd Henry Relin
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Introduction

As-salaam alaikum! Peace be with you! This is how over 1.3 billion Muslims greet each other around the world.

I want to thank you for picking up the young reader’s edition of Three Cups of Tea. I hope that my story inspires you and that it’s fun to read and learn about children like you, who live in other countries
and have different cultures, faiths, and traditions.


Reading and literacy are very important to me and my family. When I was growing up in Africa, my parents read bedtime stories
to me and my sisters before we could even walk. It was our favorite time of day. Today, my wife, Tara, and I continue that
tradition with our children, Amira and Khyber. We often go to the library with them to choose books.


But there are about 110 million children ages five to fifteen around the world who don’t have a chance to learn how to read
and write or to go to school. They can’t get an education because of slavery, poverty, discrimination against girls, religious extremism, or corrupt governments. In India, some kids are forced
to go out on the streets and beg for money. They’re punished and beaten if they don’t bring home enough at the end of the
day. Some young people in Cambodia can’t go to school because they have to work on rice farms. In China, thousands of children
work in sweatshops making fireworks that we set off on the Fourth of July. West African boys and girls who aren’t in school
work on cocoa plantations, harvesting two million tons of cocoa that’s used to make chocolate. In Africa, Asia, and South
America, there are tens of thousands of children who have never been to school and are forced to become soldiers and learn
to kill at a very young age. In Pakistan, thousands of illiterate children work sewing soccer balls; and in Afghanistan, many
kids are forced to work in dimly lit rooms making carpets. Only their small fingers can weave the tiny knots that make up
the expensive high-thread-count carpets that Westerners like to buy. Yet also in Pakistan and Afghanistan, some of the twenty-eight
thousand students who go to the schools built by the Central Asia Institute will do anything for the privilege of going to
school. Many walk two to three hours a day just to get an education.



Every child should have the right and privilege to have an education, as mandated in Article 26 of the United Nations Declaration
of Human Rights. It’s a big challenge to educate these children all over the world, but we should make it a top global priority.
Ignorance breeds hatred, and the simplest way to stop that is to educate kids.



I believe that kids can make a difference, starting in your own schools and communities. One kid, and even just one penny,
can help change the world. There are enough pennies in homes throughout the United States to be able to eliminate illiteracy
completely throughout the world. If you want to do more, please check out the Pennies for Peace® program and Jane Goodall’s
Roots & Shoots program. Through these programs, kids can learn how to help one another; promote peace; and make our communities,
our countries, and our world better places.


—Greg Mortenson, January 2009


Three Cups of Tea
  
The Promise

Greg watched and listened as the children sang Pakistan’s national anthem to start their school day. He saw Twaha’s seven-year-old daughter, Jahan, standing tall and straight beneath her headscarf as she sang. When the song ended, they sat down in the dirt and began writing out their multiplication tables. A few, like Jahan, had slates on which they wrote with sticks dipped in mud. The rest scratched in the dirt with sticks. “Can you imagine a fourth-grade class in America, alone, without a teacher, sitting there quietly and working on their lessons?” Greg asked later. “I felt like my heart was being torn out… . I knew I had to do something.”

But what could he do? He had barely enough money left to travel by jeep and bus to Pakistan’s capital, where he would catch an airplane to fly home. Still, there had to be something.

Standing next to Haji Ali, looking at the mountains that he’d come halfway around the world to climb, Greg suddenly felt that reaching the summit of K2 to place a necklace there wasn’t really important. He could do something much better than that to honor his sister, Christa. He put his hands on Haji Ali’s shoulders. “I will build a school,” he said. “I promise.”
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Foreword by

Dr. Jane Goodall
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Jane Goodall and Greg Mortenson

Three Cups of Tea is a fantastic book of adventure, courage, and determination. As you read it you will become increasingly amazed at how much
one determined person can accomplish. It all began when Greg Mortenson lost his way up in the high mountains of Pakistan and
was, just in time, rescued by his porter, Mouzafer. But Greg got lost again and wandered into a village. There, slowly, he
recovered from the effects of exposure and got to know the people. He was horrified to find that there was no school. Imagine trying to learn from a teacher who comes only three days a week when you have no classroom and are
sitting on the ground outside, often in freezing weather, and mostly without books and paper and pens. Greg made a promise
that he would return and build a school.


