


PURE WHITE

It took 20,000 workers, 1,000 elephants and 17 years to build the Taj Mahal. World heritage site. Ultimate symbol of love.



Voted ‘Best
Low Fare Carrier
India, 2007’
by travellers†

†Awarded by the Air Passengers Association of India.



C O N T E N T S
8
WE ARE LIKE THIS ONLY!
A Bangalore – Delhi flight underlines the
love of freedom at the heart of every Indian.

12
WHEN A REAL LION MEETS A
REAL MASTER
The photographer Sarjano talks about his
first meetings with Osho and his subsequent
years at the Pune ashram. + exclusive
pictures of the ashram in the 70s and 80s.

24
(DOTS)

28
IN TRANSIT
A photo essay by Bharat Sikka.

42
PARLOURS, SUPERMARKETS
AND SECRET CAMERAS
Ashok Sukumaran on the growing uses of
surveillance in India today.

48
WATER, EVERYWHERE
Tishani Doshi in Antarctica.

58
NO WAY HOME
Indigo Lounge travels to Dharamsala to hear
about the lives of young Tibetans and their
hopes and dreams for their future.

72
NA!
Ramkrishna Yadav apne zindagi ke villain
ko ek na ek din toh zaroor bajaega. Magar
woh time kab aayega?

74
THEY DARED NOT SPEAK ITS
NAME IN DELHI
Sunil Gupta writes about the changing fates
of the homosexual community in Delhi.

76
CORRESPONDENCE
Letters of a different kind.

5

Published by :
    Delhi Experience Design Services (P) Ltd.
20, Siri Fort Road, New Delhi 110 049

Printed by: RHI Printographics

© Authors/Publishers
All rights reserved with the author/publisher. No part
of this book may be reproduced in any manner whatsoever
or tanslated in any other language without the written
permission of the author/publisher. While every effort has
been taken to avoid error, the Author or the publishers and/
or their agents/dealers are not responsible for the conse-
quences of any action taken on the basis of this publication.

All views, contents, comments and/or representations made
in this magazine are that of its authors, contributors or
general public. IndiGo, its subsidiaries, holding companies,
employees or agents are not responsible for the authen-
ticity, suitability, accuracy or currency of such information,
view, content or representation.

Statutory information as required by the Registrar of Newspapers, India

RNI Registration No.: Applied for

*Awarded for 2007, by the Air Passengers Association of India.

EDITOR :
DEEPTI KAPOOR

CREATIVE DIRECTOR :
V SUNIL

CREATIVE CONSULTANT :
MATTHEW PARKER

ART :
ROSHAN VERMA, HARISH BAMBA,
KISHORE KUMAR

PRODUCTION :
RAJESH BHARGAVA

AWARDED THE 'BEST LOW FARE CARRIER'*

BY PASSENGERS IN 2007 -  INDIGO IS INDIA'S
FASTEST GROWING AIRLINE.

USING THE BEST HARDWARE, SOFTWARE,
INTERFACE DESIGN & PERSONNEL FROM AROUND
THE WORLD, INDIGO PROVIDES PASSENGERS
WITH A SMOOTH, HASSLE-FREE FLYING
EXPERIENCE AT FARES THAT ARE ALWAYS
AFFORDABLE. 

AS ON APRIL 2008, INDIGO OPERATES 120 DAILY
FLIGHTS ACROSS 17 DESTINATIONS.

Croissant (Vegetarian) Rs 100.00
Croissant (Non Vegetarian) Rs 125.00
Kathi Roll (Vegetarian) Rs 25.00
Kathi Roll (Non Vegetarian) Rs 150.00
Sandwiches (Vegetarian) Rs 100.00
Sandwiches (Non Vegetarian) Rs 125.00
D'Light Low Calories Drink (500 ml) Rs 50.00
Diet Bars Rs 25.00
Cookies Rs 50.00
Spring Natural Water (500 ml) Rs 20.00
Cashew Nuts Rs 50.00
Nimbu Pani Rs 25.00
Juice (330 ml) Rs 50.00
Soft Drink (Cans) Rs 25.00
Fresh Cookies Rs 20.00

We apologise if any item on this menu is not available due to prior customers’ selection. Menu + Prices - subject to change without prior notice.
*Awarded by the Air Passengers Association of India.

Try our delicious snacks and you’ll
see what we mean.

We made a major
breakthrough when it
comes to airline food.
We made it edible.

Call 0 99 10 38 38 38 / 1 800 180 38 38 (toll free)

Voted ‘Best
Low Fare Carrier
India, 2007’
by travellers*



For a land looking into a new millenium, freedom would seem the perfect theme
with which to bring you this, our first issue. Yet the idea of freedom is as complex as
the nation we find ourselves in, and comes in many different guises.

From a country with a strong religious life we turn to the freedoms of and from
"Self" taught by that great mystic and leader Osho, as told by former disciple, friend,
cook and photographer, Sarjano, who discusses the nature of the ashram in Pune and
recounts his early days there as he arrived from Italy in the 1970's, looking for a lost
friend and finding a lot more. 

We move on to examine the individual struggles of a "religious community", as
seen in our sketches of the lives of young Tibetans in Dharamsala. The basic freedoms
they find within their adopted homeland are weighed against their struggles to find
permanence, stability or just simple happiness in a land which is not their own. 

Mumbai based architect and video artist Ashok Sukumaran turns his attention to
CCTV, as the all-seeing mechanical eye which has become so prevalent in the West
increases its expansion into Indian soil,new and interesting questions and problems
posing for us all.
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We are taken far from India for a moment by the poet and novelist Tishani Doshi

who, during her travels to Antarctica, documented the immensity of that frozen land.

She shares images and comments on how the landscape is tied inextricably into
our lives.

Freedoms on a global level turn into freedoms of a very personal nature in our article
from photographer Sunil Gupta on the changing fates of the homosexual community in
Delhi. He talks of how legal and social positions have changed (or not changed) in the
last twenty years and includes images from the past reflecting the nature of the community
in the early days.

Finally, we are very pleased to include a collection of images by Bharat Sikka.

Many of these images reflect on the areas which are both ignored and yet intrinsically
important to the "New India" which so often now makes the headlines. Shots of deserted
highways, metro and power stations and the speck of a plane in a blue sky haunt the
success story and suggest the empty emotional spaces such advances may create.
At once bleakly beautiful, humanely optimistic and refreshingly ambiguous, it is a
pleasure to include them in this volume. We hope you enjoy.



I’ve never known a people value freedom more than
the Indians. Freedom from queues, freedom from seat belts,
freedom from placing their seat backs and tray tables into
the full upright positions, freedom from listening to any
warning about remaining in the seat during take off and
landing, about not using the toilet at a certain time, freedom
from obeying any luggage restrictions or warnings about
using mobile phones.

