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At this very moment, looters around the world 
are reducing countless ancient sites to rubble in 
the pursuit of buried treasure. Few countries are 
more threatened than Cambodia, the heart of 
the ancient Khmer Empire. Cambodia’s heritage 
is being destroyed at an unprecedented rate —
entire temples have been hacked apart by looters 
seeking prized statues to sell on the international 
art market. With each plundered artifact 
smuggled out of the country, untold knowledge 
of the past is lost.

This alarming destruction prompted a group of 
international scholars to form HeritageWatch, a 
non-profit organization working since 2003 to 
protect Cambodia’s great archaeological resources. 
Since the antiquities trade survives largely on 
ignorance—of those who loot and buy antiquities 
— education is at the heart of our efforts. We 
hope you enjoy this book, and take its message 
to heart. The antiquities trade is destroying 
Cambodia’s great past, and risking its future, but 
you can do your part to help! Looting is driven 
by demand. By refusing to purchase looted  
antiquities you are helping to end this demand.

To learn more about HeritageWatch and what 
you can do to stop the illicit antiquities trade, go 
to www.heritagewatch.org.
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erOg RbsinebIfµecHniyay

GgkarKaMBarekr†#mrtkCaGgkareRkArdΩaPiVlmYybeg˚IteLIg 

enAqñaM2003EdlmanskmµPaBnigeKalbMNgcUlrYmcMENk

kñügkarEfrkßasm∫t†ivb∫Fm∙CatiExµr. edayeXIjmankarbMp¬aj 

sm∫t†ivb∫Fm∙ExµrKYr[ktsmal nig QaneTAdlkarlk     

sm∫t†iTaMgenaHe®Bag®BatenAelITIpßarGn†rCatinigtamGIunFW- 

ENtCaehtueF√I[mankar®BYyVrm∏Cax¬aMgBIsMNakGñkRsav 

RCavCati nig Gn†rCati. ebIsinCasm∫t†iTaMgenaHRtUveKeF√Icracr 

xusc∫abecjBIRbeTsExµr GtItkalrbsExµreyIgnwgRtUv 

Vtbg eRBaHfasm∫t†iTaMgenaHCaPs†ütagyagsMxanEdlbBaÇak

BIRbvt†isaRs† nig Gt†sJÔaNCatiExµr.

esovePAGbrMerOg  « vacafµ »  Vnerob erogeLIgedayGg 

karKaBarekrmrtk edIm∫IpßaB√pßaydlsisßanusisß RBmTaMg 

RbCaBlrdΩTUeTA[ecHRslaj nig cUlrYm Efrkßasm∫t†ivb∫Fm∙ 

CatiEdl bnßlTukBIdUnta[enAKgvgßsRmabCaRbeyaCn^dl

RbCaCn ExµrTaMgGsKña. 

KaMBarekrmrtksg˛wmfa x¬wmsarsMxanénsacerOgenH nwgeF√I 

[sisßanusisß nig RbCaCntamshKmn^yldwgnigcab 

GarmµN^dlkicçxitxMRbwgERbgGPirkßsm∫t†ivb∫Fm∙mankñügmUl- 

dΩanrbsxÁ¬nkMu[QµÁjTucçritekgcMNijelIsm∫t†ivb∫Fm∙Exµr 

eRBaHsm∫t†iTaMgenaHCarbsExµrRKbrUbminEmnCakmµsiTÏrbs 

buKlNamñakeLIy. karCYjdUrburaNCaGMeBIelµIsc∫ab.

KaMBarekrmrtksUmEf¬gGMNrKuNyagRCaleRCAdl 

elak rUEbr†# edvIs nig elak RsI erCINa edvIs Edl

Vn”btƒm∏dlkareVHBumıesovePAenH elak Qun tag 

CYyxagbecçkeTskMuB¥¨Tr& nig rcnaesovePATaMgmUl.
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ong ago in a beautiful land there was a great 
city deep in the jungle. In this city were 
many temples, and all were guarded by  
magical statues carved from the rock of a 
sacred mountain.