Back in America almost no one believed in him or his mission, but finally he returned to Pakistan with enough money to honor
his promise. This book describes the challenges he faced. Few people would have carried on against such daunting odds, surrounded
by danger. (Indeed, he was kidnapped once, for eight terrifying days.) And few would have agreed to building other schools
when, finally, the first one was completed. No wonder Greg Mortensen is a legendary figure in the remote villages where he
works. Again and again he has risked his life in order to help the villagers educate their children.



The more I learned about this extraordinary man, the more I wanted to meet him. But as my schedule is always so full, and
booked months in advance, and as Greg is so often traveling, I thought it would be a long time before this could happen. It
seems, however, that we were meant to get together. For it happened that, within two months of finishing Three Cups of Tea, I was scheduled to give a talk in Bozeman, Montana, where Greg and his family live. And I had a few free hours and Greg was
at home. And so it was that I found myself sitting and enjoying a cup of tea with Greg and his family—his wife, Tara, and
their children, Amira and Khyber. And what a wonderful meeting it was. We had so much to talk about, including the years he had spent in Tanzania, where my team and I have been studying chimpanzees since 1960. Soon it seemed as though we
had known each other for years.



Greg is a very big man: not only is he tall, but he has a huge heart. He is also very warm and gentle. He is the sort of person
I admire most. He has achieved, and is achieving, marvelous things in Pakistan and, more recently, in Afghanistan, enabling
children—especially girls who otherwise would have no chance to get educated—to learn about the world outside their villages.
And Greg (helped now by his organization, the Central Asia Institute) is not only providing schools, he has gained the trust—and
the hearts—of the people. This contributes more to world peace than misguided attempts to change the world through violence
and war. Yet Greg, who has accomplished so much, is modest and unassuming.



We spent some time talking about the Jane Goodall Institute’s youth program, Roots & Shoots (R&S). It is the perfect complement
to the education provided for the children in the schools that Greg and his team are building, for it encourages young people,
from preschool though university, to think about the problems around them, and then to take action to try to solve them. Members
work to make this a better world for people, for animals, and for the environment. R&S began in Tanzania in 1991 and is now
in nearly a hundred countries, and the nine thousand or so active groups are encouraged to make contact with one another,
learn about one another’s cultures, and share their hopes, their dreams. The most important message of R&S is that each one of us makes a difference every day. We must stop polluting Mother Earth and using up her natural
resources. We must show respect for all living things. And we must learn how to live in peace and harmony within our families
and our communities, and break down the barriers that divide people of different nationalities, cultures, and religions, and
that exist between us and nature.



Amira knew about Roots & Shoots, and plans to start a group in her school. She told me she loves and respects animals and
wild places. She told me about the “Pennies for Peace®” project, now in nearly two thousand schools—it is a perfect activity
for R&S groups everywhere. Amira is determined to do her part in making the world a better place. She will help to introduce
R&S not only in Montana, but maybe also in Pakistan and Afghanistan—for often Greg takes his family with him, to share the
work, the excitement… and the danger. And Amira is a born leader.



We cannot all travel to Pakistan. Few people could do what Greg has done. But we can all, every one of us, make a difference
in the world, every day. You can plant a tree, recycle, collect trash, care for an animal in need, give a penny for peace.
You can learn about the problems faced by children in Pakistan and Afghanistan, and then perhaps you can find ways to communicate
with them, to help them. And they, in turn, can learn about your culture and your problems. When we truly understand about people and their lives in other countries, when we write and receive letters from them, when
we become friends, then the world becomes a happier and a safer place.



Thank you, Greg, for opening so many minds and hearts, for your courage, your determination, and your indomitable spirit….
And for attempting a seemingly impossible task—and succeeding in a way you cannot have predicted in the beginning. Your schools
provide not only education, but hope for the future—for the future of the people you and your family have come to understand
and love. Hope for the future of the world. Every brick in every school represents another step toward a more peaceful world.


Jane Goodall, Ph.D., DBE

Founder of The Jane Goodall Institute

UN Messenger of Peace

www.janegoodall.org

www.rootsandshoots.org

A Note on the Text

Words printed in bold are included in the glossary in the back of the book.


Chapter 1

Failure

Greg Mortenson was lost.



He didn’t know it yet.


He was hiking down the Baltoro Glacier, a frozen river that flows along a mountain slope at a rate of four inches a day. His heavy black boots didn’t seem to be
 moving any faster than the ice beneath them. At any moment, he thought, he’d look up and see Scott Darsney, a fellow mountain
climber, sitting on a rock, waiting and laughing at him for being so slow. But he didn’t realize that he had taken a wrong
turn. He should have been walking west, toward a village where he hoped to hire a jeep driver to take him out of the mountains.
In reality, he was now headed south, into a landscape that was a maze of shattered chunks of ice.