Yeah, the mobile phones: I dreamt of a new kind of
warning. Instead of the clearly too subtle “using mobile
phones may interfere with the plane’s equipment,” I heard
the PA system issue the unequivocal notice: “If you use
your mobile phone to make that one last call there’s a high
chance that it’ll scramble the pilot’s controls and we’ll all
plummet into the ground and die a horrible burning death
and it will be all your fault.” Personally I’m yet to be
convinced of precisely what mobile phones actually do to
the plane’s controls’ but as far as I’m concerned:

1) The warning exists.
2) Someone has seen fit to bring it into existence.
3) These people clearly have a reason to do so and...
4) It doesn’t hurt to obey it.

But this is the difference between me and the average
Indian. It seems to genuinely hurt them to obey the rules,
as if their liberty is being trampled on from a great height.

It hurts to obey the rules which in all likelihood are there
to make everyone’s life easier. These Indians just can’t seem
to help themselves.

Of course I’ve known about all this for a long time now,
but it hit me like an epiphany on an early morning flight
from Bangalore to Delhi. Maybe it was the lack of sleep
and the very early start which reduced my tolerance, but
every single person around me seemed to be pathologically
incapable of doing what they were told.

WE ARE LIKE THIS ONLY!
So it started in the departure lounge. Highly educated,

urbane, technologically adept young men sporting mobile
phone headsets and carrying laptops, elegant and no doubt
morally upright women, mothers, fathers, children, brothers,
wives, sons, sisters, aunts and uncles, human beings–all
transforming into desperados before my eyes, desperate to
get that one inch closer to the departure gate when the
flight was announced, bringing out their well trained and
sharpened elbows to wedge into that mythical spot just
ahead, some vague and opaque and presumably ancient
fear blossoming in their collective minds that told them

against all reason and logic that maybe if they don’t get on
the plane RIGHT NOW, even though it has only just been
announced for boarding and isn’t going anywhere for at
least another forty five minutes, then the plane might leave
them behind and they will be stranded. Once the initial

scramble to get to the front dies down and some sort of
line system forms, the next stage of pushing begins, the
war of attrition, where shuffled little steps and slow shoulder
and elbow work are employed to guarantee that at least no
one gets past you. It’s a full time job. Maybe they should
make it a national sport.

Once on board, the crew stresses repeatedly that
passengers should sit in the seat assigned to them. There’s
a kind of forlorn look on their faces now. It seems clear
that no one, and I mean no one, should tell these people
where they ought to sit. I couldn’t help laughing when two

men, doctor types, who were probably “used to the best”,
demanded to speak to “the manager” when they didn’t like
their seating.

And then there’s the luggage. Bags the size of baby
elephants are carried on like hand luggage. I cry inside…
how come I had to check in my bag when someone with
a bag twice the size breezes by? What happened to the
rules? Why didn’t the people at the counter stop them?
Because they are in on it too, that’s why. I tell myself that

A FINE AND MYSTERIOUS LINE SEPARATES FREEDOM FROM ANARCHY–OUR

CORRESPONDENT STRUGGLED TO SEE THE LINE AT ALL

IT SEEMS TO GENUINELY HURT THEM TO

OBEY THE RULES, AS IF THEIR LIBERTY IS

BEING TRAMPLED ON FROM A GREAT HEIGHT.
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if no one obeys the rules then everything is possible and
all hell will break loose. Doesn’t anyone care about the
rules!? People hold their bags in their laps when they should
go above. Everyone pulls out their mobiles and starts to

talk on them. We are taking off and someone casually
unbuckles to go to the toilet. I tell myself that maybe it’s
because they’re not used to it. In a bus or a train no one
has this many rules (they do in England–coaches now have
seatbelts you are legally obliged to wear. Can you imagine!
Be warned). People sleep on the floor in the middle of the
aisle here. No one is going to tell anyone what to do.

The coup de grace comes on landing. As soon as the

plane touches down there is the sychronised click of one
hundred seat belts being removed. I’m genuinely surprised
it took that long. But listen people. Where do you think a
seatbelt is more likely to help you? When the plane is in the
air, or when it’s careening along the runway at who knows
what speed and has yet to come to a halt? Think about it.

When there’s some slight change in the engine noise
which maybe signifies some kind of impending halt, a man
jumps up from his seat to open the overhead locker and
grab his bag. It will still be five minutes before he can go

anywhere. I watch him in slow motion. For some reason
his features are now permanently etched on my brain, his
bouffant hair and slick moustache, his cheap shirt that was
maybe very expensive. What I remember most is the look
in his eyes. He furtively darted them around to check the
coast was clear. Then suddenly,determined… he was going
to do it, he was clear in his mind, he knew why he had
stood up. He was going to be the first on the plane to
retrieve his luggage! He had succeeded! VICTORY! And
as soon as this look came about his face (and everyone else
had time to register it) almost every other passenger on
the plane jumped up too, and scrambled for their luggage,
and the whole place fell apart. On any other country’s
airline there would be one or two people trying this on
(probably Indians) and they would be shot down by the
stewards and every other passenger (probably English)
would smile a quiet and smug smile and nod their heads

gently in approval… “quite right”. But here the stewards
do nothing. What can they do in the face of the mob and
their demand for complete freedom? I slap my forehead in
astonishment. It’s like there’s some in-built, hardwired and

highly refined sense of absolute and pointless disobedience
in every Indian’s brain. Yes, no people love freedom more
than the Indians.

BAGS THE SIZE OF BABY ELEPHANTS

ARE CARRIED ON LIKE HAND LUGGAGE.

DOESN’T ANYONE CARE ABOUT THE RULES!?
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I could tell you stories ad infinitum, but the only
interesting story about the old commune, the only one
truly worth remembering is why people started disappearing
one by one! The first “desaparecido” was one Marco
Salghetti, engineer by family tradition and
carpenter by choice. One day I saw him
packing and I asked where he was going.

“I’m going to India, some friends
have invited me.”

“I didn’t know you had friends in
India,” I replied.

“I didn’t know either,” was his
conclusion.

And, after that, he disappeared for
three years. I had to go in search of him
actually.

We left Rome on the first of February 1978,
boarding an Air India business class with a fixed return
for 14 days later. Never would I have imagined that there
was no return for me, and my girlfriend Terry would come
back alone.

When we landed in Pune, I didn’t even bother to find
a hotel. We went straight to the ashram. What I saw was
a small compound, 18 acres in all, with a lot of green and
a few houses here and there, a huge presumptuous wooden
gate for an entrance and some tacky “lampadaros” to add
some more kitsch to the first impression. It must be a trick,
I thought. While I was pondering over these kinds of
spiritual matters my old friend Marco, now renamed
Asheesh, came out of the gate holding a plate with a few
pieces of cake. When he saw me he showed no surprise
and the maximum of cool. “Ah, here you are! Just in time
for your piece of cake.”

