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Abstract

OF HOME AND OTHER FIGMENTS: THE PASSAGE OF EXILE IN THE TIBBN

DIASPORA

By
Sean Akerman
Adviser: Suzanne Ouellette

This dissertation used a study of lives approach to understandoties sbld by four
Tibetans who came to New York following the passage of theignation Act of 1990 when
Tibetans first came to the United States in mass. Not unlike dthgporas in the world today,
the transfer of the events, the stories, and in many casesotimels, of exile formatively shape
the narrative hereafter of younger generations, though this phenomendredra given little
attention in the social sciences. This work asked: 1) What stufriesile are passed from one
generation to another and what are the mechanisms of transmigionthat passage? (2) How
is home understood generationally? (3) And within the experience t, exihat are the
possibilities for action in daily life?

Looking across four life historical accounts, my analysis rede#that the stories my
informants heard as they grew up can be grouped into the themedhyfslgaival, and hope.
The stories they passed on to younger people in their lives toédrthef bodily care, solitude,
and discrimination. These stories moved through the narrative mewctsawif translation,
silence, and interlocutory slippage with attention to a story’sctltjashaping features. Home

was understood as an impossibility for those younger Tibetans with wispoke, whereas it



was associated with death and decay for older Tibetans. Howeweratjonal differences were
downplayed by considering exile as a noun (a status) and verb @bmgmesult of an event),
which was rife with socio-economic implications. Action took the foaih community
involvement and its gesture, a commitment to education, and a cursmmekige of politics.
These forms of action were narrated through bearing witnegdpgng the subjunctive, and
calling attention to the body to narrate what escaped words. mhigry highlights the
importance of stories in the experience of exile, as wethasnechanisms through which exile
is narrated. Additionally, my analysis emphasizes a conside@tideath and natality as central
to the experience of exile, and explores the literal and metaphways through which death

and natality become narrative forces.
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INTRODUCTION

If you walk east from Hell's Gate Park in Astoria and turn dowenrelatively peopleless
Crescent Street you come into intimations of Cornelia chereg tbedding not far from several
ashen-colored, two story warehouse buildings long abandoned and pagtitiyg. Tashi
continued to take me through the surrounding streets, talking ahlabgut the bowl-shaped
white flowers that characterize Tibetan cherry trees. Evendéirg the trees were out sight she
still pointed to an indeterminate spot behind us and went on to describié&drown bark of
the tree looked almost polished when she was a little girl int.T8lee said she would run her
hands along them in the cold weather. | asked her how old shend/ab@said two. | thought it
was quite an early age to have such a vivid memory. She claimaed tould be a dream and
went on to describe it:

| remember sleeping outside the night before we left [Tib&]father built a fire. He used
some of the wood from the tree which | wasn’t happy about it but ltedee We all were
so tired then. I've never been so tired in my life, so worn down. [iféledgrew large — big,
sweeping streaks of light, and then later on it died down jusgtova We kept worrying
there was something, some animal, right outside the edge. | don’t kraylverthere was. |
felt like we all worried about it the next day when it wastiggain. And we could never
talk about it.

We continued walking for a long time. She said walking clearetidemt, and though our

route appeared quite roundabout to me, she traversed this same pgthmitse, daily. Later,



we sat on a weathered bench in a park just a short distanc¢hieamstaurant where we would
eventually eat. | asked her about her parents, whom she had diésaiber as suffering from
very poor health. She repeated this several times, stopped speakistaraddat the ground for
one or two minutes. “They had no means, so when we left, they didhayatould. . .” she said
and cut herself off. From my vantage point it obscured some#ifiagvas reliving but did not
want to verbalize, so | too said nothing and stared at the ground. “Betvent on, “he was
very young, and he was not allowed to come with us, so we had no choisgeyddis health
was so bad from the beginning.”

| said that Dickyi, her son — whom | had been introduced to when | asdti Bt her
apartment earlier that day — looked healthy and vibrant now. Ifilad in the pronoun
inaccurately. “No, not Dickyi. Dickyi was our first, but we hadexond son. We had to leave
both when we came here.” | apologized and she went on: “We veseditig when he died, but
we didn’t know. Then we got here and it took weeks to contact home. ldvang® back. | felt
so numb over here, and we had just arrived after working so hard. | don’t kaeavshe grew
quiet again. Visually, | was reminded of the moments before uaddrstorm when the
background grows sharp and obscures, if only through the suggestiohabfcames next,
anything in the foreground. Before | could respond — and had | had the dhaane no idea
what | would have said — she went on to describe, in detail, the buaBawrtanglements that
she and her husband dealt with in order to provide Dickyi with aovggtting to the U.S. | was
stunned at both her ability to continue telling the story and at what she had Iweghthr

A light rain began as we got up and continued down a street pamliRbosevelt
Avenue. Tashi pointed to a plot of two-story homes decorated withahilfleiys where several

of her friends lived. By the time we arrived at the restauher mood had lifted some. Inside,



she insisted | order the threaded bean noodle soup and went on tbededtch items on the
menu she could make on her own, and which ones she would not bother \aiilkebtfey were
not really Tibetan. All the surrounding tables were empty andetaurant was poorly lit with
ornate iron over the windows in a sort of medieval candor. We continuatk tduring lunch,
discussing her coursework in nursing which demanded much of hey ti importance of
friendship with several women in her neighborhood, and the long hours of her husband’s job.

As she talked, her eyes darted to a conversation between taoragstemployees who
were on their break, a woman in her late twenties, and a man @aysforties. The man was
telling a story, with his arms occasionally going asunder imibg&t animated ways. The woman
was laughing, adding what seemed to be her own anecdotes, thdoigiot speak Tibetan and
can only infer. Tashi smiled at them and turned to me with a loaksd&in on her face. She
said, “They're not really Tibetan.” | asked her how she knew théistén. They’'ve never been
there, they don’t know it. They're ignorant of it. If you don’t know youmogvound you have
nothing.” | was struck by the force of her tone, her implied deperdenche physicality of
Tibet for one to proclaim a Tibetan identity.

By the time | returned home that night, | had already walked sgven miles with her.
So much of her story revolved around geographic movement, and it was abnbeugh the
very act of walking provided her with a mode of telling her starydirect contradiction to our
first meeting wherein the small table we shared at a cdffep felt like a prison and our
conversation was paralyzed. She had exhausted me, and in doing soi¢énesgen slight
departure from my own subjective register and interpretive defehseaarn her aforementioned
dream story in a metaphor, the day had allowed me to momentasly & threshold beyond the

ambit of any light — or insight — | had carried with me, resultiimg momentary betwixt which



vanished in an instant and which | have subsequently tried to recfeatemotional charge of
Tashi’s stories was quite strong, whether in the beautifulescehe depicted, the tragedies she
conveyed, or her insistence on what determines a Tibetan iddtitpnagine and participate in
much of what she discussed was to consider another way of beimgrivorld: impassioned,

adrift, commemorative.

The meaning of exile and the aporias of life historical werthese are my themes. The
afternoon | spent with Tashi in July, 2010 encompassed both. Although thataayed early
in the work for this dissertation, it has stayed with me becausgh adhered to the romantic
connotations with which | imbued exile, loss, and nostalgia, and gtatshook me from that
stance by calling attention to the logistical difficultieseafle, the struggles that come with the
contestation of identity in a new country, and the realities of deathbroader sense, | believe
that it was through Tashi’s story, and later the storiesharofibetans | spoke with, that | came
to see the value of life historical work | had earlier espoasedseful but not fully realized: it
holds the possibility of transcending stale debates about sociatudindal determinism in
politically and morally turbulent times by revealing the micopsc ways in which one fashions
a range of experiences into layered mosaic that may benvatid rewritten aself It is no
doubt dangerous to collapse the totality of a person into a textrefaratter how much one
says, a great deal is always framed out — but the use of wogds and stories are perhaps the
best avenue to evoke the experience of an other.

I have titled this dissertation “Of Home and Other Figmehke Passage of Exile in the
Tibetan Diaspora” for two reasons. First, | am in fact intetkst the passage of exile as a

narrative action from one group of individuals to a subsequent group ofduadisiborn on



foreign soil. Secondly, | treat passage as a noun, as the meansdanfieg an expulsion from
home that is simultaneously inscribed with a hope of return — a passage baclo-d#tatraines
the mode through which many Tibetans describe their lives. | twaielate this style of social
and psychological construction to the prolonged experiences of exilehdlat shaped the
mechanisms of narrative inheritance in the Tibetan exile commurggating mnemonic ties
across time. | am particularly concerned with the storighage who suffered exile from Tibet
or inherited that exile growing up in India, and eventually came tiNdve York City. | argue
that the turbulence suffered by the older Tibetans leaves a psgablimpress, an experiential
remnant that bears greatly on their lives, resistant as ibeao language (though sometimes it
may, in contrast, become quite rhetoricized). | am interested ipaggage of such an impress
how it is inherited, how it can provide a narrative lining and give st@apiee arc one’s life for
both the one who was there and the one who was not.

The anthropologist Michael Jackson writes in his baokome in the world1995) that
home is understood once one leaves, an understanding that is creafiedtinomeachieved only
with requisite distance. As such, home becomes a figment thest sdlape in absence. Indeed,
what matters in this work is the distance the individuals | spake have from the resonant
events in the Tibetan history of exile, and from Tibet itself. fTgyevides a unique example of
exile insofar as the possibility of returning home, or even going there forgharfie — for some
individuals — is quite slim. As a struggle that has unfolded over @aéntury, marked by
junctures of hope and dread, belonging to temporalities that invokenthenisity of the past or
the ambiguity of the future, | argue that Tibet’'s situation niéstinderstood generationally, a
term itself requiring disambiguation, especially in light afd8hism. With that in mind, | draw

upon narrative psychology to understand the stories of the Tibetans Wwdm W spoke,



structuring this work around the following questions: What starfiesxile are passed from one
generation to another and what are the mechanisms of trarsmigiin that passage? How is
home understood generationally? And within the experience of exikg, avh the possibilities

for action in daily life?

A Note on Structure

| believe the experience of much social science reseamts lzeresemblance to the
bildungsroman in that the author undergoes a quest and returns somehow dhamgedyiew,
in conclusions about meaning, in the exposure to life conditions of wihiehos he was
previously unacquainted. Such was my experience in this work. Howewsust add that |
concurrently felt a distinct sense of the outside that nevepdissi. My interviews, my textual
re-creations of those encounters, and my interpretive stem@#l astamped by my perspective as
an outsider to this particular community. Yet many of the Tibdtapske with articulated their
own sense of the outside, describing it as the consequence of exile, and despatethlae fhany
of them were quite comfortable living in New York, and intended tolstag for the rest of their
lives, most were committed to the belief that they would always be away.

My intention is that this work maintains a fidelity to the stowes of my experience
while learning about the issues of Tibet and speaking with vandasriants and, ideally, is
evocative of their own lives. In Chapter One, | create an hiatdsackdrop against which the
experiences of my informants play out, a backdrop which concurremtiess as a point of
reference for their stories and my understanding of their sttrresighout the work. In the
second part of that same chapter, | outline the theoretical appoddhis dissertation; that is,

narrative psychology and the use of the life history as a tool of inquiry. The pagesnieaafter



deal directly with the stories of my informants presented sora of montage. Chapter Two
seeks to provide an answer to the first question | pose: Whatsstbeile are passed from one
generation to another and what are the mechanisms of transmigtiom that passage? In
Chapter Three | explore how each of my informants understood home, andhbee
understandings are narrated. And in Chapter Four | examine the tlvegugh which my
informants engaged in action and narrated that experience. Cliapeeis the concluding
chapter, and it speaks to the issues of death and natality, wbieleue, are the primary filters

in the lives of the individuals at the center of this work.

On the subway home after my afternoon with Tashi in April, 2010, | titoaf the
Portuguese wordaudadewhich does not translate to English easily. In broad termsganma
deep longing or melancholy for someone or something no longeenpresarrying with it a
fatalistic connotation. | wondered how much Tashi’'s saudade encordp&ssdd one pass on
those sentiments to others? Could one long for a place they havebeewér Tibetans in New
York are a vocal community; they have a presence on the wogdd, sia well. They have not,
one may argue, been forgotten by history, as other refugeeidaul mopulations have been.
But they exist in a unique spatiotemporality, enveloped at timasrbgtanarrative that occludes
the particular. As unique as Tibet’s situation is, it shares congreamd with other populations
around the world who have been displaced in such a way that the pgsefhigturning home
may very well never materialize into a reality. The individuaho grow up in that displacement
inherit the impress of exile in myriad ways. That is a sdeietl and it needs more attention than

it has been given.



CHAPTER ONEHISTORY AND THEORY
It is the memory of a forgotten separation. To take up one of WaltearBierg remarks
concerning Proust, we might say that writing assumes the “form” of memd not its
“contents”: it is the endless effect of loss and debt, but it nejtineserves nor restores an
initial content, as this is forever lost (forgotten) and represented bylsubstitutes which
are inverted and transformed according to the law up by a founding exclusion

-Michel de Certeau (1992, p. 323)

It is often the case that we are inclined to view the writingistory as a fair summation
of a supposed, reflected, objective reality that has elapsédtimé. We are less inclined, as
Michel de Certeau suggests, to view history as the constructiomyitnuech is, a product of
over-remembering and forgetting, of power plays and mythologiesdemflogies. In the
following pages | outline what | see as the testimonial histdryibet since 1959; that is, the
events and stories that have so determined the iconic events andopoafesence that many
Tibetans refer to the accounts of their own lives and the livekeaf kin. | do not, however,
offer what follows as a “corrected” version of modern Tibetarohystthat task is outside the
purview of this dissertation. And while | emphasize the importantestimony as an historical
discourse, | must also add that in the case of Tibet, whatriembered and what is done with
those remembrances has to be considered in accordance with Berdalinist practices. As
Carole McGranahan (2005) writes in her commentary on exiléigsolithe loss of [Tibet’s]
home country has fused history and nation so tightly together that sumaltern Tibetan
histories are framed within the nation” (p. 572). The process ofhs#ituting community in the
midst of national trauma flattened the heterogeneity of Tibiekantity into a singular “Tibetan

refugee identity,” emerging largely from histories and prastim central Tibet and Lhasa. In



one sense, the practices of historical arrest and therfgeekzia discourse have to be understood
in accordance with Tibet's conception of history. McGranahan ndiats Historical arrest,
“resonates with a Tibetan Buddhist tradition of the storing awayredidcovery of religious
texts and ritual objects...Arrested histories follow a similattuzal and temporal protocol
insofar that their arrest and release is also understood to be in the hands of dighmgtymost
notably, in this case, the Dalai Lama” (p. 575). Such productionsnaties, not only foster

particular records of history, but creates community as well.

History

The event that historically punctuates Tibet's exile stattiseigailed uprising in March,
1959 wherein the current Dalai Lama fled from Tibet to Dharaarfediiowing rumors that the
Chinese government had plans for abduction. The event, which has obwioigssignificance
within the Tibetan community at large, also has a complex hidtatyg often conflated into the
“Lhasa Uprising” wherein thousands of Tibetans died in battle. Hawthe origins of the event
reach back several years earlier in the 1950s when the PeogjmiblR of China incorporated
Tibet into its territory without provocation, during which time it begaralign Tibet with the
socialist vision it promoted. The ensuing changes — and theremasrg — led to reforms that
eventually clashed quite significantly with social, religious] @olitical facets of Tibetan life.
Initially, these reforms were not a top priority for the Chiné$ewever, the Tibetan Western
Region of Kham was placed under the severe eye of the Chamdary/@ibmmittee in the mid-
1950s where the reforms first grew in earnest. The commitigatéd a land reform that was
opposed by thousands of Tibetans. Many of those who opposed were subjegiaiolid

humiliation in “struggle sessions” (a much-used tactic of tben@unist Party in China) and
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others were imprisoned or executed. By 1956, Tibetans in Eastern Kivemch had already
been incorporated into China and thus land redistribution had alrepggre at an alarming
rate — began armed revolts. The Chinese People’s Liberation @&b#) easily outnumbered
those Tibetans who fought, and thousands of Tibetans were subsequently Edglewhere,
monasteries were looted, libraries were burned, and works wkeaetdestroyed, as the violence
grew in intensity.

The exodus that followed the Dalai Lama in 1959 was enormous. Close to 80,000
Tibetans crossed the Himalayas in the ensuing months. In the early of the 1960s, when
Chinese reforms were especially pernicious, between 1,000 and 2,5@8n$ilbentinued to
cross the mountains into India, though in these later migrationautiiead rate of those who
traveled southward dipped below 40 percent (Evans, Buxton, Borisov, Manatunga, Ngadup, a
Raison 2008). Rather quickly, India was lambasted by the Chinesmnsggiring in the Dalai
Lama’s abduction. Prime Minister Jawaharlal Nehru attemptsttite a conciliatory tone in his
response to the Chinese, noting India’s desire to abstain as muydssbkle in the conflict
(Smith, 1996). Indeed, the degree to which India has abstained from tHistcavifich | will
discuss later, has long been a point of contention for both the Chinese and the Tibetans.

Six months after his arrival in India, the Dalai Lama appetdetie United Nations on
political grounds and secondly, on humanitarian grounds, to intercede. Jpmnse to the
appeal was complex: the International Commission of Jurists, whiedli@freport on the issues
of and relating to Tibet, concluded that Tibet's legal statusfarasom easy to assess but added
China had indeed committed a terrible act of imperialism and cékmiaThe United States
helped Tibet garner support with the United Nations around that tivoegh it is important to

note that the support the U.S. offered was only in terms of humanitasues. In other words,
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neither the U.S,. nor any Asian country, was willing to dispute Che@/sreignty over Tibet.
Meanwhile, the U.S. appealed to over a dozen countries to find argréponsor for a solution
on the issue of Tibet, as the U.S. would only agree to be a co-spohsappeals, again, were
only heard on humanitarian grounds, as few countries were williageio consider the question
of Tibetan independence (Smith, 1996). By 1961, the U.N. adopted a somewhastzardeion
the Tibet Question, calling for, “the cessation of practices wtiegrive the Tibetan people of
their fundamental human rights and freedom including their rights|taletermination” and
also addressing "the hope that member states will make alibleossforts as appropriate
towards achieving the purpose of the present resolution.” Four gearshle U.N. advocated the
same position.

What followed in the early 1960s was a period of so-called “derioaieforms” in
Tibet, which included the redistribution of land, the exchange of dibetoney for Chinese
yuan at a rate of 50 percent of that prior to the uprisingcwatrral collectivization, and the
restriction of private commerce. Concurrently, the religiowabéishment of Tibet underwent a
period of intense scrutiny. Numerous high monks and monastic dffwile deported to labor
camps, and those who remained were forced to maintain the upkeep of their memasteheir
own labor following the prohibition that taxes could no longer be paid to rewiess (Smith,
1996).

Amidst the initiation of class divisions and class struggle, thm&Se also initiated a
“speaking bitterness” campaign against the fallen old sogietyhich Tibetans were urged to
criticize the years before the Chinese occupation and the “fdaadiwardness” they once
suffered from. Struggle sessions occurred with regularity tothdse sessions, individuals who

were identified as reactionaries or simply those who offeretiore than lukewarm support for
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the Communist Party, were humiliated and persecuted in front &f ¢eogips who would shout
accusations while the individual subject to struggle had her omhd deeds burned (Smith,
1996).
By 1964, China had also removed the Panchen Lama (the highest rankiagitenthe

Dalai Lama) as an obstacle in the way of socialist transfbom Initially an ally with China’s
reforms, the Panchen Lama became distressed after a Vigietan the early 1960s whereupon
he found 10 to 15 percent of the population imprisoned and the number of monkscdtGO0
to less than half of that. A strongly worded letter from the Pemd.ama enraged the Chinese,
who treated him as a political liability and accused him of coimgpwith the Dalai Lama.
Struggle sessions and imprisonment followed. The disappearance Bfatichen Lama as a
major figurehead was a huge blow to Tibet. Uncontested, the Chistddished the Tibet
Autonomous Region in 1965 in what was formerly the U-Tsang and Weateas of Tibet
(including Lhasa), thus setting up a permanent system of goverandcan accelerated means
to cultural replacement. As Smith (1996, p. 539) notes,

Why were the Chinese not satisfied, having taken over physicalotaitiTibet; why

would they not rest until they had taken over Tibetans’ minds a8 Wehhaps the answer

was that the evidence of Chinese imperialism in Tibet would n&rddicated until the

ethnic, cultural and national category “Tibetan” ceased to exist Tibetans became

indistinguishable from the Chinese.

The changes that ensued were even larger in scope tharateediectly following the

uprising. With the announcement of Mao’s May"I®lotice” in 1966 came the beginning of
what would later be termed the Cultural Revolution. The “Notice” avalecree that pointed to

reactionary thought in academic, educational, literary, andtiartgcles which had to be
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criticized and stamped out (Goldstein, 2009), though in essence ihappdrest described as a
struggle against what the Chinese described as feudal traditibesgdal of the Cultural
Revolution was total assimilation and therefore the eradicatiohib&ftan identity. How this
manifested itself was in the renaming of public spaces, thencewtidesecration of religious and
cultural artifacts, and a total flood of Mao’s propaganda in akt&of daily life. In a sense,
Tibetan language remained the only visible stronghold of Tibetanitietimough it too was
assailed as calls were made to reform its grammar. In d¢ifysuch changes came enormous
problems for the Chinese in terms of governance. Factional pelipesticularly the accusation
that two Chinese officials were treating Tibet as sometbingn independent entity — created
mass chaos for the Chinese to the point that the People’s Libetatignstepped in to assume
control. Only through the establishment in a Cultural Revolutionarynitiee in each province
— which included a collection of Chinese officials, PLA officerad amass revolutionary
organizations — did the infighting subside. On several of these caegitfibetans were
included, through their inclusion served merely a symbolic functidhegswere given no real
power to effect change (Shakya, 1999).

By 1969, Tibetans were openly revolting against the new social politiesmost
transformative of which included instituting communes. By and largeChireese believed that
despite the infighting and revolts, the aims of the Cultural Rewvaoliiad largely been achieved
three years after its inception. As Tsering Shakya (1999) swiitehis rendition of Tibetan
history, Buddhist deities by 1970 had been replaced by portraits of ddanonks, once so
characteristic of Tibetan society, were seemingly nowhebe tiound. Indeed, the most visible
marker of assimilation was the standard uniforms worn by all Gaiaad Tibetans. Throughout

the 1970s, the Chinese worked at building and strengthening agricytadalction in Tibet
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primarily through reliance on the commune system which concwyriemthered the communist
agenda. The propaganda espoused by the Chinese Communist Party dutingettesded to
increase solidarity among Tibetans — quite the opposite effeghaif was intended — whereas
outside of Tibet, the propaganda was a resounding success. The wediti@ted tours given to
visitors and journalists promulgated the ideals of liberation emfiormation that the Chinese
emphasized (Smith, 1996).

Mao’s death in 1976, along with the death of leading Chinese figimedD# and Zhu
Enlai, provided a window of opportunity for China to reconsider the Tibesti@me Deng
Xiaoping rose to power and advocated a number of unilateral gestuds imtiuded freeing a
group of Tibetan prisoners and providing visas to a select numbereaifgbin exile in order to
visit Tibet. Meanwhile, attempts were made to improve the qualiliying in Tibet, which then
suffered from widespread malnourishment, almost complete déstruaft religious life, and
stunted economic growth. Perhaps most importantly for China, the paicibe past 20 years
had had little effect in aligning Tibetans with a socialggrada, which, as one Chinese official
described, “equated the previous 20 years of Chinese developmentieffiakist with throwing
money into the Lhasa River” (Goldstein, 1997, p. 65). The subsequent reforrarpribgit took
root in the late 1970s and early 1980s again would not consider the question of full independence
for Tibet, however the Chinese did begin to advocate for the regfvaibetan culture, the
renewal of worthwhile economic endeavors (such as an increasedofo@ggiculture), as well
as reinstituting the study of Tibetan language in schools.

The liberal reforms headed by Hu Yaobang in the 1980s put theaitigevernment in
Dharamsala in a difficult spot. On the one hand, there is no doubt thattehepts to revitalize

Tibet were intended to be a substantial step forward in allegidhe plight of a largely
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impoverished country, yet China would not budge the issue of Tibetan independexactly
what the Dalai Lama and other officials in exile had spent sohnof the past few decades
advocating. The formal response from Tibetans in exile wasft@dtina could offer Taiwan a
“one country — two systems” option, why was the same option notablaifor Tibet? To
complicate the situation further, social and economic life intTwaes in fact improving by the
mid-1980s. Though circumstances were far from the idyllic, romiaeti visions of early
twentieth century Tibet, Tibetans were in fact seeing thestigition of much of their religious
and monastic life in addition to more lax policies on travel whask an ever greater number of
Tibetans visiting the homeland they had left (Goldstein, 1997).

Officials in Dharamsala meanwhile launched an internaticaralpaign in the late 1980s
to garner support from Western countries — particularly the U.$th-the hopes of attaining the
needed leverage to achieve the aims of autonomy they had not abandonegpé&die made by
the Dalai Lama in a speech to the U.S. Congressional Human Rigitsis in 1987 were well-
received; one year later President Reagan signed the F&eligtons Authorization Act, which
expressed sympathy for Tibet and called on China to end humanviglaisons. In Tibet, the
news of U.S. support, however slight, was invigorating. An outpouring of déraboss,
primarily by monks, in the latter part of 1987 into 1988 saw ardentCimtiese anger from
Tibetans, many of whom were beaten by police in well-publiceets of brutality. Concerned
that their reforms had been too liberal, the Chinese were pronptedatt a more hard-line
strategy, as though history was repeating itself. Goldstgtai@s, “In Beijing it was hard for
moderates to refute the historical parallel between Maaduglist Tibet policy (supporting the
Dalai Lama while postponing reforms), precipitating the 1959 relelland Hu Yaobang’s

policy, leading to the 1987-1989 riots” (p. 91). The economic advances thaohbenefited
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many Tibetans in the last several years began to petemasoffnore and more Chinese
monopolized the business opportunities and benefited from entrepreneurial ventures.
Another watershed moment in Tibet's international campaign thas Strasbourg
Proposal that came out of the Dalai Lama’s address to the Eor&sealiament in 1988. The
proposal is of historical interest in the complex history betwdgnaCand Tibet because it was
the first time the Dalai Lama outlined a proposal that would pcClina’s sovereignty over
Tibet. However, the wording of the proposal described Tibet's relaijpnt® China as an
“association,” and meanwhile demanded complete political autononcefing defense and
foreign political relations). Widely praised in Western countaied the international community
as a move towards compromise, and reviled in Dharamsala, the Chimesdely rejected the
proposal on the grounds that it was a roundabout means towards achieviegndedee (Smith,

1996).

| now want to turn the development of exile communities abroad. Glgrtanuch
remains to be said about the changes in Tibet since the 1990s ands2008{ which will be
addressed later), but most relevant to the present inquiry is how the diaspora tthglepediy.
Amidst the tumult of the last 50 years, 54 settlements includingappately 130,000 Tibetans
spread throughout India, Nepal and Bhutan, comprise the central mastofathe exile
community. Up to the present day, the influx of Tibetan refugees cestiouthose settlements,
with an average of 2,500 refugees arriving in Dharmasala eaah ((2vans et al, 2008).
Elsewhere in Asia, the diaspora has spread to Taiwan (approximately 1,000pam¢dely. The
international campaign also helped exiled Tibetans find immigreattss in a number of

European countries. The most recent estimate of Tibetans liviriguiope (not including
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Switzerland) is 750, approximately the same number residingeinJnited Kingdom today.

Switzerland has remained the real bastion of the exile commamithe European continent;
starting in 1960, Switzerland offered immigrant status to a numbgibefans, and the number
currently residing there nears 1,600. Canada followed in the footst&weitzerland in the early
1970s by becoming the second country to offer immigrant statubétains. Approximately 300
arrived in various parts of Canada between 1970 and 1972, spread throwggloug provinces

based largely on their ties to different traditions of Buddhism. Mo2r5 Tibetans live in

Canada, with the majority clustered in Ontario (MacPherson, 2008).

Most germane to the present work is the migration of TibetaribetdJnited States.
Beginning back in the mid-1970s, the Dalai Lama and the Centbatali Administration
lobbied Congress to allow Tibetan immigration to the United States.U.S., at the time, was
concerned that doing so would interfere with U.S.-Sino relatioi’,(D993), and also claimed
help was largely unavailable since Tibetans were not techniedillgees. At the time, the small
number of Tibetans residing in the United States were primantas who taught Buddhism,
having come at various points in the 1960s. A minute number of Tibetans evhanat lamas
lived in the U.S. prior to 1990, and those who did acquired work visasaterd citizenship,
largely on account of marriage (Nassar and Talkha, 1995, adsrcikekss, 2006). Inroads were
made into Tibetan resettlement in the U.S. based upon the work of EdrBadoemer New
York City Director of Refugee Services. Bednar was enthralfgmh hearing the Dalai Lama
speak at Harvard in 1979, and worked for the next ten years ameieating the lack of
enthusiasm Congress had about resettlement (Hess, 2009). In 1989, witielpheof
Congressman Barney Frank and Tom Lantos, as well as Senatoremaddy, Bendar saw the

fruition of his work when the Tibet-U.S. Resettlement Project (TUSRP) begamiesea
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Under the Section 134, Tibetan provisions of the 1990 Immigration Act, 1,00tsbe
would be given visas and placed in 22 cluster cites in 18 statessahe U.S. by 1992. New
York City quickly became a focal point for arrivees, in addition tovNEersey, northern
California, the Rocky Mountain region of Colorado, the Great Lakasreg Chicago and parts
of Minnesota, as well as communities near Washington, D.C. Tibetmsdefined as “natives
of Tibet, including their children and grandchildren, who have lived ©oatisly in India or
Nepal since the enactment of the Immigration Act” in 1990 (Howe,)1%844as were awarded
through a lottery system in which Bednar and others organizing T@aRiRasized equity of
selection: their intention was to bring over well-educated leaufefshetan society who would
articulate the issues pertinent to the community in exile,walf as those who were
impoverished. The provisions also stated that those individuals fromfirstephase of
resettlement would be allowed to bring family members over tdJthieed States three years
later. Congress passed the Immigration Act and the acconmgapsavisions, not recognizing
Tibetans as refugees (despite the fact that the terngusarty implored), preferring to use the
term displaced immigrants instead, and affording them no federaliniyt Non-Tibetans
sponsored the arrivees and subsequently helped them find employmech aif éhe project
sites. Today the number of Tibetans living in the U.S. nears 9,000.

As Hess (2009) notes, the passage of the Immigration Act spoke ttebissues, such
as the changing stance of the U.S. towards China, partidityhinof that the Tiananmen Square
massacre just a year before. Then, in 1991, President Bush signéateaD®&partment
authorization declaring Tibet an “occupied country.” However, elsewlie the Tibetan
community, the passage of the Immigration Act was met withdnfigelings. Articles published

in the Tibetan Reviewn 1991 expressed discontent over the ambiguous, jargon-filled laaguag
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of the Resettlement Project, and moreover questioned the claifibles&n culture was on the
brink of extinction. Proponents of such a position underscored the mood afdaurrghich

belied such a resettlement (Fallon, 1997). Others were more hdpsfaljing that such a move
could foster resources and build connections to help the Tibetan Goveinrisdiie better

achieve its aims. As Hess notes, “Thus, even in the earlyssthgdJSRP, a highly idealized
discourse justifies the project not just in terms of improvingithes lof individual Tibetans, but
one that will actualize revitalize Tibetan culture and furtheen@llow Tibetan culture to

contribute to the world” (Hess, 2009, p. 115).

Governance and Citizenship

As a diasporic entity, the Tibetan Government-in-Exile existelation to three groups:
Tibetans living in southeast Asia, whom it governs; those Tibet#lhBving in China, who are
tied to the Government-in-Exile symbolically (and of course govelye@hina); and finally
those Tibetans who live in one of a number of countries elsewhémne imorld with whom the
Government-in-Exile seeks to maintain close ties and fosteprhetice of Tibetan identity
abroad.

India, the bastion of the exile community, is where numerous skirmiabesit
governance and citizenship play out. By and large, Tibetans livingidm lare not Indian
citizens; they are, rather, “stateless citizens” and hawaired this way for the entirety of a half
century in exile. As Falcone and Wangchuk (2008) note in their sitbidybetan refugees in
India, there are highly divergent explanations for this. On the ané, lseveral interpretations of
Indian law claim that second-generation Tibetans in exile dexirentitled to Indian citizenship

but refuse to go through with it. Meanwhile, the Central Tibetdmiaitration (CTA) claims
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that foregoing the right to Indian citizenship is a “formal egse of Tibetan identity, or a
performance of resistance against the Chinese occupation df (jbel68). However, the
situation is much more complex. Besides the fact that CTA alffitieavily discourage Tibetans
in India from attaining citizenship, there are concurrent pres$toesother refugees to remain
stateless. Additionally, the Home Ministry in India is infamoais rejecting the paperwork of
any Tibetan refugee. The results of these bureaucratic entergke cause a number of
problems for Tibetans living in India, namely the denial of jobs ambilable to Indian citizens,
travel restrictions, a lack of civil and political rights whicte anot afforded to non-citizens
(although, Indian citizens with Tibetan religious or ethnic affdias have helped Tibetans find
bureaucratic loopholes to acquire land and jobs).

Documents of identification comprise another complex matter. Mdsttans are in
possession of Green Books, which represent their affiliation Wwe&hCITA and require a yearly
tax. Meanwhile, India requires all Tibetan refugees over theob@& to formally register that
they are visiting the country and they must also periodically réheivRegistration Certificate,
a document also makes Tibetan ineligible for Indian citizenship.eMery it is often the case
that newcomers to India are not provided with Registration Gettigfs, by and large, an act that
Hess (2009) speculates is motivated by the Indian government’s desiot antagonize the
Chinese by keeping official records of how many Tibetans Hgtwaside in India. One
informant | spoke with in New York City, who had come from India a half decanledagcribed
the general results of the collaboration between the Indian goveramei@TA as inviting one
into your house to stay, only to offer your guest a plot on the flotwowita cot, with the door

ajar and chained.
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Added to the frustration many Tibetans in India feel are thdasns on travel. Identity
Certificates, not passports, are the means through which Tibetamblarto travel outside of
India. Obtaining such a document requires not only a Registratiotificaée (which, as
mentioned above, is sometimes denied), but proof of date of birth aasaelletter of approval
from the CTA. However, the CTA is often criticized for denythg applications of individuals
who are often behind in their Green Books taxes. In 2000, a minoritjotedigect engaged in
Dorje Shugden practice (which the Dalai Lama has advisedstpaenounced their affiliation
with the CTA at a public press conference in India and espoused tleeofdhdian citizenship.
Instances such as these speak to oft-felt ambivalence towai@3 Aend what some believe is
its lack of transparency. And indeed, the CTA itself has admitistcat complicated bureaucratic
situation fosters a shared sense of difficulty, and thereforenomity (Falcone and Wangchuk,
2008).

