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ACCLAIM

I : ondro Tsering's simple, lively, and rich narrative
manages to capture his childhood in a fresh, touching,
and naive manner, while describing accurately daily

life in an ordinary Tibetan village. Relationships between elders

and children, teachers and pupils, humans and animals, men and
women, Buddhism and folk religion and culture, past traditions
and present mores, the spiritual and the material, and ensuing
contradictions, are honestly presented in a series of short
chapters covering such diverse topics as harvest, education,
death, traditional folk stories and beliefs, impact of television in

a remote Tibetan village, and environmental concerns.

Altogether, Kondro Tsering's unassuming autobiographic A

Zorgay Tibetan Childhood is a good and instructive read, to be

recommended to anybody interested in today's Tibetan way of

life in larger China." Francoise Robin, Institut National des

Langues et Civilisations Orientales, Paris

"Writing in a Tibetan modern literature tradition of English-
language autobiography that has recently been taken up in
Xining, Kondro Tsering has produced an extraordinarily heart-
warming and insightful account of his young yet eventful life.
Kondro Tsering's narrative of his childhood in a Tibetan
agricultural village in Ngawa Prefecture showcases his writing
skills honed in the Xining English Language Training Program
(ETP). That program is now producing a pool of remarkably
talented young Tibetan creative writers and scholars and
Kondro Tsering is one of its rising stars. From his early
socialization experiences with nakedness to comedic interludes
in folk stories to accounts of mountain deity worship and his
experiences in Chinese state-sponsored schools, Kondro
Tsering's account contributes to a growing body of English
language literature written by Tibetans that provides an
unprecedented glimpse of the everyday humor and pathos of
modernizing lifeways in the PRC." Charlene Makley, Reed
College



"From the perspectives of a small child and youth, the narrator
relates experiences from his formative years in a community in
eastern Tibet. The book unfolds in a series of vivid, delicately
crafted anecdotes that are informed by a keen knowledge of
local customs and folklore." Mark Bender, Ohio State
University

"This young Ngawa Tibetan's remarkable, revealing life stories,
related in an entertaining fashion, provide a wealth of
information about true Tibetan childhood that transported me
back to my own childhood in a powerful, poignant way."
Haudan Zhaxi, Humbolt University, Berlin

"Kondro Tsering's book is a brutally honest, first-person tale of
growing up in an agricultural family in northeastern Tibet. This
insider's view will upset myths about the daily lives of Tibetans,
while the narrator's passion for family, fun and, most of all,
stories, creates insight and excitement for the reader."

Keith Dede, Lewis & Clark



PREFACE

the life of the narrator and author from his birth through
junior middle school in a remote farming village in
Zorgay County, Sichuan. Like other books published as part of
the Chronicles of Tibetan Childhood series, Kondro Tsering
provides a deeply personal, biographical account mixed with
keen ethnographic observations about Tibetan social and
cultural life, and critical social commentary from his
perspective now as an English-speaking resident in the large
mostly-Chinese city of Xining. The intimate details of
childhood in the eastern Tibetan countryside painted by the
book include playful pranks, poignant dreams, and painful
memories of the deaths of the author's mother and brother.
Throughout this vivid account are also revealed important and
rapidly changing elements of Tibetan cultural life, particularly
the key role played by the grand epic of King Gesar. In the early
part of the book, we see Kondro Tsering's grandmother
interacting with him through the idiom of Milarepa, and passing
the days with the feats of King Gesar. By the time he is in
junior middle school, television enters the village and, in
Kondro Tsering's humorous telling, nearly colonizes the
imaginative life-world of the villagers; he recounts village
elders saying "In comparison with Chinese actors, our King
Gesar is absolutely nothing at all."

There is much else of interest about contemporary
farming life in the Amdo Ngawa region as well. Nomads, we
learn, are still much looked down upon by farmers,
transportation infrastructure connecting villages to townships
and county towns remains poor; and the quality and
accessibility of hospital medical care is abysmal. The Sloping
Land Conversion Project has transformed some barley fields to
forests in this region, but the importance of water for the
unconverted field remains and thus so too do various methods
of beseeching rain, including prayers to nagas and carrying the

I ; ondro Tsering's A Zorgay Tibetan Childhood follows



Kanjur and Tanjur'while circumambulating the village and
fields. Though the televised Journey to the West® now
apparently trumps King Gesar in popularity, ghost stories are
still told, and the mountain deity still causes hail and bad
harvests if villagers harm the deer.

These observations will be of great interest to students
of contemporary Tibet, as will the author's sometimes ironic,
reflexive commentaries on the village and his own past. He
notes, for example, that though Tibetans are often represented
as compassionate, they mistreat their dogs that are, like people,
"members of the Animal Kingdom," and "we are worse than
dogs, for we are egocentric." Similarly, he writes that his
grandmother told him stories extolling the virtues of not killing,
all the while picking out and killing lice on his head. The author
also notes matter-of-factly that as schoolchildren they were
never taught about famous Tibetan writers and thinkers, and had
no opportunity to study Tibetan writing until fourth grade; at the
same time, though, his Chinese teachers were in his view much
better and more dedicated to their students' learning than the
Tibetan ones.

All in all, this beautifully written, intensely observed,
and skillfully narrated book will no doubt be read and enjoyed
by many.

Emily Yeh
University of Colorado

" The Tibetan Buddhist canon recognized by various schools
of Tibetan Buddhism includes the Kanjur ('The Translation of
the Word') and the Tanjur ('Tranmslation of Treatises'). The
former is considred the spoken teachings and precepts of the
Buddha and the latter is the collection of Indian commentaries
on the Buddha's teachings.

* Journey to the Westis a Chinese television series adaptation
of Wu Cheng'en's Chinese classical novel with the same title. It
was first broadcast on CCTV in China on 1 October 1982 and
became an immediate classic in China. Unadapted portions of
the original story were later dealt with in a second series
released in 1999.
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THE AUTHOR

Tibetan and Qiang Autonomous Prefecture, Sichuan

Province on a day that nobody can exactly remember. Even
though my life has had its share of tragedies, I feel lucky to
have grown up with my dear grandmother, listening to her
stories that are now nearly vanished -replaced by television, and
DVDs and VCDs. I led an early life that was traditional, a life
that is now nearly gone because of the power of modernization.
Rather than become a monk, I chose to be a student and was
eventually selected to be an ETP (English Training Program)
student in Xining City at Qinghai Normal University in 2003. I
have completed my autobiography with the encouragement of
my teacher and the help of several kind editors.

Iwas born in Lhacar Village, Zorgay County, Ngawa

Sacred flags.



BEGINNINGS

whistling through the gray sky. The coldness cut like a

sharp knife. Snowflakes floated in the harsh air with hardly
a chance to alight. It was torture to go outside in such weather.
The smoke from Father's incense offering zig-zagged into the
sky, as if determined to reach Heaven. The cypress tree beside
my family's house swayed back and forth. The wood-frame,
swing-out windows in Mother's bedroom rushed back and forth,
clapping in the wind. Mother struggled with the pain of giving
birth to her last child, groaning painfully and writhing in her
bed. The sweat on her forehead worried my family and other
relatives. Some scurried into Mother's bedroom just as others
were exiting. Our village is an outlying one, and no hospitals or
doctors were available. There was no car or tractor to take
Mother to a hospital in the distant county town. Instead,
relatives held thangka® above Mother's head and prayed for her
in the hope that the baby would be delivered safely. At last,
Mother gave birth to a boy. The snowy weather was believed to
be an omen that the newborn baby would become an able,
helpful man. They placed him in a soft fleece cradle to keep him
warm while Mother slowly regained consciousness. That baby
was me, and as I inhaled my first breaths of air in Mother's

It snowed lightly. The wind blew stronger than usual,

> Thangka are a form of primarily Tibetan sacred representation
consisting of an image panel that is painted, embroidered, or
appliquéd, which is often placed in a textile frame. The image
panel frequently depicts such imagery as mandalas, deities,
famous scenes, or prominent local religious personalities. They
are hung up high in monastic halls, village temples, and family
homes as objects of veneration. A piece of silk often hangs over
the image to prevent defilement by secular life, and protects the
image from light and dust. In the context of village ritual,
setting up images creates interior and exterior worlds mediated
through the representation of the images.
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bedroom, my heart throbbed with the hopes of my family
members.

Our village's origin is unclear. No one knows its history.
Some say Chinese settled here because we sometimes find
coffins with skeletons inside when we dig foundations for new
buildings, while locals usually practice cremation. The Tibetan
dialect we speak also has many Chinese words. Who were these
ancient people? Where did they come from? When did they
leave? Where did they go? Where did our own Tibetan
ancestors come from and when and why did they settle here?
Local people have no answers.

Seven is a locally auspicious number. Father visited a
respected lama on the seventh day after my birth and asked him
to give me a name. He named me Renzen Tsering. Afterwards, I
cried day and night, no matter how many religious rituals my
family performed. They knew there was something wrong, but
did not know what. Our custom calls for consulting a lama
when we fall ill rather than first consulting a doctor, because a
lama can suggest a cure for sickness. Finally, Father did visit
another lama, who told Father that my constant wailing was
because of my name. He then gave me a new name, Kondro
Tsering, which is my name today.

Lorgay Monastery is near Lhacar Village.
“ s



NAKED

baby who only smiled and gurgled. I felt I was a mature boy

who could walk, speak, run, and sing. I could fall asleep
anytime during the day and nobody cared, unless it was
mealtime because I was the youngest of six children.

I did not like to sleep late. I rose every morning with
Mother and ran after her to our living room. Mother was the
first to get up. While she made a fire, my naked body shivered
all over as I stood by our black metal stove. Mother said
nothing to me, knowing that whatever she said would not make
any difference. She sometimes stared at me and murmured
under her breath. I never knew what she said exactly, but after
some time, she grew accustomed to my nakedness. It had been
going on since I could walk. My family could see my little thing
sleeping between my legs.

One morning, the air was as fresh as it could be. It
rinsed your insides when you inhaled, and gave you a good
appetite. It made me more alert, but also made me tremble.
Birds seemed happier than usual, twittering from their roosts in
the nearby cypress. The rising sun reddened the eastern horizon
as though a skilled artist had painted it. What a great day!

As usual, Mother built a fire to boil tea before the rest of
the family got up. I preferred to sit by the stove to keep warm
rather than stay with Father in bed.

That morning, my little thing embarrassed my third
elder brother, whom I called Tjobajo. I had nothing to do by the
stove, so every now and then I touched between my legs. I did
not know what it was then. I only knew it was an organ I
urinated through. It was getting warmer and warmer and then it
lifted its head, as big as an empty bullet case. It was the first
time that I had seen it stand up rigidly. I said curiously, "Please
look, Mother. It got hard."

Mother did not know what 'this' was, but when she
caught a glimpse of my little thing, she shut her eyes.

I was happy at the age of four. I was no longer a toddler or a
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My brother scowled and pretended to tie his shoelace.
His face blushed with shame and anger.

As soon as Mother went out, he rushed at me, slapped
my face, and said furiously, "Shameless boy! Shame on you!
Go put on your clothes!"

My eyes filled with tears at this undeserved slap. I said
in a trembling voice, "Why did you slap me? I did nothing
wrong. I'm going to tell Mother. Why should I listen to you and
put on my clothes? I like standing near the stove, wearing
nothing. So what? I won't do what you order."

My brother said, "Don't you think it's shameful for
Mother and our sisters to see your penis? As elders say: 'When
you're alive, your penis should be covered; when you're dead,
your face should be covered.' You aren't human, you're a stupid
piglet."

I was so infuriated that I wanted to curse, but I did not
know any curse words. Then Mother came in with her arms full
of firewood and asked, "What's going on, sons? What are you
two arguing about?"

I told her my brother had slapped me, but this morning
she was not my usual mother who was always partial to me.
Instead she kindly coaxed my brother not to be angry and said,
"Are you ready for school?" She said nothing to me, which
indicated that I had done something wrong.

At that moment, the sun's face was appearing in the
eastern mountain ranges and my face got hotter and hotter. It
probably became as red as the sun itself. It seemed the sun was
getting closer to me. I felt my whole body burning. My small
childish heart had never beaten faster than at that moment.
Everything appeared hazy. I rubbed my eyes roughly with my
hands to check whether I was truly awake. Indeed, I was! From
that time on, [ understood and felt shyness.

My brother stared at me angrily and answered, "Yes,
Mother. I'm going now. Bye." He took his schoolbag and went
to school without eating anything, slamming the door behind
him loudly. He was happy, thinking he had defeated me.

Fortunately, that particular morning Father, my sisters,
and two other elder brothers were not there, or I would have
disgraced them all. However, I realized something important
that morning: a child my age could not do certain things among
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family members or in front of other people. I also understood
that making mistakes was useful because we learn lessons that
lead us to be well mannered.

Early the next morning when I was standing near the
stove as usual, Tjobajo said to me, "You look so sweet today in
those clothes."

Scarecrow to frighten deer away from the fields.
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GRANDMOTHER AND ME

village, its immediate surroundings, or Grandmother

until it was time for me to attend school. We were at
home together all the time. She helped me learn to walk, took
care of me, and fed me while my parents were out working. She
was my first teacher, too. She taught me how to chant mani, the
Six Sacred Syllables,” as do other Tibetan grandmothers for
their grandchildren.

Elders are fond of sitting in the sunshine. Their thin skin
and protruding bones become as dark as black metal, as if they
were born with black skin. My grandmother was no exception.

Every day, when my parents and siblings left to go to
work or to school, I helped Grandmother hobble outside and sit
in the sun. One day after settling herself comfortably, she said,
"My dear grandson, please go bring out the mat from under my
bed."

Grandmother was my best companion. I never left my

I did not know what she intended to do with her mat.
She was already sitting on a small sheepskin. Nevertheless, |
answered, "Sure, Grandmother. I'll be back with it soon."

Grandmother smilingly murmured mani, enjoying the
sunshine as I proudly and happily rushed into her bedroom, for I
was a filial grandson. And without her, I would have been bored
to death. I did whatever she told me. Taking out Grandmother's
sleeping mat was difficult, for I only had a little boy's strength.
She was in her seventies and did not like sleeping under a
cotton quilt. She said it took too long to get warm. Instead she
preferred to use a Tibetan sheepskin robe for a quilt, since it felt
soft on her body. All the elders did this.

The sheepskin robe was heavy and bulky. I grasped the
mat tightly and struggled, using all my energy to pull at it with

* oM ma Ni padtme hUM, a  common six
syllable mantra associated with Avalokiteshvara, the
Bodhisattva of Compassion.
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my feet braced against the edge of the bed frame. The mat was
easy to pull out and I suddenly fell to the floor and smacked the
back of my head hard. I blamed Grandmother for the pain, but
not in her presence. When I returned with her sleeping mat, she
stroked my head and said, "My good son, you are only five, but
you are already a helpful man. Please, put it here beside me,
smooth it out, then come and sit on my knees." When she said
such things to me, banging my head painfully was like seeing
black clouds in the sky suddenly vanish without leaving a single
trace.

"OK, Grandmother, but won't your knees hurt if I sit on
them?" I said.

"No, it doesn't matter, dear son," said Grandmother.

I sat on her knees, touching her prayer beads, and
thinking about how messy I had made her bed. Farming
families' beds consist of straw under sleeping mats, but I did not
tell her I had messed up her bed because she had just praised
me. Her wrinkled face was happy in the hot sun, but then I
noticed she was looking for something on the mat. I asked
curiously, "What are you looking for, Grandmother?"

"Lice!" said Grandmother.

"What?" I asked, having never heard of such things.

She caught something from her sleeping mat and
showed me a hideous looking insect. She said, "See? This is a
louse." Then she squashed it between her thumbnails, spilling a
drop of blood that colored her thumbnails red.

I did not know what a louse might do, but I said, "Yes, I
see."

"No, my dear son, you don't know how bad lice are.
They suck your blood. They make you feel itchy, and you can't
sleep well at night. Because of them, I am as skinny as
Milarepa."’

There was another new word for me. I asked,
"Grandmother, who is Milarepa? Please tell me."

"OK, but first you must help me catch and kill lice in my

> Milarepa (1040-1123) was a famous Tibetan yogi, who
achieved enlightenment in one lifetime. He is renowned for
being extremely thin because he ate very little during long
periods of meditation.
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sleeping mat. I can't see them very well. Will you make a deal
with your Grandmother?" she said. This was what she required
in order to tell me the stories that day and the days that followed.

"Certainly," I said.

"You are such a good boy!" she said.

My curiosity about Milarepa led me to concentrate on
catching lice. The lice came out of the wool under the hot sun
and ran around busily as if they knew I was going to catch them
and had decided to flee. Even though there were many of them,
it was hard for me to catch even one. Sometimes, after I caught
one and put it on my left thumbnail to kill, it escaped back into
the mat. This disillusioned me. I then heaved a sigh and focused
on catching another. Sometimes it was like a game, and I
enjoyed it. Grandmother noticed that it was difficult for me and
then told me a story about Milarepa: "My dear son, that's
enough. Rest and listen to my story. Milarepa was born
somewhere near Lhasa. He was the only person who could fly
without wings. He was skinny from studying and meditating in
a cave, living on only a bit of food. His body became green
from eating nettles. He built a large nine-story temple for his
teacher. My son, you should learn from his spirit of study," she
concluded.

I was amazed by the story of Milarepa and murmured,
"How incredible!" Meanwhile, I was in a quandary about
whether a person could fly, so I asked, "Grandmother, how can
a human fly? The story isn't real, is it?"

"Don't ask such a silly question, otherwise you aren't a
good son. Of course it's true. Actually, it is a real story that's too
long to tell at length, for I don't know all the details. Let's stop
here, OK?"

"Sure Grandmother. Will you tell me more stories if I
help you kill lice?" I asked.

"Of course," said Grandmother happily. A bit later she
added, "I'll teach you to chant the Six Sacred Syllables some
day."

Grandmother taught me scriptures by telling them to me
over and over again. It was strange, too, that she admonished
me not to kill living beings, but praised me when I helped her
kill lice. The redder my thumbnails became from squishing
them, the happier Grandmother was and the more stories she
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told. Stories about King Gesar were the most interesting of all.

Village adobe altar in the author's home where a mixture of
tsampa, ° roasted barley, and juniper needles is burnt early every
morning as an offering to the deities.

® Tsampa is a common Tibetan food made of tea mixed with
barley flour, butter, and dried cheese.
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FIRST TOY

‘ x ’ hen I was six, no family in our village had a
television. Telling stories about King Gesar was the
main form of entertainment for Grandmother and me
as just the two of us passed our days at home. When she told me
stories, I could see and imagine it all, as though what she
described was on a screen. I had no plastic guns or toy cars to
attract other children to play, and they often refused to let me
join them. Consequently, Grandmother was both my chief
playmate and storyteller. I reveled in listening to stories during
my childhood, and from these stories I had an idea for a toy to
play with.

The weather was neither hot nor cold one late autumn
day as the sun beamed weakly. There was not a bit of wind and
it was warm enough to sit outside. Mother, my two sisters, and
my second elder brother, whom I call Gaga, had gone to gather
firewood as usual. Tjobajo was at school. Father had a bad cold
and was staying at home with Grandmother and me. I helped
Grandmother outside to enjoy the warmth as usual and asked,
"Shall I bring your sleeping mat out today, Grandmother?"

She answered, "No, dear son. Since the day you started
helping me, I've slept more comfortably. I don't think there are
any more lice to squash. Today, I'll look for lice on your head
instead."

Since I liked listening to King Gesar stories, I did not
want her to look for lice on my head. I was afraid she would ask
me to tell her stories, because she told me stories when I killed
lice for her. But I could not refuse, either, because she told me
once that if she did not delouse my head, then the lice would
burrow into my brain and kill me. I asked right away,
"Grandmother, will you tell me a King Gesar story?"

"Of course not. This time you must tell me a story
because I'm going to look for lice on your head," Grandmother
said.

I thought she was deliberately making things difficult
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for me because I only knew the stories she had told me. I sat
sullenly and angrily, wearing an expression that suggested the
sky was about to fall.

Then Grandmother said seriously, "Silence means
consent. My dear, I'm sure you have an interesting story to tell
me, right?"

I still said nothing. I wanted to say, "No," but I made no
reply.

"Oh, come on, my dear! Don't be sullen. It is a joke
between us. Who would have imagined this would upset you?
Of course, I'll tell you a King Gesar story. And later, your father
will come and you may now ask him to tell you more stories,"
said Grandmother as she hugged me to her bosom. That day,
Grandmother told me how King Gesar exorcized ghosts and
killed the demon people and, in so doing, she mentioned bows
and arrows.

When Father joined us, I did not ask him to tell me
stories but instead, I asked him to make me a bow and some
arrows. | did not know what a bow and arrow looked like.
Nevertheless I implored, "Please, Father, I beg you."

"Sorry, my dear son, today I can't because I'm sick," said
Father.

"It's just an excuse. You're old and strong. The truth is
you don't want to make them for your son. After all, you are not
that sick, it's only a cold. Colds are nothing. Making a bow
won't kill you," I said unhappily, then burst into sobs that did
not stop.

"My Three Jewels!’ Just look at my son! It's a shame
that he cries like a three-year-old boy," Father said in a kidding
voice, and coughed several times. "Stop crying," he said.

I sobbed, "I won't stop, unless you tell me that you'll
make a bow for me."

"OK! I'll make one. Now stop," said Father, with no
other way to stop my tears.

When I looked at Grandmother with teary eyes, she said,
"Don't be naughty in front of your father. He is ill today." Then
I felt sorry for Father, but it was too late because he'd already

" The Three Jewels are the Buddha, the Dharma, and the
community of believers (disciples).
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left for the forest to cut wood for my bow and arrows.

About an hour later, Father came back with a short
willow stick. I had no idea what he would do with it. I asked,
"Adza, what is this willow branch for? I want you to make a
bow."

Father smiled at Grandmother and said, "Don't ask too
much. You'll know soon. Now, bring me that yellow-horn-
handled knife." I thought a bow was gun-shaped. I had seen a
picture of a gun in one of Tjobajo's books. He told me that they
were used for killing people, so I thought only guns could kill
people.

Father peeled the willow stick, sharpened the two ends,
and pared the inner side so it was smooth. He did not pare the
outer side. Then he went to his bedroom and brought out a long
slender wire and straightened it by pulling it around a sacred
prayer-flag pole. He then tied it around one of the willow ends,
bent the willow by pulling the wire hard, and fastened it to the
other end. It was then that I understood what a bow was.

Father handed it to me and said, a bit jestingly, "Here is
your bow. You may now go hunt."

I hesitated a while and asked, "But Adza, how can I use
this?"

Father paused and then asked me to bring him a broom.
Our farming brooms are made of bamboo pieces as thick as
chopsticks. I had no idea what he would do with the broom, but
I brought it anyway. He chose some straight bamboo pieces
from it, measured them against the bow, cut the ends to a point,
took some pheasant feathers from his robe pouch, cut them,
attached a plume to each bamboo arrow, and said, "This is your
bow, and these are your arrows. Now, I will show you how to
use them."

I said, "Father, I know how to use them. Just watch." I
held the bow's middle part, strung the arrow and pulled as hard
as I could, holding the bowstring and arrow together between
my right thumb and index finger, and then let the arrow fly. The
arrow flew the length of one big step.

I exclaimed excitedly, "Father, Grandmother, see? I can
do it as well as King Gesar. From today on, no one will dare
bully our family or our village or I will shoot them."

Father and Grandmother laughed happily, but said
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nothing.

It was now lunchtime. Father and Grandmother went in
to have lunch. I did not follow them. Instead, I played with my
bow and arrows for the rest of the day. I ate nothing. I
remember every moment of that day - a day that made a deep
impression. The bow and arrows were my first toys. They made
me happy, and when I saw other children playing with their
modern toys, I no longer envied them. In fact, other children
were jealous of my bow and asked their fathers to make bows
and arrows for them. This first toy made me feel proud among
the other children for the first time in my life.
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A FART

bed to sleep with Tjobajo. I was bored at home and

yearned for the weekends. Only then could I sleep with
my brother. We chatted about everything; there were no
boundaries to our conversations. Though we often quarreled,
our relationship was improving. My parents were invisible
strings that tightly bound me, preventing me from doing
whatever I wanted. I liked to spend time with my brother
because we could do the things that only we were interested in
without anyone saying it was wrong or right.

"Ama, I want to sleep with Tjobajo tonight," I whispered
in Mother's ear.

"Ask your father. I don't mind who you sleep with,"
Mother said quietly.

I was not like other children who slept with their
mothers. [ had slept with Father since the year I could recognize
people. I was told I did not like to nurse Mother. No one knew
why, but I weaned myself one year after I was born.

I mustered my courage and asked Father for permission,
but his instant answer was no because he cared about Brother
going to school. Whenever we slept together, Brother was late
for his first class the next day, because we had many things to
share and chatted until late at night. Father beat him and scolded
me whenever this happened.

I did not know what to do next, except to gesture to
Brother. He understood, nodded his head behind Father, and
said, "Father, it's OK for Kondro to sleep with me tonight. I
don't need to go to school tomorrow. It's the weekend."

Father's voice grew louder as he asked, "Why did you
come home later than usual? What delayed you on the way
home?" Father was afraid he'd done something wrong, like
fighting with his schoolfellows.

Brother's expression told me he was thinking of an

S aturday provided a good chance for me to leave Father's
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excuse. We children were good at that. He answered quietly, "I
played on the way with other students." Father paused a
moment, but as there was no reason for him to object to our
sleeping together, he agreed.

Brother glanced at me and winked impishly. My heart
flooded with happiness. We went to bed at once and felt like
two birds freed from a cage. We thought our parents were the
people we wanted to escape from because we could not do
whatever we wanted in their presence. They were always
ordering us to do this and that.

We often told each other Tibetan folktales when we
were in bed together. From Tjobajo, I first heard tales about
Uncle Denba, the classic Tibetan trickster. Some tales were
sexual in nature. Mother and Grandmother never told me those.
We stopped laughing and burst into laughter again, our eyes
filling with tears of joy. Here is one story my brother told me:

One day, Uncle Denba had nothing to do. He sat by a wide
river alone, seemingly lost in thought. An unlucky passerby
saw him and went over hoping to hear some interesting jokes.

The man looked rich and was riding a stallion as
vigorous as a lion. His saddle’s pommel and cantle were
decorated in silver with colored woolen cloth. He wore a
sheepskin robe with a leopard-skin collar trimmed in otter fur.
As if to further flaunt his wealth, a shiny rifle was slung across
one shoulder and he wore a sword in a silver scabbard
decorated with coral.

"Great Liar Denba, tell me a lie," said the man as he
dismounted.

Uncle Denba looked up, stared at the man, and
intoned seriously, "Sorry, today | can't tell you any lies
because | left my book of falsehoods at home. If you want to
hear some, then come some other time and I'll tell you."

This very much disappointed the man. Then Uncle

Denba seemed to reconsider and said, "I know it's
inconvenient for you to come again. You're from faraway,
right?"

The man nodded.
"OK!" said Denba. "Since you are so interested in my
lies, there is no reason for me to refuse. Please lend me your
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horse, and I'll go get the book."

The man eagerly lent his horse to Uncle Denba, who
mounted it, rode almost to the middle of the river, turned, and
shouted, "Hey, friend! | need your robe, otherwise your horse
knows I'm a stranger and won't cross the river."

The rich man then lent him his robe. Now clad in the
beautiful robe, Uncle Denba started across the river again and
yelled, "Friend! | need your gun or your horse won't go
forward."

The man was so gullible that he handed over his gun.
Mounted on the beautiful horse, wearing the robe, and
carrying the gun, Uncle Denba once again stopped in the
middle of the river and shouted, "You wanted to hear lies and
got your wish. Goodbye, friend!" and then he galloped away,
leaving the man with nothing of value but his sword.

We sometimes took turns asking riddles. When we were
playing this game, we worried about the answers. If you did not
know the answer, then you had to pay the asker by saying a
village was given to him. Any village was fine, but a village
could only be given once. Sometimes, if the riddle was
especially funny and meaningful and you did not know the
answer, then you had to give a large village. In this case, the
asker also had the right to choose one from you. We had a lot of
fun.

But that night, we neither told tales nor asked riddles.
We chatted about something else. "Brother, what kind of tales
are you going to tell me tonight?" I asked while we were taking
off our clothes and about to get in his bed.

"Kondro, I'm not going to tell you any tales. In fact," he
said, "I'll tell you something much more interesting."

I could not imagine anything being more interesting than
Uncle Denba stories, but "OK!" was my reply. I can remember
every word as if he told me only yesterday. He had played on
the way back home with two other boys and three girls. The six
of them did not play as usual. One boy and one girl had played
together. The most beautiful of the three girls was Brother's
companion. Finally, Brother stretched his arms out of the quilt,
yawned, and said, "That's my story and I hope you enjoyed it.
Now I'm tired and want to sleep. We can play together
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tomorrow."

He instantly fell asleep. I was so disturbed by his
snoring that I could not sleep. I wanted to pat him to stop his
snoring, but I knew that at our age, it was really disturbing to be
awakened from a deep sleep, so I endured. My village, family,
and house were all wrapped in silence. I would have heard my
heart beating if Brother had not been snoring. I looked through
the window at the stars, shining as brightly as diamonds. I
wanted to bring them all into my bedroom and play with them
like toys. Suddenly my stomach rumbled a little and I farted so
loudly that it awakened and frightened Brother.

"Oh, thank the Three Jewels! It's only you farting," he
said, wiping sweat from his forehead.

I did not quite understand. I was both scared and
embarrassed.

"What's the matter, Brother?" I asked innocently.

"Such a timely fart! I just now had a d...d...," and, unable
to finish, he broke into a fit of laughter.

Though I did not know what was going on, I laughed
with him stupidly. It was so strange: first he was frightened, but
now he was laughing. It was wonderful too, to laugh with
someone without knowing why. I asked, "What's wrong with
you, Brother?"

"Nothing! It's just that I was dreaming as you farted. I
dreamed I stole a necklace from a jewelry store to give to the
girl I played with today. Unfortunately, the storekeeper noticed,
and I ran as quickly as my short legs allowed. He chased me
and shouted, 'Stop where you are, or I'll shoot you! Then I heard
a bang, so I thought I had been shot to death. When I awoke, I
realized it was only my dream, and the bang was your fart." He
burst into laughter again, and I joined in.

The stars were shining brighter, as if they were also
laughing with us. Then we shrank back into our sheepskin quilt
and went to sleep, buried in joy.
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A FAMILY OF CHILDREN

morning in summer was about the weather. She

considered it childish prattle, though I was sincere. She
grew tired of answering and sometimes said, "Can't you see for
yourself?"

Of course I could see, but I did not know what would
occur later. Summer weather was changeable. We had no
television or radio, so we heard no weather forecast. Even if we
had, we would not have understood, since we knew neither
Chinese, nor the Amdo dialect used in the Tibetan broadcasts. I
wanted Mother to tell me the weather according to her
experience and knowledge. I looked forward to fine days. I
should have liked rainy days because rain made everything
exuberant and vigorous. Especially for a farming family such as
mine, rain brought food, happiness, hope, and life. I hated rainy
days because they depressed me. I had to stay at home and
could not play with my friends outside. Summer was my
favorite season no matter how heavily it rained.

Village elders told a common joke in summer: "My
children don't need to eat anything at home. They go to the
forest to find something to eat and come back home with full
stomachs." It was not really a joke - it was based on fact. We
did not worry about getting cold in summer because the sun
kept us warm from morning until evening, unless the weather
changed unexpectedly. We were oblivious to light rain because
we were so devoted to playing.

Since I was seven, my first question to Mother every

Everything looked fresh and new in the early morning's bright
sunshine. Singing birds energetically flitted here and there.
There were no nearby factories and the air was unpolluted. The
air was so fresh it was like medicine; once you inhaled it, you
instantly became more energetic. We assembled at the village
center where there was a long wooden bench, as if we had made
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an appointment the day before. We liked to go to rubbish heaps
in nearby villages and gather broken bottles, bowls, rusty
flashlights, ladles, and so on. We took turns carrying these
treasures in a tattered bag to the forest where we gathered sticks
and branches, built playhouses, and then divided into groups
with an equal number of boys and girls. The boys and girls in a
group were a family. We chose a leader and a wife for him in
each family, and the others were their sons and daughters. Then
the leaders or 'fathers' of each family handed out the things we
had gathered to equip our homes. In our childish hearts, they
were real homes.

Marriage is important in a family and our pretend
families were no exception. The fathers went to another family
to ask the father to betroth his daughter to the other's son. We
knew there should be a wedding party, but we did not know
how to sing the wedding songs. We just brought a girl from one
family to another and said that they were married. When one
family asked for a girl to marry their son, they brought the girl's
family a bottle filled with dust to signify a bottle of liquor and
offered tree bark for bread.

As real family members would do, the fathers and
mothers stayed at home, and the sons and sons-in-law went to
find food. I was a son and went in search of food with my wife.
We picked and ate strawberries on the nearby grassland and
also put some in our pockets and our hats. This made our
clothes difficult to wash, and our real mothers always scolded
us, and then when we had the chance, we returned to the forest
to look for mushrooms. We knew of only two kinds that were
edible. We also chewed tree sap like chewing gum. Some sap
was like glue and stuck to our teeth and then we tried to spit it
out. If that did not work, we chewed on our sleeves where it
stuck, making our sleeves dirty and hard.

We got to our homes with the strawberries and
mushrooms and our parents greeted us warmly and gently. We,
the couples, took the strawberries from our jacket and trouser
pockets. The strawberries were as mashed as if a giant animal
had masticated them. We put them into bowls and gave them to
our parents. While they ate, they praised, "Our good son and
daughter-in-law, you two are the kindest and most generous
people. We pray Buddha will always bless you."
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Although it was daytime, we pretended it was night. I
said to my wife, "Wife, please prepare supper for us."

"Sure, Husband. It will be ready soon," my wife said
gently.

We did not have rice or noodles to cook, so we used
dust and pretended to eat it. We invited other family members
to come to our home to have supper with us. And they invited
us, too. We had nothing real to eat except the strawberries and
mushrooms, which were tasty and we felt full. Everybody said
summer days were the longest of the year, but to us they were
the shortest. We did not realize it was getting dark until our
mothers called us back home.

Though the things we did in our pretend families were
make-believe and far-fetched, we enjoyed that time together
more than in our real homes. Everything was easy and there
were no worries in our pretend homes. How splendid if every
home in the world could be like those pretend homes, without
quarrels and worry, with only joy.

Lhacar Village. The author's home is near the tree on the right.
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MY FIRST TRAGEDY

Not even a bird was chirping. Silence reigned. I lay in

Tjobajo's bed. This morning he was not sleeping late as
usual. He was already up. Maybe I was missing something. I sat
up and looked out the bedroom window. I could not see
anything, not even the sky. "Is it foggy?" I wondered silently,
got up, and walked out of the bedroom. My Buddha! The
ground was entirely covered with white. It was snowing big,
heavy flakes. A frigid wind cut me to the marrow, blowing
snowflakes against my face and bare feet, making my heart feel
cold. I wanted to return to bed, but Brother suddenly appeared.
He had gone out early to kill sparrows and other birds with his
slingshot and pebbles. Snowy days were perfect for killing birds
that stayed perched in trees. His shoes were wet. Snowflakes
had melted on his hair and clothes, wetting them as well. His
face and hands were pale. He was trembling with cold and
could not close his mouth tight. His lips were reddish-blue. Snot
was frozen over his nostrils so that it resembled icicles hanging
from two holes. I could only giggle.

He noticed I was laughing at him and said roughly,
"Stupid pig! How dare you laugh at me? You slept as late as our
pigs do." His anger made me want to laugh more. I tried to
control myself because I did not want to be beaten.

I no longer wanted to get back into bed, paused, and
then said, grinning broadly, "It's none of my business that you
are as cold as if you had slept in an icehouse, because I didn't do
anything to cause your coldness. Why didn't you wake me when
you got up? We always sleep and get up at the same time."

Rubbing his hands together for a little warmth, he said
more calmly, "I'm sorry. I thought we would quarrel over the
slingshot."

"Why did you think we would quarrel? There is no
reason to argue since I have my bow and arrows to kill birds," I
said.

S trangely, no one was talking or making any noise outside.
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"Really? Then I was wrong for not waking you. I
promise this won't happen again. Put on your Tibetan boots and
we'll play together in the snow after we eat breakfast," said
Brother, and then we went into the living room. Our parents,
sisters, and Gaga had already finished breakfast. Father was
sharpening a hatchet to cut firewood. Mother was sitting by the
stove patching her shoes with homemade wool thread. My
sisters and second elder brother were playing cards. The winner
got to draw black lines on the loser's face. My oldest sister was
clearly the loser because her face was colored with black lines.
Even her nose was marked. Though she was losing, she was
joyful.

When Mother saw Brother, she said, "Oh, you are so
naughty! Where did you go in such weather? Just look at your
clothes. Why didn't you sleep late like Kondro? Go change your
wet clothes, then come here by the stove."

Without a murmur, Brother did so. Mother gave us each
a piece of bread. While I was eating, I asked, "Ama, did you all
have breakfast?"

"We had breakfast hours ago. It's now close to
lunchtime. Your father told me not to wake the two of you. We
can't go anywhere today, so it didn't matter when you got up.
And who would have imagined your brother would go out
without anyone noticing?" Mother said.

Brother and I said nothing in reply. After Brother and I
finished eating, we watched our siblings play cards. We were
not very interested, because we had our own plans. Playing
outside was our passion, regardless of the weather. I gestured to
Brother to put on his wet shoes again so my parents would not
notice. We were eager for an opportunity to escape.

Eventually, we got a chance when Brother told our
parents he wanted to go outside to relieve himself, and I said I
would go to ensure he did not escape. They believed us. Mother
said, "You're so nice, Kondro. Go with your brother." Once
more we were as happy as birds freed from a cage after being
jailed for a long time.

The falling snow was lighter. Sometimes the sun peeked
through the snowy sky as though it was exhausted. We were the
only ones playing outside. Other children were inside their
homes. Brother wanted to try out a technique for making
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snowmen he had seen in his schoolbook. We piled up snow and
molded it into the shape of a person. Then Brother drew a
mouth, two eyes, and a nose for the snowman with his fingers.
At last, he searched and found a short stick, which he put into
the snowman's mouth so it seemed that he was smoking. "We've
made a snowman," he finally proclaimed.

I gazed with admiration and said, "You are great,
Brother. I want to learn how to make one someday."

We played a chasing and running game around the
snowman. Brother chased me and I ran. When he caught me,
then it was my turn to chase him. The ground was too slippery
to run swiftly. Brother slipped as he was running. I lost my
footing, fell on top of him, and found myself astride his right
leg. T burst into laughter, but Brother, on the contrary, was
crying bitterly. I could not believe my ears! In between bouts of
crying, he was saying, "You broke my leg! You broke my leg!"

At first, I thought he was pretending in order to frighten
me, but he was in earnest. Tears flowed down his cheeks and
covered his face. I did not know what to do and was so nervous
that I was as frozen as the snowman we had just made. I wanted
to do something but my mind was empty.

At last Brother whimpered, "Go tell Father." Only then
did I realize this was exactly what I should do, and only then
did I notice that I was still astride his broken leg. After alerting
my family members, they all rushed out. Elder Brother but him
on his back and carried him into our home. Brother continued
crying and some neighbors came to comfort him. It was
snowing again, this time even more fiercely. The snowflakes
went right through my heart and I could not stop shuddering
from cold and fear.

Father had attended a medical school for a short time.
He had been kept from further study because he married and
needed to farm. Thanks to his previous training he knew how to
deal with broken bones and tied splints around Brother's
fractured leg. This made Brother feel better and there was less
pain, which was a small comfort for me, too. When Brother
calmed, Mother scolded me for deceiving her and Father. Gaga
beat me with the sleeve of his Tibetan robe. Even my sisters
scolded me. I was so fearful that I dared not move. I just sat
quietly by Grandmother, who was my only protection. Actually,
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it was not entirely my fault but, since Brother was the victim, he
was comforted while I was blamed.

Father finally said, "Don't scold and beat Kondro. It's
finished. No one can prevent something like this. It was decided
when he was born." This cheered me and, deep in my heart, I
thanked Father.

I felt very sorry for Brother because I had made him stay
at home: He could not go out at all during the winter holiday. It
would never have happened if I had been more nimble-footed.
His discomfort was very real and his tearstained face was an
unbearable pain to me. His tormented crying was my first
childhood tragedy. I did not know what to say to him then but I
do now: "Dear Brother, I am sorry."

Morning in the village.
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A BORING PLACE

usual, leaning against his knees, relaxed and comfortable.

The rest of my family was chatting. The house was in a
tumultuous state. Father took three half-used pencils and a new
notebook from Brother's schoolbag and put them in a new small
bag which he had just finished sewing. I wondered what he was
doing and who would use the small bag since Brother already
had one.

Father stroked my head with his warm hand and said,
"My youngest, dear Kondro, you will go to school tomorrow.
This is your schoolbag. You have to use this bag temporarily.
When I go to Diebu County Town, I'll buy a nice Chinese-style
bag for you. Your brother will buy a pencil box and some new
pencils for you tomorrow."

I could not believe it! If it were true that I would go to
school, why should I care about my bag? I hugged Father's neck
with both arms and kissed him excitedly. I was happy and said
gratefully, "Oh, thank the Three Jewels! At last, I'm old enough
to attend school!"

I do not know why I thanked the Three Jewels instead of
someone else. Perhaps it was Grandmother's influence. She said
that everything we did and everything that happened to us was
arranged and determined by the Enlightened One.

Father entrusted me to Brother, who had started school
some years earlier. When we got into bed that night, Father
hugged me and said to Mother, who slept in the same bedroom,
"Kondro is our youngest child. I don't want him to be alone in
school. School is surely a good place for children but I just can't
imagine how my dear youngest one will deal with a new
environment among so many strangers."

Mother murmured something I did not understand.
Maybe Father heard it, for she was sobbing under her quilt. I
wanted to console my parents with some words of comfort, but
I did not know what to say, so I kept still. My parents loved me

It was evening: dinner time. I was sitting by Father's side as
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dearly, but in my childish thoughts, they were the people from
whom I wanted to escape. Maybe all children have such
thoughts about their parents. To me, going to school meant
being free. My imagination flew into the world of the books
Brother had shown me. I wondered whether I would get books
with colorful pictures the next day. I could think of nothing else
and I was unable to sleep because I was so excited about going
to school. While Father was snoring, I suffered from not
sleeping and thought I would stay awake all night. Finally,
without knowing how or when, I fell asleep.

"Kondro, get up. It's time to go to school," Mother called
the next morning.

I got up feverishly and put on the clothes and shoes
Father had prepared the night before, which I had only worn
once during the New Year period. Father and Grandmother told
me not to be naughty, and to obey the teachers. They told me
many other things, but I did not listen, although I nodded my
head and said, "Yes."

Brother at last finished making a ball of tsampa for
breakfast, but I ate nothing. I was in a hurry to get to school.
When we rushed out and ran down the path, the sun was
peeking shyly over the eastern horizon, scattering golden rays
upon the earth. We reached the local primary school some
minutes later and entered through a large metal gate that I had
never noticed before. I stared around as though in a trance and
thought, "Oh, my Three Jewels! So many strange boys and girls!
What shall T do? I'll be lost among them without Brother," and
gripped Brother's hand more tightly.

A bell rang and the unfamiliar faces disappeared as the
children entered their classrooms. Brother showed me a room,
told me to go inside, said he would see me soon, and then left
for his own classroom.

I walked to the room like a little lost lamb. A young
woman ['d never seen before asked me to come in when I
neared the door. Some other children my age were with her. I
did not know any of them. Their glances of childish curiosity
were directed at me. The young lady was a local Tibetan and
softly said, "Butsu (Little Boy), what is your name?"

"Kondro Tsering," I said quietly, hanging my head. I did
not know if she had heard. I was not even sure whether I had
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said it, or if I just wanted to say it, and then thought I had said
it. I felt my face burning. I wished for a hole to swallow me so I
could hide from all those curious eyes. I did not know where to
put my hands, so I pretended I was writing something on the
wall with my finger. The young teacher said nothing, just led
me by my sleeve to settle among the children on the floor. I sat
down reluctantly, as if there were needles on the floor ready to
pierce my bottom.

The teachers taught us nothing that day. I was terribly
bored. I waited outside our classroom after we were dismissed,
waiting for Brother and wanting to immediately return home.
Only then did I feel my stomach rumbling. I ate the ball of
tsampa from my bag, but it did not fill my hungry stomach. We
brought food with us to school, for our home was too far away
to go back for lunch.

Brother had no class that day either. We just registered
and handed in our tuition fees. By Buddha's blessing, Brother at
last came, smiled, and said "What's happening? Please, don't
cry!"

I said nothing and we headed home at noon. I have
never felt more bored in my life than that first day in school.

Traditional stove in the author's home.
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MY FIRST YEAR IN SCHOOL

was with disappointment that I went to school the next

day to begin regular classes along with other children.
We had no textbooks, only the small notebooks our families
bought for us for our homework. Perhaps the ten yuan we gave
the teachers was only a payment for their teaching — we
received nothing else.

Before entering grade one, we attended a low-level
grade xuegianban® for two terms, which was supposed to
prepare us for further primary school education. We had three
teachers who taught the same thing: how to write 1 to 100 in
Arabic numbers, and how to write a, e, 1, 0, u, and so on in
Chinese pinyin. We practiced writing these two things. Maybe
they did not teach us well or, more likely, I had no aptitude for
learning how to write difficult numbers for I learned how to
write the number 8 from Mother. This number was an obstacle.
She wrote 8 in every possible way; she even wrote it slowly on
my palm and told me every stroke used to write it correctly.
Therefore, 8 became my specialty in class. We counted the
number of right marks, and the student who got the most was
considered the best. I was never the best until Mother taught me
to write 8. Later, it was easy for me to get good marks, I was
considered the best student out of twenty more often than before,
and the other students began to admire me.

Our teachers were all Tibetans who taught us in Tibetan
but often spoke to each other in Chinese. We did not understand
their conversations and we had no chance to learn the Chinese
language. We were taught nursery rhymes in Chinese without
understanding what we were learning. A woman teacher taught
us this song in Chinese:

I : verything has a beginning, as did my academic career. It

8 A xuegianban is a pre-school or kindergarten class.

l37l



Wo qu shang xue xiao,

Tian tian bu chi dao,

Ai xue xi ai lao dong,

Zhang da yao wei ren min li gong lao.

| am going to school,

| won't be late every day,

| love to study and work hard,

When | grow up | want to contribute to the people.

We learned to sing this song, just as we learned how to chant
mani from our grandmothers: we understood none of it. Every
morning, we sang this song in unison, sometimes for the entire
forty-five minute class, like young monks reciting religious
scriptures. It must have bothered other classes. We sang this
song countless times. It was boring to sing a song without
knowing the meaning, but we dared not complain to the teacher.
When I went to bed at night, this song's melody still resounded
in my mind. My head seem entirely occupied by this song. A
song can be a lesson for students if they know its meaning, but
this song gave us nothing.

We had no real classroom. There was only one desk on
which teachers put their coats and bags. There were fewer
chairs than students so we took turns using the chairs as desks.
Those without a chair for a desk, lay and sat on the filthy floor
to write whatever the teachers told us to. From this
uncomfortable situation, we realized how important our parents
were, and how warm and comfortable our homes were.

The teachers taught us little and beat us a lot, as though
we were wild piglets. Our behavior was roguish, but they did
not need to beat our palms so often or spank our bottoms with a
bamboo stick until it split. All of us were our parents' beloved
children; they seldom beat us as hard as our teachers, even
though they did punish us. Deep in my heart, I thought teachers
were not people who taught us, but people who tried to tame us.
We endured this for two semesters.

All T learned from the xueqianban was how to write
Arabic numbers and the pinyin alphabet. Maybe this was the
only purpose of our local xuegianban.
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CIRCUMAMBULATING A DIVINE
MOUNTAIN

did not dream of traveling to distant modern cities, like

some of my classmates, because of my family's poverty. I
played with friends my age in my home area. Sometimes we
made mischief and the villagers gossiped that we were
possessed by some evil bogeyman. Beatings failed to stop us,
and our parents begged us not to be naughty. Villagers cursed:
"You are the sons of ill-bred parents and the students of bad
teachers."

Finally our parents could bear it no longer and said,
"Does hair grow in your ears?"’ Father finally said he would
take me to circumambulate a sacred mountain to get me away
from other, naughty children for a few days. Tjobajo was
mature compared to me, and was a model my parents held up to
me. Father decided to take him, too.

We got up before dawn, loaded our things onto our
mule, and started off with the stars retreating from the sky one
by one as the sun returned, the last star faded away, and another
night was gone.

The shape of the mountain we were going to
circumambulate is suggested by its name: Heart Mountain. It is
not far from our village, but circumambulating it requires at
least two days, because there are many sacred sites to visit
along the way.

We bought several packages of instant noodles from a
peddler on the way. It was nine o'clock when we reached
Wumba Village, a name shared by three hamlets. Rumor has it
that women there are so brazen that they rob you of your bread
and other food if you pass by alone. We passed through the
villages safely and reached a large conifer forest along a path

I t was the summer holiday after I finished the xuegianban. 1

? This idiom suggests that someone is so disobedient that they
will listen to nobody.
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worn smooth by the feet of countless pilgrims. The moment we
heard water trickling, we shouted to a sacred waterfall, "Let the
holy water flow!" Father said if we yelled this loudly enough
into the sky, then the enlightened ones would hear us and pour
holy water into the waterfall to cleanse evil and sickness from
our bodies.

