Notes From a Plague Year

Tsering Woeser
Translated by Ian Boyden

Translator’s Introduction

On January 28, 2021, the Tibetan poet Tsering Woeser launched the first poem of a long poem
cycle titled “Notes from a Plague Year.” She did this on Twitter—Twitter being one of her primary
social media platforms. I translated that poem the same day, posting my translation to Twitter.
The next day, she posted the second poem. And again, I translated it that same day, and again,
posted that translation to Twitter. And so it went, each day, she posted another poem, and each
day I translated it. I found it an astonishingly intimate experience that seemed to belie the extreme
isolation of the time. With each day, the momentum grew, more and more people paid attention
to this extraordinary poem slowly unfolding. I had no idea how long the poem was, and Woeser
wouldn’t tell me. Forty-three days and forty-three poems later, it came to an end on March 8,
making this the longest poem cycle Woeser has written to date, and one of the more remarkable
poems to emerge out of China during the pandemic.
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As random as the starting date of January 28th seemed, it was no accident that Woeser posted
the last poem on March 8. This is a dark day in Tibetan memory, the date in 1989 when China
declared martial law across Tibet, bringing to an end the largest pro-independence protests to take
place in Tibet since 1959. In the days and weeks that followed, the Chinese unleashed unspeakable
violence upon Tibetans. As much as this poem is a meditation on Woeser’s personal experience
of the pandemic, it is also a meditation on her experience of being a Tibetan whose country has
been occupied by China, whose life has been turned upside down by a foreign power. She draws a
strong and unsentimental parallel between the ravages of a biological virus and those of a political
virus that has laid waste to her culture. This is a Buddhist’s mind at work, a poet of causal clarity,
who recognizes our world as one that is interdependent and in which there is no exemption.

While each poem is discrete, taken all together they are meant to function as a whole. At some
point during the translation process, I began to understand the cycle as a landscape of prayer. And
while there are actual prayers in it, what I mean by prayer here is that this cycle of poems asks us to
care. It asks that we engage in what Simone Wil calls “absolute attention.” Woeser has spent her
entire writing life documenting and bearing witness to her country being destroyed. Behind each
essay, each poem, you can hear her say, “Pay attention!” She is poignantly aware of loss. And with
each poem you can see this incredible labor of gathering what is left of what has been shattered by
carelessness and greed. There is much to despair, but it would be a mistake to think that Woeser is
without hope. Her poems are substantial—real and tangible—forms of caring. John Berger once
wrote, “To put into words is to find the hope that the words will be heard and the events they
describe judged.” And this may be one of the most important aspects of Woeser’s writing. She is
providing us the opportunity to discern good and evil, and in that discernment decide who we are,
what kind of world we wish to live in. That invitation is a fundamental quality of Woeser’s prayer.

Asa child, Woeser was sent to Chinese schools to be reeducated. Over the course of many years,
Chinese replaced Tibetan as her native tongue. She can still speak Tibetan, but she writes entirely
in Chinese. She describes this process as having had her tongue stolen. But even though she writes
in Chinese, her poems and essays always return to the bedrock of her Tibetan identity. As such
they are uniquely complex poems, they discuss Tibetan reality in the language of the oppressor.
But throughout her poems, Woeser sprinkles Tibetan words, forcing her Chinese readers to hold
those words for a moment on their own tongue, a reminder of what it is that they are actively eras-
ing. But it’s more complex than that. Those small fragments of language are like prayers within a
larger prayer—each singing we are still here. With each of these words, she adds a note below the
poem explaining the word, providing the word written in Tibetan. The footnotes for each poem
were written by Woeser, and are to be understood as part of the poem itself.

Woeser often pairs her poems with images, and in this case, she pulled them from her daily
experience. The images are not illustrative of the poem, instead each image is a fragment of her
perceptual experience, neither separate nor not-separate from the poem, they amplify some part
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of Woeser’s landscape of prayer. I also think she provides them to give the reader a form of breath-
ing space, as something to hold on to. Chinese is already a dense language orthographically, but
Woeser takes this density to new heights. Sometimes her lines go on and on and on! And she fills
them with heavy theoretical language that can be kind of a buzzkill. But one doesn’t read Woeser
to contemplate some beautiful nature scene. I don’t know what to call this form of aesthetic, but I
love the fact that before I read one of her poems, I plant my feet firmly to brace myself for a massive
wave, and even so, often I am swept away. Reading the work of some poets might be like standing
next to a calm lake. Reading Woeser is like standing on the shore of the ocean during a ferocious
winter storm.
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Notes from a Plague Year
By Tsering Woeser

What does it mean there’s no way to survive this spring?
What does it mean there’s no way to survive this summer?
What does it mean there’s no way to survive this fall?

What does it mean there’s no way to survive this winter?
What does it mean there’s no way to survive March of 2020?
What does it mean there’s no way to survive March of 19592
What does it mean there’s no way to survive the past?

What does it mean there’s no way to survive the present?
How to live, when one can only live day by day?

Or, rather, is it that, is it just like, we never have lived?
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I thought I had been through every eventuality
but I never expected
I would imprison myself for so long

for so long. Yesterday the haze was thick outside my window,
today, it’s sunny for a thousand miles,
the day before yesterday, a blizzard.