In contradistinction to Tibetans living in India, Nepal, or Bhutan, the gowent-in-exile
encourages Tibetans living in the U.S. to adopt citizenship and semwalassadors for the
homeland they have lost. During the initial stages of TUSRP, ththis selected via the lottery
system were told though a mandate by the government-intbailét was especially important
to adopt foreign citizenship, which could provide them with the meaastton a transnational
level and return to India to visit those with whom they maintainledecties. From this
perspective, adopting U.S. citizenship is a means of bolsteringnakfide and agency,
affording “a diaspora consciousness” (Hess, 2009) in their secoled @xilfs of geographical
distance divide the exile community in important ways. Thealifies faced by Tibetans in

India cannot be collapsed onto the same plateau with the veracigesrgtiay life for Tibetans
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in the United States, for example, who often experience lesacialadistress and travel
restrictions than their compatriots on the other side of the world.

Questions of citizenship are concurrently troubled by conflictirgjrele within various
age groups, clear evidence of the gulf that time has opened up. Youhg&ans, especially
those living in India, are quite critical of any compromise within@, whereas the older
generation — those who fled Tibet — tend to comply with the Dalaialsarecent statements that
full independence for Tibet is likely out of reach. In fact, mardeolrefugees have come to
accept India as their permanent place of residence, fearing thavve back to Tibet might be
fraught with peril. The dominance of Mandarin as the language fandassand education in
Tibet, the feelings of rootedness in India, the standard of livinbpdia which by and large
exceeds that of Tibet — all of these factors contribute to aleacal hesitation. Falcone and
Wangchuk go on to speculate,

If Tibetan nationalism is a construction just like other nationaljsand Tibetanness is as
fraught an identity as most others, then perhaps these notions shdldl meore lightly
instead of grasped ever more tightly. . .Recognition that the conventionaihiatsimply
a construction without inherent existence is consistent with gmaulation of Tibetan
Buddhist ontology. If Tibetans in exile place such a high premium ommpieg Tibetan
national identity, what effect would it have to argue that Hibeéess itself is only a
conventionally existing state, and not an ultimately existing state? (2008, p. 190-1)
Of course, while such an argument holds in the abstract, it nmissesense of alienation and
paralysis that many Tibetans feel in exile, what Margaret Nowakidedan 1984 as the liminal
vacillation between hope and dread as Tibetans wait to returntdnoany and independence

within Tibet, a description that still holds some two and a half decades later.
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The Present Study: An Overview

If one assumes that the stories one tells and hears arenither@art (though certainly
not the only part) of one’s identity, then the stories that areedams from one generation to
another deserve significant consideration. This applies not only to Bithedlso to numerous
diasporas in the world today where children grow up receiving theiteres of their families’
exile. Margaret McNay speculates that in many cases,ctiidren of postcolonial diasporas
may also face the silence of the older generation. Traumahgedilence, their parents and
relatives transmit the wounds of subjugation and displacement, anldenatemory” (2009, p.
1179). How those wounds and stories are transmitted and the reperco$si@igransmission
— the psychological, the communal, the narrated, the possibiliiesction — are enormously
important. | do not, however, assume that what is passed from onatgené another — and
perhaps to another after that — is merely a wound. While storesusk, torture, and death blot
the patchwork of many Tibetan narratives of exile, so do stories of resistance and hope

My point is that there is a sort of narrative inheritance iaitpin this situation, one that
takes a great number of forms. Above all, | argue that it iscedlyefruitful to draw upon life
stories to understand the questions | pose above, for the very easenpeactice of Tibetan

identity lies in the telling, negation, and translation of such stories.

Conceptual Framework

I am inspired by Erika Apfelbaum’s (2000) call for an epistemokdgshift within
psychology that is fully grounded in history and culture and its disngta shift that explores

the realities and consequences of dislocation for uprooted peoplengh\atiout the social
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framework of memory, Apfelbaum argues that investigations oaitective experiences of
damage, loss, and grief hold the potential to legitimize privaémories and provide a
proverbial ground upon which one can reckon with issues of the past. ShtNsaymly is the
sense of genealogical continuity important for grounding one’salif@é identity, but equally
important is the possibility of finding, in the public collectiveatigrses, the means to make
sense of one’s uprooted and disrupted personal history” (p. 1011). Thiercrelaa public
chronicle provides space for the play of recollection, thus bridgiagptissible dissociation
between what is felt and what can be voiced.

The research in this dissertation aims to practice the typesyfhology Apfelbaum
outlines. Many of the Tibetans who arrived in the United Stategeavith a tortuous past, parts
of which are both politicized and silenced. They face the possibilitgsiding in a narrative no
man’s land wherein the language to describe what happened to thevaseheir kin is either
unavailable or stale. To paraphrase Armenian psychoanalysihdealtounian (1990), such
individuals may become shadowless and bereft of origins. In the gaafefollow, | outline
several worthwhile, narrative-minded contributions that have soughtvestigate collective
experiences of damage and uprootedness, and the transmissiore ahxjpesences, and thereby

reflect elements of my own conceptual approach.

Narratives of Inheritance

| find useful the work of Francesca Cappelletto (2003), who has lookadrittives
about the massacres by German troops in two Tuscan villages dMordld War 1. In her
research she is concerned with ineradicable remembrances — thosetlsabrniefuse to disappear

into oblivion, and as such, intrude on everyday life. Cappelletto wtitée survivors and their
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children form a mnemonic community which is no longer defined bypghgas boundaries (in
that many of its members have emigrated), but rather by tladiauof the story through time.
Since the war, the survivors have continued to tell what they think ‘their story’, a narrative
in which individual and group memories intertwine and meld together24p). Cappelletto
describes the transposition of individual memory to social memory as she speculates
It seems sometimes that the narrator cannot entirely possess ttysorealeaning to which
the traumatic event gives access. The inability to reactplesenunderstanding explains
how it is possible for there to be striking common features indbeuaits of survivors and
in those of people who learned the story from others in the yeansth# massacre.
Sometimes the survivors leave the telling to those who, in thaloopican remember
more clearly precisely because they are not burdened withsithgvor’'s traumatic
memory. (p. 250)

Although Cappelletto’s work is based on the narratives told bywsusviof the Second
World War, | believe that what she has to say — about the intexdyiand intersubjective,
dimensions of events that went on to be iconic events for survivors ofasgacres — can speak
to many populations in the world today dealing with the immensitypafsh upheaval. Certainly,
this is true in the case of Tibet. Those who managed to leave chbthue to tell their story,
often one of upheaval. Again, my particular interest in those staiethe passage, or
transmission, to one’s kin, who did not experience the event. Cappelletso ndbegive
extenuated attention to how such massacres have been transmitted thildren and
grandchildren of the survivors, but she does observe that for both wiressaon-witnesses
alike, what unites them is the emotional meaning of the event, arue lie it the emotion as

memory that is transmitted. Thus, for non-witnesses, the retioiieof the event and the
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subsequent imagination imparts a discernible effect upon those wkonatethere. Of course,
unlike Cappelletto’s work, there is not one singular event | am corttevita. However, |
believe that what she has to say about the intersubjective coofemtemory, as well as
emotional transposition, bear on the issues of inheritance for Tibet as well.

Psychologists and sociologists working in this direction have broiagkite fore the
interlocutionary elements of inheritance and the possibilitiethéocreation of counter stories to
emphasize that what is inherited is not just passively ret.eWeiting about Japanese-American
internees during the Second World War, Donna Nagata (1993) looked thildrerc of those
who were incarcerated to ask how the long-term effects ofirtbatceration were passed on
from one generation to the next. Nagata found that for the Samseajrandchildren of Japanese
immigrants), the incarceration of their parents left significalences and gaps in their personal
histories, even five decades later. Yet for many that Neggike with, the injustice they felt
about their parents’ internment served as a vehicle for theaddress racism, discrimination,
and civil rights issues in a variety of arenas. Grace Cho (2008)m#mting the ways in which
Korean artists have addressed the double trauma of the Korean Wt r@maoval from public
memory in the U.S., observes that the difficulty of seeking repasafor something that is not
remembered. Cho finds that in the case of the second generatioankfrerican women
participating in a collaborative, multi-media-based arts projeahynof those who inherited the
silences from the older generation used performance as meansarflynoéparation but more
notably as a means of distributing the ethical responsibilingmembering. Instances such as
these speak to the ethical responsibility that varies acioss @and place and possible

generativity that can arise from narratively inheriting the wounds of aneage.
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Methodological Approach: The Life History

Located in much of the aforementioned work is a focus on the idiographic, thetdeyhi
and life narratives, a focus which | take to be the primaryhouetiogical approach in this
dissertation. My use of narrative psychology and in particularyv#thee | ascribe to the life
historical account, is inevitably a Western presumption, an objetidfic Based on that
presumption, the remembering self is left with traces of the wasth are traces from their own
experiences in the world, and indeed the vestiges of their foredéesubsequent distillation
into a life story is now taken as a hallmark of understandieithaod for personality
psychologists (McAdams and Pals, 2006). In the 1930s, Henry Murmaglfgrbegan the study
of lives tradition within personality psychology in which he placed the focus inedifé history
while working with colleagues at Harvard. Murray believed thatuse of multiple methods —
interviews, projective tests, and especially autobiographicahtnggs — would provide more
important insights into the structure, development, and dynamics siragity than the popular
but limited trait approaches of the time. The field’s primamnmitment, he said, should remain
faithful to individual, complex lives viewed from a variety of angles.

For many decades however, the use of life historical accountsnwiersonality
psychology, and the discipline as a whole for that matter, was tfiened as a justification
equipped with a long addendum explaining why primacy should be placed aficipephic
rather than the nomethetic. This point has become increasingly ibatined past few decades
amidst the shortcomings of the cognitive revolution and the wider acwepbof narrative as a
mode of thought and inquiry that does justice to the experientiadrtiomis of life. As Josselson
puts it, “Narrative research, rooted in interpretive hermeneutidsphenomenology, strives to

preserve the complexity of what it means to be human and to lil€atkservations of people
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and phenomena in society, history, and time” (2006, p. 3). Life histoneshiegen welcomed by
some psychologists who emphasize the unity of the self and idestitgld through stories
(Erikson, 1968, McAdams, 1993), whereas others have taken a deconstrucivéGergen,
1991; Parker, 1992) to emphasize a lack of inner unity, thus claimingdiaak social
constructionist position that the author of the text is essentiafig. Still others, such as Raggatt
(2000) and Hermans and Kempen (1993) have built on the work of litbewyetician Mikhail
Bakhtin, who emphasized dialogicality. My interest here does nan ligubscribing to one
particular narrative approach. Rather, | want to call attentidinetémportance of the life history
as a standpoint and mode of inquiry in the case of Tibet.

The value of the life history, Bert Cohler (2008) argues, liessiralility to show the
coalescence of autobiographical reasoning and collective remembKaokler, writing about
the circulation of memoirs after World War 1, advocates forghmacy of stories as a means to
understand how representations of the Shoah have changed over tienéis, in the three
years directly following the end of the war, well over a hun@d@mbunts were written, many by
attending physicians who documented in a straightforward mannevehesdhat transpired at
concentration camps. A second wave of life accounts was writtére iyears following Adolph
Eichmann’s trial (in 1961) emerging mainly from those individuals wieoe incarcerated and
survived their time at the concentration camps, fostering a digcofirsurvivors” rather than
“refugees.” And finally, as the 1978 television miniseries on theoétalst garnered an
enormous audience across the United States, accounts by Holoceasirsuncreasingly took
the form of preserving memory by compiling their storiesist-hand violence in several oral

history projects.
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What Cohler points out is the value of looking microscopically at oeedifunderstand
the changing demands of time and place with which a life hissonyitten. The past century of
Tibetan history in exile provides a related example of how theuat©f one life is often written
in accordance with the larger demands of the exile commurtitgther that be a presentation to
Western nations about the atrocities committed within Tibeteraphasis on human rights
violations, or an attempt to preserve an obscured history within #tehph century’s tumult.
The practice of identity in exile, as | have argued aboveadted in the telling, negation, and
transmission of stories. Viewed as more than just cultural docanibet life histories in this
dissertation should not be considered mere evidence of exile, ga@&kmined in its entirety,
but of individual agency, too. As three generations now live in exiltheaBalai Lama reaches
75 years of age, and as brutal unrest and protest erupted in Tibetmisas two years ago, a life
historical inquiry of several Tibetans in New York City provides opportunity to look closely
at a population at a critical juncture.

Yet as a burgeoning theoretical and methodological approach in psyche®gyust,
exercise caution about how much a life history can reveal. Ag Geegg points out at the
conclusion of his bookulture and Identity in a Muslim Socieip which he draws heavily on
the life historical accounts he collects and analyzes:

A life narrative collected at a single point in time yieldg a still photograph and cannot
be used to assess how open or closed a person may be to chantmnumte or
involution. . . | believe that no cross-sectional investigation camaty because too much
fluidity is built into personality — much more than recognized bytrpsgchologists — to
predict how an individual will respond to novelty. As a system ofynatied multiplicity,

personality remains fundamentally open. Not only do contrastingitidésnbrganize our
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personalities as dialogue and dispute but also our subjective expec@mmmually eludes,
escapes, and overflows the confines of the discourses we desigddo itaneaningful. As
Erikson recognized, identity guarantees no stability, and at sosterital and life-
historical moments, it leads beyond its own boundaries. (2007, p. 332)
Insofar as social scientists claim the life historicaloamt as a view from within — a cut on the
opacity of the other — they bypass the fact that any life hisilagiccount is not a mirror of one’s
subjective reality, but rather a co-construction between the auttdrex or his informant. The
life history thus owes a fundamental debt to the dynamics artbeunter; as it is never a direct
reflection of an other’s experience, it is the diegetic rette of a fleeting encounter, a textual
act one step away from its referenced actuality. “Thehigtory,” Crapanzano notes in his study
Tuhamj “like the autobiography, presents the subject from his own perspelttdiéfers from
the autobiography in that it is an immediate response to a demantilpyoare Other and carries
within it the expectations of that Other. It is, as it were, doedited: during the encounter itself
and during the literary (re)-encounter” (1980, p. 8). The life histompus accompanied by an
ethical imperative to create a voice evocative of what happene@detiwo individuals at a
fixed moment in time.

As the life history is a remembrance of an encounter, invanabtien from a particular
standpoint, ultimately we must recognize that its form may deartain resemblance to literary
constructions. Such a point may be obvious when we remember that the groundhighothe
life history is based is tethered to the intersection of mempower plays, silence, and
confounding issues of representation. In Freud’'s case study of Hisabe R, he (1955)
observed a strange state of affairs that would run the gamut afritings — the limits imposed

by a largely accepted concept of science cut short, circibaderand entrapped his
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understanding of a person. As a gifted writer, he relied on his skihavigate the problem —
acknowledging at one point that his case histories read like stwires — but it persisted
nonetheless. The problem of how to write — or how one is allowed te wig a problem that
social science likewise continues to both grapple with and ignore, unbMoigeoblems
imposed by “the nature of the subject,” as Freud termed ithBwgy in Freud’s time was still
beleaguered with the methods that Wundt borrowed from physics,ngreatiension Dilthey
(1989) outlined as a division between tBeistewissenschafteend theNaturwissenschaften
Dilthey saw the goals of the human sciences and the naturalesieespectively, to understand
and to explain. He believed that a human scientific mode of inquiry d¢outdthe basis of a
response to an essential problem that Kant posed: “to retain thestiemderstanding of the
moral, aesthetic, and religious elements in experience, whilermadg them from speculative
interpretations and making them the object of empirical scientific stithyides, 1969, p. 6).
The life historical account, which | take to be a formidable hunegntfic tool, has
provided psychology with a form for the subject. | would like to argaboviing Freeman
(2007), that in providing a form for the subject, it has stretched our medacept of what may
be included within the purview of science. While narrative psychawgugrticularly well-suited
for understanding the passage of exile in the case of Tibet, | moMvtavturn to a consideration
of Tibetan life history to consider what narrative psychology maiyn by looking closely at

Tibetan life histories.

Tibetan Life History
Briefly | want to address a study by Janet Gyatso (1998) asetitet autobiographies of

a Tibetan visionary. While this dissertation deals with interviewsnducted with Tibetans in
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New York City that | subsequently turned into written text, &Gyas working with the written
autobiography of a Tibetan visionary from several centuries ago.tiNgdess, | turn to her work
because in many ways it speaks to the cultural specificitgllofg one’s own life story, and the
interpretation of the demand to tell that story.
The focus of Gyatso’s study is Jigme Lingpa (1730-1798), higigsrded as a poet and

a visionary in the tradition of “Old” Tibetan Buddhism. His powerfidditative experiences and
several visions of his past lives — one including his life as ting krisong Detsen who played a
pivotal role in developing Tibet as a Buddhist country — feature syrdnghis account. In
Lingpa’s autobiography, Gyatso points out the polemical agendadbefich life writing in
Tibet, which is to assert religious achievements of one schooltbese of another. Such a
polemical agenda dictated much life writing in Tibet for centunyes she adds that life writing
in Tibet coincided with the tendency to record historical eventolagraphy often translates
to namtar— the full liberation story of oneself, though such stories weaemnoés in the case of
Jigme Lingpa, written by and occasionally edited by the stibjscribe of disciple. Thus the
actual construction of a life account, often written by more tbae individual, taken in
consideration with the emphasis on past lives, negates any concefftag a single, bounded
entity. Gyatso writes, “The self-written life account, due to pfwveconstraints in Tibetan
linguistic convention on how one should talk about oneself, typically exhéitstudied
diffidence, whereas the life written by someone else tygicakhibits an equally studied
reverence” (p. 105). She goes on:

To write a diffident autobiography is a complex project. A vgriet strategies were

developed to allow autobiographers to recount their own achievements. tkwaegh

Tibetan autobiographers usually end up portraying themselves positexady, self-
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aggrandizingly, they do so always in light of a tension that isingsin biography. The
tension results from a pair of conflicting social norms: one reguitat persons refer to
themselves with humility and the other that religious teacherseprethemselves as
venerable exemplars. Ultimately, we should note, the show of difedesit also satisfy
the latter expectation, since it is itself a sign of the aighmimirable incorporation of
Buddhist sensibilities and Tibetan mores, hence worthiness as anoadlel. Still, the
rhetorical dissonance remains. (p. 105)

Certainly, Lejeune’s autobiographical pact (1975) has no chanagpicability here.

Autobiographical representation — the “I” in the text corresponding to the authaortgyidedoes
not transfer to Tibetan accounts such as those written by d&jngpe that emphasizes
impermanence, thereby “undermin[ing] a metaphysics of the indivielad is often rendered
empty of essence precisely because of the inevitability of death” (p. 110).

As Khetsen Zhangpo (1994), a scholar of Tibetan Buddhism, notes abquadkiee of
life writing, the individuals deemed worthy of a biography in Tibave long been lamas who
devoted themselves to study, and lamas who devoted themselves toepractihe case of
Lingpa, the very fact that he could have a life story published largely on account of
belonging to the male religious elite. The majority of Efecounts published before 1950 in
Tibet were designated to that particular class of individuallesagnation which began to break
down in exile amidst political struggle (McGranahan, 2010). Ineteuing half century since,
writing one’s story has transcended categories of both amkgender, often in an attempt to
show through one’s own experiences the resonant permutations of .hiétogssarily, the life

stories written by or about Tibetans in exile have often takerothe of testimony, several of

which have had a lasting influence as Tibetan exile literatlegerve mention here. David Patt’s



34

A Strange Liberatior{1993) chronicles two Tibetans — one imprisoned and separated from her
children for 25 years, another imprisoned for 20 years followind tlasa Uprising — document
their own torture and persecution, as well as survival. Palden @&/4%)04) account of 30
years of imprisonment, during which time he was starved tanmired, has also figured
prominently into the exile literature emerging from Tibet. Aedently, the autobiography of
Tubten Khetsun (2008), the nephew of a senior government official whanvpaisoned and
spent years in a labor camp, as well as living as a ctessyein Tibet, provides a relatively

dispassionate account of the Chinese occupation.

The Present Study: Interviews and Protocol

My approach to the stories of Tibetans differs in several viey® contemporary
research on Tibet within the social sciences which | havadralluded to in this chapter
(McGranahan, 2010; Hess, 2009; Falcone and Wangchuk, 2008). First, theoffewdepicts
exiled Tibetans in New York City, the locality wherein ther¢his largest number of Tibetans
currently living in the United States. The number of individuals | spoikie is small and not
necessarily representative when the New York’s Tibetan populiatiaken as a whole. Henry
Murray would defend such criticisms about “sample size” in the study of liveshigittlaim that
in each life we can see the intricacies of individuality, tbedd@ions of interdependence in
which social and cultural identities are fashioned, as well as rsaiveestiges. Secondly, this
work differs from previous, related academic research on the subject Irathanot able to offer
a view from Tibet or one of the surrounding refugee communitiésiveé never been there.
Inevitably, my distance from familiarity with that part thfe world is quite far (and thus the

cause for this inquiry as one of exile). In later chaptergploee the ways in which this put me
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at both a marked disadvantage when speaking to my informants, aswied ways it provided
an opportunity to find common ground with younger Tibetans who know the phtysaf Tibet
primarily through stories and their imagination. Thirdly, | foaumsthe construction of the life
history itself in a way that has not been given suitable atemt this arena. | find useful the
work of Gary Gregg (2007) has done on young adults living in Morocco anetithegraphic
work of Robert Desjarlais (2003) on Yolmo wa elders in Nepal. Tlaees of course,
innumerable differences with the aforementioned scholarship and ohksinvboth scope and
subject matter. However, both Gregg and Desjarlais inquire intdifthéhistory itself, its
construction, and the demand it makes on their informants, themes vehattie center of this
work.

| sought participants for interviews by explaining this work ticiafls at several Tibetan
organizations in New York City, leaders at two Zen Centers, andnaber of friends and
acquaintances. My criteria was broad: | hoped to find both young antib@thns, both those
who came from Tibet or one of the surrounding refugee settlemeinsdia, Nepal, or Bhutan,
as well as Tibetans who have lived most of their lives in theednBtates. Initially, |
encountered constant deferral — each contact claimed to find the winlesting, but
recommended that there was someone who would be more suited fospeak with. | came to
interpret such an experience less as bad luck and more of aaesuitnaiveté. Only when |
stopped a badgering my contacts with a flurry of questions did they agree to talatdemgth.
Many Tibetans | came in contact with were thrilled that dswnterested in their cause. |
emphasized that | am a graduate student. | said | was suspdtighaork would serve as the
outlet to their concerns with demonstrable results. Many beliewadl twas training to be a

clinician, despite my insistence otherwise. They told me itimg®rtant that Tibet's cause find
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voice in a number of different forums, though overall they seemedetdhis work as a sort of
journalism. They remained concerned (perhaps, at times, even motevihahat the possible
audience. Yet within that concern was an unspoken nonchalance. This whe fiost time
someone from outside the Tibetan community had taken an intetéstrirstories. The telling
of exile, it seemed, was inscribed within the practice of Tibetantity. It is also important to
consider the fact that many of the Tibetans | spoke to played taue aole in a host of
community organizations. Inevitably, these organizations promoteircesliacourses and
discourage others. Those discourses, and the more personal concemdievh&hind those
discourses, feature into the life portraits ahead.

The interviews took place between July, 2010 and February, 2011, with thétynafjor
those interviews occurring in the late autumn and early winter moAthsnterviews were
conducted in English at a place of my informants’ choosing, which wes tifeir apartment,
their place of work, a coffee shop, a quiet restaurant, or duringlla Wt the behest of my
informants, not all of my interviews were tape recorded and aties (as well as possible
identifying information) have been changed. | depended heavily on thediew | made during
our talks, the lengthy notes made afterwards usually on theaguiback to my apartment, and
what | spoke aloud into a tape recorder in the hours after eachienteMuch has been written
in recent years about the reification of the transcript, its told researcher, the way it freezes
an encounter. | see grains of truth in such arguments, and additiomaltifisi case, my
informants’ were often politely adamant that | not record their voices.

Our conversations took the form of open-ended interviews. It was dfpeanjortant, |
found, to let the individuals | spoke with dictate the direction of tfs few minutes that we

talked. As | mentioned above, only when | recognized this did lgngtbrthwhile conversations
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take place. The questions | carried with me were underscoradhistaphysics of individuality
and chronological, calendric time which | attempted, however slawlygbandon. At first |
wanted to know the logistics of how they came to New York Citg, éxperience of leaving
Tibet or a surrounding settlement and arriving in New York, thgsvim which they built a life
here, their political involvement (if any), memories of home. Thasas of inquiry were
answered by my informants, usually in roundabout ways, as almost Hospoke to had any
interest in constructing a timeline. We also discussed the iugles of daily life, social
inclusion and exclusion within the Tibetan community and other commumtidsw York City
as well, some politically-minded topics, and speculations about theefirt terms of jobs,
relationships, and Tibet itself. | believe the reader will fimgirt stories, as | did, both captivating
and sorrow-filled. Somewhat hesitantly, | use the teriormantsimply because | prefer it over
subjectand participant Nonetheless, | believe the teinformant carries with it a connotation
that both de-humanizes the relationship that develops between aheseard the individuals
with whom she or he talks. It is, however, the lesser of several evils.

What resulted from several conversations are a series ofiteries that figure
prominently into the pages that follow. These are not life histdriethe standard sense, by
which | mean they do not conform to models of the life story espdmg@sychologists such as
McAdams (1995) and Singer (2001), who emphasize a mode of intervieamagtliereby,
responding) that favors personal, chronological history followed by anryniopiio elements of
redemption and contamination, as well as external influences. Wsethkese models appear to
be, such a protocol did not cohere to my informants’ experiencée kease of this work, what
results are layered, mosaic-like portraits organized around vasswssi pertinent to the Tibetan

community. Coming to this work with an existential and phenomenologi@itation, | have
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attempted to craft portraits of my informants that are ewseati their lives. The way in which
my participants’ stories sit next to one another in the followimgpters speaks not only to the
commonalities of the pressing issues in their lives, but — frgueyahological perspective —
underscores the value of narrative juxtaposition (Roberts and Rose@@lgd, and montage. |
believe that presenting a chronological account of these fowr \Weelld be an imposition, an
unfitting act of framing. In another sense, | believe that naergtixtaposition captures my
experience of these life history interviews; that is, | cawdtihelp but constantly look across the
accounts of these four individuals, for their stories moved dexterandlyegularly between the
particular and the general, a maneuver that is perhaps not surfmidiggt of the historical
tumult under which their lives developed. Such a mode of writing, gréze, not only captures
my (and hopefully their) experience, but also imparts an effect tgoreader, one that may be
dialogic. | believe the role of the voice was so central foimiormants. The cacophony of
voices in the lives of my informants, and the emphasis they placetieoact of narration,
underscored the importance of voice. It was a construct that | urategbart from the oft-used
terms self and identity, and indeed it was a construct | feds@onsibility to evoke in these life

histories.

Participants

This work represents the research of a year and a half, durireg wme | spoke with
numerous Tibetans at length and spent a great deal of time inYéekv City's Tibetan
community. That background research has informed the whole of thiertdigsn — my

conception of post-1959 Tibetan history, my areas of inquiry, and my methodologicalcipproa
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yet the proverbial center of the pages that follow are the stofitour individuals with whom |

developed a relationship and spoke at length. They are:

Tashi, a woman in her mid-30s, who resides in Astoria with her husrahdon. She is
currently working towards a degree in nursing. She was raisahenof the many
settlements in India, just outside of Dharamsala, though she wasbbibet. Tashi and
her husband came to the U.S. in 1998. | interviewed her four timesn@®wwiews took
place either at her apartment, walking around her neighborhood, ool adstaurant.
Others | spoke to who also knew her praised her optimism and hard herk,
perseverance, qualities which came across quite clearly imtagviews with her and
underscored the fact that she was a social bulwark for many.fitehealked of living a
“clean, healthy life,” and emphasized how her studies in medicatk shaped her
worldview. Evidently very goal-oriented, she spoke of attaining a gacging job at a
Queens hospital and earning enough money so that she could partiallyt $igo@Eging
parents in India. In her apartment were vestiges of an intereBbetan (Vajrayana)
Buddhism, a subject | found her more unwilling than my other inforntartedk about. |
sensed that such vestiges as well as her silence on the refdteted an interest that had
either petered out or simply been abandoned. At the same time, Tashi was qugtedtere
in the travels and news of the Dalai Lama, and had compiled arlohdewspaper
clippings about the leader’s activities in the past ten yearfidodiscination was lodged
on the overtly political aspects.

Dawa, a man living alone in Jackson Heights who currently worka aank in
Manhattan. He is 51 years old and is an active member in sévevalYork-based

Tibetan organizations. He came to the U.S. in 1996 with his son fofaiven death of
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his wife. Dawa, who was born as his parents fled from Tibet in 196@ primarily in
Dharamsala for most of his life. Dawa and | spoke four tiomes the course of two
months, each time at his apartment. If indeed an interview carmab®ftic” for the one
being interviewed, Dawa, | believed, received such a benefiheAsgularly lamented
his son’s decision to move to California as well as the rel&diske of social outlets in his
life, he was hyper-attentive to my presence and was céot&ieep the interviews going
as long as possible. Most striking to me was how Dawa acceptedrtiegency of life,
and particularly his life, with a sort of steadfast resigmatHe found little solace in
Buddhist beliefs, he told me, largely out of not knowing enough aboutligeon and its
philosophy. He admitted to a cursory fascination with notions suctbaghremptiness,
and karma, and tried, | believe, to find ways in which such notions had git mi
materialize in his own life.

Tenzin, a 56-year old man who lives in Ridgewood with his wife and daudi@ezin,
who studied on scholarship at a Southern university in the late 1990s, ndahedd.S.
with his family in 2005 to work in library sciences. He spéetfirst few years of his life
in Tibet, until 1959, when his parents brought him and his siblings to Indizrviewed
Tenzin on four occasions, each time at his place of work anthefea weekday. He was
often quite tired during these conversations, his eyes bloodshot, but w&ninthat we
never reschedule. When the weather was good we would spend tthmarasf our
interview walking around the blocks near where he worked. He often sjdkeing
close to an age when he could retire and live peacefully in New. Yenzin was also
extremely well-versed in various strains of Buddhism, andi¢welts effects on his life,

and the life of his family, were quite significant. Howevermeinained an aspect of our
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interviews that was somewhat closed off. Allusions to his reoésteist in Zen practice,
and the time he spent visiting monasteries in India peppered sooue ocbnversations,
but Tenzin was quietly adamant that those references went umexplabelieve that for
him, speaking of the role of Buddhism in his life would have constitutesdight
transgression.

e Kelsang, a woman in her late twenties who lives on the Uppeat Bide. Kelsang was
born in the Gangtok settlement in India and grew up there. In 2008 asie to the
United States and has since worked in massage therapyh&telaa job towards which
she has very mixed feelings. | spoke with Kelsang on three oosasach time at a
coffee shop or tea house near her place of work. At least anfeutes of each of our
interviews occurred while we walked through a city park. As | desdpelow, she
treated many of these interviews as a sort of intelleetxeicise where she could weight
various positions on a number of issues. A recurring theme in mamy ¢élks was her
relationship to her uncle, whom she described as a “real Buddhist gnidnpertant for
Tibetans in New York City.” He no doubt played a role in her relonattb New York
and in her helping locate an apartment and a place to live. Whgredbmed to clash
most was on her apparent lack of religious commitment. She waentomtconfine her
interest in Buddhism to meditative practice while he was qiigeatisfied with her

decision.

These four relationships developed for a number of reasons, not thef leésth had to
do with the notion of an outsider. Tashi, Dawa, Tenzin, and Kelsang nggolaoked the term

“outsider” when describing themselves, whether as a result ofaWwaithistorical backgrounds,
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their myriad relocations, or their present life circumstances.s@me level, | believe these
relationships were formed in the first place because of a frike outside | shared with my
informants. Indeed, apartness provided the proverbial ground for a reigidosdevelop. As
such, these four individuals do not constitute a “representative” savhpliew York City’s
Tibetan population insofar as the older voices are those of two methewgdunger voices are
those of two women. Though within the experiences of these four individualsvast
differences in background, distance (both literal and metaphofioat) Tibet, past and present
socioeconomic status, and interpersonal lives. | argue that theablevéiant of age and gender
is overshadowed by the multivariate experiences of Tashi, Dieamajn, and Kelsang, which, in
their singularities, speak to themes befitting the larger Tibetan comnuimiigw York City.

In the chapters that follow, | attempt to preserve the intimadpade relationships by
writing in a way that hopefully reflects the distances andipribies | experienced to these four
individuals over the course of several months. It will likely be rcteathe reader that my
relationships with the two men were relatively unencumbered;ghatile certainly not without
complications, | was more able to settle into a familiar nafdi@terviewing and conversation
with Tenzin and Dawa. | am still uncertain what accounted foy Whether it was the dynamics
of gender, autobiographical experiences, significant differencaganor myriad other factors
outside the purview of my own reflexivity. My relationships wittsfiiaand Kelsang were more
complex and thus deserve some attention here. Tashi befitted aahajeality that made her
both very easy to talk to, and at the same time, often evasive gtiesgions. She was also the
only one of my informants to whom | spoke as her family sometigssnearby in the
background. Despite the fact that many Tibetan women | met rgécent to engage in an

interview with me, Tashi neither had any apparent qualms noshkeeverly guarded. She often
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prefaced our meetings with the revelation of some pain or frastrat physical, memorial,
logistical. Those pains and frustrations — real as they werd thbaeffect of particularizing her
story and delimiting the end points of what she would narrat@euhd these gymnastics
beguiling insofar as they both comforted and alienated me, as thaughisread each other’s
objectives. Yet at the same time, such misunderstandings or dmgegrovided a shared, if
limited, intimacy often characterized by a pensive silence.