Bushes and willows near the waterfall were decorated
with sacred threads, tufts of wool, and khadag.'” Some people
were washing their faces under the waterfall. Father, Brother,
and I did the same. I took off all my clothes, but I could not
wash and purify myself well with the holy water, so Father
helped me wash. He said, as though speaking to a real person,
and as if the waterfall could understand, "Please, let the holy
water flow to banish evil and sickness from his head to his feet
like taking off his hat and shoes..." I was impressed by Father's
belief and quietly followed his example by praying to the
Buddha in my heart. Compared with Father, I was afraid I did
not know how to utterly believe in something; doubt remained
in my mind.

While we were putting on our clothes, Father told us this
waterfall was not ordinary. Its water was the washing-water of a
thousand goddesses that was very efficacious to drink and to
bathe with.

We continued our journey through a gorge with
towering rocky mountains on both sides. The majestic
mountains seemed ready to fall and squash you like a swatted
fly if you gazed into the sky. Trees growing on the summits
seemed to be floating down from the heavens. There were
carvings on the rock face, the work of monks who had sculpted
the Six Sacred Syllables for both Buddhists and Bon followers,
Buddha images, and the Eight Auspicious Symbols.'' King
Gesar's steed's hoof prints were also on the rock face. Father

YA khadag is a strip of silk given to someone as a sign of
respect.
" The Eight Auspicious Symbols consist of the parasol, a pair
of gold fish, a treasure vase, a lotus, a white conch shell, a
victory banner, an endless knot, and the gold wheel of the
dharma.
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said that when King Gesar was fighting the King of Hor,'* he
had passed through this blessed place alone, without the Thirty
Heroes of Gling."

I passed through an ocean of fantasy, riding our mule
while Father and Brother walked in front. I imagined I was
climbing over the rocky mountain on our mule, and then the
mule and I tumbled down the mountainside. Wide awake, I
shouted, "Help, Father!" which so startled our mule that it
reared up on its hind legs.

Worried and flushed, Father grabbed the reins and
asked, "Kondro, are you OK?" Father reproached our mule, not
understanding that 1 had frightened it. When I explained,
Brother laughed, but Father said with a deep breath, "My dear
son, come down to earth! We lack King Gesar's karma."

I pondered over our fate born as humans. Why were
people so different? Deep in my childish heart, I realized that to
be born a human was both the best and worst of outcomes, for
we had the capacity of considering good and evil. Ignorance is,
indeed, bliss.

The sun shone brightly in a cloudless, blue sky. Our
sweat-stained faces were crimson. The streams meandering by
the roadside were not cold enough to fully quench our thirst.
Father finally decided we should rest and have lunch. I
dismounted, Father unloaded the mule, and we found a cool
place to have lunch under the shade of a big tree. Father built a
fire on a three-stone stove and went to fetch water from a
nearby pool. Brother and I sat, wiping sweat from our faces and
panting like two exhausted dogs. I should not have been tired
because I was riding the mule, but I was worn out because of
the hot weather. We should have helped Father, but he did
everything by himself. Our tethered mule grazed eagerly,
swishing its tail to fend off bloodsucking flies.

Father said we should reach the grassland where
pilgrims spent the night so we had a quick lunch, and then

2 Locals say the Hor were a Tibetan tribe governed by the
White, Black, and Yellow kings that fought against King
Gesar's group. This is at odds with others who contend that the
Hor were the Mongols and or Monguor.

" Locals believe that Gling was King Gesar's tribe.
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resumed our journey. We reached the sacred site of Tara where
many people were worshipping some time later and found the
holy water there had all been taken by pilgrims, so we merely
touched the wet part of the rock and licked our hands to get a bit
of the water. Women melodiously chanted Om ma ni pad me
hum, men put up scripture flags, and others offered incense
while scattering holong,'* the smaller paper prayers that are
often called 'wind horses'.

We climbed ladders to the hollow entrance of a cave.
Father told us that entering it would prevent impediments we
might encounter along the long path of the intermediate stage
between death and rebirth. There was one side to enter and
another to exit. I shuddered from the cave's cold darkness when
I came out. Walking through the cave was scary for children,
but elders seemed happy as they worshipped and prayed for
their next lives without traces of fear. There was also a tall rock
horse to ride, too. Entering the hollow and riding the horse were
both intended to help us be fearless when we eventually wafted
between the stages of death and rebirth.

I prayed after Father, "Three Jewels, please bless me to
be fearless in my next life." Father prayed not only for himself,
but for every sentient being. Then we headed toward our
destination, the grassland. Father gathered wood on the way to
make pegs and poles for pitching our small tent. He put the
wood on our mule and me atop the wood, making me feel
uncomfortable and afraid of falling off.

Father said, "Society has become peaceful and calmer
than in the past. We couldn't pray to our venerable mountain
deities during the Culture Revolution."” If you visited places
like this to worship, officials would take the ladders away once
you climbed up. We offered song'® secretly, for if you were
caught, they put a black hat on your head to show others that
you were doing something bad and to indicate that you were a
social criminal. They beat you in front of others to frighten
them, like killing sheep to scare goats."

'* Lungta is also a common term for the locally used holong.

1> A time of great social tumult from 1966-1976.

16 Song is incense that is burned for the deities, and also a
purification ritual.
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Brother and I said nothing.

When we reached our destination, the sun was slowly
returning to the west mountain, bidding us farewell. The sun
seemed reluctant to hide behind the mountain until the next day.
Father was in a hurry to pitch our tent before it got too dark to
see. It was not very big, so he pitched it by himself. Brother
unsaddled our mule and tied a long tether around its right front
leg so it could graze in front of the tent and tied the other end to
a peg. Such a grassy stretch! I sat tiredly, staring blankly at the
infinite emerald grassland. I was in a daze because it was the
first time I had experienced such a place that beamed with many
kinds of flowers and of such breadth that it made the sky seem
larger and lower. "How wonderful to live in such a huge place,"
I said.

Father commented that it was not good because the
herders here lacked the golden opportunity to attend school.
This surprised me because I thought people living in such a
beautiful place had minds as transparent as crystal lakes. But
others told me that the herders were as dull as their yaks and
sheep, and that farmers were much better than herders. I did not
ask them in what way, so I never learned the reason. Nomads or
farmers - they were all Tibetan and they were not going to
school, so what made them better or worse?

A dark curtain was pulled over the sky, shining stars
gradually became visible, and the moon grew brighter. Father
cooked noodles for us and we ate outside our tent in the
moonlight. A breeze blew softly across our faces and made us
feel lively after a tiring day, like being massaged by sleek hands.
We chatted after we finished dinner. Father now and then put
the idea in our minds to study hard and not be a farmer like him.
What he said impressed me deeply, but I was not sure about
Brother, who could not stop yawning. Maybe he was absent-
minded from walking the entire day, and too tired to listen.
Father said we should sleep and the sooner the better, for we
had to get up early the next morning. I loathed sleeping between
Father and Brother, because I could not stretch out my hands
freely if I got too hot, as I did when I slept with Father at home.
I was mashed. Brilliant moonlight shone through the tent
opening and made the starlight dim. I giggled in my heart as I
recalled the night my farting frightened Brother, and then I slept
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with a smile.

Father rose before dawn and kindled a fire to heat the
leftover noodles. The sky was as clear as a blue ocean, and the
never-ending grassland and the sky seemed to reflect each other
in a world where their boundaries met. I felt that you could
touch the sky once you reached the edge of the grassland. The
sky looked so close that I was afraid of shouting or jumping
because I thought it might bother Heaven's residents.

The morning breeze was chilly and made me feel winter
was approaching. The air was scented with the fresh fragrance
of flowers and dew that lay precariously on the grass, which wet
our shoes the moment we emerged from the tent. We had
breakfast hastily, while trying to dry our shoes. Father said it
was useless to dry shoes by the fire, because dew would wet
them again the moment we resumed our journey.

We saw many yaks and sheep along the way. I
commented that the sheep resembled tufts of clouds floating
over the grassland, which made Father burst into laughter.
Gradually, the rising sun dried the dew on the grass and our wet
feet no longer squished in our shoes. We circumambulated
many stupa-shaped piles of mani stones on the way.

Brother and Father walked while I rode the mule, as the
day before. We went on for hours then reached the other side of
the mountain, in the direction of our own home. Father knew
some people at a village along the way who welcomed us into
their home for lunch.

Heart Mountain drew ever nearer, but we did not
attempt to go there. We followed the path past this divine
mountain. Our township is located in a valley between Heart
and Danghi mountains. These two mountain deities once fought
and shot arrows at each other. Heart Mountain shot Danghi
Mountain's medicine chest, thus every stream flowing from that
mountain is considered sacred water. Danghi Mountain shot
Heart Mountain's divine container, which explains why there
are many stones of various shapes at the foot of this mountain.
Certain stones resemble birds. Local people said our township is
poor because the deities of these two divine mountains turned
their backs on us due to their hatred for one another, and thus
we seldom receive their blessings. Heart Mountain faces the
herding area, thus the herders have good luck with their
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livestock. Danghi Mountain faces Tsunre Township, where
residents engage in business. Locals believe this account and
consider their poverty as fated.

Brother and I found no nicely shaped pebbles, though
we searched. Father gave us a few he found that looked like
someone had carved them. Brother and I cherished these
special, sacred pebbles.

We passed three villages near our local township town
as the sun was about to say goodbye. We still had quite a way to
go and did not pause. Our home is far from the township town,
on a high hilltop at the end of a steep path. A saying about our
village goes: Be careful if you look up to Lhacar Village, or
your hat will fall to the ground and get dusty. Its nickname is
'"Village of Birds' because birds often roost in its tall trees. This
name also conveys a sense of the village's isolation and
unfavorable location. I quarreled with my classmates many
times because of this rude, but factual nickname.

Our local monastery, where my oldest brother is a monk,
is near the township town. Brother wanted to stay at Monk
Brother's home, for he was exhausted. Father and I continued
home without him. It was almost dark when we arrived. Father's
hair dripped with sweat and vapor rose from it as if from a
steamer of bread buns. Mother, my sisters, and Gaga all came to
unload the mule. Mother gave me a warm kiss and said, "My
dear youngest one, I missed you," which surprised me because
only two days had passed and I had not thought about her.

Mother told us during dinner that my friend, Dorji
Tsering, had fought with a little girl who was a year younger
than he was and broken one of her front teeth. Then their
families quarreled and fought. Dorji's father had suffered a head
injury and had gone to hospital. Mother was happy I had not
been there with Dorji. She told me more things and urged me
not to play with Dorji.

I told her about worshiping at the sacred sites, and she
told many stories about them as had Father. Afterwards, I was
less naughty and told Dorji and my other friends about
circumambulating. During playtime, we pretended to circle
Heart Mountain. Later, we rarely fought or argued with our
elders and with younger children.
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STUDY

in school and it was suddenly time for me to start grade

one, which I had been yearning for. Our new classroom
was well organized, with enough desks and chairs for all the
students. Posters of Western and Chinese scientists and thinkers,
such as Newton, Einstein, and Lu Xun were pasted on the walls.
A red and white banner above the blackboard carried Chairman
Mao's exhortation: Study hard and make progress everyday.
Posters of famous Tibetans and Tibetan proverbs on education
were conspicuously absent.

We had new books and new teachers. Everything was
new except ourselves. We should have had an unprecedented
experience in this grade with serious teaching but it was not to
be. I liked the classroom and our schoolbags were heavy with
books that had unfamiliar Chinese characters and colorful
illustrations. These intrigued us and we wanted to learn as
quickly as possible.

Brother was too shy to teach me anything from my new
books, so I asked Father to teach me, but he did not know
Chinese. However, Father wrote my name in Tibetan in each
book so I was less likely to lose them. My name written in
Tibetan looked like the legs of an ant and gave me a strange
feeling. We only started learning Tibetan in the fourth grade.

I learned as much as the other students did. Our teachers
were responsible and cared about us, except for our arithmetic
teacher. They generally taught well and were not like the
teachers in the xueqianban who often beat us with a bamboo
stick. The Chinese teachers were better than our Tibetan
teachers. They were responsible and taught us until we
understood what they were trying to teach. Their purpose in
teaching was not to go through the books as quickly as possible,
but to teach us as much as we could learn, even if we could not
finish the textbook. However, when they were tired, they

The summer holiday seemed to pass as quickly as a week
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cursed, "You are as stupid as the pigs in your villages." Their
anger did not last long and then they continued teaching with
concerned smiles.

On the other hand, our Tibetan teachers did not care how
much we learned, only about how much they covered in class. I
thought then that learning meant to finish a book haphazardly in
a single semester. Our arithmetic teacher was Tibetan. He was
kind to students who were clever and easily understood the
lessons. He came into the classroom, wrote equations on the
blackboard, explained them in a confused manner, and did a
few exercises from the textbook. That was it. Finished! Even
though our lessons were only simple addition and subtraction,
for beginners it was still hard to understand without a good
explanation. As a result, my arithmetic was terrible. I copied
homework from other students. Perhaps it was my personal
problem, for there were students who learned arithmetic well in
my class, no matter how randomly or in how little detail the
teacher taught.

I gave up my struggle to improve in arithmetic; I
surrendered. As a result, I was partial to Chinese lessons. They
were much more interesting and my Chinese improved, though
it was not the best in our class. The problem was that I was shy
when speaking Chinese, so my oral Chinese was almost as bad
as my arithmetic. I studied Chinese hard with a responsible
teacher who was concerned about all of us. Sometimes I
understood Chinese characters Brother did not know, although
he was in the fourth grade. He was good at arithmetic, though
he would never teach me.

Examinations are a primitive method of assessing how
much you know. You are considered a good student if you do
well on examinations, and a bad student if you do poorly. Many
students worked steadily and remembered what they learned
everyday in class. That was better than doing no work for weeks
and working all night before an examination, which is what I
did with my poor arithmetic, which was the worst in our class
and, predictably, I scored ninety-five in Chinese and forty-five
in arithmetic on the final exams. Only one student passed the
arithmetic examination that first semester. Our arithmetic
teacher scolded us, never comprehending it was both his and
our problem.
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I was satisfied with what I had learned from the Chinese
teacher and kept a diary during the holiday in Chinese as my
teacher asked, but I did not touch the arithmetic book, nor did I
finish the holiday arithmetic assignments.

The biggest poplar tree in Zorgay County.
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COWARD BOY

In children's opinion, being a coward meant not fighting.

Fighting meant you were courageous and brave. What if
you lost? No one bothered to answer this question. Everyone in
our school called me this name, sometimes even the teachers.
Brother would also call me this when we quarreled. I was called
'Coward Boy' because I once avoided fighting.

Our new Chinese arithmetic teacher praised me one day,
saying I was making progress. In my arithmetic notebook, there
were now more correct marks. I did all the exercises myself.
How could I guess what the best students in my class were
going to do?

Arithmetic was the first class of the day. Three boys
who were among the best students in my class scowled angrily
at me after the class was over. They were students who had
joked with me before. That day, instead, they were making fun
of me. They said to one another, "The fastest turtle won't catch
the slowest rabbit." They did not know that sometimes the
rabbit falls asleep, and the turtle passes him, as our teacher told
us later. They threw pieces of chalk and wads of dirty paper at
me. [ was like a beggar on a street corner, shrinking quietly in
my seat.

I did not want to fight without knowing why. I am
surprised at how a child my age endured such a situation, for I
was unafraid of fighting. I endured their humiliation because I
did not want to stand in front of the teacher's room during my
favorite classes — Chinese, physical education, and biology. I
participated in these classes as if nothing had happened.
However, my heart was worried and depressed that I might soon
risk losing these students whom I had considered friends. They
continued to try and provoke me during the classes. The more
they tried, the harder I worked to control my anger. Since the
day Mother told me about the fight between my friend, Dorji
Tsering, and the little girl whose front tooth Dorji broke, I no

I was given many nicknames, but I liked 'Coward Boy' best.
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longer wanted to fight.

Finally, classes were over and it was lunchtime. I
wanted to avoid unnecessary fighting, but they pestered me
along the way. I stopped and asked, "Friends, what have I done
to you?"

The tallest, Tashi Dondrub, said, "What does he mean
by saying 'friends'? It's funny and a shame to say someone is
your friend when you are about to fight. Don't you think so,
chums?"

Predictably, they chorused, "Yeah, you are such a
shameless boy! Go lick shit! No one wants to be your friend."

This exasperated me, yet I calmed myself. I knew if I
fought, I would be the only one to face the teachers' wrath, for
they were the best students and the teachers liked them more
than me. I told my friend, Dorji, who would surely help me
fight, to ignore them.

Dorji whispered, "They want to fight because our
arithmetic teacher praised you this morning. They envy you."

Oh my Three Jewels! When I was poor at arithmetic
they were my friends, and now when I was making progress
they had become enemies. I was becoming the student they
wanted to beat and push down. I was very disappointed, but not
wanting to vent my anger I said, "I know why you want to fight.
Let's fight after our final examination."

I said such things because I wanted to avoid a fight. I
was unsure how well I would do on the final exam. Without
warning, the three boys rushed at me, kicked every part of my
body, punched my nose until it bled, and yanked my hair using
all their strength. Dorji helped me, kicking and beating their
backs with his little fists. They punched Dorji's face until a
passerby stopped them. Dorji was infuriated and scolded, "You
useless dogs! If you have the strength to beat Kondro and me,
then let's fight individually. How shameless, ganging up on
Kondro and beating him! I'm not a person of my word if I don't
take revenge later, when each of you is alone." Then he came to
me and wiped the blood from my chin with the sleeve of his
Tibetan robe. I realized what a friend he was. When your nose
is beaten it is impossible to control your tears. I looked as if I
was crying, but I really was not.

Someone told Brother that I had been beaten and he
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came quickly, holding a broken brick in his right hand.
"Kondro, who beat you? By the Three Jewels, I will beat them
to death," he said. Meanwhile, Tashi Dondrub and his two
friends had run like mice who see a cat approaching once
Brother appeared.

Brother told me to report it to my class's head teacher
and I did. The teacher was not partial to the others, said I was
doing well, said I should not fight in the following days to take
revenge, and also convinced Brother not to take revenge. That
afternoon, Teacher beat Tashi Dondrub and his friends terribly
and did not allow them to join the afternoon classes. They stood
in front of the teachers' quarters the whole afternoon. Though
they deserved it, I felt sorry for them, because I once thought
they were my friends.

During class time that afternoon, some of Tashi
Dondrub's other friends called me 'Coward Boy'. They thought I
had lost and lacked the courage to take revenge and instead, had
told the teacher to punish the boys. I did not try to explain. They
were happy calling me this name. Only our head teacher,
Brother, Dorji, and I knew the reason for my not taking
revenge. It was not a matter of being brave or a coward. I liked
this nickname, for it reminded me of the progress I had made in
arithmetic and helped me obtain a real friend. Ultimately, I got
higher scores than those students on my final examination that
year and in the following years.

I told Mother about my beating that day and she said
kindly, "Good boy! Fighting isn't the only way to show courage.
Patience and endurance are courage," and then she hugged and
kissed me warmly. She continued, "Don't do anything bad in
your present life, or you will suffer the same in your next life.
There is a big thangka in our local monastery temple illustrating
what happens in your next life if you gawk at people - your eyes
will be gouged out - and if you curse other people, your tongue
will be cut out. There is nothing wrong with being a good boy."

I learned how to be a morally upright person from
Mother, who became the one I thought I could not live without.
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MOTHER'S UNFAIR LIFE

my life was Mother's unfair life, her illness, and death. I

felt pitiful and sad, losing Mother's care when I needed
it most. My destiny had been arranged by my deeds in a
previous life. Grandmother told me about getting one's
comeuppance from a former life and said that what I suffered in
this life was the result of wrongdoing in my previous lives. This
was retribution and it made life difficult. I wondered what I had
done wrong for this to happen to me.

Rearing six children was a heavy burden for Mother
because we were all young at the same time. She worked
constantly to make life better for us. She wore old, ragged,
patched clothing, and ate tsampa without putting butter in it, to
save it for us. No one helped her do farm work and she went out
to dig medicinal herbs with Father to earn money, while
Grandmother cared for us during the daytime. Mother did twice
the work of other women. She once said, "My hard work is for
you dear children. My hope is to give you splendid lives before
I leave you." I did not understand the meaning of 'before I leave
you' at that time.

Time passed quietly and quickly, and everybody
admired Mother. When my brothers and sisters got old enough
to help her, people said she should rest and enjoy life, for the
children were now old enough to work for themselves and make
their parents comfortable. Instead, Mother got terribly sick,
though she said she had only a stomachache. Her sickness came
suddenly like lightning and caused horrible, unbearable thunder
in my childhood life, leading to a rain of tears.

My family was the first in the village to buy a tractor. A
relative visited one day and asked to borrow the tractor to haul
stones from the local township town to his home for the
foundation of his house-enclosing wall. Father could not refuse.
A woman compelled my relative to let her climb in the tractor-
trailer on the way back home. The road was bumpy, she fell out,

B irth means death will come. The most difficult time in
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and died instantly. We owned the tractor which meant the local
policemen fined us and gave the money to the woman's family.
My relative was detained for some days and then released
because we had compensated for the woman's death.

Without a tractor, Father had no choice but to walk to
another village and rented a tractor and a trailer to take Mother
to Tewu County Town because it was closer than going to
Zorgay County Town. Father and my two oldest brothers went
with Mother to the county town hospital. My two elder sisters,
Tjobajo, Grandmother, and [ anxiously waited at home.
Grandmother was unusually quiet, while my sisters, brother,
and I prostrated with our palms together, praying for Mother in
front of the images of lamas hanging from the walls of our
home shrine. This was our only way of easing our anxiety about
Mother.

Father returned and said Mother would be fine soon, not
telling us the true diagnosis. Then he returned to our local
township hospital, where Mother stayed to receive treatment. I
still do not know what Mother's exact illness was. All I was told
was that it was a stomachache.

The local hospital rooms were shabby with smoke-
darkened walls and ceilings, which leaked when it rained. On
the bright side, there were knowledgeable Tibetan doctors there
who examined Mother every morning.

Mother grew progressively thinner. It was school time,
so I stayed with Mother and Father in the hospital every night,
but I could do nothing to help Father care for Mother. Father did
not want Mother to leave us children, especially me. He visited
various lamas, and asked them to bless Mother so that she
would live longer. It was extremely difficult for Father. He
could not sleep well at night, for he was responsive to Mother's
tiniest groan. Mother's pain made her impatient and scold Father
without reason. But to me, she was kind and gentle, no matter
how bad her mood.

As Father cooked for us, Mother and I would sit in the
sunshine in the hospital yard while she looked for lice on my
head. I would embrace her tightly to feel the warmth from her
heart. I sometimes resisted Mother looking for lice on my head,
but she told me if she did not catch and kill them, then they
would dig into my brain and I would die, as Grandmother said.
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She often said, "Always obey your father, my good son. You
are the only one I worry about." Her eyes then became moist
and she blew her nose. "Study hard to make a better life for
yourself. Don't follow your parents' footsteps. Make a path that
will lead to a brighter world."

I said nothing, sitting there, leaning against her knees,
not understanding very well exactly she was trying to tell me.

One day Mother seemed lost in deep thought, sighed,
and said, "Your Father and I were once rich. My parents wanted
me to take property from your Father to make them rich, but I
refused. Afterwards, they didn't allow me to enter their home
nor would they speak to me. Your poor mother then had no
family to rely on. I was like an orphan, though both of my
parents were alive. So my dear, I don't want to leave you behind
with only your Father. Wealth is like dew on the grass that
disappears in a flash - our riches were taken away during New
China's period of social turbulence. My parents were glad I lost
my wealth. I have nothing valuable to leave you. I failed and
I'm sorry. However, you are all lucky to have such a wonderful
father. Please don't contradict him and be as kind to him as he is
to you. Don't make him angry, troubled, or worried. Because of
me, your father is weak now and can't bear any burdens. Study
hard and change your life."

"Ama, why do you only talk about Adza? We will
always be together. I'll surely buy nice clothes, good shoes, and
delicious food for Adza and you after I graduate from college
and get a job. I'll save a lot of money and take Adza and you to
Lhasa," T prattled. "Oh, Ama, one more thing, I won't buy
anything for your parents. I hate them so much," I added. Truly,
from the bottom of my heart, I despised them.

Mother smiled weakly and said in an odd-sounding
voice, "Yes, we will be together. I'll never leave you."

Mother was in pain and we could do nothing about it,
except feel sorry for her. I thought, "Mother, if only I can share
your pain a little, then I'm willing to give anything I have, even
ten years of my life. Please, Three Jewels, bless Mother and
cure her illness as soon as possible. Do not let her endure pain
and suffering any longer."

At home, my monk brother, was doing every religious
activity that the lamas asked Father to perform to lessen
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Mother's pain. Father asked the doctors every morning about
Mother and what kind of medicine she should take, and the
doctors prescribed various medicines, none of which were
effective. Mother stayed in the hospital almost half a year and
then Father decided to bring her home. I now realize that Father
believed Mother would pass away that year, and thought it
better for her to be in a warm bed, in our home.

Monk Wodzer was the local hospital leader, a
reincarnate lama, an expert in both the scriptures and medicine,
and able to do the most difficult religious activities. He could,
for example, turn a hand mani-wheel in each hand
simultaneously, while fingering prayer beads in his right hand,
which was impossible for ordinary people. The handles of his
prayer wheels bore the marks of fingers because he turned them
so often. He was a strict, stern lama; consequently, everyone
was reluctant to invite him to perform difficult religious
activities or to diagnose illness.

An amusing incident happened between Monk Wodzer
and a mute man's mother:

One day a man who could hear but not speak was ill. He could
indicate the part of his body that was in pain but could not tell
how the pain felt. His mother brought him to Monk Wodzer.
The mute man's mother was unafraid, and entered his home
with her son without knocking. When she saw Monk Wodzer,
she said, as though talking to an ordinary person, "Oh, good,
you're at home! My son is sick and | need your help."

He joked, "I'm not the cause of your son's iliness, so
why do you bring him here? It's none of my business. Please
leave."

"How can you be so ruthless? You're a doctor. Your
job is to cure patients," said the mother.

"You're right. | was just kidding. What's wrong with
him?" asked Wodzer.

"How silly you are! If | knew what his problem was,
then why would | bring him here? | want you to feel his pulse
to see what his sickness is," said the mother anxiously.

Instead of getting angry, Monk Wodzer burst into
laughter. He then felt the patient's pulse and gave him
medicine.
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One day Monk Wodzer was not in the hospital. There
were no other doctors there for Father to consult so he went to
another lama. Who would have imagined that this would cause
problems? After Monk Wodzer heard of Father visiting another
lama, he no longer came to check Mother every morning and
did not talk to us. Father was baffled and asked one morning,
"Ahke,'” what shall I do now? She doesn't seem to be getting
better. She looks thinner every day."

"Don't ask me. I don't know. Please ask the lama you
visited several days ago. He may know more than L," responded
Monk Wodzer, which so disappointed Father that he left
quietly.

The autumn trees shed their leaves, which blew through our
village, tossed by strong wind. A fog of dust was in the sky
every day. This put me in a bad mood. Father had told me that if
Mother was getting better, then we would see it at the beginning
of fall, at the same time the plants changed color. There was no
improvement. Mother's skin was so pale it seemed no blood
flowed in her veins.

Mother searched for lice in my hair one day and said,
"I'm now like a dried, floating leaf and will either fall or stick to
a branch. This is not under my control. A strong wind will
surely blow me to a strange place. The tree still has roots to
grow next year, but the leaves are gone. Your father, siblings,
and you are the tree. I am the leaves. You should all try to grow
new leaves once I am blown away."

Mother was actually telling me she had only a short time
to be with me, and encouraged me to be brave among those I
would face in life. Stupidly, I did not realize what she was
saying. I returned from school one day and saw Mother's hair
had been cut as short as that of a four-year-old girl. Amused by
this new hairstyle, I said, "Mother, you look more beautiful and
younger today. Why didn't you have your hair cut earlier?"

No one said anything. Mother laughed and said,
"Kondro, getting a haircut was not what your mother wanted,
but it makes it easier to take care of my hair."

7 An honorific term for 'monk’.
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I was bewildered. I should have realized it was a signal
that Mother's departure was imminent. Day by day, Mother
worsened and finally could not leave her bed. She could only
drink some milk to moisten her throat. She could eat nothing.

A few mornings later just as I was about to go to school,
Mother tried hard to lift her head, called me to her bedside, and
said in a falsely cheery tone, "Dear Kondro, after school is
finished, come home quickly. Don't play on the way. Be a good
boy, achieve a better life than mine, and study hard in school.
Please remember this. You do better than your brother in school.
I have high hopes for you."

I prated vigorously, "Ama, I won't forget." I now regret
having been so naive and behaving so childishly. Mother
stroked my head, kissed me on the lips warmly, and put her
head back on the pillow. I never imagined it would be the last
time that she would talk to me - the last time she would give me
a warm kiss to express her love and concern.

I was bored and in a bad mood, I did not know why.
When school was finally over, Brother and I did not wait for
other students but immediately started home along the dust-
swollen path snaking up the mountain. The wind struck us
furiously as whirlwinds twisted dust and trash into the sky. This
is locally considered an ominous sign and we spat toward the
whirlwinds to repel evil.

As we approached our house, we saw many relatives
chanting mani, fingering prayer beads, and spinning mani hand-
wheels. Oh, the Three Jewels! From my brothers and sisters'
swollen red eyes, I knew Mother was no longer there to talk to
me. The shock of seeing these things was like an iron hammer
striking my chest and almost stopped my heart from beating.

I threw my schoolbag to the floor, ran to Father,
embraced his neck tightly, and wailed as if Mother was already
gone, "Adza, what's happened to Ama?"

Father said quietly, "She's fine."

Brother was a bit older than I and knew how to react in
such situations. As I rushed to Mother's bedroom, he burst into
tears as soon as he understood the implication of Father's words.
I then witnessed Mother taking her last breaths as her chest
heaved unevenly. She could say nothing. I sat by her on the
edge of the bed, held her warm hands in mine, and said, "Ama, I
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remembered what you told me and returned before the other
students. Ama... Ama... I beg you, please raise your head and
talk to me." Hot salty tears streamed down my cheeks and into
my mouth. "Ama, Ama, can you hear me? I am Kondro," I
continued, wiping the tears from my lips with my snot-smudged
sleeve.

I kissed Mother on the lips, but she did not react. "I'm
here to tell you about school. You always want to hear about it,
don't you? Please, Ama, sit up and listen!" I cried.

She remained motionless. I could only hear her slow,
faltering heartbeat, and then disturbing sounds came from her
throat as if she were choking.

Father came in, hugged me, and said, "Kondro, let your
mother sleep comfortably. Don't torment her. She can hear
nothing."

I saw Father sob for the first time in my life. Kissing me
repeatedly, he said, "Be a good son and stop crying," and burst
into sobs. I never imagined Father would cry like he did then;
seeing me cry was beyond his endurance.

I did not want to be a good son and I did not want to
return to the living room. I lay down by Mother's bed on a small
sheepskin mat. Tears covered my small, pitiful face, as if frozen
water was pouring into my warm heart. How despicable death!
Father was at a loss so left me.

"My revered Three Jewels, please be merciful to a boy
like me. If you exist as we believe you do, how can you let me
live without Mother? She's too young to leave, and I'm too
young to be left behind," I mumbled, glancing at the thangka
hanging from the wall above Mother's head. The only reply was
Mother's shallow breathing.

"Kondro, come to the living room and eat something,"
said Gaga, who always seemed brave and never shed tears. But
this day he and all my siblings had swollen eyes.

Mother's death was destined and, as Grandmother kept
telling me, we were born to confront it. At that moment, the
only thing I could do was cry for relief from my intolerable
pain. I had no appetite. I lay by Mother's bed listening to her
heart beating, hoping that she would stay with me as long as we
lived in this world. Only then did I remember what Mother had
told me before; only then did I realize what she meant. But it
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was too late, for it was truly ending.

Father ate nothing, tried to comfort me, hugged me, and
sobbed to his brother, "Daku, my children are so young. How
can they lose their mother?"

Weeping like a child, Daku said, "Brother, you are now
the only one who can console them. Don't be upset like this,
otherwise the children will suffer more. Compose yourself and
encourage the children not to be sad. You're the only one who
can make them feel less heartbroken."

Father wiped his eyes and replied, "You're right. It's just
that I can't imagine this happening. We all tried our best, but
death has still come."

Watching Father that day felt like a sharp thorn piercing
straight into my heart, leaving an incurable wound that has not
since healed. I again rushed into the bedroom and called to
Mother, but there was no reply. Mother's breath grew weaker
until it was barely audible. Tears fell from my eyes as though
they were overflowing springs. I lost my voice and could no
longer call to Mother. Father soon joined me and then asked my
eldest brother, the monk, to chant scriptures for Mother. She
had closed her eyes forever.

Local custom dictates that we should keep a death secret
for a day to ensure the person has really passed away. After a
day, a villager visits a diviner to ask the sort of funeral the dead
person should have, what scriptures should be chanted, and
what they will become in their next life. According to the
diviner, Mother had lived a year longer than was decided by her
karma, convincing us that the arrival of the lamas and their
religious activities had prolonged Mother's life. Mother's
funeral was held three days after she passed away and, as she
had wished, she was cremated.

Seven people go cut a dry tree to use for fuel during
cremation. It is considered bad luck to appear in front of them
when they set out to cut the tree. The men carry axes over their
shoulders when they go to cut such a tree. If you go to fetch
firewood and carry an axe on your shoulder in winter on any
other occasion, elders harshly scold you. The men do not point
to just any dry tree in the forest, for this portends that more
people will die. They point only to the one tree that they will
cut.
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Mother's funeral was during the time of a solar eclipse.
Local people say that the halo of an eclipse once swallowed
almost half the sun, and then Bodhisattva Vajrapani threw his
vajra-thunderbolt at the halo, piercing a hole in it and it then
could not swallow the sun. The terrified sun then emerged from
the hole. For this reason we chant mani during solar eclipses to
help the sun not to be frightened.

Father was pleased with the convergence of Mother's
funeral and the solar eclipse for all the locals would chant mani
for the sun, which would also benefit Mother. However, this
gave me little solace. I cried and cried at Mother's funeral,
though the tears did not ease my pain.

I cannot erase the memory of my hopeless, broken
family at that time. My wounded heart was in pain. I pretended
to be happy among people but grieved deep in my heart. I
sincerely hoped Mother's spirit would fly to Heaven and have a
marvelous reincarnation. I knew little about religion, but
believed Buddha would hear my family's pious prayers and
surely sympathize with a mother who had passed away so
young and who had so greatly suffered. Yet, Mother left us in
terrible pain and I wondered if there was a real Buddha. We
truly believe that he is omniscient and knows every good and
bad thing people do. He should have known Mother deserved to
die peacefully, but reality was just the opposite.

Death so miserably devastated my childhood happiness.

The author's home shrine.
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14

TRUANT

other had been gone for almost five months. The
Mmore days that passed, the more I missed her. When

the treasure had been in my hands, I had not realized
its value and, only when it was gone did I recognize its
importance. Her departure changed me. I cried frequently. The
memories that I had of Mother were like a mirror, reflecting
everything about her to me, especially her constant concern
about my study.

Our new summer semester began. Our Chinese teacher
wanted to test our Chinese level after the long holiday, and on
the very first day asked us to write something about our mothers
and describe their appearance in detail. I dared not tell him that
Mother had passed away. I stayed in my seat quietly without
writing anything. I did not want to imagine Mother's colorless,
pale, pain-filled face. I wrote the title 'My Mother', and then
wrote only "I miss Mother very much." I was the last student to
hand in my paper and put it under the other papers so the
teacher would not notice that I had written so little.

I was in no mood to attend class that afternoon because
of the hot weather and the morning writing test. I leaned against
my desk tiredly and was about to take a short afternoon nap to
rid myself of my unhappiness. My best friend, Dorji Tsering,
came to share my sadness and asked what I wanted to do.
"Kondro, let's skip school this afternoon and go swimming.
What do you think?" he said.

It was an offer I immediately agreed to. We avoided
Brother and the teachers, snuck out of school, and hurried to the
shallow river where we usually played. We were from a high
mountain village and there were no deep rivers in our home
area, only some mud-bottomed pools. We did not know how to
swim. Students from villages near rivers teased us by saying
that their pigs rolled in the water we swam in to cool off in
summer. We could do nothing to deflect their insults, for it was
true. We threw our schoolbags on the bank, took off our clothes,
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and then untied the sacred threads around our necks, because we
were told that if the blessed threads got wet, they would lose the
blessing that the lama had empowered them with.

"Oh, Kondro, come on! The water feels great. Hurry
up!" shouted Dorji, splashing cold water at me.

The river was so shallow that when Dorji lay in it, half
of his back and buttocks remained above the water. I joined
him. No matter how hot the weather was, it felt very cold to get
into the water, and I could not help shouting excitedly. We
paddled about and babbled to each other happily. Spending time
with your best friend is always pleasant. Our bodies were wet. [
felt better. Then we returned to the to the bank and lay on warm
stones. It was a comfortable feeling, like lying on a warm
tsato.'® We put hot stones on each other's backs. Their warmth
reminded me of Mother's warm bosom.

Dorji had matured after fighting with that little girl and
causing trouble for his father. He was now respectful to elders
and got along better with children his own age. He was
especially friendly to me and helped me in school when Brother
was not around. He was talkative, which comforted and cheered
me.

"Kondro, don't be so sad all the time. Just like your
Father said to you, "My dear son, please be happy. No one is
immortal. Everybody will die one day. The only difference is
that some die earlier and some later.! You and I will also die.
Even thousands of reincarnate lamas, as elders say, cannot
avoid death. Let the past be gone," said Dorji, lying by me,
resting his hand on my shoulder. "We should enjoy our lives as
much as possible, for they are too short to waste by being
constantly sad."

"Thank you, Dorji, for always helping me when I need
it. I can't thank you enough. I know death comes to everybody. I
just can't understand why it came so early for Mother. I miss her
so much," I said, trying to control my tears, although my eyes
already glistened. I looked up into the sea-colored sky, feeling
depressed.

A tsato is a wood platform used for eating and sleeping.
Smoke from the cooking fire is channeled through it, which
keeps it warm.
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Unfortunately, our teacher suddenly appeared and we
could not flee naked. We dressed nervously and approached the
teacher who slapped the back of our heads, marched us back to
the school, and ordered us to stand in front of his room.

"Why did you skip afternoon classes? I told you boys
never to play truant. You are not donkeys that can't understand
anything," he said, shaking his head disappointedly. "Think
about your parents. They think you're studying at school, but
you're wandering around."

This was like rubbing salt in an open wound, and caused
me terrible pain. A waterfall of tears flowed down the high
mountain of my cheeks, astonishing him. The teacher was
confused and could not figure out why I was crying. The sun
was extremely hot and it seemed to be shining as if solely to
burn me. My face turned crimson. There was no end to my
tears. I cried, cried, cried. I wondered where so many tears were
stored. Whenever | wanted to cry, they were there to shed, even
though I had already lost so many. Many insatiably curious
students surrounded us to see what was happening. I felt terribly
disgraced, but still could not control myself. I heard them
whisper: "Kondro Tsering looks unhappy these days..." "Dorji
Tsering led him..." "Kondro Tsering cries easily recently, like a
girl..." "...good at study, but why does he..."

The teacher lifted my head with his right index finger
and asked, "Have you cried enough?"

I tried hard to respond and finally managed, "No, I want
to cry more," which made all the students burst into laughter.
The only one who knew why was Dorji. Luckily, Brother was
not around at that time. My ceaseless crying annoyed the
teacher, who then told Dorji and me to go home. Afterwards, I
did not miss any more classes, for I could not bear the teachers'
shouts and curses. I was too weak to bear anything.
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AN INCONCEIVABLE DREAM

inter is an ideal season for those who love to sleep
\;\/ because the nights are long and the night skies are
clear. As the saying goes "The longer the night, the
more dreams you will have." I had a dream that would never
happen, no matter how hard I tried to achieve it. That night,
millions of stars shone brightly, fracturing the boundless
darkness. The frozen wintry wind made me shudder. Father and
I were outside peeing, and about to go to the bedroom. I wanted
to get into bed immediately. I called to Father, as his dark,
indistinct figure seemed to move away, "Adza, wait for me. |
didn't finish."

"I'm here," said Father, patting my head slightly, which
scared me to death.

"Oh! Father, you frightened me," I said, and not even
daring to lift up my trousers from around my knees, I jumped
up to Father's chest and hugged his neck tightly. At night,
children are afraid that ghosts are everywhere. Grandmother
told me not to go outside alone at night or ghosts might capture
me, eat my flesh, and drink my blood like tea. I was also told
not to whistle and play with fire at night because that would
also attract ghosts. ~ Father held me close and carried me back
to our bedroom. It was too dark to see and Father walked like a
blind person, one hand holding me, and waving the other,
feeling a safe way. Our kerosene lamp was no use in the harsh
wind. Finally we were back in our warm, soft sheepskin quilt. I
leaned my head against Father's chest, hugging him as tightly as
my strength allowed, feeling warmth radiate from his body. I
dozed off immediately and entered the realm of dreams:

The sun was exceptionally bright in a sea-blue sky, blazing
down on my village. Everything looked lively. The villagers'
faces were full of smiles as they greeted me. They all sounded
very cheerful. They offered me so many khadag that | was
totally covered in their gifts of pure whiteness, just like a
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respected lama. Children came with their parents to look at me
curiously. The villagers said | had graduated from a famous
university, which made my family proud. My parents' hands
were red from being shaken by every villager, congratulating
them on my new job. Joyful tears filled their eyes, but they
begrudged shedding them because they were tears of
happiness for the glory brought to them by their youngest son.
Mother ran to me and kissed me to show her love for her son.

"My dear, at last you succeeded in achieving your
goal and fulfilling our hopes," said Mother. We then entered
our house where my family had prepared a marvelous feast.

"| told you | would bring you and Father to Lhasa once
| got a job. Do you remember? So now I've returned to take
you to Holy Lhasa," | said. Their surprised, skeptical
expressions told me that they did not believe what they had
heard.

"Yes, dear, how could | forget? | just can't believe this
would all come true so soon. Time flies so quickly, leaving only
wrinkles on our faces," said Mother, with a big smile. It was the
happiest moment of her life. My parents longed to go to Lhasa,
which they believed to be Heaven on earth. A visit to Lhasa
meant no regret when death eventually came.

"In this complex life, at last | can visit Lhasa and then
I'll surely die in peace," said Father, murmuring mani under his
breath.

"I'm sure I'll miss tsampa, so I'll bring a bag with me,"
said Mother, preparing for her pilgrimage.

We were suddenly in Lhasa. The Potala Palace, its
majesty and magnificence so well known internationally,
towered above us. Its gilded roof shone under the glorious
sun, as if greeting us. My parents put their palms together to
pray. Father said, "If you are pious, then you can see Buddha
in the sky welcoming you."

"How true! A friend told me she saw Buddha in the sky
when she walked to Lhasa. We are not lucky enough to see
him greet us," said Mother, looking disappointed.

"No Mother, but we are lucky to be here at last. There
is no difference between seeing Buddha in the sky or his
image in a temple, as long as we believe in him," | said.

"Of course, | believe as much as any pious person
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can," said Mother, looking happier.

A Tibetan monk said, "Huanying,""® when we reached
the entrance, which upset me.

"Why didn't he speak to us in our own language,
Tibetan, rather than Chinese?" | wondered, but said nothing
and entered the labyrinthine Potala with its many shrines. We
did not visit every shrine for that would have taken far too long.
Even so, when we came out, it was already too late to go to
the Jokhang, so we went to a hotel to spend the night. My
parents wanted to eat the tsampa we had brought with us,
while | wanted to go to a Chinese restaurant to eat.

"Most Tibetan youngsters don't like to eat tsampa
nowadays. They think it's shameful to eat it, because it has a
smell that easily distinguishes them from Chinese and other
people. They don't realize how precious it is," said Father,
indirectly hinting that | was one of those Tibetan youngsters.

"Chinese and other foods are probably more nutritious
than our tsampa. They are concerned about their health," |
said, amused.

"Eh...don't you think tsampa has ingredients that are
more nutritious? I'm just going to wait and see what will
happen to Tibetans without tsampa, trying to adjust to other
foods. They will vanish from the world without leaving a trace,"
said Father, his crimson face showing anger at what | had
said.

"What you said is true, Father. | won't be one of those
modern youngsters. | know what to do to be a Tibetan," | said,
meaning it.

"Really? I'm glad to hear it," said Father, glancing out
through the window periodically, avoiding my gaze, suggesting
skepticism.

"Enough! Kondro is not such a person, or how would
we be visiting this holy place? You don't need to remind
Kondro to be Tibetan," said Mother, concerned that | might be
upset.

| thought about what Father had said that night. He
said tsampa, but he meant something more important, which |
could not quite figure out.

Y "Welcome."
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"Kondro, get up," called Mother. She roused me the
next morning as the sun prodded everything from its slumber,
beaming throughout Lhasa City. No wonder people call it 'the
City of Sunshine'. Everything was clear and fresh under a
cloudless sky. My parents were in a great hurry to visit the
Jokhang, so we went without eating breakfast. The door was
only just opening as we approached.

Putting his palms together, Father said, "See, son! If
your belief in Buddha is true, then just like today, we are not
too early or late, we are perfectly on time."

Seeing the famous statue of the Shakyamuni Buddha,
my parents were so moved that tears of happiness flowed
down their dark, suntanned cheeks, in unison with many other
Tibetans shedding tears of joy, dreaming of a marvelous next
life. They prostrated countless times and prayed for the well-
being of all sentient beings.

We emerged through the throng to circumambulate
the Jokhang. As others had said, there were many beggars,
one of whom grasped my hand and said, "If you don't give me
some money, | won't let you go."

| tried to pull my hand away, but the harder | pulled,
the tighter he held me.

Then | heard Father calling, "Please, Kondro, get up.
You still want to sleep? You'll be late for school. Hurry up and
have breakfast."

What a wonderful, impossible dream! This is the only

childhood dream I can remember. Later, looking into the sky, I
said, "Mother, I miss you so much."
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BECOMING A MONK?

ur village is remote, which makes it inconvenient to
Oconsult a doctor in the case of serious illness.

Consequently, asking a lama about a sickness is
common for villagers. For this reason, I nearly became a bald
monk instead of a student.

A terrible flu epidemic swept through our home area.
Every old man was busy offering song to the deities to protect
his grandchildren. I got the flu, but Grandmother suspected
another family's headache deity had possessed me. Local people
believe various deities cause headaches, stomachaches, and
other ailments. Grandmother treated my illness with a home
remedy by making a small ball of zsampa, holding it in her
hand, putting it on my head, and then saying, "Respected
Headache Deity, please release my dear grandson. He has
nothing for you to eat and drink. He doesn't even have any
clothes to cover his own naked body. He is extremely poor.
Instead of lingering around such a poor child, go find a rich
person..." which caused my brothers to burst into laughter.
Grandmother talked as though she were talking to the deity.

"Don't laugh! Pretend you are angry or the deity won't
be frightened, and he will stay with Kondro for days,"
complained Grandmother. It worked sometimes, but my head
still ached this time. Other families were also busy with
religious activities. Usually, villagers went to the mountain
deity, Bonguh Labtsi,”® our protector deity who rides a black
horse and flies through the sky to protect our village territory.

A yak-riding mountain deity to whom Humdor Village
offers song, once invaded our village territory, which led to a
fight. During the fight between the yak-riding deity and Bonguh
Labtsi, the former's mount jumped and bucked, and when the

2% A labtsi is a wooden frame or box into which long wooden
poles resembling arrows are inserted. New arrows are added
during an annual ritual that locals believe protects from evil.
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deity tried to rein him in, the yak broke its wood nose-ring and
fled, terribly humiliating the yak-riding deity, who then left.
This explains why the nose ring of his yak is broken when you
see his image in a temple. In contrast, our Bonguh Labtsi looks
magnificent in his images, riding his black horse with an
impressive air of supernatural importance.

Villagers believe offering song to Bonguh Labtsi
counteracts evil, consequently we piously make offerings to
Bonguh Labtsi and invite monks to perform special rituals. The
lead monk draws a vajra on a flat stone, wraps it in a dirty black
cloth, and tells us to curse it, which we do, as though it is our
enemy. We wear angry-looking expressions, grimace
ferociously, and brandish real swords to frighten evil beings
away. After the cursing, we carry the wrapped stone a short
distance from the /abtsi, bury it deep in the ground, and spit on
it to annoy the evil being as though to say, "We can defeat you."
Next, we fire guns, set off firecrackers to scare evil away for
good, return to the labtsi, and put up prayer flags to further
prevent evil from returning.

As I came out of the bedroom the next morning, I
noticed villagers were performing these rituals more often than
usual and overheard a quarrel between an old man and his son
next door:

"Father, an offering of song is not the way to cure my son's
iliness. Today, let me take him to a doctor."

"This is what we've done for generations. No one has
ever raised such doubts before! Please let me die peacefully! |
don't want to regret having a son such as you," said his father.

"Father, | don't mean that offering song isn't good. It's
just that under these circumstances, medicine is essential.
Just see for yourself. You have offered song since the day
Dondrub caught a cold, but he's getting worse, not better,"
said the son.

"Then go see a doctor, but my grandson must be
better when you return," said the father.

Father then called, "Kondro, come eat something. Let's

go see a doctor today."
"Yes, Father. I'm coming," I replied.
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Other children coughed and had sore throats, runny
noses, and insomnia. They surely had the flu. I had none of
those symptoms. Instead, I had a dreadful headache, and an
intermittent high fever. Some people thought I was feigning
illness, but Father knew otherwise because he could feel the
heat from my feverish body when we slept together.

My village was far from the township town and Father
carried me most of the way. I could only walk a little. We went
to the local clinic, where the doctors and Father knew each
other, so they treated us kindly. A doctor asked, "Where do you
hurt?"

I just indicated my head, which made them laugh.

"I know you have a headache. Show me the part of your
head that hurts," said the doctor with a gentle smile.

I did not know where, so I showed him my whole head.

Father asked, "Where do you have pain? Tell me, and I
will tell the doctor."

I did the same thing to Father.