I look down from my apartment,

I look to the left, to the right—

of course, it’s not just me confined.

This world that has suddenly revealed its true form
and even the Devil is powerless,

and before I used to think it was all imaginary.

For example, I thought Ksitigarbha’s descriptions of hell’
were only to enlighten those still living,
but it turns out they were of this time, this place.

What I thought before was simple falsehood.

“Give me your hand for a time. Hold on
to mine.... Squeeze hard. Time was we
thought we had time on our side.”

1. Ksitigarbha, one of the primary Boddhisattvas of East Asian Buddhism, made a vow to not to become a Buddha until all
hells have been emptied. His descriptions of hell are particularly vivid.

2. “Through the Boughs” by Raymond Carver, in A/ of Us: The Collected Poems. In this poem the phrase “Time was” is the
cry of birds.
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In this moment, I open a sutra.

In this moment, I pray for the innocent.

In this moment, in this unprecedented panic,
people fear the illness—

why don’t they fear the glutton?

Sometimes, destiny incarnates as a plague,
and every time, it’s called karmic retribution.
Every organism is part of its own food chain,
but no matter what one eats,

there will always be questions.
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Those of us who don’t eat /i are right,

for if you eat /u you will catch hundreds of diseases.

This taboo is important, for the human heart is insatiable,
its greed like a snake that tries to swallow an elephant.

Yet there are people who are much worse,

those who relentlessly silence the voices of others.

[ hope no one is an island,

and, be it near or far, that they achieve true solace.
And today, in Lhasa, it was thirteen-year-old Desel’s
first menstruation.

3. Lu (4]") occupy a special place in the Tibetan spiritual imagination. In general, /« refer to beings that inhabit bodies of
water and can be both benevolent or malevolent, but they are also understood and respected as spiritual envoys.
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Lhadyum:* the Tibetan word for smallpox.
What does it mean—

a divine scattering of flower petals; or
an imprint left by a god?

Then, to what does this epidemic
appertain? It seems

to evade being named metaphorically
for fear it might leak a secret.

4. lhadrum (’g@g&])
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My fierce and powerful Dharma Protector
who was unsettled danced slowly—

but even he has to wear

a pale blue surgical mask.

There’s an Ngs with an air valve
falling slowly through the sky,

just like the empty and unreliable words
of the high muck-a-mucks...
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I swear by the blazing goddess Palden Lhamo:

[ will bear witness to the scorching sun that punctures
this thangka hanging high in a dimly lit room.

Some profound meaning within awaits

the next person, their unmarked memory,

a meaning that is neither wordless silence,

nor a gradual amnesia.

I swear by the secret visions of the Fifth Dalai Lama:

your appeals to the land of snow—those are my calling.

The fact is this pestilence that crowds around us refuses to disperse,
this ancient punishment, this repeatedly unheeded admonition.
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Bodhisattvas are multi-faceted when it comes to saving all living beings.
Vulgar people are multi-faceted when it comes to being selfish.
Two-faced people, even multi-faced people, are everywhere—

all the fruits of their actions

resemble so many cuts and bruises.

It’s really very exhausting to be a bodhisattva.
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Some people are exceedingly fearful.

Some people are exceedingly not fearful enough.
But fear in all beings,

when buried in the inner heart,

turns into ironstone.

Is this where ironstone hearts come from?

Is harming oneself and harming others the only way?
The appetite of the empire is insatiable.
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10.
That cowardice in the bones,
undisguisable, awaiting
an opportunity to strike,
all it can do is torment more and more.

In this interval between blows,

a fiercer virus comes to haunt.

They are perhaps the biggest winners.
They: wearing Nazi faces.

(In my imaginary refuge,

[ say what I want but also hesitate.
I carefully and cautiously isolate
to protect my identity.)
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11.
Did you hear it? It commands you to submit.
If not, you'll be stigmatized as a virus.

Our lives are as disposable as ants. But ants are also one form of life.
If we don’t hide quickly enough, we will mutate.

No, the last shred of dignity must be preserved,
must not be thrown into the cesspool.
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12.
There are two types of boundaries: one geographical,
the other of the spirit.

How to go to and from these liminal realms?
What risks should one dare take?

No one knows the endless torment endured
once you place yourself at these thresholds.
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13.
In the silhouette of the bodhisattva still gleaming in her eyes,
in the true words of the three jewels heard in her voice,
in the divine declaration of the mudra she holds to her forehead—
a commitment to a lama.
[ want a pair of eyes from a previous life.
It’s like this:
I want to see the former life of the ruins;
[ want to see the former life of my own chosen sky burial ground;
And, I want to see the motherland of Sinmo’s* metamorphosis.

5. Sinmo (gqéﬁ "), rakshasa, an ogre-like being. In Tibetan mythology, the Tibetan people descend from the union of a
monkey and the rakshasi known as Sinmo. Traditional geography approaches Tibetan territory figuratively, imagining
the land as the body of Sinmo lying on her back.
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14.
Just three months you were ill.

Just three months for it to spread through your organs.
In just three months you were gone.

And just last summer, we were at the tea house at Sera Monastery
drinking sweet tea, eating botuk....c

I can still see her kindhearted smile.