Each statue was different. There was Apsara, a 
beautiful dancer who came from the heavens. 
There was Dvarapala, a giant who defended 
the temple gates with his powerful club. 
There was Naga, a water serpent with many 
heads who came from the underworld.

kalBIedImmanEdndId°RssbMRBgmYysiƒtenAéRBeRCAEdl  

sm∫¨reTAedayRVsaTburaNCaeRcInnigmanrUbcm¬akq¬ak 

rMelcedayk∫acrcnarsrevuIkCaeRcIn GEnkenAtamCBaÇaMgfµén 

RVsaTmanrUbcm¬akeTal cm¬aklwb nig cm¬akelon dUc-

Ca– rUbeTBGbßrCaGñkraMTnP¬nRsssʺatdUceTBGbßrcuHmk 

zansYK∙.

rUbT√arVl CaGñkkarBartamRckecjcUlRVsaTEdlbg˙ajBI

PaBrwgmaM x¬aMgk¬a nig manTwkmuxRbkbedayGMNacRBmTaMg 

manrUbcm¬aknaKk∫aleRcIn EdlsƒitenARKbTwsénRckecj 

cUlRVsaT.
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kñügenaHmancm¬ak rUbRKuD Caes†cst√bkßITaMgLayEdlmanx¬ÁnCa 

mnusß Gmedays¬abbkßIenAxñgmancMBuHmatFMmaMnigmanRkckEvg 

ekagdUcst√≤RnˇIy^.

st√RKuDenHrsenAkñügRVsaTyagsb∫ayrIkray edayenAkñüg  

RVsaTenHmanRBHsg˛mksMEdgRBHFm∙CajwkjabehIyRBHsg˛ 

RKbGg manTwkcit†RCHf¬asb∫ürsdlGñkRKb@KñanigrkßaTukralrbs

epßg@enAkñügRVsaTedaykareKarByagRCaleRCA. 

tamryÓkarsMEdgFm∙rbsRBHsg˛eF√I[RKuDylfa RbsinebIeyIg-

sagGMeBIlʺ eyIgnwgTTYlbuN¥kusllʺeTAtamenaHEdr.

But most magical of all was Garuda, the king of all 
birds. Garuda was part man and part bird. Though 
he had the body of a human, he had feathered 
wings, a massive beak, and the claws of an eagle.

Garuda was very happy in his temple. During the 
day, there were many monks studying the teachings 
of the Buddha. The monks were very kind, and 
treated everyone and everything with respect. From 
the monks, Garuda learned that if he did good 
deeds, he would gain merit and be rewarded. 
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At night, Garuda would teach the other statues 
what he learned. He said that they must listen to the 
monks, and follow their example.

“But the monks will be leaving soon!” said Naga. “The 
snakes told me the great city is being abandoned, 
many people have already left!”

“I do not believe you!” said Garuda. But he asked 
the birds — who see everything — and learned that 
Naga was right.  

“How can the people abandon us?” asked Dvarapala. 
“They need us! Who else will notify the gods when 
the people need their prayers to be answered?”

“I don’t know,” cried Apsara. “What a sad life it will 
be for us! And sad for the people as well, without 
statues to protect them.”

The monks did go. Many years passed. The temple 
walls crumbled, great trees grew up amidst the 
stones, and vines covered Garuda and the other  
statues. But Garuda never gave up hope that the 
people would return.

Then one day, the birds flew to Garuda and told him 
that they had seen men nearby! 

enAraRtImYyRKuDVnpßB√pßay“vaTrbsRBHsg˛eTAdlrUbcm¬akdéT 

eTotenAkñügRVsaT. eyIgralKañKYrs†ab“vaTRBHsg˛ nig RbRBwt† 

eKarBeTAtamRBHBuTÏCaTIsk˚arÓedIm∫I[BYkeyIgCYbEtesck†Isux.

 naK– RBHsg˛TaMgenaHnwgcakecjBIBYkeyIgBIeRBaH`VndMNwg 

enHBIst√Bs ehIyeKEfmTaMgniyayeTotfatMbnRVsaTenH nwg 

RtUveKeVHbgecalCaminxan. mnusßmñaCaeRcInVncakecjBITI   

enHGsehIy!

 RKuD– `mineCO´geT!! `nwgTakTgsYrBBYkst√cab[RVkdBIerOg 

enH. eRkaymk eTIbdwgfaG√IEdlnaKniyayenaHCakarBit.