Not knowing what else to do, the doctor took my pulse
and said, "Don't worry. He'll be fine soon. He has a cold that
causes headache and fever." The doctor then gave Father some
medicine and we left the clinic. On the way home, we
unexpectedly encountered Monk Wodzer, with whom we had
lost contact since the day Mother returned home.

"Why didn't you bring your son to me? Do you think I'm
not good enough?" asked Monk Wodzer with unfathomable
duplicity. It was hard to figure out what he meant, because he
had not been able to cure Mother. Now he seemed concerned,
which surprised me.

"You are good enough, but I thought you would be busy,
so I went straight to the other doctors," replied Father.

Monk Wodzer then pronounced, shocking me from the
bottom of my heart, "Medicine will not be effective in curing
your son's illness. He must become a monk or he will die soon."

Father said incredulously, "You said the same thing
about my oldest son, and now you say it's this one's turn to
become a monk? Ahke, do you mean he'll die if he doesn't
become a monk?"

"Definitely. Have 1 ever lied to you? Decide for
yourself. I'm not forcing you," said Monk Wodzer, who seemed

l70l



concerned about me. "I'm sure you don't want your son to die,
but it's up to you."

"Thanks, Ahke," Father said, and then we left.

"What should I do? Your mother told me to send you to
school no matter what. She said you are the only one who could
lighten this family's burden in the future," said Father
thoughtfully on the way back home. "Now Monk Wodzer says
you must become a monk. Fate is unfathomable, has tortured
me, and is still tormenting me."

I said nothing because I did not know what to say, but I
knew I did not want to be monk. I thought it was enough that
my oldest brother was a monk. This news brought tension to my
family. My brothers and sisters also did not want me to be a
monk.

"He shouldn't be a monk. I can guarantee he won't die.
We should believe the doctor. What Monk Wodzer said is
disputable," said Gaga, touching my forehead to check my
fever.

"Yes, Brother is right. We must remember what Monk
Wodzer did to Mother. Why should we do as he says?" said
Eldest Sister, glancing at Father to judge his reaction.

Grandmother was fingering her prayer beads and said,
"You are too young to discuss such things. Sit quietly. We don't
know if it is good to send Kondro to school but why risk it? We
don't know if he can find a job even if he finishes school. Why
not let him become a monk like his elder brother, and then we'll
know he will do something important in the world?"

Father said nothing. He was uncertain and sat supporting
his forehead with his hand.

Grandmother longed for me to be a monk and often
reminded me that I that there would be no hard work for me to
do once I became a monk, I could rest as much as I liked, and I
could also earn money by doing religious activities for others.
She used my eldest brother as an example, pointing out that he
made money by himself, and he did not need our family's help.
If I went to school, she said, then I could not help my family.
Instead, the family would spend money on me. She said this
often, which was understandable for a pious grandmother.

"Kondro, do you want to go to school or become a
monk?" asked Grandmother, after she told me how great my
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eldest brother was.

I gave her an answer she did not expect: "Grandmother,
I like going to school very much."

"You aren't a good boy. You changed your mind. You
said before you didn't like school because the teachers beat you.
You lied to your grandmother," she said, luring me into a trap to
agree to what she wanted.

Without a way out, [ sputtered, "Well, y...e...s,
Grandmother. I'd also like to be a monk."

Grandmother said that night, "Maybe you don't know
but, in fact, Kondro wants to be a monk. He told me so."

Father said nothing.

The next morning Father said, "Kondro, get up. Let's go
see Monk Wodzer again today."

"I don't want to ever see him again because he will
surely ask me to be a monk," I replied from under my sheepskin
cover.

"Listen to your Father. Get up and let's go," said Father
over and over again.

"No! I want to continue my studies. I don't want to be a
monk," I cried. My tears were like a severed string of pearls
soaking the pillow. I had no other way to avoid Grandmother's
decision. Father was lost. It was difficult for him to question
Monk Wodzer because he was a pious Buddhist. But, in this
situation, Father had no option but to respect my choice.

"OK! Dear son, I'm sorry to make you cry. We won't go
see Monk Wodzer, but you should take your medicine on time,"
said Father. "After you get better you can go to school."

I happily got up. Father hugged me and said, "I will
never make you cry again, my dear son. In life and death, I am
here to accompany you. Let's risk this together."

This decision frustrated Grandmother, who complained,
"What if he dies? Will you then have the heart to look at
yourself?"

"Mother, please! We can't force him to become a monk
or we will sin against him and ourselves," said Father.

Grandmother said nothing in reply, only despondently
murmured mani.

I soon recovered - I did not die after all. The karma of
being a monk vanished from my world as I chose to be a
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student and follow the path of knowledge to success. Father
gambled bravely with Monk Wodzer's prophecy and won.

A former village water source.
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HERDING PIGS

y village is agricultural and we have yaks and sheep.
MOur life depends on how much rain the Water Deity

sends. Each family raises at least two pigs. I herded
our pigs during holidays, which at first seemed stupid and
strange to others because I was the first villager to herd pigs in
the surrounding mountains, where they easily found food.

Father said one day during a summer holiday, "Would
you like to drive our pigs to the mountain?"

"You're joking, right, Father? How can I drive them
there if there are no other families' pigs with which to herd
them?" I said.

"I'm serious. It will be easy for them to find food in the
grassy mountains and then I won't need to cut as much grass for
them," Father said.

Custom dictates that women tend swine. But, since
Mother had passed away, and my sister-in-law needed to work
in the fields, Father had to do it. Life sometimes tortures people.
"Sure, Father. I'll take them to where our village herdsmen take
the cows," I said, happy with the prospect of playing in the
muddy-bottomed pond, which was no more than a mixture of
rainwater and cattle urine.

During summer, according to village rules, we cannot
turn our pigs loose or they will go into our newly cultivated
fields and root up the crops. If your pigs are seen outside your
home unattended, regardless of whether they get into fields, you
are fined ten kilos of barley per pig. But no rule said pigs could
not be driven to mountain pastures.

I got up early the next morning to prepare for my
herding adventure. My family had six pigs, but I only needed to
herd four, because two were still too small to go to pasture.
Father asked our village cow herder to help me in case I needed
it and said, just before I left home, "Kondro, don't fall asleep on
the grassland or you'll get a terrible headache." Locals believe
poisonous snakes may slither down your throat, causing your
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instant death. They also believe your spirit will leave you to
enjoy the beauty and fragrance of the flowers if you sleep on the
beautiful grassland. If something then frightens or awakens you,
your spirit will be scared, will not dare return, and you will soon
die

Villagers also say that if we fall asleep, then we will
have a stroke from a za, which locals say is a ball of bright light
of varying size; it might be large or small and travels during the
day as well as night along a set path that humans cannot see.
Others say a za is a demon that might surround you and make
you lose consciousness. It is invisible during daylight hours,
which is one reason people are afraid to sleep on the grassland
during the day in fear they will be caught by a za if they
unknowingly sleep in its path. The za fears the color red so
when it is necessary to sleep on the grassland, a red cloth is
wrapped around the head. Those who are affected by a za and
behave abnormally are called zaro, meaning 'zombie' or
'corpse,’ lose consciousness, and later behave oddly.

My experience herding pigs began in this way and
became a regular part of my childhood. Driving pigs to the
mountain proved successful. Before they were taken to the
mountains, our pigs seldom left their food unfinished, but
afterwards, they ate only about half before sleeping. I was
delighted that I was able to help Father.

Herding pigs was difficult when it rained because pigs
are afraid of getting wet. One day Father said, "Today the
weather is good, so you don't need to worry about the pigs.
They'll stay on the pasture obediently."

Local compare lazy and stupid people to pigs, but I
found that the pigs were intelligent enough to find their way to
the pasture and back home after they had been herded there a
few times.

Summer weather is variable and one particular day was
no exception. The sun was rising, scattering crimson over the
eastern sky as I released the pigs from the sty. They oinked
rapidly, expressing excitement when they heard me say, "Come
out. Let's go to the mountains like yesterday," and wiggled their
tails as they walked. Father once told me, "Wiggling tails is
pigs' work. It seems easy, but it takes much energy. If they
didn't wiggle their tails, they would be even fatter." For this
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reason, some families cut pigs' tails short when they are piglets.

Father said the weather was good so I did not bring my
umbrella. When I reached the pasture, our village cowherd and
shepherd were already there and said it would soon rain because
the lambs were jumping around, which is an indication of
imminent rain. I did not care because I did not know that pigs
were afraid of rain.

The weather was strangely hot, further suggesting rain. I
went to the muddy-bottomed pond to swim in the mud-colored
water. My feet sank in the mud, making it hard to take a step.
The cows came and drank and also urinated in the pond. When
we played in the pond, water always got in our mouths. We
comforted ourselves by saying, "It doesn't matter if we swallow
some of it. We shouldn't mind cow urine or we'll mind their
milk, too. They both come from cows." We sometimes drank
this water to our fill, infuriating our parents. This pond was
once a very clean, big lake, but is now a dirty, shallow pond.
This is related to a story that Grandmother told me:

This lake has a female mistress. Long ago, she married a
male deity from another lake and afterwards, this lake was not
full of water because she married and left. However, the lake
never dries entirely, because the deity wants to supply our
livestock with water. She sometimes returns to visit the lake
and, at such times, the water level increases to show how
happy it is with her visit.

At midday, angry black clouds flared up in the sky. I
came out of the pond quickly, put on my shirt and trousers
without wiping the mud from my feet, and then found shelter
under a tree to ward off the rain and wind.

I was surprised to see our pigs running into the forest as
soon as the rain began. Their bristles stood up like a frightened
person's hair, and they made harsh grunting sounds. I followed
them, but I could not catch them, for they ran fast to seek shelter
from the rain. I could hear their oinks, which provided me clues
to follow and a ray of hope that I could drive them back to the
pasture. But later, I heard nothing. They had vanished into the
deep forest. I followed, but the deeper I went into the forest, the
heavier the rain, and the darker and more frightening the forest
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became. Worry and fear were now added to my anger at the
pigs. I was miserable and soaking wet, and this made me cry.

"What shall I do now? I lost my family's pigs," I said to
the cow herder, when I emerged from the forest. He was sitting
by a fire under a big tree and had not gotten wet from a single
drop of water.

"Kondro, come here. Oh my! Look at you! Dry your
clothes first," said the herder, ignoring my question.

"No, I must go home and tell Father, or we'll never find
our pigs," I said, grabbing my dust stained bag, ready to start
back.

"No, Kondro. Don't worry. Your pigs surely went
straight back to your home," said the herder. "They are timid
and won't linger on the way. They won't go anywhere else."

I did not listen and ran home. Meanwhile, the rain
stopped — it had only been a shower. Before I got home, all the
pigs had returned except for one. Father was about to come to
the pasture to look for me when I arrived. As soon as he saw
me, he said, "Thank the Three Jewels! You came back. I was
worried. Let's change your clothes," and then he carried me into
our home. These simple words impressed me profoundly by
showing a father's real love for his son.

As Father was helping me change clothes I said, "Father,
I'm sorry. I didn't herd the pigs well."

Father replied, "No, dear son, it's good you returned. I
don't care about the pigs. You're everything to me. I can never
lose any of my children. I was worried you would be terribly
cold."

The other pig returned later that night. Herding pigs in
rainy weather is difficult. If the weather is good, it is fun to herd
them. I was kind to them and they were not afraid of me. When
they got tired, we rested together on the pasture. I scratched
their legs with my sharp nails when they had an itch. If I called
them, they came and lay near me so I would scratch their itches.
Their oinks expressed how comfortable they were. They
followed me everywhere I went and I felt like they were my
friends. If you talk to pigs, they will communicate with you, and
you can understand each other. It is communication between
two hearts. Feelings can be expressed in ways other than using
words.
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Regardless of how much I liked our pigs, I knew they
were to be killed for meat. In Tibetan agricultural villages, pigs
are more pitiful than any other animal. They only eat leftover
food, and then they get slaughtered. Before my family killed
some of our pigs, I visited them and scratched their itches for
the last time. Tears of sympathy flowed down my dark cheeks
and splattered on their bodies. I said goodbye to them for the
last time. As I stood up to leave, they lifted their heads as if
begging me to release them and drive them to the mountains. I
left, covering my face with my wet hands.

We hang pigs with ropes to kill them. The tamer the pig,
the easier it is to kill it because you can approach and put a rope
around its neck while other people stand ready to pull as hard
they can. Sometimes we must chase pigs in the pigsty to put the
rope around their necks, which is even more terrifying for them.
It is better to hang them easily and quickly. We used to burn
their bristles off with a fire outside, but recently people no
longer do that. Instead, we boil water, pour it over the carcass,
pluck the bristles out, and exchange them with Han people for
red pepper.

My family's pigs were very fat, thanks to my hard work
in herding them. Afterwards, all the villagers began herding
their pigs in summer. I was the first person in my home area to
herd pigs, and I might have been the only one who felt
compassion for them. The elders chant mani after they kill a
pig, but their demeanor is not sympathetic. They simply believe
that killing is a sin and chant to purify themselves.

Three pigs belonging to the author's family.
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MY SECRET PET DOG

Sometimes we joke that certain families have dogs to

protect their beautiful girls from young men's nocturnal
visits. My family had a dog - Tashi, meaning 'Good Luck' - to
protect our home from thieves when no one was at home. He
was my favorite companion and became my secret pet.

Father made a triangular-shaped, simple doghouse for
Tashi by our gate. It was not waterproof and Tashi suffered on
rainy days and when snow melted, which caused me much pain.
I became sensitive to animals after herding pigs and wondered
why dogs should be chained up. There were many kinds of
dogs, but they all shared one thing: no freedom. I asked about
this when I was a child and everyone answered, "Because they
are dogs." I knew they were dogs, and was dissatisfied with this
answer. I was shocked when people said animals were
thoughtless and stupid. Dogs recognize their owners, know who
is a stranger, and have a keen sense of smell.

Large dogs are locally known as momad dogs'. Tashi
was not very big and would have fetched a good sum if he had
been sold.

When no one was at home, I released Tashi and played
with him in our yard. He wagged his tail to persuade me to undo
the chain around his neck, and I seldom refused. I also led him
outside. He got to know almost all the villagers and did not bark
when they visited our home.

"Who told you to take Tashi out? Because of you, he's
not as fierce as before. If he doesn't bark at strangers, what's the
point? He doesn't even deserve to eat leftovers," said
Grandmother, slapping my face to frighten me into not doing it
again.

D ogs guard our homes, which is their only responsibility.

"It doesn't matter if Tashi doesn't bark at villagers. They
won't steal from our home," 1 said, further exasperating
Grandmother.

"You know more than my knowledge and experience?
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Who knows what people have in their minds? They may be
wolves in sheep's clothing!" said Grandmother. I dared say no
more or my cheeks would have been as swollen as if they had
beaten by mosquitoes.

Sometimes I brought Tashi inside our home secretly and
gave him food. I made tsampa for him with a big piece of butter
and let him lick milk from my bowl, which made him sleep
comfortably in his shabby doghouse without barking for food.
However, this created even more trouble. "Why are you so bold
as to feed Tashi secretly? How many times have I told you not
to do this? If you like Tashi so much, then go sleep with him,"
said Father angrily.

"Why can't I feed him? If I don't, then sooner or later,
you will. It doesn't make any difference if he's fed early or late,"
I said rudely', because I knew Father was reluctant to beat me.

"Do you ever wonder why people say, 'a sleeping dog is
a full one'? If it's full, it will sleep and won't guard our home,"
said Father.

"But it's so terrible to see a hungry dog wagging its tail,
begging us to fill its empty stomach. I can't bear it!" I said to
Father, leaning against his knee to ensure he would not beat me.
Father said nothing, and only stroked my head warmly.

Karma destines dogs to be leashed on a chain with a
half-empty stomach. Some people say that Tibetans are very
kind and do not easily accept the maltreatment of animals.
People, too, are members of the animal kingdom and maltreat
other animals. We often say dogs are unfaithful and betray us,
while refusing to acknowledge that we are worse than dogs, for
we are so egocentric.

Finally, Father gave my secret pet to one of our relatives
when I was not at home. I better understood the importance of
freedom in my childhood from Tashi.

Understandably, dogs are indispensable in Tibetan
society. Not until Tibetans understand that they are also tied by
an invisible leash, and thus unable to do certain things freely,
will dogs no longer be chained.
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MY TIBETAN BOOTS

‘ x ’ earing Tibetan boots, the pride of our ancestors, was
shameful during my school days. Not one of my
schoolmates wore Tibetan boots, even if their feet
were numb from the cold. I was a laughingstock among
students because of my warm, beautiful Tibetan boots, which
Father made especially for me. The students called me 'nomad
boy' because I wore a Tibetan robe, my special boots, and my
home-sewn hat. Even though my Tibetan boots made me odd
looking, I was confident.

In winter, I told Father my feet were cold in rubber-
soled shoes and begged him to buy me a pair of warm shoes. I
warmed my frozen feet against his body every night when we
got into bed. This and my appeals prompted him to make me a
pair of Tibetan boots and line them with straw to better keep my
feet warm. I did not need to wear socks because my feet were so
warm in my new boots, which I thought were beautiful.

Other students stamped their feet to get warm while at
the same time calling my Tibetan boots old fashioned,
primitive, and uncivilized. I ignored them. I did not need to
stamp my feet for they were warm in my boots. However, they
were difficult to wear. My brothers joked at my awkwardness
and aptly called me 'Clumsy'. It was also hard for me to tie the
bootstraps tight around my calves. They were often loose and
dangled down around my shins and ankles. Father noticed this
once and tied the laces so tightly that they left wounds. A scar
on my left calf reminds me of my Tibetan boots and the
difficulty I had keeping up with my schoolmates when we left
school for home.

The way to my home is steep and difficult to walk up.
When the laces were tied tight, it was hard to walk and painful
to go fast. I was always the last student to reach home, which
led a friend to say, "Please don't wear those boots. Not only do
they look odd, but you can't keep up on the way home."

I did not want to admit that it was because of my boots
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and said, "No, it's because I 'm clumsy and can't walk fast." I
then put my hands on his shoulders and added, "Friend, wait
and see. Some day, I promise I'll catch up with you boys."

"I hope that day will come soon," joked my friend.

Though it was difficult to walk home from school, it
was very easy going to school. In the mornings we did not go
along the path, but slid down a natural ditch that had been
eroded by rainwater during summer. This damaged our clothes,
particularly my boots.

Tibetan boots have leather soles and after you wear them
for a month or so, the soles have holes. This happened to my
Tibetan boots, making it even more difficult for me to walk fast.

A few of my classmates were once discussing something
that seemed interesting. They burst into laughter as soon as they
saw me. | asked curiously, "What's going on? What are you
talking about?"

"We are asking each other riddles. Do you want to join
us?" one asked.

"Sure. Why not?" I said confidently.

They winked at each other, further bewildering me. I
thought they were plotting to ask me a difficult riddle. Then one
asked, "Something you know, the ground knows, but the sky
doesn't know. What it is?"

When 1 was about to give up another boy said, "You
know it better than anyone else, because you have it."

"I have no idea. Please, tell me," I said.

"Really? It is..." they said and then burst into renewed
peals of laughter.

"The holes in the soles of your boots," they said in
unison, which embarrassed me so much that my face became so
hot that I thought it might explode.

Afterwards, I was an even bigger laughingstock among
teachers and students. I wondered whether they made fun of
their own parents, many of whom also wore Tibetan boots.
Even though I was teased relentlessly because of my boots, I
still liked them because they were warmer than modern shoes.
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RABBIT

here is a story about a rabbit who deceived people.
Locals admire rabbits for being clever and able to cheat

even the smartest person. If we see a rabbit's sleeping
place, we put our head near it for a while, believing it will make
us clearheaded and wise. Here is the story:

When the world was new, the first rabbit ran to the first person
and, out of breath, begged, "Please, compassionate being,
lend me your knee bones. A hungry wolf is chasing me,
wanting to eat me. | want to use your knee bones to run fast to
escape." Rabbit's eyes brimmed with helpless tears as he
whispered, "Once | escape, I'll return your bones."

The person sympathetically exchanged his knee
bones with the rabbit. As the rabbit was about to thank him, he
said, "Don’t dally. Run! You have no time to waste. We can
chat the day you return the bones."

The rabbit vanished in a flash and never came back.
The person waited a long time before realizing he had been
hoodwinked. He could not run as fast as before, and this is
why rabbits can run so swiftly.

I grew up hearing many different stories giving guidance
to my life. Elders told many stories about how rabbits cleverly
killed large animals. I asked Grandmother to tell me rabbit
stories, as well as King Gesar stories, whenever we slept
together. Sometimes this was the only reason I was willing to
sleep with her. This is another rabbit story she told me:

Rabbit was walking along a rough path alone one day when he
suddenly saw Tiger approaching. There was no alternative but
death. In desperation, he picked a small sweet fruit, locally
called 'rabbit’s eye' and pretended he was eating something to
attract Tiger's attention.

When Tiger drew very near, Rabbit said, "Oh, good to
see you, Uncle Tiger. How have you been these days?"
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Tiger did not even glance at him and said in his usual
haughty tone, "None of your business. What are you eating?"

Rabbit almost blurted out, "It's none of your business,
either," but swallowed these words and politely said, "Uncle
Tiger, I'm eating one of my eyes. They're really sweet. Would
you like to try a piece?"

"Huh!" said Tiger, stretching out a paw to get a piece.

"How do you like it, Uncle Tiger?" asked Rabbit.

"If it's good, give me more," Tiger said, because it was
intensely sweet.

"Uncle Tiger, | already gave you my left eye. | can't
give you my right eye, or | won't be able to find food for you in
the future," said Rabbit with his left eye closed.

"True. Then what shall | do to get sweet eyes? You're
the smart one, so tell me," demanded Tiger, licking his lips
with his long, red tongue, savoring the remaining sweetness.

"| have an idea but, Uncle Tiger, promise you won't
get angry. Will you promise?" Rabbit said.

"Tell me first, otherwise | can't promise," Tiger said.

"Well, Uncle Tiger! My idea is...why not try your own
eyes?" Rabbit said.

"How dare you! You want me to become blind?" Tiger
roared.

"No, no...of course not. | mean, if you can't see, then |
can lead you. I'll be like your walking stick and lead the way,"
Rabbit said.

"Hmm, let me think for a bit," Tiger said.

"Uncle Tiger, I'm willing to show you the way as long
as you need me. On smooth paths, I'll tell you to walk faster,
and on rough paths, I'll tell you to slow down," said Rabbit,
yearning for Tiger to accept his suggestion. Tiger seemed lost
in thought and was quiet. Rabbit was afraid Tiger would
refuse, pretended a small piece of his eye was left, and gave
another piece of fruit to Tiger.

After eating it, Tiger could not control himself and said,
"Come on, my faithful rabbit, dig out my left eye first."

Rabbit immediately gouged out Tiger's left eye and
gave Tiger pieces of the fruit to eat, which made Tiger drool for
more. He then asked Rabbit to dig out his right eye. Without a
shred of mercy, Rabbit gouged out Tiger's right eye, blinding
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him, and then gave him his eye to eat.

Tiger tasted it, stuck out his tongue in disgust, and
roared, "What's this? | feel like vomiting!"

Tiger only heard Rabbit's laughter in reply. "Of course
it tastes terrible. It's your real eye. Please follow me, you
stupid tiger. Let's go find something to fill your den-like
stomach where you've kept so many small animals," said
Rabbit victoriously. "This is your retribution. Go burn in Hell!
You are so stupid! Haven't you ever eaten an eye before? You
should know an eye is not as sweet as what | gave you? Ha
ha!"

What Rabbit said frustrated and irritated Tiger, but he
could do nothing with his eyes gouged out, except chide
himself for his donkey-like stupidity. On the narrow path they
were navigating, Tiger suffered to purify his past sinful deeds.
Rabbit asked Tiger to slow down when they went through
smooth places and told him to speed up when they traversed
rough places. Tiger bumped into boulders along the path and
injured his head unexpectedly. Sometimes his feet caught on
stones and he tripped and fell. Soon, none of his furry body
was left uninjured. Blood oozed from his wounds, leaving a
bloody trail behind him. All he could think of was how he had
killed small animals for food without a bit of compassion. He
was depressed. "Who could ever imagine | would be deceived
by a small rabbit?" he thought to himself.

Rabbit had no pity because he thought Tiger deserved
punishment. Stupid was stupid. Tiger had chosen to follow
him, and insisted on trusting him. Rabbit was unmoved and
not yet satisfied with what he'd already done to Tiger.

They reached a high mountaintop and rested after
some time. Rabbit built a fire and asked Tiger to sit by it, near
the cliff edge. As the blaze became larger, Rabbit pushed the
fire nearer Tiger, and said, "Uncle Tiger, please move further,
otherwise the fire will burn you." Tiger did so without hesitating
for he was now completely under Rabbit's control.

Rabbit, whose vengeful heart burned like a blazing
fire, said next, "Uncle Tiger, move back more, otherwise the
fire will burn you."

Tiger moved back and tumbled down the cliff.
Fortunately, he gripped a tree in his powerful jaws and did not
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fall all the way to the bottom. Instead, he hung swinging back
and forth from the tree.

Rabbit then shouted, "Uncle Tiger, if you're the son of
a good father, say 'ah', but if you're the son of a bad father,
just say ‘'om'"." This shout echoed throughout the canyon.

Stupid Tiger said, "Ah," opening his mouth and losing
his grip on the tree. He crashed to the ground and died. Rabbit
then darted to his friends to announce the greatest news they
would ever hear. The rabbits celebrated Tiger's death, while

Tiger suffered in Hell for what he had done during his lifetime.

Lying beside Grandmother, I heaved a sympathetic sigh
for the stupid tiger. Grandmother said, "Kondro, don't do bad
things in your life, or retribution will be the consequence. You
can never avoid it. If it doesn't happen to you in this life, then it
surely will happen to you in your next life."

Caves where village children play.
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PRAYING FOR RAIN

arming villages depend on rain to water the crops that
F support their arduous life. Our village is no exception. We

yearn for rainfall after the fields are plowed in the hope of
having bountiful harvests. Villagers stopped collecting
medicinal herbs for nearly three years for religious reasons,
relinquishing the extra cash income the herbs brought because
they believed that digging for the herbs irritated the mountain
deities, who then withheld rain. Poor harvests mean we have
nothing. Even if we do not earn money from the grain that we
grow, it meets our basic food needs and praying for rain is the
first thing we do when drought strikes.

Deer also eat the crops, causing poor harvests, but we
dare not kill them because we believe they belong to Danghi
Mountain Deity, who sends hail, destroying our crops if he is
angered by those who kill or disturb his sacred animals.
Moreover, local people will fall ill and their livestock will die.
This is why we protect deer no matter how badly they damage
our crops. We built fences around the fields, instead of throwing
stones and clods at the deer, but this was not very successful.

All the women went to a sacred stream to pray to the
water deity. Only women went. It was shameful if a man went.
This is because locals believe that water goddesses from
different sacred streams married, and then went to their
husband's home. Each water goddess has her own area of water,
which she protects from drying up. Each of the goddesses
misses her husband, who rarely visits his wife. This exasperates
the goddesses so much that they feel wronged and begin to act
rashly. Despite their infinite anger, the goddesses pretend to be
happy and do not shed tears of longing for their husbands,
which is why drought comes and why women visit the sacred
streams and lakes. Only women know the words that can arouse
the goddess sexually. They bring sexual pleasure to the goddess
by giving her the feeling that she is with her beloved one. The
water goddess sheds tears and it rains if the women are
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eloquent. But a goddess is difficult to move and, even if she is
touched, she may not weep. This method does not work for
long, however, because the water goddess soon misses her
husband and stops shedding tears.

There was a time when the weather was uncommonly
hot and dry, causing much pain and distress. If we wasted even
a pinch of tsampa during this time, elders scolded, "Eat dust
instead of #sampa if you need more to waste." Villagers
performed many religious activities beseeching the deities to
send rain.

Villagers gathered during this hot, dry time and decided
to ask a venerable lama to tell us how to please the water deities
in order to bring rain. Our village leader, in accordance with the
lama's instructions, announced that everyone must be at home
and ready to participate on the designated day. He even went to
our primary school and asked the teachers to give permission to
students from our village to be absent from that day's classes.
All the young villagers were asked to go to the local monastery
to borrow the Kanjur and the Tamjur. Locals believe that
anyone who opens and reads these two scriptures will become
insane. We carried them from the monastery to our village on
our shoulders.

All the villagers assembled and circumambulated the
village, carrying the Kanjur and Tanjur, chanting mani loudly
in unison. Gray-bearded elders also came, supported by their
canes. This encouraged us to chant even louder. A blanket of
sooty clouds gathered in the center of the sky late that afternoon
and it rained so heavily that we did not have time to return to
our homes before we were soaking wet. This was followed by
rain every two or three days, which meant that the crops had
adequate water and flourished.
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HARVEST

weeding, and harvesting. While most of these processes

remain much the same today as in the past, harvesting has
greatly changed since about the year 2000. At that time, our
fields were one to two kilometers from our village and villagers
took food with them to eat in the fields, rather than return home
for lunch. People from other villages helped each family
harvest, and we helped them when they harvested. Before
harvest day, women stayed home and baked bread, and prepared
tsampa, cheese, and butter. They also prepared ropes, saddles,
and scythes. Men and boys went to the summer pasture to get
the horses, mules, and steers, which were needed for harvesting
and for carrying the barley. It was difficult to catch them, since
they had been free all summer and were vigorous and energetic.
The horses were particularly hard to catch. The villagers roped
the animals one by one, working together to collect them and tie
lead ropes to the steers' nose rings.

Families went to the fields on harvest morning before
dawn. Some families reaped at night if the moon was bright
enough to see the field boundaries clearly, though there were
many cut fingers from the sharp scythes when harvesting at
night. There was a shared sense of urgency. The humorous
saying 'If straw gets in your eye during harvest, how relaxed
you are to ask someone to remove it' means people are so busy
that they have no time to care about this most essential part of
their body. Neither did they have time to chat with friends.
Children were also busy, loading barley on the animals to carry
it home.

Our village has larger fields than other villages and we
needed at least three days to harvest. We divided the fields into
lower, middle, and upper sections. The upper part was near the
village, making harvest easier. The villagers assembled and
discussed exactly when to begin harvest. Villagers were
forbidden to harvest beforehand. If they did so, they were fined

I \arming entails plowing, fertilizing, seeding, irrigating,
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ten kilos of barley that was then used to buy things for a
celebratory picnic for the whole village after harvest. There
were no rules about when to finish the harvest. Other villages
did not discuss when to collectively harvest because their fields
were near their homes, and they carried the harvest home on
their backs.

The lower and middle fields were challenging. Other
villages used carts to haul the barley home, but the rugged,
steep path to our village meant that only four or five trips using
animals could be made per day. Both animals and men were
exhausted after only one trip.

Harvest is in late June, the hottest time of year. People
labored without drinking water, because the only water sources
are muddy pools that are too dirty to drink from. Our lips dried
and cracked from the hot weather. Other villages have clean
rivers by their fields and can drink from and swim in these
rivers when they feel hot.

Everyone reaped as much barley as possible while
chanting "Jow yo ho li jow ha"*' in unison to encourage
themselves. Elders made a fire at home, boiled tea, and brought
the tea to the fields for family members. People searched for
shady places to sit. The bread that had been made the day before
was dry and hard to swallow.

Reaping resumed after lunch and continued until it was
so dark you could not see. At night, a person from each family
guarded the barley that had not been taken home.

Harvest is much easier today. The lower and middle
fields were planted with trees in 2002 because Chinese Premier
Zhu Rongji** thought it would be easier for the farmers to plant
trees rather than cultivate land. Farmers received rice and wheat
flour once they converted their fields to trees. Some villages
planted grass, but our village planted pine trees. Grass seed and
tree seedlings were provided by the Central Government.

*! Utterances with unidentifiable lexical meaning.

* Zhu Rongji (b. 1928) was a prominent Chinese politician who
served as Shanghai's mayor and Communist Pary Chief from
1987 to 1991, before becoming China's Vice-Premier and then
the fifth Premier (1998-2003).
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Currently, we have only the upper fields to reap. We also now
have tractors to haul barley to the threshing-ground.

A villager carries beans home.
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GOOD FRIENDS?

ife was difficult. Being good was troublesome.
Sometimes you had no idea how to satisfy yourself and

others. I was haunted because of my aptitude for study.
My progress in school was very sudden; from being a stupid
student who did not know how to write a proper 8, I became a
thorn in the flesh of jealous and envious students, which they
were eager to pluck out. As my study improved, the fewer
friends I had at school. After my best friend, Dorji Tsering,
dropped out, I had no real friends in school. Maybe it was my
problem that other students made friends with each other, but
not me. [ was sure I had not wronged anyone. I felt victimized.

Our Chinese teacher once asked us to memorize a lesson
before we went home. There was no one to wait for me, for my
brother had already graduated. Even my village-mates were
jealous and seldom wanted to accompany me, much less wait
for me. School was over and my classmates and I were reading
the lesson loudly in the classroom. I could not memorize it
because it was so noisy, and I asked in my poor Chinese (I
could read and write Chinese well, but I had problems with
speaking), "Teacher, may I go outside to memorize? It's so
noisy in here that I can't concentrate."

She consented, so I went outside, sat under a poplar tree,
and tried to focus on the book. After a bit, most of my
classmates came out, too. I had no option but to tear a page
from my notebook, tear it into two pieces, roll them it into small
balls, and put them in my ears.

When the sun was nearly waving farewell, I felt a
shudder in my heart. If the curtain of darkness was pulled over
the blue sky, how could I return home? Such thoughts pushed
me to memorize more quickly. Unfortunately, two of my so-
called friends came to tell me they had decided not to do the
assignment. They said they were afraid if [ memorized the text,
then the teacher would not let them go home until they had, but
if no student learned it by heart, then the teacher would surely
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let us all leave.

"Friend Kondro, please don't try hard. Let's torture our
teacher. If we say we don't know, then what can she do?
Nothing. Right? Come on, don't kill yourself all the time doing
whatever the teachers ask," one said.

"If I don't memorize and recite it, I can't go home early
and then it will be dark. I'm afraid to walk alone in the dark," I
said, thinking about the ghosts in our village.

"It doesn't matter. She won't keep us that late. Please,
trust us," said another, rolling his book in his hands.

"It's not a matter of trust. Please, friends, leave me
alone. Let's all try to memorize the lesson," I said politely. They
silently walked to our classroom.

Our teacher came to me and asked in concern, "Kondro
Tsering, can you recite it now?" I was unsure, for if I was
nervous, I would surely forget what I'd learned.

I said shyly, "Teacher, I'll try," gave her the book, began
reciting, and recited it perfectly without missing a single word.

"Excellent! Keep studying hard. You're making fine
progress in your studies these days," said the teacher, holding
her thumb up in praise.

"Kondro Tsering recited the passage and can now return
home. Does anyone else want to try?" she asked the murmuring
students around her. Their heads were down, hinting they were
not ready. "Then continue," the teacher said.

The students spitefully glared at me. I went to my two
'friends' and said, "Goodbye, friends. Good luck! See you
tomorrow." They were unhappy and did not even glance at me.
I then headed home along that steep path. I met Father coming
to pick me up when I was nearly halfway home, which cheered
my scared heart instantly.

"Oh my dear son, were you afraid? I came to meet you
because 1 was worried about you," said Father, putting my
schoolbag on his back.

"Father, I was the first student who recited the lesson," I
said proudly.

"Good! I'm happy you won't disappoint me," said
Father. "What did your teacher say?"

"She praised me and said I'm making progress in my
studies," I said, holding his hand to let him pull me so I could
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walk more easily.

"Well done! Listen to the teachers for they are your
second and better parents. Study hard, then you'll get a chance
to attend college, " Father said.

"Father, why can't Brother continue in school?" I asked.

"Because he doesn't study as well as you," Father
answered.

"There are many students who don't study well, but they
still attend school. We all know Brother's good at arithmetic," I
said.

"That's right, but he is also needed at home to work with
Gaga. In a family, if there is only one to earn money, it's too
hard. Your brothers stay at home and work together to care for
the family," Father said.

"Then how about my sister-in-law?" I asked curiously.

"Just as in other families, she is the wife of both your
brothers. She should stay at home and do housework while your
brothers leave and earn income for our family to live, and to pay
your school tuition," Father said.

"Oh, I see. Why can't Brother get another wife for
himself?" I asked.

"It's fine to share the same wife according to our custom.
However, you can have your own wife in the future," Father
said.

I giggled shyly.

"But you must remember to help your brothers after you
get a job," Father said. "They are supporting you now, and you
are their future support," Father said.

"Sure," I said, half running and walking behind Father.

My two friends would not talk to me at school the next
morning and I was told they had vowed never to talk to me
again. | had lost two 'friends' without doing anything wrong. I
concluded the loss of two such 'friends' was not such a bad
thing.
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TELEVISION ENTERS MY LIFE

I : ing Gesar stories lost their luster. I no longer asked
Grandmother to tell them and I did not pay attention
when she did. There was a popular saying, "If you are

bored and have nothing to do, read King Gesar stories to kill

your boredom." The heroic saga was no longer impressive, and

Uncle Denba was no longer an admirable, smart trickster.

Television had replaced them. Past treasures were rendered

present rubbish.

A rich man from another village brought his VCR to
show us films in order to earn money and grain. There was no
electricity, so he brought an electricity generator with him. We
needed to pay a big bowl of grain or one yuan to watch one
movie. We were then permanently addicted.

Children escaped from home to watch films every night
without paying. These films were always in Chinese and usually
were martial arts films made in Hong Kong. We wrote our
names on a list that the owner used the next day to collect the
fees from our home. In this way, our family could not refuse to
pay. Sometimes, Father came and dragged me home in the
middle of a film, which was very painful.

After a local power plant was built, a number of families
bought televisions and stopped telling King Gesar stories for
recreation. Villagers are curious about new things and they were
very interested in television. They had only heard about it
before, and no one realized its arrival was causing big changes.
The women collected firewood early in the morning in groups.
They seldom talked to each other before television came
because they chanted mani and did not want to be disturbed.
But, after TV came to our village, they discussed the film they
had watched the previous night, or the TV series about the
Monkey King (Journey to the West). Every woman wanted to
share her thoughts about what she had seen.

My sister-in-law noticed and commented one day,
"We've changed. Now it's a shame among the women if you
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have nothing to say about a movie or TV series."

"Monkey-head is so clever, but that stupid Lama Tang
chanted magic words to tighten his head ring, which caused him
pain whenever he exorcized a ghost..."

"Pig is so funny. He is so crude ..."

"Yes, that monk is the most honest-looking one. And in
the movie they said if they ate his flesh then they would keep
their youth forever..."

They spent their former chanting mornings in a new, but
enjoyable way. No longer did we see them chanting while
fingering their prayer beads. The elders also talked about
television and believed every deed and action they saw in that
magic box was real. Before TV arrived, they talked about their
past deeds with a certain reverence, and with a sense that the
past was best. Later, they seldom gathered and, when they did,
their conversations were full of what they saw on television.
Their lives seemed suddenly full of joyful laughter.

"Our King Gesar is absolutely nothing at all in
compared to those Chinese actors. He didn't know martial arts
and didn't have a gun," one old man said, putting his mani-
wheel beside him.

"My grandson told me the name of an actor, Cheng
Long (Jacky Chan).”> He's so great. We have wasted our lives.
Watching TV is much more fun than telling boring old stories,"
said another.

"Isn't that monkey-headed man amazing? He can fly and
can see ghosts with his golden eyes," chimed in another old
man.

I said to Father, "Why do they say such things about
King Gesar? Grandmother told me he could also fly and
exorcize evils. He doesn't need a gun because he has his own
bow and arrows. They don't know what a film is trying to teach
us, but they say it's better than King Gesar. Don't you think it's
ridiculous?" Though I watched martial arts films and was
entertained by seeing people killing and hurting each other, I
was upset by what they said about King Gesar, because he had

> Jackie Chan (Chen Gangsheng; b. 7 April 1954) was born in
Hong Kong, is a martial artist, and is active in the film industry.
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been my favorite.

"Son, we don't know why they criticize King Gesar. It
doesn't matter to us, right?" said Father, turning on our
television to watch his favorite TV series, 'Journey to the West'.

The way the actors and the actresses dressed made me
question my warm Tibetan boots. I, too, now thought they
looked strange and was embarrassed to wear them. Every time
Father told me to put them on, I thought of any possible excuse
to refuse. I was no longer afraid of cold and did not mind
stamping my feet to warm them. Wearing Tibetan boots was
now shameful. From that time onwards, I said goodbye to my
special Tibetan boots, which were seldom seen, except during
marriages when the bridegroom customarily wore them.
Changes were happening every second, and I was not the boy I
had been before.

Television strongly influenced me. When I sat with
Grandmother in the sunshine, I told her about a film rather than
having her tell me stories as before. "Kondro, why watch films
all the time? From films you can't get food or clothes. The only
thing you can see is people killing and hurting one another,"
Grandmother said, murmuring mani. She prayed under her
breath, "Three Jewels! May all sentient beings have a wonderful
life, may all be reborn and have a happy next life."

I then had no choice but to force myself to listen to
another 'boring' story from Grandmother instead of going to
watch an interesting TV show.

We children no longer played house and family games
in the forest. We acted out what we saw in movies. We
pretended to know martial arts. Nosebleeds and external injuries
were hard to avoid when playing such games. Intimacy between
villagers decreased, for they watched TV whenever they had
free time rather than coming out of their homes to chat with
others as they used to.

Especially during the Tibetan New Year, nobody left
their homes to chat with others. We all stayed at home and
watched TV. We children used to come out to play together, but
the year that television and VCD players prevailed, no children
played outside. Poor families borrowed money from rich ones
to buy televisions, because their children pleaded for one.
Almost every family had a television, bringing powerful
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changes that we were as yet unaware of.

Local berry.
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GHOST STORIES

I ocal people have seen ghosts and have been chased by
them. These ghosts, however, are different from the
ghosts in 'Journey to the West'.

Captured by Ghosts
Dugar described how ghosts had captured her. Afterwards, we
were so scared that we dared not go outside even during the
daytime. It happened when the sun had nearly hidden itself
behind West Mountain, just as we were driving our cattle back
home. The sunshine is not bright then. Local people call dusk
'the time of sunshine for ghosts' ghosts appear at this time.

All the cattle came home except one belonging to
Dugar, who went searching for it in the forest above our
village. She looked everywhere, but could not find it. To her
surprise, she heard someone calling her name from deep in
the forest. She walked toward the sound and the further she
went, the more distant the sound became. She was about to
turn back when she heard someone invisible talking nearby.

By the Three Jewels! She realized it was a ghost,
which was a hair-raising truth, but it was too late. Invisible
ghosts gripped her shoulders tightly and began leading her
away. The ghosts said while putting dust in her mouth, "This is
tsampa, eat it. We must take good care of her or her family will
be angry with us when we take her back." It seemed they were
kind. Then they gave her tree bark and said, "This is bread.
Eatit. You won't be hungry."

Dugar understood what the ghosts were saying, but
could not reply. Many ghosts were walking with her. They
chatted, were full of laughter, and walked so fast that she
could barely keep up. They pulled her roughly when she
lagged behind.

When it was entirely dark and Dugar had not returned
home, her worried husband called some villagers to help
search for her. Elders guessed ghosts had captured her, and
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suggested shouting her name as loudly as possible in the
forest to frighten the ghosts away. Elders stayed at home,
chanted mani, and prayed to the Lord Buddha to release her
from the ghosts as young people went to the forest and called
her name. This scared the ghosts, who said to each other,
"People are here for her. Let's leave her, or we'll be in trouble."

Dugar regained consciousness, responded to the
villagers' calls after the ghosts released her, reported
everything that had happened, and then fainted as soon as
she saw light when she returned to her home.

Villagers put thangka on her head and burned a small
piece of cloth from a venerable lama's clothing to awaken her.
She could not speak when she regained consciousness; she
could not even open her mouth very wide. Elders say that if
ghosts catch you for one or two days, then you lose your
ability to talk for life. In time, however, Dugar got better and
finally became her old self.

She was very lucky. In another village, a woman
caught by ghosts died two days after they released her.

Grandmother told me that if ghosts caught you, you
could go anywhere - even walk through walls — and that the
ghosts pulled you roughly behind them.

I heard many different stories about ghosts in my home
area. One of my cousins told me this story that is related to a
poplar tree that was planted by a man who died some years ago
along the road to our village. When we reach the tree, we
usually rest there.

Pulled by a Ghost

It was late and very dark when | started home from a day of
shopping in the main township town. | walked fast, hoping to
reach home quickly so as not to worry my parents.

| heard a bird flapping away from the tree. | felt sorry
for the bird because it is bad karma to frighten a bird at night. |
murmured the six-syllable mantra under my breath and stood
ready to continue my journey home. Suddenly, | saw the man
who had planted the tree. Every single hair on my body stood
up. | was about to run, but someone grabbed my shoulders. |
was terrified and couldn't move. No one was there when |
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looked over my shoulder. | tried to shout but | couldn’t make a
sound. My legs were as heavy as if stones were weighing
them down.

| made sure my back was well covered? but | still had
the feeling | was being pulled backwards. | struggled with all
my might to walk forward. The ghost following me whispered
to me but | couldn’t understand. | heard the crying of women
and children who seemed to be walking beside me, yet |
couldn't see them. | was too afraid to chant scriptures or
murmur mani to frighten them away. The ghost whistled as he
tossed pebbles and dust at me. When | saw our village, a dog
barked and he stopped following me. Then | felt better and it
seemed that no one was pulling me back anymore.

Vanquishing Ghosts

The story about the poplar tree ghosts made us feel afraid
when we passed it on our way to and from school. Elders also
worried and asked our lama to exorcize the ghost so we could
live in peace. The lama knew everyone who had died in our
village and made a list of those he thought had not yet been
reborn as sentient beings. It was a matter of great joy for us
that Mother's name was not on the list. The lama and the
monks who came with him chanted scriptures for nearly four
days in preparation for the battle against the evil beings. The
lama gathered all the villagers together in @ house where he
chanted scripture on the fifth night. No matter your age, you
were expected to come, even babies. Villagers were to leave
their doors unlocked or open.

The lama chose seven people who were born in the
most ferocious animal years, such as the Year of the Dragon
and the Year of the Tiger. They were told to run with a monk
who held a big leather bag and had iron chains tied loosely
around him. The lama told them in which direction to run.
Those seven also carried various implements. Father held two
short wooden sticks in one hand, and a half-burned piece of
firewood in the other. Wherever he ran and whatever his two

** A ghost's back is hollow, which is why you must cover your
own back when you are being chased by a ghost, for the ghost
will try to take your back to fill his emptiness.
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sticks touched, he should draw a mark on what the sticks
touched. Another man held a large hammer and a sword to
frighten the ghosts. It was difficult for them because they had
to do a lot of running.

The lama chanted inside the house with an angry
expression. He told them to run everywhere the ghosts were
hiding. Once again, without anyone telling the lama, he told
them which family's house to run to. For example, he said
what kind of dog that family had, the number and color of their
livestock, and so on. He was always right. Other villagers
stayed in the house and whistled as loudly as their skill
allowed, luring the ghosts into that house, creating a ghost
hall.

The ghosts were captured in the big leather bag.
When the runners returned to the lama, they opened the bag
for the lama to inspect, but we were blind to whatever he saw.
Inside the bag were pieces of wood with black lines drawn on
them. The lama chanted over those pieces every time the men
ran out and came back. They ran back and forth like this for
quite some time.

Many women shouted frantically, pulled their hair,
became hysterical, and were so strong that young villagers
could not hold them down. When they were pulled to the lama,
he hit their back once with his fist, and then they calmed down.
How incredible he was! At last, the lama said, "Well done! All
the devils have been captured." Only then could he and the
runners rest. Then we all returned to our homes, which were
disordered from people running around inside.

The lama said he could bury the captured ghosts in a
hole, but that this was not ideal, because after many years
passed, we would hear the ghosts moan. Therefore, he
burned the pieces of wood from inside the bag. Afterward, no
one saw a ghost. There was not even a single rumor about a
ghost. We were grateful to the lama for helping us. We
students then went to and from school without fear.
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ENTERING MIDDLE SCHOOL

graduated from primary school, where I had learned very
Ilittle. When we took the entrance examination for junior

middle school, we could not write a proper composition in
Tibetan because we had only just begun to learn Tibetan in
Grade Four. Our Tibetan teacher wrote compositions for us on
our exam paper while the exam monitor was out. Thanks to the
Three Jewels, I passed and entered junior middle school, which
was so far away that I could only return home on the weekends.
The dormitory was better than that in primary school. The roof
did not leak when it rained or snow melted. I was very
homesick, but we could not go home until Saturday. It was my
first time to sleep alone.

We brought our own food and our parents brought us
firewood for cooking because the school had no dining hall. The
school was very small with only grades one, two, and three.

The new students were the youngest and we dared not
raise our heads in fear of being beaten. Five of us had been
classmates in primary school and we stayed together in the
same dormitory room, which made it easy for our families to
bring firewood once a month, as our villages were not far apart.
Our parents worried about us and sent us good food. The older
students were lazy bullies. They did not make a fire to boil tea
for making tsampa; instead, they came to our room to drink our
tea and make tsampa every morning. We sometimes did not
have enough tea to make tsampa for ourselves. We dared not
complain for we knew they would beat us. We even lacked the
courage to laugh loudly in our room, much less refuse them tea.
Much unhappiness was buried in our minds.

Once, before we knew better, we talked to each other in
great joy, and our room brimmed with laughter. Suddenly, an
older student stormed into our room, pointed at each of us in
turn, and shouted, "Shut up you brats! Don't make me angry or
you won't have a good time here. Understand? Don't make such
noises again. Hear me?" He was also the one who always asked
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us for tea. We quickly nodded our heads in unison and were
much quieter afterwards.