6.  Bituk (ﬁﬁgﬂp is a type of Tibetan noodle dish.
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15.

On the giant boulders at Sera Monastery,

on the boulders that encroach the winding kora,
someone used white pigment

to paint several ladders,

large and small, and in no apparent order,

but all striving upward,

to ascend the skies of liberation.

Which ladder is mine?

7. Akora (ﬁ"{"(') is a circumambulatory path around Tibetan monasteries and other sacred places.

M4 JOURNAL OF TIBETAN LITERATURE



JOURNAL OF TIBETAN LITERATURE 115



16.
As it gradually grows dark, there in the last rays of
light scattering through people’s homes,
the golden crest of a mandala
suddenly glows with fierce brilliance.
And, as if it were being cared for by a certain sunset,
the mandala reflects an astonishing radiance
that fades in the blink of an eye, dreamlike.
This is a gift, which only belongs
to those who stare at truth for
along time.
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17.

In deep night, the entire city

vague, indistinguishable.

It’s as if I were sinking,

[ raise my gaze to the silhouettes

of mountains, but I can’t discern them either—as if
everything were wrapped in the mouth of some beast.
Can there be any sense of security?

This darkness is interminable.

Yes, I am talking about Lhasa.
I’m always, with the eyes of someone who struggles
at great distance, looking toward Lhasa.
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18.
I need a pair of actual wings
to allow my trapped self to escape,
no, no, to fly away.

If one has wings, one has the possibility
of freedom.
Freedom does not pertain to birds with broken wings.

It seems as if I must go against the flow,

fly against the wind, fly back to that land

surrounded by snowy mountains and where happiness
is lost.
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19.
Every day, call out. Every day,
the moment you open your eyes,
just call out! Gutturally, instinctively,
more and more urgently:

Medicine Buddha, blue,
crystal clear bodhbisattva—
please save us!
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20.
The marginal people of the empire,

the strangers of the empire—

are they also... the enemies of the empire?
Those who are only strong in appearance
but weak at the core need this hallucination.

And yet, a victim’s voice tumbles through from afar:
nyingjé, nyingjé.

8.  Nyingjé (%:%) is a Tibetan word meaning “have pity” or “poor thing.”
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21.
I read an African proverb:
“What the axe has forgotten,
the trees will remember.”

But if the trees are aware
of what the axe head signifies,
they wouldn’t teach it to the handles.

The axe head glimmers

as if it were celebrating the disappearance of trees.
Fine, we will remember.
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22.
Near and far there are people
who inherited the beautiful looks of our ancestors.
However, our ancestors failed to endow them with a fearless spirit,
no spirit-gene passed on to every descendant.
This is sadder than the sum of all other sadness.
They incessantly capitulate
to these parasites, these invaders.
Their ambition and selfishness grow with the years.
The beautiful looks of our ancestors are in vain.
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23.
Weeping with grief like this, I shock even myself.
[ weep without stop, not only for the dead
but also for the living. Over the course of a single night,
agony disfigures her, leaving me panic-stricken.

How will she live in a future without this loved one?

I almost couldn’t make it through the year when I lost my father.
A sudden space into which I fell in self-inflicted anguish

painful to this day, truthfully, it hurts

more and more.
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24.
“It seems we’'ll be trapped here.”
“Trapped here?”
“Yes, trapped here.”
“What should we do?”
“I think you should leave. You absolutely must leave.”
“That won't do, I want us to stay together.”

However, in addition to the virus,

they themselves also carry a virus.

They’re like a species from a city of plagues.
They have a human face,

but their bearing is not normal.

They are not normal human beings.
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25.
I might as well eat a large piece of /a/a® soaked in buttermilk tea,
my tastebuds suffused in the flavor of yak,
green grass, masticating—milk, stone-like, dry cheese.
But this month, I won’t even dream of its meat.
This is the fourth month of the Tibetan calendar,
to abstain from meat is good for body and mind.
And nor tonight will I be concerned about human beings—
in all directions, people’s teeth are sharper than blades.
How about this: all living beings leave each other alone,
it’s important that you and I, respectively, get a good night’s sleep.

9. Lala (A"A) is a type of dry cheese made from yak milk.
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26.
The withered tree Ian™ found
on his island
returns to life.
Under the night sky, the new leaves
of this prophesied tree

twist in the wind.

Those white leaves,
those leaves inscribed with names,
twist in the wind.

Those leaves inscribed with Tibetan names,
those leaves cut from paper,
twist in the wind.

Those are the names of 165 Tibetans.
Those are 165 Tibetans who sacrificed themselves.
The predecessor of wind is flame.

The fire ignites again.
We prostrate ourselves,

»

committing our voice to the wind: “Lama Khyeno ...

ro. Ian is Jan Boyden, an American artist, poet, and translator. In the spring of 2021, he and I collaborated in the creation of
the exhibition, “Flames of My Homeland: The Cultural Revolution and Modern Tibet” at Wesleyan University (co-cu-
rated with Andrew Quintman and William Fruct). The exhibition included several collaborative works including the
film “The Birds Might Not Come,” in which Ian inscribed strips of paper with the names of the 165 Tibetans who have
self-immolated. He hung them on a dead tree so they resembled leaves, and then burned this tree as I thythmically recited
their names.