 T√arVl– ehtuG√IVnCaRbCaCnnaMKñartecjBITIenHdUecñH? RbCaCn 

eKarB nig eCOelIRVsaTenHNas!! etImanGI√ekIteLIgeTdwg?

 eTBGbßr– eTBGbßreERskeq¬IyTaMgRsgUtRsgateTARVbT√ar 

Vlfa `k^mindwgEdr. CIvitEtgEtCYbRbTHTukRBYyCanicç! etICIvit 

BYkeyIgnigGñkPUminwgeTACayagNa!!! ehIyetIKµannrNaGacCYy  

eyIgVneT…?

CaeRcInqñaMkn¬gputeTA! GñkPUminigRBHsg˛VncakecjeTAbnßlTuk

enAEtRVsaTburaN. cMENkCBaÇaMgRVsaTTTYlrgnUvkarEbkVk 

dYlrlMesˇIrKµanslnigmanedImeQIFM@duHcak…sBuHERCkfµRVsaTrYm

TaMgvl¬#lUtrMuB&TÏelIRKuD nig rUbcm¬akepßg@eTot. RKuDenAEtsg˛wm 

CanicçfanwgmanmnusßmñavilRtLbmkrsenATIenHvijCaminxaneLIy. 

minyUrbunµan éf©mYy st√bkßIVnnaMBak¥mkRVbRKuD edayBYkeK 

CYbRbTHeXIjmnusßenAEk∫r@enaH!
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“The people are back!” Garuda shouted. “And they 
will make offerings at the temple! And they will give 
us their prayers to send on to the gods! We will be 
useful again!”

Suddenly, the men appeared, having hacked their way 
through the dense jungle surrounding the temple. 
They looked nothing like the monks—their skin 
was a different color, they had hair on their heads, 
and they wore strange clothing. But Garuda was 
too happy to care. 

The strange men explored the temple, but they 
made no offerings and they said no prayers. Finally, 
they stopped in front of Apsara. She was over-
joyed—it had been a long time since anyone had 
admired her beauty, and she was proud to be the 
first statue they noticed.

But her happiness soon turned to terror. The men 
took out large axes, and began attacking her! They 
hacked her out of the temple wall, as the other statues 
looked on in horror, and then disappeared into the 
jungle with her. 

The other statues didn’t know what to do! Who 
were these people? Where were they taking her? Had 
she been badly hurt? Would they bring her back? 

RKuDædMNwgenHeRtkGrx¬aMgNasehIynwksg˛wmfa manmnusß  

mkeKarB nwgf√aydg√ayepßg@edIm∫IbYgsYgsMuesck†IsuxdUcmuneTot! 

eyIgralKañnwgmaneKeKarBdUcmunminxan. nwksµanmindlBYkeK 

TaMgenaHCamnusßcEm¬k EdlVnkabq˚aréRBcUlmkdlRVsaT 

EtRKuDemIleXIjmnusßenaHmanrUbrag BN∙sMburEb¬kmindUcRBHsg˛ 

nig EfmTaMges¬okBakmindUcsasn^Exµr ehIymanskBN∙cMELk 

EfmeTot.

dleBlCncMELkTaMgenaHmkdlRVsaT BYkeKminVnEsndg√ay 

dlRVsaTeT!! eKEbrCaQrenAcMmuxrUbeTBGbßr ehIyniyay  

sesIrEtBIrUbeTBGbßrenHfa BitCaRsssʺatEmnmanPaBrsrevIkEt 

m†g. nageTBGbßrsb∫aycit†yagxa¬MgEdlBYkeKekatsresIrelI 

sRmsrbsnagdUecñH.  mYysnüˇuHeRkaymkkarsb∫ayrbsnag   

rlaysabsUn¥GseBlEdlBYkeKnaMKñadabykrUbnagecjBIépˇ  

CJÇaMgRVsaTedaymansMeLgx¬aMg@bN†al[j&rædlcm¬akepßg 

eTot.

bn†iceRkayBIdabrYcehIy BYkeKk^naMnageTBGbßrykeTAVtCaerog

rhUt.
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Garuda sent the birds to find out. They quickly 
returned and said that many statues were being  
stolen by such men all over the jungle kingdom, 
and were never seen again.