I wanted to ask him what he had being doing there for
the past three years and why he had disappeared like that,
if he was happy in India and much more, but his face had
never been so serene, his body language never so relaxed
and fluid, his only eye never so sparkling and shining, so
what was the point of asking anything? I ate my cake in
silence.

Asheesh kept on playing cool while quietly informing
me that today was three years since he had been “initiated
into sannyas”. That was the celebration and he had been
waiting for me all this time, and now, he said:

“I’m going to cancel your name from my little list, for
the first has come. The rest will follow, I’m sure!” After a
few pieces of cake and a few more hugs, I entered the gate.

At the first light of dawn the next morning, I was ready
to jump in the shower and get dressed. In fact it took

less than a minute to wrap a lungi around my
waist and with that I crossed the hall of the

newly built five star hotel we were staying
in and headed out onto the green road
to the ashram. I saw flames of orange in
different shades floating and dancing in
the misty morning, walking in the same
direction. I reached the auditorium. A
man with a long grey beard dressed in
a long white robe with long sleeves
entered. He smiled. He stopped in the

middle of a little podium where a chair
had been placed and from there he offered

a long namaste, rotating gently as in slow-
motion, to give his blessings in every direction.

I was looking at him carefully, I think I was trying to
“analyse” him, to see in his mind, in his psyche, in his
personality. But there was nothing to analyse. There was
no mind, no psyche, and of course, no personality. I had
never met anything like this in my whole life. There was
something almost scary in this absence, something abysmal,
bottomless, certainly alien to my experience. I tried my
best to penetrate him, to look inside of him, to catch at
least some hidden sign of his psychology, but to no avail.

 There was simply nothing to read. And I was the naked
one, for once.

It was like a sudden, unexpected surrender to the
mystery of existence.

Me, the Great de-mystificator couldn’t do anything
else than accept this anamoly. The matter of the fact was

Not only does he make the best
gnocchi in the world, Sarjano was also
Osho’s personal photographer and head
chef at the ashram for many years.
Here, he writes about his first meeting
with The Master.

TEXT+ IMAGE
SARJANO

WHEN A REAL LION
MEETS A REAL MASTER
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that I had simply never seen anything like this. In the
space of a namaste I knew with absolute certainty that in
front of me there was a “no mind”. As simple as that.

“Okay”, I said to myself, “let’s see how it feels.”

And how does it feel? If I tell you, will you understand?

Okay, the first taste of nothingness in my life felt simply
fantastic.

And, it is contagious too!

The more I let go of my analytical process, the more
I tasted the honey of this no-mind state. The more I let
my personality disappear, the more I felt I was part of an
ocean of silence and beatitude. The more space I was
leaving to him (a nothingness), the less of “me” was left

there with the passing time until even time disappeared
completely. And finally, as soon I could get pen and paper
I wrote to him:

“When a real lion meets a real Master he recognises
him and he decides to be defeated and he decides to drop
his ego because he knows that this is the path, the only
way to go lightly, but I’m afraid that it is my ego again,
deciding for me.

Please throw some light.”

THE ANSWER:

Carlo,

The decision of taking sannyas can only come from
the ego but it is a decision to commit suicide. These two
things have to be understood clearly. When a man decides
to commit suicide, life decides in favor of death. What
happens when a man decides to commit suicide? He has
lived and discovered that something is missing in his life
and now he goes towards the opposite direction, the one
of death. The same is the case with sannyas: it is the ego
who decides to take sannyas so sannyas means the suicide

of the ego. The ego has lived and found only anguish. The
ego has searched, groping in the dark, and nothing has
ever happened, only tension, misery, anguish. The ego has
been living in hell.

Ego is hell! When the ego has revealed all its failure,
it decides to commit suicide. This is what sannyas represents.
But once you have taken sannyas a totally different world
and vision takes place in your being, you start to live
egolessly and suddenly you are surprised. It was not life to
be wrong, it was the ego which was wrong. Life is immensely
fulfilling, it’s pure joy. You have looked through your eyes
and found nothing. Now you close your eyes and see through
the eyes of the Master. The Master is one who has no ego.
The disciple is one that has come to understand one day
that the ego and its ways are false; that they lead only to
a no-exit road. It is only a beginning, of course, much more
needs to be done later, but once you’ve made the first step
half the journey is complete because the first step is the
most difficult.

Now it seemed I had to commit suicide or at least that

imperative beast of my “ego” was supposed to commit
suicide. Would he? Of course he would. The date for my
initiation into sannyas or for the suicide of my ego (whatever
comes first) was scheduled for March 3, 1978.

Since I had to wait for nearly two weeks, I decided to
have a taste of some “meditations” happening in Buddha
Hall Auditorium, beginning from the most notorious
“Dynamic Meditation” which started at 6 am sharp in the
sense that if you were late, you were out. It was okay for
me, I even liked it to a certain extent but I felt almost like
I truly didn’t need THAT kind of medicine or perhaps I
was too undisciplined for it. In fact, I enjoyed only the last
part of it, the dance of celebration which ends the
“Dynamic”.

Since I had the habit of getting up early, I started
running around the misty and deserted roads of Koregaon
Park from six to quarter to seven, then I would enter the
Gateless Gate, jump in a pool of water alongside the
Auditorium and start dancing like a wild animal to the
final music coming from Buddha Hall. That was more or

The more I let go of my analytical
process, the more I tasted the
honey of this no-mind state.
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of some kind, an affiliation of sorts, a joyous party, a religious
ceremony, because everybody was shopping for that, buying
the best robe they could, the best shoes (which you had to
leave outside though) as if they were going to a party.
When my name was called in Chang Tzu Auditorium, I
was wearing the most simple and cheap robe I could find.
Still I was feeling naked, like a newborn child, and naked
I was, when I sat in front of him.

For now it will suffice to say that once I sat in front of
him, Bhagwan looked straight into my eyes and in no time
he placed his thumb on my third-eye asking me to look
into his eyes… and for a moment I was caught in dreams,
expectations, fantasies… again! I remember that I hopefully
(I mean full of hope!) thought… “Now a big ray of love
will penetrate me, now an immense cascade of love will
pour on me and wash away all my filth, now I will be
inundated with so much compassion and love that I could
drown in it!” Then, when all my thoughts disappeared,
and I finally tuned in deeply with him, again, there was
NOTHING to grasp. There was no love, no beauty, no
compassion, no affection, no feelings whatsoever. There

less my morning meditation! Around ten came my favourite
one, it was called at the time “Sufi Meditation” led only
by Ma Aneeta, for Aneeta was the real “Sufi–Wing” of the
Master. I became such a regular and hot feature in the Sufi
Dance that each time people were sleeping or not truly
total in their dancing, Aneeta would stop everybody, call
me to the centre and ask everybody to imitate me: “Just
let him be your leader for 5 minutes and do what he does!”
Too bad that the first time my lungi fell down exposing
ALL my nudity. People looked at me, then hesitantly looked
at Aneeta, wondering if they had to imitate THIS… and
before Aneeta could realise what was going on, a dozen
people had already removed their lungis!