The older students took firewood from our room, which
made us angry, but we bit our tongues and said nothing. We did
not tell report this to our parents or teachers because the older
students they would throw us into a nearby river if we did.

We cooked rice with fried potatoes for supper and
sometimes for lunch. While we were eating, many students
knocked on our door. Older students came to our room to eat, as
if they were our roommates. We cooked what we brought from
home, but we were unable to eat our fill. We complained among
ourselves about how bad those students were after they were
full and left, but said nothing in their presence.

I often thought of my family when I got into bed at
night. A week seemed as long as a whole year. I did not want to
return to school when I was home on the weekend, which made
Grandmother cry. She was the first in my family to buoy my
spirits when I was reluctant to go to school, and gave me money
to coax me to continue to attend school whenever I was
reluctant to leave home. She respected my choice and
encouraged me to study hard ever since I had refused to become
a monk.

All the textbooks were in Tibetan in our middle school,
except for the Chinese language and politics textbooks, which
made it difficult for us to keep up with students who had
already studied Tibetan.

There were about sixty students in our school of whom
only ten were girls. At the beginning, there were three girls in
our class, but after one semester their parents forced them to
marry or earn money for their family by digging medicinal
herbs or working at construction sites. Girls seemed born to
benefit their families and then to marry the husbands their
parents selected for them. There were no girls in my class when
I graduated.

We spent all our money during the week and had to
walk home on the weekends. We hid from the taxis because we
were ashamed that we had no money to pay. When we heard an
engine, we ran and hid behind big trees by the road.

Tjobajo went to play in a river near our school and
drowned during my time in junior middle school. This was a
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tragic blow that devastated me. I thought life was not worth
living. On the way to school, lying on the grass beside the road
and staring into the sky alone, my eyes were full of tears that
blurred the beautiful green summer scenery. I missed Brother
terribly. My cheeks stuck to the pillow from my tears every
night. Crying alone in my gloomy bedroom, where once my
brother and I had slept together merrily and told each other our
favorite stories, became routine. My quilt was my only
companion. I considered suicide but the sight of Father's body
gaunt with grief convinced me otherwise. I did not want to
bring him more sadness. I could not be so selfish, for it would
only make matters worse. I did my utmost to accomplish what
those who loved me wished for me. I pretended not to be sad
when [ was with Father. I was no longer a weepy boy for I had
started to think about other people. Mother and Brother's deaths
helped me appreciate the importance of my own life. I
continued school as Mother had wanted.

A prayer wheel in the author's home that is often turned by the
author's father.
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LACKING WATER

‘ x ’ ater was a big problem for our village, especially in

winter. It was a reason others made fun of us, saying

we lacked enough water to drink and to wash our

faces. No one helped solve this problem until 2005, when the

local government built a water system that led water to our

village from a high mountain near our summer pasture.

Villagers dug the ditch for the water pipe and contributed other
labor.

Our village has two distant water pools. Fetching water,
as | mentioned earlier, is culturally defined as the work of
women, who carried water in big wood buckets on their backs
before the water project. It is shameful for men to fetch water.
Only if their wives were not home, ill, or deceased did men
fetch water. If a man's wife was at home and he fetched water,
villagers gossiped that he was dominated by his wife and thus
he was seriously humiliated.

The pool nearest our village is special. If clothes are
washed there or if dirty water is poured in it, the water source
diminishes and may even dry up because the water deity is
angry. A monk must then be invited to chant and offer song for
one or two days to apologize to and appease the water deity
before the water will again flow into the pool.

Our pools freeze easily and are then covered with thick
ice, making it impossible to get water unless we cut through the
ice with clean or new axes. Before the new water system was
built, we never used water carelessly or we would not have had
enough to drink.

Our livestock suffered in winter. Their frozen dung was
like cement and they became so thin that we could count their
ribs. Some died, which was a considerable loss for us. We are
not nomads and have only a few head of livestock. Each family
has one or two yak-cow hybrids to milk. If they do not drink for
more than one day, they get sick and we would have to pierce a
vein in their tongues with a needle to make it bleed to save
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them. If we were too late, the blood dried in their veins and
killed them.

The children looked awful in winter when there was not
enough water for them to wash their faces. Their dried wounds
and chapped lips were especially pitiful. Their hands were as
black as sticks of half-burned firewood. Snot-stained clothes
were as hard as if glue has been poured over them. When they
ran, their clothes make a special sound, as though pieces of
metal were sewn to them, rubbing and clanging together. Their
clothes became black, regardless of their original color, and
were stained with every kind of dirt. They were so used to
wearing such clothing in winter that they were shy when
wearing new clothes in front of others during the New Year
period.

A former village water source.
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A NOCTURNAL VISIT

‘ ’ isiting girls at night was common in the past, especially

in winter. If you were easily awakened then you could

not fall asleep because of the nocturnal whispering

around the village. Boys from one village went to other villages

to 'hunt'; likewise others came to your village. The following is

a story one of my friends told me about a nocturnal visit. When

we planned a nocturnal visit, we said "Shall we be owls

tonight?" and for this reason, I will call my friend's friend, 'OwlI'.

Boys deliberately chose small, weak families to visit.

They dared not make a nocturnal visit to girls from rich, strong

families. A nocturnal visit is thus, in many ways, a bullying
action.

It was a windy, freezing winter night. My friend and | didn't
even notice people approaching us until we bumped into them.
The stars seemed ashamed to show their shining faces, hiding
behind a thin, gray, wintry mist, flickering every now and again
to declare their eternal presence.

If I looked into the sky, an icy wind blew in my face,
like a sharp-bladed knife cutting my cheeks. We couldn't even
light a cigarette because the wind extinguished our matches,
seemingly just to frustrate us.

"If | am truly one of your best friends, please go with
me to visit my beloved tonight," stuttered my friend, Owl,
laughing stupidly.

"No. It's because..." | started.

Owl interrupted, "No more protests. Are you coming
with me?"

"OK!' OK!" | said grudgingly, feeling | had no
alternative.

| could not close my mouth tightly because of the cold.
| felt my lips swell as we walked silently. My misgivings
increased as | pondered what would happen if the girl’s family
discovered us.
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The targeted girl was living with her elderly and not
very capable mother. Her other family members had all died,
but | did not know how or why.

"Friend, did you tell the girl you would come tonight?" |
asked anxiously.

"No, coward, relax! She loves me. There was no need
to tell her in advance," said Owl in an intoxicated tone.

| warmed up as we walked faster. Everything was so
dark that it was difficult to see trees until you got near them.
The wind whistled in our ears and more stars were visible.

| had no idea in what direction we were headed.
Though Owl was drunk, he knew exactly where to go and we
at last reached our destination. "Here we are! Stay here. I'll be
back soon," said Owl.

He was an expert in climbing house walls and climbed
the compound's earth wall as if he had not taken even a sip of
liquor. This wall had steps and he was over the wall in a flash,
leaving me behind. | shrank by the wall, shaking from the bitter
cold, trying to shield myself from the wind. | glanced into the
sky to see what time it was, but the fickle stars had vanished.
The mist seemed thicker. Suddenly | heard screams from the
house and a few seconds later, Owl jumped over the wall out
of breath.

"Let's run. | hurt her!" said Owl in tone suggesting
urgency.

| raced after Owl without asking why.

Owl told me later that he when he was about to open
the girl’s bedroom door, her mother suddenly appeared. He
was so nervous that he had punched her with his fist and fled.
As the rumor spread, the girl went to the village leader and told
everything about that night, which so angered the leader that
he went to the local police station and accused Owl of beating
the girl's mother. Policemen came and arrested Owl the next
morning. Owl was subsequently jailed for a week, released,
and then he left home. He told no one where he was going.
Nobody knows if Owl is alive or dead.

Afterwards, nocturnal visits became less common.
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MAKING FATHER HAPPY

ime passed and I went to Zorgay County Town to take
the senior middle school entrance examination. It was

my first time to a small city to see many people and cars.
My friends said it was not big at all, but it was the biggest place
I had ever seen. I looked around with an amazed expression,
which made others stare at me. I was sure they thought I was
stupid. The four story buildings were higher than anything I had
ever seen. I wondered, "How can people live here? Won't they
faint?"

I scored the highest in all of Ngawa Prefecture that year.
This gained fame and honor for our local junior middle school
and saved it, because the government had planned to close it.
Father was also happy for the first time in a long time. I had
yearned to see Father smile after Brother's death. By the
blessings of the Three Jewels, when I received the
announcement of my scores, Father was delighted and asked all
our relatives to congratulate me on my excellent results. To
keep making Father happy, I did not waste time in school. I
studied harder than before to please everyone who cared about
me, and for a better future.

I passed another examination that gave me a chance to
learn English in Xining City, which made Father even happier.
Only then did he give me a warm hug. That was the first
embrace I got from Father after I turned fifteen. I will never
forget Father's warm hug. It was so real and full of a father's
concern for his son, a hug I had yearned for, the hug I had tried
my best to gain, the hug Father kept only to give in such
situations. I will remember it forever as a ray of shining light to
brighten my path toward success and to encourage me not to
disappoint him and myself.

I resolved to liberate myself from painful memories. If I
truly care about those who love me, I decided, then all I needed
to do was harder to reciprocate their love and infinite support.
To study with native English speakers was a golden opportunity.
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I, a young man who grew up in a remote village, have been able
to learn more and be exposed to more than the Tibetan sub-
culture of my own home area. English widens my world-view
and I am resolved to never be conquered by hardships and
difficulties.

B i 'ﬁ!

Morning from the village.
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NON-ENGLISH TERMS

Adza S|
Akhe &g
Ama &

Amdo w&“ﬂ

Bonguh Labtsi 2538 a3
Bon X5 3|

Butsu 35|

Chen Gangsheng [itE
Cheng Long J{& ¥

Daku gfﬁ‘

Danghi %f\'i"

Dorji Tsering fﬁ%?r\‘
Dradrig ﬁ{]'ﬂiﬁﬂ

Dugar q38357x|

Gaga 375
Gansu Hl
Gesar n\wx‘

Gling ﬁ:‘
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holong Z~3|
Hor 3=
huanying Xl
Humdor 5335

Jokhang Kfa<|

Kanjur 27@agx
khadag RR%A|

Kondro Tsering squaﬁ]"%":\;z;"

lab rtse rw:r%‘
Lhacar &'
Lhasa ¢
Lorgay 59
lungta at]
Losar &

Lu Xun &ift
Milarepa ﬁw%&rm‘

Ngawa Z3
O
oM ma Ni pad+me hU~M cﬁa‘%‘q\é
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Potala ﬁ"«')'m‘
Renzen Tsering Eﬂ'ng'%"iz"

Shakyamuni ﬂ@%%‘
Shes rab E‘NKQW

song RNK|

Tanjur 235 '*Y=|

Tashi Dondrub mﬁ]'ﬁmﬁq'qglm‘
Tewu S|

thangka 2=7

Tjobajo uﬁﬁ’qaqm

isampa FNA|

tsato &9

Tsunre %’R’g

Uncle Denba W'@’gﬂq'm‘
Wodzer ?iﬁ'%:‘

Wu Cheng'en 57k &

Wumba gar3|

xueqianban “FHij Yt
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za [3Q
zaro qaaﬁ

Zorgay N‘{ﬁ'ﬁﬁ ‘

Children enjoy a local fruit.
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Rekommendationer

Min tibetanska barndom i Zorgay

ondro Tserings enkla, livfulla och rika stil relaterar
B berdttelsen om forfattarens barndom pa ett friskt,

gripande och naivt sitt samtidigt som den triffande
beskriver det dagliga livet i en vanlig tibetansk by. Forhédllandet
mellan de dldre och barnen, ldrare och elever, minniskor och
djur, mén och kvinnor, buddhism och folkliga religitsa
forestéllningar, kultur, gamla traditioner och i &nnu hogre grad
nya traditioner, det andliga och det materiella och dessas
inneboende motséttningar presenteras é&rligt i en rad korta
kapitel som omfattar olika &mnen som skord, utbildning, dod,
traditionella  folkliga berédttelser och trosforestdllningar,
paverkan av TV, allt i den speciella miljon i en avldgsen
tibetansk by. Sammanfattningsvis & Kondro Tserings
ansprakslosa livsberéttelse Min tibetanska barndom i Zorgay en
vélskriven och informativ bok som rekommenderas till alla som
intresserar sig for dagens tibetanska liv i det storre Kina."
Frangoise Robin, Institut National des Langues et Civilisations
Orientales, Paris.

"Kondro Tserings bok é&r brutalt drlig. Det &r en beréttelse
skriven i fOrsta person, som handlar om hur det &r att vdxa upp i
en lantbrukarfamilj i norddstra Tibet. Denna inifrdnbeskrivning
krossar myterna om dagligt tibetanskt liv samtidigt som
berédttarens kénsla for familj, skoj och mest av allt, historier, ger

en ldrorik och spénnande ldsupplevelse." Keith Dede, Lewis &
Clark.

"Kondro Tserings livsberittelse ingér i en modern, tibetansk,
engelsksprékig litteraturtradition som nyligen har utvecklats i
Xining. Det édr en synnerligen hjirtevirmande och insiktsfull
beskrivning av hans unga men dndd héndelserika liv. Kondro
Tserings Dberdttelse om sin barndom 1 den tibetanska
jordbrukarbyn i Ngawa-ldnet demonstrerar de sprakfardigheter
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han skaffat sig genom att gd Xining English Language Training
Program (ETP). Programmet frambringar en rad patagligt
talangfulla unga, kreativa forfattare och studenter och Kondro
Tsering dr en av de nya stjdrnorna. Frin tidiga erfarenheter av
nakenhet i barndomen och komiska inslag i folksagor om
bergsgudomar fors ldsaren genom upplevelserna i kinesiska
skolor. Kondro Tserings bok bidrar till en véxande samling
engelsksprékig litteratur skriven av tibetaner som ger ldsaren en
tidigare okénd glimt av dagsndra humor och kénslor infor den
moderna livsstilen i PRC." Charlene Makley, Reed College.

"Forfattaren beskriver sina erfarenheter av uppvixten i ett
samhille i1 Ostra Tibet utifran ett litet barns och en tonarings
perspektiv. Boken presenterar dmnet i en serie livfulla, utsokt
formade anekdoter som préglas av ingdende kunskap av lokala
seder och folklig kultur." Mark Bender, Ohio State University.

"Denna unga Ngawa-tibetans anméirkningsvirda, avslojande
berittelse ger en rikedom av information om hur det &r att vara
ett tibetanskt barn, och den forflyttar mig tillbaka till min egen
barndom pa ett kraftfullt och intensivt sétt." Hudan Zhaxi,
Humbolt University, Berlin.
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FORORD

berdttaren och forfattaren fran hans fodelse till

gymnasiet 1 en avldgsen jordbrukarby i Zorgay-
kommunen i Sichuan. Liksom andra bocker som publiceras
inom ramen for serien Tibetanska barndomsskildringar bidrar
Kondro Tsering med en djupt personlig livsberittelse blandad
med uppmérksamma etnografiska observationer om Tibets
sociala och kulturella liv, och den ger en kritisk syn utifrén hans
perspektiv som engelsktalande invanare i den huvudsakligen
kinesiska staden Xining. De ingdende detaljerna frin
barndomen pé& landsbygden i Ostra Tibet som malas upp
innefattar lekfulla upptdg, intensiva drommar och smirtfulla
minnen av forfattarens mors och brors dod. Genom den livfulla
beréttelsen illustreras ocksa viktiga delar av tibetanskt kulturellt
liv, som 4r statt i snabb fordndring, sérskilt den nyckelroll som
det episka verket om Kung Gesar spelar. I den forsta delen av
boken foljer vi hur Kondro Tserings farmor umgas med honom
genom Milarepas sprdk och hur dagarna fordrivs med kung
Gesars dad. Nér han dr i hogstadiedldern kommer TV till hans
by och med Kondro Tserings humoristiska ord invaderar den
praktiskt taget hela byns fOrestdllda livsvéirld. Han minns
gamlingarna i byn sidga: "Jimfort med kinesiska skadespelare ar
var kung Gesar inte vird ett dugg."

Det finns mycket annat som é&r intressant som ror det
dagliga livet i Ngawa i Amdo. Nomader, far vi veta, dr folk som
man ser ned pd om man &dr bonde, vignitet som knyter ihop
byar med tdtorter och stdder &r bristfélligt, och kvaliteten och
tillgéngligheten till sjukvard ar urusel. Genom "Projektet for
omvandling av sluttningsland" har nédgra rigakrar forvandlats
till skogar i omradet, men fortfarande &r vattenbristen ett
problem pa de dkrar som inte omvandlats och diverse metoder
for att locka fram regn tillimpas, inklusive bon till naga-andar
och att béra de heliga Kanjur och Tanjur runt byn och filten.*

I ; ondo Tserings Min tibetanska barndom i Zorgay foljer

> Naga dr andar i form av ormar som antas leva i vattendrag.
Kanjur och Tanjur &dr de viktigaste buddhistiska
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Aven om TV-serien Resa viisterut numera lanserar dven kung
Gesar som hjéltefigur berdttar man fortfarande spdkhistorier och
ser bergsgudarna som orsak till hagel och daliga skdrdar om
byborna skadar hjortarna i omgivningen.

Dessa noteringar r av stort intresse for dem som forskar
om dagens Tibet liksom forfattarens ibland béde ironiska och
eftertinksamma kommentarer om byn och hans egen bakgrund.
Han pépekar till exempel att fast tibetaner ofta beskrivs som
medkinnande sd behandlar de sina hundar illa, hundar som
liksom ménniskor dr "medlemmar av diggdjurens rike" medan
vi sjdlva "dr vérre dn hundar eftersom vi dr egocentriska".

Pa liknande sétt beskriver han sin farmor som beréttar
historier ddr hon entusiastiskt framhiver dygden att inte doda
samtidigt som hon kldmmer ihjdl 16ssen pd sitt eget huvud.
Forfattaren noterar ocksa sakligt att de aldrig fick lira sig om
berdmda tibetanska forfattare och tinkare i skolan och att de
inte heller hade nigon mojlighet att lara sig skriva forrdn i
fjdrde klass. Som han sag det var de kinesiska ldrarna mycket
bittre och engagerade i sina elevers ldrande &n de tibetanska.

Sammanfattningsvis kommer den hér vélformulerade,
intensivt uppmérksamma och skickligt framforda berittelsen
ldsas och uppskattas av minga.

Emily Yeh
University of Colorado

skriftsamlingarna.
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FORFATTAREN

tibetanska och Qiang autonoma lin i Sichuan-provinsen.

Det var en dag som ingen kommer ihdg exakt. Aven om jag
1 mitt liv fitt uppleva min beskérda del av tragedier, har jag haft
turen att vixa upp med min kéra farmor och lyssnat pa hennes
historier som numera nistan dr glomda — ersatta av television,
DVDs och VCD. Jag levde mitt tidiga liv pé ett traditionellt
sitt. Det var en livsstil som néstan har fOrsvunnit genom
moderniseringens genomslag. Istéllet for att bli munk valde jag
att borja studera och blev slutligen utvald till att bli en ETP-
student (English Training Program/student vid
Undervisningsprogrammet i engelska) i staden Xining vid
Qinghais vanliga universitet ar 2003. Jag har skrivit min
sjdlvbiografi under uppmuntran av min larare, Dr. Kevin Stuart,
och med hjélp av flera vénliga redaktorer.

Jag foddes i Lhacar-byn, i Zorgay-kommunen i Ngawa

Heliga flaggor
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BORJAN

et sndade litt. Vinden blaste starkare dn vanligt, den
D ven over den grd himlen. Kylan skar igenom luften som

en skarp kniv. Snéflingor virvlade ned i den héarda
vinden knappt utan en chans att landa pa marken. Det var en
plaga att gé ut i ett sddant vider. Rokslingorna fran min fars
rokelse steg 1 zigzag-form upp i1 skyn som om de slutligen
skulle nd himlen. Cypressen invid mitt fordldrahem svajade
fram och tillbaka. Fonstren med sina trdramar i mors sovrum
slog fram och tillbaka, sméillde i vinden. Mor kidmpade i
fodslovarkar med sitt sista barn, hon stonande av smairta och
kastade sig runt i sdngen. Svetten i hennes panna oroade min
familj och sldktingarna. Nagra kilade in i rummet medan andra
var pa vig ut. Vér by lag ensligt och det fanns inga sjukhus eller
lakare i nérheten. Det fanns ingen bil eller traktor som kunde ta
mor till sjukhuset i den avldgsna distriktshuvudstaden. Istéllet
holl slidktingarna en thanka®® ovanfor hennes huvud och bad
boner for att barnet skulle fodas sikert. Slutligen fodde mor en
pojke. Sndovéadret sags som ett tecken pé att den nyfodda babyn
skulle bli en duktig och hjédlpsam man. De lade honom i en
mjuk ullig vagga for att halla honom varm medan mor sakta
blev sig sjdlv igen. Den babyn var jag, och jag andades mina
forsta andetag i mors sovrum; mitt hjdrta bultade av mina
familjemedlemmars hopp.

Var bys ursprung dr oklart. Ingen kénner till dess
historia exakt. En del sdger att kineserna bosatte sig hér en
géng, for nir vi griver grunden till nya hus hédnder det att vi
hittar kistor med skelett i, medan folk i var by vanligen
kremerar sina doda. Spréket som vi talar innehaller ocksa
ménga kinesiska ord. Vad var det for ett urgammalt folk? Var
kom det ifrdn? Varifran kom véra egna tibetanska forfader och

*® Thanka 4r en mélning av olika gudomar pa papper eller tyg
eller tygapplikationer som héngs upp i tempel och dyrkas.
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nér och varfor bosatte de sig hir? Den lokala befolkningen har
inga svar.

Sju ér en lyckobringande siffra enligt folktron. P& den
sjunde dagen efter min fodsel besokte far en respekterad lama
och bad honom att ge mig ett namn. Han gav mig namnet
Renzen Tsering. Senare skrek jag dag och natt oavsett hur
ménga religidsa ritualer mina fordldrar utforde. De visste att
ndgot var fel men kunde inte avgoéra vad. Slutligen gick min far
till en annan lama. Enligt vara seder gér vi hellre till en lama én
till en doktor nér ndgon blir sjuk, for en lama kan ocksa foresla
en bot mot sjukdomen. Han sa till min far att mitt konstanta
skrikande berodde pd mitt namn. Darfor gav han mig ett nytt
namn, Kondro Tsering, som jag heter idag.

Lhacar-byn. Forfattarens hem ligger néra tradet till hoger.
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NAKEN

id fyra ars alder var jag lycklig. Jag var inte lingre

\ / ndgon liten knatte eller en baby som bara log och

gurglade. Nu var jag en mogen pojke som kunde ga,

prata, springa och sjunga. Eftersom jag var minst av oss sex

barn kunde jag somna ndr som helst under dagen utom vid

middagstid. Det gjorde att jag inte tyckte om att sova linge pa
morgonen.

Varje morgon steg jag upp med mor och sprang efter
henne till vart vardagsrum. Mor var den forsta som steg upp.
Medan hon gjorde eld, skakade hela min nakna kropp dér jag
stod vid den svarta jirnspisen. Mor sa ingenting till mig
eftersom hon visste att det inte 16nade sig att tjata. Hon stirrade
pa mig ibland och mumlade négot. Jag visste aldrig exakt vad
hon sa, men efter ett tag vande hon sig vid att jag var naken. Sa
hade det varit sedan jag borjade gd. Min familj kunde se min
lilla sak slainga mellan benen. Nir den lyfte upp huvudet var den
lika stor som en tom patronhylsa.

En morgon var luften ovanligt frisk. Nér man andades in
den var det som om den renade ens inre och man fick god aptit.
Den gjorde mig piggare men fick mig ocksé att skaka. Faglarna
verkade gladare dn vanligt, dir de satt och kvittrade péd sina
sittpinnar i cypressen i nérheten. Solen blev rod vid horisonten i
oster som om en konstnér hade mélat dit den. Vilken hérlig dag!

Som vanligt tinde mor eld for att koka te innan resten av
familjen steg upp. Jag foredrog att sitta vid spisen for att hélla
mig varm snarare @n att ligga kvar i séngen med far.

Min lilla sak gjorde min tredje storebror, som jag
kallade Tjobajo, generad den morgonen. Jag hade ingenting att
gora vid spisen, sd d& och da kéinde jag efter mellan benen. Jag
visste inte vad det var da. Det enda jag visste var att det var den
kroppsdel som jag kissade med. Den blev varmare och varmare
och sedan lyfte den upp sitt lilla huvud. Det var forsta gangen
jag sag den std rakt upp. Jag visade mor och sa intresserat:
"Titta, mor. Den blev hard."
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Mor visste inte vad "den" var, men nér hon sag en skymt
av min lilla sak blundade hon.

Min bror rynkade 6gonbrynen och latsades knyta skon.
Han rodnade av skam och ilska. S& snart som mor gick ut,
rusade han fram till mig, gav mig en Orfil och sa rasande:
"Skamlosa pojke! Du borde skdmmas! Gé och kld pa dig."

Mina 6gon fylldes av tdrar Over det orittvisa slaget. Jag
sa med darrande rost: "Varfor slog du mig? Jag gjorde inget fel.
Jag ska sdga till mamma. Varfor ska jag lyda dig och kld pé
mig? Jag tycker om att std vid spisen utan klider. An se’n? Jag
lyder inte dina order."

Min bror sa: "Tycker du inte att det dr skamligt att mor
och vara systrar ser din penis? Som de dldre sdger: *Nir du
lever ska din penis vara tickt. Néar du dr dod blir ditt ansikte
tackt. Du &r inte en méanniska. Du dr en liten gris."

Jag var sa ilsken att jag ville svédra, men jag kunde inga
svordomar. Sedan kom mor in med famnen full av ved och
fragade: "Vad star pa, pojkar? Vad brékar ni om?"

Jag berdttade for henne att min bror hade gett mig en
orfil, men den hdr morgonen var hon inte som vanligt och tog
inte heller mitt parti. Istdllet forsokte hon lugna ner min bror
och bad honom att inte vara arg pa mig. Hon sa vénligt till
honom: "Ar du klar att gi till skolan?" Till mig sa hon
ingenting, vilket tydde pd att jag gjort nigot fel.

I samma Ogonblick syntes solens runda ansikte Over
bergskammen 1 Oster och mitt ansikte blev rddare och rodare,
antagligen lika rott som solens. Det kiindes som om solen kom
alldeles ndra mig. Hela kroppen brinde. Mitt lilla barnsliga
hjérta hade aldrig slagit sd fort forut som i det 6gonblicket. Allt
blev dimmigt. Jag gnuggade mig hart i 6gonen fOr att avgora
om jag verkligen var vaken. Det var jag! Fran det dgonblicket
visste jag vad blygsel var.

Min bror stirrade ilsket pa mig och svarade: "Ja, mor,
jag gar nu. Hej da!"

Han tog sin skolvéska och gick till skolan utan att dta
ndgonting och sldngde igen dorren efter sig. Han var glad och
tyckte att han hade besegrat mig.

Lyckligtvis var far och mina systrar inte dir just den
morgonen, sd jag hade dtminstone inte skdmt ut dem ocksa.
Men jag blev medveten om nagot viktigt den morgonen: Ett
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barn 1 min dalder kan inte gora vissa saker bland
familjemedlemmar eller infér andra ménniskor. Jag forstod
ocksa att det &r bra att gora misstag eftersom vi lir oss en laxa
av det och blir viluppfostrade pé sa sitt.

Tidigt nésta morgon nér jag stod vid spisen som vanligt
sa Tjobajo till mig: "Du ser sa st ut idag i1 de dar kldderna."

Fagelskrdmman skrdmmer ivédg hjorten fran akrarna.
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FARMOR OCH JAG

utanfor de ndrmsta omgivningarna, och jag ldmnade inte

heller farmor forrdn det var tid for mig att borja skolan.
Vi var hemma tillsammans hela tiden. Hon ldrde mig att ga, tog
hand om mig och gav mig mat medan mina fordldrar var ute
och arbetade. Hon var min forsta ldrare ocksd. Av henne liarde
jag mig hur man skulle recitera de sex heliga stavelserna, precis
som alla andra tibetanska far- och mormddrar ldr sina barnbarn.

Gamla tycker om att sitta 1 solskenet. Deras tunna hud
och benknotor som sticker fram under den pdminner om svart
metall, som om de vore fédda med svart skinn. Min farmor var
inget undantag.

Varje dag nédr mina fordldrar och syskon gav sig av till
arbetet eller till skolan, hjélpte jag farmor att stappla runt ute
och sitta i solen. En dag, nér hon hade satt sig bekvémt, sa hon:
"Kéra barnbarn, g& och hdmta sovmattan som ligger under min
sang."

Forst forstod jag inte vad hon skulle géra med
sovmattan. Hon satt redan pa ett firskinn. Men jag svarade:
"Visst farmor, jag dr snart tillbaka med den." Farmor mumlade
leende sin mani och njot av att sitta i solen. Jag sprang stolt och
lycklig in 1 farmors sovrum, for jag var en kéarleksfull sonson.
Och utan henne skulle jag ha haft dodstrékigt. Sa jag gjorde allt
hon bad om. Att ta ut farmors sovmatta var svért, for jag var
inte tillrickligt stark &n. Hon var i sjuttioarsaldern och tyckte
inte om att sova under ett bomullstidcke. Det drojde for linge att
bli varm, sa hon. Istéllet foredrog hon ett tibetanskt farskinn
som ticke eftersom det kdndes mjukt mot kroppen. Det gjorde
alla gamlingar.

Férskinnsticket var tungt och stort. Jag tog tag i det sd
hért jag kunde och kdmpade med all kraft for att dra av det med
mina fotter inkilade i sdngkanten. Técket var latt att dra av och
plotsligt f6ll jag i golvet och slog bakhuvudet ordentligt. Jag var
arg pa farmor for det gjorde ont, men sa inget sa att hon horde

I \armor var min bidsta vin. Jag gick aldrig ur byn eller
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det. Nér jag kom tillbaka med ticket strok hon mig Over
huvudet och sa: "Min snilla pojke, du dr bara fem ar men ar
redan lika hjidlpsam som en man. Var snill och ligg det har
bredvid mig, sldta ut det och kom och sitt i mitt knd." Nar hon
sa sa it mig var det som om smdllen i huvudet plétsligt forsvann
som ett svart moln i skyn utan minsta spér.

"OK, farmor, men gor det inte ont i dina knén om jag
sitter pa dem", sa jag. "Nej, det gor inget, kdra pojke", sa
farmor.

Jag satt i hennes kni och rorde vid radbandet medan jag
tankte pd hur jag stokat till i hennes sédng. Sdngarna pa landet
bestar av strda under sovmattor, men jag sa inte till henne att jag
hade stokat till eftersom hon just berdmt mig. Hennes rynkiga
ansikte var lyckligt i den heta solen, men jag lade mirke till att
hon tittade efter ndgot pd mattan. Jag fragade nyfiket: "Vad
tittar du efter, farmor?"

"Loss", sa farmor.

"Vada?" frdgade jag for jag hade aldrig hort talas om
ndgot sddant. Hon fingade ndgot pa sovmattan och visade mig
en ruskig insekt. S& sa hon: "Ser du? Det dr en lus." Sedan
kldmde hon ihjél den mellan tumnaglarna, och det droppade lite
blod som gjorde naglarna roda.

Jag visste inte vad en lus gjorde, men jag sa: "Jag
forstar."

"Nej, kira pojke, du vet inte hur hemska 16ssen dr. De
suger blod. Det kliar och man sover inte bra pa natten. Pa grund
av dem #r jag spinkig som Milarepa."*’

Det var ett nytt ord igen for mig, och jag fragade:

"Farmor, vem &dr Milarepa? Snélla, beritta!"
"Det kan jag vil gora, men forst maste du hjdlpa mig att finga
och doda 16ssen pd min sovmatta. Jag ser dem inte sa bra. Vill
du gora det for mig sé ska jag beritta for dig?", sa hon. Det var
vad hon kridvde for att berétta historien for mig den dagen och
alla andra dagar som foljde efter det.

"Javisst", sa jag.

" Milarepa (1040 — 1123) var en berdmd tibetansk yogi, som
niddde Upplysningen under en livstid. Han ar kdnd for att ha
blivit extremt smal eftersom han bara &t mycket lite under sina
langa perioder av meditation.
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"Vilken bra pojke du dr!" sa hon.

Eftersom jag var sd nyfiken pd vem Milarepa var
koncentrerade jag mig pd att finga 16ss. I den varma solen kom
16ssen ut ur farskinnet och sprang runt sd fort som om de visste
att jag tinkte finga dem och bestimde sig for att fly. Aven om
de var ménga var det svirt att finga en enda. Ibland smet den
ivdg in 1 mattan igen, nér jag hade fangat den och lagt den pé
tumnageln for att kldmma ihjdl den. Jag blev besviken,
upphdvde en tung suck och siktade in mig pa att fanga en till.
Ibland var det som en lek, och jag tyckte om den. Farmor
maérkte att det var svart for mig. Sa hon berittade en historia om
Milarepa.

"Det rdcker, min kdra pojke. Vila dig en stund och

lyssna pd min historia. Milarepa foddes i ndrheten av Lhasa.
Han var den enda ménniskan i historien som kunde flyga utan
vingar. Eftersom han studerade och mediterade i en grotta och
bara at jattelite mat blev han véldigt mager. Han blev alldeles
gron for han at néstan bara nésslor. Min son, du maste ldra dig
av den hér historien", avslutade hon.
Jag blev forundrad 6ver historien om Milarepa och mumlade:
"Otroligt!" Jag vidnde och vred pd frdgan om en minniska
verkligen kan flyga, sd jag fragade: "Farmor, hur kan en
ménniska flyga? Historien dr vél inte pa riktigt?"

"Fraga inte sddana dumma fradgor, dd dr du inte en bra
pojke. Det dr klart att det dr sant. Egentligen dr det en verklig
historia som &r for lang att berétta och jag kan inte alla detaljer.
Sa 14t oss noja oss med det har. OK?"

"Visst, farmor. Kan du beritta fler historier om jag hjélper dig
att doda 16ss?" frigade jag.

"Gédrna," sa farmor glatt. Lite senare fortsatte hon: "Jag
ska ldra dig att recitera de sex heliga stavelserna ndgon géng."

Jag borjade lira mig de heliga skrifterna mycket tidigt
av farmor. Det gjorde jag eftersom att hon hela tiden beréttade
for mig om dem. Samtidigt tyckte jag att det var konstigt att hon
formanade mig att inte doda levande varelser men &nda
berdmde mig nir jag hjdlpte henne att doda 16ss. Ju rodare mina
tumnaglar blev av att klimma ihjil dem, desto lyckligare blev
farmor och desto mer historier fick jag hora. Historierna om
kung Gesar var de mest spannande.
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DEN FORSTA LEKSAKEN

ar jag var sex ar hade ingen familj i vir by TV. Att
Nberéitta historier om kung Gesar var det storsta ndjet for

farmor och mig, nér vi tillbringade dagarna ensamma
hemma. Nér hon beréttade historier, kunde jag forestilla mig
det och se allt infor mig som om det hade funnits pd en TV-
skidrm. Jag hade inga plastgevir eller leksaksbilar som kunde
locka andra barn att leka med mig, och de végrade oftast att 14ta
mig leka med dem. S& dérfor var farmor bdde min huvudsakliga
lekkamrat och beréttare. Jag frossade i att lyssna pé historier
och med hjélp av dem fick jag en idé till en leksak att leka med.

Sent en hostdag var det vare sig kallt eller varmt. Solen
sken svagt, men det var fortfarande tillrackligt varmt att sitta
ute. Vinden var ovanligt svag.

Mor, mina tvd systrar och min ndst dldste bror, som
kallades for Gaga, var ute och samlade ved som vanligt. Tjobajo
var 1 skolan. Far hade en ordentlig férkylning och var hemma
med farmor och mig. Jag hjilpte farmor att njuta av virmen ute
som vanligt och frdgade: "Ska jag ta ut din sovmatta som
vanligt idag, farmor?"

Hon svarade: "Nej, kdra pojke. Sedan du borjade hjilpa
mig har jag sovit mycket béttre. Jag tror inte att det finns nagra
fler 16ss att klimma ihjél. Idag ska jag leta efter 16ss pa ditt
huvud istéllet."

Eftersom jag tyckte om att lyssna till historierna om
kung Gesar ville jag inte att hon skulle leta efter 16ss pd mitt
huvud. Jag var rddd for att hon skulle be mig att beritta historier
for henne, for hon berittade historier nir jag dodade 10ss &t
henne. Men jag kunde inte végra heller for hon sa en gang att
om hon inte avlusade mitt huvud skulle 16ssen griva sig in i min
hjérna och d6da mig.

Jag frigade meddetsamma for att f4 reda pd om jag maéste
beritta en historia. "Farmor, kommer du att beritta en Gesar-
historia?"

"Naturligtvis inte. Den hédr gdngen maste du beritta en
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historia for mig eftersom jag ska leta efter 16ss pé ditt huvud",
sa farmor.

Jag trodde att farmor medvetet gjorde det svart for mig,
for jag kunde bara historier som hon hade berittat for mig. Jag
satt tyst och arg med ett uttryck i ansiktet som om himlen holl
pa att ramla ned.

Da sa farmor allvarligt: "Tystnad betyder medgivande.
Min raring, jag dr sdker pé att du har en intressant historia att
berétta for mig, har du inte?"

Jag sa fortfarande inte ndgonting. Jag ville sdga "nej", men lét
bli att svara.

"Ah, ge dig nu, raring! Var inte sur. Jag skojade bara.
Vem hade anat att du skulle bli s& arg for det? Naturligtvis ska
jag beritta en historia om kung Gesar. Sedan kommer far och
du kan be honom beritta fler historier", sa farmor och kramade
mig.

Den dagen berittade farmor hur kung Gesar drev ut
andar och dodade djévlar, och det gjorde han med hjilp av pil
och bage.

Niér far kom bad jag honom inte beritta historier. Istéllet
bad jag honom att gora en pilbage och nagra pilar at mig. Jag
visste inte hur en pil och bige sig ut. Anda fortsatte jag att
bonfalla honom. "Snélla pappa. Jag ber dig."

"Tyvirr, kire son, idag kan jag inte for jag ar sjuk"”, sa
far.

"Du skyller bara pa det. Du &r stor och stark. Sanningen
ar att du inte vill gora det at din son. Sa sjuk ér du inte. Du &r
bara forkyld. Lite snuva &r ingenting. Att gora en bige dor du
inte av", sa jag sorgset. Sedan borjade jag grata och snyfta. Jag
slutade inte.

"Ah, tre juvelver!*® Titta bara pa min son. Det #r en
skam att han grater som en tredring", sa far retsamt och hostade
flera ganger. "Sluta grita", sa han.

"Jag slutar inte om du inte gor en bage at mig," sa jag
med tarfyllda 6gon.

"OK, jag ska gora en. Sluta nu", sa far nér det inte gick
att fa mig att sluta gréta.

*® De tre juvelerna ar Buddha, liran och lirjungarna

(férsamlingen).
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Niér jag tittade pd farmor med mina tarfyllda 6gon, sa
hon: "Var inte dum mot pappa. Han ar sjuk idag." D4 tyckte jag
synd om far, men det var for sent for han hade redan gétt till
skogen for att hugga tré till min bage och pilarna.

Ungefér en timme senare kom far tillbaka med en kort
pilkédpp. Jag hade ingen aning om vad han skulle géra med den.
Jag frdgade: "Adza, varfor hogg du av den hdr grenen? Jag vill
att du ska gora en bage."

Far log mot farmor och sa: "Fraga inte s& mycket. Du fér
snart se. Ge mig den dir gula kniven med benhandtag." Jag
trodde att en bage sag ut som ett gevir. [ en av Tjobajos bocker
hade jag sett en bild av ett gevér och han forklarade for mig att
de anvindes for att doda méinniskor, s jag trodde att bara gevir
kunde doda ménniskor.

Far skrapade barken av pilkdppen. Han spetsade bada
dndarna och skrapade av insidan si att den var len, men han
skrapade inte av den andra sidan. Sedan gick han in i
sovrummet och himtade en ldng, smal strang. Han rdtade ut den
genom att dra den runt den heliga boneflaggsstangen. Sedan
band han fast den i ena dnden av pilkdppen, bdjde pilen genom
att dra hart i strdngen, och féste den i andra dnden. Da forstod
jag hur en bage sag ut.

Far gav den till mig och sa lite skimtsamt. "Hér har du
din bage. Nu kan du ga ut och jaga."

Jag tvekade en stund och frdgade: "Men Adza, hur ska
jag anvinda den." Far var tyst en stund och sedan bad han mig
hédmta en kvast. Vara kvastar ute pa landet &r gjorda av tunna
bambukvistar ungefér lika tjocka som dtpinnar. Jag hade ingen
aning om vad han skulle gora med kvasten, men jag himtade
den 1 alla fall. Han tog nagra raka bambukvistar ur den, maétte
dem mot bagen och skar av dndarna pa samma stélle. Sedan tog
han nagra fasanfjadrar frin sin rockficka och skar av dem ocksa.
Han satte fast en fjdder pd varje bambupil och sa: "Det hér ar
din bage och dina pilar. Nu ska jag visa dig hur man anvinder
dem."

Jag sa: "Pappa, jag vet hur man anvénder dem. Titta!"

Jag holl i bagens mittdel, spande pilen och drog i den
hért jag kunde medan jag holl bagstraingen och pilen ihop
mellan hoger tumme och pekfinger och lit pilen flyga ivég.
Pilen fl6g sa langt som ett stort steg.
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Jag utropade upphetsat: "Pappa, farmor, titta! Jag kan
gora som kung Gesar. Frdn och med idag kommer ingen kunna
anfalla vér familj eller vér by, for da skjuter jag dem."

Far och farmor skrattade glatt men sa ingenting.

Nu var det lunchtid. Far och farmor gick in for att éta
lunch. Jag foljde inte efter. Istéllet lekte jag med min pilbage
resten av dagen. Jag it ingenting. Jag kommer ihag vartenda
ogonblick av den dagen. Det var en dag till i mitt liv som gjorde
ett stort intryck pd mig. Bagen och pilarna var mina forsta
leksaker. De gjorde mig lycklig, och nér jag sdg andra barn som
lekte med sina moderna leksaker, var jag inte lingre avundsjuk.
I sjdlva verket var de andra barnen avundsjuka pa min pilbdge
och bad sina fader att gora bagar och pilar & dem. Den hir
forsta leksaken fick mig att kénna mig stolt bland andra barn for
forsta gangen 1 mitt liv.
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EN PRUTT

hos Tjobajo. Det var trékigt hemma och jag lédngtade

efter veckosluten. D& kunde jag sova hos min bror. Vi
pratade om allt mojligt och det fanns inga grénser for véra
samtal. Aven om vi ofta grilade s blev vért forhallande bittre.
Mina fordldrar spann osynliga trddar som band fast mig och
hindrade mig frin att gora vad jag ville. Jag tyckte om att vara
tillsammans med min bror for vi kunde gora saker som bara
intresserade oss utan att ta hinsyn till ndgon som sa att det var
fel eller ritt.

"Mamma, jag vill sova hos Tjobajo i natt, "viskade jag i
min mors Ora.

"G4 och friga pappa. Jag bryr mig inte om vem du sover
hos, "sa mor tyst.

Jag var inte som andra barn som sov hos sina modrar.
Istéllet hade jag sovit hos min far sd linge jag kunde minnas.
De andra sa att jag inte ville lata mor amma mig. Ingen visste
varfor men jag slutade suga pa brostet ett ar efter att jag foddes.

Jag uppbéddade allt mitt mod och fragade far om jag
fick, men han sa nej meddetsamma. Han ville inte att min bror
skulle fa problem i skolan. Nir vi sov tillsammans brukade min
bror alltid forsova sig forsta timmen, for vi 1ag och pratade hela
natten. Vi hade massor att prata om. Det var s& mycket som vi
hade gemensamt, s& han blev stidndigt sen. Far brukade alltid ge
honom stryk och skilla pa mig nér det hdnde.

Jag visste inte vad jag skulle géra men jag gjorde tecken
till min bror. Han forstod meddetsamma och nickade utan att far
sadg det och sa: "Pappa, det &r OK om Kondro sover hos mig
inatt, for jag maste inte ga till skolan imorgon. Det &r weekend."

Fars rost hojdes: "Varfor kom du hem senare én vanligt?
Vad gjorde du?" pa hemvégen. Far var rddd att han hade busat
eller varit 1 slagsmal med sina skolkamrater. Det var inte svart
att se att min bror forsokte hitta pa nagot. Vi barn var bra pa det.

I ordag var en bra dag att lamna fars sdng och krypa ner
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Han svarade lugnt: "Jag lekte med mina skolkamrater pa
vigen." Far var tyst ett tag, men det fanns inget skil att hindra
oss att sova tillsammans, s& han gick med pa det.

Min bror tittade pa mig och blinkade okynnigt at mig.
Jag blev overlycklig. Vi gick och la oss meddetsamma och
kinde oss som tvé faglar som sluppit ur buren. For oss var véra
fordldrar ndgra som vi ville slippa ifran for vi kunde inte gora
vad vi ville tillsammans med dem. De sa alltid &t oss att gora
det ena och det andra.

Vi brukade ofta beritta tibetanska folksagor for varandra
ndr vi 14g tillsammans i1 sdngen. Tjobajo var den forsta som
berdttade om Onkel Tompa, den klassiska tibetanska trollkarlen.
En del historier var erotiska och min mor och farmor beréttade
aldrig dem. S& fort som vi slutade skratta satte vi igdng att
skratta igen och vara 6gon fylldes av térar av skratt. Det hir var
en av de historier som min bror beréttade for mig:

En dag hade onkel Denba ingenting att gora. Han satt ensam
vid en bred flod och var till synes forsjunken i tankar. En
nedstdmd man som passerade sag honom och gick fram il
honom i hopp om att fa héra nagra roliga skamt.

Mannen sag rik ut. Han red pa en avelshingst som var
lika kraftfull som ett lejon. Hans sadel och betsel var
utsmyckade med silver och farggrant ylletyg. Han bar en
farskinnspals med en leopardkrage kantad med utterskinn. For
att ytterligare demonstrera sin status hade han ett blankande
gevar kastat 6ver axeln. Under palsen bar han en svardsslida
av silver full med koraller.

"Store lognare Denba, beratta en logn for mig", sa
mannen och satt av.

Onkel Denba tittade upp och stirrade pa mannen. Med
en allvarlig min sa han: "Férlat, men idag kan jag inte ljuga for
jag glémde min ljugbok hemma. Om du vill hora nagra logner,
maste du komma en annan dag, sa kan jag dra nagra."

Mannen blev valdigt besviken. Da tycktes onkel
Denba andra sig och sa: "Jag forstar att det ar svart for dig att
komma tillbaka. Du kommer langt bort ifran, antar jag."

Mannen nickade instammande.

"OK!" sa Denba. "Eftersom du &r sa intresserad av
mina logner, finns det ingen anledning att vagra dig dem. Var
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snall och lana mig din hast, sa ska jag rida hem och hamta
boken." Mannen lanade ivrigt ut sin hast at onkel Denba.

Onkel Denba drev hasten nastan till mitten av floden,
vande sig om och skrek: "Min van, jag behGver palsen, annars
tror hasten att jag ar en framling och vagrar att ga over
floden." Den rike mannen lanade honom sin péls.

Kladd i den vackra palsen borjade onkel Denba rida
over floden och sa skrek han igen: "Kompis! Jag maste ha ditt
gevar for hasten vill inte fortsatta." Mannen var sa lattlurad, sa
han lamnade ocksa ifran sig sitt gevar.

Ridande pa den vackra hasten ikladd palsen med
gevaret over axeln stannade han igen mitt i floden och skrek:
"Om du vill héra 1dgner sa ar din dnskan uppfylld. Adj6, min
van!" Och han galopperade ivag utan att lamna nagot av varde
utom svardet.

Ibland turades vi om att gissa gétor. Nér vi lekte den leken var
svaren det viktiga. Om man inte kunde svaret maste man betala
genom att ge den som frdgade en by. Vilken by som helst dog,
men en by kunde bara ges en gang. Ibland om gatan var sérskilt
rolig eller svar och man inte kunde svaret maste man ge en stor
by. I det fallet hade den som stdllde frdgan ritt att vélja en by
som den andre hade. Vi hade mycket skoj.

Men den natten beréttade vi vare sig historier eller
gissade gator. Vi pratade om en annan sak. "Storebror, vilka
sagor kommer du att berdtta ikvall?" frigade jag medan vi
kladde av oss och skulle gi och lidgga oss.

"Kondro, jag ska inte berdtta nagra sagor. Istéllet", sa
han, "ska jag berdtta ndgot mycket mer intressant."

Jag trodde inte att det fanns ndgonting mer intressant dn onkel
Tompas sagor men "OK", svarade jag. Jag kommer fortfarande
ihdg vartenda ord han beréttade som om det hade varit igar. Han
hade lekt med tvd andra pojkar och tre flickor pa viagen hem. De
sex barnen lekte inte som vanligt. En pojke och en flicka hade
lekt tillsammans. Den vackraste av de tre flickorna var
tillsammans med min bror. Det 14t vildigt brddmoget i mina
oron. Till slut strackte min bror pé sig, gdspade och sa: "Det hér
ar min egen historia. Jag vet inte om du tyckte om den. Jag
hoppas att du gjorde det. Nu dr jag somnig. Var inte ledsen,
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men jag vill sova. Vi kan leka imorgon."

Han somnade meddetsamma och snarkade sa hogt att
jag inte kunde sova. Jag ville knuffa till honom for att & honom
att sluta, men jag visste att vid min och hans élder, var det
verkligen storande att bli vackt ur djup somn, sa jag fick sté ut.