1. Lama Khyeno (aaqa@agﬁp is a prayer: the lama knows all, the lama protects.
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27.
On a summer evening when the epidemic has not yet ebbed,
across a land turbulent with public sentiments,
only the gluttons are at ease.
Certain beings verge upon extinction,
each with their own unique appearance.

An unknown stranger

unexpectedly sends me a message through Twitter:
“Regardless of how you pretend,

you cannot change

your red, revolutionary genes.”

Sleepy me, suddenly feverish,

as if my secret identity has been revealed.
I laugh until my eyes stream with tears.

[ lift my glass in one hand,

but I've already finished my cold beer.
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28.
Names are so important.
[ ask you to remember our names.
Allow me to remember your names.
This is a basic equality.
After all, our skies hold the same wind and moon.
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29.
...erase the evidence, quickly
recreate the scene so that it looks plausible.
And when they let you go, they’ll point it out to you,
so graciously, so condescendingly,
they’ll point to this and that.
And all at once, you fall in love with what you see,
more like paradise than paradise itself.

You can’t help but cry tears of confusion

as you start singing that heroic Mongolian song
trapped within the red musical opera:™

“From the grasslands to Tiananmen Square,

lift a golden cup and sing a song of praise,

fine wine so fragrant, fresh flowers blooming
our voices soaring from our chests....”

Ah, our vacuous chests....
One by one, the lost souls....

12.  “The red musical opera” refers to “The East is Red,” a song and dance performed by the Communist Party of China in
1964 to celebrate the 15th anniversary of the founding of the People’s Republic of China.
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30.
Half the year, you live in the capital of the empire;
the other half, you live at its edge.
You're either an immigrant or an exile.

But the space of this alternation is increasingly cramped,
and the time in your hometown grows shorter and shorter.
You're powerless and at a loss for what course to take.

It’s as if you live by some fluke,

passing days by luck.
Your only hope: to be forgotten by the empire.
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31.
“Two-faced subjects; you whose lips say yes, but hearts say no; are you not
ashamed?”
“Traitor; ngolokpa;” you are not allowed to associate with her”

“Panda; Big Brother... can you see hell?”
“And you, don’t mention aristocratic blood, your obsequious looks are so

humble.”

“Look at this barren land, this barbaric land. They are lucky we liberated it.”
These men in Mao suits condense the air with their loud declarations.

Ugh. You continue to repeat their language in your heart,
replacing the earlier whisper with this sentence: “It is you who are the barbar-
1ans,

I’'m afraid it is very difficult to extricate yourself from the three lower rungs of
the six realms.”

You can’t help smiling. But they think your smile is one of approval and grati-
tude.

13.  Ngolokpa (Emﬂ"\l ') is a Tibetan word meaning “rebel” or “traitor.”
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32.
No, we have no dome of sky, all we have is a roof.
And this roof, it’s too huge, it’s too low,
it completely obscures the dome beyond,
as if it wants to become the dome,

a night-dark dome darker than the darkness of night.

Truthfully, there is just this one color,

[ haven’t added any wash of ink. It surrounds us.
We have no choice but to accept this roof

as a dome,

to accustom ourselves to this darkened life without daylight,

to such an extent that when I encountered the word “dome”
I suddenly burst into tears.
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33.
Will jade be completely incinerated
in these abnormal flames raging from every quarter?

Beautiful jade perishes so easily in fire,
whereas stubborn stone does not.

Stubborn stone: unyielding, self-righteous,
an infallible expert at assisting fire.

But jade, an exquisite thing,
is ultimately destroyed by stubborn stone.

Stones of the so-called other mountain
won't stop striking jade.

My ancient homeland that only yesterday fell to enemy hands
is already strewn with these horrible, stubborn stones.
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34.
Under the scorching sun, I walk the increasingly clamorous streets,
walk through a throng of people whose faces are covered with masks.
On both sides of the street, there must be other people
hidden in the houses, hidden in shadow.
Sometimes, one of them leans against a window
and quickly pecks out, or perhaps stares for a longer time.
The way they lean deeply, it’s as if they’re hesitating
in their desire to fall, even more as though they’re covertly calling for help.
I almost lose my voice, praying for Guanyin, she who hears the world’s cries,
to open her arms in embrace... after all, this is something

a Buddhist must do...

152 JOURNAL OF TIBETAN LITERATURE



JOURNAL OF TIBETAN LITERATURE 153



35.
I find myself feeling more and more ill at ease with each passing day:
[ feel deep affection for and depend dearly on loved ones,
some in my native home, some in foreign lands.
How might I perfect the art of replicating myself,
and how can I evade the uncertain dangers lurking in every corner,
so I can spend irreplicable time with each person I love?

In my heart, I'm reluctant to part with anyone.
It’s as if I'm bathing in tears.

Our time in this life grows shorter

and shorter.

I can’t help it, I go to sleep later

and later,

and the amount I sleep grows less

and less. It seems

this is the only way we can prolong our being
together.
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36.
How can everyone’s memory actually be restored?
For instance, a person who can’t help but forget
is given a treatment with unknown consequences
in some politically correct ward.
In the slow process of recovery,
sometimes memory is unimpeded,
sometimes it’s choked.
Then it unleashes—a mountain torrent
flooding people’s hearts with fear,
or even more, it’s a murder in a public square,
a terrible truth collectively witnessed,
which is then selectively forgotten again.
In the end, there are those who can speak out,
but their will to live has already been destroyed.