My relationship with Kelsang was perhaps even more complex. hidsitation to
participate in the interviews as she participated in tloéi®n kept me hesitant and formal,
mirroring her own hesitation and formality. Her job as a hotedsease was a point of pride
insofar as she had knowledge of the body’'s muscles and tissuesshikichd not hesitate to
showcase during several of our interviews. However, beyond the rsjudyid resultant
knowledge she wanted to talk little of the job itself — what fdHyt read as a sort of shame —
though | believe her silence on the matter was tied to frustsaibout her course of study not
exactly matching the job, and once she noted how some guests cdrdusadbeing Chinese. In
other words, what she gained about knowledge of the body was immengelyaint to her, but
she felt that work hardly manifested itself in what she did onyaalday basis. Her comments
about being misidentified as Chinese speak to sentiments she erpressher interviews that
the job of a masseuse was not a “typical Tibetan job.”

What also must be given attention is the fact that we wererages. | was concerned —
more than in my time with Tashi — that these interviews woulthiseead as a facade under
which some form of attraction could play out. Such a concern fadedtwe&ourse of several
encounters, but its presence, however muted, did give some shape to etewstein those

interviews | felt more of an imperative to rely on questionsd heought with me and less
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willing to digress, perhaps — again — mirroring Kelsang'’s ottitude of reluctance. Indeed,
these were the least personal interviews | conducted in foymatid direction but deeply
engaging in the sense that the interviews themselves becariehistellectual exercise. It will

likely be clear in the chapters to come that Kelsang found hegsehtually, quite interested in
the issues we raised together and attempted regularly to pivot aratinds perspectives on
topics such as home, identity, and status. Perhaps out of defensive ppperiiags out of mere
interest, any sense of comfort or ease was wiped out. Forhese tnterviews demanded a

requisite distance to bring the dynamics into focus.

Background and Inception

Historian of psychology lan Nicholson (2005) has utilized Sartre’mmaif project to
explore the constellation of long-standing existential concerns inesgarcher’'s work.
Nicholson’s heuristic is a useful way for one to practice aeadegf reflexivity in a discipline
where researchers often fear the inadvertent appeararibeirobwn faces in the structure of
their ideas, like the face of a drowned person under the ice. Indimati should note that | have
been an inept practitioner of Zen for the past ten years and khavwen a number of Tibetans
during that time (in Boston, Providence, and for the last four yeafsewn York). However, |
should also note that | am an atheist and do not remotely considelf myBuddhist. Zen has
simply been a useful everyday practice through which | haveamember of interesting people
who would often talk about the historical-geographical grounding of Buddimsimelatedly, the
rather tortuous past century of Tibet.

In general terms, this research started with a naivelgdointerest in how individuals

describe their experiences of transformation and apartnesd) Wheée most poignantly in the
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exile communities that dot the globe, especially Tibet. | begaagining a dissertation that
would inquire specifically into issues of and relating to Tibetept&mber, 2009 when walking
in Manhattan with a friend who had just returned from a year of a fieldwork atleect's center
outside Katmandu. He had become quite involved in Tibetan issues duringéia tNepal, and
on that autumn afternoon, he brought me with him to meet a few of his Tibetan frieredsipgot
in front of the Empire State Building (many Tibetans in New York wereyaaigout the decision
to the turn the landmark’s upper lights red and yellow in honor of thediog of the People’s
Republic of China). | was not especially moved by what | saw,dicbwe stay long. | was,
however, fixated in the days that followed by several imagemembered from the protest: an
elderly man in a grey jacket leaning against a building aroundatmer, telling another person
his hands were too arthritic to hold one of the many signs othersfmaenere grasping; a
young woman speaking to a news reporter, her face quitesssfieavoiced what sounded like a
manifesto written by one of the several Tibetan organizatiorthencity. There is nothing
terribly distinct about what | remember, yet in the days afteas moved by both curiosity and,
to a lesser extent, affinity, to explore what space psyckidiag provided to Tibetans in exile.
What | found was a significant dearth, aside from a smattefingental health pieces and some
politically-minded articles about postcolonialism, and even less dmawv upon their life
histories. From that vacant space this work emerges. | should addh#vatlong been critical of
China’s position towards and occupation of Tibet, the recurring hadapproach concerning
issues of autonomy, and the country’s unyielding tendency to hatiirsglg all conversations
about possible change. | also share the views of many Tibetansv Ibafere this project and
met as the work progressed, even if some of those views amdardeatistant distaste of what

China has done.
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There is the added fact that my ambitions here seek to unaefbigychological
understanding of a life history and meanwhile call attention t@itbgpect of re-imagining both
the possibilities and limits of writing about a life in whatlstiay be called social science. In the
case of Tibet, as in the case of numerous diasporic populations arowaarlithewriting about
the coalescence of history and individual lives demands a formpbaksto the complications
inherent in that grand intersection. Our experiences of oursatgesthers constantly elude us
and flow over the parameters we use to confine them. Demonstriagingatys in which this

happens is a moral imperative in any discipline that grounds its fidelity to hurpenesce.
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CHAPTER TWO:PROGENY
“To answer the question ‘Who?’ is to tell the story of a life”

- Hannah Arendt, (1958, p. 179)

| met Dawa on a frigid day in mid-October at his apartment in Jacksohtislefgcontact
of mine at a local museum arranged the interview, noting thahD&s a person she considered
to be one of the best representatives for Tibetan culture indekvCity, citing his role in local
organizations. His apartment, on the fifth floor of a five floor buildicgried a redolence of
cigarette smoke and incense, both of which he had just extinguishibe liyne | arrived. He
coughed violently upon opening the door and showed signs of emphysema thraughiinst
interview.

He cast me as something of a young handyman right away, askimguld not mind
fixing the speakers to his computer and adjusting the outdat® ré§ting on the faux wood
paneled stand in the living room. Several times in the first tetes, he noted that his son
should be doing this work, but “he’s off in San Francisco trying to shed what he has left.”

“Does he come to New York often?” | asked.

“No, he comes when he has to come, which is about once a year.”

“How often do you two talk?”

“Not enough. I call him four times and he calls me back once. Hevgaghould talk via
the computer, like on video. | have no idea how to do it so we just dos'tiké opening the

door just a little for an old person who is weak. The door shuts. What can you do?”
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He poured me sweet tea and we chatted about the wind, which rteaaiédeful wind.
He laughed about his characterization of the weather, and told menhotv he liked talking
about the weather in such terms.

“I| feel like a poet when | talk like that,” he said, laughing again.

“Do you go out in this weather?” | asked, to which he pursed his lipstaoak his head,
making a shivering motion.

“I'm an old man. If | go out in this weather, | have to accept consequences. Wiakev
care of me if | fall down? No health insurance,” and he spregobhiss wide, as if to sayhave
nothing “See, | know Tibetans who work at hospitals, who work at doctor’sesffichey would
help me if | needed to. But it is impossible. All the formsilicofit. | barely go to the doctor’s
now. | skate, like on thin ice.”

Dawa and | talked on three more afternoons in subsequent weeks, eahiinterview,
he raised concerns about the frailty of his health and the absérgs son. Such concerns, |
found, characterized many of the conversations | had with Tibetared turing this project.
Dawa, especially, seemed to be in a state of despair not hasifeniily around. His wife had
died in 1995 after a brief battle with breast cancer, the yefare he came to the United States
from Dharamsala. He worked for several Tibetan organizaiioNew York — as an organizer, a
treasurer, among other administrative duties. In addition, he workea-donrfive job at a bank
in Manhattan. How he managed what appeared — to me — to be\aldetwas perplexing,
given the slowness with which he shuffled over his carpeted flootsn @& would ask for my
opinion about how his countenance (his word) looked. | usually told him he lopkgdHis

response to my assessment became a refrain throughout our talks: “What can you do?”
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| was, and remain to the present day, struck by Dawa’s solituglgeheral resignation,
and his resistance to what | was attempting to ask. Whesglasion can be described as a type
of throwness, solitude implies a degree of choice. Dawa workedHarfal job and was, at least
on paper, a very active participant in New York City’s Tibetanroamity; he was around others
regularly. However, my interviews with him led me to believe tiatet few into his life. He
told me | was the first person to enter his apartment in moBtwh time we talked, he wore
pajamas, explaining “how Saturdays can be tough,” with his thinningbbtircoal-colored and
graying, uncombed. His disheveled appearance belied the greatasithusth which he spoke.
Dawa resided in a solitude that was not necessarily melandbalicather a stoic acceptance of
what he took to be the givens of and surrounding his life: death, loss, and lack.

*

Dawa was the second of my informants with whom | spoke athgiigshi was the first.
Unlike Tashi, there was no significant social life to which Herred at length. While | began
this dissertation with an interest in how individuals who experierde pass that experience —
in the form of stories — onto others, my encounters with Dawa caused me to quedactidite
of passage. There was an absence of what | imagined tcalearameans through which the
stories he possessed were passed. Only after our final inteevided did | come to see that
Dawa had been significantly shaped by the stories he had heard; trué he had told others.
And even later, | understood my own naiveté in presupposing that the g@sgesd down from
one generation to the next took the concrete form of an olderyfameimber relating an
experience of the past to a younger family member, as it had materializgdown life.

The aims of the following chapter are two-fold. First, by lookingpss the stories of my

four informants, | explore the types of stories they heartiesdrew up, and | also explore the
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types of stories they have passed on themselves, whether to their childrenwrgerypeople in
their lives My intention here is thematic in scope; that is|doking across the stories of my
informants, | locate the types of stories and the narrative diwithey both inherited and
responded to. In most of my interviews, it was not at all diffitubisk what stories their parents
and elder family members had told them. It was more challeriginliscern what stories they
passed on. A one-on-one interview naturally creates such a challemgemakes an
interpretation more speculative. Through my own inquiries, or often throaytection, my
informants would talk about what they would tell their children (orpsinyounger Tibetans
with whom they were close). Sometimes they described thesess&xiones they had told, and
other times what they said was more hypothetical: a story they would poskibheteay.

In the second half of this chapter | work towards understanding tbleamiems through
which the stories they heard and told have moved. At the ehdteim and Tabo(953), Freud
asks what mechanisms one generation draws upon in order to hand downtékstates to the
next generation. Such a phenomenon has been given undue attention in psyalrmiolgs, but
it remains hugely important, especially in light of the tesdiof diasporic populations, where
stories of uprootedness, violence, and exile are handed down, intinteplggthe hereafter of
those individuals who receive such stories. Rather than assuntieetmapercussions of the past
are felt in the way the aftershocks of an earthquake are felt — antatioe less scarring than the
initial upheaval but still violent — | think it is more worthwhilegoestion not only what the past
is, but also how it is used. In my interviews with Tibetans in Newk City, such stories passed
through what | will describe as translation, silence, and inwgidog slippage. | am less
concerned here with the occasions for passage — where and whest@igeh are told, for

example — and more concerned with exactly how such stories cobeetdld, and how the past



51

— in narrative form — is reshaped in light of present-day demahitist considering the
mechanisms through which the stories move, | will conclude witinaideration of the function

of such passage.

Stories in Transit: Hearing

What Dawa heard from his parents in the 1960s and 1970s when he wasggupwn

India were accounts of what he called “the last evenings on earth,” the fysabfdelatives who
had died under harsh living conditions in Tibet. The choice his own panaalks in leaving was
something of an anomaly in that his father’s large and extendety faad chosen not to go to
India. Correspondence with those relatives who stayed took an epidtoiaryor a number of
years, detailing in letters their own final days. | asked Datether he had ever read the letters.
He said,

No, | have not seen them, and no, they were never read to me. Bathay would talk

about them, and so would my mother. When Norbu [his father’s brother] ieddal1967,

he wrote to us, and then his wife wrote to us. Many of the ldtietsabout changes in the

land [a rural village outside in the Shigatse province]. They wangss almost. He would

say some about his health, his sorrow about what was happening around him.

“What did your parents say about the letters?” | asked.

“There has to be restraint, so we would talk around the letters. Everyone knew MNerbu w

dying. We were all very sad. His last letters talked about the crops.”
“Would your father say much about Norbu?”
“No, he would stick to the letters. Sure, he would say some, but otiebrand |

basically knew him just through the letters he wrote. This would happen a lot.”
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And Dawa was right in that sense, for Tashi, too, described tiusrey to talk around a
loved one’s last evenings on earth. As she explained to me in our setmntkw, the death of
her own grandparents, who stayed in Tibet because of frail healdutiaced enormously from
food shortages in the 1970s, was described to Tashi in her earthaddl lacking in
particularity but abound in sensory details of the place in whicwaisedying. She noted, “My
mother, she did get back there to be with them. But she would nevameajlthat sadness in
detail. | remember she would not even cry when she told me ab8tieitwould tell me about
conversations her and my grandmother had.”

“What did they talk about?” | asked.

“They talked about a local monastery, which could not afford its ypkeel looked
ruined. And how some plants hadn’'t bloomed yet. The land seemed refa¢ghairom what |
know.”

She went on to describe this tendency in her own family, a seradfclement around
death itself wherein the end of one’s body was described by zeromgthe land itself. Such
restraint, Desjarlais (1992) has observed among Yolmo Buddhists ir, Melges on poetic
tendencies to approximate pain in a way that is not self-indulgesats Imost struck by not only
the form these renditions of death took, but by their inclusion and prgfatathenandnow of
the physical world. Tashi said that these stories were told in the family, bdidonet talk about
such stories with others. In other words, | could inquire into just the rind, but not further.

Likewise, | believe the space provided by one’s family could laésased as a means to
invoke particularity about so-called non-events. As Carole McGean§P005) has observed,
Tibetan exile identity rests so much in the hands of the exilergoent — understandably

pushing for unity and solidarity — that those histories which do not cealesatly become
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“arrested,” stored away or silenced. Writing about violent tesi®, for instance, goes against
the human rights and non-violent agenda of the exile community. Shes wiuilt into the
conceptual structure of arrested histories is an anticipatiotiroaother than now when buried
political items can be dug up and treasures revealed, and wheneBistught no longer be
drafted in terms of the modern nation-state” (p. 591). Given the pbliessures to censor
certain histories, | believe the space provided by famil@dlkections of the past can serve the
function of particularizing or re-drafting historical events in which thdlfatook part.

As Tenzin described to me in our first interview, Tibetans in the 1860s1970s were
especially encouraged to keep their critiques of the developing government to a minimum.
He notes that his father and uncles were quite vocal about theippinéss with issues
regarding citizenship, but were concurrently unable to find amynfan which they could voice
those issues. His family survived on what he described as an unbsliswaddl sum of money
each month when job after job was denied to his father based on his lack of Indian cizenshi

“He would say, ‘Fine, give me the citizenship. We have to eat.aBuiis attempts went
unanswered. This happened so much, and | heard more about it atdegoEomehow he got a
job in manual labor. It was hard, and he could have gotten other jobs, based on his degrees.”

“Was there a sense of dread that giving up Tibetan citizenshij)d change what the
government-in-exile was doing?” | asked.

“Perhaps, at least to the people running it. You never hear about thernuihabdied in
the years when settlements were being established all over Trbdetans could barely find
work, and therefore survive.”

“What would your father tell you?”
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“He would pretend to be Indian, which was hard, based on how he looked. But he told me
how he faked his accent, and some papers, and then he got this job.déatdpigk about this
but many Tibetans did it. He would only tell me in private. He seaangry at what the Tibetans
in government were asking people to forego.”

Such a story seemed to be a model for how Tenzin described ttienstlg with his
father: secrets were passed that told him how to survive. Hierfaven insisted — amidst such
recollections and advice — that they enact a sort of game hotls® wherein Tenzin would have
to prove he was Indian. He went on to explain that the emphasiatis placed on education
very early in his life sent him away, across India, Nepal, ted United States. How to
circumvent what his father took to be the unreasonable demands bgpubmgent-in-exile
characterized much of their relationship.

And yet, other stories my informants were told can be group into a third catédmpe.
Tenzin also explained to me that his mother had very little tolerance fothes $acynicism and
opted to remain hopeful about what the government-in-exile was doirgpithe'For her, that is
what a person did when they were waiting — to be hopeful, almostblsadl He said his
mother was filled with stories of questionable accuracy about wemen, and children who
continued to cross the dangerous passage in the Himalayas betiwetandl India up to the
present day, and were received warmly by strangers in India.

“I have no idea whether these people existed, or whether thisrteahme how she heard
about such stories. My siblings and | would hear them all the tineesaid. Tenzin added that
his parents were exhausted, fatigued in a way he has not yeteexpd in his own life. He
linked his mother’s stories of hope with her exhaustion, describing odes as her needed

reminder that there was perhaps light at the end of the tunnel.
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Kelsang, the youngest of the four Tibetans with whom | spolength, and the one who
has spent the entirety of her life before coming to the Unitaegt$Sin India, described a similar
quality of hope filling many of the stories she heard in her owmlya Her mother, who was
also raised entirely in India and also never was able to Vibet, told Kelsang about her
attempts to enter the country for the first time when Mad thehe mid-1970s, and again in the
early 1980s (during both periods, the number of Tibetans living in Ind@alNand Bhutan who
attempted to visit the country was quite high). Neither attempte successful on account of
bureaucratic entanglements, but such obstacles were not whah¢lslsnother focused on in
her rendition of these stories.

“It's so strange to think about it, to remember it, becausewshdd always start by
telling me what she packed,” Keslang said. “And her face woultstl be glowing. The first
time | wasn’'t even born, and the second time | was one or teus wéd. | don’t know what the
world was like, so these stories were always weird.”

“How did they go?” | asked.

“Always the same thing. What she packed, and the description of thehaiawould
take her there. | don’t know how she knew what it looked like. Then sble&hrse the promises
she made to our family and friends in India for what to do, where t{o Bree would trail off
when news came that she couldn’t go, but she didn’t dwell on that.”

| asked Kelsang how she felt when she heard these storiesecge many times in her
youth, and she noted that such stories had the tendency to enchamidwa)lgsvhen she was a
young girl curious about Tibet. “It's like | was with her, tookiessaid, her eyes widening some.
What Kelsang said sheds light on is the intersubjective dimen$ithrese stories of hope. Such

stories cannot removed from the context in which they came — Maath and the increased
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international condemnation of China — nor can such stories be considesgde coft the
engagement in which they occurred. They not only reference a dsruptthe past that could
illuminate something to come in the future, they depend upon a listéteecan also engage in
the act of being hopeful. Tenzin and Kelsang were those listenatherRthan passive
acceptance of a time bygone, these types of stories demanded, implicittypatotn.

Many of these stories showcased the ways in which familyesdmserve as something
of a substitute for a larger community. As | listened to tlwewaats of many Tibetans | spoke to,
and their stories of death’s surround, survival, and hope, | camdiie i@t the space of one’s
family helped to bridge an unbridgeable gap between past and presentay that a larger
community could not. Indeed, the Tibetan exile community has long bdeorganized in its
narrative, in its aims, its commitment to perseverance, tikanitot always speak to the myriad
situations into which Tibetans have been thrust. The subsequent lack oticiymwhich my
informants’ parents often saw as a missing bulwark, cast argeseger light on the necessity of
storied inheritance. Anastasia Christou (2006) writes in hereaditlGreek-American diaspora
that the family itself can serve as a “diaspora space”aiumndne larger issues that occur amidst
relocation — nostalgia, power relations, and generational differencegptaged out. The family,
in this sense, becomes a microcosm, a space for rehearsingvilite played out on a more
collective level. In another sense, when the family serves“dmspora space,” it becomes a
means through which an individual can build a site of identificatidh thieir cultural heritage
and safely habituate to what is new.

Though beyond the so-called “diaspora space,” | believe thesgy fisilhelped enliven
my informants’ (and perhaps their parents’) imaginative capacitDverwhelmed by the

historical tide under which they had been swept and under which theydiv@ajften frustrated
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at an exile government that could not speak to their myriad pariioes, they had to, | believe,
depend on the narrative transmission of the past to frame not onlyshbypalso the future.
Listening to their stories, | had to wonder whether the purpose behirdstargtelling, at least
in families, often resides in its ability to allow one to envistoime and space beyond the
immediate. As Tashi told me many times, she remembersiéneesiof adults around her during
her youth in India, a silence that she equated with being robbed of anghat future. With a
government consumed by an agenda and the logistics of establishéngoemmunities, one had
to look more towards the family. Tenzin noted that his father toldtmnyears of the 1960s and
the 1970s were when Tibetans most felt the divide between paditidateligious leadership. In
other words, finding solace in religious forms became edpedifficult in the initial years after
exile. He suggested that it would be interesting to know if somea@redal a study of religious
commitment in those years but suggested such a study would nesebéen approved. |
believe he was implying that faith or religious conviction helped very littisnduhat time.
Relatedly, | was also struck by the degree to which the stpassed down in the years
following exile created a sort of surround, a horizon that both hintedcatielimited a space of
experience. | believe the contours of such a space did not so much patxexent as they did
invoke a temporality all their own. Of course, these storiesregfdo what my informants did
not experience themselves, to what they did not know, but even sheuebthe stories they
heard had the unique quality of prescencing them in a particulee sypa time. In short, such
stories closed, or attempted to close, the temporal gap betweeraridenow. Given the
tumultuous historical tide under which many of their parents anddgeaents lived, | had
expected stories of atrocity and abuse to characterize moreabfmy informants heard. But as

Tenzin told me in our second interview, “It is not that one doesn’atadkit death in detail with
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loved ones. There has been so much of it. But describing it would kaebkebing every crack
you see in the sidewalk. Impossible.” What does the past even rmetre’ case of these four

individuals, it was a space not only for recollection but participation.

Stories in Transit: Telling

Among my informants, there was a constant concern for physiaihhBeyond the fact
that both Tashi and Kelsang worked in — or were working towards — esprofi dealing with
the care of the body (nursing for Tashi, and massage therapylartg), stories relating to the
body’'s upkeep characterized much of what they would pass on. Tgsharhg discussed how
she felt upon arriving in the United States — not in terms of atitadperspective — but in terms
of heartaches, pain that she could not quite locate, and shortneseati. bfelsang, too,
described her first weeks in New York as filled with pain staat all the way up her neck, a
pain that concurrently caused dizziness and a degree of anxietytolthelgese stories to me,
but they also told these stories to others.

Tashi noted, “Dickyi [her son] hears about this — he was youngidao't know much he
remembers. But he was my little confidante those first few hso/e had a nice neighbor, but
she did not understand.”

“What didn’t she understand?” | asked.

“My heartaches. She would bring me medicine — we didn’t have insurabael didn’t
want to take it. She would watch Dickyi, sometimes. | wonder iéVer tried to explain it to

her.

“What do you think he understood?”
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“Most everything, because | would tell him. He knows that when feart aches, it is
because of what life is, and what has happened. He’s young but sol&irtett him that when
your body is off, it means you are trapped and cannot get away, like in a haukettér now.”

Kelsang had no children, but she worked as a nanny to her cousimy@inwg children
on occasion. In most of our conversations, she spoke with a reserved tone; | often hadhéo coax
to talk length, but when the content of our talk turned to the childrecaskd for a few days
each month, she was enthused. She said that both children, now in eabcawiod, wanted to
know her stories from living in India (the children had spent theirestives in the United
States. Their father had been here since the 1980s).

“They get an edited version,” she said, laughing, in response to me asiabghe told
them. “No, seriously, | tell them all sorts of things. But they daht¥ays understand. Some
doctor put them on a medicine for an attention disorder. | have no idéahighia. They tried to
tell me but | can’t make sense of it. | have a friend, a Tibetan, who is a simaHe&says, ‘They
are abstracted from their bodies.”

“Do you agree with that?”

“I do. What 1 tell them is that you have to be able to tolesatet. For example, | tell
them that when | came here and things were not good. The trip ptatleewas so long, and my
neck was in such pain. | had days where | could not leave [the apdrthWho knows what was
wrong? You worry about a lot in those states — death, or never getting better, intedp#il

“What do you think it was?”

“I tell them that my mind was in one place, and my body was inhanott was

disruptive, you'd say. When that happens, you cannot move.”
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| believe that this concern with health speaks not only to the upr@asighificant shift
in one’s environment — changes in climate, exhaustion, stress —sout@dlesces with the
prominence of suffering in Buddhist philosophy. Indeed, when Tashi and gedpake of these
events, they were particularly saddened, pausing more thanuvebtiey otherwise would have,
as though the act of remembering was a labor itself. Thewreltdescribed the disruption of
leaving India not in a (Western) psychological idiom, but as an etratt their body
remembered, its reverberations reaching up to the present dagarehef the body was not only
a narrative marker in each of my informants’ lives, but it alss wne they hoped would be
something of a marker in the lives of younger Tibetans, too. In one,déiscould be viewed
as a means of showing others how to maintain a certain idenéikylén In a broader sense — and
one some divorced from identity politics — | believe these staraatained a certain continuity
in ways of talking and being that were once present wherelitlegly but less present here and
now. Health became embedded in a description of one’s geography, disruptivesawbhen one
could not wholly transfer elements of their former geographyrevaplace and time. Indeed, |
believe it was a way of remembering.

Vincanne Adams (1998) writes in her commentary about an alterrtatittee human
rights discourse that permeates Tibet that one should look to Tiketeneologies of suffering
that speak to the prominence of the body as a point of often subtle narration. She explains:

In Tibetan theories of the body, a lexicon of winds makes iicdiffto draw the stark
distinction between self and society, and mind and body, which areafjgnmade by
Westerners and found in Western biomedical epistemology. For examae Tibetans talk
about foods and job frustrations as similar disruptions to their windsatketelling us that,

in terms of bodily experience, these two things are in the satagory. Likewise, becoming
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upset by one’s poverty is experienced in the same visceral manfaling and hitting one’s
head from dizziness (p. 88).
Adams emphasizes the relatedness between events in one’s swldahmd how one feels as it
regards health concerns in Tibetan medicine. Significant chamge®’s social world, she says,
create corresponding changes in one’s body; the skin becomes especiallympdnatisense. As
experience becomes mediated by the body first and foremosipdyebecomes a central means
through which one engages in the process of remembrance.

Stories of solitude were a second identifiable theme in whatdratabd my informants
to pass on to younger people in their lives. Dawa explained to me one day:

Of course, in winter, you can’'t go out and meet everyone. Sadlud to it, the loneliness
of it all. It was my son and | here. So now | have these meaiiitigsny organization once a
month. And now there’s more and more young people who come. And eveignaotiven |
speak, someone asks me to speak. Some of the young people are jastelaerd that. | tell
them how lonely it was — no friends, no familiarity. But then — Vedathat solitude! | had
hours to myself, but | needed more. It's hard to explain, but | tiglitthem. That solitude is
so important, it's part of your Tibetan-ness that people throwy dveae. They think I'm
crazy, probably.

Dawa went on to describe how his urban life in India did not diff@ommotion from
his life in New York. “That’s not the difference — city versusictry. No, not quite.” What he
pointed to instead was a feeling of being ostracized for retgefiom the social world. | asked
him who was ostracizing him and he said he didn’'t know, but he got tise $®m those he

worked around, and from his neighbors, that he always had to be doing something. He told me he
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would attempt to rid this burden of activity from what younger Tihetieel. He noted, “With
such a burden, you can’t even talk to yourself any longer.”

Tenzin, too, explained to me that he would emphasize the importanobtades to his
daughter.

“She will ask me now some things, she’s at that age. @dgted so quickly over here |
do get worried. So | will have to tell her not to get too busy, m@briget that she needs time by
herself.”

“Why do you think she needs time by herself?”

“Everyone does. But it's a real Tibetan thing. | had all thieetwhen | was over here
first for university. | know it's shunned upon here, to just sit lm@m by oneself. Do you do it?
It's important.”

“I do. What do you think she will get out of it?”

“I'll tell her that it will help her remember what lifeas like before we came here. I'll
tell her that she can't cling too much to all these thingsfhends have — the expensive
technology, the phones, the computers. | know she has to adapt, she’s younts Aot a
problem yet, but maybe it will be.”

Tenzin described, briefly, his stint at a Southern university vamilsecholarship ten years
ago, and then talked some about the year he returned to India, in whiat todii@ away from
his wife and daughter for reasons having to do with work. He ibescit as a difficult time, a
sort of blank space in his family’s history that they do not talkmalmout. He said he would tell
his daughter one day, because it is part of their story, and hedeseveral lessons, particularly
finding solace in others who feel like outsiders if one does not twaatlapt too much to the

dominant culture. | asked him to clarify and he said whenever he hasjblacr was in school,



63

he was drawn to other foreign students (even in India, wherenTkagispent most of his life).
“It's with those people where you find some appreciation of solitude,” he said.

Both men seem to be addressing the means through which younger qaeopieactice
and maintain what they consider a Tibetan identity, one that is rooted in & dégeparateness.
Tenzin and Dawa both discussed the powers of solitude to overcome boafgpatnt
alienation. The same concern did not appear in Kelsang’'s accountsasdrprominent in what
Tashi told me. Tashi’'s concerns for time to herself were ftamere as an escape from the
confounding pressures of school and childcare responsibilities.

Finally, several of my informants emphasized stories of disgation which they had
told to younger people in their lives. Dawa’s story began wilibatan celebration last spring, a
parade that wound through Chinatown. Already uneasy with the orgardeeision to pass
through Canal Street, Dawa claims he was sweating a gralabil account of his nerves and the
long distance he had already walked.

“Then | looked down,” he said, “and right there on my pant leg somweashepat on me.
| could see it. How gross. No one said anything to us, there were netmigies, but | wasn't
the only one who was spat on.” Later in his account, he noted that the organization of which he
part met soon thereafter, and Dawa related this story tonémebers, who had had a hand in
organizing the parade. “I told them, what's the point of being so hPakkaybe next year we
can take another route. Why must we carry that fight right nomw@an, we can use resources
here, and send money home, do what we can, but | don’t know why it hasotwetmn-one
combat right here.”

Tashi, too, experienced a personalized form of the China — Tibetctohflone of her

classes, the first assignment was a sort of autobiographésamation of one’s lineage. She had
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been ecstatic at the prospect of doing her research and presetditige class, but had, in the
moments after class, a contentious discussion with a student whed®mtly come from China.
The crux of their argument was about the correct representatitve @fhina-Tibet issue. Tashi
was adamant that she would present the atrocities her faaffigred without censor, whereas
the student from China promised that any diversion from the “truédrgi®f China — Tibet
relations would evoke a harsh response from him. Tashi dreaded comndrgrebe told me, and
had no idea what to do. The situation was unexplainably resolved theaydx¢fore class. They
talked and agreed to discuss differences in their understandingstarfyrat another place and
time.

She explained that she had told this story to her son several tme to the young
woman who runs the daycare where her son would occasionally go.

“It's important they know,” she said to me. “Nothing is solvedoeyng angry over here.
| always tell Dickyi [her son], they left, and we also I8bth for different reasons, but we’re all
here.” Echoing Dawa’s sentiment that the conflict belongs to @cplar geographical place,

Tashi was adamant to make certain that others understood this.

The Mechanisms of Passage

Translation

In this work, progeny refers not only to the descendents of thosesuifezed exile but
also to the result of a creative effort: how exactly do theeafentioned stories move? The
passage from one generation to the next is a complex interp&ghyhthere may not be merely

passive acceptance, but a degree of translation, as well.
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My understanding of translation is informed by the work of BBlladzki, specifically
her book,Can these bones live? Translation, survival, and cultural mei@®§7). Building on
Walter Benjamin’s ideas regarding the materialist and mesagddlymode of translation, she
writes, “the issue is not the mere transmission of communica&alst, 6f all, essential content or
information, but rather a structure that is ‘the relation of tdesurvival.” Brodzki sees
translation as a cultural practice and a symbolic action thainptextends life but extends the
traces of life after death. As such, translation becomes linked to survival. $w& wri

Of the myriad cultural forms available to transmit the lessethe past, all involve the act
of translation. The memorialist especially is preoccupied vaighlégacy of historical loss
as it is manifested in lost battles, lost illusions, lost livesheir broadest embrace, textual
acts of mourning and memorialization are dialogues with death, chweiief, rage, guilt,
and shame are enmeshed with grief, both collective and personal.piiotedly, they
speak on behalf of the dead, the missing, and sometimes even in theirriar the dead,
by definition, can no longer speak for themselves and are often consigned to apamgmit
oblivion, as well as to silence. Indeed, the memorialist is seepie work of mourning
both for others and for oneself, a complex, potentially interminataesaction, a
‘reckoning with the dead.” Translation is an impetus to forestal,lit is a response to
impending loss, and it is a sign itself of the consequence, assviie consciousness, of
loss. (p. 185-186)

| am drawn Brodzki’s conception of translation because it is umaelsh terms of need
— the need to survive. In the case of the Tibetans | spoke with inYéekv City, the term
survival expectedly and regularly appeared in our interviews. Bothalend Tenzin called

attention to the widespread belief among Tibetans abroad in the tt@8Qkere would be total
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cultural annihilation. Both men also said that such a concern hagpéaad in the ensuing two
decades amidst greater international recognition of Tibet'sliconfith China and regular
condemnations about human rights abuses, as well as increased goéidanitg the exile
community.

While we often conceive of translation as a linguistic act, Brod#ations that
“excavating or unearthing burial sites or ruins in order to renactstraces of the physical and
textual past in a new context is also a mode of translationagisésurrecting a memory or
interpreting a dream are acts of translation” (p. 4). In dandghe original — whether an event, a
memory, a text, and so on — is redefined. What translation megkgarent is the fact that
inheritance is not always a passive act. It may, in contrasthdeopportunity to create a
counterstory, to take what one has received and re-form that stdighinof present day
demands.

The tumultuous 1980s have passed, and with them have come changestanigke s
Tibetans tell on the international stage — and to a degree — anotteer. Of the four individuals
whose lives feature into this dissertation, Tenzin had the mosticagmimemory of Tibet itself,
since he spent the first five years of his life there. Whaskéd, during our first interview, what
he remembered about the year 1959, he said:

| was so young, you see, about five or six. And it was like whatread — a long crossing
through the mountains, and many people died, some who were travelngswithere are
these lightbulb memories — my eyes open, and it's so cold, becauseer we are and it
was March, when the winds were bad. And then the memory, it g@gs @here’s so much

out there already on this, though.
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Tenzin was right; given that the 50 year anniversary of thesd_ hdprising had just
recently passed, a plethora of accounts were available forcpudriisumption. Few of those
accounts provided much detail about the actual crossing, though. Innaluinterview, we
revisited this question, and Tenzin's response was more particular.