The day came, just like another day in my life. I was
ready. In my mind the story was running like this:

“This ego, or the way I know it, is going to commit
suicide. After that the real self will declare his birth and
that’s the real birth. I had in myself strongly this metaphor
of “the death and the resurrection” awaiting me. I guess
that for many people this event was similar to a “marriage”

“Now a big ray of love will penetrate me,
now an immense cascade of love will pour
on me and wash away all my filth, now I will
be inundated with so much compassion and
love that I could drown in it!” Then, when
all my thoughts disappeared, and I finally
tuned in deeply with him, again, there was
NOTHING to grasp.

were no celestial trumpets either, no angelic melodies,
again there was NOTHING emanating from this human
being, not even sympathy or likeness! It was like the scariest
trip of my life, for there was not love but a pure abyss.
There was no sympathy, consolation, sweet feelings, just
a bottomless, abysmal emptiness, a vacuum, a cosmic black
hole, an eternal death. I knew that if I could take the jump
I would simply die. Just die. Really die. Not metaphorically
or poetically.

I could jump. There was nothing else to do and fear
has never been a factor in my life. So I jumped and I died.
Can I explain that? How are you supposed to narrate your
own death? There are no words there, no feelings, no stories
to tell.

I just know that I experienced that because “I” was not
there anymore. I was totally gone, as you normally say. I
was invited to melt for a moment with the emptiness, with
the no-mind state of the Master, through his eyes. I accepted
the invitation. I died.
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What did Osho say about religion?

Osho said, freedom is my religion, my only religion. Osho was

often accused of favouring free love, but he was just saying how

love should be. There has always been free love in the

ashram–thank god there still is. The ashram wasn't a place

for abstinence, it was a place for exploration and for love.

Why did you leave?

Osho never wanted us to stay forever. He wanted us to spread

2

what we had learnt in the place. It is like a school. You don't

live in school forever, you go out and teach what you learn.

Why was the Osho ashram constantly criticised

for its its way of life?

We live in a very repressive society, particularly in India which

is a curious thing because India is the birthplace of tantra,

home to Khajuraho, which are all love songs. Maybe it's because

of the English, I don't know.

The best part about living in the ashram?

It was like being part of a big, big family. I grew up in the 60s

generation, searching for an alternative lifestyle. Most of us

were oriented towards creating a commune. There were about

one hundred communes in Germany but none in Italy. In 1969

I created the first commune in Sicily where we lived happily

for 7 years. But then some people went to Pune and never came

back. After a while, I started to wonder what the f*** is going

on there. How did they find something even more beautiful

than what we had? My girlfriend and I flew to Pune on a two

week return. My girlfriend flew back, I stayed. Hundreds of

people living together in peace and harmony. It was the dream

of all of us in the 60s and it materialised.

How was the ashram free? How did freedom play

itself out?

Nobody was given a job. You were free to choose any job that

you wanted to do.

Why do you think Osho's ashram succeeded even

after the era of the commune was over?

In the 60s and the 70s, there were thousands of communes all

6

“TAKE IT EASY”: In conversation with Sarjano
over Europe but most failed because there was no center. When

there is guru, there is a common path. Wherever there has been

a master, the commune grows beautifully and lives forever.

Is it still an ashram?

I don't think it is an ashram anymore but it is a commune.

They share their energy hopefully, with no competition and no

power trips.

Why did Osho leave for the US?

He wanted to create a city where people could live without

money, police and structure. The project was successful–imagine

30,000 people living on a huge piece of land in Oregon. But it

scared the US Government and they put him away in jail.

What is the essence of Osho's philosophy?

Someone once asked him tha t and I remember he said it can

be summed up in three words: “Take it Easy”!
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30 YEARS AFTER HIS INITIATION,

SARJANO TELLS US WHY THE

ASHRAM WAS SO SPECIAL AND

WHY IT CAUSED A FURO RE IN

REGULAR SO CIETY.
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In Transit
By Bharat Sikka

The images in this series offer up a different

kind of India, an India in the cavernous space

between the advertiser’s billboard and the

documentarian’s poverty. All approaches are real,

in the sense that they all show things which

really exist and have actually happened, but

these images seem more real to me somehow.

Perhaps the reason for this is because there are

no glib or emotive messages on offer. There is

nothing here which is clearly being said or shown.

There is nothing here which is proud, boastful,

exploitative or ashamed. Everything is shot as

it is. Even with the photographer’s inevitable

framing there is the constant feeling that

everything here has merely been stumbled upon

by an attentive eye. And yet the India of these

images is an India which is rarely noticed or

represented; it is the India in between the show,

private and resting. They may be like this because

they have nothing to sell. Or, more precisely,

because the things which they seem to be selling

are not in the business of being sold.

Plate1
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PARLOURS, SUPERMARKETS
AND SECRET CAMERAS

These tiny monsters are everywhere–the mezzanine
of my favorite neighborhood Chinese restaurant has one
disguised with a dome–inches away from my face in this
6-foot ceiling. They are in tiny alleyway t-shirt shops.
Our friendly neighbourhood food store got a remodel and
was outfitted with CCTV along with piped bhajans. The
proud owner told me what it cost him, who did it for
him, and that if he so desired, it could "stream" and he
could view it from home.

When did all this happen? The last I remember,
my shopkeeper friend's everyday fetish was for mirrors.

Mirrors that were installed with the functional logic
of keeping an eye on things, opening up angles to the
outside, or expanding small interior spaces. They were
also used to pass the time, to catch pieces of sky and
slivers of action–some mild voyuerism, some policing and
the accumulation of shopkeeper "instinct", a feeling of
knowing the room, knowing how the goods moved.

In the doctor's clinic, the careful segregation of
patients being treated and those waiting called for a
complex maze of glass, curtains, mirrors and payment
windows.  On the doors of the beauty parlour and the
dance bar stood the ultimate threshold–the dreaded
one-way mirror.

The London bombers, like the 9-11 hijackers, were
"caught on camera", a fact we could register only after
their deeds were done. That we now understand such a
retroactive process as "always available", means also that
after every supposed crime we immediately look for (or
wish for) security camera footage: for the answers, or the
truth... which may not always be forthcoming.