156 JOURNAL OF TIBETAN LITERATURE



R LT PPy

HRNRI

JOURNAL OF TIBETAN LITERATURE 157



37.
To write a good poem and to exist as a person
of a certain fixed identity are almost of the same degree of difficulty.
Naming is a foremost question—
Are you a “Tsang person”? Are you a “Tibetan person”?
Are you a “Bodpa”?* Is your homeland “Xizang”?
“Tibet”? or “Bod”?s

It seems snow is falling, heavier and heavier,

hiding the road from view.

It seems fire is burning, brighter and brighter,

hiding the sky from view.

It seems the coldest moments are when snow melts,
and there are times when even tears can freeze.

When extinguishing a fire, it is not just skin that burns.

Even from far away, far, far away,

the Sixth Dalai Lama’s poem of enlightenment is so comforting:
“The black traces of letterforms

wash away with water and drops of rain,

but what remains unpainted of the inner heart

can never be erased.”

14. Bodpa (J5°&r"), the Tibetan word for a Tibetan person.
15. Bod (ﬁﬁ), the Tibetan word for Tibet.
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38.
It’s hard to believe he’s been dead so many years,
his face fading like the colors of an old photograph,
and that I ... ’'m now the age he was when he died.

This hallucination ... I thought I was still in my youth.
This hallucination ... thinking I could control my destiny.
Hallucinations: I'm afraid these kinds of hallucinations are indispensable.

This morning, I'm pulled from sleep by the voices of strangers:

“Hey, what time do you plan on dying?”
“What! How could you say that?”
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39.
I am willing to be this kind of collector:
a collector of irreparable photographs split apart;
a collector of embers that cannot be extinguished in the dead of the night,
saving them for the coldest tomorrow to light a fire;
a collector of cries of the missing who dared not voice their grief,
that perhaps therein I might find evidence of a previous life;
a collector of secrets that cannot be spoken, that are without solace,
and that, as they pass through the abyss of humanity,
might be a path to salvation.

But I am not willing to collect stupidity,
those who persistently reject wisdom,
that smug stupidity that is more incurable
than the manifold ways of doing evil,

and so difficult to forgive.
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40.
Suddenly, Lhasa feels more like a historical relic—
wreckage, ruins, and abandoned sites.
“Repair the old, so it looks old,” they say.
Dig, dig, and dig; demolish, demolish, and demolish;
repair, repair, and repair; conceal, conceal, and conceal.
This place becomes a giant construction site.
But how can they repair the old so it looks old?
If you demolish the old, how can you erect something new?
What you erect anew is
a false substitute.
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41.
Remember that day in early autumn, midday
on our pilgrimage around the Drepung monastery?
A woman who sat on the bank
of a mountain stream gently
dipped a few sheets of shining copper
again and again into the flowing water.
Dipping them, lifting them.
The copper, engraved with images of bodhisattvas,
engraved with words of bodhisattvas.
The copper pieces, bound together
with sturdy twine, resembled a brush,
writing a prayer on its water-paper.
Each copper sheet was a printing block
that stamped its impression into the flowing water,
its images changing in the blink of an eye.
Imprinted with the images of bodhisattvas,
imprinted with the words of bodhisattvas,
this water snakes through this world of dust.
And this: those who cannot see
how the water is stamped offer a futile smile.
And this: I, who can see, believe without doubt
and so the copper’s prayers reveal.
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42.
I write place names into a poem.
[ write place names of my native country into a poem.
I write place names of my native country that have been lost into a poem.
[ write place names of my native country that will essentially never be lost into
a poem.

“Magical and real,” she says in a loud voice.

“A refuge,” she says softly, and then makes this association:

The antonym of utopia is to have a place, the Shambhala'® of the Kalachakra.
A teardrop is real, but not magical.

I have already exhausted all my powers to be brave. But in this moment,

when the five poisons permeate the human world, I must fill myself with
confidence.

Uttering the four great vows, Gyalwa Rinpoche’s’” voice reverberates—

I ask you to listen, for a better future life.

16.  Shambhala (A2'A") means pure land.
17.  Gyalwa Rinpoche (’ﬁgﬂi'ﬂ iﬁﬁ%) is the Tibetan honorific name for the Dalai Lama and means supreme “wish-ful-
filling treasure.”
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43,
Even though our impermanence will transpire as expected, until our last
breath, we must speak the truth, voice the truth, utter the truth.
Not one person has the right to bully another sentient being.
Not one element of causation leads to an unrelated consequence.
Please shelter the candle’s flame in the wind, it is our last hope.
Please treasure empathy, while it changes quickly it does not change too
much...

—Written during the pandemic, 2020, Beijing, Shanghai, Tunxi

170 JOURNAL OF TIBETAN LITERATURE



JOURNAL OF TIBETAN LITERATURE 171



PEAF 4 H G D
1~

T XN B R 2B
TIEE XN E R AR
RTINS ) N B/ = )
TR XN AR 4R

TG 2020420 = H A AR ?
TG 19594E 1 = H 2 F A= ?
TikiE a4 BR 2
Tk AT AR ?