Greg and Darsney were part of an expedition that had set out three months before to reach the summit of a mountain called K2, part of the Karakoram Range in Pakistan. K2 is the second-highest mountain on Earth; only Mount Everest reaches farther into the clouds. Most mountain climbers consider it to
be the toughest peak in the world. Its slopes are so steep that snow can’t cling to them. But Greg Mortenson knew what he
was doing. He’d reached the summit of Mount Kilimanjaro by the age of eleven. He’d learned to climb in Yosemite National Park. He’d made it up mountains in the Himalayas before. He had no doubt that he’d reach the top of K2 with the amber necklace he carried in his pocket.



It had belonged to his sister, Christa, who’d died on her twenty-third birthday, in July 1992. Greg planned to leave the necklace
on K2 in Christa’s honor. And he’d come close—within six hundred feet of the summit. But now he was headed back down the mountain, Christa’s necklace still in his pocket. Failure—not something he was used to—was on his mind.
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Christa’s amber neckace
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Greg Mortenson (third from right in cap) with Scott Darsney (far right) before taking on K2

  
Greg and Darsney had helped to rescue another member of their team, Etienne Fine. When Fine neared the summit of K2, he’d
gotten extremely sick as fluid collected in his lungs, and tissues in his brain began to swell. This can happen to people
 at altitudes above what their bodies are used to. Along with the expedition’s leaders, Dan Mazur and Jonathan Pratt, Greg
and Darsney had carried Fine down the mountain to where a helicopter could land and take him to a hospital. Mazur and Pratt
had returned and managed to reach the summit of K2, but Greg and Darsney, already exhausted from a stressful climb earlier, had no strength left. Their only choice was to get down off the mountain as quickly as possible.



The human body doesn’t function well in the high altitude of mountains like K2. Because air pressure drops as a climber gets
higher, each breath takes in less oxygen. Operating on less oxygen than usual, people get headaches and feel weak, nauseated,
and exhausted. They don’t think clearly. Add in hard work and freezing temperatures, like those Greg had experienced on K2,
and it’s easy to become seriously weakened. Tasks that were once simple for a climber like Greg Mortenson—such as walking
with a backpack full of climbing and camping gear—become almost impossible.



Greg had already lost thirty pounds in his attempt to climb K2. As he and Darsney made their way down to one of the base camps,
where climbers prepared for their attempts to reach the summit, they found it took them hours to cover three miles. As they
struggled, Greg and Darsney met Mouzafer Ali and his friend Yakub, two porters who made a living guiding and helping mountain
climbers. They offered to carry the climbers’ packs for four dollars a day. Greg and Darsney gladly agreed. Greg didn’t know
it at the time, but Mouzafer was known as one of the most skilled porters in the area.



But now, alone and walking down the Baltoro Glacier, all Greg knew was that he’d lost sight of Mouzafer as well as his friend.
And Mouzafer was carrying the pack that held most of Greg’s gear—his tent, his sleeping bag, his stove, his food, his flashlight,
and his matches.



The sharp crack of a falling rock brought Greg’s attention back to his surroundings. A boulder the size of a three-story house
suddenly bounced down a slope and crushed an iceberg in front of him.



It was getting dark, and Greg’s mind was fuzzy. He tried to think back to the last spot where he had glimpsed any sign of
human beings. It had been hours since he’d seen Darsney. There were no signs that anyone had ever walked on the trail in front
of him—no cigarette butts, no food tins, no droppings from the mules that were used to carry heavy loads. In fact, Greg realized,
where he was walking didn’t look much like a trail at all.



As the sun set, Greg spent an hour clambering up a slope of loose rock, hoping to get a view that would help tell him where
he was. He knew of a landmark on another mountain, and if he could find it, he might be able to get his bearings. But when
he got to the top of the slope, all he saw were unfamiliar peaks in the fading light. He had wandered about eight miles from
where he should have been.



All he had with him was a small, purple backpack that held a blanket, an empty water bottle, and a single protein bar.


Greg was scared, and all alone. He knew that spending the night on this spot, even without his gear, would be less dangerous
than stumbling over a glacier in the dark. He would have to wait and search for the trail in daylight. He found a flat slab
of rock and wrapped himself in his blanket. Then he filled his water bottle with snow, thawed his protein bar by holding it next to his skin, and ate it. Greg watched
as the sun set behind the peaks that surrounded him, leaving him in darkness.