Min by, min familj och vart hus var insvept i tystnad.
Jag skulle ha hort mitt hjérta sl om inte min bror hade snarkat
sd. Jag tittade ut genom fonstret pa stjarnorna, som lyste klart
som diamanter. Jag ville ta ner dem 1 mitt sovrum och leka med
dem som leksaker. Plotsligt bullrade min mage till och jag
pruttade sa hogt att min bror skrdmt vaknade.

"Ah, tack och lov! Det ir ju bara du som pruttar,” sa han
och torkade av svetten i pannan.

Det var konstigt. P4 sétt och vis var jag rddd men
samtidigt generad.

"Vad ir det, storebror?" frdgade jag oskyldigt.

"Det var en prutt i rattan tid! Jag hade justend ... d ...".
Han kunde inte avsluta meningen utan brast i gapskratt.

Fast jag inte forstod vad det handlade om skrattade jag
dumt med. Det var sd underligt: forst var han rddd och nu
skrattade han. Det var underbart ocksa, att skratta tillsammans
med ndgon utan att veta varfor. Jag frdgade igen: "Vad &r det
med dig, storebror?"

"Ingenting. Det var bara det att jag just hade en
mardrom nér du pruttade. Jag dromde att jag stal ett halsband
hos en juvelerare for att ge till flickan som jag lekte med idag.
Olyckligtvis upptickte mig affarsinnehavaren och jag sprang s
fort jag kunde pa mina korta ben. Han jagade mig och skrek:
Stanna dér du &r, annars skjuter jag! Sedan horde jag ett pang,
sa jag trodde att jag hade blivit skjuten. Nér jag vaknade forstod
jag att det bara var en droém och att panget var din prutt." Han
borjade skratta igen och jag f6ll in.

Stjdrnorna lyste starkare som om de ocksa skrattade
med oss. Sedan sjonk vi tillbaka pa férskinnsfdllen och foll
somn, vaggade till somns i var gladje.
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BARNENS FAMILJER

morgon pa sommaren vilket vider det var. Hon tog det

som barnsligt pladder d@ven om fragan var allvarligt
menad. Hon tréttnade pa att svara och ibland sa hon: "Det ser
du val sjalv!"

Naturligtvis kunde jag se det, men jag visste inte vad
som skulle komma senare. Sommarviadret var vixlande. Vi hade
vare sig TV eller radio, sa vi fick inga vidernyheter. Aven om
vi hade haft det skulle vi inte ha forstatt dem, eftersom vi inte
kunde kinesiska sérskilt bra och inte heller Amdo-dialekten som
anvéndes pa de tibetanska nyhetssdndningarna. Jag ville att mor
skulle tala om for mig vilket vdder det skulle bli utifran hennes
erfarenhet och kunskap. Jag borde ha tyckt om regn for det
gjorde allt sprudlande och fullt av liv. Sidrskilt for en
jordbrukarfamilj som min gav regnet mat, lycka, hopp och liv.
Men jag hatade regniga dagar. De gjorde mig deprimerad. Jag
méste stanna inne och kunde inte gd ut och leka med mina
vianner. Men sommaren var min &lsklingstid oavsett om det
regnade eller inte.

De byildste brukade skdmta om sommaren: "Véra barn
behover inte dta ndgonting hemma. De gar bara ut i skogen for
att dta och kommer hem med magen full." Egentligen var det
inte ett skdmt — det var verklighet. P4 sommaren behdvde vi inte
oroa oss for kylan. Solen vdrmde oss fran morgon till kvéll
utom ndr vadret slog om ovintat. Och vi brydde oss inte om latt
regn eftersom vi var sé upptagna med att leka.

Allt sdg sd friskt och nytt ut i den tidiga morgonens
klara solsken. Sjungande faglar flog omkring fulla av energi. En
bra sak med att inte ha nadgon fabrik i narheten var att det inte
fanns nagra luftfororeningar. Luften var frisk som medicin. Nér
man andades in den, blev man genast full av kraft.

Varje dag trdffades vi mitt i byn dér det stod en ldng
trabank dér vi hade bestimt att trdffas dagen innan. Vi brukade
gé till sophdgar i grannbyarna och samla trasiga flaskor, skélar,

Sedan jag var sju ar var min forsta fraga till mor varje

“143»



rostiga ficklampor, skopor och annat. Sedan turades vi om att
bédra dessa skatter i en gammal véska till ndrmaste skog for att
leka med dem.

I skogen samlade vi kvistar och grenar och byggde
kojor. Sedan delade vi upp oss i grupper med lika ménga pojkar
som flickor i varje grupp. Pojkarna och flickorna i varje grupp
utgjorde en familj. I varje familj valde vi en ledare och en fru
till honom. Resten blev soner och dottrar till dem. Efter det
delade ledarna eller "faderna" i varje familj upp de saker som vi
hade samlat ihop for att inreda vara hem. I vara barnsliga sinnen
var det vara riktiga hem.

Giftermal ar viktigt 1 en familj och vara latsasfamiljer
var inget undantag. Fidderna gick till en annan familj for att be
fadern lova bort sin dotter till den andres son. Vi visste att det
skulle bli brollopsfest, men vi visste inte hur vi skulle sjunga
brollopssédngerna. Vi tog bara en flicka fran en familj till en
annan och sa att de var gifta. Nir en familj ville att en flicka
skulle gifta sig med deras son tog de med en flaska full med
damm istéllet for en flaska brannvin och bark istéllet for brod.

Precis som i en riktig familj stannade fdderna och
modrarna hemma och deras soner och déttrar gick ut och
skaffade mat. Jag var son och gick ut for att skaffa mat med min
fru. Vi plockade hallon i ett sndr i ndrheten. Medan vi plockade
at vi en del av dem. Vi fyllde vara mossor och fickor. Det
gjorde att védra kldder blev svéra att tvétta och vara riktiga
mddrar grilade pa oss. Sedan gick vi tillbaka till skogen for att
leta efter svamp. Det fanns bara tvé sorter som var dtbara. Vi it
ocksa en slags not som vi tuggade pa vidgen som tuggummi. En
del notter var som klister och fastnade i tdnderna. Nér vi inte
kunde tugga dem forsokte vi spotta ut dem. Om det inte gick,
brukade vi tugga pa vara drmar sd att notterna fastnade dar,
vilket gjorde vdra d&rmar smutsiga och harda.

Vi gick "hem" med véra hallon och svampar och véra
"fordldrar" tog emot med varme och gliddje. Vi som var par tog
ut hallonen och svamparna ur vara byxfickor. Hallonen var inte
langre runda och fina utan var mosade som om ett jittedjur hade
tuggat dem. Vi la dem i skélar och gav dem till vara foréldrar.
Medan de &t beromde de sina barnfamiljer: "Ni tvé, goda soner
och svérdottrar dr de mest snélla och givmilda ménniskor som
finns. Vi ber till Buddha att han alltid ska vilsigna er.
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Fast det var dag ldtsades vi att det var natt. Jag sa till
min fru: "Matmor, var sndll och laga mat &t oss." Min "fru"
svarade vénligt: "Javisst kdra man, den &r snart klar."

Vi hade vare sig ris eller nudlar att koka, s& vi anvénde
lera och latsades dta den. Sedan bjod vi de andra familjerna att
komma hem till oss och dta middag med oss. Och de bjod
tillbaka. Vi hade ingen riktig mat att dta utom hallon och svamp,
men det var gott och gjorde oss mitta. Alla sa att sommaren var
den ldngsta av alla érstider, men fOr oss var det den kortaste. Vi
mérkte inte att det blev morkt forrdn vdra mammor ropade pa
0SS.

Trots att allt vi gjorde 1 vara latsasfamiljer var fantasi
och lek hade vi roligare i dem &n i véara riktiga hem. I vara
barnsliga hem var allt l4tt. Det fanns inget att bekymra sig for.
Det skulle vara hérligt om alla hem i vérlden vore som hemmen
1 vara lekar, utan gril eller bekymmer, bara glidje.

Morgon i byn.
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MIN FORSTA TRAGEDI

I : onstigt nog var det ingen som pratade eller forde
ovidsen ute. Inte ens en fagel kvittrade. Tystnaden ldg
tung. Jag l14g i Tjobajos sdng. Den hdr morgonen sov

han inte linge som vanligt. Han var redan uppe. Kanske jag

saknade ndgot. Jag satte mig upp och tittade ut genom
sovrumsfonstret. Jag kunde inte se nigonting, inte ens himlen.

"Ar det dimmigt?" undrade jag tyst. Sedan gick jag upp och ut

ur sovrummet.

Ah, vilsignade Buddha! Marken var helt vit. Det sndade
stora, tunga snoflingor. En iskall vind kylde mig in i mérgen,
blaste upp sndflingor i ansiktet pd mig och pa mina bara fotter.
Jag kénde kylan rakt in i hjértat. Jag hade tinkt ga och ligga
mig igen, men min bror kom plotsligt in. Han hade gatt ut tidigt
for att doda sparvar och andra figlar med sin slangbella. Sndiga
dagar var perfekta for att jaga faglar, for de satt stilla, uppflugna
i trdden. Hans skor var véta. Snoflingor hade smaélt i hans har
och pa kldderna och gjort ocksd dem véta. Hans ansikte och
hénder var vita. Han darrade av kold och kunde inte stinga
munnen riktigt. Han ldppar var lila. Snon hade frusit fast i hans
nédsborrar som tva istappar som héngde ner frén tva hél. Jag
kunde inte lata bli att fnittra. Tyvéarr mérkte han att jag skrattade
och sa ilsket: "Din dumma &sna. Hur végar du skratta 4t mig.
Du 14g och sov linge som en asna." Hans ilska gjorde att jag
blev dndd mer skrattlysten. Jag forsokte behédrska mig for jag
ville inte ha stryk.

Jag ville inte gd och ldgga mig igen, sa jag slutade en
stund och sa brett leende: "Det ér inte mitt fel att du dr sa kall
som om du hade sovit i en iglo. Varfor vickte du mig inte nir
du gick upp? Vi somnar alltid och stiger upp tillsammans i
vanliga fall."

Han gned sin hdnder for att bli varm och sa lite lugnare:
"Ursikta, jag trodde att vi skulle bradka om slangbellan."

"Varfor trodde du att vi skulle braka? Det finns ingen
anledning att gréla, for jag har min bage och pilar for att doda
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faglar med", sa jag.

"Ar det sant? I sa fall var det fel att inte viicka dig. Jag
lovar att det inte ska hinda igen. Sitt pd dig dina tibetanska
stovlar sa kan vi leka i snon", sa min bror.

Min bror och jag gick in i vardagsrummet. Mina
fordldrar, systrar och Gaga hade redan itit frukost. Far slipade
en yxa for att hugga ved. Mor satt vid spisen och lagade sina
skor med hemgjord ulltrdd. Mina systrar och min ndst dldste
bror spelade kort. Vinnaren fick madla svarta rdnder pa
forlorarnas ansikten. Min bror och jag gick in i vardagsrummet
tillsammans. Min dldsta syster hade tydligen forlorat for hennes
ansikte var fullt av svarta rdnder. Till och med pé nisan var hon
svart. Men fast hon forlorade var hon glad.

Nér mor sag min bror sa hon: "Vad du ér olydig. Varfor
gick du ut i ett san’t vider? Titta bara pa dina kldder. Du skulle
ha fortsatt att sova som Kondro. Ga och byt till torra kldder och
kom och sitt dig hér vid spisen." Utan att sdga emot gjorde han
som hon sa.

Mor gav oss lite brod till frukost. Medan jag 4t fradgade
jag: "Mamma, har alla &tit frukost?"

"Det var evigheter sedan vi 4t frukost. Det dr snart dags
for lunch. Far sa att jag inte skulle vicka er. Vi kan 1 alla fall
inte gd ndgonstans idag, sd det spelade ingen roll om ni gick upp
eller inte. Och vem skulle tro att din bror skulle gd ut utan att
ndgon mirkte det." Min bror och jag kunde inte svara nagot.

Nér min bror och jag hade étit fardigt satt vi och tittade
pa ndr vara syskon spelade kort. Vi var inte sérskilt intresserade
for vi hade vara egna intressen. Vi élskade att gd ut och leka
hurdant védret dn var. Jag gjorde tecken &t min bror att sétta pa
sig sina véta skor utan att mina fordldrar markte det. Vi var
angeldgna om att fa tillfélle att smita ut.

Till slut fick vi chansen. Min bror sa att han ville ga pa
toaletten, och jag sa att jag ocksa skulle gé sé att han inte skulle
smita. De trodde oss. Mor sa: "Du ér sa snill, Kondro. Ga med
din bror." An en ging var vi fria som figeln som sluppit ut ur
buren efter att ha varit inlast linge.

Det sndade inte sa mycket som forut. Ibland kunde man
se solen titta fram genom sndskyarna som om den var véldigt
trott. Vi var de enda som lekte utomhus. De andra barnen holls
inomhus. Vi lekte ensamma i snon. Min bror ville visa mig ett
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satt att gbra snogubbar som han hade sett i en skolbok. Vi
gjorde hogar av snd och formade det till en ménniska. Sedan
gjorde han en mun, tva 6gon och en ndsa med sina fingrar. Till
slut letade han reda pé en liten pinne, som han satt i sndgubbens
mun, sa att det sdg ut som han rokte.

"V1 har gjort en sndgubbe", sa han till slut.

Jag stirrade full av beundran och sa: "Du é&r toppen,
brorsan. Jag vill lara mig hur man gor en sndgubbe en gang."

Vi lekte kurragbmma bakom sndgubben. Forst letade
min bror efter mig, och sedan letade jag efter honom. Nér han
tog mig var det min tur att leta efter honom. Det var for halt att
springa fort. Min bror halkade nédr han sprang och tyvérr
tappade jag kontrollen och ramlade éver honom. Jag satt grensle
over hans hogra ben och borjade skratta men min bor grat hogt.
Jag kunde inte tro mina 6ron! Medan han grét skrek han: "Du
har brutit benet pad mig! Du har brutit benet pa mig!"

Forst trodde jag att han latsades for att skrimma mig,
men det var allvar. Han skrek verkligen av smérta. Tararna rann
nedfor kinderna och hela ansiktet var vatt av tirar. Jag visste
inte vad jag skulle gora. Jag blev s rddd att jag blev som
fastfrusen precis som sndgubben vi just gjort. Jag ville hjdlpa
honom men jag visste inte vad jag skulle gora. Mitt huvud var
fullstdndigt tomt pé idéer.

Till slut snyftade min bror: "Ga och ség till pappa."
Forst da insag jag vad jag méste gora, och forst dd insdg jag att
jag fortfarande satt pd hans ben. Nar jag kom in och berittade
vad som hént sprang hela familjen ut sd fort de kunde. Min
dldste bror tog honom pa ryggen och gick in. Min bror fortsatte
att grita och ndgra grannar kom for att trosta honom. Det hade
borjat snda igen, den hir gangen sndade det dnnu virre én forut.
Snoflingorna flog rakt in 1 mitt hjirta. Jag kunde inte sluta darra
bdde av skrick och kold.

Min far hade lidst medicin ett tag. Han var tvungen att
sluta nér han gifte sig och méste skdta jordbruket. Tack vare sin
utbildning visste han vad han skulle gora i sddana hér fall. Han
spjdlade min brors ben. Det fick honom att ma béttre och hans
véirk minskade, vilket gjorde att ocksa jag kdnde mig lite béttre.
Nér min bror lugnade sig bérjade mor grila pa mig for att jag
lurat henne och far. Gaga slog mig med armen av sin tibetanska
rock. Till och med mina systrar grilade pa mig. Jag var sa ridd
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att jag inte vagade rora mig. Jag satt bara alldeles stilla bredvid
farmor, som var mitt enda skydd. Egentligen var det ju inte mitt
fel, men eftersom min bror var offret, trostade de honom och
grilade pa mig.

Till slut sa far: "Sluta upp att gridla pd honom och sla
honom. Nu far det vara nog. Ingen kan forhindra sén’t hér. Det
bestimdes vid hans fodsel." Vad far sa muntrade upp mig.
Djupt inom mig tackade jag honom och insdg hur fantastisk han
var.

Jag tyckte synd om min bror eftersom det var mitt fel att
han maste stanna hemma. Han kunde inte gd ut pd hela
vinterlovet. Om jag hade varit lite léttare pa foten skulle det inte
ha hint. Han led verkligen. Hans tardrinkta ansikte var en
outhdrdlig smérta for mig. Hans pinade grit var min barndoms
forsta tragedi. Jag visste inte vad jag skulle sdga at honom. S&
jag vill sdga det nu: "Kéra bror, forlat!"

Altare i byn i forfattarens hem dér en blandning av tsampa,
rostat korn, och tuja-barr branns tidigt varje morgon som ett
offer till gudarna.
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ETT TRAKIGT STALLE

et var kvill — middagstid. Jag satt hos far som vanligt,
D lutade mig mot hans knén och kidnde mig avslappad och

vél till mods. Resten av familjen satt och pratade. Huset
var en enda rora. Far tog pennor som bara var halvt anvéinda och
en anteckningsbok ur min brors skolvéska och lade dem i en ny
védska som han just sytt fardig. Jag undrade vad far gjorde och
funderade Over vad han skulle gora med den lilla véskan
eftersom min bror redan hade en.

Far strok mig Over huvudet med sin varma hand:
"Yngste son, kdra Kondro, du ska borja i skolan imorgon. Det
hér dar din skolvédska. Du far anvdnda den hér tills vidare. Nar
jag éker till Diebu-kommunen ska jag kopa en fin véska i
kinesisk stil &t dig. Din bror ska kopa ett pennskrin och nagra
nya pennor it dig i morgon."

Jag kunde knappt tro vad far just sagt. Om det var sant
att jag skulle borja i1 skolan, varfor skulle jag bry mig om en
gammal viska? Jag kastade mig runt halsen pa far och pussade
honom full av upphetsning. Lyckligt och tacksamt sa jag: "Tack
tre juveler! Antligen ir jag gammal nog att borja skolan!"

Jag vet inte varfor jag tackade de tre juvelerna istéllet
for ndgon annan. Kanske var det farmors paverkan. Hon sa att
allt som vi gjorde och allt som hédnde oss i livet var en del av
den Upplystes plan.

Far dverldt ansvaret for mig pd min bror som hade borjat
1 skolan négra 4r tidigare. Nér vi la oss den kvillen tryckte far
mig mot sitt brost och sa till mor som sov i samma rum:
"Kondro &r vart yngsta barn. Jag vill inte att han ska vara ensam
i skolan." Han suckade djupt. "Skolan &r visserligen en bra plats
for barn, men jag kan inte lata bli att tinka pa hur vér kére
yngste pojke ska klara sig i en miljo full av frdmlingar."

Mor mumlade ndgot som jag inte forstod. Kanske far
horde det, for hon snyftade under sitt ticke. Jag ville trosta mina
fordldrar genom att sdga nagot som skulle gora dem glada, men
jag kom inte pa nagot, sé jag lag tyst bredvid far.
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Men jag kunde inte sova, for jag var sa upphetsad dver
att jag skulle borja skolan. Min fantasi flog in i1 den vérld av
bocker som min bror visat mig. Jag undrade om jag skulle fa
bocker med fargbilder nésta dag. Det var omgjligt att tdnka pa
ndgot annat.

Mina fordldrar tyckte mycket om mig, men i mitt
barnsliga sinne var de méinniskor som jag ville fly ifran. Kanske
alla barn tdnker s& om sina fordldrar, men for mig betydde
skolgéngen frihet.

Far snarkade bredvid mig, men jag kunde inte sova. Jag
trodde att jag skulle vara vaken hela natten, men till slut — jag
vet inte hur och nir — somnade jag.

"Kondro, upp med dig. Det &dr dags att ga till skolan",
ropade mor nésta morgon.

Jag steg upp febrig av upphetsning och satte pd mig
kldderna och skorna som far hade gjort i ordning kvéllen innan.
Det var kldder som jag bara haft pd mig en gang tidigare, bara
pa nyéret. Far och farmor sa at mig att inte vara stygg utan lyda
lararna. De sa allt mgjligt som jag inte lyssnade pé dven om jag
nickade och sa: "Ja." Till slut rullade min bror en boll tsampa®
till frukost, men jag at ingenting. Jag hade brattom till skolan, s
vi rusade ut. Solen hade redan stuckit upp sitt blyga ansikte over
horisonten i Gster, och spred sina gyllene stralar dver vérlden.
Vi sprang ned for stigen.

Niér vi kom ned till var lokala grundskola gick vi igenom
en stor jarngrind som jag aldrig sett forut. Jag stirrade pa allt
som i trans och tinkte: "Ah, mina tre juveler! Vad manga
okénda pojkar och flickor! Vad ska jag gora? Jag kommer att g
vilse utan min bror." Jag holl i storebrors hand &nnu hérdare.
Inga barn kdnde jag och de kdnde inte mig. Efter en stund
ringde en klocka och alla frimmande ansikten forsvann. Alla
gick in i klassrummen. Min bror méste ga till sitt klassrum, sd
han pekade pa ett rum, sa at mig att gé in dér, muntrade upp mig
med att vi snart skulle ses och sedan gick han.

Jag gick mot rummet som ett litet lamm som gatt vilse.
Nér jag ndrmade mig dorren bad mig en ung kvinna som jag
aldrig sett forut komma in. Dér fanns ndgra andra barn i min

*® Tsampa ir en vanlig tibetansk matrétt som gors av te blandat
med rdgmjol, smor och torkad ost.
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alder. Jag kinde inte nagot av dem. De tittade pa mig med
barnslig nyfikenhet. Som tur var, var den unga kvinnan en lokal
tibetanska. Hon forhorde sig om mitt namn.

"Butsu (lilla pojke), vad heter du?" fragade hon mjukt.

"Kondro Tsering", sa jag tyst och hingde med huvudet.
Jag visste inte om hon hade hort. Inte heller var jag sidker pa om
jag hade sagt det eller om jag bara hade tdnkt sdga det och
trodde att jag hade sagt det. Hela ansiktet blossade. Jag 6nskade
att jorden skulle dela sig s att jag kunde forsvinna bort frén alla
dessa nyfikna Ogon. Jag visste inte var jag skulle gora av
hénderna, sé jag latsades skriva ndgot pa vdggen med fingret.
Den unga ldrarinnan sa inget. Hon bara tog mig i handen och
ledde mig till en plats bland barnen pa golvet. Jag satte mig
tveksamt ned som om golvet var fullt av nalar som skulle sticka
mig 1 baken.

Den dagen fick vi inte ldra oss nagonting. Jag vet inte
vad de andra barnen ténkte, men jag var fruktansvért uttrakad.
Efter att vi fitt g& vintade jag pd min bror utanfor klassrummet
och ville gd hem sé& fort som mojligt. Forst da kidnde jag att
magen kurrade. Jag at en tsampa-boll som jag hade i viskan,
men den fyllde inte min hungriga mage. Vi maste ha mat med
oss, for vi bodde s langt frdn skolan att vi inte hann g& hem
och éta pa lunchen.

Min bror hade ingen undervisning den dagen heller. Vi
bara registrerade oss och betalade skolavgiften. Med Buddhas
vélsignelse kom min bror till slut och sa leende: "Hur &r det?
Snélla du, grit inte, OK." Jag sa ingenting och vi gav oss av
hemat vid tolvtiden. Det var min fOrsta dag i skolan och jag
hade aldrig haft s trakigt i hela mitt liv.
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MITT FORSTA AR I SKOLAN

1t har en borjan och det hade ocksd min akademiska
Akarriéir. Besviken gick jag till skolan nésta dag for att

borja den vanliga undervisningen med de andra
eleverna. Vi hade inga skolbdcker, bara smé anteckningsbocker
som vara familjer hade kdpt at oss for att gora ldxor. Kanske
pengarna som vi gav till ldrarna, tio yuan, var den enda
betalning de fick for sin undervisning, for vi fick inget annat &n
undervisning i skolan.

Innan vi borjade i1 forsta klass gick vi i forskola i tva
terminer, som kallades xuegianban.*® Den skulle underlitta for
oss att forstd undervisningen i skolan. Vi hade tre lirare som
undervisade oss samma sak, ndmligen att lara oss skriva vanliga
arabiska siffror fran 1 till 100 och att skriva a, e, 1, o,u och sa
vidare pa kinesiska. Vi 6vade oss i att skriva dessa tvd saker.
Kanske de inte undervisade oss bra eller, vilket var troligare, sa
hade jag ingen fallenhet for att lara mig sa svéara siffror. Jag
lirde mig att skriva 8 av mor. Just den siffran var ett hinder for
mig. Hon skrev 8 pa alla mojliga sitt, till och med langsamt i
handen p& mig och sa vilket streck som jag skulle skriva for att
det skulle bli ratt. Déarfor blev 8 min specialitet i skolan. Vi
rdknade alla siffror som vi fatt rétt och de elever som fatt flest
ritt ansags vara bést. Jag var aldrig bést forrdn mor larde mig att
skriva 8. Senare blev det lattare for mig att f4 de flesta ritt. Jag
utsags till den bédsta eleven av tjugo flera ganger &n tidigare och
de andra eleverna borjade beundra mig.

Alla vara larare var tibetaner. De undervisade inte pa
tibetanska och pratade ofta kinesiska med varandra som om de
vore riktiga kineser. Vi forstod inte deras samtal och vi hade
inte en chans att ldra oss kinesiska. Det enda vi fick ldra oss var
barnkammarrim utan att veta vad vi sa. Vi hade ocksd en
lararinna som lérde oss den hér sangen pa kinesiska:

% En xuegianban ir en forskola eller ett dagis.
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Wo qu shang xue xiao,

Tian tian bu chi dao,

Ai xue xi ai lao dong,

Zhang da yao wei ren min li gong lao.

Jag ska inte komma fér sent till skolan nagon dag,
Jag tycker om att studera och arbeta hart,

Nar jag blir stor,

Ska jag ge mitt bidrag till folket.

Vi fick ldra oss den hdr sdngen precis som vi ldrt oss
recitera mani av vara mormdodrar utan att forstd ett dugg. Varje
morgon sjong vi sdngen i kor, ibland en hel 45-minuters lektion,
ungefiar som unga munkar reciterar religiosa texter. Det maste
ha irriterat de andra klasserna. Ingen hade en aning om hur
ménga ginger vi sjong den hér sangen. Det var omdjligt att
rdkna. Nér vi var alldeles torra 1 halsen sluta vi sjunga. Det var
urtrakigt att sjunga en sang utan att veta vad den betydde, men
ingen av oss vagade klaga hos ldrarna. Vad vi fick ut av det var
absolut ingenting. Nar vi la oss pa kvillen ringde den hir
sangen 1 mina 6ron som om huvudet var tomt pa allt annat dn
sangen. En sang kan vara som en lektion for elever om de vet
vad den betyder, men den hér sdngen var inte meningsfull vare
sig for mig eller for mina klasskamrater.

Pa den hér nivin hade vi inget sarskilt att ldra oss och vi
hade inga riktiga klassrum. Det fanns inga bénkar utom en som
lararna lade sina kappor och viskor pa. Det fanns négra stolar
men inte sa att de rickte at alla elever. Dérfor turades vi om att
anvénda stolarna som bédnkar. Medan en del anvinde stolar, lag
och satt de andra pd golvet och skrev allt som véra lirare sa 4t
oss. I den hdr obekvima miljon insdg vi hur viktiga vara
fordldrar var och hur skont vi hade det hemma.

Lararna ldrde oss lite och slog oss mycket. De
behandlade oss inte som ménniskor utan som smd vilda
griskultingar. Vi var busiga, men de borde inte ha slagit oss pé
handflatorna sa ofta och inte slagit oss sa hért pa véra bakar att
bambuképparna gick sonder. Vi var alla véra fordldrars dlskade
barn. De slog oss sillan lika mycket som véra ldrare dven om de
agade oss ibland. Djupt i mitt hjérta tyckte jag inte att lararna
var ménniskor som skulle ldra oss utan ménniskor som forsokte
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tdmja oss. Vi stod ut 1 tvé terminer.

Allt jag larde mig i xuegianban var att skriva arabiska
siffror och pinyin — alfabetet. Kanske det var det enda syftet
med var lokala xueqgianban.

Lokal traditionell spis i forfattarens hem.
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10

ATT GA RUNT ETT HELIGT BERG

ar jag slutade 1 xuegianban, var det dags for
Nsommarlov. Jag hade inte en tanke pa att resa till

frimmande moderna stider som en del av mina
klasskamrater, for min familj var fattig. Jag lekte med mina
jdmnariga vénner i min hemtrakt. Ibland busade vi och byborna
skvallrade om att vi var besatta av onda andar. Det hjélpte inte
att sla oss, sé vara fordldrar bonfoll oss att vara snélla. Byborna
forbannade oss: "Ni dr barn till ouppfostrade fordldrar och
elever till ddliga lérare."

Till slut stod véra foréldrar inte ut och sa: "Vixer det har
ur véra 6ron?"" Far sa att han skulle ta mig p4 en vandring runt
ett heligt berg for att fa bort mig fran de andra i nigra dagar.
Tjobajo var mogen jamfort med mig, och var det exempel som
mina foréldrar stindigt framhdll for mig. Far bestdmde sig for
att ta med honom ocksa.

Vi gav oss av fore gryningen och packade vara saker pa
en mula. Vi gav oss av medan stjdrnorna bleknade pa himlen en
efter en och solen steg upp igen. Den sista stjdrnan forsvann och
natten var over.

Berget som vi skulle gi runt hade en speciell form. Folk
brukade séga "det hjirtformade berget". Det ligger inte langt
fran vér by, men att ga runt det dr en lang vandring, for det finns
ménga heliga platser att besdka pd vigen. Det tar &tminstone tva
dagar.

Pa vdgen kopte vi en mingd paket snabbnudlar av en
handelsman. Klockan var redan runt nio nir vi kom till Wumba,
ett samlingsnamn for tre byar. Dessa byar var beryktade for sina
skamlosa kvinnor som rénade ensamma maéanniskor pa
genomresa pa deras brod och annan mat. Tillsammans klarade
vi oss oskadda genom byarna och kom till en stor barrtradsskog.

Viégen var mjukt sliten av orékneliga pilgrimers fotter.
Det 6gonblick vi horde vatten porla, skrek vi till det heliga

! En som ir sa olydig att han inte lyssnar pa nagon.
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vattenfallet: "M4 det heliga vattnet rinna!" Far sa att om vi
skrek sé tillrdckligt hogt mot himlen, skulle de upplysta hora
oss och hilla heligt vatten 1 vattenfallet for att rena ondska och
sjukdom frén véra kroppar.

Till slut kom vi fram till vattenfallet. Runt omkring var
buskar och videgrenar utsmyckade med heliga tridar, ulltottar
och khadag.® En del tvittade sina ansikten under vattenfallet.
Min far och bror gjorde samma sak. Jag klddde av mig, men var
inte sa bra pa att rena mig med det heliga vattnet, s& far hjélpte
mig att tvdtta mig. Han sa som om han talade till en riktig
person och som om vattenfallet kunde forsta: "Snilla du, lat det
heliga vattnet rinna och fordriv ondska och sjukdom frén topp
till ta precis som om han skulle ta av sig mossa och skor ..."

Jag var imponerad av fars tro och foljde lugnt hans
exempel genom att be till Buddha i mitt hjarta. Jamfort med far
var jag rddd for att jag innerst inne inte trodde pa ndgonting.
Tvivel fanns i mitt sinne. Medan vi klddde pa oss, berdttade far
att det hér vattenfallet inte dr som ett vanligt vattenfall. Dess
vatten dr tusen gudinnors tvittvatten. Det var bade gott att
dricka och bra att tvitta kroppen i.

Vi fortsatte var resa genom en klyfta mellan hoga
bergvdggar. Nir man tittade upp mot himlen tycktes de
majestétiska bergen redo att falla dver en och krossa en som en
fluga som man sméller ihjdl med handen. Trdd som véxte pa
toppen verkade flyta ned fran himlen. Det fanns ristningar pa
klippvdggen. Munkar hade ristat in de sex heliga stavelserna
bade for dem som trodde pa Bon-religionen och dem som var
buddhister, bilder av Buddha, de atta lyckobringande
symbolerna med mera. Kung Gesars springares hovspar fanns
ocksa pa klippvéggen.

Far sa att kung Gesar en gang kdmpat mot kungen av
Hor.” Han hade en gang ridit igenom det hir vilsignade

> En khadag ir en sjal av siden som ges till ndgon som ett
uttryck for respekt.

3 Det lokala folket trodde att Hor var en tibetansk stam som
styrdes av de vita, svarta och gula kungarna som kdmpade mot
kung Gesars grupp. Det stimmer inte med vissa historiska
uppgifter som hiavdar att Hor var mongoler.

=157=



omradet ensam, utan de trettio hjiltarna av Gling.**

Jag firdades genom en ocean av fantasier medan jag red
pd mula och far och min bror gick framfor. Jag borjade
dagdromma, och hade en vision att jag kléittrade Over de
klippiga bergen med vir mula. I mina fantasier foll jag och
mulan ned fran berget. Klarvaken skrek jag: "Hjdlp, pappa!".
Det skrdmde upp mulan som stegrade sig. Oroad och skrdmd
tog far tag i tyglarna och frdgade: "Kondro, ar allt OK?" Far
skéllde pa mulan for han visste inte att jag skrimt upp mulan.
Senare berdttade jag alltihop. Min bror skrattade, men far sa
med en djup suck: "Min kéra son, kom ned pa jorden! Vi dr i
behov av kung Gesars karma."

Jag funderade Over vart 6de att ha fotts som ménskliga
varelser. Varfor var ménniskor sd olika? Djupt 1 mitt barnliga
hjérta insdg jag att bli fodd som ménniska innebar bade det
bista och det sdmsta, for vi hade formégan att avgora vad som
var ont och vad som var gott. S& okunnighet &r verkligen en
vélsignelse.

Solen strdlade pa en molnfri himmel. Véra svettiga
ansikten var knallréda. Backarna som ringlade sig utmed vigen
var inte tillrickligt kalla for att slicka var torst. Till slut
bestdmde far att vi skulle ta rast och dta lunch. Jag hoppade ned
fran mulan och far lastade av. Vi hittade ett svalt stélle i
skuggan av ett stort trdd dir vi kunde dta lunch. Far gjorde upp
eld pa en eldstad bestdende av tre stenar och gick for att hamta
vatten fran en niarbeldgen damm. Min bror och jag satt stilla och
torkade svetten ur ansiktet och fldsade som tvd utmattade
hundar.

Egentligen borde jag inte vara trott eftersom jag red pa
mulan, men jag var slut pd grund av hettan. Vi borde ha hjélpt
far, men han gjorde allting sjdlv. Var mula betade glupskt s
langt som hans tjuder rdckte medan han slingde med svansen
for att vifta bort blodsugande flugor.

Vi hade ont om tid for far sa att vi méste hinna till
grisslatten dér pilgrimerna tillbringade natten. Vi at en snabb
lunch och fortsatte var resa. Till slut kom vi fram till en annan
helig plats, Taras ort, som far forklarade for oss. Manga var dar
for att dyrka henne. Vid det laget hade det heliga vattnet vid

** Lokalt folk tror att Gling var kung Gesars stam.
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Taras ort fullstidndigt torkat ut pd grund av pilgrimernas dyrkan.
Sa det enda vi kunde gora var att vidrora den vata klippan.
Sedan slickade vi av véra hinder for att fa i oss lite av vattnet.
Alla utforde religiosa ritualer. Ndgra kvinnor reciterade mjukt
Om ma ni pad me hum. Min satte upp boneflaggor. Andra
offrade rokelse medan de spred holong,” de sma papperslappar
med boner som vi kallar vindhéstar.

Vi kléttrade uppfor stegarna som ledde till den runda
ingdngen av en grotta. Far sa at oss att vi skulle slippa hinder
som vi kunde komma infér pa den ldnga vidgen som
sammanbinder dod och aterfodsel. Det fanns en ingéng och en
annan utgang. Nir jag kom ut skakade jag av grottans kyla och
morker. For barn som gick igenom grottan var det skrimmande,
men de dldre var lyckliga, for de bad for sina kommande liv. De
var inte rddda for att ga i1 grottan. Det fanns en hog klippa att
rida upp pd ocksd. Att gé in i grottan och att rida upp pa klippan
hade samma syfte. Bada delarna skulle gora oss orddda nér vi
till slut {16t mellan stadiet av dod och dterfodsel.

Jag bad som far: "O tre juveler, vilsigna mig med mod
infor det kommande livet." Far bad inte bara for sig sjélv utan
for alla levande varelser i1 vérlden. Sedan gav vi oss av mot vart
maél, grasslétten. P4 vigen plockade far trd for att géra pinnar av
och tog ned vért lilla tilt och lastade dem pa vir mula. For mig
var det obekvamt och osékert att rida pa toppen av stédngerna.

Far sa: "P4 senaste tiden har vart samhélle blivit fredligt
och mycket friare dn forr i tiden. Under kulturrevolutionen
kunde vi inte be till vara vordade bergsgudomar. Om man gick
till sddana hidr platser for att dyrka gudarna hédnde det att
tjanstemdnnen tog bort stegarna ndr man hade klattrat upp till
klipporna. Vi offrade song™® i hemlighet, for om de tog oss fick
vi ga runt med en svart hatt som tecken pa att vi gjort fel och att
vi var sociala brottslingar. De slog oss infor andra for att
skramma dem, ungefar som att doda far for att skrimma getter."
Min bror och jag sa ingenting.

Nér vi kom fram holl solen pad att ldngsamt ga ned
bakom berget i véster och tog avsked av oss. Solen verkade
tveka att gdomma sig bakom berget till ndsta dag. Far hade

%> Lungta &r en vanligare term for det lokala ordet holong.
%% Song ar rokelse som bréinns for gudomarna.
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brattom att sdtta upp téltet innan det blev morkt. Det var inte
sarskilt stort, s han satte upp det sjdlv. Min bror sadlade av
mulan och band den i hogra frambenet med ett 14ngt rep som
han satte fast vid en pinne. Pa sé sétt kunde mulan beta framfor
taltet. Vilken fantastisk grasbetéckt slitt! Jag satt uttrottad och
stirrade ut over det odndliga smaragdgrona graslandet. Jag var
yr. Det var forsta gangen jag sdg ett sddant stille och jag visste
inte hur jag skulle reagera. Gréssldtten var en naturlig trddgérd
som svimmade dver av méingder av blommor. Dess stora yta
fick himlen ovanfor mitt huvud att verka storre och lagre. "Vad
underbart det skulle vara att leva pa en sé hér stor plats,"sa jag.

Far kommenterade att det inte var s bra eftersom
nomaderna dér inte hade den gyllene mojligheten att gé i
skolan. Jag antog att ménniskornas sinnen maste vara
genomskinliga som kristallklara sjoar. Men andra sa till mig att
herdarna var sléa som deras jakar och far. De sa att bonderna
var mycket béttre dn herdarna. Jag frdgade inte pa vilket sitt, sa
jag fick aldrig veta varfér. Nomader eller bonder — alla var de
tibetaner som inte gick i skolan, sd pa vilket sétt var de battre
eller simre?

Morkrets draperi drogs over skyn. Blinkande stjdrnor
blev s smaningom synliga. Manen borjade lysa starkare. Far
kokade nudlar &t oss och vi satt utanfor taltet i manskenet och
at. En bris bléste svagt over vara ansikten och fick oss att kiinna
oss uppiggade efter en trottsam dag, som om vi hade blivit
masserade av mjuka hinder. Vi smépratade efter maten. Far tog
dé och da upp idén att studera hart sa att vi slapp vara bonder
som han. Vad han sa gjorde stort intryck pa mig, men jag ér inte
sdker pa att min bror reagerade pd samma sitt. Han kunde inte
lata bli att giispa. Kanske han var franvarande eftersom han gétt
hela dagen och for trott att lyssna pd nidgonting. Det enda han
ville var att sova. Far sa att vi maste gi och ldgga oss, ju forr
desto battre, for vi maste ga upp tidigt ndsta morgon. Jag hade
ingen lust att ga och ldgga mig mellan far och min bror, for jag
kunde inte stricka ut hinderna fritt ur filten om jag blev svettig,
som jag gjorde nir jag sov med far hemma. Nu blev jag mosad
mellan far och min bror.

Jag kunde se manen klart genom tilt Sppningen. Med en
sd4 kunglig syn som den lysande ménen verkade stjirnorna
dimmiga. Jag skrattade tyst for mig sjélv nir jag tdnkte pa hur
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min prutt hade skrdmt min bror. Jag somnade leende.

Innan gryningen steg far upp och tinde eld for att virma
upp nudlarna som var kvar. Himlen var klar som en blé ocean.
Den oidndliga gréssldtten och himlen tycktes spegla sig i
varandra. Man kunde inte avgora var gransen mellan dem gick.
Det var som om man skulle kunna réra vid himlen ndr man kom
fram till slutet av sldtten. Himlen verkade vara sa nira att jag
var rddd att skrika eller hoppa for jag trodde att det kanske
skulle stora himlens invanare.

Morgonbrisen var kylig och fick mig att forstd att
vintern var pa vdg. Luften var full av den friska, ljuvliga doften
av blommor. Daggen pé gréset blotte ned vara skor sa fort som
vi kom ut ur tdltet. Vi 4t en snabb frukost medan vi forsokte
torka av vara skor. Far sa att det inte var nigon idé att torka
skorna vid elden for de skulle bli vata av dagg i alla fall s& fort
Vi gav 0ss av pa var resa igen.

P4 vigen sdg vi médngder av jakar och far. Jag
kommenterade att firen paminde om molntussar som flog dver
grasslatten, vilket fick far att brista i skratt. S& smaningom
torkade griset av den uppatgaende solen. Véra vata fotter
halkade inte ldngre runt i skorna. Vi gick runt de ménga stupa-
formade®’ résena av mani-stenar pa vigen.

Min bror och far gick medan jag red pa mulan som
dagen innan. Vi fortsatte i timmar. Till slut nddde vi andra sidan
berget i riktning mot vart hem. Far kdnde en del folk i den
nérbeldgna byn och de bjod in pa lunch hemma hos sig.

Vi ndrmade oss det hjiartformade berget men vi forsokte
inte g dit utan foljde stigen forbi det heliga berget. Det finns en
intressant legend om berget. Var kommun ligger i1 en dal mellan
tvd hoga berg, de hjartformade berget och Danghi-berget. En
gang kdmpade bergsgudarna och skot pilar mot varandra. Det
hjartformade  berget skot pilar mot  Danghi-bergets
medicinbrost, sé alla biackar som flyter nedfér Danghi-berget
betraktas som heliga. Danghi-berget skot pilar in i1 det
hjértformade bergets gudomliga behéllare, s& vid foten av det
berget finns det ménga olika slags stenar varav en del liknar
fdglar. Lokalt folk sdger att var kommun &r sé fattig déarfor att

3" En stupa ér en buddhistisk helgedom i form av en kupol och
en spira. Oversittarens anmirkning.
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de tvd bergsgudomarna védnde ryggen mot oss pa grund av sitt
hat mot varandra, och darfor blir vi sdllan vélsignade av dem.
Det hjéartformade berget vetter mot ett nomadomrade, si
herdarna far tur med sina hjordar. Danghi-berget vitter mot
Tsunre-staden och folket dér dr sysselsatta med blomstrande
affarer. Alla invanare i var kommun tror pd den hér historien
och ser sin fattigdom som 6desbestimd.

Min bror och jag letade efter vdlformade smdstenar. Vi
hittade inga men far hittade ndgra som han gav oss. De sag ut
som om nagon hade slipat dem. Min bror och jag var véldigt
fortjusta i dessa heliga smastenar.

Vi passerade tre byar pd vig hem. Solen hade néstan
borjat ta avsked av oss. Vi stannade inte, for vi hade fortfarande
lang vdg att gd. Vart hem lag langt bort fran
kommunhuvudstaden pa en hog bergstopp vid slutet av en brant
stig. Det finns ett ordsprédk om var by: "Om man tittar upp mot
Lhacar-byn, maste man hélla i sin hatt, annars faller den av och
blir dammig." Smeknamnet dr "fagelbyn" for figlarna tycker
om att hdcka i de hoga traden dédr. Namnet ger ocksa uttryck for
byns isolering och svartillgdngliga ldge. Jag brukade grila med
mina klasskamrater pd grund av det hir ohovliga, men vilvalda
smeknamnet.

Viért lokala kloster, didr min dldste bror & munk ligger
ndra kommunhuvudstaden. Min bror ville stanna kvar i min
munkbrors hem for han var utmattad. Far och jag fortsatte hem
utan honom. Det var néstan morkt nér vi kom hem. Fars hér
droppade av svett. Det steg upp anga fran haret som fran
angkokare for brod. Mor, mina systrar och Gaga kom ut och
hjélpte oss att lasta av mulan. Mor gav mig en varm kyss och
sa: "Min dlskade yngste pojke, vad jag har saknat sig." Men jag
kidnde mig konstig till mods, for vi hade ju bara varit borta tva
dagar. Kanske berodde det pd att jag inte ens hade tdnkt pd
henne?

Under middagen berdttade mor att en av mina vénner,
Dorji Tsering, hade orsakat problem for sin familj. Han hade
slagits med en liten flicka som var ett ar yngre &n han och hade
slagit ut en av hennes framtinder. Sedan hade deras familjer
grilat och slagits. Dorjis far hade blivit skadad i huvudet och
akt till sjukhuset. Mor var lattad att jag inte varit ddr med Dorji.
Hon berittade manga saker och bad mig att inte leka med Dorji.
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Jag 1 min tur berdttade om dyrkan vid de heliga platserna, och
hon berittade ménga historier om dem precis som far gjort.
Efter det var jag inte lika busig med Dorji som jag varit forut.
Istdllet berittade jag for Dorji och mina andra vinner om hur vi
gatt runt heliga platser och vi lekte att vi gick runt det
hjértformade berget. Fran och med det hinde det séllan att vi
slogs eller grilade med éldre eller med mindre barn.

Lorgay-klostret ligger néra Lhacar-byn.
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11

STUDIER HALVT OM HALVT

skolan. Plotsligt var det dags att borja i forsta klass, som

jag hade léngtat sd efter. Vart nya klassrum var fint inrett
med tillrackligt manga bénkar och stolar for alla elever. Pa
viggarna hdngde affischer av visterlindska och kinesiska
vetenskapsmén och tdnkare som Newton, Einstein och Lu Xun.
Ovanfor svarta tavlan hdngde en réd och vit banderoll med ett
citat av ordférande Mao: "Hao hao xue xi, tian tian xiang
shang" (Studera hért och gé framit varje dag). Det fanns inga
affischer med kinda tibetanska forfattare eller experter. Inte
heller fanns det ndgra tibetanska ordsprak om utbildning.

Vi hade nya bocker och nya larare. Allt var nytt utom vi
sjdlva. Vi borde egentligen ha fatt helt nya insikter av verkliga
bokliga studier i den har klassen, men tyvérr blev det inte sa for
mig. Jag tyckte om klassrummet, och véra skolvéskor var tunga
av bocker med frimmande kinesiska tecken och fargglada
illustrationer. Det sporrade oss att ldra oss sd snabbt som
mojligt.

Min bror var inte tillrickligt sjélvsdker for att ldra mig
ndgot ur mina nya bdcker, sa jag fragade far, men han kunde
inte kinesiska. I vilket fall som helst skrev far mitt namn pé
tibetanska 1 alla bocker for att jag inte skulle tappa bort dem.
Mitt namn skrivet pd tibetanska fick mig att kdnna mig konstig
till mods. Bokstidverna var spretiga som myrben. Vi borjade inte
lara oss tibetanska forrén 1 arskurs fyra.

Jag lirde mig lika mycket som de andra eleverna. Alla
larare utom matteldraren var ansvarsfulla och brydde sig om
oss. De undervisade i allménhet bra till skillnad frén ldrarna i
xueqianban, som ofta slog oss med en bambupinne. De
kinesiska ldrarna var béttre dn véra tibetanska ldrare. De var
engagerade och gav sig inte forrdn vi forstod vad de forsokte
lara oss. De gick inte in for att g& igenom bockerna sa snabbt
som mojligt utan forsokte lara oss s& mycket som vi klarade av,

S ommarlovet tycktes ta slut lika snabbt som en vecka i
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dven om vi inte lyckades hinna igenom boken.

Men nir de blev trotta grilade de pé oss: "Ni dr dumma
som grisarna i era byar." Deras ilska varade emellertid inte sd
lange och sedan fortsatte de att undervisa med uppmuntrande
leenden.

Vira tibetanska ldrare ddremot, brydde sig inte om hur
mycket vi ldrde oss, bara hur mycket de hann gé igenom under
lektionen. Det fick mig att tro att inlédrning gick ut pd att ldsa ut
bockerna hipp som happ pé en termin. Det kan hénda att andra
skolor inte var som vér lokala grundskola. Var matteldrare var
tibetan. De elever som var klipska och forstod undervisningen
snabbt var han snill mot. Han kom in klassrummet, skrev upp
ett antal utrdkningar pé svarta tavlan, forklarade dem virrigt och
gick igenom nédgra dvningar ur boken. Det var allt, klart slut!
Trots att vara lektioner var enkla och bara handlade om addition
och subtraktion for nyborjare var det svart att forstd om man
inte fick en ordentlig forklaring. Det ledde till att jag blev
urdalig pa rdkning. Jag skrev av de andra elevernas lixor.
Kanske berodde det pa mig, for det fanns elever i var klass som
klarade sig utmérkt i matte hur kortfattat och ytligt ldraren &n
undervisade. Jag gav upp kampen att bli bdttre i matte och
kapitulerade. I den &ldern tyckte jag att det var lika bra att ge
upp eftersom jag dnda inte lirde mig nagonting. Foljden var att
jag foredrog de kinesiska lektionerna. De var mycket
intressantare. Min kinesiska blev allt béttre &ven om jag inte var
bist i1 klassen. Problemet var att jag var blyg nér jag skulle prata
kinesiska, s& min muntliga kinesiska var néstan lika dilig som
rdkningen. Jag pluggade kinesiska hart med en engagerad ldrare
som brydde sig om oss alla. Ibland kinde jag igen kinesiska
tecken som min bror inte kunde, trots att han gick i arskurs fyra.
Han var bra pa matte, men han ville aldrig ldra mig.