The familiarity of CCTV (closed circuit television,
or security setups including cameras, monitors and storage
systems) as something seen and analysed after the fact,
leads to a strange relationship with it in the present... as
if the presence of cameras doesn't really matter, as long
as nothing too "wrong" is happening right now. In other
words, we are used to seeing surveillance in a curiously
long-distance mirror, as if this is all actually somewhere
else, happening to someone else. A criminal perhaps, in
a different time and space.  In India especially, where we
still feel that "its not here yet", many of us can claim to
have not felt surveillance directly, in any bodily way.

But here is an account from a lady friend, all of this
in her own Mumbai suburban neighbourhood, all in the
past month:

"I was waxing out in the open in the parlour. A man
came in for a pedicure and so I was ushered into the
cabin–a narrow cubicle with a short bed and just enough
room for my parlour attendant. I lie down on the bed,
legs wide open, and recline my head only to notice a tiny
surveillance camera in the top left corner.

In another cubicle, at the gynaecologist's, I take off
my underpants, lie back waiting for the doctor in charge
and notice the small camera again, staring down at me.
Angry, I ask the doctor what is up, she lowers her eyes in
embarrassment and says, that’s for boss to view from his
room. Boss here is the head-doctor who runs the nursing
home. When I questioned the parlour girl earlier, she was
most surprised that I even noticed it, evidently I was the
first. This isn’t surprising. Who, after all, expects surveillance
cameras in these spaces where privacy is supposed to be
preserved, upheld as Hippocratic oath, even?Ashok Sukumaran documents the growing use of CCTVs in Indian cities

These tiny monsters are
everywhere–the mezzanine
of my favorite neighborhood
Chinese restaurant has one
disguised with a dome–inches
away from my face in this
6-foot ceiling.
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city transparent, legible, safe.  Not just physically but
also in time, as in what happened last week, or last year,
a retroactive transparency, often also a selective one.

We know that such transparency is occluded by power
and is open to many kinds of manipulation. The discussion
around surveillance has a long history and is a cornerstone
of contemporary concerns around privacy and state power.
But let us not restate the obvious.  Our concern should
be about how we can imagine a future in which
surveillance is never dominant, never sure.

It is perhaps inevitable that states and cities will
put up extensive security/ surveillance systems. “Good
citizens" will demand them (to keep out the "bad").
It is also probable that alongside these sensing devices,
there will also be gentle actuators: things that tell you
what to do, a bit of moral support for life in the city.
A good example of this is the new LED displays put up
by the Mumbai police at many intersections. The messages
read like: “Go below the speed limit” or “Do not drive
with drinks” which actually remind me of much more
interesting old highway warnings, such as “Darling,
I want you but not so fast”.

Glass and mirrors–promises of freedom from brick
and stone–were the favourite materials of architects in
the twentieth century. Perhaps ubiquitous CCTV is both
replacement and ironic revenge for the claims to
democracy and "transparency" made by modernist glass
architectures.

In the city after glass, the view is potentially
everywhere. Not just is every view exposed, but also every
view is viewable in any possible location, in real-time.
Everyone who puts up a camera, including the government
of course, claims that this is necessary, as a deterrent, and
to find "culprits" after a crime. This, they say, makes the

In combination with the knowledge that one is being
watched, however, the public messaging system becomes
darker, more potent. So we could imagine a display backed
up by a motion-sensing camera system, saying : "go faster!
all of you!" or "MH-01A 4042 peeche hato!".

Such dystopian projections (and their utopian
brethren) are fun, but often are also fodder for knee-jerk
activism, general lamentae, or breathless boosterism.
With notable exceptions such as Guantanamo, we can
observe that the push and pull of everyday social fabrics
ensures that in the face of new technologies of control,
new creative agencies also spring forth. We usually find
ways to grow around the technologies themselves, despite
our nakedness to them.  As individuals and identities
under threat from surveillance, we will perhaps learn to
be like the new glass buildings–a show of complete
transparency that gives away nothing. What we do have
to ensure is that this ability to hold on to oneself, to put
things away even in the face of utter exposure, is possible
for everyone–even those who "have nothing to lose".

My instinct is that we will be able to, if only because
creative will, or performative instincts are operational
before any camera can begin to see, or know them.

In my dream of the future city:

The space viewed by surveillance cameras is painted
blue, overnight, by graffiti gangs (see photo of what a
camera's viewing cone looks like, in a room).

The LED displays at intersections are used by
disenchanted policemen and creative spammers to leak
the state's expenditure statistics,  share bawdy jokes and
push Dalal Street tips.

Voyeuristic and insecure gynecologists are assured
that their watching is relatively benign. It is the voyeurism
of larger powers such as the state that we all have to
watch out for.

Ashok Sukumaran is an artist living in Mumbai,
working there and elsewhere.

We usually find ways to grow around
the technologies themselves, despite
our nakedness to them.
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WATER, EV ERYWHERE
The coldest continent in the world holds its greatest amount of freshwat  er. Tishani Doshi reflects on how the frozen desert affects our lives here.



When I think of freedom, I think of water. Endless
stretches of blue as far as the eye can see.  Transparent,
uncontaminated sheets of ice that hold in their molecules
the past, present and future of our planet. I think of a
simple tumbler of water offered to a thirsty traveller, and
to the serpentine lines of earthen pots in villages and cities
all over the world, waiting to be filled. I think of swimming
in the ocean, of rivers moving as bloodlines of civilizations.
I think of wild abandon and unrepressed energy because
this is what I’ve always imagined the power of water to be.

And yet, when I think of freedom, and therefore of
water, I also think of the world’s largest desert--Antarctica,
which ironically holds 90% of the planet’s entire water
reserves. It is the coldest, driest, windiest, iciest continent,
with the longest days and the longest nights, the least
amount of soil and the greatest amount of freshwater–a
place so remote, no human civilization has ever survived

SO WHEN WE THINK OF FREEDOM IN

OUR MEGACITIES OR OUR VILLAGES,

WHEREVER WE MAY RESIDE, WE

CANNOT THINK OF IT WITHOUT

CURTAIL-MENTS, WITHOUT BALANCE.

there. A place that is virginal and ancient simultaneously.
Frozen still and furiously moving.

When I visited Antarctica a few years ago, I had to
relinquish words for the first time in my life and turn to
photographs instead, because I couldn’t think of anything
to say in the face of the landscape that confronted me. I
felt like I’d fallen through the hole to wonderland and
landed up in prehistory instead: continental crust, Cordilleran
folds, pre-Cambrian granite shields; trenches, rifts, plates.
To get a grasp of it I had to erase every human marker from
my mind. I had to imagine a horizon that existed in the
circular: 360 degrees of pure, uninterrupted eternity.