“My daughter, she’s curious now that it's been 50 years, and wants to know.”

“What do you tell her?”

“I'm adding now, | think. Who knows? | tell her people gave me and mgnpaiclothes.
They did. Wool, some hats, too. Yes, people were united with the protéisesmonths before, |
think. But there was this closeness once we gave up our homes. Ilvem@mone consoling
me.”

“What did they say to you?”

“Not much. You know, | read these things that talk about all the vowgpéuple made
to return. Vows they made while crossing. But it was so sildrdre was this warmness in my
stomach | can’t describe. | don’t know how we knew where to go.eTlWwas much confusion.
The feeling went all the way up my spine. Something really unexpected.”

“What does your daughter say when you tell her this?”

“Oh she loves to hear it!” and his face brightened. “All thessa#ns are so interesting
to her.”

| believe Tenzin's elaboration was in part a result of hinlifgemore comfortable
talking to me, however, | also believe that he had not been satisfied with thedoshahe gave
me — there was no particularity, no translation. In another sensehe/ih@lated the second time
was what he told his daughter, what he had translated from his omaorraklife to her ears. To

guote Brodzki one final time: “The charge of translation, as padd on every conceivable
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level, is not to maintain equivalence, level differences, or smoothwdha is missing or flawed.
Rather, its task is to alter linguistic and textual framewbsksdisrupting sameness and injecting
otherness. In doing so, translation graces the intimate and theteltobedying oblivion, stasis,
and death.” (p. 65).

The psychologist Robert Kraft (2006), writing about the oral histoofe$iolocaust
survivors archived at Yale University, finds two levels of repredeon in the testimonies, what
he calls core memory and narrative memory. The account itseliyrites, releases painful
emotion but does not reduce the noxious and essentially unchanged core nidaroating the
traumatic events does not provide meaning to the past suffertnglte memories themselves,”
he notes. “No longer meant to be hidden, memory is meant to be naroa¢eldicate others and
to document the lives of those who were murdered. Translating nesmairiatrocity into
understandable narratives gives meaning to the act of recalling act that formerly provided
only torment” (p 328). Is meaning created in the act of ggflilndeed, | believe it is. In what |
heard from Tenzin, and Kelsang, too, translation was a powerful mogassége, an act of
redefining.

A recurrent figure in my conversations with Kelsang was Kunalpthdriend she left
behind in India. The first two times | spoke with Kelsang, she agalaher departure from India
as a matter of luck: discovering a distant relative had conteett 1S. in the initial resettlement
time period, who wrote to her suggesting that she apply for alvidgéelsang’s account, she
experienced previous stirrings to leave India, but the impetus was the discotlesyrefative.

| was skeptical about such an explanation. All the while, Kunalinvge background, a
nebulous person whom she would rarely detail. However, in our final catigar, the figure of

Kunal became clearer. She described him as “fanatical,” suppeartgroup who advocated the
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practice of Dorje Shugden (described in Chapter One). He refase@et any of her Tibetan
friends (his grandparents had fled Tibet in the early 1960s), and chided hestimtdraveling to
the United States as “blind, stupid faith in following the dictumaafhady leader [the Dalai
Lama).”

“He was just impossible,” she said, exasperated. “I don’'t know lvéhgven spent time
with me. We had all these talks about living together one daytierdhe once came home, so
drunk, laughing about how that would never happen. | was just staying with him ayswAad
then the next day when he was at work | started the paperwork ® @een here. | didn’t say
goodbye.”

“So you never talked to him again?”

“No. What was there to say? One thing was over and another would soon begin.”

Of course, the application process was quite long, and it was sewerdhs before
Kelsang left India. Still, | think the space provided by our intenédowed Kelsang to redefine
her reasons for coming to the United States, reasons which pbd@pse clearer in the act of
telling, the act of translating a memory of personal upheawalamarrated account. The more
Kelsang talked, the more she articulated a clear turning poiherirdecision to leave India.
Though other factors may have — and likely did — contribute to thiside, this particular

memory was revised with a certain degree of distance, altering whe invight of the present.

Silence
Stories indexing experiences of the past do not always find stpnein words for
myriad reasons. With that in mind, | would like to call attention batw see as one of the more

significant mechanisms of the transmission of stories amongjilie¢ans | spoke with: silence.
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Indeed, silence itself may narrate just as much, or more, ofisvirafact narrated by words. In
this case | believe it is necessary to delineate two promwmays in which silence manifested
itself in my interviews. Firstly, the silence that was stee, and secondly, silence that was the
result of familial attitudes.

Some stories resist telling for what | would deem psycholbgiEasons. What can
account for the secretive? The presence of the secretive oftgiesi a psychoanalytic
interpretation. | am thinking of the work of Nicolas Abraham (1994), veaals Freud with an
eye towards transgenerational silences, which are felt bychildren as an unspeakable
catastrophe suffered by the parents, what Abraham terms “tmtoph& The phantom is "a
memory buried without legal burial place” (p. 141), "the gaping wound wipography" (p.
142). It is a creation meant to objectify the gap produced by theealonent, a result of that
which could never be incorporated into memory but nonetheless haunts thefhakmorial
life. Abraham writes, "The concept of the phantom redraws the baesddrpsychopathology
and extends the realm of possibilities for its cure by sugugestie existence within the
individual of a collective psychology comprised of several gemegrstiso that the analyst must
listen for the voices of one generation in the unconscious of anoth&6&p Bracketing off the
therapeutic element of what the authors describe, | want tattatition to the claim about the
ways in which voices of past generations inhabit current ones.alh Ido is point to areas in
which | believe my informants experienced recurrent tension, wheraterview itself became
fraught with noticeable attempts to evade what | was asking e question dealt with a
nebulous area of the past.

One such area dealt with betrayal about activities in Tibdtarate 1950s. In my first

three interviews with Dawa, he claimed to know nothing of his fasnidackground before they



71

arrived in India — he did not know exactly where they lived, or witz fhey worked. However,
in my final interview with Dawa, he speculated about what would happened if the Chinese
had not taken over Tibet.

“You have to wonder...I suppose things would be different, but can thedyhey’'d be
better? For me, no.”

“What do you mean?”

“Nothing, no. What | meant to say is that it was a very haeddéfore and after those
events. My family, they were not treated well. You serve wealthy peadléhat happens.”

“What did they do?”

“I was not there, so | don’t have an account. But the Chinese qairtbey — what's the
word — leveled things. People who were servants got to berate the rich at first.”

| did not ask Dawa if by “people” he meant his parents, thougferred that he did. He
was noticeably uncomfortable for one of the first times, and quickinged the subject.
Afterwards, he talked little of his parents. | believe hisysteas akin to what Abraham (1994)
describes as a memory passed down without being told becaufsgsittoean instance that has
no place for legitimacy in post-1959 Tibetan exile politics. Kedsaoo, related a story to me in
which she lamented how much her grandparents lost in the yeargglegdio 1959. They were
a wealthy family in the Kham region and were among thetéirgeted by the Chinese. They had
showed very little interest in cooperating with Tibetans who waganizing against the
incipient occupation.

“Their home was looted. So much was lost,” she said. “Everybody ldet, dut
particularly them. My parents would tell me that India was bethpared to what they had

before. For everyone, of course. | mean, they were by no means special.”
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A sense of unease arose over any memory that painted “old”ifil@ss than egalitarian
terms. These stories, often regarding financial securitaak thereof, or the seldom discussed
caste system, often came late in my interviews with mymimémts. Dawa used a very accurate
word in this sense — leveling. It was as though exile levelee ttiéferences, compounded with
what McGranahan (2005) describes as a Tibetan Buddhist traditioac® thie authority for the
description of cultural identity in the hands of religious figuresnelg the Dalai Lama.
Invoking such a memory of before was a transgression in the eggsinformants, | felt. To do
so constituted a betrayal they only inherited and would have preferred to ignore.

Accounts of life prior to 1959 were not the only areas of secRehatedly, revelations
regarding financial security also seemed to be an areacoécy. Kelsang, especially, eluded
guestions that revealed anything about her apparent lack of findrstialss. Her distant cousin,
whom she cited earlier as the only contact she had in the 8tageks while living in India, has
resided in Manhattan since the 1980s. He is an important figure \w Y¢ek's Tibetan
community, and from what | gathered, quite wealthy. Kelsang'srigéisnis of where she lived
were particularly obfuscating; | believe her cousin had givertheeapartment she resided in on
the Upper West Side, though she never said this directly. She doetptdten that her job as a
masseuse did not make for easy living, but skirted going into detail about such topics.

In both cases, | believe my participants felt uneasy divertiogn fwhat constitutes a
“typical” Tibetan identity, as though such a diversion would meatraal. This betrayal
shadowed their words with a suggestion of an elsewhere, an other waddimportant to
remember the criteria for initial involvement in the Tibet-UR&Rsettlement Project when it
began some twenty years ago: organizers sought out Tibetansemaawpoverished, as well as

those who had notable education and leadership skills. Vast differeheescterized, and
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continue to characterize, the Tibetan community, though to recograzevéls to step out of
bounds . Kelsang could, and indeed did, allude to this, though mainly through indirection.

It is also necessary to consider the ways in such a phantomgastadithrough silence,
was determined by the use of and particularization of Buddhismyimformants’ lives. One
could describe Tibetan (Vajrayana) Buddhism as a theology of apaopimatihat is, one in
which transcendence is defined through negation. Thus, the placeatibndgecomes central to
much of Buddhist philosophy, materializing in such beliefs as thedaa single narrative of
Vajrayana thought, the emphasis on not grasping onto things and egpsribat are by nature
impermanent, and the illusory essence of all appearances. Misepeto the present work are
the ways in which negation and absence become appropriated fr@udtkist frame encasing
my informants’ lives and applied to issues of remembering.

As | will discuss elsewhere in this work, Dawa saw his own wtaeding of Buddhism
as elementary, noting that while it always existed around himasenever able to participate in
its beliefs and practices as much as he would have liked. In #rs f@lowing his arrival to
New York City, however, he joined up with a meditation group in Qsieenl attempted to fill
in some of the gaps in his knowledge of Buddhism. His attendancedoetdrehe said, not out
of disinterest but out of other commitments. What he seemed towdtiayhim from those
practices (which were Zen-based) was the teacher’'s emspbasiextending the silence that
comes before and after.” Dawa liked this expression and repéasmveral times in our
interviews. He understood it as a means to disentangle oneselstaymg lodged on certain
experiences and emotions. He emphasized that he is almost newessfuicwith such a
practice, but mused how he could have used it elsewhere in his lié®y e discovered his

wife’s affair, when he was forced into somewhat unscrupulous budimesake a living when
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his son was born, and when he was confronted about parts of his fgmagy’ke did not want to
know about. Dawa very much lived with such phantoms, though he sought #thgaéon in
distinctively Buddhist terms.

Kelsang had been educated in Tibetan Buddhism, largely throudarhidy, though she
was guarded about it and played down its influence on her lifeadtlargely bracketed off in
our conversations as an area of no trespassing, though on occasion shéenvakddt as a
means of narrative escape. In the instances described abwas, riiot at all unusual for her to
switch registers on a dime and begin talking about how much vakisaw in the notion of
anatta, central to Buddhist philosophy. Anatta refers to non-sednombsence of “I”; an
individual is merely an unremarkable bundling of sensations, memandsgmotions. Kelsang
was quite taken by this idea and discussed it several times imtetriews. “Therefore you
cannot be too lodged on what happened in the past, on what you were nédrthetee would
say after alluding to her family’s position in Tibet, and repeakadatically, where she had first
learned of anatta and the value it had on her outlook on life. Perhags defensive posturing
on her behalf, though such a psychological explanation may blind the posshmt her
knowledge of Buddhism and participation in it — which was more immense ancbonts, |
believe, than what she said — very much framed her forms of reemerp and storied
transmission. In other words, what | have cautiously referred gop@mntom, was swept up by
clinging to favored Buddhist notions and thereby obscuring what maywiseebe an open
wound.

Finally, it is also worth considering familial attitudes todvailence as those attitudes
played out in my interviews. Only with Tashi did | meet other membé her family; Tenzin

and Kelsang met me at or nearby their places of work; and Disec alone. Had these



75

interviews been conducted in the presence of other family memtiersyhole of this
dissertation would look quite different. | cannot know the specificheirtterplay of silence as
they are manifested in each family’s everyday life. Howelieelieve the act of participating in
an interview with a graduate student who was an outsider to the community spoke \aibonrtes
attitudes towards silence.

Tashi, as | describe later in this chapter, was seen by heardshobsang, as
transgressing just by speaking to me. When | did visit her apatitirfelt like an intruder, and a
possible cause for conflict between them. She adamantly defiatishigproval, and in fact, |
believe that whatever Tashi’s reticence about certain subjexikl have been, that reticence
was negated to a large degree. Similarly, Kelsang demtatsteacertain defiance to typical
Tibetan attitudes regarding the authority of men. The fina fitelsang and | spoke, | met her
outside her apartment on the Upper West Side so we could walkaffee shop nearby. Her
uncle — described in these pages previously — descended the stalierwHe was in his sixties
and well-dressed. Kelsang introduced us and he asked me, somewhdy jokingl had to
bother with “gossipers” when there was a real authority on Tilxet. Kelsang rolled her eyes, |
stumbled some for a response, and then he was off. “Don’t mind $iva,5aid as walked down
the street.

Both Tashi and Kelsang described the change in women’s opportursit@seaof the
most positive features of leaving India. Dawa and Tenzin also gridieechange with a reserved
tone that invited a hermeneutics of suspicion (Josselson, 2004). Both ménmreskéo else in
the Tibetan community | had spoken to. | did not give names; | saidwvoen in the
community had agreed to talk to me. Dawa expressed surprigbehato women agreed to an

interview. When | asked why he was taken aback by this, he bek&tt some and said, “It's
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just because of work issues, you see. The jobs they have...welludtnsyrprised they are so
open, but it's America,” and he laughed some before changingltfect Tenzin’s reaction was
more subdued, noting “That’s very good,” with an agreeableness that beliedia legpticism.
| believe that the attitudes, or rather the defiance, towardscsilas demonstrated by
both Tashi and Kelsang accounted in part for what stories they hawéll,gpass on. Both
women praised the “openness” they had been afforded since comitig tUnited States,
creating what both described as a “much-needed change” in th&relasonships with others.
| am less certain how such loosened attitudes towards silertoe fiantily played out in the case
of Dawa and Tenzin, or even if those men experienced any sort @fechathose attitudes, for
they never spoke of it in our interviews. However, | do believe that titey inherited from
their own families in the way of stories was influenced by sdma¢ typical Tibetan familial
attitudes about what can be said and what should be left unsaid.
Particularly, 1 want to call attention to the role of reverescd is manifested in silence.
In one interview with Tenzin he described his father’s return tasitibet in 1978, the same year
Tenzin completed his studies at an institution in Jharkhand, India. He told me,
It was very different. My father would tell me, “You have to eotpglat 20 years later.” But
he went back to where we lived because not everyone [other rg]diae left. The houses
were dilapidated and the land completely parched, torn apart. [Hedoarsa very long
time.] But | know some of them were still alive, living thereagme: two decades under the
Chinese thumb. What would a day resemble after all that?
| did not pursue the question further. To do so would have been intrusiveguehedi
kind of violation that our relationship was predicated upon. What his sifgvioged to was a

surround that was not to be articulated, a hinterland beyond the arohit @ilk. It was, | think,
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a space of reverence, pointing to a loss — how terrible liflebezome for those who stayed
behind. | do not think his father gave him all the details.

Tenzin spoke not overly much of Buddhism, though his allusions to several Buddhi
texts, and the fact that his job involved the acquisition of Buddhiss,ted well as his
educational training in India in Buddhist philosophy, indicated thatg & part of his life in a
way that it was not clearly a major part of the lives of my other infotsn&le spoke some of the
importance of ethical behavior, which, in certain strains of Buddhisciudes a studied
reverence for that which could lead to fervor (Kapleau, 1965).

To what degree, then, can such reverence be explained as an eBeddbist training
and learning? | do not know, though | do believe Tenzin demonstratedranexdor certain
matters not unlike other Tibetans | met during this project who veaxgonably devout. Indeed,
from the perspective of Zen, language can act as a sort of @algeiting the boundaries of
experience. Silence can be the road back, the means through whichnoremove a cloying
filter (Ueda, 1995). In an instance when language cannot bring care é@perience, one may

approximate it best through silence.

Interlocutory Slippage

| believe that the age difference between Dawa and | accolamtethny of the stories he
told me, and perhaps his agreement to speak with me in the dicst ple is 51 and | am 27, the
same age as his son, a fact he reminded of each time we mepsyidimlogical space we
inhabited during our conversations allowed for what | will calirderlocutory slippage wherein
Dawa was able to address his son, Tsering, vicariously, throughaties ste told me. The

degree to which this happened was small, and it was certaintilenatost salient feature of our
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encounters. Nonetheless, it deserves attention because the lomgavesahe offered in the
interviews about his youth in India were given less as a respomsg ¢juestions and more as a
shared remembrance. In our second meeting, | asked Dawa abd@ngigon from India to
Nepal when he was 16. He said:
Remember, the difference between India and Nepal is the diffebetaeen morning and
mid-morning. My parents were back in India, my brother was back,theas in the school.
But still, so lonely. What do you do when you're 16 in a new country andigot want to
be there? So there was anxiety, but | didn’t know what it was thiaought | was having
heart problems, maybe something wrong with, what are they cdleed¢himbers? But then
one day after exams my father showed up wearing his suit. He wewe a suit. It was my
mother who was very ill on account of heart problems. But | thoulgatl the problems. It
was her! How did | know? I did though, and my father didn’t want to iheRemember how
awful it was, it was, it was like | knew.
Such a mode of speaking concurrently shook me from my position agdngawer. | took his
opening and closing Remember. . — as a directive; indeed, | would attempt to remember
something which bore no resemblance to my own life history, sorgethat | could never in
fact remember but only imagine. He went on:
My father and | went back. A long trip. He told me | was beirfisbefor claiming to know
about my mother’s illness. We didn’t understand each other, you seehé&mdve never
really understood each other again. He was so angry about what had dappesre and all
| was trying to say was that | knew it too. So later, | saw her, sheewasick, it all came on
suddenly. Once when she was in a hospital bed | tried to explaar that | felt sick back in

Nepal because she did too. She nodded, maybe she understood. | don’t know.
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Francesca Cappelletto (2003), whom | refer to in the opening chaptes, that among
the survivors of massacres by German troops in two smallnitaliages during World War I
there is a tendency to place the responsibility for the rexitatf a story on one who did not
experience it, for that person would not be burdened with the traumasublect matter of
Cappelletto’s work contrasts greatly with that of this distiertabut there is commonality to be
found in the theme of shouldering the burden of telling. The slippage Idesegibed above in
my encounters with Dawa took place primarily in those instamcesiich he was telling a story
of great personal difficulty. My position as his interlocutor bezgmrplexing; long silences
filled the space in between the sentences | record abovesesilenwhich he did not seem to be
rehearsing an utterance, but rather he seemed to await mygar@sehe recitation — more than
a vacuous agreement, | imagine. It was something that, in the end, I could not offer.

Loss in the form of a sudden and irreversible change in health walgelat sheme in
every conversation | had with Dawa; his mother, later — and esth émotion — his father, his
wife from breast cancer in the mid-1990s.

“Does your son know about your mother?” | asked.

“Him? No, not much. | mean, | tried to tell him, but what can you ldehad his life
here that he had to adjust to.”

“But he had 12 or so years before he came here. Did you talk albefori¢ then, when
he was younger?”

“Oh, there was too much to do and too much to talk about before then. oies yes,
but not much.”

In the ensuing minutes, Dawa appeared to have switched emoggisiers on a dime.

Perhaps he believed my questioning would become accusatorjeaimself was to blame for
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not telling Tsering about his grandmother. | hoped he would not think so, that e, | felt |
had transgressed some social scientific distance | had long fitgEad of by participating in his
remembrance, even though my participation was just listening. M¥asn fact, defending
himself, predicated on his belief that | thought he should have done Pere&ps, but such is
my (Western) inclination to default to explanations that featlgfensive posturing when an
experience eludes immediate clarity. Concurrently, | was ftlsick by the change in his tone,
from one of animation to one of melancholy and austerity. Perhapsdlippdd back into the
position of his interviewer and felt uneasy sharing a remembrance | could act giére.

Such slippage — and the slippage back to distance — occurred in coomnerséth
others, too. This happened several times with Tashi. The thirdl thene Tashi, we met at her
apartment in early September after her first week of etaas a local community college. She
was exhausted, not exactly in the mood for an interview, but agréedavne forced politeness
to talk for one hour. Despite her exhaustion, she had quite a lot to say that day.

Her husband, Lobsang, was opposed to my presence in the apartmentnddskoald
talk in her kitchen, and Lobsang would sit in the adjacent bedroomhigitback to the wall,
straining to hear. At least twice each time we met ahiBaapartment, Lobsang would call her
into the other room to talk. What they discussed in Tibetan | do not knowhéabnversation
seemed to be acrimonious. When she returned to the kitchen — perhapg tarnspi Tashi
would re-narrate what she had last said with more detailtd®fepleasure in hearing her words,
| sensed.

| do believe that my interviews with Tashi occupied a unique, aleeyt small, place in
her life during the few months we met. Several times, sheghtaip the fact that between her

coursework and taking care of her son, she had almost time &izoegvith her Tibetan friends.
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In fact, she mentioned that she actually talked very little duhiegcourse of her day, and even
less in English. Whether | represented to her some form of a aupassible friend, or simply a
person with whom she could practice English (or a hybrid of ak}htean only speculate. | am
more certain, however, that | was not her only addressee in thoseimoungch she spoke
English. Talking with Tashi, there was not the clear slippageardoective as there was with
Dawa, but there was, | believe, a tendency for her to conflateresemce with an English-
speaking friend to whom she was once close.

The same day in which she related the story of the diffictiéytsad with the student
from China, Tashi also told me about a Queens-born woman whom sheacknmmv well the
year she arrived. The woman, Quinn, ran a daycare not far frolstbeia apartment where
Tashi and her family lived. Dickyi, Tashi’s son, attended the dayftam the time they arrived
in the U.S. until four years ago (he is now 15). The mention of Quimamse sent Lobsang
storming into the other room where he shut the door quite hard.

Tashi explained, “He thinks the women just gossip, so he’d likd lafl no friends, but
that's not what happens here. People talk. People would talk back in towlisBut he can'’t
stand that women can do more of what they want here.”

She went to relate that Quinn was her closest friend duringriseryéar in the U.S., a
friendship that was cut short when Quinn’s husband was relocated fpurgheses of work to
California. In the months since Tashi and | last talked, | have torsee a striking resemblance
between the stories she told me, and the stories she told mdatbe te Quinn. Three chairs
encircled the wooden table we sat at in Tashi's apartment, axaé to imagine Quinn

inhabiting the third chair during those hours Tashi and | talked. A#lutled to in the
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Introduction, Tashi enchanted me for a number of reasons, not thefl¢lasis was how the past
inhabited her present day life.

That | was only the second fluent English speaker with whom Teshiconversed at
length led to, | believe, a certain amount of conflation, a repetdf that first relationship with
Quinn. In this context, | will refer to it as interlocutory slippan that | believe many of Tashi’'s
responses to my questions were less a result of the craetigéresponding, and more a type of
carbon copy of what she had once said to Quinn. However, while the cohighat she said
may have been more or less a direct transposition from a conversation wité fielas | argue
that both Tashi and | mutually engaged in a sort of dialecticalipog that allowed for not only
an occasion for Tashi to repeat a previously told story, but also allowed for atewentzof that
situation. To be critical of my own position interviewing her, | cowdg that such a maneuver
made my job quite easy; by assuming the role of an other, we cliplévgay from the
interview, a mutually agreed upon escape of sorts, into a realm of greatertcomf

One particular instance during our third interview delineates Thashi had just finished
telling me about the benefits she enjoyed here as a womagracedanto India, and how Lobsang
struggled to reconcile with that fact. She went on,

Oh, Quinn and | would have fun. You know, when you get to a new place, a newcdunt
is very easy to be closed off, to go to one market, or onauresit, just see your family. |
mean, that's what we did. That's what so many Tibetans did. Batdeesn't need a break?
| mean, Quinn and | went out once; it was six months aftereatril don’t know the name
of the place but they served martinis, which were new to me. r dexek much. | had had
alcohol before, but who hasn’t? They were very powerful, those drinkdldbsang was so

mad.
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“What happened?” | asked.

“My class had been canceled — a snow day, | think. | was goireet@sinn for tea, but
she suggested we meet elsewhere. | was off the grid, as yo&\sayone thought | was in
class,” Tashi said, laughing. “We had a table near the window,tt@dnow was coming
down...it was a break,” she added, looking a bit lost in the act of recollecting theesagper

“What sticks out in your memory about that afternoon?”

“And Lobsang was so mad,” she said, diverting some from the que$don.can’t do
this,” he’d say. ‘You're a mother.” Oh, you know how he is.” | did notaat fknow this about
Lobsang.

Tashi went on: “The day was so different, just a nice change, you know? You had]. . .wel
| had that lemon flavored drink, and he tortured me about it the whelle. \E&ery time we were
in the market, ‘Tashi, do the lemons smell nice?””

This was not the only instance in which an important memory was yetwe snippets,
snippets that perhaps, on some level, Tashi believed | could fill amnlot, of course, know for
certain whether or not Tashi momentarily conflated my presettbeQuinn’s. However, | do
know that the effect, similar to the effect of being caughDawa’s remembrance, was a
presumed intimacy in which | felt an imperative to extricatgself. At times, | felt capable of
doing so, though in those instances the dubious promise of escape ocguateahbing the
subject, altering the course of conversation, or excusing mysgdf to the bathroom, therefore,
inevitably reconstructing a distance that would again paralyze the interview

*
With Tashi, more than the three other individuals whose storiesiréeatto this

dissertation, | was most often caught. The psychoanalyst Thonten @1099) might call such



84

space an “analytic third” wherein Tashi and | both created and teldadbishared psychological
space so determined by its ability to “capture” the participduatisboth of us were looking out at
the surround, rather than gazing into the interview itself. | do not kmmwto name it. And
while I am inclined to reduce instances of interlocutory slippagaygosition in relation to
Dawa and Tashi, and the few similarities | bore to the petmplehom they may have been
speaking, | believe that there is a larger point to speculate mygards to these stories: their
didactic, shaping features. The function, then, or these stories berttedeto the dynamic of the
interviews themselves, and also indexed a narrative past, presefitffardn my informants’
lives.

An outsider inquisitive about the stories of Tibetans in New York m@ an anomaly,
which calls attention to an important aspect of how storiepassed. To a large extent, telling
was inscribed as a prominent feature of Tibetan identity. Thiasean impetus to tell that often
made my interviews remarkably easy, as though it took velgy ditiaxing to generate answers to
the questions | asked. The passage of stories — whether througtativanssilence, or
interlocutory slippage — occurred with persistent nonchalance. Inwtrds, these stories (both
the ones | heard and the ones | inferred through their absencégebadold before and will
likely be told, in some form, again. | have to understand thesesstar part, as a result of my
own presence as an outsider to the community. In that sense, tlagiticlieatures can be seen
as something of a response to my presence and the expectationt dfrmight take with me
from the community.

In a broader sense, the stories passed down that indexed my anfsrmersonal
histories had a distinct shaping feature. More pointedly, | founddeey for my informants to

summarize, draw a point, a conclusion from their story that transteéhdejuestion | asked. In
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my final conversation with Tenzin we discussed the time he speatt@vel scholarship at a

Southern university, and his decision to return to India. He explained,
So by that time [the scholarship ended] it was 2002, and wha®itithbeing very recent, |
didn’t know how easy it would be to stay in the U.S. Not easy, letlsobest. In Jharkhand
[a library he previously worked at in India], they took me back. Sappened. My wife and
daughter were away. Not far. | would see them each month. Andd couatinue to study
there on the side. | would say that's the most important pacoultl keep doing what | was
doing.

“But how did you come to that decision?” | asked.

“I don’t think it really matters.”

“Maybe not. But I'm just wondering if you wouldn’t mind speculating.”

“The die had been cast, so | can’t go back and figure out why. Do g8U seean, there
are a million reasons why this happened instead of that. Théaisywu do. Oh yes, | had been
away for a long time, but this job was good, it paid well, the fitesn@ere good. That's what
matters. Do you know that? A good job and the opportunity to continue the education.”

Again, the didactic element comes through, a lesson is offere@piBtrihimself of
agency (a discursive move quite contrary to ways in which Tendirx@lained other events in
our previous conversations), he is able to offer a lesson: educatioersndtho was his
addressee? We had talked about education several times befomasnoteits transformative
potential, so | would be hesitant to say he was speaking to mas lasvthough his story, and
other stories from my informants, were permeated with audbrebnsidered sense of reception.
However, | believe that their concern with audience dealt Igsaudience and more with their

imagined audience. All of my informants did ask who would hear t@ids, but that question
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was often posed with curiosity rather than concern. Perhaps nmnanits understood through
their lineage what | only understood through Bakhtin (1981) — the importdrtbe utterance,

and the distinct shaping features that come with it. Bakhtin notethth&adrmation of a person’s
(or group’s) consciousness demands a struggle, one in which aespeskonly refers to

dialogues long past, but anticipates what will be spoken in the fuifiezing rejoinders and

orienting oneself to that time to come.

As | note in the first chapter, Tibetan life histories from 1959 odweave served
something of a correcting purpose — writing one’s story to rightohyi. Having lived without a
country and to a large degree — without citizenship — and shorn of ialéahdure in which
Tibet will resemble a Tibet most of them never knew, the &imet spoke with were aware of
the enormous responsibilities that come with residing in a beswixharacteristic of exile. The
stories looked back, of course, indexing experiences in their owrhisferies. But | must
emphasize the forward-careening nature of these stories, hgwvire framed, thus offering
tools they did not necessarily articulate as tools that would bring them funiare they similarly
did not articulate explicitly.

As Hermann Broch asks ifihe Death of Virgijl “What was the future towards which

remembrance must go?” (in Bowie, 1987, p. xvii)
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CHAPTER THREEHOME

This tone of grieving and loss could not signify nostalgia for a time or please people knew
first-hand (the traditional life of their grandparents was long gone); ratitegrticulated a
longing for a choice they had never had since, like adopted kids, theynwé&ameinhabited the
world whose passing they now lamented, and had therefore never had the freetolonaice or
repudiate it as their fathers had. This was their loss: The inalddigxercise control over their
lives. The discovery that one was chaff blown in the wind of historgatuce of forces that had
swept one’s own world away, and that had carried into another world where one had no place.

- Michael Jackson (2007, p. xvii)

In the passage above, the anthropologist Michael Jackson descréelsentears in the
rehearsal of a band in the Southern Highlands of Papua New Gaitmaying for something
they can never know, wrought with a tenor of sorrow and agency bydtweequality of
adoption that he describes here also materialized in descriptions of home in rmam lives.
Indeed, the question of what home even means is bound up in what one has @dopierited,
and the proverbial distance one has from the event that so aetdrone was “chaff blown in
the wind of history.”

The first time | met Kelsang she barely greeted me affrtré entrance of the hotel
where she worked as a masseuse. | approached her and askesas$ stieo | thought she was.
A mutual acquaintance had set up the interview, and while our onengecbaer email was
polite, the first half hour of your interview was plagued by miutureease. We walked through
Central Park circuitously toward a coffee shop she knew of near her apartnvaiit,raade ever
more brutal by a sharp January wind that inhibited much organizatiomets thoughts. After a
prolonged silence near Sheep’s Meadow she said, “You probably waraviowhat life in exile

is like. That's such an old-fashioned term; and Tibetans areobtiee only exile groups this
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large.” She quickly established the parameters of what wasnme and foregrounded her own
identity as that of an exile, not an immigrant, as she then explained.

She continued before | could respond, “I think it's important to keep in thatdve do
know something about what it's like to be that person,” and she pointechémealess man
leaning on a shopping cart jammed full of recyclables. “Whatevgrdreed to him, it's not fair,
and we know how that is.” Then, in the next breath, she pointed skywdndwonse where she
lived — a high-rise with floor-to-ceiling windows that faced New Jersey.

| was appalled. She compared her own existential plight to thatrmoédn she did not
know who was seemingly without a place to sleep in the dead oérwiPérhaps it was not so
much the comparison itself that perturbed me, but rather her ability to even materitduring
that same interview, | understood Kelsang's status as an axike sort of carte blanche, a
proverbial free ticket that allowed her to shirk certain respoitghil | was further irked by her
initial narrative maneuver to say “We” instead of “l,” asowgh her own well-to-do
circumstances mirrored the brunt of New York’s Tibetan communitgnain point of fact, that
was not so.

At the coffee shop not far from the park, Kelsang went on tocagxphe origin of her
handbag (a gift from her grandmother), and provided a brief accourttevevghe was able to
locate her favorite designer jeans and snow boots. | know littilagbfion and felt aloof
struggling for a response. So it went. She would interrupt my questidnsotations about her
clothes. | believe that what was happening in much of our firstviate was an attempt, by
Kelsang, to establish a position in the way that Bakhtin (1981¢svat the ways in which one
assumes a narrative stance as they engage in dialoguenafltiera She no doubt had financial

means, displaying it, juxtaposing it to what she had come frorhpagh it was a reward for her
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status. All the while, she seemed to be sayiWmy're talking to a real exile, a rarity in this
world. And while | believe that Kelsang's attitude toward being ameewas, in its
showmanship, more of an anomaly than a representative descrigtosefltmet in the Tibetan
community, | also believe that what she, and my other infornsants helped me consider the
complex relationship between exile and this chapter’s theme: home.

*

In the pages that follow, | seek to understand the figurations oé honeach of my
informants’ lives, employing a hermeneutics of faith (Josse®@06) that attempts preserve, as
best as possible, their accounts of what home means. Often by askingprmants what home
meant, or simply through indirection, they would talk at length about their variousptiomseof
home. It is, | believe, important to preserve as best as podsblgtired world of home in their
narrative accounts, which — for me — involved a step back from myconeeption of home as a
dwelling.