BT AR R —K?
A » iR > MR 2

NV VY VY

oAt 2B AR 2 4ot
{H R A 2
SMARNEX 2 A

XA > B HMER BH 5 R AR
A RHEZETT B
B RN

ME BT TE
EEE HHE
50 B CR YR HUE R

XA G SRR A A A
R EWM RN N

R Z AT LA A IX HRSE: E )

B QT 5% X S A P A
SUREAL R AE > H1 R S I
S > 2 T TEIE R =

TR PR 2L - BIE

172 JOURNAL OF TIBETAN LITERATURE



FHYF Lo R ARAE o BRI AT

VAR DR AERATT 5 12 - (1]

FERXAIZIFT I —FR 43
TEIXAN I 2 B0 T 535 A

FERXANIZ] > 3 B) ARAT 3 B Bk
MITFERBIR » At A~ HEE 2

AW > aris AL S o — R
HARIR > B4 W KR AR Y.
TASYIHAT A CHY R Y5
2 #0055 H 1]

HATAIZE 2R Y
Wz T E&=ALE PR
BEBREE > UL EIETSR
BRI - — e > fCE SO

Fi BT N2
BT B > AT B I A 2 R
4K > ERIEE > =S I8
FBUORT A%

RACHIFIE M L fp (3]
BRERM 4

MM B AE T
o PR HYEDE 2

AR 23X AR
SR 247K 2 1

Jeik ARSI 77 2 fim 4
MERMMEEE 1R

JOURNAL OF TIBETAN LITERATURE 173



T3l 1 BRI AT R 22 22 i 5
A REE R R AR E A 8

— A SRIINOS I 2 R AT
ARAIR A HI%E TS

VLK IS L MEEP O I -
H 2L H 285 = B B A R
DA REE 2 I NERiC
ARV TCIE > 8 #i AL -

VLT TG 0 ) b B
VRIS S pgG » B A o

T 9B Pl AN T2 R 25
XG> X REICR I, -

EBE L T HOR A

s NZ 1A g

X N 2 % 1 N AL # AT I
4T OR LR R R R
EBE AR

AN T RUYE
AN T A KRR
B AR A2 F 2 PR
AL R A Oy
fetedkf

A O ) R NG 2
MEA H D ?
1 E ) E HEK !

174 JOURNAL OF TIBETAN LITERATURE



10 ~

11 ~

12~

B RAE
AL TS
(LN TE)NE A
Wi H i e

TEIRX A TF-HY 18] B)
B 7 T
(ANEF 2T INTE
BAT - RE G H

(oo FEABAEU A RERE Fy
HREARE XL

7PN 3 TR o ]

LUl LUERE= 27 )

W DL 5P 2 i AR e A
W47 4 IR R

AN > BRI R A —
ASRAS K KRR 22 728 5

A IR R R ST
AREPIAZET

ARG WR - — P
— P ERE A R

EARENTYE ?
R AT AR BRI ?

—HESTHR
H & 2% W4T o N E

JOURNAL OF TIBETAN LITERATURE 175



13~

14 ~

15~

16 ~

M H S WL B ) B R
NS Y W ) = S
N 28 FERG K ) 2 T B ——
S 2 X W Wi F) 7

171 e B AR — DU T F AR B
XFE I RETR DL SR A AT A
A Wik B RFE R A

VLK > BRI XL

AL =A™ H B

UL =EAHHAE S

UL =AH o Wk T

T RTAE R R > Fo e RIS A AR TR
WA 0 heaE IR
HABEER W AR KA

TEA R SFIAIRE E A E
REFE LTI E A b
H A e EUEL

(e Sy
KRR > BB

Wy S EAR

T i £ Fi A K 22

Wk— 2B TR FHY 2

TEWTHTI TR KL
AR v AE R e LAY
2 e % A 4B T
SIEIRHAE ST
N Tl e 53 47 e
Bt A AR R e 2
W I - anAE L]

176 JOURNAL OF TIBETAN LITERATURE



17 ~

18 ~

19 ~

R R T
AAHL  BELEATHIA

T > BT
IS » e T
WL AR AT
eI > 076
BB AT B o
IBRE - BR 25 A T 2
H R

R F AL B
B LILE T H O
L > B DL

Fo s B X H R B
il 32 R ) 2 BRI
Ao BRiiE

A 738
A T H BB RE
H HI AR T B A

WAL _E ALY
AR > 1K
[a] 2 F LI PRGE I 2R SR 3l

g HIPPME - 43 H T IR
LS R E AN TR
AR A YI—

2B > B
i 25 Y
TR !