Antarctica will make you think this way: about
beginnings and endings, gases coagulating, continents
shifting, suns exploding. But for all its grand extremes, the
greatest lesson it has to teach is that of balance. Take the
microscopic phytoplankton for instance–those great grasses

of the sea on whom the entire Southern Ocean’s food chain
depends--from the humble krill to the mighty blue whale.
Scientists say that if the ozone  layer is further depleted,
it could affect phytoplankton activity, thereby affecting
the entire ecosystem.  Or take the rise in global temperatures,
the effects  of which can be visibly seen in the polar icecaps
today. If the present Antarctic Ice sheet were to melt, it
could raise ocean  levels by 200 feet, inundating coastal
cities like Mumbai, Tokyo, New York.

So when we think of freedom in our megacities or our
villages, wherever we may reside, we cannot think of it
without curtailments, without balance. This is the great
irony. That in this day and age of so many emancipations–we
must pull back. That when we have the freedom to consume
and pollute as much as we want, we must reign in ourselves
and take responsibility. Strange isn’t it? But I suppose that’s
what it means to find water in the desert.
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NO WAY HOME Tibet makes the news in relation to politics and religion. But there is a
daily life for Tibetans that is often overlooked. We went to Dharamasala,
home of the Dalai Lama and the Tibetan Government in Exile to speak
to young Tibetans about their daily lives, their pleasures and struggles
and dreams for the future.
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“I don’t think
I can go back”
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When people talk about Dharamsala they really mean
McCleodGanj. The former rests a few kilometres down, a
Himachali town of limited attraction. McCleod is very
different; often shrouded in mist and cloud it is a once
beautiful but now increasingly ugly mix of hotels and
restaurants, jewellery and trinket stalls, beggars, monks,
temples and prayer flags. It also happens to be the home
of the Tibetan Government in Exile and the Dalai Lama,
and the temple in which he resides is thankfully one of the
last havens of peace. There are several towns here woven
into one. There is the religious town, for the monks and
spiritual seekers. There is the tourist town, with its hotels,
restaurants, cafes and bars, its jewellery sellers and its yoga
classes and cookery lessons. There is the worker’s town, for
all those who provide these facilities. And then there is
the refugee town, for those trying to find some answers or
make a life or just waiting for something to happen. All
these towns bleed into one another. Workers and tourists
naturally interact every day, refugee boys hang out with
western girls, monks sit in bars with their lay friends
watching Star TV and drinking cola, everyone buys
vegetables, everyone goes online. It’s hard to see where
people live at first, until you look beyond the main roads
and down into the valley, where a cramped but still pleasant

looking collage of stone and metal houses hold together
into the distance. On the edges of town concrete buildings
grow uglier and gaudier every year; new hotels and
restaurants to cater for the tourists who come in their
droves to see the Dalai Lama or to escape the heat of the
plains. It has the feeling of a hill station, refugee camp,
spiritual centre and theme park mixed into one, but even
so there’s an energy that holds the place together and
generates a sense of wellbeing almost in spite of the
evidence. This can clearly be traced back to the presence
of the Dalai Lama. Without him none of this, good or bad,
would exist. The day after we arrived, he was himself
arriving back from a three and a half month trip to Europe
and people were waiting expectantly. We happened to be
going to a café next to the temple at the time and when
we went in there was a small crowd waiting, nearly all
Tibetans, of all ages, flags and prayer beads in hand. An
hour later we left the café and couldn’t move; the crowd
had swelled to cover every bit of road and verge possible.
The look on the people’s faces was something I couldn’t
place. The shape of the crowd was similar to those crowds
that line streets waiting for movie stars, but the feeling was
so different–not one of consumption and desire but rather
devotion and hope. They were clearly relieved that he had

returned to them. As his car drove past we caught a glimpse
of him grinning mischievously, waving to the crowds like
a naughty boy imitating a movie star. The crowd became
first hushed and then murmured prayers and excitement
rippled along, beads were clutched tighter in pressed together
palms, eyes and backs were lowered in reverence and joy.
Clearly, he is the reason for this town’s existence, and when
he passes by like this all the other things, the jewellery
stalls, yoga classes, 3-day meditation workshops and gutters
filled with rubbish, they all disappear for a moment. Every

Tibetan who crosses the mountains has many reasons for
doing so, but all of them gave one answer which was the
same: to see the Dalai Lama. There are young men who,
when they lived in Tibet, fought the Chinese often and
even killed. Many people we spoke to admitted to violence
in their past but said that as soon as they saw him and
heard his message, their violence ceased.

During one discussion I asked my friend Tenzin what
he would say was his Tibetan-ness. After a long time
thinking he gave no answer, and I didn’t really expect one.

And then he spoke as if remembering something, full of
certainty, and said that it was a basic kindness, a gentleness
of nature which they all carried in them. This, from the
same person who admitted he used to fight the Chinese
every day. The implication was that although they may all
carry it in them it might yet be suffocated too, given the
situation. The implication was that Tibetan-ness isn’t really
dependent on the place, although the place has bred the
sense for so many years. Most nations never have to discover
that their sense of self is not wholly dependent on their

land. For many Tibetans, the land of Tibet may still exist
physically but as an idea it is suffocated. In the meantime
the men and women who have come here still have to live
and, in this limbo, find some sort of future without erasing
their past.

Losel, the only person we spoke to who absolutely
refused to be photographed (because of concerns for his
family’s safety), sits in his office overlooking the crush of
concrete buildings running down the hill to the valley. He
is handsome in a willowy, bookish kind of way; his clothes

“Yes, definitely, here I have freedom of expression”

“Most of the
time I don’t get
sick. I get sick of

partying
sometimes”

L O B S A N G

“Tibet will
be free soon,

in about two to
three years”

T E N Z I N
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snappy like a student’s; shirt under sweater, jeans, corduroy
jacket. It’s hard to believe he walked across the Himalayas
to get here. The office is a dingy concrete room in an
anonymous building full of dingy concrete rooms. There

is a desk with two old computers and a few worn out chairs
and no space for anything else. Among
the pictures of flowers and countryside
on the walls, there is the ubiquitous
picture of the Dalai Lama which
adorns the wall of every Tibetan place
we visit. During the second of our
interviews I ask him directly the
question we have been skirting
around for a while: Does he feel free?
“Yes”, he says without hesitation. “Yes,
definitely, here I have freedom of
expression. We don’t have an Indian
passport though. We get an RC
(registration certificate) which says
we are foreigners and we have to lie
and say we are born in India. But here
I can say what I want. India was the
only country that saved us. For this
reason, Tibetans feel grateful to India.
The Indian government is good, all
the time trying to give us a benefit.”