In the second part of the chapter, | explore the modes through wiyidnformants
understood home and the narrative mechanisms they used to arfiesetuhderstandings. In
the case of diasporic populations, | do not believe it is enough to knowhomlyhome is
conceived; | believe that such an inquiry must also take into actmwwitthose conceptions
come to be in an interview encounter, how they are produced, and how dukictpns draw
upon several temporalities. In particular, | focus my discussion oasthef impossibilities as a
means of articulating home, the narrative employment of deatldecal, and the difference
between exile as a noun and a verb in relation to home. | concludeaviitief discussion

regarding the narrative creativity that is demanded by such conceptionsaf hom
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Figurations of Home

Kelsang: Roads of Indirection

“There’s not much to explain about it, really,” Kelsang told dwing our second
interview at the same coffee shop on the Upper West Side. “Obvjidukst is home, in Kham
— where my grandparents lived, that's home. But what does it lookWieR does the air smell
like? I don’t know.”

There was, in point of fact, a great deal Kelsang explained Abmé. Her maternal and
paternal grandparents fled with thousands of others in March 1959. Bothréetspaere born
in India in the early 1960s, her mother in Gangtok and her father anaBisala. She did not
know how they met, just that their marriage did not last long; hHberfa- on scholarship to
Cambridge University three years after Kelsang'’s birth +aneEnglish woman whom he later
married.

“Why is Kham home?” | asked.

“My origins are there.”

“But origins go back very far.”

“Very, very far. But at a certain age you pick which origins matter.”

“When did you pick?”

“I wasn’t very old when | decided my father was a prick, $@ad to trace my mother’s
side, which, as far as | know, goes to Kham.”

“What do you think it’s like there?”

“lI don’'t imagine anything. Nothing. It's just a place. I'vees pictures, but | don’t
remember those well. | was young.”

“Do you ever dream about it?”
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“Yes, a lot, in fact. | dream that I'm on this road, alwaygravel road. And | have a
rucksack, but I'm very small and the rucksack overwhelms me.rd&e begins in India and
goes through different mountain passes but gets to Tibet eventually.”

“How far have you made it down the road?”

“Once, quite far. But | had to turn around because my mother has not yet been.”

“Does she tell you to come back?”

“No, she would never do that. She didn’t object to me coming here,” argksheed out
the window, meaning New York.

“What did she think of it — your decision?”

“l think she was happy. She had never been, but it is a parents yednt better things
for their kids.” | was not certain whether we were talking albloeitdream or her decision to live
in New York.

| asked Kelsang whether she would ever go to Tibet in the niese f She said so much
would have to change, possibly even the achievement of complete indepebdéareeshe
could even conceive of it. She then related the story of two Tilrgads in their early twenties
who made it back to Lhasa for the violent 2008 protests. She has serceiteble to reach
them, insisting that they are not dead, but she wondered if thaypaisaned. Such stories very
much served as her frame of reference for delineating wbat Wias — a violent place overrun
by the Chinese where human rights abuses continue sporadicalgn{mely different from my
conception of Tibet when | began this project). Kelsang evenideddnerself as a “product of
what | hear in India about a place | will never see.”

She imagined living in New York for the rest of her life. Bturn to India — a place she

described as rife with joblessness and passive unrest, was unthirftadleould not even bring
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herself to imagine going back to visit. In New York she had aecae a masseuse, an ever-
widening social circle, money, and citizenship — what she calledithpe of a life. It is not
home, though, as she reiterated many times. But such questions boaéehamwhile; she did
not want to speculate overly about what one’s geography implieldivd myself crazy thinking
about all these other possible lives and paths, so | don’t, you see?” | was told more ¢han onc

Yet, just as she broke off my questioning with a sort of fatigieyvould walk. These
walks became a way for Kelsang to narrate her own pers@tahhabout New York. Perhaps it
was an escape from a shared table in the way Tashdésiibed in the Introduction) relied on
physical movement to tell. Perhaps, in another sense, it wasstt@ough which she could
show me where she lived. The chain movie theater where she hatlgjpsévious night, a first
date with a man she worked with at the hotel (a recent immti§x@m the Dominican Republic),
the market where she had long bought certain Indian spices for cookthghe independent
record store where she pointed out an extensive collection of Balm Dyisic, were all noted as
she walked me back to the subway. With each notation of a place wouéd asomddendum
about a person who no longer worked there, someone with whom she hadsientr
acquaintanceship. She rarely understood why they left their jobs.

In my final interview with her, she revisited our previous convemsabout home and
origins since that day marked three years since she had arrived in the U.S.

“And I'm still exhausted, just like then,” she said, laughing saineut comparing the
day of our interview to the day she arrived.

“Is it much different?” | asked.

“No, it is another place, which | know better, but there are still limitad fen she went

on to describe neighborhoods in the city she did not know, and would likety keew. Near
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the end of that interview, she said that maybe by talking anHitigj about where she lives, she
was able to understand what her mother felt growing up in India.

While | did understand Kelsang's exile as both inherited andresti pretentious, |
believe she did experience daily the sort of groundlessness Hssosiated with exile, wherein
the road home — or knowledge of it — is obscured. She so rejected theapplaie in which she
was born, and rejected her own throwness into that place, tlaalinost as though she threw
herself into another place she could not be. And so it was that shehkopains Michael
Jackson describes in the passage that opens this chapter, an incampigtieg of a place she
never knew, a road — or life — she never traversed. Within that mguw@s a sense of pride as
she lived in exile, pride in the term itself rather than theohideading up to that term. Perhaps
for this reason, | felt that more than my any of my other infotsnKelsang understood home as
an abstraction. Perhaps it had to do with her lack of visible roste-had only arrived three
years ago, she had moved from apartment-to-apartment, her one reawealthy uncle, was
described as distant and enamored with his own circumstancesnist recognize my own
attempt to scan her life for such tangible things, or rootedness, kaas that does not fully
account for the ways in which individuals take home to be a negotiableon rather than a

person or a physical place. Hers was akin to a corn maze in which she was desgd egre

Tashi: A Pastoral Place She Cannot Know

What became clear from my first interview with Tashi igttathrough my fourth and
final interview with her was her tendency to narrate dichotanitesl Tibetan and “imitators,”
India and the United States, one course and another one she had¢agesvious year at her

college. | do not believe this amounted to “us versus them” accouany iway; Tashi regularly
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positioned herself on both sides of whatever she was narratingparere was that more true
than her description of rural versus urban in regards to home.

| asked her how her parents came to the decision to leave Talbsd. dsked her how she
and her husband came to the decision to leave India. She described tlesgsramfeboth
decisions as the reluctant movement towards an ever more udawhht she described last
were political circumstances; her accounts were prefaced, inasgnby what one gave up in
moving further and further from “the land.”

“Knowing yourself away from other people is one thing,” she told hasked her to
clarify and she said, “It's like this: my husband and | werpptea when we lived in India. No
good doctors, no good jobs. What can you do? So we come here, and we're acgiunther
and other people all the time. | don’t care about the privacy, but it’s just people,, peaguke.”

“And that is much different from just outside Dharamsala?” | asked.

“No, it isn’'t. But it's just more — you see what | mean? Mdriads to distract you. The
other day Dickyi saw a robin and he didn’t know what it was.”

To be in exile denied her the opportunity to pick. “Where else would vire the United
States?” she would ask. Her question implied that if one wantedwue laedia and work towards
more money, a higher standard of living, and attain citizenshtipeirunited States, New York
became almost an inevitability. She said her family did not ha/entiney to travel elsewhere
on vacation; if they did, they would have returned to India to sedtimband’s family and
Tashi’'s mother. To be in a pastoral space was denied to lesugjgested, and it was quite
possibly something she could never get back to.

“So this is why | come here,” she said to me one day when we spokepark near

where she lived with an expanse of verdant space in front of usoulgg down over that hill,
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the trees make it so you can't see the buildings in Queens, amdnitbdocks the view of
Manhattan. Sometimes I tell my husband I'm still in class when I'm By toere. It is so nice.”

| once lived in the part of Queens where Tashi lives. | had beehis same park
countless times, but never had | noticed how the particular plahdfwe were on obscured the
fact that one was in the city.

“It is all 1 have,” she said lightly. “I mean, | have a fayndnd a nice life and a nice
apartment. But Dickyi will build his forts in the living room Wwiblankets and he always asks
why | don’t want to play. This is a version of a fort.”

And as we walked through the rest of the park, she began to launch intihisgnoé a
happy-go-lucky story of her childhood in India:

It was March, and Mao had been dead a little while. Marchwiees so much hope would
be renewed. For whatever reason there was all this celebmattbe community in India.
That year [1979] we took a trip. We got on a train, my parents and ka went far into the
country, to a small mountain village. | don’t know the name of it. \Beitwent hiking that
day — that | do remember. | was so tired, but my father madeeeegoing because he said
when you get above the tree line you can see so much. And he wad higlday was so
perfect. | had never seen a place without so many people, and | wanted to stay.

“How often did you take those trips?”

“So often, so very often. We would go at least every yearsamtimes more than once
a year. My parents had good jobs. My father taught in a school and thgmamuld sometimes
work in the school, too.”

The conversation shifted to Tibet and the inception of Tashi’'s mdntiéeiaHer first

memory of Tibet was her only one; she had never gone back, nor did she intend to. “We,are he
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in the U.S. now, so we just plan for being here,” she told me. Anddded that it was nice to
dream about, “but it is very far, and if you only think about that, thennyss the rest of the
life.”

For Tashi, Tibet became a less a repository of political diiremd paradise lost, and
more of a pastoral place, like several others, that she couldtaot te and was out of reach.
She became more animated when she talked again about trips thadlshe the countryside
when she was young, adding in her next rendition that her husband aondruetHeir common
ground in idealizing these trips (he spent even more of his youth inptaces, often through
work). The demands and cost of urban life corroded aspects of their marriagegdshe sai

The juxtaposition between rural and urban was not accompanied by an addeindum
traditional and modern, as others writing about cultural divides haws r{@regg, 2007, for
example). Not only was Tibet a pastoral place she could not knowposevére trips to
mountains in India that she liked as a young girl. Tashi could not rberdire particular names
of these villages she would travel to with her parents. She remednbéban places much
clearer. The demarcated roads and street signs, the cosutl@ay maps — these things stayed
with her more in terms of what she could name, where she hadarekesp on. But what Tashi
longed for in her accounts was a place not unlike the swath of grassearby park that allowed
her escape, or what she described as purer air, bereft ofdittethe opportunity to not be seen
by anyone. This place was not Tibet nor was it where shedvisitthdia as much as it was an
idealization of what nature could be and what it could provide. Ligemoimer, it was hard not
to think of the Transcendentalists who placed such importance on wimatllarural space could

offer a person over the course of a life.
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What Tashi seemed to suggest is that such a space could provide anrogyptot
rootedness. She speculated, on occasion, how life would have been different if her andyer famil
could have resided in a more pastoral space, even if that spaocetgide of Tibet, India, or the
United States. She wondered if Dickyi’'s asthma problems would heatecaby now, and once,
she wondered out loud whether her lost son would have enjoyed the opportunitg @Endi
swim in rivers. Tashi, unlike Kelsang, did not indicate that the lfsTibet denied her the
opportunity to have a home; however, like Kelsang, | believe Takha sort of groundlessness
in which she was cast away from that which steld havebuilt upon. It was not even the world
of her parents or grandparents that she longed for, but rather aoivartdch she knew just the

rind.

Tenzin: Long Gone, Then Gone Again

Tenzin's past differed significantly from Kelsang, Tashi, aravB® insofar as Tenzin
could speak with at least a moderate amount of certainty about preFil@59He was a young
boy at the time his family fled — only five years of age — buh&e distinct memories of the
violence leading to the Lhasa Uprising, and distinct memories ofalitesdf. He said he knew
what it meant to lose Tibet and described it as “someone rapungsyster. You are watching
and you can do nothing.” Nowhere in my interviews with other inforsmauatre descriptions of
the late 1950s violence as wrenching as Tenzin’s. He describ&ihiig's decision to leave as
“late” in that thousands of others had already departed. Heveawedighbors shot dead, and
watched his father drag both to refuge underneath the awning of a nearby store.

In 1982 — over 20 years after fleeing — and directly aftesHing his master’s degree, he

went back to Tibet. The return trip was fraught with difficulties. He explained:
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Just getting there was impossible — the number of times | heahfer, the documentation,
what a headache. My father had been several years before ad,lf&enzin, don't go. It's
gone again.” But | didn't listen. | went and it was terrible.dswn Lhasa for two days and |
could not stand it. Butter lamps were not being burned. The platesestihed to be in
lockdown. And then | was for two days in Yangpachen, which is not dan fthasa. My
father had family there. | remembered them. And | knew they &k dead. It was not the
same to go back. How could it be? A Chinese man who lived in the house they usedto live i
insulted me when | was walking near the property. So much headadhe way back. And
| would just encounter more and more Chinese, the worst ones, onaynpuw of Tibet.
“Take it, you have ruined it,” | would think. Maybe | don’t mean that.
| asked how the return trip changed his life in India once he got back to his famdillie
said the effects were significant. First, he took a job aliltn@ry of the university where he had
just finished studying. Until then, Tenzin had held out a faint amouhopé that he would be
able to find employment that would allow both him and his wife tarmetBut that was an
impossibility, he saw. Though he made the return trip alone, it setidif great deal for him and
his wife: they would not ever visit Tibet again, they would staynohid indefinitely, and they
would have a child. He cited the lonely trip back to India as onbeobhly decisive turning
points in his life — one that he was certain he experienced dmaivke moment of change. He
said, “I do remember how it felt, and I'm not just making this umamory. It was this empty,
hollow feeling of something being over. | knew. | knew that the limbo period was over.
And in almost the next breath, he explained how India was not horhad“lo go back
[to Tibet] to know how stripped of everything we were. We made duendia,l but no, |

wouldn’t call that home. Home died.”
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| asked how his return trip to Tibet compared with that ofdtisei’s. He had little to say
on the subject, but speculated that both trips were likely simdaerating his father’'s warning
that he should have never gone back. He went on to make some blatdmaesta about the
desire for men and women to return, claiming that many men hve \eat back to where they
first lived in Tibet to see its actual ruin, whereas many woimne age whom he knew would
never go back. | asked him to speculate why this might be so but he had no ideas.

Tenzin’s decision to relocate to the United States with his ami@ daughter came in
2008 when a job offer from his current place of work materialized.tifiree he had spent in the
U.S. on a scholarship several years earlier buttressed histhalidfdew York would be a good
place to live. Tenzin told me that he saw opportunities to make mohiej Wwad never been
presented to him before. He added that he does not want to consider asotley only
motivating factor:

And then there’s my daughter. She is in college now, and it ieqsser if we live over here.
She grows up here, gets educated here, and then she can do what shdlar@nthoices
than | or my wife had. So there’s that. One day maybe wemaNe again, when my
daughter is older. Retire somewhere. | don’t know where. | like &. gt we are not stuck
just here, or anywhere.

What came across as particularly important for Tenzin waace where he could earn
citizenship. He expressed frustration at the government-in-xildiscouraging Tibetans from
adopting Indian citizenship, as many have, a frustration that wagdtaneously directed at
Indian bureaucracy.

“This is more important than feeling at home,” he said, exatguerd can't tell you how

many times I've lost a job, or jumped through hoops, because | hadizenship. It's like |
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have to prove that | exist sometimes. I've been working my whiglednd in India, | couldn’t
get citizenship until my last years there. Traveling was a nightmard. d&hgou do?”
Citizenship became the issue Tenzin was most impassioned abeas la lack of
citizenship that kept him in the same job for so many yearalfeupt change from his earlier
explanation about staying at the library in Jharkhand out of logaltly comfort). Such a lack
drew his ire the same way descriptions of the Lhasa UprdithgAnd then he would, just as
abruptly, change the subject. In the absence of rootedness wassaofothe means through
which one could move. A good job, a good education, a place where one caanldiatnship
— these were the things that developed as mattering a gadabdam, almost to a point — |

sensed — of replacing home all together.

Dawa: A Labor

Dawa, in contrast, did not replace the notion of home at all. Tothiras a labor, a thing
that was created by him and those whom he loved, regardlesseoatichplace. Listening to
Dawa, | was quickly reminded of the clichéd adbigene is where the heart i©nly with Dawa
was | afforded a physical description of a house. His idyliary of 1983 through 1995 took
place in a two bedroom flat on the outskirts of Dharamsala. Ttleekitwas fully tiled and quite
large, allowing him ample room to develop his culinary skills, analeohy wrapped around the
corner of the house outside an upstairs living room. Less than a mile away wdsethe Tenter
of Sidhbari, but as soon as Dawa’s description wandered from the houssulte quickly
return to it and continue its description in extraordinary detail.

He paid such detail to the physical description of that hous#t bB$ though | could

imagine it. Concurrently, | could not help but compare it to the newsgegem table, the
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unkempt kitchen, and the cigarette-stained walls around me. He waardadhat home meant
something you have labored at, but where he lived at the moment dabkad be the result of
labor. He explained that his parents had instilled in him a kbbléfhome was something one
constructed and not something that was given. His father, who dil$ @s many Tibetans new

to India in the 1960s did, also had a hand in the physical construction of the house Dawa grew
in.

However, the Tibet his parents knew was not what he describdtbras. Dawa
explained to me:

| am straightforward about that. | didn’t grow up there, so | aaake it mine. | can imagine
it and read all the books, and if you're Tibetan you should. But everyahilveants to go at
some point. Maybe when I'm very old | will get there somehow. Simdeange. | never
thought when | was young | would be living in New York and here | aam bkettled for the
most part.

“Can you ever imagine a time when you will think differently?” | askexal. hi

“Oh, no. If my son wants me to move near him, then | will think difiely. But things
are how they are.”

Family remained the proverbial crux of his life, even in iseace, something he could
rebuild — to a degree — one day if circumstances permitted. Baleacription of his family
brought this to mind. The circumstances of the world were so affamst him, he seemed to
imply. His wife and son were the only ones “on my team,” Daaid. sAnd indeed, how he
described the first decade of his marriage and of his soa’sd#ffirmed this. He mustered the

strength to get through a number of difficult years at his jobbain& in India with his family’s
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support; the death of his own parents would have been “forever debilitanegtwmot for what |
came home to.”

But with his wife’s terminal diagnosis of breast cancer in 199& laer subsequent
decision to leave him for an English man she had met through work,a$goca space of the
family that Christou (2006) writes about folded. “It was my ownsier of 1959,” he said,
somewhat embarrassed to have made the comparison. “All of a suddeassgene from my
life. Still alive, but | could not be with her. | was floating, hardlive. At the beginning of one
month we started fighting, and by the end of the month, she had movetkeudhat,” and he
snapped his fingers. Dawa still could not pinpoint what exactly westigvin their marriage. He
and his wife, Dia, met through each other’s parents. The mamiag@ot arranged but strongly
encouraged. By its conclusion, Dawa could not shake his belief thatustténave not loved him
completely if she did not want to spend her final days with him.

| went on to ask how his son reacted to the news of her healtto ahd news of their
separation. Dawa said, “He was eleven or so — the worst aggsao happen. In India we say
that if a parent must go away, he or she has to do it earlyls@rtbe child will have trouble
later.” Tsering, Dawa’s son, and Dawa maintained a closearetaip in the final year in India
(the boy lived with his mother part of the time). In 1996, Dawa ads to locate a sponsor in
the United States through his job at a bank who would help him estaliishn New York. His
explanation of how he went from mourning his late wife to moving totier side of the world
is particularly foggy. He said:

| don’t know how it happened. Each day was a daze [after she dietBw a man at work.

He said his relative was in the business of sponsoring Tibetans aritedvto come to the



103

United States. | hadn’t given it thought before, but | was floafiihg. hinges had come off

the door. For Tsering, too. My parents had died. We could go anywhere at the end of the day.

“The thought of going to New York had never once occurred to you?” | asked.

“No, not that | remember. Perhaps it had. | know that the month after my wife et |
to a brothel. | had never been but someone made me go. She had been to New York.”

“What did she say about it?”

“She said it's where a lot of people were going. | had heardShes also said it was hard
to get jobs there, and it was expensive. | paid her just to talk to me.”

“So why did you end up going?”

“It's not easy. I'm not sure. It's never too late to start over, | guagas only about 40 at
the time.” | asked him if his son felt the same.

“I don’t know how he felt, but he did not fight about it. A few years ago a tidal veemke t
away villages near different parts of the Indian Ocean. | know gmuople there, some who

survived. It is like that. What can you do?”

Modes and Mechanisms of Understanding

Impossibilities

As Hu Ping (2005) has written, the experience of exile is rootexliffiering for one’s
ideals. The qualifying characteristic that defines an eRileg argues, is a continued devotion to
what may very well be an impossibility — returning to the ptheg have had to leave out of fear
of persecution. For Ping, the difference between an exile and iamhigs primarily
psychological: the former resides in a certain groundlessiiessfelt liminal between one

country and another; whereas the latter undergoes a self-negatepting that one’s homeland
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forever resides in thdefore and not the now. Salman Akhtar (1999) suggests that the
consequences are quite far reaching in either case. With theeexpeof exile comes a process
of incomplete mourning — the rites of farewell may never haen lrarried out, survivor’s guilt
may linger. Immigrants experience a more complete nost#lgt#ar argues, investing slightly

in a future return — if only through burial, for example — but creatmgheir present
surroundings vestiges of their homeland.

Again, | do not want to employ generational terms that do no map ontofongnants’
experiences, but | do want to call attention to the role of impassibiin the ways Kelsang and
Tashi — the younger of my informants — narrated their accounts of.hHbaséi’'s described
process of coming into consciousness occurred during the 1980s when thergevianent shift
in terms of international recognition of Tibet’s situation. Sheemafrered when the Tibet — U.S.
Resettlement Project took route, and the flood of family friends wdntted to leave. In other
words, with renewed hope about the culture’s future came, for Thshgréation of a horizon
that denoted an impossibility. This paradox deserves some explaining.

“My parents thought, so | thought too, that Tibet had been takegofmd. Oh yes, we
stayed hopeful, but the situation was closed in a way. Then, pebatewid us starting getting
hopeful again. ‘Maybe China will back down, maybe we can go back,’ it tiwag would say,”
she explained during our third interview.

“How did you feel when you heard this?” | asked.

“Frightened, terribly frightened. | could not imagine what it would be likeotbagk, and
maybe it would be horrible.”

What Tashi's account points to intersects with Akhtar's (1999) corhnabout

incomplete mourning. Was she worried that by going back her mourning would be corhplete, t
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the change it would demand would again irrevocably shift the provepmahd on which she
had a life? She could romanticize Tibet, and what’s more — romanticize theappkioes she so
loved — but in returning to them she would be confronted with the patysibat the dream did
not match the reality.

It is also worth considering the role of the dream itself.al$ wot at all uncommon in my
interviews with Tashi for her to evade a question by referong tecent dream she had. These
dreams were often of idyllic, rustic scenes abound with rimedsmountains. The descriptions
bore a certain resemblance to Tashi's own description of therglptaces she would go with
her own family during her youth in India. And to a degree, they also coalescedhaitisive had
speculated about the physicality of Tibet.

Kelsang spoke too of the impossibility of ever knowing what home Wathin her
narrative account was a fatalism; it was not so much thatashd not get home, it was more
that home did not exist. It was an abstraction, and by gesturingd®wahe could solidify what
it meant to live in exile. Her fatalism took the form of désag places she would never know
and comparing that lack of knowledge to what her mother must hawgrdgling up in India.
The hypothetical questions | raised with her — What if you warengthe opportunity to visit
Tibet? If the circumstances for your travel were met, wiaild stop you from going? — were
met with shrugs. She did not, or could not, allow herself to speculate.

Kelsang also dreamt, recurrently about the gravel road thaiviedthe Himalayas to
Tibet, as | mentioned above. The dream bore a resemblance to whadsisaid about her
mother’'s own failed trips to Tibet. For both women, their own narratimeeuvers in tandem

with my questioning led to a consideration of the role of dreamingtamdlationship to home.
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Was dreaming their marrow of home? Not quite. But | do beliewgag another means of
delineating the impossibility of what home meant.

| was struck by the ways in which both women imbued the dream tinét power to
prophesize. The notion | put forth to them that their dreams werepsephaducts of the past — a
tendency | have to recognize as one of originology — was somethindpakie negated. These
dreams, they told me, pointed to people they did not yet meet or places they hetdbeany but
maybe one day, the subject(s) of their dreams would materidh this way, dreams were
composed of theot yet rather than théas beensStill, | am not certain that Tashi and Kelsang
took these dreams to be crystallizations of a time or placeme,cbut rather as acts that pointed
to future impossibilities rather than those of the past. In halidm, Tashi believed that she
would never get back to a pastoral place. Kelsang also seenbetidve that she would never
get to Tibet. It is also interesting to note that while Tasiti Kelsang ascribed a certain amount
of importance to what they dreamt in regards to home, Dawa arminTéid not. Both men said
that they had very few dreams, and if they did, they struggleehtember details. Certainly no
dreams they had dealt with what they called home. | am not teambllapse these differences
into sweeping, gender-specific generalizations, for while suchrelifées may be partially
accounted for ways in which Tibetan men and women are encouragefnto heme, | believe
they speak more to differences in one’s autographical experiences.

Deserving of further comment is the temporality of the drdaeif] or rather the dream
account, since it was what | had access to. There was adertalessness to what both Tashi
and Kelsang described. Tashi’'s elaborations of an unnamed pasta@l vdas devoid of
seasons, night, and anything except temperate weather in thevagrikelsang’'s description of

the road to Tibet was always peopleless and dim up ahead. Although guictods bore a
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photographic quality, they also seemed to stand outside space andntifaet, both women
discussed the difficulty “recovering” from these recurring drgaimat is, the dreams themselves
induced a sort of exhaustion, an exhaustion Tashi equated with a lpn§he, and Kelsang,
too, clearly felt the effects of the dreams spatio-tempygralita way | had never heard another
person describe the aftermath of a dream. This temporality eves deasemblance to the
milam bardo of sleep and dream which is described in Tibetan Budebtist A bardo state is a
betwixt, an in between, an opportunity through which one can expersancalled “direct
reality” shorn of projections and obfuscations with the hopes of ingetitimse experiences in
day to day life. Movement through various bardo states helps pull onalttvediberation from
cyclical existence (Sambhava, 1994). In Tibetan Buddhism in particlrizam yoga is often
taught and practiced as a form through which one can achiededigaming and graduate to
greater awareness, though | do not believe Kelsang nor Tashi engaged withcthus.pra

Texts authored by religious figures in Buddhist communities have Heltgdreams in
high importance, as Young (1995) notes in her study of Buddhist dreamrynaagk practice.
Sacred biographies and autobiographies often placed the dream atia fuentext where there
was a dramatic shift in action, and other times dreams wedetosenderscore the inevitability
of coming events. Young writes that the dream was often empdaas important to the
spiritual development of the author, and distinctions were often madedret'seeing” and
“having” a dream; the former referred to an experience @reat origin, a gift of sorts, whereas
the latter was underscored by a more creative element.

Young's focus is somewhat divorced from that of the present work, butohements
about the experience of the dream itself merit attention. Asdritbe elsewhere in this work,

neither Kelsang nor Tashi talked much of how Buddhism materializettheir own lives.
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Kelsang began meditative practice not long after moving to Newk following the
encouragement of her uncle, and was content to leave her commitrties, avhereas Tashi’s
use of Buddhism was less clear to me. Iconography indicative oVajrayana tradition of
Buddhism was spread throughout her apartment, and popularized photograpH3addithama
hung on the walls. While both women no doubt appropriated elements of varauns sif
Buddhism into their daily lives, | was taken aback by the degresghich they “saw” their
dreams, coinciding with the very religious connotation Young (1995) pointsdo.esphasized
in Young’s account is that the dream utilizes six senses (the mind counting asitheAsisuch,
dreams of particular importance often have strong sensory gsialdie observation that
resonates with what both Tashi and Kelsang described: the ahedirth, picking up dirt or
water and letting it run through their fingers, the sonar-likense that can come with being
outside by oneself. And as | mentioned above, Tashi and Kelsang negatesmhnment that
perhaps their dreams were rooted in experiences of the pastvétpweth women returned to
the issue moments later. Tashi noted, “It couldn’t come from thépaatise | saw it — the place
— as one sees an opening in the woods. It's there, given, and new.”

Kelsang found it curious that | would think her recurring dream wagpéay of
something in the past. “Did you ever take communion when you were little?” slie aske

“l did once,” | told her. “| remember the bread was stale. & i last time | was in a
church, I think. Why?”

“The man up there, the priest, he gave you the bread and the wirias $ke that in a
way with the dream you keep asking me about. It's there and you take it.”

The role of the dream underscores the degree to which eriiengaison one in another

time and place. So often, that time and place is thought to be tthewtaioh they lost, an
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elsewhere that is inevitably to the past. But | would arguethieaprolonged experience of exile
changes that insofar as the progeny of those who were the first exikedrig their imagination
to know what is lost. Akhtar (1999) writes that being an exile mesres cannot mourn
completely, and while that may be true, iespeciallytrue in the case of those who inherit that
status of exile, for they do not — and cannot — know fully what wagddsegin with. Shorn of
the experiences that have so determined their ontological steysre consigned to a time and
place to come that by all means will likely never come. Timay hear, through stories or
indirection, what is was like to be uprooted, but Tashi, Dawa, TenzirKelsdng for the most
part entered into that uprootedness in the midst of it. And perhaigsthiat fact that so
complicates the sociological terms of generation: some knewhérgl-what was lost, and for

others it is an impossibility.

“Redolence of Ash”

“When | saw what the old house looked like, it was still standingpaog@le were there,
but in my nose was a redolence of ash. Perhaps | am imagififgniin said in his elaboration
of a return visit to Yangpachen. He had been filled with some walyaraldhood nostalgia for
the place where he spent the first five years of his lifejrbaeeing the physical destruction of
that place, nostalgia ceased and home became concretized. Miatlesdn] (1995) suggests
home is created once one leaves, it is an elsewhere known onfieatioa. Tenzin returned to
that elsewhere, a place of which he had slight memories and anecdotes told tdsrpdrgnts.
Perhaps in Tenzin's case, home was created once he went backvahdestroyed. Extended
family there had long been dead - there was no ground on which hisriaetife could

continue. It was as though home became an elsewhere once it was shrouded in death.and decay
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Dawa narrated a similar account. The labor of building a honte st wife and child
began to be characterized by decay once she fell ill and teftdrianother man. He described
how in the year of her illness numerous repairs needed to betond@ehouse, repairs he could
not afford. During the precipitous season, rain slaked in through the Modd developed in
various corners of the kitchen. The house itself became a siteayf, deplace he did not want to
be.

Dawa, like Tenzin, is currently in his 50s, approximately tieocades older than Tashi
and Kelsang. They lived through much of the development of the exilengoity and knew,
from afar, much of what happened during the half century of Chinesgpattn in Tibet. |
believe the thoroughness through which they experienced and understoodaggilthem an
ability to concretize home that | did not see in the accounts of @andH elsang. Put differently,
Tenzin and Dawa felt the immediacy of collective loss, its sym# disorganization and
upheaval, and in that loss there was something concrete to long for.

That is not to say that the country of Tibet was home to thmese for what becomes
clear here is the fluidity of the term home. While it may beoepassed under the loss of Tibet
proper, for both Tenzin and Dawa, it became a term intimatelydidte death of loved ones. In
fact, | would argue that home became concretized once it wasakghough its ash hue
varnished that part of their lives for good. And while home bedamed in their narrative
accounts to death, it is also important to remember the degrdedo #s loss enabled a sort of
freedom. No longer with a singular place and time as ¢néripetal force in their lives, Tenzin
and Dawa were free to craft new meanings of home, free talljteand figuratively move
through in the world in a way they had not before. Tenzin’s description of returnimdjacafter

his 1982 visit to Tibet enabled him to set down roots — take a job, buysa,Hwave a child. The
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death of Dawa’s wife in 1995 set him and his son off for the Uritiadles. What both men
seemed to suggest was the tepidness with which they appdaheheorld after the loss of what
they took to be home. Dawa put it as follows:

| was called when she was sick. | was not there when she digds $ough. | got there late,

and the Englishman was there. | didn’t want to see him. But é@taythe room with her for

a few minutes. Then | walked outside the room, pushed open some doorghthe the

hospital was so blinding and | was so sad. So sad. In some way hthaoughing could

happen now.

| am weary to locate turning points in an other’s life, but theoaats of Dawa and
Tenzin do seem to point towards instances wherein there was ficaignshift in the openness
of their worlds. Tenzin would never go back to Lhasa or Yangpachen; agzat would be the
purpose in doing so? Dawa had to flee, he felt. His exile transtbfrom overly political to
overly personal. Whether or not these men would locate a home agasn queestion similarly
left open. One thing was certain: New York was not what theyttmble home. Tenzin had just
been here a handful of years and was still getting settled, in his own words.Haang resided
in the city for a decade and a half but shorn of family, also didaket his current residence as
home.
These accounts open up the relationship between home and its cotenettr@ugh

death and decay. Once gone, the loss of home permits a freedom in thovugh the world, a
freedom that is concurrently restrained and keeps home itself, in theserbuebeing replaced.
Tenzin touched on this in our final interview when he described hisotripbet in the 1980s,

and then subsequent trips elsewhere in the world in the years afterwards:
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It's hard to remember what my feelings were on the tripethiglaybe | was hopeful, but |
don’t know. And I think | probably felt the same way at other timnesy life. Like | don’t
know what’s next. When | was on scholarship to the U.S., a placendvad been before, or
when | came here to look for a job, or elsewhere in India when tchadrk away from my
family. The sort of being alone feeling. Do you know? Some dreade $rappiness. You
just keep walking.

Is home, then, what happens just once, only to transform into a mode of emvémat is

endlessly forward-moving and never stops?