JOURNAL OF TIBETAN LITERATURE 177



20 ~
GELBUECIN
i [ R BF AR

- E TN 2
Sbpii TR > 5 EEX A LT

AN E T R

S MEFAEDE © “n s - I EFL6] -

21 ~
55— FE L
B KR
B2t -

{ER AR S0
7k EWE 4
A RZ T

72 KNI & 5%
18I R A B T 2R
I > FA1=iesm

22 ~

IR I N UE SR N

il TS A

A SRS T R AR
LR R A A
XU A R S ANE R
VLEOIR B A2 TR ¥

T AN 455 25 BRI 5 P T
B O 5 RAC A 5 1<
A T UGBS AR

23~

FX IR - A RN T
FAXFEBIRAE > A2 KSR A

178 JOURNAL OF TIBETAN LITERATURE

»



24 ~

25~

26 ~

12 KA TEE N > — R Z I
AR T A > SRR

A ZENER > ZEAR ?
INFIR AR AR AR 22 B AN
PR S A O TR
BAIE > AR > R AR

UHRIETERX BT 7
“FErEXHE 27

F o FBTERXET 7
AT 27
“BibRE > h— ek o7
AT > FAVEAE—E 7

PRIMER T 95 BF
AT B 9 5

BB R B IRLRE Z I
BRI FL

2% 11 [ ) S

HABIEF BN

FAENZ T — K A ERRIh AR B R (7]
DR DTS AE — KB T HYMRIE

S I W S

HXAHEAXMHCER A
XAERPIUA AT SO
SHRPM AR AL
RPURAL > AHYZF A ELT] T) 4R
KRN > T3 W) AR A TR A5
TRFAS B M AR 2

P22 81 B Y —ARAH I
TEFY ) & L

JOURNAL OF TIBETAN LITERATURE 179



2T

BT > I EIBEHCHI
AR Az fhy v
It XA

SREN: 0l
ARG 35 44 7 1
it X\ A

ARG 35 WL 48 T T
ARLR A w1
it MR

AR 165 447
AR 1654 BREE HU JREA
R I A K

KR
FAr Tk
PR & - BT 9

27 ~
PEE AR -
HENG IR 253 -
WA EZEENFA -
Pl KA e AR AL
FAT M

—MTBAHRFEAEN
RIRKE T — SRR
NEEAE
BB TR
ARGIE ST I

IR £ B B
BT R T AR B -

180 JOURNAL OF TIBETAN LITERATURE



28 ~

29 ~

30 ~

HEFFIRIEAR R T
— H PR T
{HOKER I ER

AT I E
IR RN AT
ik RERIIN AT
XA AR -5
Ee g XA R R

------ eI R
FHTE— MR IR BRI B
RGEN NN TRl )
RSP EUIM - JE BT Dt
WA R R E
R—TFFi% LT A
R HRR AL

TRANZETH R 2K 5 3
MEEE 1 £1 405 SR e [10]
AR S PR
“IELJEOR B R Z])
i 2 BRI
SETP BT B FE AT
PO kR -

W > AT 22 22 E) g - -
_‘/]\/I\E/J ’ %iﬁ)\ ......

Je A [ B AR
JERE R ipUE EE SR
B REL T H

(HAESAR R Z2 ) H 4528 K

JOURNAL OF TIBETAN LITERATURE 181



TERR 2 Y I e 8k e
TRICRE N T > Tofri& I

Ui b 8 HL s
GeEd 7 —RX—K
R Ear EAEAR IS

31 ~
WEN 5 FHELIEE 5 IR EMR 27
IRGE 5 BRI EN] IRTTNHERMORAE © 7

“HEM 5 KE- - URITER MR 27
AR > BIERSUBINGE > RIEERAE TR o7

BIXREBLHM BRI » 55 RATHIR 7
TR TLA s L 0 35N DA S0 22 35 28 S

AN | RO ARSI S A T
B SE AT R BB — A - “RATA I -

KT =0 > R R - 7
PRAEEBRSE > (ELAATTAT A LA A A A R

s32 ~
Ao BAAET > AR
XA R > KK > KK
¥ 255 Ti 5 2 AT
it e 7 &
b R AR Y TR

H > WX —Ei
FIBAEG - BZJHE A
AR AR 2 T 24 i 25 T
TR IER H A

VR FAE W& XA 1
ER(ERRC 71 RSN

182 JOURNAL OF TIBETAN LITERATURE



33~

34 ~

35~

IS Y 206 DU e
2B RN, ?

IR AN
ELAHIT K

AT B 0 H DR
TR LUK B

{H R FY
oA R

Ltz A
AMELFT A

I F 7B A
Ay CHRATFIF 4 -+

FUHTE - AEAE#THTE 281 L
AETE DL T B T A e

HrE w55 > RO RE PR B B R
PEZIEATIR % oK 8 Fedf 1]

A AT — A~ S SR
BRAN > BARBE

s S R IR R S FRIRE T
HEGAREE IR > AR SRELHIE /R
F 22 5 R AT SR 3 5
FKIFPRIE BRI A
VA7 G S ISREEEE

A HE—HE 2 g5

RIRE I ~ RRIRBIHT A
AHTER 2 AITEX A SR =
FAR AT B Z AR

JOURNAL OF TIBETAN LITERATURE 183



AT FLAE A AT I R ALY R
A BET AL 2

W > R FR A O RS A

AN TR AETH K A iR

A HE X — A I G BOR A 1
AH > BB B

P PR A L > AL

AT PUR R HIFE K FA THE — ke

36 ~
RAHIEACA A e 2
BN — AR N
TEFEABUA IERAHY B 8]
32 7R ARG
AR i I A2 L AR
A7 I 5738
AT I 28
Wit —5TH
A NTHTMEE
BRI Y LR PR
T EAR SR H I
A R
KIS
HbBHs 7iE T LRHE R

37 ~
fi— eSS HBAN > 5
B —E IR LA
K] Ay iy 44 2 1 B il i ——
TR ? Rk N7 2
WP E112] 2 JRAHL R “PE R 2
“EREET 2 R3] 2