Years and years passed, and neither Apsara nor the 
strange men ever returned. The statues were very 
sad for her, and very frightened that one day they 
might meet the same end. 

But then something happened that made them  
momentarily forget the fate of Apsara.  

A great war was being fought in the jungle. No one 
was safe. The animals were afraid, and had decided 
to run to safety. Since the statues could not run, 
they tried to hide themselves in the jungle as best 
they could.

It did not take long for the fighting to reach the 
temple. People were everywhere, and they were 
shooting at each other with strange weapons.  
Many were killed. The statues had never seen  
anything so terrible!
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edayrUbcm¬akepßg@eTotnaMKñaq©lfa           

etIBYkeKCanrNaehIynaMnageTBGbßreTANa?

etIeBlNaeTIbeKnaMnagRtLbmkvijhñ?

RKuDVneRbIbkßI[ehIrEs√grkemIlenAkEn¬gepßg@eTotEtminVn 

TTYldMNwgGI√TalEtesaH.

mYyqñaMeTAmYyqñaMVnkn¬gputeTATaMgnageTBGbßrnigmnusßcEm¬k

TaMgenaHmineXIjRtLbmkvijesaH. rUbcm¬akepßg@eTotnaMKña 

RBYyeGIyRBYyBIsuxTuk≈nageTBGbßr edaynwkKitfaéf©NamYyBYk 

eKGacmanvasnadUcnag…Gt?

TukRBYyesakesAVnekIteLIg edayRsukeTsCYbRbTHnwg     

sRgam mancm∫aMgCahUrEhr.  minfaEtRVsaTeTsUm∫IEtRbCaCn 

k°TTYlrgTuk≈ RJtRVsRKYsar vinashinehacRTB¥sm∫t†i esˇIrRKb 

TIkEn¬gmanPaBclaclvwkvredaysarsRgam st√éRBbkßabkßI   

naMKñaeKcx¬ÁnVtGs. buEn† GeNacGFmrUbcm¬akminGacrteTA 

kEn¬gNaVneT.   dUcenH BYkeKnaMKñalakx¬ÁnenAkñügRVsaT 

erog@x¬Án. minyUrbunµan karRbyuTÏKñak°rMkildl brievNRVsaT 

manmnusßBIrRkumepßgBIKñaenABYnRKbkEn¬gtRmgkaNugkaMeP¬Ig   

dakKñaVjsRmukykQñHerog@x¬Án edayykTItaMgRVsaTCasmr- 

PUmi RbyuTÏrbsBYkeK. manmnusßs¬abrabminGsrUbcm¬akTaMgGs 

minEdlCYbRbTHnwgsPaBKYr[P&yx¬acrnÏtdUecñHeTBImunmk.
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Garuda wanted to keep hidden, but he remembered 
the teachings of the monks, and that he must always 
help others if he could.

“We must help the people! It is our duty!” he told 
the other statues. “We can hide the people and  
protect them!”

Sure enough, many people hid in the temple, and 
were able to escape harm. After many hours, the 
fighting stopped, and the jungle was again quiet. 

“I am so glad we helped the people!” Garuda said 
to his friends.

But his friends did not answer him. Naga and 
Dvarapala had both been blown apart by a massive 
blast during the fighting, and lay in pieces, shattered 
on the ground.

Garuda had never felt such sorrow. He was now all 
alone, in the crumbling ruins of his beloved temple.

“How can things get worse?” he asked himself.

RKuDVnnwkeXIjdl{vaTrbsRBHsg˛faeyIgRtUvecHCYyseRgaH  

KñakñügRKamanGasnñ. GJÇwgeyIgnaMp¬¨vCYymnusßTaMgenaH[cUlBYn  

kñügRVsaTedIm∫I[eyIgGackarBarBYkeKVn!! enHk^CakatB√kicçrbs 

eyIgEdr.

P¬am@enaHRbCaCnk^naMKñartcUleTAkñügRVsaT. eKcx¬ÁnrYcBIeRKaH 

fñakVnmYyryÓeRkayrhUtdlkarRbyuTÏKñaVnbBaçbehIyenAkñüg 

éRBk^manPaBs©bs©ateTAvij.