Exile as Noun and Verb

Whether or not exile was treated as a noun or a verb had to dogvehekith one’s
placement in the socio-economic matrix. It is often neglectddtibecriteria for initial selection
within New York’s Tibetan population was resettlement began was divide two categories:
those with demonstrable leadership abilities, who were often afisagn financial means, and
those who were impoverished. None of my informants came to the (Btdeebs during that first
phase of resettlement in the early 1990s, however, those disparitiek lmieve — continue to
cast a perceptible shadow that is rarely discussed within the commuality its

There is, at times, a unique sense of privilege is being abtaltmneself an exile,
imbued with possibilities for resistance and freedom, evidencededebrated by a number of
writers in the twentieth century. It is a term that is oftether defined by its lack of synonymy
to immigration. In the case of Tibet, however, primacy is givethéoterm exile rather than
immigration because it implies a type of thrownness, a violeragy Tibetans equate with their

experience as well as their continued involvement from afahenongoing political turmoil
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between Tibet and China. Since the creation of the Tibetan governm&fmtarmasala, built
largely by those belonging to what was considered the upper, rudisg id Tibet prior to 1959,
exile has been the preeminent experiential marker (Powers, 2004nmoidesn history of Tibet
is indeed written as the history of exile, both in an overwhelmingoeurof personal accounts
and the more “objective” records of history.

Akhtar (1999), noted in the preceding pages, acknowledged the degre&ido w
psychological investment determines the difference betweiag lb@ immigrant and being an
exile. All of my informants tended towards the term exile, boélleve in how they used the
term there were socio-economic reflections. Those | encountetiedignificant means (and |
speak here not only of the four individuals who are at the centersalifisertation but the dozen
other Tibetans | met and conversed with in the process) did nottédsigpeak both personally
and collectively as an exile. It was a noun — a status to be pfowdmething that one has
earned, even if just by birth. Kelsang exemplified this basselveral of my interviews with her
she positioned herself as someone who could speak to what it meaetitodxile. She had a
good job, and from what | could tell, lived a very comfortable lifenZin, too, lived
comfortably, traveled regularly, had been all over the worldahlarship, and did not hesitate
to explain what the responsibilities of an exile were: educatienattainment of citizenship, and
political involvement in some form. For both Tenzin and Kelsang, honse nea especially
concrete. It was something that had been lost, but both of them hadItyiféirticulating what it
was that had been lost. Does this tie at all to their statbsinog an exile? Does claiming one’s
status as an exile negate home all together, replacing it fully? Penaapsgo.

This was not so much the case with individuals who, from what | celijdited more

modest lifestyles or who were struggling financially. Tashd Dawa rarely invoked the term



114

exile. They did once or twice, but both individuals used the phrase “to be in exile"thath€to
be an exile.” | believe that on one level, the concerns of evetifday making rent, working,
childcare — were far more important than outlining the respongkildf a somewhat nebulous
term. But | also sensed that both Tashi and Dawa were uncomfosiétlie term itself. They,
unlike Tenzin and Kelsang, did not speak of the “government-in-exiletaibéer the Tibetan
government. They did not speak overly of being ambassadors for Tihdtare gn New York
City. One could argue that their conceptions of home were justlagons as Tenzin’s and
Kelsang’s, and while that may be so, Tashi and Dawa carriédthen the tragedy of living in
exile and seemingly not benefiting fully from what it caroedf possibilities for resistance and
action. What they suffered in exile had not been converted into whainTamz Kelsang used
exile for — a platform through which they could move through the wonid ta a degree, ward
off some of the effects of throwness, a platform which was iindeermined by their financial
security.

The differences here might seem minute, but | believe they spdadth the economic
complexities of New York City’s Tibetan community as welklaes larger issue of how financial
stability informs one’s status as an exile. In one sense,idgidity in its broad scope can flatten
generational differences all together, as | believe is #s® avith Tibet. In another sense, |
believe financial security ensures that one can remain aa dedipite the passage of time. This
developmental issue deserves some attention.

Kelsang spoke of her own birth as the “birth of an exile.” She nseet without, she
told me, until she came to New York and tried to subsist without tipeofi@ wealthy relative,
an endeavor that failed and resulted in a certain dependency, sitteddmour final interview,

on that relative. Tenzin worked hard, traveled regularly on scholarstdmaaratively situated
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himself among students who were “outsiders” when he was at variotersities in both India
and the United States. In both accounts, a level of financial seseeimed to guarantee the
noun status of exile in their lives. In other words, they were neveaxiles, nor would they ever
cease being exiles. But the situation was noticeably diffdogntashi and Dawa. Born into
families who struggled like many others in the Tibetan settsnaround Dharamsala, and
suffering the deaths and ill health of loved ones, their reessusere scarce. They emphasized
the importance of sponsors in their settlement in New York (spomser®ften needed for
Tibetans to live in the United States; neither Tenzin nor Kelspoge about this). Tashi and
Dawa also spoke with less certainty about the future; they intetodsthy in New York, |
sensed, but they were uneasy forecasting too far into the futureh&dtmonth-to-month leases
on the apartments they rented, they told me in our later interviews.

*

Never have | found Michael Jackson’s (1995) critique of modern timem asa of
uprootedness as true as | did in the accounts of Kelsang, Tashi,TamtiDawa. To go away is
a multifarious act that can suggest a geographic departwlepature from one’s self, an
irredeemable loss, or time’s inevitable passing, among a hosh@f meanings that are implied
when one is gone (a verb which itself is quite fluid) from theelhey once were. Far from
limiting the term home to a sort of dwelling, these individualries underscore the
malleability of the term and the creativity — whether throudgabar, through a dream, through
citizenship — inherent in what home is and what it means.

In one sense, the creativity with which they narrated home mustderstood in terms
of my questioning, insistent at times, that they explore the petiongaf what the term meant.

This way, the creativity | ascribe here was, in part, promptechy questioning. However, in
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another sense, the uprootedness which my informants both inherited andreguiedemanded
that their own narrative accounts of home involve a deep engagemergobiatien, one that
will likely continue to shift with distance and history. Home, d@sd and creation, also has to be
understood as a pillar of any inquiry into lives forced into diaspbad both experience
expulsion or persecution and inherit it. Above all, these stories underdoernecessity of
inquiring into the narrative modes through which home comes to fruitltms, home may even
be understood as a central tension in narrative creation, a guidaggvitich leads stories in
myriad directions.

| believe it is useful to close with a consideration of one of thagetions in particular:
the return home. While | have spoken some of the prospect of returfusmetioned in my
informants’ accounts, | must emphasize the degree to which homamied by the prospect or
negation of the return itself. For numerous diasporic populations in the, W return may be
marked as an impossibility, the space of imaginative play, aimderain tangible reach, among
many other possibilities. Palestinians, for instance, have givemeterform to their hopes for a
time when they will return in the shape of a participatoryim&-campaign featuring brief notes
that complete the prompt: “When | return to Palestine, | will' Postings run the gamut from
the intention to work with orphaned children whose parents died forathse of liberation, to
exchanging email addresses for opportunities teaching Englisittibgy under olive trees and
breathing in the spirit of their parents’ youth. The overwhelmaspaonse to the website seems
to meet the objective of binding together past, present, and future, damamali participants
engage, if only speculatively, with a time that will be otAdre Palestinian right of return, the

principle claiming that Palestinian refugees and their descentant a right to return to the
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property they or their forbears left as a result of the eveht$948 and 1967, becomes
particularized through engagement with this project.

To my knowledge, there is no equivalent project that has taken sh@geeian-created
online communities. As | will discuss in the following chapter, ynaammunity organizations
may serve something of a parallel function insofar as those organgaire often responsible
for creating idealizations of Tibet. During the time | sp@antarious Tibet-led organizations in
Manhattan and Queens, | was regularly given Indian newspapehart tthrough while |
waited, or selected issues of Tibetan intellectual journals. Htkgoa of these documents gave
the impression of committed political engagement, a near maimolibdaramsala wherein one
could readily imagine what was happening “over there.” Implitimany of these documents
was a vague sense of return. If certain circumstances wareatesce — if the Chinese eased
their hard-line approach, if there was a more focused internatcmmamunity working for
Tibetan interests — the prospect of a return could be actualized.

My informants had very little interest in such documents, prefgrtm maintain
understandings of home based more on memory and less on the minutigeeinf events. In
other words, the ever-changing yet little-changing politiaatiscape did not alter their opinions
about a possible return. Tashi reiterated that any return wouldrbtura to India and the
pastoral places she knew as a child. When | asked Dawa whaingturould look like in his
mind, he spoke quickly of perhaps seeing the house he lived in for 2w his wife and
child on the outskirts of Dharamsala. Tenzin was uninterested tara snce his upsetting visit
some 30 years ago. For each of them, any return — whether taomtlibet proper — would be
brief. Nothing, they seemed to say, would come of it other than tbalizigtion of a particular

place that was lodged in their memory.
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As Kelsang noted in our final interview, “It's odd. We have becemgood at creating a
new Tibet for ourselves based on what we think mirrored old TibetmBAybe what we have is
more of a palimpsest — like when some new text or painting ieglacer the old one and we
think the new one is in fact the old one.” Her metaphor stayed wathHar vague hope of a
return was in fact a return to a figment and not an actualitypmigtbecause she never knew
Tibet itself, but because — in her own rendering — what she longedatothe overlay. | was
taken aback by her searing honesty about the matter. A reh@rseemed to suggest, would
confirm whatever lost or found Shangri-La she wanted it to.

And yet, threaded through these notions of return were decidedly if pbtitnBuddhist
echoes. After | asked Dawa to speculate some about a hypothdical India during our final
interview — a trip he saw as highly unlikely — he immediatélgnged gears and began to talk
about his lack of Buddhist knowledge. “What | know,” he said, “is whiiioms of other people
know because it's popular. The major points.” Without my prodding he heglitabout this in
previous interviews, emphasizing his surprise that very little ‘$tadk” with him regarding
Buddhist teachings.

“I do like the idea of another,” he said.

“Another what?” | asked.

“Returning as another, you know? You asked me about going back there, {dutdia
can’t imagine doing that. I'm getting too old, too frail. But perhepanother time, after this
life.”

“In the next life you would return there?”

“Yes, that's it. Sometimes | imagine myself as a singlawv flying over Tianshushai

lake in Tibet, in the southwestern part.”
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“Have you been there before?”

“No, never, but | think | would like to.”

“What would it be like there?”

“Just a simple lake, you know. Wide with some white caps if it wiasly. And beyond
there would be dozens of hills that make a lot of v-shapes. A nice place for a crow.”

“Have you dreamt about this?”

“No, not once. | just picture it.”

Dawa excused himself to retrieve some crackers and whenturee@ we changed
subjects. His visualization of a next life was not especsdicific; the mountains and lake he
offered in his description fit many pastoral places. | was lesskdbguthese images than by what
he sketched out as a next life when he found another form.slevem unclear whether what he

believed would constitute a return home. Returning seemed paramount to returning home.
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CHAPTER FOURACTION
Even before the story begins, you endure
a hundred subtractions not accounted for
in this turning: a grimness coming down
that doesn’'t answer to your name, and wayward
urgencies of memory that have you stupefied,
engrossed. I'm thinking you don’t know
how much. What do you know of it,
your spectral, green, small icehouse wound,
and under it, the wounds of others, owned
by a line of hominids with lips compressed,
concealing mossy teeth, and in the DNA,
a quiver of time defying ecstasies and ailments
gone underground for thirteen generations,
like cicadas, only to surface in you?

-Mark Nickels (2000, p. 86)

The library was dark the final day Tenzin and | spoke. Rows pfyeahelves — emptied
on account of the library’s remodelization — encircled the long woalde tve sat at just as we
had during the previous three interviews. He opened the window aftercotipdoyees left so he
could smoke. | smoked too though | normally do not. He eyes were evebloodshot and the
light was especially variegated given that it was the shbday in the calendrical year. Without
much prompting, he launched into a story about his daughter’s frossgrat a local community
college:

She could have gone to Brown [University]. | know this. All A’s befaso bright, and a
good cellist. She applied one year ago and theydaiBut a Chinese girl in her class —
grades not so good, but this background of privilege — she gets in! My daogaterShe

never does. | did too, though alone. Aren’t we deserving of something geo®@ffucking
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years? Even with a small scholarship that a Tibetan girl stgetldmy wife and | would
have paid the rest. It's expensive, but | know that. The school hadxingsite campus in
New England, unlike anything | had ever seen. | know some Tibetansyrtbere. | imagine
her there some days. But now she is at school here, a local Blaeestudies accounting.
This is not the way — too narrow. But my hands are bound. Maybeikhearn what will
help her but | can’t control it. You hope a storm will not wreck ymause but sometimes it
does.

Tenzin put out his cigarette and excused himself. When he camedraekwater that he
had presumably splashed on his face dripped on to the table. He apd)ag he had done the
previous two times he told me this story. The repetition in higodietas uncanny, and his face,
too, creased just as it had before. In the recitation of his daisghtewas never told her name —
rejection from an Ivy League school, Tenzin was plagued byattiehat she had been denied
that which dictated so much of the movement of his own life. | saiditha good she is
nonetheless in college but he waved off my remark. “Denial of apmtytwill now be
inevitable,” he said.

This story became the jumping-off point for Tenzin to discuss regpltgswithin the
Tibetan community at large. It was always situated near tgeiag of our interviews; |
believe Tenzin wanted to make certain we got to it. The one irstamentioned that we had
already covered this issue, he called himself a “forgetful @d’nand then launched into a re-
telling. 1 was, of course, tired and bored of the story by itd fewtation, but | must recognize it
as both a response to my presence — in that I, as an outsiderftevagjieen a “scripted”

response that would take some time to penetrate — as wetlaasative maneuver that enabled
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him to discuss the issues of action in a collective sensardtyirfjecting a story with his
particularity.

Tenzin's recitations were both stale and infused with emotion. Thesiations
highlighted the importance of education as a mode of possible agtibisfdaughter. And at the
same time, there was a sense of hopelessness, as if her @iailipes to act on the world as he

had were gone.

In the absence of a time in the immediate future when therdéevdhything but a degree
of struggle — a social fact itself for Tibetans in the la$t ¢entury — one must raise questions
about possibilities for action. In the preceding pages, | have sketthethe ways in which
stories move through generations and how an understanding of honts f@steus ways of
being-in-the-world. My first aim in this chapter is to understdrelways these four individuals
act on and in the world, and where they are able to map what d¢alikites of action in their
daily lives — the places where action is made possible.

A population whose cause is often the province of celebrities, stadgantizations, and
budding Zen aficionados may often lack particularity in the soniagination, as | believe is the
case with Tibet. My argument is that while some of the popaldoiz of Tibet may serve useful
purposes (often of advocacy), such a process is concurrentlyngjmitsofar as it does not
account for the ways people engage in action and demonstrate agémeiy everyday lives. In
short, the rhetoric of independence that so characterizes theppencof Tibet can occlude the
particular. This is not a population nor a cause that has beentéordnt and large; however,
within the meta narrative dfree Tibet!are the everyday practices that stand discreetly in the

background.
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My aim in the second half of this chapter is to understand the wayghich the
experiences of action are narrated. The possibilities for aettenintimately tied to the
mechanisms of how one remembers, what one remembers, and how thabrance surfaces
in their daily movement. | focus on three particular mechanismslésaribe the means through
which my informants narrated their accounts of resistance anddogsgs: testimony, hope, and
the dependence on the body. Then, | will conclude with a brief discussgarding the effects
of those mechanisms on an interlocutor. What | will argue is thdiscussions of the Tibetan
exile community at large, those within the community depend on thibrlocutors being

“caught,” placed in the same betwixt that describes their psychologitalgsical lives.

Sites of Action
Community Involvement and its Gesture

“Have you contacted the Students for a Free Tibet? Or theeQffi¢ibet?” Regularly, |
was asked these questions, at various points, by each of my infsrntamattered to them
whether | had been in touch with those organizations and their ledd®zs. | assured them that
| had, their concerns were allayed and the interview could continub. dganizations were
lauded, even by those who had little community involvement, as beingaberipial glue that
bound together Tibetans in the New York area. What is more ishtbs¢ organizations — and
others, including youth congresses, more religiously-minded centersyethsas cultural
organizations — served as especially active sites of resistasgfar as they demanded an
engagement with a charged political situation from afar, amagsrgent that mattered both in

practice and in gesture.
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Dawa, whose social life was dictated by his role in a commuamganization, claimed
that it was his volunteer work at a local Tibetan organizationkiyatt him buoyant in the time
following his arrival in the U.S. He told me:

It was hard, as | have said. | know this isn’t smart, but | wotitk@lcohol sometimes. You
know, not bad, but probably too much. My son was upset. So many change® ferhis
mother, us moving, and | was acting unconscious. So he brought me there one dayaind we s
down, and | felt, you see? It was like we had not left. They hadtdires to Dharmsala
there. The newspapers were the same, and we weren'’t floating anymore.

Dawa’s narrative veers towards an account about overcomingtiaddithough |1 am
reticent to refer to it as such. For him, it was a spaceattmated him to participate not so much
in his own autobiographical past as the horizon of that time ane plamost notably the
contours of Tibetan identity in Dharamsala. | asked Dawa forsgexifics of what this
organization did. He was vague: “We plan a great deal. Lots ohesrprotests, some youth-
oriented events, t0o.” | asked for more detail but he was again vaspid.that he must be very
involved with the news coming out of Dharamsala, and the aims of shefrdibet's exile
community in North America. “No,” he said. “Others know about.tfihey tell us the news and
we go from there.”

What became clear in that interview — and in subsequent interviewas the importance
of the gesture of community involvement. Certainly, he played amalee organization insofar
as he attended their meetings every month and was responsible fgenvgraspects of their
budget. But what | understood from Dawa was that his presetiwe effort of attending — was
what mattered most. He did not seem close with any other menmweed, the effects of his

work there were not large, according to him (the budget was in obrbsarray, he admitted).
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And his son’s attendance petered out after a few months. With, Tasitountered a similar
pattern. Her involvement at a Tibetan cultural center was promptéldebrecommendation of
her friend, Quinn, who saw to it in the months following Tashi’s drtivat she had a weekly
link, in some form, to what was left behind.

Tashi saw her involvement in an intensely personal way. At fisee described her
volunteer work as returning the kindness that New York’s Tibetan comntynhad shown her,
however, | could not get to her describe the ways in which the cortyrhad been so kind to
her in the first place. As she continued to talk, Tashi describeoluilteng where her volunteer
work occurred, the spiral steps that dizzied her, the accompagsidgn outside where she ate
lunch, and the photographs that lined the walls — some of small viiladeaiset of which Tashi
had never heard.

“What did you do during your work there?” | asked.

“l would talk to him. Not out loud, because people would look. But silemtéywould
have these talks. He would have old enough to talk by then.” She wasngto her son who
died in India as Tashi was traveling to the United States.

“What would you talk about?”

“I would show him the pictures, the photos of the villages. And to be honest | hadn’t been
to many of those places, but | would treat it like | had. | woeldhim stories about those
places.”

The stories she told bore a resemblance to the stories sheldtad te me about the
pastoral places in India that she thought of often. | asked her wihemohle at the museum

stopped, and she said it had not. She was planning the go the day after our interview.

*
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There is also the issue of what forms of resistance ameedl by the community at large.
McGranahan (2005) points to the example of the Chushi Gangdrug Tibsistance army, who
fought violently against the Chinese until 1974. Their story is largetjuded from post-1959
renditions of Tibetan history, insofar as their resistance doesoat#sce with the human rights
narrative that is so embedded in Tibet’s international discourshoi, the community and its
leaders get the final say on what constitutes forms of resistance.

Many of the Tibet-related organizations in the city that hawkenmable longevity have
dealt with Buddhism and its American adoption (even those orgamigatihich pre-existed the
Tibet — U. S. Resettlement Project). As | have written disegvin this dissertation, all my
informants identified as Buddhist, but with much variation. Despitg fhénzin, Dawa, and
Kelsang praised various Buddhist centers in the city as maimjagrie of the most important
facets of Tibetan identity in exile. Whereas concerns petlsateoss the accounts of all my
informants that Tibetan language was beginning to enter intowadisappearance, the various
forms through which Buddhism has been adopted in American culture, amdybik City
specifically, was an encouraging sign to them this particuleet faf Tibetan culture would
spread infinitely. However, most admitted that the adoption was maeems of Zen rather than
the Tibetan Vajrayana tradition. Tenzin had in fact begandittg meditative practice at a Zen
center near his apartment but admitted to feeling adrift by the lack damgothere.

| emphasize the gesture of community involvement because |dé#hat/in some ways,
it matters as much as actual involvement. The youth congressebeamdribus religious and
cultural centers serve as mutually agreed upon sites ofamstsinsofar as these places —
whether they are frequented by Tibetans or not — coalesce whitt has become the

metanarrative of Tibet in the social imagination. The communggrazations that so define this
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part of the exile population depend on furthering the human rights dischatdeat best served
Tibet’s purposes over the last half century. Thus, as so-cdtésdas resistance, some of these
organizations document abuses continuing in Tibet, and especially lamasangage from afar
with changes in the exile government in Dharamsala. The paest marches described by
Dawa and others were never narrated in more detail than atbatifiitore a certain resemblance
to a news report.

Kelsang, who seemed more apart from the community than my oiteer informants,
participated in a recent event commemorating the Lhasa bigriShe had to travel to Queens,
“a place | frankly don’'t go very often,” she said. She describedabe, fthe people she met
during the event, and the locale, but as far as what the commamoitaglf involved, she
seemed unable to relate very much. “There was someone clbe woliness who spoke. He
addressed the retirement issue. Afterwards, there was sewatecgtering.” When | would push

for some detail, | would be met with some form of, “Didn’t you see it in the news?”

Education

It is also important to note that Dawa and Tashi arrived imildeto late 1990s, when the
exile community in New York was still very much developing. The¥wolvement with various
organizations has been quite long-term in that regard, spanning wvegllten years. While
described above as something of a gesture, | also believentaveament began as a means to
locate a form of home in the initial resettlement period in Néwk. What is additionally
important to note is how Tibetan community organizations have shiftéitegsopulation has
boomed in recent years. With a population that now includes severatithasvery clear focus

in the aims of these community organizations are now geared toWidetan youth. Buddhist
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retreats in upstate New York, scholarship programs, and tutdraale been aimed at Tibetans

in high school in the metropolitan area. Tenzin, who repeatedly championed the role obaducati
in exile, believed that the continued influx of Tibetans in New York led to sense that this
area will remain the single most important North Americdy for the exile population, and
therefore, the need to strengthen a commitment to education has become paramount.

In the story that opened this chapter, | pointed to Tenzin’s dtigtrover his daughter’s
rejection from an Ivy League school. He couched his frustratidnsi belief that she would be
denied subsequent opportunities to participate “on a global level.” d @stkeat meant returning
to Dharamsala at some point. Tenzin said:

No, no, not at all. That’s not the point, you see, to go back. What's done is done. But it would

have helped her make money. Perhaps it would have been law that stidnawstjone into.

| don’t know. Maybe medicine. But a person needs a good job. | have acjpoddat’'s why

we came here. My father suffered in India because he could not get the work he deserved. N

Tibetans want to go back there. You do what you can from afar, but we are over here.
Education became a mode of participation, but in the most generaWindg Julia Hess (2009)
argues that young Tibetans in India imagine participatingareitle community in myriad ways
— infused with what she calls a “diaspora consciousness”, | bdhevsituation is somewhat
different in New York.

Dawa’s son, who currently resides in California, moved there ¢inb&n academic
program in engineering in 2002. Dawa was vehemently against his@aongto the other part
of the country, but Tsering rationalized it on account of the schooksimds at a low cost

(which he could not find on the east coast) and the growing Tibetan community out there.
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“But of course that was a lie,” Dawa told me. “Maybe noteahut not true, either. He
made it through school, not very well, and now he lives in San iBcanand works at a
restaurant. No Tibetans in his life. Who is he?”

“What would you have wanted for him?” | asked.

“To do better in his school. Me, | did okay. | have had jobs at banlksgtiod. But he
barely passed, only survived. Now what?”

“What would it have gotten him if he had done better?”

“So much, you see. He could move around. It's hard enough for Tibetges jpbs, but
his laziness doesn’t make it easier. | imagine his otherHigeother possible life. He wouldn’t
go back to India, no. That’s gone. But an engineer! He could make such goey,malmost
anywhere. It would be getting back.” | asked him to clarify Hst §entence and he said, “For
everything. For all the movement we’ve had to do.” He meant Tipest1959 history in which
his own is ensconced.

With both Tenzin and Dawa there is the belief that education coutd been the mode
through which their children resisted that which they had inherittéedom to pursue a “kind
of American life,” as Tenzin put it. | asked him what this meant| he said, “a life where one
can make money, and if you move, it's because of your own volition. That'slawever,
despite the fact that Dawa’'s son had earned a college diplomaenzih's daughter was
progressing well in college, both expressed a dissatisfactiorher @ifith structural forces or
agency — that all hope was already lost. The onus they placed ouemcbig was staggering.
Such achievement hypothetically would have been a form of resistance ingbiistasiggles of
dislocation and financial distress would lessen. An engagement walitarged political situation

would take place only through indirection.
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Tashi, who is in her thirties, began a course of study in nuedireg nearby college
several years ago. “In India, no, | couldn’t have done this,” she d88lnbt so easy to leave
everyone behind, to pick up one’s home and take it elsewhere. Butdar®he day get a good
job. Maybe by summer. Things are much worse in Dharamsala.”

As she went on, Tashi described how her part-time jobs takingotafgldren in and
around her neighborhood yielded a small amount of money that goes baekféwtrelatives
she has in India. “So that is not for me. That money is for thenaubed lucked out, having
found a sponsor here. Others couldn’t get it. So | owe it to them, and | don’t mind.”

“What made you start a program in nursing?” | asked.

“Dickyi was too young when we came here — just three. So | caulni. But | also had
too much sorrow to focus on school. Everything inside my body wasght rFiwas never very
good at school, too. Quinn had a friend who did studies at my college,eangne talking one
day, and it seemed like a good idea.”

“Why was that?”

“l took care of my parents in India, and some neighbors, too. Whenrdaark there
this is what | would do. | never thought of it as nursing. But Quirshisarould be a way for me
to do the same here. There are some Tibetans in my program. Maybe they fei like

Later, Tashi described her hope of a nursing job that pays S¥edl lamented the small
apartment she lived in with her husband and son, the inattentive bislddegintendent, the bad
water pressure and poor heating which left them wearing $esveeaters on the coldest nights
of December and January. Her goal was to earn a wage ¢id @allow them to find a new
apartment in the same neighborhood and would meanwhile allow her to sesadhamount of

money back to India. Her husband, however, knew nothing of the monthly checkerd back
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to Dharamsala. “He would be so angry!” she said. “He was ngood terms with his family
when we came here. For him, it's okay to leave all that behind.dBumé, it is harder.” Tashi
was connected to several worlds at once, hoping that her educatidnbe the proverbial glue
that kept those worlds together. A career in which she could daaie to the body was one

way of doing so.

Politics and Deferral

As of this writing, the most recent position advocated by theiRama reaffirms a
decade-long commitment to the so-called “middle way” appro&ach approach does not call
for China to vacate Tibet entirely, but rather advocates genuioaamy for all Tibetans living
within the three traditional provinces of Tibet. Genuine autonomy woulah thed the provinces
would be governed by a popularly-elected legislature, but at the same those provinces
would not seek to separate from China. China would remain resporwifldét’'s international
relations, whereas the Tibetan people would manage internal aftamihsas religion, culture,
healthcare, and education (The Office of His Holiness tReDidai Lama, n.d.).

In a statement released by the Dalai Lama in March, 2008jchbeshad “’no intention
to split Tibet from the country or cause a rift between the HwhTabetan peoples,” (Ram,
2008). Still, significant changes are abreast. Most recently,efied Tibetan Parliament
accepted the Dalai Lama’s proposal for retirement. Typichigh priests locate a successor to
the Dalai Lama through a long process of interpreting omengn®, and meteorological signs,
a process itself which can take over a decade. Though of courswetivehelming presence of
China in the Tibetan Autonomous Region, added to the enormous worldwide diasmbr

heavily-charged political situation, complicate this process. Tha Dama — at the age of 75 —
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has explained retirement as a useful alternative to the gedatnethod of leadership selection
insofar as a slow transfer of power would not create an indefiaitaum of leadership in the
case of his death. Well-organized as Tibetans have been in the years followindné 3$b&at of
disunity causes the future to be even more nebulous. Thus, this past springnsTib&cted
Lobsang Sengey, a Harvard-educated legal scholar as thprimegtminister. Born in a refugee
camp in India after his father fled Tibet in 1959, Sengey has nev&yat in Tibet proper. Many
Tibetans | spoke to believed that his Western legal training witkbeal in inaugurating a new
era of Tibetan politics. They even speculated that his electaynresult in a new narrative for
the people in exile, but they did not know what that narrative mightike.the Dalai Lama, he
has so far advocated the Middle Way approach.

*

One of the most discernible roles community organizations playédeitives of my
informants was displaying collective outrage at China and aotaby the United States. In my
last interview with Kelsang, she spoke about a conversation she tiadome Tibetan friends
regarding a recent meeting between Hu Jinbao (the Presidéra Beople’s Republic of China)
and the U. S. President.

[Obama] met with him — what a pig! And when His Holiness corhedias to come in the
back door. Literally, your president won’t call it an official izisAt least with Bush, he
would call it an official visit. | remember when Obama campead. In India many of us
were hopeful. “Maybe now the most significant changes will comehat's what we
thought. But he doesn't touch the issue. Same rhetoric — “human righiss akhwsuldn’t
tolerated.” Yeah, yeah, we've heard that before. But it is stgnadliif to the side and just

watching, commenting occasionally.
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And then, seemingly in the next breath, she said, “It would just be nice, you knowr if y
president acted in more than gesture. | mean, what happened once — with China coming in — was
awful, but now, maybe it's not so bad.”

| asked her to clarify and Kelsang said, “I can’t speakh&specifics, because, as you
know, | grew up in India. But | have some friends who have been to, Bibétlet's be honest:
health care is better, more people are educated, there argolyrd reminded her that she had
told me several of her friends had been possibly imprisoned aftévidaheh 2008 protests in
Lhasa.

“Yes, and that's what happens also. How could we ever forgive the Chinese for what the
have done?”

Her comments were both vague and paradoxical. On the one hangrasted the
Chinese-led improvements and on the other hand, lamented their treatimBbetans who
protested against their presence. Both comments were directeglate she had never even
been. And yet, | have to believe that Kelsang’'s comments spelk tomplex ways in which
politics become a site of both resistance and resignation, and rdimidual lives become
entrapped within the narrative devices that move between Lhasaaridaa, Beijing, and
Washington. From her position — as someone who proudly wore the badgegébexile and
had, at the same time, never been to Tibet — autobiographical exgendgth political
circumstances was scarce. In her upbringing, she said sheetad “gone without.” Indeed,
what she could imagine resisting or forgiving had much to do witHattgeer narratives that
circulated about Tibet and China.

Like many Tibetans | spoke to, Tashi, Dawa, Tenzin, and Kelsang less than

optimistic about the prospect that forgiveness was ever possible. Waised the question, |
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was often met with their own questions of what, in fact, would theyobgving? What
happened to their parents or grandparents? What they took no part onbtiteless configured
the arc of their lives? What continues to happen in a place wieyelo not live? | felt at times
that their identity was so rooted in non-forgiveness, or ratherdbeptance of the historical
contingencies under which they lived and under which they had been born, ftirgive would,

in a way, be shattering. Not only that, the enormity of a-fritgr conflicted and violence-soaked
relationship with China meant that there was not a single adbrtgive but rather an
unfathomable number of wrongs.

Political involvement has a number of connotations within New York'<itybetan
community. Several organizations coordinated trips to Washington to tpndtea Jinbao met
with Obama in January, sending back news of their apparent successiglanetworking sites
that their voices were heard. Other organizations use their comspae@ for discussions and
debates of issues emerging in and around Dharamsala. There are, nondoylactivists within
the Tibetan community here, and they are often in leadership posititma these various
organizations. But while collective, political engagement ocawsrely in these spaces, it also
takes shape in a number of other forms, as these accounts showed me.

For Tashi, one form of engagement upon her arrival in New York watatfeare where
she would bring Dickyi. “So many different women there — some lhddn backgrounds,
Chinese backgrounds, Latin American backgrounds. | could talk to themt i about what my
family would tell me was happening in Dharamsala.” The thgetialf hour she spent daily at
this daycare, lingering while Dickyi continued to play, was hugaportant to her in those first
few years, she said. “We had all come from something, in some way, so we had cawunon g

There were no arguments. | even became close with some of thes€moms.” But Tashi, in



135

fact, claimed that she did not know much about the politics in Dhatarhsth then and now. |
asked her what she would discuss and she said “what’s out thefredt-was in the newspapers,
the internet. She could not remember specific conversations. Insteadhe/lad svas remember
was passing along news of a part-time job to a Vietnamesgw who had just arrived in New
York, and the brief subway ride between two stops she sharedaw@batemalan woman.
These encounters did not seem overly political to me, but for Tashiréidorced what she
called a “necessary sense of distance. | understood through thenothomesr all the political
stuff each day without talking about it.”

As for Tenzin and Dawa, they held pointed political opinions about thefdte United
States in the Tibet — China issue, and their engagement took theffesrmply talking about it.
“I don’t care to get involved much with it,” Tenzin said, “but we havde disgusted on some
level. That this issue isn’t front and center in the meetings Witbao says enough.” Dawa
echoed similar sentiments, as he wondered several times ifeti®® of John McCain would
have better served Tibetan interests. Neither had much to sagards to the developing news
that the U.S. Senate began a staff mission to seek ways in thibithS. might work with China
to preserve the cultural autonomy of the Tibetan region. They hachrfattj heard that news,
nor were they particularly interested in talking about it. This \marecurrent trend in the
accounts both Tenzin and Dawa gave: they would discuss a “headline” or piece otomvad
heard, but seem unable or unwilling to offer any details. Whatten césulted was a stale story
that expressed a sort of frozen outrage, by which | mean a story that woulavitbga powerful
emotion and disappear into what sounded like the many accounts anguldietan-run media
— that is, a story that would stop at its outrage, its geherAl excerpt from my third interview

with Tenzin illustrates this well:
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As | said, we had some family in Tibet. They were not therenwhieturned in 1982. But |
do know one of them — a physician, my cousin — was tortured badly. | always feel ieak w
| imagine his pain — his arms shackled, and his legs too, pinchedthlyeaeh step he took.
His nose was dislocated and he could not breath well. When | thitiksofl am furious.
Why? | didn’t know him. | know he lived but so much time was spent thin&ireg his
crimes in solitary confinement. More happened to him. | know it did. He was nevantlee s

| asked how he had heard about this. Tenzin could not remember. He said, “In the end, |

may be mixing up some details. But it has happened to so many, it is true in some way.”