Skrivningar dr ett primitivt sdtt att testa kunskap. Om
man klarar sig bra péd skrivningarna antas man vara en duktig
elev. Om man klarar sig déligt uppfattas man som en dalig elev.
Pé den tiden studerade alla elever hela tiden och kom ihag vad
de lart sig i skolan. Det var béttre dn att inte gora ndgonting i
veckor och plugga hela natten fore skrivningarna som jag gjorde
med min stackars matte. Jag var absolut botten, och som véntat
var jag langt ifrdn redo infor skrivningarna. Foljden var att jag
fick 95 1 kinesiska i slutexamen och 45 i matte. Bara en elev
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klarade matteexamen fOrsta terminen. Var matteldrare grilade
pa oss. Han forstod aldrig att det bade var hans och vért fel.

Jag var ndjd med vad jag lirde mig av den kinesiska
lararen. P4 lovet skrev jag dagbok pd kinesiska som min lérare
bad mig, men jag rorde inte vid matteboken och blev inte klar
med de uppgifter vi fatt till lovet.

Den storsta poppeln i Zorgay-kommunen.
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12

FEGIS

"fegis". Med vart barnsliga synsétt betydde "fegis" att man

inte slogs. Att sldss innebar att man var djérv och modig.
Och om man forlorade? Ingen brydde sig om att svara pd den
fragan. Alla i skolan kallade mig for "fegis", ibland till och med
lararna. Min bror brukade ocksa kalla mig det ndr vi grélade
med varandra. Jag kallades "fegis" for att jag en géng inte ville
slass.

Jag hade manga smeknamn, men det som jag gillade bist var

Vid ett tillfille beromde var matteldrare mig och sa att
jag gjorde framsteg. I min mattebok fanns det numera flera
"ritt". Jag gjorde alla dvningarna sjélv. D4 visste jag inte vad de
duktigaste pojkarna skulle géra med mig, de pojkar som fryste
ut de flickor, som ocksa var bra pa att studera.

Vi hade alltid matematik den forsta timmen pa dagen.
Nér lektionen var slut glodde de tre bdsta pojkarna, inte
flickorna, surt pa mig. De hade skojat med mig forut, men den
dagen retade de mig istdllet. De sa till varandra: "Den snabbaste
skoldpaddan kan aldrig ta kaninen." D& visste de inte att
kaninen ibland somnar, och att skdldpaddan passerar honom da,
som vdr ldrare senare berdttade for oss. De kastade krita pd mig
och pappersbollar. Jag var som en tiggare i ett gathorn, som
forsokte gora mig liten pa min stol. Jag ville inte sldss med dem
utan anledning. Man kan fraga sig hur ett barn i min &lder kunde
std ut med ndgot sadant, for jag var inte rddd for att slass. Jag
stod ut med forodmjukelsen for att jag inte ville std utanfor
klassrummet under mina favoritlektioner, kinesiska, idrott och
biologi. Efterdt gick jag in till lektionerna som om ingenting
hade hant. Men inom mig var jag oroad och deprimerad, for jag
var radd att forlora vinskapen med de elever som jag ansett vara
mina vénner. Pa lektionerna fortsatte de att provocera mig. Ju
mer de forsokte, desto mer forsokte jag kontrollera min ilska.
Sedan den dag mor berdttade om min véan Dorji Tserings brak
med den lilla flickan och hur han slagit ut hennes framtand ville
jag inte sldss med nigon.
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Till slut var lektionerna 6ver och det var dags for lunch.
Jag ville fly for att undvika onddigt slagsmal, men de fortsatte
att trakassera mig pd védgen ndr jag och Dorji gick hem. Jag
stannade och frdgade: "Vad har jag gjort er, kompisar?"

Den ldngste, Tashi Dondrub, sa, "Vad menar han med
kompis? Det &r konstigt och en skam att sdga att ndgon ir ens
vén ndr man just ska borja slass. Tycker ni inte det, kompisar?"

Som forutsett svarade alla: "Du borde skdimmas. G& och
slicka skit! Ingen vill vara din vén." Det fick mig néstan att ge
upp, men jag forsokte lugna ner mig for om jag borjade slass, sa
skulle jag bli den enda som skulle fa kritik av l4rarna, for de var
de bista eleverna och ldrarna tyckte battre om dem &n om mig.
Jag sa &t min védn Dorji, som sédkert skulle hjélpa mig att slass
med dem, att ignorera dem.

Dorji viskade 1 mitt 6ra: "De vill slass for att var
mattelirare beromde dig i morse. De ir avundsjuka pa dig." A,
vélsigna mina tre juveler! Nir jag var dalig pd matte var de
vinner med mig och nu nér jag borjar bli bittre har de blivit
mina fiender. Jag hade blivit eleven som de ville sla och trycka
ner. Det var en stor besvikelse, men jag forsokte dndé att halla
tillbaka min ilska och behirskade mig. .

Jag sa: "Jag vet varfor ni vill slass. Vi kan vl sléss efter
slutexamen. Vad sdger ni om att vénta till dess?"

Det var sédant jag sa for att jag ville undvika slagsmal.
Jag visste inte om jag skulle vara lika duktig som de vid slutet
av terminen. Men utan varning kastade de tre sig Over mig,
sparkade pa varje del av min kropp, slog mig pa nisan sé att den
borjade bléda och drog mig i haret sd héart de kunde. Dorji
hjélpte mig och sparkades och slogs med sina smé knytnévar.
De slog Dorji, men som tur var stoppade en forbipasserande
dem. Jag kunde inte sldss mot dem, men Dorji hade tappat
besinningen och grilade ursinnigt: "Ni dumma hundar. Om ni &r
starka nog att sla Kondro och mig, sa 14t oss sléss var och en. Ni
borde skimmas att ge er p& Kondro och kla upp honom! Ni kan
ge er pé att jag kommer hdmnas senare, nir var och en av er ar
ensamma." Sedan kom han fram till mig och torkade av blodet
fran min kind med &rmen pa sin tibetanska rock.

Det fick mig att inse vad det betydde att ha en vén, nér
man blivit slagen pa nédsan och inte kan halla tillbaka tdrarna.
Jag sdg ut som jag grit men det gjorde jag inte.
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Négon talade om for min bror att jag blivit uppkladd och
han kom snabbt med en bit tegelsten i hoger hand: "Kondro,
vem var det som slog dig? Vid de tre juvelerna! Jag ska slé ihjél
dem!" sa han, men Tashi Dondrub och hans tva vinner var inte
langre 1 narheten. Nér min bror kom sprang de ivdg som mdss
som sdg en katt komma.

Min bror sa at mig att tala om allt for klassldraren. For
tillfallet var han pa min sida. Han sa att jag klarade mig bra och
inte skulle sldss med de andra fOr att hdmnas. Lédraren
overtygade ocksd min bror om att inte hdmnas. Den
eftermiddagen gav liraren Tashi Dondrup och hans vénner ett
ordentligt kok stryk och ldt dem inte komma till lektionerna pa
eftermiddagen. De fick std utanfor ldrarens rum hela
eftermiddagen. Aven om de fortjinade det tyckte jag synd om
dem for en gang hade jag betraktat dem som mina vénner. P&
lektionerna den eftermiddagen kallade négra av Tashi Dondrubs
andra vianner mig for "fegis", for de trodde att jag hade forlorat
och inte vagade hdmnas och istdllet bett ldraren straffa pojkarna.
Jag brydde mig inte om att forklara. De var ndjda med att kalla
mig for fegis. Det var bara dverldraren, min bror och Dorji som
visste varfor jag inte himnades. Det var inte en fraga om att
vara modig eller feg. Jag tyckte om smeknamnet for det
paminde mig om att jag blivit béttre pa matematiken och att jag
fatt en riktig van. Och som tur var fick jag bittre betyg &n de
eleverna i slutexamen under de kommande &ren.

Jag berittade for mor om slagsmalet samma dag och hon
sa vanligt: "Duktig pojke. Att slass dr inte det enda sittet att
visa sitt mod. Talamod och uthéllighet 4r mod." Hon tryckte
mig till sitt brost och kysste mig varmt: "Gor inget déligt 1 ditt
nuvarande liv, annars kommer du att lida 1 nédsta liv. I vart
lokala tempel finns det en stor thanka som visar att om man ar
dum mot andra sa kommer ens 6gon att stickas ut och om man
forbannar andra s blir ens tunga avskuren i nésta liv. Det ar
inget fel med att forsdka vara en bra pojke."

Jag larde mig mycket av mor om att vara en réttradig
person. Hon blev en ménniska som jag inte kunde leva utan.
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13

MORS ORATTVISA LIV

Lokalbefolkningen tar doden pé stort allvar. Det gor jag

ocksa. For mig var det svaraste mors orédttvisa liv, hennes
sjukdom och dod. Jag tyckte s& synd om henne och var si
ledsen over att forlora mors omsorg nér jag behovde den som
mest. Det var ett 6de som jag sjdlv orsakat i mitt foregaende liv,
tankte jag, for farmor sa alltid att allt man gjort i foregéende liv
fick konsekvenser i nuvarande liv. Hon sa att det som jag fick
lida 1 det hir livet berodde pa vad jag gjort fel 1 foregaende liv.
Det var vad folk kallade for straff. S& livet var svart. Vad hade
jag gjort for att nagot sadant skulle hinda mig i det hér livet?

Att ta hand om sex barn var en tung boérda for mor
eftersom vi alla var smé samtidigt. Hon arbetade hela tiden for
att gora livet béttre for oss. Hennes eget liv var torftigt. Hon
kladde sig i gamla, slitna, lappade kldder och &t tsampa utan
smor for vér skull. Ingen hjdlpte henne. Mor gjorde allt
jordbruksarbete sjélv och gav sig av for att hitta medicinalvixter
som far kunde tjdna pengar pa medan farmor tog hand om oss
pa dagen. Mor gjorde dubbelt s& mycket som andra kvinnor. En
géng sa hon: "Allt mitt hirda arbete ar for er, kéra barn. Jag
hoppas att kunna ge er underbara liv innan jag ldmnar er." Da
forstod jag inte den dolda meningen i "innan jag lamnar er".

Livet gick sin gilla gdng lugnt men dnd4 snabbt och alla
beundrade mor. Ndr mina broder och systrar blev tillrackligt
gamla for att hjélpa henne sa folk att hon kunde vila och njuta
lite mer av livet, for de var tillrdckligt gamla att arbeta for sig
sjdlva och skaffa sig ett bekvimt liv. Istillet blev mor
fruktansvirt sjuk, men hon sa bara att hon hade ont i magen.
Hennes sjukdom kom plétsligt som en blixt och fororsakade en
outhdrdlig d4ska under min barndom, vilket fick ett regn av térar
att falla.

Nér jag var yngre hade min familj kopt en traktor. Pa
den tiden hade min familj bara en, s en gdng kom en sldkting
for att lana traktorn for att transportera nagra stenar frin staden i

I V6dsel betyder att doden kommer till  slut.
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vir kommun till sitt hem for att ldgga grunden till muren runt
sitt hus. Far kunde inte vdgra. P4 végen tillbaka tvingade en
kvinna min sldkting att lata henne kléttra in 1 traktorsldpet.
Eftersom vidgen var ojdamn ramlade hon ur slidpet och dog
omedelbart. Polisen i var by gav oss boter for att vi dgde
traktorn och gav pengar till kvinnans familj. Min sldkting satt
héktad i ndgra dagar och slidpptes sedan eftersom vi redan betalt
kompensation for kvinnans dod.

Det ledde till att nédr vi som mest behdvde traktorn hade
vi den inte. Far gav sig av till en annan by for att hyra en traktor
for att ta mor till Tewu-kommunen i Gansu-provinsen. Det var
nidrmare &n att dka till Zorgays kommunhuvudstad. Far och
mina tvd &ldsta broder foljde med mor till sjukhuset i
kommunhuvudstaden. Mina tva &ldre systrar, Tjobajo, farmor
och jag véntade oroligt hemma. Farmor var ovanligt tyst medan
mina systrar, min bror och jag lade oss pd knd, lade véra
handflator emot varandra for att be for mor infor portritten av
lamorna som hingde pa védggen i1 vért hemaltare. Det var enda
sattet att lugna ner oss pa.

Mor fick sin diagnos pa sjukhuset. Far sa ingenting om
det verkliga resultatet utan beréttade vare sig for mor eller for
mina broder. Tvirtom sa han att mor snart skulle bli frisk, precis
som vanligt. S& de kom tillbaka till vart lokala sjukhus dar mor
befann sig for att fa behandling. Jag vet fortfarande inte exakt
vilken sjukdom mor hade. Det enda jag fick veta var att det var
en slags magvark.

Forhallandena pa det lokala sjuhuset var daliga.
Rummen var slitna och viggarna och taket var morka av rok.
Det regnade in och taket ldckte. Det enda positiva var att det
fanns duktiga tibetanska doktorer dér for att se till mor varje
morgon.

Mor blev magrare varje dag. P4 dagarna maste jag gé i
skolan, sa jag var pd sjukhuset med mor och far varje kvill, men
det fanns ingenting jag kunde gora for att hjdlpa far att ta hand
om mor.

Far ville inte att mor skulle 1dmna oss barn, sirskilt inte
mig, s han gick till olika lamor och bad dem vélsigna mor sa
att hon skulle leva lidngre. Det var fruktansvért tungt for far.
Han sov inte bra pd natten for han var pa helspann fér mors
minsta jammer. Ibland blev hon upprord pa grund av sin smérta
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och grélade pé far utan anledning. Men mot mig var hon alltid
snéll och vénlig hur svért hon dn hade det.

Alltid nér far lagade lunch at oss satt mor i solskenet pa
sjukhusgirden. Mor letade efter 16ss pa mitt huvud, och jag
kramade henne hart for att kdnna virmen fran hennes hjirta.
Ibland stretade jag emot ndr mor letade efter 16ss pa mitt huvud,
men hon sa att om hon inte fingade dem och dodade dem skulle
de grdva sig in i min hjérna, och jag skulle do precis som farmor
brukade sdga. Hon sa alltid: "Min kére son, i framtiden maste
du lyda din far. Du ér den enda jag bekymrar mig for." Hennes
ogon blev fuktiga och hon snét sig. "Du maste studera hart si
att ditt liv blir battre. Folj inte i1 véra fotsteg. Ga din egen vig sa
att du kommer till en béttre vérld." Jag sa ingenting. Jag satt
bara dar och lutade mig mot mors knén utan att forstd vad hon
forsokte séga till mig.

Mor verkade forlorad i djupa tankar, hon suckade tungt
och sa: "En gang var din far och jag rika. Mina fordldrar ville att
jag skulle fa egendom av din far sa att de skulle bli rika, men
jag végrade. Fran den dagen 14t mig inte mina fordldrar komma
in 1 deras hem. De talade inte ens till mig. Din stackars mor
hade ingen familj som brydde sig om henne. Jag var som
fordldralds trots att mina forédldrar levde. S& min kére pojke, jag
vill inte ldmna dig ensam med far". Jag var halvborta och
forstod inte vad hon menade. Hon fortsatte: "Véra rikedomar
togs ifrdn oss under det nya Kinas sociala turbulens. Egendom
ar som dagg péd griset som forsvinner pa ett dgonblick. Mina
fordldrar var lyckliga over att jag forlorade min egendom. Jag
har inget av vérde att ldmna efter mig till dig; bara mitt harda
arbete som jag utfort for att forsoka ge dig ett gott liv. Jag
misslyckades och det &r jag ledsen for. Men ni har alla tur som
har en sé bra far. Var snélla och sdg inte emot honom. Var lika
snélla mot honom som han dr mot er. Gor inget sd att han blir
arg, bekymrad eller orolig. P4 grund av mig &r din far si svag
nu. Han klarar inte ndgra bordor. Studera hért och foréndra ditt
liv i grunden."

"Mor, varfor pratar du bara om far? Far du och jag
kommer alltid att vara tillsammans och nidr jag har fatt min
examen fran gymnasiet och far ett jobb kan jag sdkert kopa fina
kldder, skor och jittegod mat at dig och far. Jag ska spara
pengar och ta far och dig till Lhasa", pratade jag pd. "Och mor,
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en sak till, jag kommer inte att kopa ndgonting at dina foréldrar.
Jag hatar dem s& mycket", lade jag till. Det dr sant, jag
foraktade dem ur djupet av mitt hjirta.

Mor log svagt och sa med en konstig rost: "Ja, vi

kommer alltid att vara tillsammans. Jag lamnar dig aldrig."
Det verkade som mor led svart, men det fanns ingenting jag
kunde gora for att hjélpa henne. Jag kunde bara tycka synd om
henne, men det var inte till ndgon hjilp. Jag bad ur djupet av
mitt hjérta: "Mor, om jag bara kunde dela din smérta lite grand,
sa skulle jag ge vad som helst som jag dger i det har livet, till
och med tio &r av mitt liv. A, goda tre juveler, vilsigna mor och
gor henne frisk sa fort som mojligt. Lat henne inte lida langre."

Hemma utférde min bror som var munk alla religiosa
ritualer som lamorna bad honom om f{or att underlitta mors
lidande. Pa sjukhuset frigade far varje morgon om mor och
vilken medicin han skulle ta med sig, och doktorerna gav recept
pa alla mediciner. Men inget hjdlpte. Mor var kvar pa sjukhuset
néstan ett halvar. Till slut bestdmde sig far for att ta hem henne
och ta hand om henne hemma.

Overlikaren pa det lokala sjukhuset var en munk, som
hette Wodser. Han var en reinkarnerad lama, expert pa
skrifterna och han visste hur man skulle utféra de mest
komplicerade religidsa riterna. Han kunde snurra tvd mani-hjul i
varje hand samtidigt som han holl i ett radband i1 hoger hand,
vilket var omdgjligt for en vanlig manniska. Hans fingrar hade
format en ring i handtagen pa bonehjulen for att han snurrade
dem som ofta. Han var en allvarlig lama, vilket gjorde att alla
tvekade infor att be honom utfora svéra religidsa riter eller att
ge en diagnos pé sjukdomar.

Det hénde en rolig sak mellan munken Wodzer och en
stum mans mor.

En dag var den stumme mannen sjuk och han kunde inte saga
vilken del av hans kropp som varkte, sa hans mor bad munken
Wodser att komma. Den stumme mannens mor var inte radd
och kom hem till honom med sin son utan att fraga om hon
kunde komma in. Nar hon sag munken Wodzer, sa hon som
om hon pratade med en vanlig person: "Ah, vad bra att du &r
hemma. Min son &r sjuk och jag behdver din hjalp."

Han skamtade: "Det ar inte mitt fel att han ar sjuk, sa
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varfor tar du hit honom? Det &r inte mitt problem. Var snall och
ga harifran."

"Hur kan du vara sa hansynslés. Du ar ju en doktor.
Ditt jobb ar att gora folk friska", sa modern utan att vara radd.

"Det har du ratt i. Jag skojade bara. Vad ar det for fel
pa honom?" fragade Wodzer.

"Var inte dum! Om jag visste vad det var for fel pa
honom skulle jag inte ha tagit hit honom. Jag vill att du tar
hans puls sa att du far reda pa vilken sjukdom han har", sa
modern oroligt.

Istallet for att bli arg, brast munken Wodzer ut i skratt.
Sedan tog han pulsen pa patienten och gav honom medicin.
Han var mycket snall mot patienter fran det lokala samhallet.

En dag var munken Wodzer inte pd sjukhuset. Det fanns
ingen annan doktor som far kunde frdga om mors tillstdnd, s&
han gick till en annan lama. Vem kunde ana att det skulle uppsta
ett problem? Efter att munken Wodzer hort att far gick till en
annan lama fordndrade han sig. Han kom inte och undersokte
mor varje morgon. Far hade ingen aning om vad som var fel. En
morgon frigade far: "Ahke,”® vad ska jag gora nu? Det verkar
inte som om hon blir béttre. Tvirtom verkar hon bli smalare
varje dag."

"Fraga mig inte mer. Jag vet inte. Var snéll och ga och
fraga den lama som du gick till hdromdagen. Han kanske vet
mer dn jag", svarade Wodzer, som hade foroldmpat far sé att
han gick tyst.

Nu forstar jag att far trodde att mor skulle ga bort det
aret, och antog att det var battre for henne att ligga i en varm
sdang hemma hos oss.

Host. Traden vara bara och bladen flog genom var by
avslitna av de starka hostvindarna. Skyn var dimmig av damm
varje dag, som fick mig att bli pa déligt humor. Far hade sagt
till mig att om mor blev béttre sa skulle vi se det 1 borjan av
hosten vid samma tid dé& vixterna bytte farg. Fortfarande kunde
vi inte se ndgon forbdttring. Mors hy var blek som om det inte
rann ndgot blod genom adrorna. Hon forblev sig lik.

Mor sa till mig nér hon letade efter 16ss pa mitt huvud:

%% En hovlig form for "munk."
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"Nu ér jag som ett torrt, flytande 16v och kommer antingen
ramla av eller hdanga kvar pa grenen. Det dr inget jag kan gora
ndgot at. En stark vind kommer sikert blasa mig till ett konstigt
stille. Tradet har fortfarande rotter som kan véxa nista ar, men
16ven har ramlat av. Din far, dina syskon och du é&r triddet och
jag dr 16ven. Nér jag en géng har blést bort méste ni alla se till
att det vixer nya blad."

Mor sa till mig att hon bara hade en kort tid kvar med
mig. Hon uppmuntrade mig att vara modig mot de ménniskor
som jag skulle trdffa i livet. Vad dum jag var! Jag forstod inte
vad hon sa. En dag kom jag hem fran skolan och sag att mors
hér var avklippt som om hon vore fyra ar. Jag tyckte hon sag
rolig ut med sin sjukliga bleka hy och sin nya frisyr, och sa:
"Mor, du blir vackrare och yngre varje dag. Varfor klippte du
dig inte tidigare?"

Ingen kunde sdga nigot. Mor skrattade och sa: "Kondro,
att klippa sig var inte vad din mor Onskade sig, men det ar
lattare att skota haret pé sa sitt."

Aterigen blev jag forvirrad. Jag borde ha forstatt att det
var ett tecken att mor snart skulle gé bort. Dag efter dag blev
mor sdmre. Till slut kunde hon inte komma upp ur séngen. Hon
kunde bara dricka lite mjolk for att fukta sin strupe. Hon kunde
inte dta nagonting.

En morgon nér jag just skulle gé till skolan férsdkte mor
lyfta sitt huvud. Hon ropade fram mig till sdngen och sa i en
falskt glattig ton: "Kére Kondro, kom hem snabbt efter skolan.
Lek inte pa vigen. Jag har sagt ménga ginger att du maste vara
en sndll pojke och forsoka skaffa dig ett bittre liv én mitt och
studera hart 1 skolan. Var snill och lagg det pa hjartat, OK? Du
ar battre dan din bror i skolan, sa jag har hopp for dig. Jag har
talat med din bror ocksa", sa mor.

Att jag var s& dum! Jag tog henne inte pa allvar och
pratade péd: "Nej, mamma, det ska jag inte glomma." Jag visste
inte vad mor hade sagt till min bror. Nu angrar jag att jag var sd
naiv och betedde mig sa barnsligt.

Sedan strok mor mig over héret, kysste mig pd munnen
och lutade sig tillbaka mot kudden igen. Jag hade inte en tanke
pa att det kunde vara den sista gdngen hon pratade med mig,
sista gangen hon gav mig en varm kyss och visade sin kérlek
och omsorg om sin élskade son.
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Den dagen var jag pa daligt humdr, men jag visste inte
varfor. Det var sd konstigt. Det gar inte att forklara hur jag
kidnde mig. Det var konstigt. Forsta hélften av dagen hade jag
trakigt i skolan, men sedan tog den éntligen slut. Min bror och
jag véntade inte pd véra skolkamrater. Vi gav oss av pd den
dammiga vigen som slingrade sig uppfor berget. Vinden slet i
véra kldder. Virvelvindar kastade upp damm och skrép i luften.
Dir vi bodde sdg man det som ett olycksbadande tecken och vi
spottade i luften fOr att inget ont skulle hénda oss.

Nér vi ndrmade oss huset, sdg vi att det hade kommit
hem ménga sliktingar till oss. De reciterade mani-boner, 1t
kulorna pa radbanden g genom sina fingrar och snurrade pa
bonekvarnarna. A, tre juveler! Nir jag sig mina systrar och
broders rodgratna 6gon forstod jag att mor inte lingre fanns dér
att prata med mig. Den chock jag fick nir jag sdg det var som
om en hammare slog mig pa brostet; hjértat ndstan stannade.

Jag sprang till far, kramade honom héart, kastade
skolvédskan 1 golvet och grit som om mor redan var borta:
"Adza, vad har hint med Ama?"

Far sa tyst: "Hon har det bra!"

Min bror som var lite dldre dn jag forstod hur man skulle
bete sig i en sddan hér situation. Ndr jag sprang in i mors
sovrum, brast han i grat for han forstod vad far menade. Jag
blev varse hur mor andades sina sista andetag. Hennes brost
hojde sig ojaimnt. Hon kunde inte sdga eller hora nagot. Jag satt
och holl hennes varma hinder i mina och sa: "Ama, jag kommer
ihdg vad du sa &t mig. Jag kom hem fore alla andra elever. Ama,
Ama... Jag ber dig, lyft huvudet och prata med mig." Det var
omdjligt att kontrollera griten. Térarna rann nerfoér mina kinder
och in i munnen. Jag kénde de salta tararna, kénde livet. "Ama,
Ama, kan du hora mig? Jag dr Kondro." Efter att ha torkat av
tararna frdn mina ldppar med min snoriga drm kysste jag mor pa
lipparna, men hon reagerade inte som tidigare. "Jag &r har for
att berdtta om skolan. Du vill ju alltid hora, eller hur? Snélla
Ama, lyssna pa mig", grit jag, men mor lag ororlig. Inte ett ljud
hordes frdn henne utom det svaga ljudet av hennes hjarta som
holl pé att sluta sla. Underliga ljud kom ur hennes strupe som
om hon holl pa att kvidvas, vilket var outhérdligt att hora.

Sedan kom far in. Han kramade mig och sa: "Kondro, 14t
mor sova 1 lugn och ro. Stor henne inte! Hon hor inget hur
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mycket du én forsoker prata med henne."

Jag sdg far snyfta for forsta gangen i mitt liv. Han kysste
mig gang pa gdng och sa: "Var en snill pojke och sluta grita".
Far {01l i grit. Jag kunde inte forestélla mig att han kunde grata
som han gjorde. Att se mig grata klarade han inte av.

Men den hér giangen ville jag inte vara en snill pojke.
Jag ville inte gd tillbaka till vardagsrummet utan skakade pa
huvudet och la mig pa ett farskinn bredvid séngen. Térarna
blotte ned hela mitt lilla, ynkliga ansikte som fruset vatten som
rann in 1 mitt varma hjérta. Vad doéden ar omklig! Far hade
ingen aning om vad han skulle ta sig till med mig, s& han lat
mig ligga kvar dir ensam.

"Mina vordade tre juveler, visa ndd mot en pojke som
jag. Om ni finns som vi tror, hur kan jag leva utan mor? Hon é&r
for ung for att lamna oss, och jag ér for ung for att bli lamnad",
mumlade jag medan jag tittade pd thankan som héngde pa
viggen ovanfor mors huvud. Det enda svar jag fick var mors
svaga andning.

"Kondro, kom in i vardagsrummet och &t ndgot", sa
Gaga, som alltid verkade vara modig och aldrig grit. Men idag
hade han ocksa rodgratna 6gon som alla mina syskon.

Mors dod var oundviklig och som farmor sa till mig
hade vi fotts for att konfrontera doden. Jag kunde bara inte klara
av den. I det 6gonblicket kunde jag bara grata for att fa lindring
for min outhérdliga smairta. Jag hade ingen aptit. Jag lag vid
sidan av mors sidng och lyssnade pd hennes hjértslag och
hoppades att hon skulle forbli vid liv sa ldnge som vi sjélva
fanns 1 livet i den hir virlden. Forst da kom jag ihdg vad mor
hade sagt 4t mig forut; forst dd forstod jag vad hon hade menat.
Men det var for sent, for allting var verkligen slut.

Far 4t inte heller. Han forsokte trosta mig hela tiden.
Han kramade mig och snyftade till sin bror: "Daku, hur kommer
det sig att mina barn forlorar sin mor nar hon ér sa ung?"

Daku som grit som ett barn sa: "Bror, du dr den enda
som kan trosta dina barn nu. Var inte upprord, annars lider dina
barn sékert av det. Ta dig samman och sdg at dina barn att inte
vara s ledsna. Du dr ju den enda som kan hjélpa dem att sluta
vara sa fortvivlade."

Far torkade sina tarar och svarade: "Du har rétt. Det dr bara det
att jag inte hade kunnat forestilla mig att det hir skulle hdnda.
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Vi forsokte allt, men doden kom till slut i alla fall."

Att se far den dagen var som att kidnna ett hért torne
sticka mig rakt genom hjértat och skéra ut ett sar som inte har
lakt dn idag. Jag stod inte ut. En gang till rusade jag in i mors
sovrum och ropade pd henne manga ganger, men som forut fick
jag inget svar. Mors andning blev svagare och svagare tills jag
knappt kunde hora henne andas. Tararna rullade ur mina
sorgsna 6gon som en kélla som svimmade Over. Jag tappade
rosten och kunde inte ropa pa mor lingre. Far kom in i mors
sovrum meddetsamma, precis som om han hade forutsett att hon
holl pa att bli sémre. Sedan bad han min dldste bror, munken, att
recitera boner ur skrifterna for var mor som gick bort. Hon hade
stangt sina 6gon for evigt.

Enligt de lokala sederna holl vi hennes dod hemlig en
dag. Far sa senare att det berodde pé att man ville vara sdker pa
att personen verkligen hade gétt bort. En dag senare besoker en
bybo en helig man som avgdr vilken slags begravning en dod
person ska ha och vilka texter som ska reciteras for att den dode
ska kunna komma till ett nytt liv. Enligt den helige mannen
hade min mor levt ett ir ldngre &n vad som avgjorts av hennes
karma. Darfor forsokte han dvetyga oss om att lamorna som
kom och deras religiosa riter hade hjilpt mor att leva lidngre.

Mors begravning genomfordes tre dagar efter att hon
gétt bort. Som hon dnskat sig blev hon kremerad.

Nér ndgon dor och ska kremeras gar sju personer och
hugger torrt trd som ska anvindas for att brénna kroppen. Ingen
far gé framfor dem, for det anses bringa olycka. Alla maste
hélla sig borta frdn dem. Méannen bér sina yxor pd axeln nér de
gér ut for att hugga tré till en kremering. Om nagon gar ut med
yxan pa axeln for att himta ved skiller de dldre pa honom. Nar
ménnen vél har kommit in i skogen kan de inte peka ut ett torrt
trdd, for det dr ett daligt omen som innebdr att dnnu fler
ménniskor ska d6. De pekar bara ut det trdd som sédkert ska
huggas ned.

I vir hembygd sdger man att ljusringen runt en
solformorkelse en ging néstan svalt halva solen, och sedan
kastade bodhisattvan Vajrapani sin varjra (askvigg) i nacken pa
ljusringen. Det blev ett hal i den och han kunde inte svélja
solen. Den skridckslagna solen sldpptes d& ur hilet, s vi
reciterar mani for att hjilpa solen att inte bli rddd nér det blir
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solformorkelse.

Som tur var skedde mors jordsittning vid en
solformorkelse. Far var glad at det for alla i var hembygd
reciterade mani for solen. Byborna trodde att det var bra for
mor. De sa 4t oss att vara glada for solformorkelsen, men var
familj kénde ingen glddje alls. Jag grdt och grit vid mors
jordféstning, men tararna kunde &nda inte lindra min smérta.

Det dr omojligt att radera ut minnet av min nedbrutna
familj som forlorat allt hopp. Mitt sarade hjéirta virkte. Jag
verkade glad bland folk men sorjde djupt i mitt hjdrta under de
foljande dagarna.

Jag vet inte mycket om religion, men vid den tiden
trodde jag att Buddha skulle hora min familjs fromma boner for
mor och sdkert tycka synd om henne som dott s ung och lidit
s& mycket pa jorden. And4 limnade mor oss i tortyrfylld smirta.
Jag Onskade innerligt att mors ande skulle flyga till himlen och
aterfodas till ett underbart nésta liv.

Det var forsta gangen jag undrade om det fanns en riktig
Buddha. Om han fanns, varfor 1t han inte mor ldmna oss utan
smérta? Vi tror verkligen att han &r allsméktig. Han borde kénna
till allt ont och gott ménniskor gjort 1 sitt liv, sa han skulle ha
vetat att mor hade ritt att do i frid. Men det blev tvirtom. Déden
var forfarlig; den forstérde lyckan i min barnom. Och min djupa
sorg var sa granslos att det inte gar att beskriva med ord. Grottor
dér barnen leker.

Grottor dar barnen leker.
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14

SKOLKARE

or hade varit dod 1 ndstan fem ménader. Ju fler dagar
Msom gick desto mer saknade jag henne. Jag kunde

aldrig forestdlla mig att jag skulle sakna mor sé
mycket. Nér jag hade skatten i min hand insdg jag inte vérdet av
den och forst nir jag forlorat den insdg vilken betydelse den
hade, men det var forstas forsent. Hennes bortging fordndrade
mig. Jag grit ofta, men det var inte till ndgon hjilp. Mina
minnen av mor var som en spegel som speglade allt hon
betydde for mig, sérskilt hennes stindiga omtanke om mina
studier.

Var nya sommartermin borjade. Vér kinesiske ldrare
ville testa vdra kunskaper i kinesiska efter det langa lovet, och
den forsta dagen bad han oss skriva ndgot om vdra modrar och
detaljerat berétta hur de sdg ut. Jag vdgade inte tala om for
honom att mor hade gétt bort. Jag satt tyst vid min bénk utan att
skriva nigonting. Jag ville inte tinka pd mors farglosa, bleka
och smairtfyllda ansikte. Jag skrev titeln "Min mor" och sedan
skrev jag en mening: "Jag saknar mor valdigt mycket". Jag var
den siste som ldmnade in min uppsats och la den under de andra
uppsatserna sa att lararen inte skulle mérka att jag hade skrivit
sa lite.

Den eftermiddagen hade jag ingen lust att ga i skolan pa
grund av testet och for att det var varmt. Jag lutade mig trott
over bianken och tidnkte ta mig en tupplur for att bli kvitt min
sorg. Min biste van Dorji Tsering kom for att dela min sorg och
fradgade vad jag ville gora. "Kondro, 14t oss strunta i skolan i
eftermiddag och gé och simma. Vad tycker du?" sa han. Det var
ett erbjudande som jag var mer dn glad att ta mot.

Jag undvek bade min bror och ldrarna och smet ivédg fran
skolan. Dorji och jag skyndade oss till den grunda floden, dér vi
brukade simma. Vi kom fran en bergsby hogt uppe och det
fanns inga djupa floder dir vi bodde, bara nédgra gyttjiga
dammar. Det var skélet vi inte kunde simma i en djup flod.
Andra elever som kom fran byar ndra floden retade oss, och sa
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att deras grisar rullade runt i floden dir vi simmade for att
svalka oss pd sommaren. Det fanns inget vi kunde gora for att
sdga emot deras foroldmpningar, for de var sanna.

Vi kastade vara skolvédskor pa stranden, tog av oss
kldderna och sedan knét vi upp de heliga tradar som vi bar runt
halsen, for vi hade hort att om de heliga trddarna blev vata
forlorade de den vélsignelse som en lama ingjutit i dem.

"A Kondro, hoppa i! Vattnet ir s hirligt. Skynda dig!"
skrek Dorji och stinkte kallt vatten pa mig.

Floden var sé& grund att nér han 14g i den stack hilften av
hans rygg och bak upp ur vattnet. Jag ville inte stéra Dorji med
min sorg sd jag hoppade ockséd i. Det spelade ingen roll hur
varmt det var. Jag fros nér jag gick 1 vattnet och jag kunde inte
lata bli att skrika av upphetsning.

Vi plaskade och pratade glatt med varandra. Att
tillbringa dagen med sin béste vin var alltid en glddje. Véra
kroppar var véata. Jag kdnde mig bittre. Sedan gick vi upp pa
stranden och l4g pé de heta stenarna. Det var skont, som att
ligga pa en varm pa fsato.”” Vi la varma stenar pi varandras
ryggar. Virmen paminde mig om vidrmen frdn mors varma
brost.

Efter att Dorji hade slagits med den lilla flickan och
orsakat manga problem for sin far, mognade han. Han var
underhdllande mot éldre och klarade sig bittre med barn 1 sin
egen dlder. Han var sidrskilt vinlig mot mig och hjélpte mig
mycket i skolan nir min bror inte var dir. Han var pratsam,
vilket trostade mig och gjorde mig glad.

"Kondro, var inte sa ledsen. Precis som pappa sa till dig:
’Min kére son, var glad. Ingen dr ododlig. Alla kommer d6 en
dag. Den enda skillnaden r att en del gor det tidigare och en del
senare.” Du och jag kommer ocksd do forr eller senare. Aven de
tusen levande buddhorna kan inte undvika doden, som de &dldre
sdger. Lat tiden som gatt passera", sa Dorji, ndr han 1dg bredvid
mig och lét sin hand vila pd min skuldra.

"Vi méste njuta av véra liv s& mycket som mgjligt for de
ar for korta att kastas bort pd att vara ledsna hela tiden. "

*°En tsato ir en triplattform som anvinds for att dta pa och sova
pa. Roken frin elden som anvidnds for att laga mat pa
kanaliseras genom den och héller den varm.
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"Tack, Dorji. Du har alltid hjdlpt mig. Jag kan inte nog
tacka dig. Jag vet att doden kommer till alla. Du hjélper mig
alltid nér jag behover det. Jag vet att doden kommer till alla. Jag
kan inte bara forstd varfor den kom sé tidigt till mor. Hon och
pappa dr de enda jag inte kan leva utan. Jag saknar henne sa
hemskt", sa jag och forsokte halla tillbaka tararna och om mina
ogon blev fuktiga. Jag tittade upp i den sjofdargade himlen och
kidnde mig deprimerad.

Tyvirr upptdckte oss var larare just dd. Vi hann inte
springa ivdg. I sé fall skulle vi ha varit tvungna att 1dmna kvar
kldderna. Vi klddde nervost pa oss och gick fram till ldraren.
Utan att tveka gav han oss en 0Orfil och sa it oss att gd raka
végen till skolan och stélla oss utanfor hans rum.

"Varfor struntade ni i lektionerna pa eftermiddagen? Jag
har sagt 4t er pojkar ménga ginger att inte skolka. Ni &r inte
asnor som inte fattar ndgonting," sa ldraren och skakade
besviket pd huvudet. "Ténk pé era fordldrar. De tror att ni sitter
och léser i skolan, men ni springer bara omkring."

Vad han sa kindes som om han hade héllt salt i mitt
Oppna sir och gjorde fruktansvirt ont. Ett vattenfall av térar
rann nedfor mina kinders hoga berg, vilket gjorde honom
forvanad. Han blev forvirrad och kunde inte forstd varfor jag
grit. Solskenet var mycket starkt och det verkade lysa enbart for
att brdnna upp mig. Mitt ansikte blev blodrétt. Det fanns inget
slut pa mina térar. Jag grét och grét och grét. Ibland undrade jag
var alla dessa tarar var lagrade, for ndrhelst jag ville grata fanns
de dir redo att svimma Over, trots att jag redan forlorat s
méinga av dem. Manga elever som var omaéttligt nyfikna
samlades runt om oss for att se vad som hinde. Jag skdmdes
hemskt men ind4 kunde jag inte behirska mig. Aven om de
viskade till varandra kan jag fortfarande hora vad de sa:

"Kondro Tsering ser olycklig ut nufortiden ..."

"Dorji Tsering lockade ivdg honom ..."

"Kondro Tsering har grétit mycket pa sista tiden, precis
som en flicka ..."

"... han dr bra pd att plugga men varfor ..."

Sddana viskningar horde jag omkring mig fast jag grét.

Sedan fragade ldraren medan han lyfte upp mitt huvud
med ldngfingret: "Har du grétit klart?"

Jag forsokte svara sa gott jag kunde, vilket fick alla
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elever runt omkring mig att brista ut i skratt, men jag utbrast:
"Nej, jag vill grata mer." Den enda som visste varfor var Dorji.
Som tur var, var min bror inte i ndrheten just da. Mitt oavbrutna
gratande gjorde ldraren irriterad, och han kunde inte gora annat
dn att sidga &t mig och Dorji att g& hem. Frdn den géngen
skolkade jag inte fran ndgra lektioner for jag stod inte ut med att
hora ldrare skrika och gréla. Jag var for svag for att klara av
ndgonting.

Flask som hinger i taket i forfattarens hem.
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15

EN OMOJLIG DROM

‘ ’ intern dr en perfekt arstid for dem som é&lskar att sova
for nitterna dr lidngre och klarare. Som ordspréket
lyder: "Ju langre natt, ju fler drémmar". Jag hade en
drom som aldrig skulle sla in hur mycket jag dn forsokte uppné
den. Den natten lyste miljoner stjdrnor starkt och trasade sonder
det andlosa morkret. Den isande vintervinden fick mig att darra.
Far och jag var ute och kissade och skulle just gi och ldgga oss.
Jag ville komma i sing meddetsamma.

"Adza, vénta pa mig. Jag dr’ inte klar dn." Jag ropade pé
far ndr hans morka knappt synliga silhuett verkade rora sig
bortat. "Jag &r hir", sa far och strok mig Over héret, vilket
gjorde mig dodsforskramd.

"Ah, pappa, du skrimde mig", sa jag.

Jag vagade inte dra upp byxorna som var nerrullade till
knéna utan hoppade upp i fars famn och kramade honom hért.
Pa natten dr barn rddda for att det finns spoken Overallt. Farmor
hade sagt at mig att inte gd ut ensam pa natten. Annars skulle
spokena komma och dta upp mig. De skulle dta mitt kott och
dricka mitt blod som om det vore te. Jag blev ocksa tillsagd att
inte vissla och leka med elden pa natten, for det skulle dra till
sig spoken.

Far holl mig tétt intill sig och bar mig. Det var for morkt
for att se ndgot pa vig till sovrummet. Far gick som en blind, i
ena handen holl han mig och den andra viftade han med framfor
sig for att hitta vigen pé ett tryggt sétt. Vi kunde inte anvinda
fotogenlampan — det gick inte i den harda vinden. Till slut lag vi
1 vira varma, mjuka farskinnsfiltar. Jag lutade mig mot fars
brost, kramade honom s& hért jag orkade och kinde virmen
strala ut fran hans kropp. Jag dasade till meddetsamma och sogs
in 1 drdommarnas vérld.

Solen sken ovanligt starkt pa en himmel som var lika bla som
havet och sande sina flammande stralar ned Gver var by.
Allting verkade vara fullt av liv. Byborna log stort nar de
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halsade pa mig. Alla verkade vara sa glada. De gav mig sa
manga khadag att jag var helt tackt av deras vitglansande
gavor, precis som en lama. Barnen kom nyfiket ut for att titta
pa mig. Byborna sa att jag hade tagit en examen pa ett berémt
universitet, vilket gjorde min familj mycket stolt. Mina foraldrars
hander var roda efter att ha skakat hander med alla bybor,
som gratulerade mig till mitt nya jobb. Gladjetarar fyllde deras
6gon men de var ovilliga att falla dem, for det var gladjetarar
for den ara som deras yngste son gett dem. Mor sprang fram
till mig och kysste mig for att visa sin karlek for sin son.

"Min kare son, antligen har du lyckats na ditt mal och
uppfylla var drom", sa mor. Sedan gick vi in i huset dar min
familj hade forberett en fantastisk fest for mig.

"Mamma, en gang sa jag till dig att jag skulle ta med
dig och far till Lhasa nér jag fatt ett jobb. Kommer du ihag? Nu
har jag kommit tillbaka for att ta med er till det heliga Lhasa",
sa jag. Deras forvanade, skeptiska uttryck visade att de inte
kunde tro vad de hort. De visste inte vad de skulle saga.

"Ja, alskling, hur kunde jag glomma det? Jag kan inte
bara tro att det du séger skulle ga i uppfyllelse sa fort. Tiden
flyger och lamnar bara rynkor i vara ansikten", sa mor. Hon
kunde inte stdnga munnen for att hon log sa& mycket. Det var
hennes livs lyckligaste dgonblick. De langtade till Lhasa. For
dem var Lhasa himmelriket pa jorden, och om de hade en
chans att besoka Lhasa skulle det inte géra dem nagot om
doden kom nar de var dar.

"Under det har svara livet kommer jag antligen fa
besoka Lhasa. Jag kommer sakert att do i frid, " sa far medan
han mumlade mani.

"Jag kommer sakert langta efter tsampa, sa jag tar
med mig en sack', sa mor medan hon forberedde
pilgrimsfarden.

Plotsligt var vi i Lhasa. Potala-palatset, vars majestat
och storslagenhet ar kant over hela varlden tornade upp sig
infor oss. Det gyllene taket glittrade under den stralande solen,
som om det halsade oss. Mina foraldrar lade handflatorna
emot varandra for att be. Far sa: "Om du ar from, kan du se
Buddha i himlen valkomna dig."

"Jag vet, det @r sant. En av mina vanner berattade for
mig att han sag Buddha i himlen nar han vandrade till Lhasa.
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Vi har inte sadan tur att vi ser honom halsa oss valkomna", sa
mor besviket.

"Nej, mamma. Vi har tur som antligen har kommit hit.
Det ar ingen skillnad mellan att se Buddha i himlen eller hans
bild i ett tempel, sa lange som du tror pa honom", sa jag.

"Naturligtvis, jag tror lika mycket som alla andra
religidsa,"sa mor och sag gladare ut.

Nar vi gick in genom ingangen, sa en tibetan:
"Huanying."40

Jag var upprord. "Varfor pratade han inte till oss pa
vart sprak, tibetanska, snarare an pa kinesiska?" undrade jag,
men sa ingenting nar vi gick in i Potala. Det var som i en
labyrint med manga kapell att ga in i. Vi gick inte in i alla kapell
for det skulle ha drdjt for lange. Anda var det redan for sent att
ga till Jokhang nar vi kom ut, sa vi gick till hotellet for att sova.
Mina foraldrar ville ata tsampa som vi hade haft med oss,
medan jag ville ga till en kinesisk restaurang och &ta.

"Nufortiden vill de flesta tibetanska ungdomar inte ata
tsampa. De tycker att det ar pinsamt att ata det for det luktar
pa ett satt som Iatt gor att man kan skilja dem fran kineser och
andra folk", sa far. "De inser inte hur vardefullt det ar", och
antydde att jag var en av de ungdomarna.

"Kinesisk mat och annan mat &r antagligen mer
naringsrik an var tsampa. De bryr sig om sin halsa", sa jag
roat.

"Ah ... tror du inte att tsampa har ingredienser som &r
mer naringsrika? Jag undrar just vad som kommer att handa
med tibetaner utan tsampa som forsoker anpassa sig fill
annan mat. De kommer att férsvinna fran jordens yta utan att
lamna ett spar”, sa far med ett ilsket uttryck i ansiktet.

"Vad du sager ar ratt, pappa. Jag kommer inte att bli
som en av de dar ungdomarna. Jag vet vad det innebar att
vara tibetan", sa jag och menade det.

"Verkligen? Det glader mig", sa far utan att kasta en
blick pa mig. Han satt bara och stirrade ut genom fénstret som
om han inte alls trodde mig:

"Sluta nu.. Kondro ar inte den typen, hur skulle vi
annars kunna besoka denna heliga plats som vi langtat sa

40 "vilkommen."
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efter? Du behdver inte paminna oss om att vara tibetaner”, sa
mor. Hon trodde att jag var arg.

Pa kvallen tankte jag over vad far hade sagt. Han sa
tsampa, men han menade nagot mycket viktigare, som jag inte
kunde lista ut vad det var.

"Kondro, upp med dig", ropade mor. Hon vackte mig
nasta morgon nar solen fick alla att vakna ur sin slummer i
hela Lhasa. Inte konstigt att folk kallar den "solskenets stad".
Det fanns inte ett moln pa himlen. Allt sag klart och frascht ut.
Mina féraldrar hade brattom att komma ivég ill Jokhang, sa vi
gav oss av utan frukost. Nar vi narmade oss Oppnades just
daorren.

Far lade handflatorna mot varandra och sa: "Dar ser
du, min son, om din tro pa Buddha &r akta och ren, sa kommer
du aldrig for sent eller for tidigt. Precis som idag da vi kom
exakt i ratt tid."

Mina foraldrar var sa rérda dver att fa se Shakyamuni
Buddhas berémda staty att tararna rann nedfér deras morka,
solbranda kinder. Det var emellertid inte bara mina foraldrar
som grat. Manga andra tibetaner grat av gladje och dromde
om ett fantastiskt kommande liv. De foll ned pa kna och rérde
pannan vid golvet gang pa gang framfor statyn och bad att alla
levande varelser skulle fa ett perfekt liv.

Vi kom ut ur folkmassan som cirkulerade runt
Jokhang. Som folk hade berattat for oss fanns det manga
tiggare. Medan vi gick runt dar grep en tiggare tag i min hand,
drog mig at sidan och sa: "Om du inte ger mig lite pengar, later
jag dig inte ga."

Jag forsokte dra undan handen, men ju hardare jag
drog, deto hardare héll han fast den.

Jag horde pappa ropa: "Snalla Kondro, upp med dig.
Hur lange ska du sova? Du kommer for sent till skolan.
Skynda dig pa upp och &t din frukost."