RKuD– `manGarmµN^sb∫aycit†Nas bnˇabBIVnCYymnusßTaMg 

enaH!! EtrUbcm¬akdéTeTotminVneq¬IytbmkvijeLIy BIeRBaH 

naK T√arVl rgrbYs  RtUvGMEbgRKabmanbMENkCaeRcInF¬akmk 

elIdI. RKuDenAniyayEt´gkñügRVsaTCaTIRslajehIysYrx¬Án´g 

fa etIehtuG√IVnCaehtukarN^ekIteLIgGaRkkyagenH?
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But things did get worse. One day the birds came 
to Garuda and said, “Bad men are coming, and 
they want to steal you! Hurry and hide!” Garuda 
did as the birds said, and tried to hide himself in 
the jungle. But it did not take long for the men  
to find him. 

“This statue will be worth a fortune!” said one man. 

“Yes! We will have no trouble selling him!”  
said another. 

ehtukarN^GaRkkVnekIteLIgEmndUckarKitrbsRKuD!! éf©mYy 

BYkbkßIVnnaMdMNwgmkRVbRKuDfaBYkmnusßGaRkkTaMgenaHmk 

eTotehIy!! KWeKmanbMNgcgnaMyk rUbbgRKuD´geTAeTotehIy!! 

sUmbg´gRbytñ&x¬Ánpg!!
u

buEn† RKuDdUcCaBuMmanGI√karBarniglakx¬ÁnVnesaH ehIyKatxM 

B¥ayamlakx¬ÁnkñügéRBEdr EtminyUrbunµanBYkeKk^rkKateXIj. 

BYkeKniyayfarUbcm¬aknwgnaMsMNageGayeyIgminxan. eyIgnwg-

GaclkrUbenHVnyaggay!
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Then the men took out large axes, and began to  
hack away at Garuda. With each blow they chipped 
off more and more stone, until he was no longer 
connected to the temple. Garuda was in much 
pain, and he was terribly frightened. But more 
than anything he was very sad, as he knew he 
would never again see his temple, where he had 
once been so happy. 

Garuda was locked in a dark wooden box. He knew 
he was being taken far away, but was too sad to care.

eRkaymkRkummnusßTaMgenaH Vnyk”bkrN^FM@mkdabKas 

bMp¬ajeF√IyagNaeGayEtykRKuDVn. ehIyBYkeKnaMykKat 

ecjBIRVsaTedayesrI. RKuDmanGarmµN^P&yx¬acnigQWcabx¬aMg

Nas!! KatVnERskf©¨rEt´g ehIyKitfaKatminGacRtLbmk  

eXIjRVsaTCaTIRsLajrbsKatm†geToteT? 

KatRtUvVndakkñügRbGbmYybiTCitggwtQwg. RKuDdwgfaeKkMBugnaM

KateTATId°Esnq©ayehIyemIleTA.
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After many days of bumpy traveling, the box was 
opened and daylight flooded in. Garuda was  
surrounded by many men in uniforms.

“This statue has been stolen!” said one of the men. 
“It is a good thing we opened this box. Otherwise 
this statue would have crossed the border and been 
lost forever!” 

“Yes,” said another one of the men. “Now we can 
send him back where he belongs.”

Garuda was once again placed in a box and shipped 
a long way. But this time he was happy, because he 
knew he was going home.
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bnˇabBIeF√IdMeNIrelIp¬¨vyagrlakGsCaeRcInéf©mk RsabEtRbGb 

enaHRtUvrebIk P¬amenaHRKuDkMBugEtenAT&BÏCMuvijedaymnusßCaeRcIn 

EdlBak´ksNΩan.

bursmñakVnpˇüHsem¬gP∆akepIʺl GU!! » rUbcm¬akenHRtUvVneKlYc» 

sMNagehIyEdleyIgebIkeksenH! ebImindUecñHeTrUbcm¬akd° 

RbNItenHnwgRtUveKnaMq¬gcUlRsukeKehIy. vanwgVtrhUtehIy-

bursmñakeTotVntbfa » RVkdehIy ».