Narrative Mechanisms

Testimony

Of the causes espoused by the exiled Tibetan population, thereasrang emphasis on
the need to testify about the atrocities committed by the Chifdsmtimes, this takes the form
of an oral narrative from an individual tortured or abused during otteeahany crackdowns in
Lhasa. | should note that this is not just a historical footnote; ityghes of the most virulent
reform by the Chinese — the early 1980s, as well as thethHeet years, especially — the
testimonies of Tibetans who suffered abuse and torture have becommene present on the
world stage. Such narratives are carried through Tibet'torghnized exile community and
oftentimes make their way into mainstream newspapers and inteati#h to serve as general
reminders to the public at large that the atrocities comaniityethe Chinese still continue. These
instances speak to the role of testimony in the Tibetan egi@munity. Indeed, the entire
history of Tibet since 1959 could be, and in a sense is, a histoegtohbny. Added to these

points is the argument made by Donald Lopez (1998) in which hes dfiadd Tibetans,
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Tibetologists, and many in the West have contributed to the Shangmdge of Tibet that
denies Tibetans agency and obscures them in a mythology foreved dgttsnow-capped
mountains and exoticism.

The issues that these discourses produce are complex. Namaige# fhany Tibetans into
a position wherein they must select a metanarrative that abdyifalls short. Jean-Francois
Lyotard (1989) would refer to this phenomenon adlifferend— “a case of conflict, between (at
least) two parties, that cannot be equitably resolved for a laakwé of a judgment applicable
to both arguments” (p. 9). Caught within a sort of language gameyrdmged party seeks to but
ultimately cannot articulate their position in the vocabulary ofrerotramework. Thus, one is
often forced to use a metanarrative since there is not prede¢erspace to express what one
may need to express.

It is understandable why testimony persists in representatiotiee China — Tibet issue.
And while the emphasis to testify plays out especially in Lhagastory is somewhat different
in New York. On the one hand, | could understand the reticence & apaletail about the
charged political issues as a matter of my status as ameutsi the community. Yet | also
believe that the impetus to testify was not necessarilyrasgsfor these Tibetans in New York
given their physical distance from the triangular relatignélsitween Dharamsala, Beijing, and
Lhasa. When it did occur in the interviews | conducted, it mosh aftek the form of personal
stories of resistance or stories of being wronged. The statyopens this chapter in which
Tenzin describes his daughter’s rejection from Brown is an exaofphes. It was delivered to
me several times, wrought with the same emotion in each tetlimyeyed with the matter-of-
fact-ness inherent in testimony. Dawa’s rendition of how U.S. g®litas treated the Tibet issue

over the past 20 years falls into the same category; not onlyhigaa story | heard several
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times, it was also conveyed each time with the same anggruaatément. In both cases, the
desire to testify was not surprising since, as | describe atfevact of doing so has been such a
part of Tibetan identity. However, it is almost as though the aksef what constitutes
testimony in and around Tibet is filled by an account that serves a relatédriunc

Julia Hess (2009) notes in her work with younger Tibetan exilgiindian community
that there was often a refusal by the younger generation to prdtielenore than a personal
testimony when asked about their own life history. Hess says that this spéag&sesponsibility
and engagement that is inherent within the Tibetan exile commumitgsponsibility and
engagement that cannot be flattened under the guise of a univerdanTidbentity. Kelsang,
who told me that she spent a good deal of her teenage years arhetam Bctivists in India,
would often default to using/einstead of in questions | asked her about her life as a teenager,
about the specifics of where she volunteered and where she wanked. ot long before | was
frustrated by her negation of my questions all together in favarreéponse that delineated the
activities of young Tibetans in Dharamsala who one day hoped to work for theaselmigent.

The way Kelsang rendered her community in India turned it intnefuing of an
interlocutor in our interviews, yet that rendering was turned osides in her descriptions of her
community in New York wherein it served a triangular function. In otherds, the “pull” of
community to act as something of a ventriloquist lessened signlficea New York. In this
sense, that which was left behind could stand in and speak on onel§ behaas both
individuals left those communities behind, they were more willinghtoke particularity and
meanwhile use their new community as a point of reference. Pdthiags why the forms of

resistance | described in previous pages occurred on intenssbnpegrounds — Tashi’s silent



139

narrations, Tenzin’'s focus on education, Kelsang’s burgeoning friendshipother Tibetans
she met at protests in which she was not especially engaged.

With forgiveness, | believe the story is different. Unwillinggpeak much about the
possibilities for forgiveness, most of my informants stepped back into theatisthwhat would
be best for the community. | cannot forget Tenzin's response tonopyiry about what
friendships have persisted from the years he spent studyingdatiany. But if | had to cast
aside those friends who are Chinese, who | liked — well, | would dosnbexdt.” | asked him to
clarify, since | was uncertain what circumstances would otlcat would terminate those
friendships. He answered, “One never knows. It's good to show compaasohave to right
now.” The immediate depersonalization regarding the prospect of forgwdnghlights its

nebulous place in the Tibetan community in New York.

Hope and the Subjunctive

The expression of hope characterized so much of the subterraneaniayma my
interviews with Tashi, Dawa, Tenzin, and Kelsang. Hoping for &ibeth, the return of a family
member, or — in a more collective sense — specific changes within the posikiendy the exile
government towards China, hope became one of the primary means throulghthehigraxis
was narrated. In its most general sense, it may denote amaohiat is either attainable or the
embodiment of a remainder long out of reach. It nonetheless positsativeadirection; hope
became the means through which many stories are generated.

| saw the role of hope in narration most clearly as my inforsniatited about education.
Tenzin’s sorrow about his daughter’s rejection from a prestigiongersily, and Dawa’s wish

that his son had been more successful in his studies in engineehngobded to a certain loss
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of hope. Via their imaginations, Tenzin and Dawa would resurrect aihopleich the outcome
was more along the lines of what they desired. When they had agesagain in the facticities
of everyday life, they tried to maintain a shred of hope. “Rertiaings will still work out,”
Tenzin would say in his recitations of this story. Dawa said“itsttoo late for him,” referring
to his son. “Maybe he will have a change of heart. Perhaps | dal lmrtcl can’t remember.”
Whether these statements were a form of posturing, | do not knbdwdo believe the negation
of their original hope — something that was encapsulated hyrtineise of education — left them
in a suspended state of waiting. Indeed, in their waiting, they protadi¢fze value of learning
and what it could bring a person. They praised the community organizdhat were aiming
more and more to the betterment of Tibetan youth. But the genarftitgse statements belied
the loss of hope’s particularity in this arena of their lives.

The possibility that it could have been otherwise — and “it” can laveimber of
connotations — haunted many of my informants. Many of their stooek place in the
subjunctive, pointing to an unreality, an event in the past that could necbabged despite a
daily engagement with the stale hope that it could — a hopewhstrecognized as an
impossibility. Tashi’s weekly trips to a cultural center in whehe would tell her lost son — via
silent conversations — about places she did not know in their tothilistrates this. The fact of
contingency haunted Tashi. Had her parents not been forced ta flee 1970s, had they lived
in a settlement with better health care, had she not lefh&ohbpe of a better life, had she
simply left a few days later for the United States, sbimgt she believed, would be different.
Her form of engagement with what history had wrought for her was an émmpéyinsofar as she
recognized its unreality, but at the same time | believe énigagement provided her with

something she could not, or would not, narrate to me. Perhaps withimthekly conversations



141

at the cultural center she was able to create a spacest@mes and forgiveness all her own. Her
praxis, | believe, was intensely personal.

Yet hope also manifested itself in these narrative accountorie oollective ways. |
asked my informants to speculate on what would happen in the comirgy igesggards to
China’s power over Tibet, whether a certain degree of culturahanty would be restored, and
whether conditions could ever be right for many of those in exitettrn to Tibet. They did not
frame their responses in the form of blind hope; Tenzin and Kelsdmmyspoke directly to this
issue, acknowledged changes that would likely happen: minute shifitunal autonomy such
as slightly more freedoms in monasteries, occasional smagtieof protests on important
anniversaries that will circulate the world news media, and sagmficant, but not lasting,
concern when the Dalai Lama transfers power. In short, they were fangaasher than hoping.
Having had a certain, physical distance from the events in ldras®haramsala, | believe the
contours of their hope dealt more the facticity of their eaild less with a political situation
they viewed from afar. What they did hope for was an increasikeimumber of places that
would offer Tibetan language programs within the metropolitan aed, fewer logistical
entanglements with U.S. immigration that would allow more friemad family members to
come. To hope for a collective goal here was tied to some formultdral survival and
continuity. Indeed, it was not a solution to the China — Tibet issug¢héatwere waiting and
explicitly hoping for; it was the management and improvement of i@ that so characterized
their collective renditions of hope. Perhaps this is an instance \aheear solution to a long-
term political struggle cannot be the subject of one’s constantihopl because its longevity

denies to the one hoping anything discernible.
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Although | am pointing to the prevalence of the subjunctive in theseinaregcounts, |
am referring to its function in English, as a verb mood used wheaottients of a clause appear
doubtful, hopeful, or simply less than certain. An element of traosl&inters the picture here;
my informants spoke, of course, Tibetan as their first languageeral — Tashi and Kelsang
particularly — often called attention to whether or not they wmargslating what they wanted to.
Therefore, | tread carefully when invoking their use of thiejunctive to make psychological
assumptions.

A few times, my informants invoked the subjunctive in their spéoas about issues of
forgiveness. Without my prompting, Dawa and Kelsang spoke some aboiiatig.said in our
closing interview, “Were | ever in a position to offer forgivenésson’t know what that would
be, or to who exactly. | think | would turn it down in the end.” Tashi, toagined that if she
was ever asked for forgiveness by someone who had participatedoppiession in Tibet, she
would offer the gesture of forgiveness, but “in my heart,” she $hdon’t know how real it
would be.”

Of course, the place of forgiveness within Buddhist culture isp@mThere is an oft-
cited story told by the Dalai Lama in which one of his senior monks was imprisoagdhinese
labor camp for several years. Upon the release of this monk, feetoarisit the Dalai Lama in
India, where he was asked if he faced any dangers in returmifigbét. Replying in the
affirmative, he went on, “sometimes there was the dangesofd compassion for the Chinese”
(Henderson, 2005, p. 5). Tenzin told me this story, and so did Tashi. Itndtedivery little for
me, though, for while unrelenting compassion may be inherent in some fofrriiibetan
Buddhism, it was not so much the norm in the lives of the four indivigudlse center of this

work. If forgiveness could come, they believed it would have to be tinose who first suffered
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— or suffered the most. Kelsang put it simply in our final interview, “We — by whiogan those
who got out — it isn’t up to us to figure that out.” In that senseetivas no forgiveness to hope

for, no end.

Narrating the Liminal Body

How does the body serve as a point of narration in these lives@dnds a mode of
action, the body figures heavily into many of the accounts of Tibétgmske with. The sorrows
and winds inside the body felt an onerous past that often pointedatoawtarrative account
would not. The ways in which the body experiences a degree ofalityi has been noted by
Kotef and Amir (2007), who write about checkpoints spread through tlestifean Occupied
Territories, and note that the conditions of occupation have simultapemesipied the bodies
of Palestinians. The result is a gender binary which links feresteand suffering (the figure of
the woman giving birth at a checkpoint and being denied basic amgratiesmasculinity and
violence (the figure of the suicide bomber); though that binary cekajpgo the possibilities of
explosiveness when, for instance, a pregnant woman has to have hendumbted to make
certain that she is not carrying a bomb. The experiential anatinar breach initiated by
inhumane treatment of the soldiers places the bodies of Palestiniaa liminal state. What
exactly does it mean when one’s body signifies death? lc@aequence of the interpersonal
dynamics at the checkpoints, but it is more largely a resuthahstream discourse that sees
Palestinian bodies as bodies on the threshold of ceasing tcargistubsequently terminating
others’ bodies.

For these women, the body thus becomes a site where traumairaicdrpae enacted —

where a self can become territorialized — but it is alsateavehere possible trauma can be
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refuted. Kotef and Amir underscore the importance of Checkpoint Watittisivein — an all-
women Israeli organization designed to protest the occupationnterdene in instances of
violence or maltreatment directed at Palestinians from soldiées presence of women at the
various checkpoints creates a corporeal excess — moments wheri thee many axes that
characterize the body gains disproportionate dominance over other leeteytsubverting a
given norm and facilitating a trade-off where they in part releoartain gender stereotypes (as
mother-of-the-solider, as sexual object) to persuade soldierataivéians moving through the
checkpoints more humanely. This excess forces gender to function tplenpllateaus — some
negative, others positive.

Although Tibetans in New York City encounter a much less chargeticabkituation,
there are still ways in which the body becomes an intersectionligfdual and collective forces
and histories. This played out particularly in several interviews | had widaKg Perhaps more
than my other three informants, she was intent on providing me withtlsogeof a stale
description of exile that | believe she did not fully embrace. Artdsgeoften, when she had
seemingly tired of providing a form of testimony to my questighg, would rub her neck and
launch into a story related to her job as a masseuse.

“My friend, she is Tibetan, too, and she works in the same professioe atsewhere in
the city. We go to trainings together sometimes. She has @eeldto is in Tibet, in Lhasa. And
this relative will marry a Chinese man next year. | could not believkéiSang told me.

“What was her reaction?” | asked.

“She had not many words, but she felt tension all over. | worked on her back anddit woul
not leave. And then | became affected by it — | don’t know why. Mawe thought of how

something like that shouldn’t happen. Like it was giving in.” Forgigeneshe would later
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explain, was impossible in any form. For her, it coincided wihicant trouble relating to the
body.

Tashi, too, defaulted to bodily explanations in so many of her narratieeunts. Her
desire to earn a good nursing job was also described in tersieenfjthening her own health
and the health of those around her. She wanted to earn a livablenvagier to send more
money back to her family in India, and perhaps enough to travel theee thesn again in the
future. But | believe the concerns about money were periphery tosiwbavas actually learning
about health. In other words, the best form of resistance Tashi cexatbd in her life in New
York was attaining the knowledge to strengthen the body. “Dickyikwow, and my husband
will know, the best ways to stay strong and handle one’s sorrowd’aftdone,” she told me in
our final interview. “That way | think we will be less vulnerable.”

Her point echoes the sentiments of Dawa when he speculated orutieeoiuthe Tibet —
China conflict during one of our interviews. “I am old, so | won't #e® end of it. But once
there are changes and His Holiness dies,” and he paused to knock womd‘itlwope no one
will forgive what has happened. That would be impossible. If | farghwould fall ill. My heart
could not take it.” | asked if he had ever thought otherwise. Bzaih “I don’t remember if |
did, but probably not. These things have worn me down for so long.”

By narrating the liminal body, the Tibetans | interviewed coutitwdate that which is
occluded by a metanarrative. In other words, while resistanctoegideness are couched in the
political arena in a discourse that focuses on human rights admgésdividual rights, the more
nuanced ways in which those actions play out can be found in a descaoptime’s bodily
sorrows and physical maladies. As Vincanne Adams (1998) argires commentary on exile

politics, suffering is so often depicted by Tibetans in Buddhistddrecause of the foundational
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place Buddhism occupies in Tibetan culture. While enormous variatigstsirexay knowledge
and practice of the religion — as was the case with Tashi, Da@esmzin, and Kelsang —
Buddhism nonetheless provides the proverbial ground, the frame, to tenserffering body. In
narrating the body, one finds a language that circumvents whdtdtmme rhetoricized, but a
language that still engages with a charged political pasteqreand future. And yet, as that
language circumvents what may be stale, it is limited bybtidy’'s tendency to escape what can
be told at all. Returning briefly to Dawa’s comments on the phlysghaustion the Tibet —
China conflict has caused him, he started to tell me what would hdgpehad to deal with the
conflict for the next 20 years, which he speculated would mark riree dround the end of his
life. He tensed his shoulders and placed a hand on his forehead ashkoungte feverish and
looked at me without saying any more words for a long period of time.

*

To be “caught” was the effect that best describes many misnie these interviews,
moments in which | was told a story and the found myself in acdiffposition of finding an
appropriate response. This is not wholly unlike the interlocutory slippag®ete in Chapter
Two. However, in this case, the stakes felt higher since sudhsstigalt with collective issues
that | could not enter through an intellectual effort alone. Kelsamgestion, “What would you
do?” echoed in different forms by other informants, angered me imtmhs following our
interviews. They knew | could not, nor would I, put myself in their pmsjtbut nonetheless |
was expected to answer something | could not answer. In the openthig chapter, | noted
Tenzin’s recitation about his daughter’s rejection from Brownvehsity. After telling me the
story, he would pose a version of the following question: “So imaginenrgome, and you know

that education buoys you through life. Do you not get angry, at the sityyext where life has
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put you, and at the Chinese in general? What would you do?” The questiootwhstorical; |
was supposed to answer. On one occasion | raised the obvious point to thahperhaps part
of the frustration he and many other Tibetans expressed was modtesl fact that the Tibet —
China relationship has long been predicated upon forms of violence and lcaionahich
contradict the encouraged nonviolence espoused by the exile governmdseptHalking and
did not address my point.

In one sense, this dynamic amounted to a sort of bullying — | could Hmgatise but
empathize with their unease — though in another sense, | belisas & means to convey what
they felt. The testimonies which were often stale, the sehkepe which inevitably amounted
to an endless waiting, and the effects of the exile expermmdteeir bodies conveyed to me the
frustration they encountered everyday — the frustration of both resestand forgiveness. To be
caught was to understand the challenges of everyday lifehandifficulty of acting on and in
the world at all. To me, it was the clearest manifestation of what it mreeeggitle in a betwixt. It
was not simply that one carried with them the inheritance of a waandyas it just that the
very notion of home ceaselessly slipped away. To reside in thexbetthie phenomenological
description that best embodies these individuals’ lives — was toiexpera sort of ill-defined
space conditioned by collective and personal history in which actingndninathe world
depended on a constant engagement with forms of resistance andniesgitieat they took on
their own volition and those that were cast upon them as well.

To inherit the memory of loss is one thing; to act upon that inhegtés another. What
the accounts of Tashi, Dawa, Tenzin, and Kelsang made clear te tm&t in the absence of
finding a proverbial ground on which one can base their actions, thefradenmunity is hugely

important, for it becomes a space (especially in exile) wineéhai parameters of responsibility
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are outlined. That is why, | believe, the gestures of communityalitical involvement was as
important as actual involvement. Put differently, action mattgwetlas much as belief. As
Vincanne Adams (2005) writes in her commentary about the ilidittise of quantification
techinques by the Chinese in understand aspects of Tibetan hé&alfipétan religious and
medical theories, the primary basis for human life, for physixetence, is morality. . . and this
relationship extends beyond the corporeal being. The effects of percepé also external.
Perceptions are, in essence, expressions of morality (the premesizsence of greed, anger, and
ignorance) that produce effects on the world and on the body” (p.H&%) one engages in
resistance and forgiveness matter in the same vein as howdopts a stance, passively or
actively, towards those issues.

Playing out in the accounts of Dawa, Tenzin, Tashi, and Kelsamwgglhas many other
Tibetans to whom | spoke, is an unsettling dialectic, a tensionebatwighly deterministic
thinking and committed collective action. Tenzin felt damned by his dexiginejection from an
lvy League school; Dawa lamented his son’s relocation todgaig and the subsequent lack of
a familial presence in his life; Tashi was reeling, and shaé&always would be, from the loss of
her son; Kelsang lived comfortably yet seemed to embody airtartalaise symptomatic of
exile. On the one hand, such determinism may be explained by thedrdifficulties that have
amounted to a particular worldview or belief in a template for Homgs will play out. On the
other hand, the presence of Buddhism in varying degrees in theinmagsoncurrently account
observation and acceptance of a certain degree of suffering, mashtew the refrain “What
can you do?” which was echoed numerous times by my informants. Péhnlegpsere noting
that their interlocutor — me — could not comprehend their experi¢otaity, or perhaps they

addressed the question inward towards a reflection of accumal#fedng. And yet, the role of
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community and the dedication to collective action could not be e@daim the descriptions of
these four individuals. Listening to each of them, | had to betieatebeyond the achievements
of the exile community, beyond the discernible goals that wereybaet with varied success
around the world, the true benefit to collective action — evendfriterely a gesture — is a sense
that others also know what it is like to be apart.

*

Finally, 1 would like to close this chapter by turning my attentmmne specific way in
which Tibetans have brought the issues that are dear to thigghtt theater. It should be noted
that the first institution formed by the Dalai Lama in exttas the Tibetan Institute of the
Performing Arts as a means of promoting and preserving the péarfprarts of Tibet
(Calkowski, 1991), and as the diaspora has spread West, the subsedabotat@ns between
Tibetan and European theater has often dealt with testimesigs. Claudia Orenstein (2002)
offers one account of this in her description of a theatricadymtion about Tibet by the French
theatre company Theatre du Solell titletl soudain des nuits d’eveihnd Suddenly Nights of
Awakening. The production — a collaboration between Arianne Mnouchkine and HéleoesCix
— is meant to engage the viewer and provide a glimpse into tgadon political struggle of
both a population and a government in exile. As Orenstein describgspthection transforms
the spectator into a committed participant, though initially thealce is quite great. The piece
opens with a presentation of Tibetan dance — a dance without context evieers clearly an
outsider, disengaged, looking in on a cultural tradition. Suddenly, ithenefortunate news: a
Tibetan diplomatic delegation that had intended to meet the French gevernas been turned
away on account of pressure from Chinese officials. The actomayiog audience members

convince the theatre to accommodate the Tibetans. Through two nighisgittieal problems
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of housing and feeding two hundred refugees come to the fore. Oreagidenager working as
an intern with little knowledge about Tibet's situation — becomesggedravhen her parents lack
compassion towards the refugees. Others follow her lead. Lateeftigees perform the Tibetan
stag dance as a show of appreciation to the audience for the singydnave offered. But there
is also reason for pause: several members of the Tibetan timtegiecide to immolate
themselves as a form of protest against the French governmentudieacg, committed to

Tibet’s cause but dismayed at this possibility, is caught.
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CHAPTER FIVE:DEATH AND NATALITY
“Our figure on earth is only the second third of an incessant pursuit, a point, upland.”

- Rene Char (1992, p. 119)

These closing pages sketch out the issues of death and natalyyimfiormants' lives. |
want to consider the ways in which the facticity of those isselese to the act of narration
itself, especially in lives so marked by the experience dé.ekiwant to argue that death and
natality become driving forces, both collectively and individually, imaaative. Such forces, |
believe, are often what one narrates towards or against. idgrttis was the case with the
Tibetans with whom | spoke at length during this work.

Later in the chapter, | speculate on what the stories of thdseduals opened up for me
both theoretically and methodologically. By looking across the accobiiigshi, Dawa, Tenzin,
and Kelsang, | draw out some general heuristics that could béys®rrative psychology — the
proverbial umbrella under which this work sits — to understand bet#dsshes of inheritance,
home, and action, issues which are central not only to Tibetans inbesileo many other
populations around the world that have been forced into transit. Finabytemd to the
methodological issues of voice and metaphor, writing, the place of the body, and the deemmand of
life history in my encounters with these four individuals, issuéschvextend beyond the

population at hand.

Death and Natality: Culture, Language, Religion
Death provides the final sanction on what one can tell, Walter Banfd969) observed,

a story that one may edit and revise endlessly, but can nevavigealstamp of finality through
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one’s own volition. Others, and other circumstances, will do that. Daled in my final
interview with him that | will have the last word on how otheamembered him. He laughed
and | laughed as well, but | believe we both recognized a graiaotb in what he said. By and
large, death did not explicitly characterize many of the coatierss | had with Tibetans | met.
Not only was it a subject not easily broached, and fraught wittapsrdamaging, transgressive
gualities, it also rarely came up during our interviews with ékeeption of discussing loved
ones now gone. However, one cannot write accurately about those whovbdve exile, often

in extremis,as Tibetans have, without considering the ways in which the endeohds
materialized in terms of cultural extinction.

Tenzin and Dawa were well into their adult lives by the 1980s whsnboth men
described, there was significant talk in the exile community inalridat complete cultural
extinction would occur. Tenzin told me,

| returned [to Tibet] in 1982, and things were quite bad. But people diddmwegh food,
enough water. It was not as bad as we had been told. For mg hiowdied to go back and
see it, but that's another story. But monastic life was not gaod.you could tell people
were tired of fighting the Chinese. Their polices were bddyethen, but you know, badly
livable. So we thought, ‘It will take many more years, but Tibetaill vanish.’ It was very,
very upsetting, and what can you do?
The middle part of the 1980s saw a revitalized exile governmertianaihsala strive for greater
international recognition, a feat that was largely achieved. Jihdittle seemed to change in
Tibet, the boost in morale that came with several countries outright condemnings€med to
alleviate such a fear. Dawa called this, “the time oflaingt” a period in which he first believed

that several decades worth of work was worth more than naught.
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At the same time, Dawa — and Tenzin and Tashi as welpregsed dread about the
disappearance of the Tibetan language. The prevalence of Mandacimoinis in Tibet seemed
to increase, and as the exile community has spread to otherscofribe globe, it has become
more difficult to establish or maintain Tibetan language schtdws$ are located at a far
geographical distance from Tibet. To reiterate a point | madghapter Three, this is another
example wherein the family can serve as a diaspora space, actualizingtarmmg elements of
identity in a way a larger community cannot. Tenzin and Tashi, who stidittive with their
children, worried in general ways about the loss of the languageeduied certain that their
own children would maintain enough fluency to even pass it on one day.

Of significantly less concern was the continuation of Buddhismzifierthe most
outwardly devout of the four, described how the revitalization of &rbehorale in exile
coincided with a greater international adoption of Buddhism in the 1980s.

“What exactly did happen to make it so, | cannot say, but now, no oniesvBrurddhism
will go away,” he told me. He went on to explain that the Aoagriattraction to Buddhism has
created a sort of translation of how it was practiced in ttieeseents surrounding Dharamsala
when he first came to study it. “People pick what they likel discard what they do not,” he
told me, adding, “It could be worse. At least it has some life here, and many otlesy, jpbe.”

Its life in the United States, and New York in particularoéaftes through myriad Zen
Centers, the influx of monastic practitioners to an ever widereaadj and shelves of
contemporary books written on the subject for an English-speakingnaadi€enzin’s concern
that it will become more diluted as it continues to spread waspied by satisfaction that, in
general, Buddhism flourishes in most geographies where the eexiienunity has established

roots.
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The collective survival of this culture has depended largely onrdmsrutations and
shifts that Tenzin and others describe. In a tumultuous half cemugyile, there reside the
germs of despair, loss, wandering, and hope. The fact that Tibetare cuds indeed survived is
a testament, on the one hand, to an extremely well-organized exilaunity, and on the other
hand, to a real engagement with collective issues of death taldynthat have perhaps driven
the agenda of that community.

For so long, death was tied to physical Tibet, and regaining itsn@uty and
independence that so few can in fact remember. The recognitionhibainay not ever be
possible, acknowledged by the Dalai Lama in the past decadalssgpmething of a change in
the way of understanding cultural death. That is to say, whilexbgenetic transmission of
Tibetan culture will continue to shift, it will in all likelihoodontinue. Somewhat conversely,
many younger Tibetans living in India, Hess (2009) notes, prefessactenpromising approach
that strives for the full autonomy and independence akin to what tleegexiernment advocated
in the years and early decades following 1959. One could argue thattéhdemands of those
who are now elders were framed within a discourse of death andatigxtinction, the now
similar demands of Tibetan youth are framed within a discoursatafity, one grounded in the
independence of a country many of them have never known.

Often my informants were uninterested in having long conversations aldature and
the changes that may or may not happen. Those conversations vestdtaof my prodding
much more than the natural direction of what they wanted to talk abather the questions
merely struck them as irritating, | do not know, but | inferredtheir answers a practiced
resignation. Tenzin once noted, after listing the ways in whicmteothers in his family had

been denied opportunities by the Chinese both here and abroad, “thesénéipipgs.” Such a
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remark coalesced with Tashi’'s feeling of being overwhelmethéyontingency of her own life
circumstances, which included the death of her first son and yeafseloig adrift and

unwelcomed while living with a man who could be tyrannical. “Thesggs are all part,” she
said, making a grand sweeping motion with her hand and trailing dffeaend of our first
interview.

What | took to be the acceptance of contingency was perhaps felt by my infeasahe
totality of a life arc in the way that is explained by toecept of samsara, foundational to much
Buddhist thought. In Tibetan Buddhism, samara is loosely translatiee agheel of suffering,
and refers to recurring rebirth and continuous movement through d efcehdless sorrow and
suffering (Sambhava, 1994). | found it to be a term each of mymiafiois mentioned at least
once, usually invoking it in broad, politically-minded discussions of thetH China conflict.
Perhaps it was the clearest example of an appropriation of Budtloigght into their
worldviews. | also believe it was a way of situating deathratdlity in a scheme of endurable
unknowing, especially in regards to culture, language, religion, aitecgolhat is, the deferral
of responsibility | saw so clearly in the accounts of many taite | spoke with was less a
deferral and more of an attitude towards this world.

Of course, the issues of death and natality will likely foreshearacterize Tibet's exile
community. Such issues now deal with more nuanced questions of death dibdindight of
an exile population that is already strong, questions such as:eldmatnts of Tibetan culture
will come to an end? What elements of the culture willdagpropriated? What will have to be
translated from the past for purposes pertaining to the presentisTinig to downplay the

seriousness of a tumultuous political situation. Simply put, death amditynatow mean
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something different in light of the facticity of the culture’stbry, and will continue to shift with

the demands of history.

Death and Natality: Four Lives
It is also necessary to consider what death and natality meam individual sense for
Tashi, Dawa, Tenzin, and Kelsang, but it is important to conceigeatf terms on both literal
and metaphorical grounds. As the anthropologist Michael Jackson (2007) writes,
Every life crisis involves a death and a birth — the simultaneossofosomething that gave
ontological security and the possibility of a new beginning. Batterms death and birth
must be understood existentially as metaphors for the experidifféaénce between being a
subject who can act confidently on the world on the assumption thatr $teeknows what
she or he is doing and an object who simply suffers the actiantberfs, not knowing what
she or he might do. (p. 213)
Lives in exile are rife with these occasions for rebirth — siocs where one is both thrown into
a situation and forced to act, or is acted upon, in addition to the enomeogsaphical
challenges that come with exile and entail a new beginning, hatdst often inextricably and
intimately tied to @efore
| have written elsewhere in this dissertation, my informante uninterested in
recounting a chronology of their lives. When they did eventually tadkiathe inception of their
first memories, | was struck by the degree to which those mesnooalesced around a physical
betwixt. Tashi’s first memory (detailed in the Introductiortteed her leaving Tibet with her
family and hearing an animal outside the ambit of a fire. ihedizl not cite a first memory, but

he did note that one of the initial images lodged in his memofalwas the silence and
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uncertainty adults felt when they camped in the woods on the wagito Dawa’s birth literally
took place in transit, an instance he, of course, does not remévabetaimed to see shards of
this experience during tumultuous nights of sleep, as though he was laukirgwindow that
reflected the reflection of another window. Kelsang discusseith¢kption of her memorial life,
too. She was taken to her grandmother’s house, several hours away, on the day her mtdher wa
leave for Tibet, a visit that was ultimately ensnarled by incomplete\wage

Whether these were in fact their first memories, it ismptplace to question. | have my
doubts, but such is the nature of broaching that topic. What is paiijcuiteresting is the
degree to which their memorial lives begin in transit; the lftnemory comes with a loss of a
place they may have called home. Death and natality are josuwdy @n. These narrative
accounts link the end of infantile amnesia with a clear sensls@i/herga poignant and tragic
throwness, as though their own lives began long, long before theiornes allow them to recall
anything. For Tashi, Dawa, Tenzin, and Kelsang, to begin to rememarbghing was
simultaneously inscribed with a loss that one normally asgscigth forgetting something very
important but could never remember, wrought with a qualisaotiade

In several accounts of the days and months following relocation to the United Bodtes
Tashi and Kelsang described a sort of physical paralysis thaddrstood as a paralysis having
to do with residing in a betwixt they could not articulate fullyashi’'s “heartaches” and
shortness of breath might be easily written off as symptonasxiety that come with such a
major change. However, to end an interpretation there ignores¢herpbnology of what those
descriptors actually mean to her. Similarly, Kelsang’'s shootimgsphat coursed through her
neck and left her essentially bedridden for weeks must be undeestaudre than just extreme

anxiety. In both cases, their narrative accounts show a degpeesohal volition and throwness,
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circumstances over which they had some control, but ultimately respomoie to that which
was given.

Both women elected to come to New York; it was not forced upan.thashi’s trip to
the United States was tied to the concurrent death of hesdimstTashi was forced to leave him,
ill, in India with her parents, and he died when Tashi, her husband, and hesath®ickyi,
were on a plane bound for the United States. Months later,ther flied, and she was unable to
travel back to see him. Kelsang claimed to depart from Indigely;aleaving behind her “loser
boyfriend” and fulfilling a vague geographic promise she had maderself based on the
suggestion of a successful U.S.-based relative. But money wasvtightshe arrived, finding a
job proved challenging, and she ended up in a series of deadvemgl dituations. The
subsequent health-related issues were, as | argued in Chaptezriibaxjded in, and intimately
connected to, shifts in geography and the remembering body. Moredhiglk the body’s pain
served as a symbolic link betwekare andthere between one life and another. And | believe
that in regards to death and natality, the body was the stage ioh thlese crises played
themselves out.