Every Tibetan who comes here
has made a decision about his or her
homeland and has made a gamble: I’ll trade my land and
perhaps my life for my identity. Small freedoms are traded
for big ones. Sometimes it’s hard to see which is which.
They have their culture but they lack a place to lay it
down, they lack a home. Many who plotted return now
seek to merely preserve that culture, but this is difficult
without stability. Stability often comes with a foreign
passport, but therein lies the possibility of a cultural
dissolution. For many this is more realistic than return.

“I don’t think I can go back”, says Jordan (who just

laughed when we asked him his real name). “I’ll just stay
here. Usually I have some plan or other but they’re always
changing. Plans get complicated, we come up with new
plans, it’s situational”. He has a Japanese girlfriend and
thinks he might go there with her. No one really knows
exactly what they are going to do next. Time doesn’t exist
here the way it does in, say,
New York, where Lobsang thinks he’s heading. Here
days pass without the clock, structured by natural time,
sunrise and sunset.

All the young men have some vague idea that they
want to leave, or go back, but no one really has anything
concrete. Instead they play pool, watch TV, drink, smoke,

talk, make plans. One way out is to
win a visa on the refugee lottery,
another is to marry a foreigner. There
are many Tibetans who do this. For
some it’s love, for others escape.
Sometimes it’s both. “Some people
don’t like the way Tibetan guys are
with Western women. They say they
are giving Tibetans a bad name, but
I don’t blame them,” Losel tells me.
“They’re in a bad situation, they have
nothing really and have to use what
they have, which is themselves. It’s
a way out for them. How can you
blame them? They wouldn’t be like
this if they were in Tibet and living
a normal life, they weren’t born this
way, the situation forces them to be
like this”. I ask why, then, doesn’t he
go and find a Western girl too. He
laughs. “Because I’m no good at it.”
Anyway, he tells me later, he wants

to marry a Chinese girl.

This takes some explaining. Losel grew up in Tibet but
went to a Chinese school, spoke Chinese dialect, had
Chinese friends. His Tibetan-ness was something reserved
for the weekends when his mother would take him to 
the temple. As far as he knew he was happy like this. But
then his mother became concerned that he was losing his
identity, and equally concerned that if he happened to find
it he would wind up in prison. When he was eighteen she
sent him to India. This was clearly life changing, not only
because of the physically and psychologically demanding

“My kind of Tibet is
Gandhi’s idea of what it
should be about, based
on ethics and morals”

“The first time I came
(to India), I was in prison
in Nepal for three years…”

D AWA

Z O R G Y I
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journey– on foot across the Himalayas, hiding by day and
walking all night, the way everyone comes–but because of
what he found at the end of it. He said, like so many others
that hearing the Dalai Lama speaking ignited a sense of
Tibetan-ness that had hitherto lain dormant, and made
him aware of issues which had been hidden from him in
his schooling. But this doesn’t remove his cultural
upbringing, nor his desire for a Chinese wife. “If I see a
Chinese person in the street I want to go up and talk to
them,” he says. He can’t really explain why, but it seems

clear that he is an exile from two worlds: his Tibetan
homeland and his Chinese upbringing. He likes to eat
Chinese food, watches Chinese TV, prefers Chinese pop
music to anything else. When I ask him why he wants a
Chinese wife he says that it’s because they will have more
in common. “And she can cook me Chinese food,” he adds.
So he has no animosity toward the Chinese people? He
instantly shakes his head. “It’s not the people’s fault, it’s

the government. The problem is that many Chinese don’t
have any idea of what Tibetans are really like. They’ve
been taught that they are rescuing us from our barbaric
conditions.”

This isn’t a sentiment shared by Tenzin. When I tell
him there are some Tibetans we spoke to who have no
problem with the Chinese people he shakes his head angrily.
Although he has left behind the violence that marked his
youth, there’s still an anger in him that can’t be erased. He
asks how there can be a separation between the Chinese

government and the Chinese people. He tells me how the
government makes, and is made by, the people. I think to
say that there must be many people in China who don’t
even have an idea of what their government is doing but
we’ve been through this before and I know what his answer
will be. He will argue that this reflects the Chinese
consciousness, the obedience toward authority that he so
detests. I know there’s no use arguing with him. Time in

Chinese prisons and years of fighting with Chinese in Tibet,
where he tells me he became a third class citizen in his
own country and watched his language and culture erased,
have left their mark.

Not all of them have come away so obviously marked.
Lobsang, known by some as the “hip-hop guy” casually
remarks on his time inside. “The first time I came (to
India), I was in prison in Nepal for three years…” He says
this as if it was nothing. “I met a lot of American and
British people there, which is how I learnt to speak in
English.” He shows off his British accent, which is terrible
but at the same time instantly recognisable. There are lots
of foreigners in Nepali prison apparently, on visa and drugs
offences, and it is here that, along with the language, he
picked up a love of American and British music, especially
hip-hop. American friends send him CD’s of the latest
releases. He likes Akon at the moment, but has Red Hot
Chili Peppers on his earphones. He tells us he raps himself
in a Tibetan-English mix.

He’s no different from others in that he came here to
see the Dalai Lama, but he is one of the young guys that,
on the surface at least, has absolutely no interest in politics.
When we broach the subject he shakes his head dismissively.

“I don’t know about politics. I’m a busy boy. I don’t want
to be a politician, all I want to do is be able to go back
home someday.” When I tell Tenzin about Lobsang he
points out that it’s the understanding of the word “politics”
which makes many of the younger Tibetans back away.
“They hang around with Westerners who keep on saying
they hate politics and politicians and they pick this up.
These people claim they’re removing themselves from
politics, but their understanding of the word is George
Bush and people sitting in parliament arguing with each
other. They think that politicians equal liars, and if this is
politics they don’t want any part of it. But politics and

“I haven’t thought of
how, I just know I want

to go back”
“Tibetans are not

necessarily non-violent”

Every Tibetan here wants a
free Tibet and dreams of going
back someday. But this dream
is tempered by the realisation
that it won’t happen soon, and
so alternative plans are made

One thing everyone agrees on is drinking

T E N Z I ND O M A
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and has no desire to go anywhere else.

But those coming from Tibet are much keener to learn
English than Hindi, and one can’t help thinking that India
is some kind of staging post for them. If they are not granted
refugee status and know they will never get a passport this
feeling is understandable. But, Losel points out, “would we
even take a passport if it was offered to us? That would be

a way of losing our identity.” Yet many do take foreign
passports, many marry foreign women and move abroad
and feel this is one of the ways to retain their culture and
their freedom. There are some who are coming back. At
a candlelight vigil for three Tibetans detained by the
Chinese authorities we met Dawa Lokyitsang. She was
born in Delhi and lived in McCleod Ganj until the age of
10, at which point she moved to America to be with her
father, who worked for the Tibetan Government in Exile.
She now works with Students for Tibet organisation and
when we met the next day explained to us what it was like
suddenly being uprooted and heading West.