Istéllet for tiggaren i min drom var det far som drog upp

mig ur sidngen. Vilken underbar, men omdgjlig drom jag hade
haft! Det dr den enda drom jag kan komma ihdg frdn min
barndom och som jag aldrig kommer att glomma. Sedan tittade
jag upp himlen och sa: "Mamma, jag saknar dig s& mycket."
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16

NAR JAG HOLL PA ATT BLI MUNK

‘ ’ ar by ligger ensligt till, vilket gor det svart att ga till

doktorn nidr man ar allvarligt sjuk. Dérfor brukar

byborna friga en lama till rdds nér de blir sjuka. Det &r

ett av skilen till att jag néstan blev en skallig munk istéllet for
en studerande.

En fruktansvird influensaepidemi svepte Over vér
hembygd. Alla gamla mén var upptagna med att offra song till
gudarna till skydd for deras barnbarn. Jag fick influensan, men
farmor misstdnkte att en annan familjs huvudvirks-ande hade
besatt mig. Folk pa landet tror att det finns en méngd andar som
kan orsaka huvudvirk, magvérk och andra dkommor. Farmor
behandlade min sjukdom med en huskur. Hon gjorde en liten
boll av tsampa, holl den i1 handen och lade den sedan péd mitt
huvud och sa: "Snilla, drade huvudvirksande, bota mitt kdra
barnbarn. Han har ingenting att &ta eller att dricka &t dig. Han
har inte ens ndgra kldder att ticka sin egen nakna kropp med.
Han dr mycket fattig. Han ar utblottad. Istéllet for att halla dig
till ett sé fattigt barn borde du ge dig av till en rik person ... ".
Det fick mina brdder att brista ut i skratt. Farmor sa det som om
hon pratade med anden. Vi kunde inte l4ta bli att skratta.

"Skratta inte. Ni maste latsas vara arga, annars blir
anden inte rddd och kommer att vara kvar hos Kondro i flera
dagar", klagade farmor. Det fungerade ibland, men den gangen
var det inte till ndgon nytta. Mitt huvud virkte. Andra familjer
var ocksa sysselsatta med religiosa ritualer. Vanligen gick
byborna till bergsguden Bonguh Labtsi,*' var skyddsgudom.
Gudomen rider pa en svart hést, flyger 6ver himlen och skyddar
byns territorium.

En ging invaderade en annan bergsgudom, en jakryttare,
som Humdor-byn offrar song till, vért territorium, vilket

*''En labtsi ir en triram eller 1ada som man ligger langa
trapalar 1. Dessa palar pdminner om spjut. Nya spjut liggs till i
en arlig ritual som folk pa landet anser skyddar dem mot olycka.
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forargade Bonguh Labtsi. Han kdmpade med gudomen for att
skydda vart territorium och besegrade latt jakryttargudomen,
som sprang ividg forodmjukad. Hans jak skenade och nér han
forsokte lugna honom, brot jaken av traringen som han hade i
nosen. P4 s sitt forlorade han slaget med var skyddsgudom.
Det ar skilet till att han avbildas i templet pd en jak med trasig
nosring. Var gudom, Bonguh Labtsi, ser fantastisk ut dir han
rider pa en svart hdst och ger ett starkt intryck av overnaturlig
kraft.

Det gor att vdra bybor tycker att Bonguh Labtsi dr den
ideale gudomen att offra song till for att motverka onda andar.
Vi offrar fromt till Bonguh Labtsi och ber munkar utfora
speciella religidsa cermonier for honom. Huvudmunken ritar en
vajra® pa en rund eller fyrkantig flat sten, lindar in den i svart,
smutsigt tyg och ber oss forbanna den. Vi forbannar den som
om det vore var fiende med argsinta ansiktsuttryck och hemska
grimaser. Vi tar fram ett dkta svird for att skramma ivdg onda
andar. Ritualen kallas dradrig, vilket betyder "att forinta
fienden." Nar vi har slutat att forbanna bir vi den insvepta
stenen en bit bort frdn /abtsin och gréver ner den djupt i
jorden. Vi spottar pa den for att forarga den onda anden som om
vi skulle ha sagt "vi kan besegra dig." Sedan avlossar vi gevar
och tinder fyrverkerier for att skrimma ivdg de onda andarna
for gott. Slutligen &tervdnder vi till labtsin och sidnder upp
boneflaggor for att hindra det onda fran att atervédnda.

En dag lade jag mérke till att byborna utfoérde ritualerna
oftare &n vanligt. Ndsta morgon nir jag kom ut frdn sovrummet
horde jag ett grdl mellan en gammal man och hans son i
grannhuset.

"Pappa, ett offer av song ar inte ratt satt att bota min sons
sjukdom. L&t mig ta min baby till en doktor idag", sa han
medan han holl sitt bleka, hostande barn i sina armar.

"Dra at helvete! Sa har har vi gjort i generationer.
Ingen annan har nagonsin sagt nagot san't forut. Lat mig do i
frid. Jag vill inte angra att jag fatt en son som du", sa hans far.
Antagligen fortsatte han att be tyst for sig sjalv for hans

* Sanskrit som betyder askvigg eller diamant, en symbol for
andlig styrka. Oversittarens anmirkning.
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adamsapple guppade upp och ner ocksa efter att han slutat
tala.

"Pappa, jag menar inte att det ar fel att offra song. Det
ar bara det att under nuvarande omstandigheter behovs det
verkligen medicin. Du ser ju sjalv. Sedan Dondrub blev forkyld
offrade du song, men han blir inte battre utan samre", sa hans
son.

Den gamle mannen tvekade och sa: "Ga till doktorn
da, men mitt barnbarn maste bli battre nar du kommer hem."

Jag horde inte vad de sa mer till varandra for far ropade
pa mig: "Kondro, kom! Forsok att dta lite. Vi ska till doktorn
idag."

"Ja, pappa, jag kommer", ropade jag.

Mina symptom var konstiga. Andra barn hostade, hade
ont i halsen och var snoriga och trétta. De hade uppenbarligen
influensa. Jag hade inga sddana symptom utan en fruktansvérd
huvudvirk och feber som gick upp och ner. En del trodde att jag
bara latsades vara sjuk, men far visste att jag inte 1jog. Nar vi
sov tillsammans kunde han kénna hur hog feber jag hade.

Min by ldg langt fran kommunhuvudstaden. Far bar mig
storre delen av vdgen for jag kunde knappast gé. Vi gick till en
vardcentral ddar far och doktorerna kinde varandra, sa de
behandlade oss vinligt.

En doktor frdgade mig: "Var har du ont?"

Jag pekade bara pd huvudet vilket fick dem att brista i
skratt.

"Jag vet att du har ont i huvudet. Kan du visa mig exakt i
vilken del av huvudet du har ont", frigade doktorn med ett
véinligt leende. Jag visste inte var, sd jag pekade pa hela
huvudet.

Far fragade: "Var har du ont? Sdg det till mig, sa kan jag
sdga det till doktorn." Men jag gjorde pd samma sitt igen.

Doktorn hade inte en aning om det kunde vara for fel, sa
han tog pulsen. "Oroa dig inte. Din son blir snart frisk. Han ar
forkyld, vilket gor att han far huvudvérk och feber", sa doktorn
till far. Han gav mig lite medicin. Far och jag gav oss av frén
vérdcentralen. Plotsligt rékade vi triffa pa munken Wodzer,
som jag hade forlorat kontakten med sedan den dag d& mor kom
hem.
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"Varfor tog du inte din son till mig? Tycker du inte att
jag dr bra nog?" frigade munken Wodzer med ett tvetydigt
tonfall. Det var svart att lista ut vad han menade, for han hade
inte lyckats bota mor. Men idag verkade han bry sig om mig,
vilket gjorde mig forvénad.

"Nej. Det dr inte det. Du é&r tillrackligt bra. Det var bara
det att jag trodde att du var upptagen, sa jag gick direkt till en
annan doktor", svarade far. Det var svart att avgdéra om far var
uppriktig.

Utan att friga, gjorde munken Wodzer en forutsigelse
som chockade mig ordentligt: "Medicin hjilper inte mot din
sons sjukdom. Meningen &r att han ska bli munk, annars dor
han snart."

Far sa misstroget: "Du sa detsamma om min dldste son,
och nu sédger du att det dr den hir sonens tur att bli munk. Ahke,
tror du verkligen att han kommer att do om han inte blir munk?"

"Absolut. Har jag ndgonsin ljugit for dig? Men du
bestimmer. Du avgor. Jag tvingar dig inte", sa munken Wodzer,
som verkade oroa sig for mig. "Jag dr séker pd att du inte vill att
din son ska do, men du bestammer."

"Tack s& mycket, Ahke", sa far, och s gick vi.

"Kaére son, vad ska jag gora? Din mor sa att jag skulle se
till att du gick i skolan vad som @n hénde. Hon sa att du dr den
enda som kan ldtta familjens forsorjningsborda i framtiden", sa
far fundersamt nér vi var pa hemvig. "Ildag sa munken till dig
att bli munk. Odet ir outgrundligt. Det har pligat mig
tillrdckligt och fortsétter att pldga mig." Jag sa ingenting for jag
visste inte vad jag skulle sdga. Men jag ville inte bli munk. Min
dldste bror var munk. Nyheten gjorde hela familjen upprord for
inget av mina syskon ville att jag skulle bli munk.

"Han ska inte bli munk. Jag garanterar dig att han inte
dor. Vi maste tro pad doktorn. Vad munken Wodzer sa kan
diskuteras", sa Gaga och kinde mig pd pannan for att
kontrollera om jag hade feber.

"Ja, min bror har rétt. Vi maste komma ihdg att munken
Wodzer inte kunde hjélpa mor. Varfor ska vi géra som han
sdger?" sa min &ldsta syster och kastade en blick mot far for att
se hur han reagerade.

Farmor ddremot var inte tveksam. Medan radbandet
rullade mellan hennes finger och tumme utan att hon reciterade
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mantror inskot hon: "Ni dr for unga for att diskutera sadana
saker. Tyst med er. Om det &r bra eller inte att skicka Kondro
till skolan, vet vi ingenting om. Det dr inte virt att ta risken att
min kére sonson fOrlorar sitt liv. Dessutom vet vi inte om han
fér jobb efter skolan. Sé det bista &r att vi ldter honom bli munk
som hans dldre bror. Da vet vi att han gor en bra insats for den
hér vérlden." Far sa ingenting. Han var tveksam och satt med
pannan lutad i handen.

Farmors storsta onskan var att jag skulle bli munk. Hon
paminde mig ofta om att det lampligaste barnet for att bli munk
efter min éldste bror var jag. Da skulle jag slippa hart arbete och
jag kunde ta det lugnt resten av mitt liv. Hon sa att jag ocksa
kunde gora en del pengar pa att utfora religiosa ceremonier at
andra. Sedan papekade hon att min &ldste bror tjinade sina egna
pengar och inte behovde familjens hjdlp. Om jag gick i skolan
skulle jag inte kunna hjélpa min familj, utan familjens pengar
skulle gé &t till att betala for mig. Det sa hon ofta vilket inte var
sd konstigt med tanke pd hon var en from, religios farmor.

"Kondro, vill du g i skolan eller bli munk?" fragade
farmor efter att hon framhallit hur duktig min dldste bror var.

Mitt svar var ovéntat for henne: "Farmor, jag vill vildigt
gédrna gé i skolan", svarade jag.

"Du ér ingen snéll pojke. Du har dndrat dig. Forut sa du
att du inte gillade skolan for att dina lirare slog dig sd mycket.
Du ir odrlig och har ljugit for din farmor," sa hon och forsokte
lura mig i en félla att sdga vad hon ville hora. Jag sag
ingen utvég, si jag stammade fram: "Nja, dhum ..., farmor. Jag
skulle ocksa vilja bli munk."

Den kvillen sa farmor: "Kanske ni inte vet det men
Kondro vill faktiskt bli munk. Det sa han till mig en gang." Far
sa ingenting.

"Kondro, upp med dig. Vi ska triaffa munken Wodzer
igen idag", sa far medan jag fortfarande befann mig i min lugna
drom.

"Nej, pappa, jag vill aldrig trdffa honom igen, for han
kommer sékert sdga dt mig att bli munk," svarade jag frdn mitt
farskinnsticke.

"Gor som pappa sdger. Upp med dig, sd gar vi",
upprepade han ndgra génger.

"Nej. Jag vill fortsétta med mina studier. Jag vill inte bli
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munk", grit jag. Mina tirar var som ett péarlhalsband som hade
gétt av och tidckte kudden pa ett 6gonblick. Det fanns inget
annat sétt dn att g emot farmors beslut.

Infor ett sddant beslut var far villrddig. Eftersom han var
en from buddhist var det svért att ifragasdtta munken Wodzer.
Men som situationen var hade far inget annat val én att lata mig
f4 min vilja igenom.

"OK! Kire son, jag dr ledsen att jag fick dig att borja
grata", sa far. Var snéll och stig upp nu. Vi gér inte till munken
Wodzer, men du maste ta din medicin i tid", sa far. "Nér du blir
bittre kan du borja i skolan igen."

Jag hoppade glatt upp meddetsamma. Han kramade mig
och sa: "Jag skall aldrig f& dig att gréta igen, kére son. I liv och
dod finns jag har for dig. Lat oss ta risken tillsammans."

Beslutet gjorde farmor upprord. Hon klagade hos far:
"Tdnk om han dor utan att ha blivit munk! Kommer du
ndgonsin att kunna se dig sjdlv 1 gonen igen?"

"Snélla, mamma! Vi kan inte tvinga honom att bli munk.
I sa fall kommer han att synda emot sig sjdlv och oss", sa far.
Farmor svarade inte utan mumlade missmodigt sin mani
oavbrutet.

Jag blev bittre efter att fatt medicinen och dog inte trots
allt. Odet att bli munk forsvann ur min virld. Jag valde att
studera och forhoppningsvis en framgéngsrik bana. Far spelade
modigt med munken Wodzers profetia och vann.

Ett vindskydd for herdar.
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17

SVINAHERDE

in by lever pa jordbruk och vi har inte sérskilt ménga
M jakar eller far. Vart liv 4r avhéngigt av hur mycket

vatten regnguden tilldter att falla. Var dagliga diet
bestar av griskott. Varje familj har &tminstone tva grisar. Jag tog
hand om vara grisar pé lovet, vilket verkade dumt och konstigt
for andra ménniskor. Inga andra familjer hade grisar. Jag var
den fOrste 1 var by som blev svinaherde. Det var latt att foda upp
dem om de fick gé runt i bergen som reste sig runt var by.

Det var sommarlov. Far sa: "Skulle du vilja ta upp
grisarna till berget?" "Skoja inte, pappa. Hur ska jag fa dit dem
om inga andra familjer driver dit dem?" sa jag misstroget.

"Jag menar allvar. Det dr antagligen létt att lata dem beta
grds uppe 1 bergen. Med ett sddant bete maste jag inte sla sd
mycket gras at dem", sa far allvarligt.

Enligt véra seder dr det inte vanligt att mén tar hand om

grisar, for det anses vara kvinnogdra. Men sedan mor gick bort
och min syster maste arbeta pa akern var far tvungen att gora
det. Livet &r ibland en pladga for manniskorna.
"Visst, pappa. Jag ska forsoka driva upp dem till samma stélle 1
bergen som byns herdar tar korna imorgon", sa jag glatt och
tankte pa att jag skulle kunna forverkliga min plan att leka i den
leriga dammen som bestod av regnvatten och boskapsurin.

P& sommaren kan man enligt byns regler inte sldppa
grisarna fria, for da gar de till nysddda félt och griver upp
rotterna pd den nyplanterade grodan. Om grisarna blir sedda ute
— oavsett om de gatt ut pa félten eller inte - sa fir man béta tio
kilo korn per gris. Men det finns ingen regel om att man inte fér
driva grisarna till bete upp i bergen. Sa nista morgon gick jag
upp tidigt for att forbereda mig for mitt dventyr som herde. Min
familj hade sex grisar, men jag maste bara driva fyra av dem pa
bete eftersom tv var for sma att gé ut.

Den forsta dagen som far skickade ut mig med grisarna
bad han var koherde att hjidlpa mig om det behdvdes. Just nér
han skulle gd ut sa han till mig: "Kondro, du far inte somna
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uppe pé dngen for di kan du fi en hemsk huvudvérk." Pa landet
tror manga att ens ande kan limna en for att njuta av
blommornas skonhet och doft om man somnar pd en vacker
dng. Sedan kanske den blir rddd for att dtervdnda om ndgot
skrdmmer en eller om man vaknar och d& doér man snart. Ett
annat skil 4r att byborna tror att man kan bli slagen av za,”
forlora medvetandet och bli konstig om man somnar pa édngen.
Om vi maste sova virar vi in vara huvuden i ett rott tygstycke
for att hindra att za besétter oss. Ytterligare ett skdl r att folk péd
landet dr rddda for att giftiga ormar ska bita en i strupen och
doda en om man ligger och sover.

Pa eftermiddagen kom far for att hdmta mig. Min
erfarenhet som svinaherde borjade péd det sittet och blev en del
av min barndom. Det fungerade att driva upp grisarna pa berget.
Forr hade de séllan atit klart innan de skulle sova, men fran den
dagen borjade de éta bara hélften sa mycket som forr innan de
somnade. Jag var vildigt glad 6ver att dntligen ha kunnat hjalpa
far lite grand.

Det var svart att vara herde at grisarna nér det regnade.
Jag vet inte varfor, men de verkade rddda for att bli blota. En
dag sa far: "Idag ar det fint vdder, s du behdver inte bry dig om
grisarna. De kommer lydigt att stanna pa betet."

Pa landet ser man grisar som lata och dumma, men min
erfarenhet dr att de dr tillrdckligt smarta att hitta fram och
tillbaka till betet efter att de varit dir nagra ganger.

Sommarviadret dr ombytligt och ingen kan garantera att
det blir fint hela dagen. Just den dagen var inget undantag. Nar
solen gick upp i dster och strélade sin blodroda farg over jorden
gick jag ivég till betesmarken. Jag sldppte ut grisarna ur deras

* P4 landet siger man att za 4r en boll av starkt ljus som
varierar i storlek — den kan vara stor eller liten. Den fardas bade
pa dagen och pa natten pa en stig som ménniskor inte kan se.
Andra séger att za dr en demon som kan omringa en och fa en
att svimma. Den syns inte under dagen, vilket &r skélet till att
folk dr rddda for att somna pa dngen om dagen. De &r rddda for
att fingas av en za om de av misstag somnar pd hans stig. Za ar
rddd for den roda fargen sd om man mdste sova pa dngen virar
man en rdd sjal runt huvudet. De som utsétts for za och uppfor
sig onormalt kallas for zaro.
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stia. De grymtade och visade sin glddje nir de horde mig sdga:
"Var sé goda och kom ut. Nu gér vi upp i bergen som igér." De
viftade pd sina knorrar nir de gick. Far sa en géng att vifta pa
knorren &r grisars jobb. Det verkar litt men innebér att gora av
med en hel del energi. Om de inte viftade pa knorren skulle de
bli dnnu tjockare." Dérfor klipper en del familjer av knorren nér
grisarna dr kultingar.

Som far sa var védret fint och jag hade ingenting emot
att ta ut grisarna sjélv. Den dagen hade jag inget paraply med
mig. Nér jag kom fram till betesmarken var byns koherde och
faraherde redan dér. De sa att det skulle bli regn, for lammen
skuttade runt. Folk tror att om lammen skuttar runt och ar
oroliga sa dr det ett tecken pa regn. Det brydde jag mig inte om
for jag visste inte att grisarna var rddda for regn.

Det var ovanligt kvalmigt vilket ocksé tydde pa att det
skulle bli regn. Jag gick till den leriga dammen och simmade.
Leran fargade vattnet gult. Nir jag gick i1 fastnade jag med foten
i leran och kunde knappt ta ett steg. Korna kom och drack av
vattnet och kissade i det. Alltid ndr vi simmade var det svart att
undvika att fa det i munnen. Vi trostade oss med att séga: "Det
gor ingenting om vi dricker det. Det finns ingen anledning att
bry sig om kornas urin; annars skulle vi inte kunna dricka deras
mjolk heller. Bdda delarna kommer fran kon." Sa det hénde att
vi drack oss otorstiga av vattnet vilket gjorde vara foréldrar
arga. Dammen var en géng en mycket ren stor sjo, men nu var
det en smutsig, grund damm och min farmor berittade en
historia om det.

Alla sjoar har en véktare och den hir sjon har en
kvinnlig beskyddare. For linge sedan gifte hon sig med en
manlig gudom frdn en annan sj0. Efterat minskade vattnet i sjon
eftersom hon gift sig utanfor sjon. Sjon torkade emellertid inte
ut helt och héllet for gudomen vill se till att det fanns vatten for
vér boskap. Ibland &tervdnder hon till sjon och vid den tiden
okar vattnet fOr att visa att det dr lyckligt over att hon kommer
pa besok.

Middag. Plotsligt tornade svarta ilskna moln upp sig pa
himlen. Jag hoppade snabbt upp ur dammen. Utan att torka
leran av fotterna satte jag pad mig byxor och skjorta och sokte
skydd under ett trdd for att slippa bli vat och skydda mig for
vinden.
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Till min férvaning sdg jag grisarna springa in i skogen
sa fort det borjade regna. Deras borst stod rakt upp som en
skrdmd ménniskas har och de utstotte hoga grymtande ldten. Jag
sprang efter dem, men jag kunde inte finga dem, for de sprang
sd fort de kunde for att gdmma sig for regnet. Jag horde dem
grymta, sd jag foljde efter dem i hopp om att kunna driva
tillbaka dem till &ngen. Men snart horde jag ingenting. De hade
forsvunnit djupt in i skogen. Jag f6ljde efter tag, men ju djupare
in 1 skogen jag gick, desto mer regnade det och desto mdorkare
och mer skraimmande blev skogen. Jag kidnde mig miserabel till
mods. Oro och réddsla lades till min ilska 6ver grisarnas flykt.
Jag var genomblot och borjade till slut grata.

"Vad ska jag gora? Jag har forlorat familjens grisar", sa
jag till koherden nér jag kom ut ur skogen. Han satt vid en
brinnande eld under ett stort trdd och hadeinte fitt en droppe
vatten pa sig.

"Kondro, kom hit fort. Ah nej, s du ser ut. Torka
kladerna forst", sa koherden utan att bry sig om min friga.

"Nej, jag méiste hem och beritta for min far, annars
hittar vi aldrig grisarna", sa jag och tog tag i min flottiga och
dammiga viska, redo att ge mig av hemat.

"Nej, Kondro. Oroa dig inte. Dina grisar kommer
antagligen att g raka vigen hem," sa herden. De dr forsiktiga
och kommer inte gora nagra avstickare. De gir ingen
annanstans." Som tur var slutade det regna. Det var bara en
skur. Herden hade rétt. Innan jag kommit hem var alla grisar
utom en hemma. Far var pa vég att ge sig ut att leta efter mig pa
betesmarken nér jag kom. Sé fort han sdg mig, sa han darrande:
"Tack tre juveler! Du kom tillbaka. Jag var orolig. Kom och byt
kldder." Han bar in mig i vért hus. Dessa enkla ord gjorde starkt
intryck pa mig. De visade fars stora kérlek och omsorg for sin
son.

Nir far bytte kldder pa mig sa jag: "Pappa, jag dr ledsen
att jag var s délig pa att skota grisarna."

"Nej, kdre son. Det dr bra att du kom hem. Jag bryr mig
inte om grisarna. Du betyder allt for mig", sa han med en djup
suck. "Jag vill inte forlora ndgon av er. Jag var radd for att du
skulle bli hemskt kall." Senare pé kvéllen kom den sista grisen
hem. Jag visste inte var den hade varit. Att skdta grisar i regn ar
inte latt.
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Om védret ér fint dr det verkligen roligt att skota dem.
Jag var sndll mot dem och de var inte rddda for mig som andra
grisar dr. Nér de blev trétta brukade vi vila tillsammans pa betet.
Jag kliade dem pd@ benen med mina skarpa naglar. Nir jag
ropade kom de och la sig framfor mig sé att jag kunde klia dem.
De grymtade for att visa hur ndjda de var. Och de foljde efter
mig var jag dn gick. De var mina vinner. Men hur mycket jag
an tyckte om dem visste jag att de skulle dodas for att vi skulle
f4 mat. Innan min familj dédade grisarna gick jag till dem och
kliade dem en sista gang. Tarar av medkénsla rann nedfor mina
morka kinder och droppade pa deras kroppar. Jag sa adjo till
dem for evigt. Ndr jag reste pa mig for att gé lyfte de sina
huvuden som om de ville be mig att slippa ivdg dem och driva
upp dem i bergen som jag brukade men inte kunde nu. Jag gick
min védg och dolde mitt ansikte med vata hinder. Om man pratar
med grisar svarar de och man kan forstd varandra. Det ar slags
kommunikation mellan tvd hjartan. Det dr onddigt att uttrycka
sina kénslor enbart med ord.

Nér vi dodar grisar hidnger vi upp dem i rep. Ju mer
lydig en gris &r, desto littare dr det att doda den for man kan gi
fram till den och ldgga ett rep om halsen pd den medan andra
star runt omkring och drar sé hért de kan. Ibland maste man jaga
in grisarna i stian for att lagga repet runt halsen, vilket gér dem
dnnu mer radda. Det ar béttre att hinga upp dem létt och snabbt.
Vi brukade brdnna deras borst i en stor eld ute, men pa senare
tid har folk slutat upp med det. Istdllet hdller man kokande
vatten Over grisens kropp och plockar av héret. Sedan byter vi
dem mot rod peppar av kineserna.

Det aret blev min familjs grisar véldigt stora till f6ljd av
mitt arbete. Efter det borjade alla bybor driva grisarna ut pa bete
pa sommaren och fran och med det blev det populirt. I
tibetanska jordbrukarbyar har grisar det vérre dn andra djur. De
fér bara matrester och sedan dodas de.

Jag var den enda i mitt hem som skotte grisar, och jag
var antagligen den enda som kdnde medkénsla for dem. De
dldre reciterar mantror efter att de dodat en gris, men deras
upptrddande mot grisarna &r inte sérskilt trevligt. De anser bara
att dodandet dr en synd och reciterar for att rena sig sjdlva.
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18

MIN HEMLIGA KELHUND

undar vaktar vira hem. Det dr deras plikt under deras
Hliv. Ibland skdmtar vi ungdomar om att vissa familjer

har hundar for att vakta deras vackra flickor for unga
mén som kommer pa natten. Min familj hade en hund for att
vakta vért hem for tjuvar ndr vi inte var hemma. Den hunden
var min bésta vin och han blev en hemlig kelhund ocksa.

Far gjorde en enkel hundkoja bredvid grinden till vér
vakthund. Den var pyramidformad och inte vattentit. Regniga
dagar och nér snon smalte led hunden, vilket gjorde mig ont.

Efter att ha tagit hand om grisarna blev jag kénslig nér
det gillde djur. Jag undrade varfor hundar maéste vara
fastbundna vid en kedja. Nér jag var yngre fragade jag folk om
det och alla svarade: "For att de 4r hundar." Jag visste att de var
hundar, men jag var inte ndjd med svaret. D4 forstod jag det
inte. Det fanns en méngd olika slags hundar, men en sak hade
de gemensamt: Bristen pa frihet.

Pa landet kallas stora hundar for "nomadhundar". Min
familjs hund var inte sidrskilt stor. Den hette Tashi, vilket
betyder "god tur" for han var dyr och skulle kunna ge oss en hel
del pengar om vi salde honom.

Det chockade mig att folk sa att djur var dumma och inte
kunde tdnka. Hundar kédnner igen sina égare och vet vem som &r
framling. De har ett vdlutvecklat luktsinne ocksa.

Nér ingen var hemma sldppte jag loss Tashi och lekte
med honom pa garden. Han viftade med svansen for att fa mig
att ta av honom kedjan runt halsen, och jag végrade sillan. Jag
tog ut honom for att ldra kinna alla bybor och lata bli att skilla
pa dem nér de kom hem till oss.

"Vem har bett dig att ta ut Tashi? Pa grund av dig &r han
inte lika argsint som forr. Om han inte skiller pd frimlingar,
vad ér det for vits att ha honom? Ingen. Han duger inte ens till
att dta upp matrester", sa farmor.

"Alla dr folk som Tashi kinner. Det gor ingenting om
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Tashi inte skéller pd dem. De gor inte inbrott hos oss", sa jag
vilket irriterade farmor 4ndd mer.

"Tror du att du vet mer dn jag som har kunskap och
erfarenhet? Det svéraste dr att lista ut vad folk tinker innerst
inne. De kanske dr ulvar i farklader," sa farmor allvarligt. Jag
vigade inte sdga ndgot mer for jag ville inte att mina kinder
skulle se svullna ut som om jag blivit stucken av myggor.

Ibland tog jag in Tashi i hemlighet till vart vardagsrum
for att ge honom mat. Jag gjorde tsampa med en stork lick smor
1 &t honom och 14t honom slicka mjolk ur min skél, vilket fick
honom att sova skont i sin eldndiga hundkoja utan att skilla for
att fa mat. Det gjorde emellertid att jag fick &nnu mer problem:
"Hur vdgar du ge Tashi mat i hemlighet? Hur manga ganger har
jag inte sagt till dig att inte gora det? Om du tycker sa mycket
om Tashi, varfor ldgger du dig inte och sover i hans hundkoja?"
sa far ilsket.

"Varfor far jag inte ge honom mat? Om jag inte gor det
kommer du forr eller senare att gora det. Det spelar vil ingen
roll om han far mat tidigt eller sent", sa jag rakt pa sak, for jag
visste att far inte gérna ville sl mig.

"Har du négonsin tdnkt pa varfor folk séger att en matt
hund 4r en sovande hund? Om han 4r métt kommer han att sova
istdllet for att vakta vart hem", sa far.

"Men det dr s& hemskt att se en hungrig hund vifta pa
svansen for att man ska fylla hans mer eller mindre tomma
mage. Jag stir inte ut med det!" sa jag till far och lutade mig
mot hans knd fOr att vara séker pa att han inte skulle sla mig.
Far sa ingenting utan strok mig bara mjukt dver héret.

Karma gor att hundar sétts fast i en kedja med halvtom
mage. En del séger att tibetaner dr vildigt snélla och inte
accepterar att djur behandlas illa. Ménniskor ir i sjdlva verket
sjdlva medlemmar av djurriket men de bér sig illa & mot andra
djur. Vi sdger ofta att hundar dr opalitliga och sviker oss utan att
att medge att vi sjdlva ar vdrre dn hundar eftersom vi dr s
egocentriska.

Till slut gav far bort min hemliga kelhund till en av
mina sléktingar nér jag inte var hemma. Av min kelhund Tashi
lirde jag mig nir jag var barn hur viktigt och virdefullt det ar
att ha sin frihet.

Det dr uppenbart att man inte klarar sig utan hundar i det
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tibetanska sambhillet. Men jag tycker fortfarande att om
tibetanerna forstod att de ocksd var bundna vid en osynlig kedja
och darfor inte kan gora vissa saker av egen fti vilja, inte forrdn
dess slutar man upp att kedja hundar.

Svinstia 1 byn

Grisarna som tillhor forfattarens familj.

=201=



19

MINA TIBETANSKA STOVLAR

tt g 1 tibetanska stovlar, véra forfiaders stolthet, var
Apinsamt niar jag gick i skolan. Ingen av mina

klasskamrater hade tibetanska stovlar &ven om deras
fotter var stelfrusna. Jag var klassens clown for att jag hade
mina varma, vackra tibetanska stovlar, som far gjorde sarskilt at
mig. Mina klasskamrater kallade mig for nomadpojken for att
jag gick kladd i tibetansk rock, mina speciella stovlar och min
hemsydda hatt. Aven om mina stovlar fick mig att se ut som
den konstigaste eleven i skolan, var jag sdker pa att jag var unik.

Vinter. Jag sa till far att jag fros 1 de kinesiska
gummiskorna. Jag bad honom att kopa ett par varma skor varje
kvéll nér vi gick och la oss, nir jag virmde mina iskalla fotter
mot hans kropp. Mitt eviga tjat fick honom att gora ett par
tibetanska stovlar at mig. Han la torr halm i stovlarna som
gjorde dem varma. Jag behovde inte anvénda sockor, for mina
fotter var sa varma i mina nya stovlar.

Jag tyckte att de var vackra. Andra elever stampade med
fotterna for att bli varma samtidigt som de kallade mina
tibetanska stovlar for gammaldags, primitiva och ociviliserade.
Jag struntade 1 deras viskande och slapp dtminstone stampa med
fotterna — de var varma i mina tibetanska stovlar. Men
tibetanska stovlar var svara att ha pa sig nér man var sd klumpig
som jag. Mina broder skojade om min brist pa smidighet och
kallade mig for klumpeduns, vilket var ett passande namn. Det
var ocksd svért for mig att knyta banden runt stovelskaften. De
héngde ofta 10st ner 6ver mina vader och anklar. Far la mérke
till det en gdng och knét dem s hért att jag fick sar. Ett sér pa
min vénstra vad pdminner mig fortfarande om mina tibetanska
stovlar och mina svérigheter att hinga med skolkamraterna nér
vi gick hem fran skolan.

Vidgen hem var brant och svér att ta sig upp for. Nér
skobanden satt hart gjorde det ont att g& snabbt. Jag var den elev
som kom sist hem. Till slut sa en av mina vénner: "Du maéste
sluta upp att ga runt i de dér stovlarna. Forst och frimst ser de
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konstiga ut och dessutom hinner du inte med oss hem."

Jag ville inte erkdnna att det berodde pa stovlarna.
Istdllet sa jag : "Nej, det dr for att jag &r sa klumpig och inte kan
gé snabbt." Jag la hinderna pa hans axlar och tillade: "Min vén,
vénta och se, jag lovar att en dag kommer jag att hinna ifatt er,
grabbar."

"Jag hoppas att den dagen kommer snabbt", sa min véin
skdmtsamt.

Aven om det var svért att g hem efter skolan var det Litt
att gé till skolan. P& morgonen gick vi inte stigen utan gled
nedfor ett naturligt dike som regnvattnet hade gjort pa
sommaren. Det skadade vara klader, sarskilt mina stovlar.

Tibetanska stovlar har 1ddersulor. Nér man har gétt runt i
dem ungefdar en méinad blir det hil i dem. Det hinde med mina
tibetanska stovlar och det gjorde det dndé svarare att g& snabbt.

En géng diskuterade mina klasskamrater ndgot som
verkade intressant. Det brast i skratt sd fort de sdg mig. Jag
fragade nyfiket: "Vad dr det? Ni verkar glada at det ni pratar
om."

"Vi gissar gétor. Vill du vara med?" frigade en av dem.

"Javisst, varfor inte?" sa jag sjélvsakert.

De blinkade &t varandra, vilket gjorde mig forvirrad. Jag
trodde att de bara forsokte hitta pa en svar gita. Sedan fragade
en annan: "Nagot som du kénner till, som jorden kdnner till,
men som himlen inte kdnner till. Vad &r det?" Niér jag holl
pa att ge upp sa en pojke: "Du vet bist eftersom du har det."

"Jag har ingen aning. Sig det", sa jag.

"Vill du verkligen det? Det &r ..." utan att avsluta
meningen brast de ut i ett parlande skratt igen.

"Hélen i sulorna i dina stovlar", sa de i kor, vilket gjorde
mig vildigt generad. Jag blev sa rod i ansiktet att jag trodde att
jag skulle explodera.

Fran den dagen var jag ett dnnu storre skdmt for mina
klasskamrater och ldrare. Jag undrade om de skrattade &t sina
egna fordldrar ocksd, for manga av fordldrarna bar ocksé
tibetanska stovlar. Aven om jag blev retad for mina stovlar
tyckte jag om dem, for de var varmare dn de kinesiska
plastskorna.
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KANIN

folk. Folk péd landet beundrar kaniner for att de dr klyftiga

och snabba och kan lura den smartaste manniskan. Om vi
far syn pa en kanins bo, ligger vi oss sig ned med huvudet i
boet en liten stund for vi tror att vi blir lite mer klartdnkta och
visa da.

I min hemtrakt berittas en historia om en kanin som lurade

Vid varldens skapelse sprang den forsta kaninen till den forsta
manniskan och bad andfatt: "Snélla medlidsamma varelse, far
jag lana dina knaben? En hungrig varg jagar mig och vill ata
upp mig. Jag behover dina knaben for att att kunna springa
fort och fly." Kaninens 6gon glimmade av tarar av hjalploshet
och han viskade: "Nar jag har flytt kommer jag tillbaka till dig
och lamnar tillbaka dina ben."

Den medlidsamma manniskan bot ut sina ben med
kaninen. Nar kaninen kom tillbaka for att tacka, sa han:
"Snabba pa. Spring! Du har igen tid att forlora. Vi traffas den
dag du [dmnar tillbaka benen."

Kaninen forsvann i ett huj och kom aldrig tillbaka.
Manniskan vantade lange och insag s& smaningom att hon
hade blivit lurad. Hon kunde inte springa sa fort som forr, och
det &r skalet till att kaniner kan springa sa fort.

Jag vixte upp med mdinga olika historier, som gav
riktlinjer for mitt liv. Vara fordldrar anvdnde kaniner som
exempel for att ldra oss att bli klyftiga. De berdttade méanga
historier om kaniner. Hur sd smé djur kunde doda stora djur
fascinerade mig och gjorde mig &nnu mer intresserad av att
lyssna till deras historier. Férutom historierna om kung Gesar,
brukade jag be farmor beritta historier om kaniner nir vi sov
tillsammans. Ibland var det det enda skdlet till att jag ville sova
tillsammans med henne.

Den hér historien och en annan beréttade hon.
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En dag gick en kanin pa en stenig stig. Plétsligt sag han en
tiger komma emot sig. Det fanns ingen chans att undkomma
doden sa han plockade upp en liten s6t frukt, som kallas for
"kanin-0ga". Han latsades ata nagot for att dra fill sig tigerns
uppmarksamhet.

N&r tigern kom narmare sa han: "Ah, vad trevligt att se
dig, farbror tiger. Hur har du haft det den senaste tiden?"

Tigern brydde sig inte ens om att titta pa honom och

sa med sitt vanliga fornama tonfall: "Det har inte du att gora
med. Vad ater du?"
Kaninen holl nastan pa att att snasa till: "Det har inte du att
gora med heller", men svalde sina ord. Istallet sa han hovligt:
"Farbror Tiger, jag ater ett av mina dgon. De smakar verkligen
sott. Vill du smaka lite?"

"Jal" sa tigern och strackte ut tassen for att ta en bit.
Det var sa sott att han ville ha mer.

"Smakar det gott, farbror Tiger?" fragade kaninen.

"Det smakar valdigt gott. Var snall och ge mig mer",
svarade tigern for det smakade verkligen fantastiskt gott.

"Farbror Tiger. Jag har redan gett dig mitt vanstra
6ga. Du kan inte fa mitt hdgra 6ga for da kan jag inte hitta mat
i framtiden", sa kaninen med sitt vanstra dga slutet.

"Det har du ratt i. Vad ska jag gora for att fa sota
6gon? Du ar den smarta av oss, sa tala om det for mig", bad
tigern och slickade sig om lapparna med sin langa, roda tunga
for att fa i sig det sista av det séta som fanns kvar dar.

"Jag har en idé, farbror Tiger, men lova att inte bli arg
om jag sager det till dig. Lovar du det?" sa kaninen.

"Sag det forst, annars kan jag inte lova", sa tigern.

"Ja, alltsa, farbror Tiger. Min idé ar ... varfér provar du
inte ett av dina egna 6gon?" sa kaninen.

"Hur vagar du saga det! Du vet att jag blir blind!" sa
tigern.

"Nej, nej ... Naturligtvis inte. Jag menar bara att om
jag inte kan se kan jag inte visa dig. Jag kan bli som din
promenadkapp och visa vagen", svarade kaninen.

"Det har du ratt i. Lat mig tanka en stund”, sa tigern.

"Farbror Tiger, jag ar villig att visa dig vagen sa lange
du behdver mig. Pa mjuka stigar sager jag at dig att ga
snabbare och pa steniga stigar séger jag at dig att sakta ned",
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sa kaninen och hoppades att tigern skulle acceptera hans
forslag. Tigern verkade vara forlorad i sina tankar och var tyst.
Kaninen var radd for att han skulle vagra, sa han latsades att
han fortfarande hade en liten bit kvar av sitt vanstra 6ga och
gav tigern en liten bit frukt till at tigern.

Tigern kunde inte beharska sig och sa: "Da sa,
trofasta kanin, grop ut mitt vanstra 6ga forst." Kaninen tryckte
omedelbart ut tigerns vanstra 6ga och gav honom sma bitar av
frukten att ata, vilket fick tigern att tigga om mer. Sedan bad
han kaninen att gropa ut hans andra 6ga. Utan tillstymmelse
till medlidande, pressade kaninen ut det hdgra 6gat ocksa, och
gjorde honom blind. Sedan gav han honom hans riktiga 6ga
att ata.

Nar tigern smakade pa det, rackte han ut tungan av
avsky och skrek: "Vad ar det har? Man spyr ju!" Men det enda
tigern horde var kaninens skratt till svar.

"Det ar klart att det smakar illa. Det ar ditt riktiga 6ga.
Var snall och folj efter mig, dumma tiger. Nu gar vi och fyller
din mage som &r som en stor hala dar du stoppat in sa manga
smadjur", sa kaninen segervisst. "Det har ar ditt straff. Matte
du brinna i helvetet! Du &r sa dum. Har du aldrig atit forut? Du
borde veta att ett 6ga inte ar sa sott som det jag gav dig. Ha,
ha ...". Kaninens ord gjorde tigern arg och irriterad, men han
kunde inte gora nagot utan sina égon utom att banna sig sjalv
for sin asnelika dumhet.

Pa den smala stig som de gick fick tigern lida
tillrackligt mycket for att rena sina syndiga garningar. Kaninen
sa till tigern att ga langsammare nér de gick pa mjuka stallen
och bad honom snabba pa nar de gick genom svarforcerade
omraden. Tigern kunde ga rakt in i ett stenblock vid sidan av
stigen och ovantat skada huvudet. Ibland fastnade hans fotter i
stenar och han snubblade och foll. Snart var ingen del av hans
palsbekladda kropp oskadd. Blod droppade ur hans sar och
lamnade ett spar dar han gick fram. Det enda han kunde ténka
pa var att utan det minsta medlidande déda smadijur for att fa
mat. Han var deprimerad. "Vem kunde forstalla sig att jag
skulle lata mig luras av en liten kanin?" tankte han.

Kaninen kande inget medlidande for han tyckte att det
var ratt at tigern att fa sitt straff. Sa ar det nar man ar dum.
Tigern gick faktiskt med kaninen sjalvmant, och fortsatte att lita
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pa honom. Kaninen lat sig inte roras av tigerns lidande utan
var annu inte n6jd med vad han redan gjort mot tigern.

Till slut kom de fram till ett hogt berg dar de kunde
vila. Kaninen tande en eld och sa at tigern att sitta bredvid den
nara klippkanten. Nar lagorna blev storre puffade kaninen
elden narmare tigern: "Farbror Tiger, var snall och flytta pa dig
lite annars branner du dig." Tigern gjorde vad han sa utan att
tveka. Den stroppiga tigern var nu helt i kaninens vald.
Kaninens hamndlystna hjarta brann som en flammande eld
och han sa igen medan han skot den flammande elden annu
narmare: "Farbror Tiger, flytta dig litet bakat, annars branner
du dig pa elden."

Tigern flyttade sig bakat och stortade nedfor berget.
Som tur var fick han tag i ett trad med hjalp av sitt stora gap
och foll inte hela vagen ned till botten. Istallet blev han
hangande och svangde fram och tillbaka i tradet.

Kaninen tankte ut en bra plan och skrek: "Farbror
Tiger, om du ar son till en god far, sag "ah", men om du &r son
till en dalig far kan du bara saga, "mm". Overallt ekade det.

Den dumma tigern sa "ah", Oppnade sin mun,
forlorade taget om tradet och foll ned till marken och dog.
Kaninen hoppade ivag till sina vanner for att beratta den
storsta nyhet de nagonsin hért. Kaninerna firade tigerns dod,
medan tigern plagades i helvetet for vad han gjort under sin
livstid.

Dir jag lag bredvid farmor suckade jag nojt 6ver den
dumma tigern. Farmor sa: "Kondro, gor inte elaka saker i ditt
liv, det straffar sig alltid. Det kommer du aldrig ifrdn. Om det
inte hander 1 det hér livet, sa hander det i nista liv."
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BONER OM REGN

akrarna och klara livets mddor. Var by var inget

undantag. Efter att félten hade plogats lingtade vi efter
regn. I hopp om att fi en riklig skord slutade byborna leta efter
medicinalvixter under ndstan tre &r och struntade i den extra
inkomst de kunde f& genom Orterna. Det gjorde det i grunden av
religisa skdl. De trodde att bergsgudarna blev arga om de
grivde efter medicinska rotter och att de dd hindrade regnet att
falla. Om vi fér déliga skordar har vi inget att leva pa. Vi har
inga jakar att silja, vilket ocksa giller nomaderna. Aven om vi
inte tjdnar pengar pd skorden, sd ger den oss mat. Att be om
regn dr det forsta vi gor ndr det blir torka.

Hjortar &dter ocksa av spannmadlet och skadar skorden,
men vi dodar dem inte for vi tror att de tillhdr Danghi-bergets
gud. Om vi forargar bergets gud genom att doda eller stéra hans
heliga boskap s& sidnder han hagelstormar for att forstora
skorden. Dessutom far folk i omrddet sjukdomar och deras
boskap kommer att do. Det ar skilet till att vi tar hand om
hjortarna snarare &n dodar dem hur mycket de &n skadar véra
skordar. Vi forsokte bygga stidngsel runt félten istéllet for att
slanga stenar och lerklumpar efter hjortarna, men det ar inte till
nagon storre hjilp.

En géng var vidret ovanligt varmt vilket gjorde
bonderna bekymrade och oroliga. Om vi slosade bort den
minsta nypa tsampa bannade oss de dldre: "At damm istillet for
tsampa om du behdver mer att slosa bort." Byborna utforde en
méngd religiosa ceremonier for att beveka gudarna att sinda
regn. Alla kvinnor gick till den heliga floden for att be till
vattenguden. Bara kvinnor gick. Det var skamligt for mén att ga
dit.

B ondbyar &r beroende av regn for att kunna vattna

Vattengudar fran skilda aar gifter sig och skiljer sig
sedan for var och en har sin egen del av floden som de maéste
skydda fran att torka ut. Varje gudinna saknar sin man, men han
besoker aldrig sina hustrur. Det forbittrar gudinnorna sa mycket
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eftersom de kénner sig orittvist behandlade vilket leder till att
de borjar bete sig obetinksamt. Men trots deras eviga ilska
grater gudinnorna aldrig for att visa att de ldngtar efter sina
maén. I stéllet latsas de vara lyckliga. Det dr darfor det blir torka.
Det dr ocksa dérfor som kvinnorna gar till heliga floder och
sjoar. De gar dit for att ge sexuell tillfredsstillelse till gudinnan,
sa att det ger henne en kénsla av att hon dr med sina dlskade.
Om kvinnorna uttrycker sig tillrdckligt vél féller gudinnan sina
tarar och det borjar regna. Men det dr svart att fi gudinnan att
reagera. Aven om hon #r rord 4r det inte sdkert att hon griter.
Det spelar ingen roll hur véltalig en man é&r, det dr bara kvinnor
som kan sdga de ritta sakerna for att uppvicka gudinnans
sexuella kénslor. Det dr en av metoderna att f regn for att fa
sdden att bli hogre. Men den hédr metoden ricker inte langt for
vattengudinnan saknar sin man igen och slutar filla térar.

En ging samlades byborna och bestimde sig for att be
en vordad lama ge oss rdd om hur vi skulle kunna f&
vattengudarna att ge regn. Vi gjorde som laman sa for att fa
regn. Vart byoverhuvud deklarerade att en regel géllde en viss
dag. Alla skulle stanna hemma och vara redo att delta. Han gick
till och med till grundskolan och bad ldrarna ge eleverna
tillstand att vara borta frn skolan den dagen.

Alla unga bybor blev ombedda att ga till det lokala
klostret och lana tvé typer av buddhistiska texter: Kanjur (de
kanoniska texter som bestdr av Buddhas undervisning och
rittesnéren) och Tanjur (en samling pa 225 volymer av
komentarerna till Buddhas ldror). Landsborna trodde att dessa
tvd skriftsamlingar inte skulle 6ppnas och ldsas for att det kunde
gora manniskor galna. Vi bar dem frén klostret till byn pa vara
axlar.

Alla bybor samlades och gick runt byn medan de bar pa
Kanjur och Tanjur, och sjong hogt mani tillsammans.
Graskéggiga gamlingar kom ocksa med sina kippar for att stoda
sina vacklande steg. Denna syn uppmuntrade oss att sjunga
dnda hogre. Detta sitt att be om regn den dagen fungerade.
Senare pa eftermiddagen tornade en svart viagg av moln upp sig
i mitten av himlen som verkade vara full regn. Snart stod regnet
som spon i1 backen och vi hann inte ens gd hem utan blev
genomsura.

Efter det regnade det varannan eller var tredje dag,
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antingen korta skurar eller ett stindigt duggande. Filten hade
tillrdckligt med vatten och sidden véxte.

"En f.d. kélla i byn."
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22

SKORD

rikliga skordar medan lite regn leder till motsatsen och

byborna far gd hungriga. Jordbruk innebér att ploga,
gddsla, sd, bevattna, troska och skorda. Aven om dessa sysslor
ar desamma idag som forr i tiden, sd har skorden fordndrats
mycket under de senaste tio aren. Far sdger att skordearbetet
forr var mycket anstrdngande.