Finally, I want to consider the ways in which death and ngpteéin freeze and enter a
sort of suspended temporality. Dawa’s primary loss, as | desicri@hapter Three, was his
separation from his wife, Dia, when he was still living in Indlae knew she was terminally ill,
and elected to leave him for another man, a longtime friend, @wa pPkeaded for her to spend
her final months with him. Months later, in early 1996, he relocetddew York with his son,
and his son moved to San Francisco when he was college-aged, in 200 fawaisis of
significant loss prompted a desire for distance, and perhapsaginimg such distance there

existed possibilities for natality, possibilities which did not fully mateea
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As Lacan (2005) might say, Dawa is between two deaths. He digohlaolic death by
learning that his wife was lost to breast cancer after skepgarated, and as his own countenance
faded (his words), | sensed that he too was fading in some respeat. 4ad the gap in between
dying symbolically and the death of the body can be filled witheeithe monstrous or the
beautiful — it becomes the space where tragedy plays out mgsiaptdy. Dawa’s life showed
shades of both. His disheveled appearance, his lack of friends andhtamtees, and his poor
health indicated the former — the monstrous. But his mode of speakingaridsr, and his
generosity stood in contradistinction to those qualities. | beli@aea had no sense of how
much longer he would live, or wanted to live. He was, | believe, impdeality wherein he did
not invest wholly in the past, the present, or the future. His workaemimunity organizations
was perhaps his best attempt at engaging in natality and fiadimgans through he could extend
his reach into another life. And death waited, he would say often. He felt caught.

| see in these accounts of first memories, physical dispkace and death of kin, a fluid
use of what death and natality even mean, which are also infnad to a change in
worldview, a shift in how one sees slants of the day and the sifiage’s own quotidian life.
Natality becomes associated with a remainder, a person, driptace that has been forcefully
or voluntarily left behind, and though its traces haunt the memdgaadrid narrative accounts of
these four individuals, its loss propels them forward in myriad weatsdo not wholly close off
the prospect of a return. Death, too, becomes linked to a remainder ihasigvithout hope,
closed forever, never to return. Michael Jackson is correct imgritOf only one thing am |
sure: we are never born once, but over and over, and every new begimaiitg) te loss of
something we hesitate to let go” (p. 215). | would add to his dlaanwe similarly never die

just once. Lives in exile upend several temporalities and geogsptavealing in the most
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emphatic ways how natality and death manifest themselves riobrjue but a multitude of

times.

Theoretical Considerations

Inheritance

In a recent book titlednheriting the city: Children of immigrants come of a@®08),
Kasinitz, Mollenkopf, Waters, and Holdaway look to five immigrant grotpssk how the
children of immigrants fare amidst urban struggles. In theudan post-1965 immigration, the
authors look beyond structural factors to examine the ways in wdhigtren of Chinese,
Russian Jewish, South American, West Indian, and Dominican parents haldhair tcultural
heritage while making significant social and economic inroads parallel tqotesis. The authors
also work with very clear notions of what generation means: secomtag@n refers to those
born in the United States to immigrant parents; generation one hall eefers to those born
abroad who came to the United States by age 12; and so on. Understahéskl notions make
sense and reaffirm the ways in some individuals speak of immigradiowever, in the case of
Tibet, the migrations are quite layered, as individuals sometigrag from Tibet to the U.S. or
another Western country, or from one of the refugee settlemeimdian Nepal, or Bhutan. The
U.S. tends to use the term displaced immigrants to describeaths sf Tibetans in the country,
meanwhile affording Tibetans no federal funding, as other refugeepg receive. The
terminology of immigrant, exile, and refugee remains complekimwithe Tibetan community,
and | believe, is intimately bound up with what generation means.

First-, second-, and third-generation become artifices that map ortstay a

comprehensible timeline, but those are terms — in the caséetfTthe province of academics
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and commentatorsyoungand old were the words my informants used; no one identified by
generation (nor did | ask them to do so). Kelsang saw hersaly@sng Tibetan, and Tashi, too,
to a lesser degree. Tenzin and Dawa were ensconced in theilessiiptions of being old
Tibetans. In one sense, | believe the terms young and old provettamn dluidity that not only
resonates with Buddhist conceptions of the self as impermanent,|Idoutspeaks to the
importance of collapsing the disparities in the exile community for the puwpbsmity.
| believe the fluidity ascribed to generation infused that very term withegoossibilities

that transcended the notion of mere inheritance and its passive ammt Too often,
discussions of the inheritance of memories and stories faddouat for the agency in which
younger generations participate in such an inheritance and retinanpast in light of present or
future agendas. As lain Chambers (1994) writes in his meditation on migrancy rititg:ide

To talk of this inheritance, to refer to history, as to referandlation or memory, is always

to speak of the complete, the never fully decipherable. It is toaypeny hope of

transparency. For to translate is always to transforniwHye involves a necessary travesty

of any metaphysics of authenticity or origins. We find oursedveploying a language that is

always shadowed by loss, an elsewhere, a ghost: the unconscious, gntéathan “other”

voice, an “other” world; a language that is powerfully affected by thegiorteingue. (p. 4)
The implications of this point are quite far-reaching: the origindk it a text, a memory — is
lost, and what is retrieved is what is translated in the bfhihe present day. As | discussed in
Chapter Two, we must focus on the mechanisms through which one eng#gegpast, rather
than treat the past as staid and forever unalterable. To doascasstant confrontation with
natality and death, and | believe Tashi, Dawa, Tenzin, and Ketsamgnstrated this in their

own narrative accounts.
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The power of translation, for them, often resided in its didactiafeaa story is told from their
autobiographical past, often to younger people in their lives, about ihéermance of identity,
the importance of silence, and so on. Here, inheritance moves begopdsgive, genetic
connotations. The act of narration is inextricably tied to a géwersnovement of survival —
vestiges of their own lives take new form to offer toolsdtirers. If, as the American poet Jim
Harrison (2009) writes, “Death steals everything except ouestdip. 5), we must be cognizant
of how those stories factor into our own lives and the lives of gttrevagh recognizing in the

end that the facticity of natality will often drive others to appropriate tHoses as they see fit.

Home

These accounts dislodge the notion of home as a dwelling — a faid Hwaounted for
perhaps by the experiential (exile) and religious (Buddhistustaf my informants. Home
constantly slips away — it is both fetishized in their accountanidem with my questioning, and
also recognized as impermanent, a world that has faded. Osagoite, a new birth can begin.
Tenzin spoke of this in his description of a return trip from a dagayibet in which he
proverbially closed the door on home and could allow himself rootednesgel®. Dawa, too,
in the most melancholic terms, described the trepidation he feltsimrrowful world once his
wife died, a trepidation that came with the fact he felt beldc go anywhere. Kelsang was
thrown into the world as a self-described exile, bearing treak from her first days forever
onward. Having inherited that status, there was — for her — no horetito to; she could move
through the world unencumbered. Tashi lost a significant part offe€hér first son) as she left
the place in India she had known as home, leaving Tashi to long fotocagbadace she could

not access, an idealized place in which her first child had not died.
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Although | emphasize the difference between the decay Tenzin aval &3ociated with
home, juxtaposed to the impossibilities with which Tashi and Kelsasgciated with home,
such differences do collapse in light of a consideration of deatlbiethd If we conceive — as
Michael Jackson suggests — of birth (and death, too) as an evemapipains more than once in
which a person is confronted with the loss of something she doé® not want to let go, then
home deserves a prominent place in such a conversation. As thisafmoves beyond that of
a dwelling, it is important to recognize its psychological @aent in a narrative account,
especially one given by an individual who suffered or inherited.disléoss may open up a new
freedom, however tragic or wonderful, providing the circumstancedofns of death and
rebirth.

Exile is quite malleable; to return, which is not always a pdggifor the exiled, could
mean a return to India for my informants, the place of firdeekbelieve none of them will do
so as another long-term relocation. What they experienced and whanhhiegited is at once
both particular and somewhat generalizable. Few contemporary populesiorspeak to the
prolonged experience of exile as Tibetans can. Yet in their chgsperiences of home, its loss
creates a constant reckoning with the issues of death and bich eply to so many in the
world. Perhaps the magnitude of Tibetans’ loss makes this athdine clear: home becomes a
site — actual, remembered, imagined — where death and birth inyimpkete out and foster new
modes of being-in-the-world.

Additionally, it is important to call attention to the narrativedas through which home
comes to fruition. What | point out in Chapter Three — when a naratops or stumbles on
account of impossibilities; death as a centripetal, tactile paiinbarrative action; and the

semantics of exile — speaks in a larger sense to the rigcessexamining how home is
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produced. Perhaps most importantly, an examination of such modesttatison to one’s
relationship to home. The reclaiming of Tibetan independence takpe sihahe collective
narrative as the reclaiming of Tibet proper (*home,” for so mamywever the accounts in these
pages illustrate the ways in which individuals resist and subveddimenant narrative in their

own renderings of home.

Action

How does the ability to engage in action relate to death and yatabelieve the myriad
actions taken by members of an exile population are often intyrtédlto the hope of natality
and a confrontation with the issues of death. As | argued in Chapter the tendency to
provide testimony as a form of narrative even outside of atre@tteurring in Lhasa creates a
sort of continuity within the Tibetan community, a form of speaking skeaves the purpose of
imparting a discernible effect on one’s interlocutor. The experience aj tmanght”, which | so
often felt, becomes a mode of narrative survival for the speakeenffap one in a narrative is
an effective tactic wherein the interlocutor can only empathize.

However, while the effects of many narrative accounts | hplcked me in a betwixt
wherein | felt as though | had lost my bearing (a betwixt theymay have felt), and while the
experience of exile itself may be described as a sort oftimele@ess, | believe that Tashi, Dawa,
Tenzin, and Kelsang were not paralyzed by that fact. Ratherielvbdhey engaged in various
forms of action in their daily lives, whether through the imagimatif a continued relationship
with a loved one long gone, or using a community space less fortaradly political purposes
and more as a place to establish the social rootedness of Ehkfee are not even very visible

forms of action, but | would argue that they matter hugely in these individuals’ lives
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With Buddhism providing the proverbial ground on which these lives played out
suffering stood inherently in the background, present both in religampesand historical fact.
To contend with that was, to quote Dawa, “like walking through tbeds in a pitch dark
night.” In other words, to act was — despite Tibet's extraordinamell-organized exile
community — a gesture that involved the unknowable. As Hannah Arendt inrifé® Human
Condition

...He who acts never quite knows what he is doing, that he alweg@mes “guilty” of
consequences he never foresaw, that no matter how disastrous and udexbpecte
consequences of his deed he can never undo it, that the process hesstater
consummated unequivocally in one single deed or event, and that itsneaning never
discloses itself to the actor but only to the backward glantieedfistorian who himself does
not act (1958, p. 233).
Action, in this sense, stretches forward infinitely into an indateate future. In these four lives,
the ways in which they acted on and in the world involved an embrasbatfthey had been
born with — their histories, their stories, and indeed their wounds. Thus, it is that envhielc |
see as intimately tied to natality — their own — as @l an engagement with death if only
through negation. For the Tibetans in this work, to act was so afteeans of cultural survival,
a movement against collective death.

Concurrently, it is also essential to highlight the relationshigvdxen inheritance and
action. The mere fact that something is inherited — be it gemetierial, a narrative, a wound —
demands some form of action, taken through compliance, resistance, dediahany other

movements. In other words, the immensity of what my informantsitetidrom the cradle on
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provided an impetus that outlined an ever-changing horizon line towardh gy could act.

Action, like inheritance, is never complete.

Methodological Considerations

If, as Hannah Arendt (1958) suggests, personal history is subsumed ialy asut
historical agendas, and reified into mythology, then one could lookft lastorical account as
a deconstructive act, a movement back to the origin of what has bem@enerought with
generality. A life history, such as the four presented indisisertation, exist in their respective
singularities but shed some light on the larger Tibetan commahitye New York City area.
However, none of these stories can be appropriated to represent aidiasponunity in its
entirety, nor can these stories stand as finalized accounts efftuesndividuals. To reiterate a
sage point noted by Gary Gregg (2007):

A life narrative collected at a single point in time yielilg a still photograph and cannot be
used to assess how open or closed a person may be to changgrdergl or involution. . .

| believe that no cross-sectional investigation can do that, bet@useuch fluidity is built
into personality — much more than recognized by most psycholegistspredict how an
individual will respond to novelty. As a system of integrated multiplicity, pefggmamains
fundamentally open. Not only do contrasting identities organize osompaities as dialogue
and dispute but also our subjective experience continually eludepessand overflows the
confines of the discourses we design to render it meaningful.iksoBrrecognized, identity
guarantees no stability, and at some historical and life-hiatarioments, it leads beyond its

own boundaries. (p. 332)
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And indeed, | believe act of rendering a life historical accountlead beyond its own
boundaries. What follows is a meditation on how my engagement wesle ithdividuals led me
to consider and reconsider several methodological issues that @re heart of a life history
encounter. As | mention several times in this dissertation, Tibetad issues relating to Tibet
are vastly underrepresented in psychological literature, and eaemative psychological
literature. Plenty can be gained by asking what the stofidashi, Dawa, Tenzin, and Kelsang
mean in a theoretical sense, relating such stories to other axodlexile and diaspora. | also
believe it is worthwhile to consider the ways in which an engage with one’s informants
allows one to rethink questions of method all together. Such questiaegard to the life
history as a mode of inquiry fall into five categories: voicetaphor, writing, the body, and the

demand of an encounter.

The Role of Voice

Amidst exile and Chinese efforts to both obscure and promulgatecHicspéstory of
events, the value of writing one’s own or another life history hdtedha great deal in Tibet
from its religious origins. | believe the life histories wett by and about Tibetans provide a
unique opportunity to question exactly what the life history is, whatalues are, and what its
limitations are. The Buddhist doctrine of impermanence, beliefs aleitth, and various
functions of the life history in Tibet since 1959 — the testimonialrifegmative, the counter
story — call attention to the contortions of life writing and to own conceptions of what that
may index about a life.

The project of including a life history within the purview of psyclygi@roper has been

carried out admirably by McAdams (1993), Raggatt (2000), Singer (2001)rR@po7), and
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many others for a number of years. The question of what is knowablegh the use of life
histories and narrative research has been taken up recenthgdmslsbn (2006), who argues for
an assimilation of narrative understanding at the conceptual kreng the many areas of
inquiry of assimilation is linguistic. She writes that thesevalue in looking across narrative
studies to understand how language is experienced. Building off aflslmss argument, |
would like to add that there is indeed value in considering the role ok vas a major
experiential facet of language in narrative studies.

This has been given little attention in narrative psychologigales, however, an
important exception comes from the work of Skinner, Valsiner and mtbl{2001) on the
analysis of a Nepali adolescent boy named Hari (while #sgarch is often highlighted in
narrative psychological circles, 1 must point out that Skinnerl.eara engaged in a largely
anthropological endeavor). Drawing on Bakhtin’s ideas of heteroglossize, and utterance,
the authors show how an individual draws upon and orchestrates myria$ voicreate an
image of self and concurrently imagine future social positions.t\WWey emphasize is the
degree to which “words arise out of dialogue that has gone on lefsiteations that have left
residues of meanings in the words, but her words are not entilies/aéthe past. The speaker
orients them toward ongoing dialogues, anticipating the rejoinders, engsiand agreements of
her audience” (2.2). Hari, the boy at the center of their work, 16-year old member of the
“untouchable” caste who hopes to leave his village in Nepal and leeaahoctor, then return
one day. The act of narrating, the authors argue, is an actombey wherein Hari does not
simply internalize the figured world of caste relations, buterafinds in the voices of others
voices he can appropriate in order to position himself in a commumitynaagine a future in

which he can command respect and reconfigure caste relations.
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Skinner, Valsiner, and Holland (2001) provide a worthwhile example of Ve is
created that | would like to extend into the present work. Buddhism insists thatifigildeath, a
karmic impress remains in the mindstream of consciousness, and tthee thing which is
reborn, not a sense of self (Sambhava, 1994). Again, | would err by sperwhat sort of
karmic impress materialized in my informants’ lives. Howewshat | did understand to
transcend any sense of self was the voice. In my interviethshé four individuals who feature
into this dissertation, there was both a historicity to what thegedot in that their utterances
anticipated future rejoinders and gathered relics of past diaogas well as a timelessness in
which their words were somewhat ahistoric. This paradox deserves some unpacking.

What | mean is that while | heard my informants’ utteransegesponses to what | was
asking, at the same time | sensed that at least some othelgegaid transcended the dialectic of
engagement in an interview encounter and its immediacy. Elsewhett@si dissertation, |
attributed this to the fact that the telling of exile is, lidet, inscribed in Tibetan identity.
However, by considering this issue in regards to voice, it morelglapproximates the role of
the past, present, future and its permutations in an individual's utésraSimilar to the
conclusions drawn by Skinner et al. (2001) on Hari, | believe my infusy@chestrated several
communal voices and positioned themselves in a time to come. Howevke case of these
four individuals, | believe what | was hearing mattered mora sgoken utterance itself rather
than as an utterance that indexed an informant’s particular autapiogal experience. Such a
conception goes a certain distance in re-imagining a narrataljecs (Tamboukou, 2008). In
this vein, the Buddhist concept of no permanent self makes sense. It is the voice that endure

| believe that a larger consideration of voice could be of use inhplgical life

historical terms, for perhaps the life history itself couldvieeved as a form for the voice, a form
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that may even befit the voice. Steiner Kvale (as cited in Jmsse2006) has written that what is
produced in an interview encounter approximates postmodern conceptions ofdgewiet is,
linguistic, narrative, and interrelational. Even more, a condideraf voice may approximate
the ways in which what is said during an interview transcendsitbeview itself, and perhaps
also transcends a sense of self by focusing on the ways in whi&ks words echo and
reverberate across time and place. As my informants retlagedtories they heard when they
were growing up, | believe they were calling upon and appropgyiatinces (often in recalled
dialogue) long past. Concurrently, | argue that the concept of wigetionly pertinent to the
cultural milieu of my informants, but is also functions as a udedwlristic that addresses the

architecture of how one’s words may be inhabited by others.

The Ubiquity of Metaphors and Images

Striking in the narratives of Dawa, Tenzin, Tashi, and Kelsanthes ubiquity of
metaphors and images. Dawa’s metaphors veered towards dangerg-thavdoor shut on him,
skating on thin ice, floating; Tashi’'s metaphors figured her body hsuse, often in need of
repair; Tenzin was given to using metaphors to describe impass#hikuch as cracks in the
sidewalk akin to the number of atrocities committed by the Chireesk Kelsang’s metaphors
had a distinctly complex tone — communion as a means of desciit@rgift” of a dream, a
homeless man to delineate exile, and a palimpsest to convey yefttgse metaphors figured
quite centrally in their narrations, replete with elementsuoprise or beauty, and despite the
spontaneity with which they were produced also appeared well-thought out.

It is also worth nothing that my informants’ lineages stretch back Buddhist culture

that plays itself out in varying degree in each of their li&dl, | hesitate to speak overly of
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rebirth. Through a mere intellectual effort, | cannot conceivertwdt it is like to hold such a
belief, nor am | certain to what degree my participants endorsgd & belief. Though at the
same time, | would like to argue that Buddhism, in various forms, prbvikde proverbial
ground on which rebirth — at least on a metaphorical level — playeuh dleir own narrative
accounts. Such “ground,” on the one hand, provides individuals with the languegscribe,
implicitly or explicitly, significant life changes, and on tl¢her hand, opens a particular
temporality, a new way of being-in-the-world in time. As | ddmaat in the preceding pages, |
believe the fluency with which my informants thought of death andh lwan be, in part,
attributed to a Buddhist background, especially as Buddhism is treat@dstern countries
where the metaphorical aspect of rebirth is often emphasized. Thoughld like to add the
metaphorical status of much Buddhism, particularly the strainsenfahd Vajrayana that my
informants drew upon. Zen, especially — the school of Mahayana Budtiasremphasizes
experiential wisdom and dharma practice over theoretical knowledgepends much on
metaphor for didactic purposes.

There was also an abundance of images in their narrative acdumamntiealt with a lack
of light, or uncertainty and the darkness that may come with it.t@he&ency to use night,
darkness, and dimness as a central motif or metaphor in theatimstabout dreams, the body,
and moments of difficulty brings to mind a comparison to parts oeRghar’'s poetry (1992).
Char, who often uses the guiding metaphor of a “talismanic nigffgrs the possibilities for
regeneration in his descriptions of a limitless night, an endlessnuum on which human
dynamism may play out and in which one may see the cosmic inmg @f mud, for instance
(La Charite, 1976). Yet unlike Char, my informants seemed very mugjhthy the metaphors

they themselves produced with little ability to extricate thedwes. Tashi and Dawa especially
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were so seized by what they often described, and the words theytauskescribe it, that it
affected a sort of bodily response: tensing one’s shoulders, leaaokgn exhaustion, Perhaps
they were entrapped by the memory itself, or perhaps the entraprasnan effect of being
caughtbetweerthe memory and the language they used to make it other.

In a broader sense, an attention to metaphor and image may be beneficiahfnvatiae
psychological perspective especially in instances wherein andondivor group’s reliance upon
both becomes a leading narrative strategy. | believe such a mayefam literalism often
provided my informants with a form to approximate upheaval in the wayalas (1992)
speaks of Yolmo wa Buddhist tendencies to rely on poetic expressimmstalking about death
or great pain. Furthermore, as a point of analytic focus in treuatof these four individuals, |
believe the ubiquity of metaphor, especially, calls attention toe$gonsibility many Tibetans
feel to tell their story. In the previous chapter, | discussed #ies wn which my informants
relied on testimony as a narrative strategy. In a somewhateatit maneuver, | believe the
reliance on metaphors that | heard — which, | must add, wereuparitycrobust and not at all
veering towards banality — had the effect of invigorating wheat atherwise be stale or glossed
over by a metanarrative. What was often transferred oredaacross in the metaphor was a

broadness, a surprising swath of their existential plight.

Writing and Poeticization of Experience

Form, the poet Charles Olson (1950) once noted, should always be asiaxtef
content. Such an adage may be transposed into life writing withsoth& sciences, and indeed
it is what | have tried to abide by in this work: a form that destrates experiential fidelity to

the individuals with whom | met and conversed. The philosopher Garry Hagberg (2008)@oints t
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language as a means through one enters selfhood; one comesniolegasbat they narrate. If
that is the case, then finding a form which extends the content of a life is aal ietipierative.

What | seek to call attention to is the importance of considemiriting as a method
itself. My point is that the act of writing is not merely stedhat the latter stage of a research
project but can be part of the process of both collecting “datadaalyzing it. Thus, the place,
the diachronic place of writing in qualitative research may nobd&ely situated continuously in
the research project. Is writing a mere record of an encoanperst-hoc that is meant to reflect,
in however a convoluted mirror, the contrails of a time now pastdo®s the writing itself
create what constitutes data to qualitative researchersigvdéhe answer lies in the betwixt of
those two questions.

The process of rendering an experience to paper transcends theecwding of that
experience. The act of rendering involves myriad decisions of edizorg, silencing, and
accentuating that are themselves neither simply a record ohcourger nor just its textual
aftermath. If, as Jerome Bruner has suggested (1990), the actatingacreates meaning where
perhaps there was not meaning before, | would like to add, in an anslagy, that the act of
writing may similarly create meaning, or at the very lepgece together disparate elements of
meaning.

| tape recorded some of my interviews, but did not record eaclooneyfiad reasons. |
spoke out loud into a tape recorder in the time following an intena@d then | wrote some.
Themes and answers to the research questions | posed emeigerbte but it was not a mere
act of note-taking. | believe it was an analytic method in antdelf. The “data” existed in what
| heard, what | transcribed, and what | experienced, and the rnieangh which that data was

analyzed was through a mode of writing that did not rely onsamy of coding or thematic
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analysis, but rather on the transformative and somewhat ineffgidetast writing itself. Put
another way, the writing produces an effect.

Relatedly, the mode of writing | employ here may be seen, ingmén answer to Mark
Freeman's (2000) call that psychology begin to privilege goetier theoretics. In that article,
Freeman suggests that by doing so, psychologists open up to cdrwmidararger domain of
experience, "dimensions of thought and feeling that theoreticalutse, in its customary forms,
cannot readily accommodate” (p. 75). While Freeman points toawdigand artistic lives as
especially pertinent examples of that which eludes theorizaticadhe that the narrated quality
of so much human experience is similarly elusive. The violent, stienframe imposed on
narrative psychology — while understandable — constitutes an ethartd@ming, one that often
strips a described reality of one of its most important facets - the unsaid.

Annie Rogers (2007) has written in this vein by placing primacy batwhe calls a
poetics of the unconscious. In Rogers’ poetics, “whatever we ahaiegists or as narrative
researchers say about one another (or about relationships) wiimtyeid sure to hold a gap, a
lack. And whatever we say in language is left amorphous, ambigususe#ning(s) deferred”
(p. 73). She calls attention to an “artful science” as a walowfg narrative research; that is, a
mode of writing that grounds rather than abstracts our experi@idé® world. Relying on
Lacan, Rogers works with a method of textual analysis that nedtsan eye towards the
negated or the ambiguous. | would argue that the employment abttisf writing is essential
as narrative psychology moves forward, a writing that furtheramists this branch of
psychology from the natural sciences and meanwhile presedmeesoimplexities of human
issues. Of course, poeticization can be dangerous, especiallyamiseo the subject matter of

these pages exile, oft-romanticized itself. In elevating an 'stlexperience to a somewhat
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romantic dimension, one runs the risk glazing that person's expendgth an ethereality that
negates the difficulties of a life in transit. The answeandg as Freeman suggests, a step back
towards analytic distance and the safety of theorization. Buhdwing beyond theorization,
does one lose the possibility of relevancy? Perhaps not, but the dd@nigéng so in the case of
those who have experienced exile is that their stories darcréate any authentic social
framework for memory. | have attempted to avoid doing so in thi&,woeanwhile following
Erika Apfelbaum’s (2000) call for a psychology that practiceprtextual mode of inquiry in

which individual stories come together to reclaim a group’s history.

The Place of the Body

| must ask why physicality as it plays out in an interviewoemnter is unmentioned in the
vast majority of narrative psychology. Plenty of theorizing hasen done in recent decades
regarding the body, its placement in a midst of social and alluatrices, but researchers who
have collected life histories have by and large ignored their loodies and those of their
informants as they function in interviews themselves. Perhapsaitodo with the nature of so
many interviews, conducted in staid rooms, seated, with moveméitdtessto nuanced shifts in
posture and gesturing with one's hands. The interviews | conductedibataris in New York
City called my attention to this, if only because several pinformants insisted that we walk if
we intended on talking.

In the Introduction, | discuss how the proverbial floodgates of memayeapfor Tashi
once we were moving. | am weary to draw blanket generalizaéibost what walking might
mean in Tibetan culture, however, | can infer that in the liveseskral of my informants -

particularly Tashi, Kelsang, and to a lesser degree, Tenzinkingaoccupied a particularly



176

meaningful act. | also believe it was a means of showing. Waasansfer of geography? Was |
being shown what Kelsang, for instance, transferred from hegrsettt town in Gangtok, India
to the Upper West Side? Of course, | cannot know. | would spectiategh, that it was at the
very least a means of circumventing some of my more abstragtianseabout home. So often,
when | would ask about the quotidian differences in life both here amdli@, Imy informants
would respond with a degree of puzzlement. Taking me to the markeallong to the bakery,
was a form of answering my question that, at the time, | didewoignize as an answer. | cannot
forget the interviews in which Tashi, and later Kelsang, empthitheir physical journey from
India to the United States, tracing the bureaucratic entanglementsyaanikexhaustion. | only
realize it now, but | cannot forget those interviews becauseldediebetween three and four
miles as they told me about those experiences.

As a methodological strategy, it allowed for less eye contact could at least
momentarily negate - during difficult moments - the fact thatwere engaged in an interview.
Walking provided me with a great deal of freedom in what | ete¢b ask; questions came
amidst observations about surrounding stores, speculations on restaghamges in the
neighborhoods. Indeed, | believe my mode of questioning, and the way in whiictionmyants
answered, bore a resemblance to our physical movement, that ustoasc | would add that
walking was a form of escape from silence. The silence bateggestions and answers that can
so paralyze an interview were felt less, by me, while fozdryw and outside amidst city noise. |
would not go as far as to promote walking as the new heuristiamforterview strategy, but |
believe that this particular technique demonstrated a sort of erpatifidelity to those with

whom | spoke. | should add that it was nothing my informants ever talkaat,anor was it
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anything | ever inquired into. | accepted it immediately les heans through which several

interviews would happen.

The Demand

| believe that in asking my informants to construct a lifednystl demanded something
that they — and later | — came to see as occasionally intrusemfited, and in many cases,
baffling. When | read through the questions | asked, especially iiirshéew interviews, many
of them appear stiff, lacking in any sort of empathy, and occdkiopeoduced with an
epistemophiliac’s signature.

Robert Desjarlsais (2003) has written about such a demand ateriatized in his work
with the Yolmo Buddhists of Nepal. In his well-wrought ethnography pleeldates on what the
task of a life story means to several elders he encounters. He writes:

What does it mean to generate a life story in a place wieenggoften advance the idea that
a life is, by nature, impermanent, forever changing, perhapmaiéiy illusory, yet also
highly consequential? ...Ghostly echo, illusion, reverberation and matidesteemainder,
reminder, afterimagdihajacarries these many connotations. Any life story told by Mbme
written about him, | slowly came to understand, would effectralagi whirl of echoes. (p.
277-284)
Indeed, as | noted in Chapter One, the act of telling one’s storgeimasd several functions in
the 50 years of Tibetans’ exile. Oftentimes, personal histagglissed by the larger shiftings in
treatment by the Chinese; personal history becomes a meanshtiwbigh one can narrate
history or counter it. To a degree, those movements took place, but lagaist return to the

notion of a form for the voice. However, in this context, the fornfdrro is the life stories |
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created with Tashi, Dawa, Tenzin, and Kelsang. My informants showenterest in seeing a
finished copy of this work. Tenzin noted in our last interview, “I'mesuwould like it, but it is
done. It has been spoken,” sentiments which, | believe, echoed timgdeef the others |
interviewed. Again, the voice matters.

The completed product was of little concern to all of them, but | dvaujue that the
process through which these stories were created was of matargrencern. Kelsang took the
least amount of interest in the project itself; she was courteodidalked at length, though |
sensed she was happy when our final interview was complete. Aroertidyas less definitive
with Tashi, Tenzin, and Dawa. Life circumstances — work, schoaleltra punctuated our
interviews. Each told me they wanted to keep talking, though inevitably, we slipped outhof touc

Dawa’s comments in our final interview speak to the importahqgeocess. | asked him,
in response to his statement that he liked participating in the interviewshathyas so, he said,
“Who else wants to hear me? At the meetings, they whispet takit too much, so it is good
now.”

“Do you imagine other people reading what you have told me?”

“Oh, no. Perhaps they will, but I won’t know them, and they won’t know mé,den’t
picture it. But to do it was nice. It's like my father, who would #uibads when we were in
India. He would finish, and maybe never see the road again. But ther@sand he knew it was
there. So, you see.”

| believe | did see. What mattered was that it had been spokerih¢hakperience of
telling — or rather co-constructing — the story had happened. Myeomhaevith finality were

eclipsed by my informants’ concerns on process.
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Finally, | believe the demand for a life story may be understood, somewhat helateall
desire to find in an other an aspect of oneself that eludesvealsglization. In this vein,
Nicholson (2005) uses Sartre’s conception of an existential “projest™a heuristic for
researchers to practice a degree of reflexivity. How can we se®is research the constellation
of long-standing concerns, some of which are rooted in autobiogragxisatiences? Such a
guestion undoubtedly factors into the demand one may make in an interview, though | would like
to add to Nicholson’s conception a consideration of what one’s infornegmésents to a
researcher in a way a researcher may not initially recognize.

For instance, with Tashi, more than anyone else | met duringvthils | found myself
“caught,” often unable to respond, formulate a question, or compartmentddat she had just
said. In the Introduction, | discuss her story about the death of her young chakinbwplussed,
and each time in subsequent interviews when she would discuss the@iestsations she had
with this boy in the years after his death, | was similatlya loss. On the one hand, | was
concerned that any response would be inadequate, or worse, offensive.hTim®ygocess of
writing about such an experience, | recognize my bewildermerdaasd partially in a related
life experience: my own sister had died very young. | did not knewy though a complex
relationship with her has evolved in absentia through my own imaginatioh silent
conversations. Tashi said what | could not say, what | did not recagm@aesignificant aspect of
my own life — silenced as it was — until she narrated it first.

To reiterate a point | made in the previous pages, | believastonly through writing
that | was able to see that; | did not recognize this when Tashil spoke, though | was
unquestionably moved when we sat on a bench in silence one aftemiade September. By

chance — | believe — we encountered each other, and what | demandedilymptom her
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became two-fold: the construction of her life story, and the ioreatf a frame of reference
through which | could understand a related experience in my oenTlife demand for a life
story must always be interrogated in intersubjective tehow. does the other understand your

demand, and who is the other for you?

In order to begin to understand the figurations of lives that have bemdfinto transit, |
believe a life historical approach can go a great distance inrexgpkhe interplay of history and
biography. Foucauldian approaches, while often useful, can strig sotiss of agency and
reduce one’s entirety to the effects of social structuresgliigregating the nuanced and myriad
ways individuals orchestrate, resist, and internalize the gofetieir lives. | believe that in the
case of Tibetans living in exile, such an approach would be understahdalidangerous. At
stake are issues of death and natality, home and its destructicamdbsteritance. These issues
are best approached and interrogated through a life history, prgottiat the method’s early
pioneer Henry Murray called, “a bent of empathy and curiositsatd all profound experiences
of individual men and women.”

And yet, the stories of Tashi, Dawa, Tenzin, and Kelsang reaffifior me that much of
our experience in the world is undescribed, and while a narrativagiegical approach may go
a great distance in demonstrating experiential fidelity inag wther modes of inquiry do not,
remainders and outliers elude any approach, creating a negdtaalden that makes so much
social scientific work more of an approximation than an exact entrapment bégsaeality.

So then, how does one punctuate a life, much less four? Tashi wnoéeiicearly March
and said she was halfway through a difficult semester thatdwmeilher last. The tone of her

email was celebratory and ended by wondering what type of people/@uld encounter as a



181

nurse. | have not heard from Tenzin or Kelsang in the months sincastvepbke. Through a
mutual acquaintance, | know that Tenzin continues his work at theylilaraite happily. And

from the same person, | know that Kelsang is collaborating wittiead to open her own
masseuse business.

Shortly after spring began, | received an email from Das@'s Tsering, in which he
told me that his father was very ill and hospitalized for an wifspe reason. His message was
short, and | wrote back, asking that he pass along my wishes for gdtdtbdas father. Days
later, | was shaken after a particularly disturbing dream irchwbiawa had died and his body
was carried through the same ten blocks in Queens | once wailkedimy on my way back to
the subway (the one and only time we walked together). Tsering didespbnd to my
subsequent emails and the hospital could not give me any informagitaninLMarch | went to
Dawa’s apartment and rang for him but there was no answer. Theagdayarticularly dark, with
rain falling from seemingly all angles. | waited for a laime underneath the awning of his

building before going home.
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