------ BIPIAET » SRRk - i T i

WL KAERE > JOBUGR UL > il 1K Z2
LRI > IHK B HRE

184 JOURNAL OF TIBETAN LITERATURE



38 ~

39 ~

40 ~

MR WK > FI0T A R B ik

JLRCH > LT > sl o f2ok

7 T XS BR R A SIE TR 2 K % 4 R
5 A PR > KRR T
BN O E > BHE AR A -7

AEHEMEE S
At R 7 40 T T 48 €
[LIE AR AT =Y RO E

LIBEN B 1 AT E PRI 15
LIBON LUk A CLAERS 5 B i
L1 TR BRI X1 A 5 R

W AT HAT A RBEE 27
W B ABEER 2
XA BE R B A A

BRI

WO A 8 SR AE A ATy 12 4
R TR R AN B IR K AR

A R I W B R A U

W SR s AN BRI 75 R A
AR B TR G 22 i 3 B S
WA A N B o ] i R B

IR A B VRN T A RO 3

EANEENORREE - IRLE R
TELR TR > A E AR R B
POAE G 2 it TE AT 2l > AR S

IR GEAFPLIE B AGR — > st
s s JEYE Tk

JOURNAL OF TIBETAN LITERATURE 185



“EIHAIET > AT
TEIEIE > PrIRdr
(AT S & S
X BRI E R L
EIHMIHE A B ?
TRERIIH 1 > SUBRESLHT ?
TRSLHHT > o kD R B

41 ~
1EAF AR WK A IE 4
TEVT ISR I 2% b
—Z&Ui LT R
WAL - S i
B UM 52 0
BAGAKAF » X
MK H e
AR > 21 EFERTER
Z8 B
ARE > 45 5e 28 R 4F
B2 > DIKAY
TEK EREH
TEAGER > eI K Wk ) 45 AR
T3S ko U 3% ] A 4 7K Mo
EI SR IE 5
EI S B2 i i
MiX > IRSEHESS
B R E AL
MiX > FHEEAEE
K ATRER I

42
45 A
S5 E M40 5 A
6 2 A L R 4555 X o
A A _E ok Rk 2 AR L UM 45 A B

PR S > R R i

186 JOURNAL OF TIBETAN LITERATURE



S ANRERERT o 7 ah A DAy R i
REMRAEZ] © SFCHRE S S > IFe W Bz [14] -
iR RS > HA A

LR BT

{BAETL TG N E I 20 55 00 B f5 O
& VU SR B 5 FUA I V) s B M e 1
WAEIRIEWT > SRR ik

43
HREI &G BT E
BT SLTE - BESLTh > BESLTR
WA — N NEBR RS — A RE
B NRRAS R AR
TR BRI XA R e kR R H B A 2B
B R R S B AR HI AN K 22 1) [ By -+ -

202042 F12f] > gElfiH
S AL « R HE -

(] RREEE CEERAED R

2] & > g(lu) > B\ AR A (HRRUKER) B3PS - DOE RPN I8
 AHAHERFE B IRARR Y > ROATE T SCHIFIR A X — SR R & o TEA &R
LG ERAR AL B > M EFRTEK L H ~ A0 - ZRdkE ~ HiXRAshy -
s 0~ FEES > WU RRIFIZ S EiE &t kS -

[3] hiff : eragsr (thadrum) » RAEEEIH

[4] FRIE : R & (sinmo) > H B F e o BUARFHIEFRANFY RBG 5 & B R L 45
JIThE > AR g UL UG 77 A R B R SR B AR A b 2 b

[s] 15 : &g (boeuk) > [ FA4F EUBR A A 15

[6] I : §=& (nyingje) > FATE -

[7] BidL = ava (lal) > FEAFFLALE T 95 -

JOURNAL OF TIBETAN LITERATURE 187



[8] % : Rl lan Boyden > REZARS ~ RN ~ WEH o 22UEFER SR AT B
J& % FLAMES OF MY HOMELAND: THE CULTURAL REVOLUTION AND MOD-
ERN TIBET  HAH FACEIAF YRR A 5 Alan BoydenT R LT 5 A
16547 A AL 24 7 B4R > DABOXBRIAE IR IR T FLRE 5 A Bl A S8R
PTHEE 5 A BRYBES G H KR BT 8 PR AU L 4R R AL AR IR AY 5

(9] WM gava@eE (Lama Khyeno) > #rbiial - LI > EIRy 4 -

[10] 485 IRBEERR <IRTTELLY > 196 44F P 3y PR AR 1] 15 7 45 35 1 ) B AR -
[11] I B2« 2z (ngolokpa) » I » ZEFi 43 o

[12] # [ : 552 (Bodpa) > A > BHEFA

[13] i - 55 (Bod) » VUi > [EIMA%S -

[14] 75 ELHL © aga (Shambhala) » 1 -

Photo credits

1,2, 4, 7-25, 27— 43: Photographs by Tsering Woeser.

3, 5: Details from the Sibu Yidian Guatu. Courtesy of Tsering Woeser.
6: Anonymous artist. Courtesy of Tsering Woeser.

26: Photograph by Ian Boyden.

188 JOURNAL OF TIBETAN LITERATURE