Forr 1 tiden startade skorden med vissa forberedelser.
Vara filt ligger en eller tva kilometer fran byn. Byborna kunde
inte dta lunch hemma utan de fick ta med sig mat till félten.
Folk fran andra byar hjélpte oss med skorden, och vi hjélpte
dem nidr de skordade. Innan skordedagen stannade kvinnorna
hemma och bakade bréd och forberedde tsampa, ost och smor.
De gjorde ocksa i ordning rep, sadlar och liar. Ménnen och
pojkarna gick till sommarbetet och himtade héstarna, mulorna
och de oxarna, som behovdes for skorden och att bira kornet.
Det var svart att fainga dem eftersom de hade varit fria hela
sommaren och var starka och energiska. Histarna var sdrskilt
svéra att fanga. Byborna band djuren ett och ett och arbetade
tillsammans for samla ihop dem och knyta ledband i deras nosar
med nosringar.

Pa skordemorgonen gick alla familjer till sina falt fore
gryningen. Nigra familjer skdrdade pd natten om det var
tillrdckligt manljust for att se grinserna mellan félten tydligt,
men det var manga som skar sig i fingret pd de skarpa klingorna
nér de skordade pa natten. Alla delade en kinsla av att det var
brattom. Man brukade skdmta att "om du far halm i 6gat under
skorden, dr du tillrackligt avslappad for att be ndgon om hjilp
att ta ut det?" Det betydde att folk var sé stressade att de inte ens
hade tid att skota det mest grundliggande med sina egna
kroppar. De hade inte tid att smaprata med sina vénner. Varje
familjemedlem gjorde sin del. Barnen lastade pd kornet pd
djuren for att bara hem det och de vuxna skordade. Vér by hade
storre félt an andra byar, sd vi behdvde minst tre dagar for att

B ybornas liv hianger pa regn. Den ritta méngden regn ger
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skorda. Vi delade upp félten i den lidgre delen, mittdelen och
den 6vre delen. Den 6vre delen 1ag runt var by, vilket gjorde det
latt att skorda. Byborna samlades och diskuterade exakt nir de
skulle borja skdrda. Innan dess var det forbjudet att sétta igang.
Om man gjorde det fick man béta tio kilo korn, vilket senare
anvindes for att kopa saker till skordefesten for hela byn. Det
fanns emellertid inga regler for ndr man maste avsluta skorden.
I andra byar brukade folk inte diskutera nér de skulle skorda. De
hade sina filt néra sina hem och de bar hem kornet pa axlarna.

Den ldgre och mellersta delen av fdlten av var svérare att
skorda. Andra byar anvinde kérror for att kdra hem kornet, men
1 var by var stigen sd brant och véigen for délig, s& man kunde
bara transportera sidden fyra, fem ginger om dagen. Efter bara
en transport var bade djuren och arbetarna utmattade. Skdrden
utfors vid den hetaste tiden pé aret — i slutet av juni. Ingen hade
ndgon traktor till att transportera kornet. Folk arbetade utan
dricksvatten, for det fanns inga bickar i ndrheten, bara ndgra
leriga polar som var for smutsiga att dricka ur. Under skdrden
var bonderna nedstdmda. Deras ldppar var torra och sprack i det
varma vadret som om de hade nidgon hemsk sjukdom. Andra
byar hade rent vatten i nérheten av sina filt, s& att de kunde
dricka, och nér de kénde sig svettiga kunde de till och med ta ett
bad.

Under skorden forsokte alla skorda sd mycket korn som
majligt. De sa i kor: "Jow yo ho li jow ha,"** for att uppmuntra
sig sjdlva att jobba hirt i ett strick. Om det fanns nagon
gamling 1 femtiodrséldern som satt hemma sa gjorde hon upp
eld och kokade te och tog till félten at sina familjemedlemmar.
Folk letade efter skuggiga platser att sdtta sig pd. Brodet som
man hade gjort dagen innan var torrt och svart att svélja for
folks strupar var sé torra.

Efter lunchen satte alla igdng igen och skordade tills det
var s morkt att de inte kunde arbeta mer. P4 natten vaktade
varje familj det korn som de dnnu inte burit hem. Det varade i
ungefdr tre dagar. S& var det att skorda nér jag var barn.

Nufbrtiden #r skorden ldttare. Ar 2002 planterade man
trtdd pd de ldgre och mellersta fdlten. Den kinesiska
premidrministern Zhu Rongji trodde att det skulle vara battre for

* Ord utan betydelse.
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bonderna att plantera trdd 4n att odla sdd. Bonderna fick ris och
vetemjol om de planterade skog pd sina fdlt. En del bybor
planterade grds, men vér by planterade barrtrdd. Grés- och
skogsfro fick vi av den centrala regeringen. Nufortiden behover
vi bara skorda pd de 6vre filten. Dessutom har vi traktorer for
att ta séden till det omrade dér vi troskar.

*213=



23

GODA VANNER?

ingen aning om hur man skulle tillfredsstélla sig sjdlv

och andra. Mitt problem var att jag hade sadant bra
lashuvud. Min studieframgang kom plotsligt. Fran att ha varit
en dalig elev som inte kunde skriva ‘8’ ordentligt, sa blev jag en
tagg 1 tassen pa avundsjuka och svartsjuka elever som var
angeldgna om att dra ut den. Nér jag borjade bli bra i skolan
fick jag férre vinner. Efter att min béste vén, Dorji Tsering,
hoppade av hade jag ingen riktig vén i hela skolan. Det kanske
berodde pa mig for alla elever hade vinner men inte jag. Jag var
saker pa att jag inte hade gjort ndgot fel och kinde mig
diskriminerad.

Var kinesiska ldrare bad mig en géng att lara mig ldxan
utantill innan jag gick hem. Det fanns igen som véntade pa mig
for min bror hade redan gétt ut skolan. Till och med mina
vénner frdn byn var avundsjuka pa mig och hade ingen lust att
gé med mig, 4n mindre vdnta pa mig. Skolan var slut och mina
klasskamrater och jag satt och ldste laxorna hogt i klassrummet.
Jag kunde inte lira mig den for det var ett sddant ovisen i
klassrummet. Jag fragade min ldrarinna pd min daliga kinesiska
(Jag kunde ldsa och skriva kinesiska bra, men jag hade problem
att prata): "Froken, kan jag i ga ut och ldra mig ldxan utantill?
Det ér sddant ovisen sa jag kan inte koncentrera mig." Det var
vad jag hade ténkt séga , men jag var inte sdker om jag hade
sagt det rétt.

Det gick hon med pa s jag gick ut och satte mig under
en poppel och forsokte koncentrera mig pa boken. Efter ett tag
kom néstan alla mina klasskamrater ut ocksd. Jag kunde inte
gora annat dn att dra ut tvd sidor ut min anteckningsbok, rulla
thop dem och stoppa dem i 6ronen

Nér solen ndstan vinkat adjo, kénde jag plotsligt en
darrning 1 hjértat. Om morkrets gardin drogs 6ver den bl
himlen, hur skulle jag kunna ta mig hem? S&dana tankar fick
mig att forsoka ldra mig lixan utantill s fort som mojligt.

I ivet var svart. Att vara god var inte létt. Ibland hade man
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Tyvérr kom tvd av mina s& kallade vénner och sa att de inte
tankte gora uppgiften. De var rddda att om jag ldrde mig texten,
sa skulle ldrarinnan inte lata dem gé& hem forrédn de hade lart sig
den . Men om ingen av oss lyckades lara sig den utantill skulle
lararinnan sikert lata oss gé.

"Kompis Kondro, jobba inte s& hart. Lit oss g4 emot var
larare. Om vi séger att vi inte kan, vad ska hon gora? Ingenting.
Eller hur? Ta det lugnt, stressa inte ihjdl dig hela tiden for att
gora allting som ldraren kriver av dig", sa en av dem.

"Om jag inte ldr mig det, kan jag inte gd hem tidigt och
sedan blir det morkt. Jag ér rddd for att ga ensam i morkret", sa
jag och tinkte pd alla spdkhistorier som de berdttade i1 var by.

"Det gor ingenting. Hon kommer inte hélla kvar oss till
det blir sent. Lita pd oss", sa en annan, och snurrade bockerna i
handen.

"Nej, det dr frdga om att hon litar pd oss. Snilla
kompisar, 14t mig vara ifred. Vi forsoker ldra oss ldxan allihop",
sa jag hovligt. De sa ingenting utan gick bara mot vart
klassrum.

Sedan kom ldrarinnan och frdgade oroligt: "Kondro, kan
du ldsa upp den nu?" Jag var inte sdker for om jag blev nervos
skulle jag sdkert glomma bort allt jag hade lart mig.

Jag sa blygt: "Frokan, jag ska forsoka". Jag gav boken
till ldrarinnan och forsokte ldsa upp ldxan utantill. Till min
forvaning liste jag upp den perfekt utan att glomma ett enda
ord.

"Jattebra! Fortsitt att plugga sd hart. Du bdrjar bli riktigt
duktig", sa ldrarinnan och visade tummen upp for att
demonstrera att hon tyckte att jag var bra.

"Kondro Tsering ldste upp ldxan. Han kan g& hem. Finns
det nagon till som vill forsoka?" frigade ldrarinnan de
muttrande eleverna runt om henne. De hidngde med huvudet,
vilket var ett tecken pd att de inte var klara dnnu. "Da far ni
fortsdtta", sa lararinnan. Nér vi gick hem stirrade alla hanfullt pa
mig, vilket gjorde mig osdker.

Jag gick fram till mina tvd "vdnner" och sa: "Hej da,
kompisar, lycka till! Vi ses imorgon." De reagerade inte som jag
hade vintat mig. Det var sura och tittade inte ens pa mig. De sa
ingenting. Jag kunde inte gora ndgonting utan gick hem uppfor
den branta stigen. Nir jag kommit halvvdgs kom pappa emot
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mig for att hdmta mig vilket genast gjorde mig mycket gladare.

"Ah, min kire son, var du ridd? Jag var orolig for dig s&
jag gick och himtade dig", sa far och tog min skolviska over
axeln

"Nej, pappa. Jag var forst av alla elever med att ldsa upp
lixan", sa jag stolt.

"Det var bra, min pojke. Jag ér sa glad for att du inte gor
mig besviken", sa far. "Vad sa din lararinna?"

"Hon berdmde mig och sa att jag blivit mycket
duktigare", sa jag och hdll i hans hand, sa att han kunde dra mig
uppfor stigen och gora det léttare for mig att ga.

"Bra gjort". Gor vad ldrarna séger for de &r ndstan som
fordldrar. Om du pluggar hért s& har du chans att fortsétta till
universitetet", sa far.

"Pappa, varfor kan inte min bror fortséitta i skolan?"
fragade jag.

"Darfor att han inte pluggar lika hért som du", svarade
pappa.

"Det dr ménga elever som inte pluggar hart, men de gar i
alla fall i skolan. Alla vet att min bror inte dr s& bra pd matte",
sa jag.

"Det stimmer, men han behovs ocksda hemma for att
arbeta med Gaga. Om det bara finns en i familjen som tjénar
pengar blir det svart att klara sig. Dina broder stannar hemma
och tar hand om familjen", sa far.

"Men hur dr det med min svigerska", frigade jag
nyfiket.

"Precis som i andra familjer dr hon hustru till dina bada
broder. Hon méste stanna hemma och skota hushéllet medan
dina broder ér ute och tjdnar pengar till familjen sa att vi kan
betala din skolavgift", svarade far.

"Jaha, jag forstdr. Men pappa, varfor kan inte min bror
skaffa sig en egen fru?" fragade jag.

"Det &r bra att dela pé en fru enligt vara traditioner. Men
du kan skaffa dig en egen fru i framtiden", sa far allvarligt.

Jag fnittrade blygt.

"Men du maste komma ihdg att hjélpa dina broder att fa
ett arbete ndr du har fatt ett", sa far. De forsorjer dig nu, och du
ar deras framtida forsorjning", sa far.

"Det dr klart, pappa", sa jag allvarligt och smésprang
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efter far.

Nésta morgon ndr jag gick till skolan vigrade mina tva
vénner att prata med mig. Senare fick jag veta att de hade lovat
att aldrig mer prata med mig. Utan att géra ndgot hade jag
forlorat tvd "vénner". Jag var inte sdker pa att forlora tva
"vénner" var sa farligt.

Hallon i vér by.
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24

TELEVISIONEN KOMMER
INIMITT LIV

istorierna om kung Gesar forlorade sin fascinerande
Hglans. Jag bad inte ldngre farmor berétta historierna om

honom. Jag lyssnade inte ens om hon berdttade dem for
mig. Det finns ett ordsprék som lyder: "Om du har trékigt och
ingenting att gora, lis historierna om kung Gesar for att doda
tristessen." Det hjdltemodiga eposet var inte ldngre
imponerande, och Onkel Denba var inte ldngre en
beundransvérd, smart myglare. Televisionen ersatte dem och
gamla skatter blev dagens skrép.

En rik man frén en annan by tog med sina videofilmer
for att tjdna pengar och sdd pd att visa dem. Det fanns ingen
elektricitet 1 byn, s& han kdpte en generator. Vi fick betala en
stor skal sdd eller en yuan for att se filmen. Frin det 6gonblicket
var vi fast i filmens varld.

Pa den tiden hédnde det att barn smet hemifran for att titta
pa film varje kvidll utan att betala. Filmerna var alltid pa
kinesiska och for det mesta var det karatefilmer fran Hongkong.
Vi fick skriva ned vara namn pé en lista som dgaren anvinde for
att samla in pengar fran vara hem nésta dag. Pé det sittet kunde
vir familj inte végra att betala. Ibland kom far och sldpande
hem mig mitt i filmen, vilket var vildigt pinsamt.

Efter att en lokal kraftanlédggning byggts kopte ménga
familjer TV-apparater och slutade beritta historier om Gesar
som underhéllning. Byborna var nyfikna pa nya saker och var
mycket intresserade av TV. De hade bara hort talas om det forut
och ingen forutsag att det skulle innebéra sa stora fordndringar
nédr den kom. Kvinnorna gick i1 grupper och samlade ved tidigt
pa morgonen. Innan TV:n kom pratade de séllan med varandra
for de var upptagna med att recitera mantror och ville inte bli
storda. Men efter att TV:n kommit till var bry, diskuterade de
filmerna de sett kvéllen innan eller TV-serier om Apkungen.
Alla kvinnor ville dela med sig av sina tankar om vad de sett.
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Min svégerska lade mérke till det. En dag sa hon: "Vi
har foréndrats. Nu skdms vi om vi inte har niagot att sdga om en
film eller TV-serierna."

"Aphuvudet dr sd smart, men den dumma lama Tang
reciterade magiska formler for att spdnna hans huvudring
hérdare, vilket gjorde att han fick ont varje gang han drev ut en
ande ..."

"Grisen 4r sé rolig. Han dr s& dum ..."

"Ja, den dir munken 4r den som verkar vara mest
hederlig. I filmen sa de att om de at av hans kott skulle de
behalla sin ungdom for evigt och aldrig bli gamla ...".

De tillbringade sina fore detta bone-morgnar pa ett nytt
och underhéllande sétt. Vi sdg dem inte ldngre recitera mantror
medan de rullade sina radband.

De éldre pratade ocksd om TV. De trodde att varje
handling och hédndelse som de sdg i den magiska ladan var
verkliga. Innan TV kom, talade de om sina forna handlingar
med respekt och med en kénsla for att det som varit hade varit
bist. Senare samlades de sdllan och om de gjorde det handlade
samtalet mest om vad de sett pd TV. Deras liv verkade plotsligt
ha fyllts av glada skratt.

"Jamfort med de kinesiska skédespelarna dr var kung
Gesar inte vérd ett dugg. Han kan inte karate, han har ingen
pistol heller ..." sa en gammal man och lade sin bonekvarn
bredvid sig.

"Mitt barnbarn talade om vad en av skddespelarna heter,
Cheng Long (Jacky Chan). Han é&r otrolig. Vi har slosat bort
véra liv. Att titta pa TV ar mycket roligare @n att berdtta trékiga,
gamla historier", sa en annan.

"Ar inte den dir mannen med aphuvud fantastisk? Han
kan flyga och kénna igen andar med sina gyllene 6gon ..."
inflikade en annan gammal man.

"Varfor sidger de sddana saker om kung Gesar, pappa?
Farmor berittade att han ocksd kan flyga och driva ut onda
andar. Han behover ingen pistol, for han har sin pilbdge och
sina pilar att skjuta med", sa jag till far. "De vet inte vad
filmerna forsoker ldra oss, de sdger bara att de dr bittre én kung
Gesar. Tycker du inte att det dr 16jligt?" sa jag. Jag tittade pa
karatefilmer och blev underhéllen av att se mdnniskor déda och
skada varandra. Men jag blev upprord 6ver vad de sa om kung
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Gesar, for han var min favorit.

"Min pojke, vi vet inte varfor de dr kritiska mot kung
Gesar. Det spelar ingen roll for oss, eller hur?" sa far och satte
pa TV:n for att se sin favoritserie, "Resa till vést".

Niér jag sdg hur skddespelarna klddde sig borjade jag fa
konstiga idéer om mina varma tibetanska stovlar. Jag borjade
ocksa tycka att de sdg underliga ut. Fran det dgonblicket
skdmdes jag Over att ha pd mig dem. Varje ging far sa at mig att
sitta pd mig dem tdnkte jag ut ndgon undanflykt for att inte ha
dem. Jag var inte ldngre rddd for att bli kall om fotterna och jag
brydde mig inte om ifall jag var tvungen att stampa med
fotterna for att bli varm om fotterna. Att ha pa sig tibetanska
stovlar var numera pinsamt. Fran den tiden sa jag adjo till mina
speciella tibetanska stovlar, som folk séllan hade pd sig utom
vid brollop d& brudgummen bar dem enligt traditionen.
Forandringarna kom varje sekund, och jag var inte samma pojke
som jag varit.

Néir TV:in spred sig Overallt var jag inte lidngre
intresserad av kung Gesar-historier. Nar jag satt tillsammans
med farmor i solen berittade jag hellre om en film &n bad henne
berétta sina historier som hon gjort forr.

"Kondro, vad &r det for vits att titta pa alla de dir
filmerna hela tiden? Filmerna ger dig vare sig mat eller kldder.
Det enda man ser ar att folk dodar och skadar varandra", sa
farmor och mumlade mani-mantran. Hon bad viskande:
"Vilsigna de tre juvelerna. M& alla levande varelser ha ett
underbart liv, m4 alla aterfodas och fa ett lyckligt kommande
liv." D4 hade jag inget val annat dn att tvinga mig till lyssna pé
ndgon av farmors "trakiga" historier i stéllet for att g och titta
pa nagot intressant TV-program.

Vi barn lekte inte lingre mamma, pappa, barn i skogen.
Vi spelade upp vad vi hade sett 1 filmerna. Vi latsades att vi
kunde kampsport. Under sddana lekar var det svart att undvika
nédsblod och yttre skador. Narheten mellan byborna minskade
for de satt bara och tittade pd TV, nidr de var lediga 1 stéllet for
att komma ut och smaprata med folk som de gjort tidigare.

Sarskilt pa Losar, det tibetanska nyéret, gick ingen ut for
att prata med de andra. Alla stannade hemma och tittade pad TV.
Vi barn brukade vara ute och leka med varandra, men det ar TV
och videopelare kom lekte inga barn ute. Fattiga familjer lanade
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pengar av de rika sa att de kunde kopa TV-apparater, for deras
barn bad dem att skaffa TV. Néstan varje familje had en TV och
det medforde avgérande fordndringar som vi dnnu var
omedvetna om.

Byns beskyddande vind-hjul stir framfor ingéngen till byn.
Byborna tror att det hjalper till att skydda byn nér det snurrar.
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SPOKHISTORIER

1 dr sdkra pa att det finns spoken. Folk har sett spoken
och blivit jagade av dem. Dessa spdken dr emellertid

annorlunda an spdkena i "Resa till vist."

Skramd av spoken

En bykvinna som heter Dugar berattade en gang for oss att
hon hade blivit fangad av spdken. Efterat var vi sa radda att vi
inte ens vagade ga ut pa dagen. Det hande nér solen nastan
gomt sig bakom Vasterberget just nar vi drev hem boskapen
till byn. Solskenet ar inte starkt da; byborna kallar skymningen
for "tiden for spokenas solsken". Spoken visar sig nar morkret
kommer och natten narmar sig. All boskap hade kommit hem
utom Dugars ko, sa hon gick och letade efter den i skogen
ovanfor byn. Hon gick runt dverallt men kunde inte finna den.
Till hennes férvaning hérde hon nagon ropa hennes namn
djupt inifran skogen. Hon gick mot ljudet, men ju langre hon
gick desto langre bort hordes ljudet. Hon hade just bestamt sig
for att vanda om nar hon horde en osynlig person prata i
narheten.

An, tre juveler! Hon insag att det var ett spoke, vilket
var en skrammande insikt, men da var det forsent. Osynliga
spoken tog fast henne i axlarna och borjade leda bort henne.
Till hennes forvaning stoppade de jord i munnen pa henne och
sa: "Det har ar tsampa, at upp det. Vi maste ta val hand om
henne annars blir hennes familj arg nar vi lamnar tillbaka
henne." Det verkade som de var vanliga. De gav henne bark
och sa: "Det har ar bréd. At upp det. Da blir du inte hungrig."
Konstigt nog forstod Dugar vad spokena sa, men hon kunde
inte svara. Det verkade som det var manga spdken som gick
med henne. De smapratade och var fulla i skratt. De gick sa
snabbt att hon nastan inte hann med dem. Nar hon kom efter
drog de henne hart.

Det verkade som de var vdnliga. De gav henne bark och
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sa: "Det hir dr brod. At upp det. D4 blir du inte hungrig."

Konstigt nog forstod Dugar vad spdkena sa, men hon
kunde inte svara. Det verkade som det var manga spoken som
gick med henne. De smapratade och var fulla i skratt. De gick
sa snabbt att hon ndstan inte hann med dem. Nér hon kom efter
drog de henne hirt. Farmor beréttade en gang for mig att om
spoken fangar en, s& kan man gd var som helst, till och med
genom viggar. De sldpar en hart efter sig.

Nér det var fullstindigt morkt och Dugar inte hade
kommit hem bad hennes oroliga man nagra bybor att hjilpa
honom och ga ut och leta efter henne. Da forstod de dldre att
hon antagligen blivit tagen av spdken och foreslog att man
skulle skrika hennes namn s& hogt som mojligt for att skrimma
bort spokena. De dldre stannade hemma och reciterade mantror
och bad till Buddha att slippa fri henne frdn spdkena.
Ungdomar gick ut i skogen och ropade hennes namn. Det
skrdmde bort spokena, som sa til varandra: "Det ér folk hir som
ar efter henne. Lat oss ldmna henne hir sé det inte blir brak."

Efter att Dugar hade sléppts aterfick hon medvetandet
och svarade pé bybornas skrik. Nir de fann henne beréttade hon
allt. Men nér hon kom hem svimmade hon sa fort hon ség ljus.

Byborna lade en thangka pa hennes huvud och brinde
ett stycke tyg fran en helig lamas klddsel for att vicka henne.
Till var forvaning kunde hon inte tala nir hon vaknade. Hon
kunde inte ens 6ppna sin mun mer dn en springa. De éldre sdger
att om spdken har en under en eller tva dagar s& forlorar man
talformagan for livet. Lyckligtvis blev Dugar emellertid battre
och till slut var hon sig sjilv igen. Hon hade verkligen tur. I en
annan by blev en kvinna ocksd tagen av spoken, men hon dog
tvd dagar efter att hon blivit sléppt.

Jag fick hora ménga spokhistorier 1 mina hemtrakter och
en av mina kusiner berdttade den hér historien som han sjilv
upplevt.

Dod mans trad
Nar jag borjade ga hem efter att ha varit och handlat i
huvudstaden i var kommun var det sent och mycket morkt. Jag

gick snabbt och hoppades hinna hem fort for att mina foraldrar
inte skulle bli oroliga.
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Utmed végen till var by finns det en poppel som en
nyligen avliden man planterade. Nar vi kommer fram till tradet
brukar vi vanligen ta rast dar eftersom det ar halva vagen hem.

Jag horde ljudet av en fagel som flog ivag fran tradet.
Jag tyckte synd om fageln for det ar dalig karma att skramma
en fagel pa natten. Jag mumlade viskande den sexstaviga
mantran och reste mig for att ga hem. Plétsligt sag jag
mannen som hade planterat poppeln sta dar. Jag blev
skrackslagen och vartenda har pa min kropp reste sig rakt
upp. Nar jag forsokte borja springa tog nagon tag i min axel.
Det var omgjligt att rora sig. Jag var stel av skrack. Nar jag
kastade en blick dver axeln fanns ingen dar. Jag ville skrika
men det kom inte ett ljud ur munnen. Mina ben var som bly.

Jag forsékrade mig om att min rygg var tackt*® men
jag hade fortfarande kanslan av att jag drogs bakat. Jag
kampade framat sa mycket jag kunde. Spoket som forfoljde
mig viskade till mig men jag forstod inte vad det viskade. Jag
horde en kvinna och barn skrika. Det verkade som de gick
bredvid mig men jag kunde inte se dem. Jag var for radd att
recitera ur skrifterna for att skramma bort dem. Jag kunde inte
ens mumla mani det dgonblicket for jag var sa radd. Spoket
visslade medan han kastade smasten och jord pa mig. Till slut
blev jag av med honom. Nar jag sag byn skallde en hund och
spoket slutade forfolia mig. Sedan kande jag mig battre och
det kandes inte som om nagon drog mig bakat langre.

Fanga spoken. Efter att ha hort den hér historien var vi
rddda for att gd forbi poppeln pd végen till och frén skolan. De
dldre var ocksd oroliga och beslot att be en lama driva bort
anden sé att vi kunde fa leva i frid. Laman gjorde en lista dver
varje dod person som han trodde fortfarande befann sig i stadiet
mellan dod och aterfodsel. Han kénde alla som doétt i var by
vilket gjorde att vi trodde pd och respekterade honom &nnu mer.
Det gjorde oss mycket glada att mors namn inte fanns med pa
listan. Laman och munkarna som var med honom reciterade
skrifterna 1 ndstan fyra dagar som forberedelse till kampen mot

* Ett spokes rygg dr ihalig, vilket gor att man maste ticka
ryggen nir man jagas av ett spoke. Annars kommer spoket
forsoka ta ens rygg for att fylla ut sin egen ihalighet.
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de onda andarna. Den femte dagen samlade laman alla bybor i
ett hus dér han reciterade ur skrifterna. Det spelade ingen roll
hur gammal man var. Alla férvintades komma — dven smébarn.
Byborna blev tillsagda att [dmna sina dorrar olasta och 6ppna.

Laman valde ut sju personer som var fodda under de
mest vilda djur-dren, t.ex. drakaret och tigeraret. De blev
tillsagda att springa med en munk som bar en stor lddersidck och
hade jarnkedjor lindade 16st om sig. Laman sa at dem at vilket
héll de skulle springa. De sju bar speciella redskap. Far holl
korta trikdppar i ena handen och ett halvbrént stycke ved i den
andra. Vart han @n sprang skulle han markera var kdpparna
vidrorde marken. En annan man hdll en stor hammare och ett
svird for att skrimma spoken. Det var inte en l4tt uppgift for de
madste springa mycket.

Laman reciterade inne i huset med ett argsint uttryck i
ansiktet. Han sa 4t dem att springa till varje plats som spokena
gomde sig pa. Aterigen bad han dem att springa till vissa hus
utan att ndgon sagt det till laman. Till exempel kunde han siga
vilken slags hund familjen hade och antalet och fargen pd deras
boskap. Han hade alltid rétt. Andra bybor satt kvar i sina hus
och visslade s& hogt de kunde och lurade in spdkena och gjorde
dem dérmed till spokhus.

Till slut hade alla spdken fangats i den stora lddersdcken.
Niér 16parna hade atervint till laman 6ppnade de lddersidcken for
att han skulle kunna undersoka den, men vi var blinda fér vad
han &n sag. Inuti sdcken lag trastycken med svarta streck mélade
pa dem. Laman reciterade dver dem varje gdng médnnen sprang
ivig och kom tillbaka. De fortsatte att springa fram och tillbaka
pa det hir séttet en ganska lang tid.

Manga kvinnor blev hysteriska och blev sé starka att inte
ens andra unga bybor inte kunde hélla fast dem. De skrek
ursinnigt och drog sina har. Manga unga slédpade dem till laman.
Han behdvde bara sla till dem i ryggen med sin knytnidve sa
lugnade de ner sig. Vad otroligt det var! Till slut sa laman: "Bra
gjort. De har féngat alla spoken." Forst d& kunde han och
16parna vila sig och ta ndgot att dricka. Sedan atervinde alla till
sina hem som blivit stokiga av alla ménniskor som sprungit runt
i dem.

Naésta dag sa laman att han skulle begrava spdkena i en
grop, men det var inte ett bra sitt, for spokena brukade jamra
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sig 1 flera &r och vi ville inte hora det. Dérfor bestimde han sig
for att brénna upp dem. Han brénde upp de trastycken som legat
1 sdcken.

Efter det sdg ingen nagot spdke. Det fanns inte ens ett
rykte om nagot spoke. Vi var tacksamma Gver att laman hade
hjélpt oss. Vi skolbarn gick sedan till och fran skolan utan att
vara radda.
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NAR JAG BORJADE PA HOGSTADIET

intrddesexamen till mellanstadiet kunde vi inte skriva en

ordentlig uppsats pa tibetanska, for vi hade inte borja ldsa
tibetanska forrdn 1 &rskurs fyra. Var tibetanska ldrare skrev
uppsatser at oss i vara examenspapper medan skrivningsvakten
var ute. Jag lirde mig inte mycket i den lokala 1dgstadieskolan.
Men genom de tre juvelernas vélsignelse klarade jag mig och
kunde borja i mellanstadiet.

Den lokala mellanstadieskolan ladg lingt borta. Jag
kunde bara komma hem under veckosluten. Det var forsta
géngen jag fick sova ensam for fram till dess hade jag alltid
sovit med pappa. Sovsalen var bittre &dn 1 var lagstadieskola.
Taket ldckte inte ndr det regnade eller nér snon smélte. Men jag
hade svar hemlingtan vilket jag aldrig upplevt tidigare.
Eftersom vi inte kunde dka hem forrdn péd lordagen kopte vi
egen mat och véra fordldrar gav oss ved till matlagning. Skolan
hade ingen matsal, s& vi lagade sjdlva mat. Skolan var vildigt
liten och det fanns bara tre klasser: arskurs ett, tva och tre.

De nya eleverna var yngst och vi vigade inte lyfta vira
huvuden av rddsla for att bli slagna. Fem av oss hade varit
klasskamrater pd lagstadiet, s vi bodde ihop i samma sovsal.
Vara byar lag inte 1dngt ifran varandra och pd si sitt var det latt
for vara fordldrar att ta dit ved en ging i ménaden. Vara
fordldrar var oroliga for oss och skickade oss s& god mat som
mdjligt. De dldre eleverna var lata dversittare. De kokade inte te
for att gora tsampa. Istéllet kom de till vart rum for att dricka te
och gora tsampa varje morgon. Ibland hade vi inte tillrackligt
med te fOr att gora tsampa. Vi vagade inte sdga ndgot for vi
visste att de skulle ge oss stryk om vi klagade. Vi hade inte ens
tillrdckligt med mod for att skratta hogt i vart rum, dn mindre att
véigra dem te. Mycket olycka begravdes i vara sinnen.

En gang, innan vi visste béttre, pratade vi glatt med
varandra, och vart rum svdmmade Over av skratt. Plotsligt
stormade en dldre elev in i vart rum, pekade pd var och en av
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oss och skrek: "Hall tyst, smdungar! Gor mig inte arg en gang
till, for d4 kommer ni inte att f4 en trevlig tid hér. Forstatt?
Braka inte s& hir en géng till. Uppfattat?" Han var ocksa den
som alltid bad oss om te. Vi nickade alla och var mycket tystare
efter det.

De éldre eleverna hade inte ved med sig utan tog den
fran vart rum, vilket gjorde oss arga, men vi bet oss i tungan
och holl tyst. Vi sa ingenting till vara fordldrar heller for de
dldre eleverna sa att om vi gjorde det skulle de kasta oss i den
nérbeldgna floden.

Vi kokade ris med stekt potatis till middag och ibland
till lunch. Medan vi 4t knackade ménga elever pa dorren. Aldre
elever kom in till oss och at som om de vore vara rumskamrater.
Vi lagade vad vi hade med oss hemifrdn, men fick inte
tillrackligt for att bli métta. Nér de édldre eleverna var mitta och
gick klagade vi 6ver hur otrevliga de var, men vi sa aldrig ndgot
nér de var i ndrheten.

Nir vi gick och la oss pa kvéllen tinkte jag alltid pd min
familj. Jag ville helst dka hem lika ofta som nédr jag gick pa
lagstadiet. En vecka verkade lika 1dng som ett helt dr. Nér jag
kom hem pé veckoslutet ville jag inte dka tillbaka till skolan,
vilket fick farmor att grata. Jag gav mig motvilligt av. Hon gav
mig pengar for att muta mig att fortsitta i skolan varje gang jag
inte ville ge mig av till skolan. Eftersom jag hade végrat att bli
munk respekterade hon mitt val och uppmuntrade mig att
studera hart. Nér jag inte hade lust att &ka till skolan var hon
den forsta att forsoka f4 mig hélla uppe modet.

Alla skolbocker var pa tibetanska pa mellanstadiet utom
1 kinesiska spraket och politik. Det gjorde det svart for oss att
hénga med elever som hade ldst tibetanska ldngre 4n vi hade.

Det fanns over sextio elever i vér skola och bara tio av
dem var flickor. I borjan var det tre flickor i var klass, men efter
en termin ldt deras fordldrar dem sluta. Istillet tvingade de dem
att gifta sig och tjdna pengar pa att griva upp medicinska Orter
eller arbeta pa byggarbetsplatser. Flickor verkade vara fodda for
att tjina sina familjer och sedan gifta sig med de min som deras
fordldrar valde at dem. Det var skélet till att det inte var ndgra
flickor som tog examen i var klass.

Vi hade ocksd problem att fa taxi nér vi skulle 8ka hem
pa veckosluten. Vi gjorde slut pé alla vdra pengar under veckan
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och hade inte ett 6re i slutet av veckan, s& vi méste gd hem. Vi
gomde oss for taxibilarna, for vi skdmdes for att vi inte hade
pengar att betala. S& fort vi horde en bil sprang vi och gémde
oss bakom stora trdd vid vigen.

Under tiden 1 mellanstadiet gick Tjobajo och badade i en
flod i ndrheten av skolan. Eftersom han inte kunde simma bra
drunknade han. Det var en hért slag som néstan slog omkull
mig. Jag tyckte inte att livet var vért att leva. P4 vigen till
skolan 1ag jag i gréset bredvid vdgen och stirrade upp i1 himlen.
Mina o6gon var fulla av tdrar som gjorde den vackra
sommardagen dimmig. Det fanns bara bld himmel ovanfor
huvudet. Jag liangtade fruktansvirt efter min bror. Varje natt
fastnade mina kinder i kudden av alla tarar. Att grita ensam i
mitt trista sovrum ddr jag och min bror en ging sovit
tillsammans och glatt berittat vara favorithistorier for varandra
blev en vana. Min filt var min enda vén. Jag Overvdgde att ta
livet av mig. Men att se min fars kropp, tird av sorg varje dag
gjorde att jag gav upp min dumma idé. Jag ville inte orsaka
honom mer lidande. Jag kunde bara inte vara sa sjilvisk. Det
skulle forvidrra situationen ytterligare. For alla jag dlskade och
for alla som élskade mig var jag tvungen att gora mitt bésta for
att klara av vad de dn Onskade av mig. Jag latsades att inte vara
ledsen nédr jag var med far och var inte ldngre bara en lipande
pojke. Jag borjade tinka pd andra. Mors och min brors dod fick
mig att inse hur viktigt mitt eget liv var. Det fanns ingen andra
chans. Jag fortsatte i skolan som mor hade velat. Med en klump
av sorg i mitt hjarta kunde jag inte gora annat dn att studera.
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UTAN VATTEN

atten var ett stort problem for oss, sérskilt pd vintern.
\ / Det var ett skdl till att andra skrattade at oss. De sa att

vi inte hade tillrdckligt med vatten for att dricka och att
tvétta ansiktet. Ingen forsokte ndgonsin hjélpa oss att l6sa
problemet forrdn &r 2005, da den lokala regeringen fick pengar
frén ldnet for att konstruera ett vattenledningssystem, som ledde
vatten till var by fran ett hogt berg néra vira sommarbeten, och
var by bidrog med arbetskraft for att fardigstélla det.

Innan dess hade var by haft tva vattendammar och bada
lag langt borta. Att hdmta vatten var som jag tidigare ndmnt
kvinnogdra. Kvinnorna bar stora hinkar pd ryggen. Det var
pinsamt for mén att himta vatten. Det var bara om deras fruar
inte var hemma, sjuka eller avlidna som méan hdamtade vatten.
Om en mans fru inte var hemma och han gick och himtade
vatten skvallrade byborna om att han var en toffelhjélte, vilket
var ett svart slag mot hans maskulinitet.

Dammen ndrmast vér by var speciell. Om négon tvittade
klader dar och hidllde ut smutsigt vatten bredvid kunde
vattenkéllan forsvinna och kanske till och med torka ut eftersom
vattenguden skulle bli arg. En munk maéste i sa fall bjudas in {for
att blidka vattenguden sa att det kom vatten i dammen igen.
Munken offrade song vid kéllan for att be vattenguden om
ursidkt, och en eller tvd dagar senare kom vattnet tillbaka.

Var damm fros ldtt och den tacktes av tjock is sé att det
var omojligt att fa vatten om man inte hackade sonder isen med
rena eller nya yxor. Bara d& kunde vi hdmta vatten. Innan vi
fick den nya vattenledningen var vi mycket forsiktiga med
vatten annars hade vi inte fatt tillrackligt att dricka.

Vi forsokte allt for att fa dricksvatten. Var boskap led
under vintern. Deras frusna dynga var som cement. De blev sa
smala att vi kunde ridkna deras revben. En del dog vilket var en
ordentlig forlust for oss. Vi var inte nomader och hade inte
ménga djur. Varje familj hade en eller tvd jak-kor att mjolka.
Om de inte drack mer 4n en gang per dag blev de sjuka och vi
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var tvungna att sticka hél i1 deras tunga med en nél sa att det
borjade bloda. Det var det enda som kunde ridda dem. Om vi
gjorde det for sent torkade blodet ut i deras &dror och de dog.
Barnen sdg hemska ut under vintern, ndr det inte fanns
tillrickligt med vatten for att tvdtta sig i1 ansiktet. Deras
sarskorpor och spruckna ldppar var sérskilt sorgliga att se.
Hénderna var svarta som halvbridnda vedstycken. Kldderna var
harda av snor som om lim hillts 6ver dem. Nér barnen sprang
klirrade deras kldder som om nagon sytt pd smabitar av metall
pa dem. Deras kldder blev svarta sa att man inte kunde se vilken
fiarg de haft fran borjan och var flickade av alla mojlig lort. De
var s vana vid att ha sddana kldder pa sig pa vintern att de blev
blyga infor andra nér de skulle ha pa sig nya kldder pa nyéret.

En fore detta bykélla.
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EN NATTLIG VISIT

tiden, sérskilt pa vintern. Om man vaknade létt var det

svirt att somna om eftersom det hordes s& mycket
viskningar runt om i byn. Pojkar i en by gick till en annan by
for att "jaga" och pd samma sétt kom pojkar till var by. Har
foljer en historia om en sadan nattlig visit som en av mina bésta
vénner berittade for mig. Han beskrev sina upplevelser da han
hjélpte en vén att besoka en flicka. Jag kan kalla min véns védn
"Ugglan", for ugglor brukar jaga efter mat pd natten. Nér vi
planerade nattliga visiter brukade vi sdga till varandra: "Ska vi
vara ugglor i natt?"

ﬁ tt besoka flickor pa natten var populért och vanligt forr i

Det var en blasig, iskall vinternatt. Min van och jag lade inte
ens marke fill folk innan vi gick pa dem. Stjarmorna verkade
skdmmas for att visa sina skinande ansikten, da de gémde sig
bakom tunna, gra, dimsléjor pa himlen. Dar blinkade de da och
da fér att paminna om sin eviga existens.

Om jag tittade upp i himlen blaste en iskall vind i mitt
ansikte, som en skarpt vassad kniv som skar mig i kinderna. Vi
kunde inte ens tdnda en cigarett, for vinden blaste ut
tandstickorna, till synes for att irritera oss.

"Om du verkligen ar en av mina basta vanner, maste
du vara snall och folia med mig och besdka min alskade,"
stammade min van Ugglan fram och log dumt.

"Nej. Det ar inte det att jag inte vill folja med dig, det ar
bara ... ", men innan jag hann sluta avbrot mig Ugglan.

"Sag inte emot mig. Kommer du med?" ville Ugglan
veta.

"OK ...OK!" sa jag motvilligt, och kande det som jag
inte hade nagot val.

Jag kunde knappt stdnga munnen for att det var sa
kallt. Lapparna svullnade upp. Vi gick tysta en bit. Onda
aningar och oro plagade mig nar jag funderade pa vad som
skulle handa om flickans familj upptackte oss.
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Egentligen bodde flickan hos sin gamla och inte
sarskilt rorliga mor. Vad som hant med hennes andra
familiemedlemmar visste vi inte. Alla hade dott men jag visste
inte hur och varfor. Pojkar valde medvetet sma, svaga familjer
att besoka. De vagade inte ga pa nattligt besok hos flickor i
rika, starka familjer. En nattlig visit ar alltsa pa satt och vis ett
slags mobbning.

"Kompis, sa du till flickan att du kommer i natt?"
fragade jag oroligt.

"Nej, fegis, lugna dig! Hon alskar mig. Jag behovde
inte sdga nagot i forvag," sa Ugglan lyriskt.

Jag blev varmare néar vi bérjade ga fort. Allting var sa
morkt att vi knappast sag traden forran vi kom nara dem.
Vinden visslade fortfarande i vara éron, men man kunde se
flera stjarnor.

Jag var vilse. Jag hade ingen aning om at vilket hall vi
gick. Ugglan var full men visste precis vart han skulle ga. Till
slut var vi framme.

"Nu ar vi har. Stanna har. Jag kommer snart tillbaka,"
sa Ugglan.

Han klattrade upp pa muren runt huset som om han
inte hade druckit en droppe sprit. Han var expert pa att klattra
over murar. Pa ett 6gonblick var han dver muren och lat mig
sta kvar. Jag hukade vid muren, huttrande av den isande
kylan. Jag kastade en blick mot himlen for att se vad klockan
var, men de blinkande stjarnorna hade forsvunnit. Dimman
verkade tjockare. Jag hade ingenting att gora utom att ta en
tupplur en stund. Plétsligt horde jag ovantade skrik fran huset
och nagra sekunder senare hoppade Ugglan andfadd dver
muren.

"Spring. Jag gjorde henne illa!" sa Ugglan flamtande.

Jag skyndade mig efter Ugglan utan att fraga varfor.

Ugglan berattade senare att han hade slagit flickans
mor. Nar han just skulle éppna flickans sovrumsdorr sag han
plétsligt modern. Han var sa nervés sa han slog henne med
knytnaven och forsvann.

Polisen kom och arresterade Ugglan nasta morgon.
Nar ryktet spritt sig gick flickan till byoverhuvudet och
berattade allt som hant under natten. Det gjorde honom sa arg
att han gick till den lokala polisstationen och anklagade Ugglan
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for att ha slagit flickans mor. Ugglan hamnade i fangelse i en
vecka och slapptes sedan.

Efter att Ugglan slappts gav han sig av hemifran. Han
berattade inte fér nagon om vart han tog vagen. Om Ugglan
lever eller &r dod vet jag inte.

Min vin slutade sin beréttelse med en tung suck. Frin

den gangen blev det mindre populdrt med nattliga besok. Nu har
de nistan slutat med nattliga besok.

Bytoalett.
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ATT GORA FAR GLAD

att ta intrddesexamen till gymnasiet. Det var forsta

géngen jag var pd en sd urban plats. Det var minga
ménniskor och bilar pd gatorna. Mina vdnner sa att det inte alls
var stort, men det var den storsta stad jag nigonsin sett. Jag
kidnde mig vilsekommen. Jag tittade mig omkring med forvanad
blick vilket fick andra att stirra pd mig. De trodde sédkert att jag
var dum. De fyra vaningar hoga husen var hogre &n nagot hus
jag tidigare sett. Jag undrade hur folk kunde bo dir och tankte:
"Varfor blir de inte yra och svimmar?" Det var omdjligt att ta
sina 6gon ifran dem.

Jag fick den hogsta genomsnittspodngen i hela Ngawa-
kommunen det dret. Den lokala hogstadieskolan tog at sig av
dran och sparade betyget, for regeringen hade planerat att stinga
skolan. Far var lyckligare 4n han varit pa linge. Efter att min
bror dott hade jag léngtat efter att se far le. Genom de tre
juvelernas vilsignelse var far sd lycklig nér vi fick nyheten om
mina hoga examenspodng att han log och berittade det for alla
véra sldktingar som gratulerade mig for mina utmérkta resultat.
For att fortsatta att gora far lycklig slosade jag inte bort tiden i
skolan. Jag studerade hért, 4ndd hardare &n tidigare, fOr att gora
alla som brydde sig om mig och min framtid glada.

Jag klarade ytterligare en examen som gjorde att jag fick
mdjlighet att ldsa engelska och valdes ut att dka till Xining for
att studera. Det gjorde far &nnu lyckligare. Inte forrdn dé gav
han mig en stor kram. Det var den forsta kram jag fétt sedan jag
blivit femton. Jag glommer aldrig fars varma kram. Den var sa
verklig och full av omsorg av en far till sin son, en kram som
jag langtat efter, den kram som jag hade gjort mitt basta for att
f4, den kram som far sparat att ge till sérskilda tillfallen — det ar
den kram jag kommer komma ihdg for evigt som en stréle av
ljus som lyser upp min stig mot framgéng och uppmuntrar mig
att inte gora honom eller mig sjélv besviken.

Aterigen borjade livet bli lyckligt. Jag dvertygade mig

F I \iden gick och jag &kte till Zorgay kommunhuvudstad for
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sjdlv om att befria mig frdn mina gamla minnen. Jag tror att om
jag verkligen bryr mig om de personer som dlskar mig, d& ar allt
jag maste gora att borja studera dnnu hardare for att atergélda
deras kirlek och stindiga stod.

Som tur dr fick jag en gyllene mojlighet att studera
engelska med en person som har engelska som sitt modersmal.
Jag, en ung man som véxte upp langt borta i en liten by, har fatt
mdjlighet att lira mig mer och ndgot utover min tibetanska
subkultur i min hembygd. Engelska vidgar min syn pa livet. Jag
har ocksd beslutat mig for att aldrig besegras av umbéiranden
och svarigheter.

k.

Morgon i byn.
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COLLECTED EssAys, CK Stuart, G Roche, and
Tshe dbang rdo rje (eds)

CHINA'S NA>®> Mzr>® TIBETANS: LIFE, LANGUAGE
AND FOLKLORE. VOLUME ONE, Libu Lahki with
Tsering Bum and CK Stuart

CHINA'S NA>®> Mzr>® TIBETANS: LIFE, LANGUAGE
AND FOLKLORE. VOLUME Two, Libu Lahki with
Tsering Bum and CK Stuart

DEITY MEN: REB GONG TIBETAN TRANCE
MEDIUMS IN TRANSITION, Snying bo rgyal and R
Solomon Rino

NA® Mz TIBETAN SONGS, ENGAGEMENT
CHANTS, AND FLUTE MUSIC by Libu Lahki with Qi
Huimin, CK Stuart, and G Roche

A TIBETAN GIRL'S HAIR CHANGING RITUAL, Tshe
dpal rdo rje with Rin chen rdo rje, G Roche, and
CK Stuart

COLLECTED ESsAYS, CK Stuart, G Roche, Tshe
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(eds)
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PASSIONS AND COLORED SLEEVES: A NOVEL,
Jugui and Limusishiden

MONGGHUL MEMORIES AND LIVES, Limusishiden
with CK Stuart

A NGAWA TIBETAN NOMAD CHILDHOOD, Rin chen
rdo rje

COLLECTED ESSAYS, CK Stuart, G Roche, Tshe
dbang rdo rje, T Thurston, and Rin chen rdo rje
(eds)

A MANG RDZONG TIBETAN LIFE, Snying lcags
rgyal

SILENCE IN THE VALLEY OF SONGS: WORK SONGS
FROM THE SMAN SHOD VALLEY, Zla ba sgrol ma
WARMING YOUR HANDS WITH MOONLIGHT:
LAVRUNG TIBETAN ORAL TRADITIONS AND
CULTURE, G.yu lha

MAY ALL GoOOD THINGS GATHER HERE: LIFE,
RELIGION, AND MARRIAGE IN A MI NYAG TIBETAN
VILLAGE, Bkra shis bzang po

RGYAL RONG RGYAS BZANG TIBETAN VILLAGE:
LIFE, LANGUAGE, AND FOLKLORE, G.yu 'brug with
CK Stuart

THREE TREASURES: HuzHU MONGGHUL
FOLKLORE, Jugui, Limusishiden, Ha Mingzong,
and CK Stuart

A ZORGAY TIBETAN CHILDHOOD, Kondro Tsering
(with Swedish translation by Katrin Goldstein-
Kyaga)

ENVIRONMENTAL ISSUES FACING TIBETAN
PASTORAL COMMUNITIES, Dbang 'dus sgrol ma,
Dkon mchog dge legs, Mgon po tshe ring, and
Dpal ldan chos dbyings

A TIBETAN NOMAD GIRL'S CHANGING WORLDS,
Sonam Doomtso
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