≤L¨venHeyIgGacbBaÇ¨nrUbenHeTAkEn¬gedImvij.

eKbiteksenaHvij rYcdwkRtLbeTAvij ehIyRKuDsb∫aycit†x¬aMg 

Nas eRBaHKatdwgfaKatGacRtLbeTARVsaTCaTIRsLaj   

rbsKatvijehIy.
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When the box opened, he didn’t see his temple — he 
saw something even better! He saw his friends!

There was Naga and Devapala — and though they 
were still a bit cracked, they were once again whole! 
And Apsara was there too!

“I thought I would never see you again! Where are we?” 
Garuda cried out, happier than he had been in years.

“We are in a place called a museum!” said Apsara.

“Here we are safe,” said Naga. “Many statues live 
here! And there are people here who look after us. 
They put me and Devapala back together again!”

“There are people here?” Garuda asked.

“Many people!” said Naga. “There are people who 
work here, who study us to learn about the past. 
And then there are many others who come here only 
to admire us!”

 “I am back in my country with my friends! I am 
safe! And I am serving a purpose again! Only one 
thing could make me happier…” thought Garuda.

dleBlRbGbebIk!! KatminVneXIjRVsaTCaTIRsLajKateT. 

EbrCaeXIj kEn¬glʺsʺatehIyVnCYbmit†PRk†&cas@ dUcCa– naK 

T√arVl ehIynignageTBGbßrCaedIm. EtBYkeKTaMgenaHmans¬ak 

sñamesˇIreBjx¬ÁnTaMgGs.

RKuD– `minnwksµanfaVnCYbGñkTaMgGsKñaenATIenHesaH!! 

etITIenHCakEn¬gNa?

Gbßr– eyIgenAkñügsarmnˇIrCatiNabg!!

naK– BYkeyIgmansuvtƒiPaBehIy! ehIymanrUbcm¬akCaeRcInk^enATI 

enHEdr. manmnusßenAcaMEfrkßakarBarBYkeyIgTaMgGsKñaeTotpg. 

ehIyBYkeKnwgB¥aVlrUb` nig bgT√arVleGaymansPaBdUcedIm 

eLIgvij.

RKuD– etImanmnusßmkTIenHeRcIneT?

naK– maneRcInNas!! x¬HeKmksikßaRsavRCavGMBIGtItkalrbs 

eyIg x¬HmkemIleyIgrYcEfmTaMges©IcsresIreyIgeTotpg.

RKuD– KµanGI√EdleF√IeGay`sb∫aycit†CageBlenHeT `Vn 

RtT∫bmkRsuk`vij nig CYbmit†Pk†iTaMgGsKña. `mansuvtƒiPaBehIy! 

ehIy`enAEtGacrkßatYnaTIrbs`dUcedImdEdl.

u u u u u
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And then he saw the familiar orange robes of the 
monks, who had come to make offerings in front 
of the statues. And Garuda knew that all of his 
prayers had been answered. 

rMeBcenaH!! KatVnRbTHeXIjRBHsg˛cUlmkemIlkñügsarmnˇIrenH 

ehIyeF√IkarbYgsYg nig f√aydg√ayepßg@eTotpgenAmuxrUbcm¬ak 

mYycMnYn. RKaenaHRKuDVnnwkdlkal EdlKatbnRsnvaBitCa 

sk†isiTÏi.
u

u

uu u
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esovePAenHGacelcecjCarUbragVnedayman 

karCYy”btƒm∏fvikaBI elak rUEbr†# ehIy nig elakRsI 

rUEbr†# edvIs. 

KaMBarekrmrtkk°sUmEf¬gGMNrKuNyagRCaleRCA

pg Edrdl elak Qun tag EdlelakVnsµak 

cit†CYyrcnaesovePAerOg RbsinebIfµecHniyay    

enHeLIg nig elak Xunsaemn EdlVnCYyCa     

KMnitdlkardakcMNgeCIgerOgenH. 

KaMBarekrmtrksUmCUnBr[ GñkTaMgGsEdlVnrYm 

cMENkCYydlkareroberogesovePAenH CYbRbTHEt 

suxesck†IsuxRKbRbkar.
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