Chapter 2

The Wrong Side of the River

When Greg opened his eyes in the morning, he could barely breathe. He struggled to free his hands from the blanket wrapped
around him and clawed at his face. Ice had frozen over his mouth and nose like a mask. He tore the ice free and was able at
last to take a deep, satisfying breath.



He sat up and stretched. In the light before dawn, the mountain peaks were painted in sugary colors—pinks and purples and
baby blues. The sky was clear, and there was no wind. Greg was still lost, still alone, and his hands were so stiff from the
cold they were like claws. He couldn’t even open his water bottle, half full of melted snow. But he wasn’t worried. Morning
made all the difference.



He was thinking more clearly, maybe because he’d managed to sleep a little. Now he could see that, if he walked for a few
hours back the way he’d come, he would run into the trail he’d left. He set off north, stumbling over boulders and jumping
over crevasses, deep cracks in the ice of the glacier. When he reached the top of a small crest, the sun finally rose over the
walls of the valley around him.



Greg was stunned by the beauty of the peaks on every side. Gasherbrum, Broad Peak, Mitre Peak, Muztagh Tower—all these mountains,
covered in ice, burned like bonfires in the raw light of the sun. Greg sat on a boulder and drank from his water bottle until
it was empty. But he couldn’t drink in enough of the sight before him. He’d been in these mountains for months, but that morning,
it was as if he’d never seen them before. “In a way, I never had,” he said later. “All summer, I’d looked at these mountains
as goals, totally focused on the biggest one, K2…. But that morning, for the first time, I simply saw them. It was overwhelming.”



He stumbled on. Even though he knew he had no food and no warm clothing and wouldn’t survive if he didn’t find both soon,
he wasn’t scared. He filled his water bottle from a melting trickle that ran from the glacier and winced from the cold as
he drank. Food won’t be a problem for days, he told himself, but you must remember to drink.



Late in the morning, he heard bells tinkling and realized that they were from a team of donkeys. The animals carried heavy
loads to and from towns in the mountains. He tried to follow the bells but ran into a large rock wall that blocked the way.
Greg realized that he’d gone too far. He must have walked over the trail without realizing it was there. Once again he turned
and retraced his steps, this time looking down at the ground, not up at the breathtaking mountains. When he spotted a cigarette butt, then a pile of stones built to mark the trail, he
realized he’d made it at last.



Then he spotted something else—someone standing on a boulder, silhouetted against the sky. Greg yelled and the man turned
toward him, then jumped down and disappeared from his sight. Greg didn’t have the strength to run, but he forced himself to
trot toward the place where he’d seen the figure, yelling again and again. Finally he was close enough to see who the man
was—Mouzafer, the porter he had hired to help carry his gear! Greg’s heavy backpack was still on Mouzafer’s back.



“Mr. Gireg, Mr. Gireg!” Mouzafer shouted, dropping the pack and wrapping Greg Mortenson in a bear hug. “Allah Akbhar! [God is great!] Blessings to Allah you’re alive!”



Mouzafer let him go and began slapping him on the back in delight. Clouds of dust rose from Greg’s clothes, and he doubled
over, coughing. “Cha, Mr. Gireg,” Mouzafer said, worried. “Cha will give you strength!”



Paiyu cha is a hot green tea, made with salt, baking soda, goat’s milk, and an aged, sour butter churned from yak’s milk. While it
looks like chocolate milk, it doesn’t taste like it. The Balti, Mouzafer’s tribe who live in the high-altitude valleys in northern Pakistan, think of this butter as a delicacy. Greg, however,
had smelled paiyu cha brewing many times and thought the odor was horrible. He describes it as “stinkier than the most frightening cheese the French
ever invented.” He’d come up with many different excuses to avoid drinking it.



Mouzafer lit a fire, brewed the tea, and stirred in the butter with a finger. Then he handed Greg a steaming mug. Greg gagged
at the taste, but his body needed the hot liquid. He swallowed it. Mouzafer filled the mug two more times, and Greg drank
it all.



For the next three days, until they were off the Baltoro Glacier, Mouzafer never let Greg out of his sight. He held his hand
as they walked, or made Greg walk right behind him, his feet nearly touching the heels of Mouzafer’s shoes. The porter, a
devout Muslim, prayed five times a day, but even during his prayers he would glance up to make sure that Greg was still nearby.



Greg tried to learn some of the Balti language that Mouzafer spoke. Glacier was gangs-zhing, avalanche was rdo-rut. And there were many words for rocks. Small round rocks were khodos. Brak-lep was flat rock, good for sleeping or cooking on. Khrok was a wedge-shaped rock, excellent for sealing up holes in stone houses. Greg was good at languages. Soon he could communicate
a little in Balti.



Finally Greg stepped off ice and onto solid ground for the first time in three months. From under the glacier, water shot
out into a gorge and created the quick-moving Braldu River. Greg knelt down to look closely at a five-petaled pink rosehip,
the first flower he’d seen in over eighty days, since his attempt to climb K2 began. Then he and Mouzafer began to walk along
the riverbank.



Now that they were off the Baltoro Glacier, Mouzafer thought it was safe enough to hike ahead and set up camp each day. Greg, walking more slowly on his tired and aching legs,
stopped often to rest; but he always followed the river until he saw the smoke from Mouzafer’s campfire in the evenings.



Seven days after leaving K2, Greg saw his first trees. The five poplars stood in a row, and so Greg knew they had been planted
by people. He was back where human beings could live. The trees told Greg he’d made it down alive.



Looking at the poplars, Greg didn’t see that the trail he was following had a fork. One path led down to the river, where
it would eventually reach a bridge. The bridge led to Askole, the village Greg was headed for. But by mistake he took the
other path, walking toward the trees. For the second time, he’d lost his way.



The poplars led into apricot orchards. Piles of the ripe fruit were stacked on hundreds of flat baskets. There were women
kneeling by the baskets, splitting the fruit and setting aside the pits. When they saw Greg, they pulled their shawls over
their faces and ran to put the trees between themselves and the stranger.



But the children were not so shy. As Greg kept walking into the fields planted with buckwheat and barley, children came up
to touch his clothes and took turns holding his hands. For the first time in a while, Greg thought about what he looked like.
It had been about three months since he’d had a shower. His hair was long and dirty. He felt huge and filthy, and he stooped,
trying not to tower over the children. But they didn’t seem to be scared of him. By the time Greg reached the entrance to the village, a wooden archway at the edge of a field, there were
about fifty children following him.



Greg thought he must be approaching Askole. But he’d been through that village before, and nothing here looked familiar. He
hoped to see Mouzafer waiting for him at the edge of the village, but instead, standing by the archway, was a wrinkled old
 man with a gray beard and a hat made of lambswool. His name was Haji Ali, and he was the chief of this village, named Korphe.



“As-salaam Alaikum [Peace be with you],” Haji Ali said, shaking Greg’s hand. He took Greg through the gate, showed him to an icy river where
he could wash his face and hands, and welcomed the stranger into his home.



Haji Ali beat some of the dust from a pile of bedding, put down cushions at the spot of honor close to the hearth, and settled
Greg there. Twenty male members of the chief’s family came in silently and took their places around the hearth. No one talked
as a pot of tea was prepared over a fire of yak dung. Most of the smoke escaped through a square hole in the ceiling. When
Greg looked up at the hole, he saw the eyes of the fifty children who had followed him into the village looking down at him.
They lay on the roof, peering in at the first foreigner who had ever been to Korphe.



Haji Ali gave Greg a piece of dried meat he had rubbed with leaves of tobacco. Greg didn’t like the taste, but he knew it
would be rude to refuse. He chewed bravely and choked it down. Then Haji Ali handed him a cup of the cha, which he drank with a little more pleasure.



Now that Greg had been welcomed properly, as a guest should be, Haji Ali wanted to know what he was doing in Korphe. He leaned
forward, thrust his bearded face in front of Greg’s, and demanded, in Balti, to know what had brought this stranger to his
village.



With a few words of Balti and a lot of gestures, Greg told the crowd that he was an American, that he’d tried to climb K2, that he had become weak and sick, and that he’d walked here to Askole to find transport that could take him to a bigger
city.



“Cheezaley! [What the heck!]” Haji Ali said in Balti. “Not Askole,” Haji Ali told Greg, laughing. He pointed at the ground by his feet.
“Korphe.”



Greg was exhausted, but at these words he sat bolt upright, alarmed. He had never heard of Korphe, and never seen it on a
map. He explained that he had to get to Askole to meet a man named Mouzafer, who was carrying most of his belongings.



 Haji Ali pushed Greg back on the pillows. His son, Twaha, who spoke a little English, translated his father’s words. “Today
walking Askole no go. Big problem. Half one day’s trekking. Inshallah [God willing], tomorrow Haji send man find Mouzafer. Now you sleep.”



In spite of his worry and his anger at himself for missing the trail again, Greg did lie back on the bed and fell deeply asleep.




End of sample
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