“We were one of the first families to be there. Once
we were there I remember liking it for about two weeks

politicians are two separate things. Our whole lives are
political, they just don’t realise it.”

One thing everyone agrees on is drinking. Tenzin,
Losel, Jordan and Lobsang all drink at McCllos, among
other places. Losel doesn’t go out so much now but, he
says, “I used to go to Mcllos a lot. You can escape there
and feel more relaxed. The music is loud and you can
drink.” Lobsang is still very much a party boy. He says he
likes to go out and drink every night, first at Mcllos and
then another bar, Xcite. He parties with whoever he meets,
drinks vodka, whiskey and tequila. Once an Austrian friend
brought Absinthe, which was good. He likes Delhi; when
he was there they went to TGI Fridays and a Salsa night.
In typical cavalier fashion he tells us how he rides
motorbikes. “When I’m drunk I ride really fast” – and
mentions the couple of bad accidents he’s had with a sense
of pride.

The young women were a lot less forthcoming, much
more shy. Many of the men born in Tibet say that the
Tibetan women here are difficult to get on with, that they
are too conservative, so they would rather go with foreign
girls. Because they won’t talk so readily their lives might
appear a lot simpler. Doma, 26, who works in a café and
wants to practise her English, walked over from Tibet in
2001. It took eighteen days, they carried warm blankets
and food, and her companions were mostly monks and
children. Her ambitions are quite simple. She wants to
return to Tibet and be an English teacher. When we ask
about her free time she tells us that in her village in Tibet
it was seen as wrong for girls to drink and smoke and she
looks genuinely shocked when we ask if she drinks and
smokes now. She says that this year she has gone out only
once at night. It’s the same for Tenzin Donsel, 21, who was
born in Dharamsala. She left school and started working
at the Tibetan Handicraft Centre after her mother died in
an accident in Delhi. She has a sweet face and sad, pretty
eyes. There’s no going out or drinking for her. She goes to
the temple every morning to pray but enjoys watching
Hindi Movies on Zee TV. Her favourite actor is Shah Rukh
Khan, her favourite film Kal Ho Na Ho. It’s difficult to get
much out of her, and it’s a shame, because she must have
more to say. She tells us that she doesn’t have many friends
– “one is in Hyderabad and one is in Delhi doing airhostess
training.” It’s clear they don’t have the freedom the men
have (although it’s not the Tibetan men who seem to
impose this) and there is much less chance of them meeting

foreigners, and thus taking one of the routes out. Both
Tenzin Donsel and Doma express a desire to return to Tibet,
but they display a naivety about the issue. Doma says she
will return but has no idea how she plans to do it, she
simply knows it will happen. When asked about freedom
for her homeland Tenzin Donsel replies quite confidently
that “Tibet will be free soon, in about two or three years,”
and when it is she’ll get a visa and go.

Nearly everyone we speak to watches movies to pass
the time. It becomes a kind of game; ask if they watch
movies and when they say yes, ask what channels. If you
time it right you can hear the words “Star Movies and
HBO” in stereo. And the guys love football. Jordan supports
Arsenal and loves Thierry Henry. So does another friend,

Namla. When I told him his favourite player had left
Arsenal for Barcelona he instantly replied that he would
support Barcelona. Sangy AKA Sunny loves football, David
Beckham and Ronaldinho’s hair. There is definitely a hair
theme going on; he also loves John Abraham’s hair, and
has a poster of him alongside pictures of Preity Zinta, idyllic
snow covered houses and the Tibetan flag in his incredibly

small yet immaculately organised room. Zorgyi, 24, watches
movies to help pass the time. He says that he watches
Chinese movies too, but they are “mostly propaganda and
make the Tibetans look bad”. When he was in school in
Lower Dharamsala, Star Movies and HBO were the only
channels available so he only watched Hollywood films.
He doesn’t watch Bollywood and only knows enough Hindi
to buy vegetables. And Lobsang, he watches action movies
mostly. He really likes Blood Diamond, with Leonardo
DiCaprio. When we ask him about Bollywood he says he
likes Shah Rukh Khan, that Kabhi Khushi Kabhi Gham is
his favourite film… and that it made him cry. This guy,
who has spent three years in a Nepali prison, drives
motorbikes fast and loves hip-hop, freely admits to crying
at this movie. It’s refreshing to hear, but also quite revealing,
because Kabhi Khushi Kabhi Gham is all about family, and
Lobsang’s family are far, far away. He tells us himself how
much he misses them.

Every Tibetan here wants a free Tibet and dreams of
going back someday. But this dream is tempered by the
realisation that it won’t happen soon, and so alternative
plans are made. This is more so for those who have come
over the mountains. Indian born Tibetans have a connection
to the land and less of a desire to move on, despite their
precarious legal status. They may feel completely Tibetan
but it’s easy to see the Indian influences in their lives, their
command of the language and ease of movement. Tsering,
an incredibly serene but also somehow lonely monk who
was born in Manali only dreams of returning there once
he finishes his religious studies. He says he will find a small
house and live there alone in a life of quiet prayer and
reflection. He still wants to help Tibet, his way of doing
this is by translating religious texts from Tibetan into
English. As far as he is concerned India is his home, he
grew up with Indian friends and neighbours, speaks Hindi

For me it was a loss of freedom once we were in the US

“I’m part of a nomadic tribe.
I can climb up and down like

a mountain goat”

S U N N Y
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and then telling my mom, ‘vacation is over, let’s go back’.
When my mother said ‘this is home’ I was devastated. For
two straight weeks I would cry myself to sleep. For me it
was a loss of freedom once we were in the US. In Dharamsala
I would be out the whole day playing with my friends,
walking all over town. Everybody knew everybody else.
But once we moved to Boston, I couldn’t even go to the
backyard alone without my parents fearing for me and
telling me to stay inside.”

The young men who plan on leaving face a different
set of problems. Their childhood is gone and their lives far
from idyllic now. Aside from the cultural and economic
problems they will face, there is also the guilt, the feeling
of retreat. Tenzin thinks that as long as he’s in
Dharamsala he’s wasting away. “There’s no
way to help anyone here. Everyone wants
to help but no one has any idea how
to do it.” And yet he feels guilty
at the idea that he will leave soon.
He felt it a little when he left
Tibet for India, now he feels
guilty about planning to go to
Europe. Ideally he will try to
study at University but he
knows how difficult this will
be. He thinks that ultimately,
if he helps himself, he will be
able to better help Tibet. He
can do nothing now but feel
angry. When he marries and
qualifies for citizenship in his new
home, he says, he can return to Tibet
legally and the Chinese can do nothing.

Even though he’s leaving, Lobsang likes his
life here. When he says he has a Tibetan-American girlfriend
and will probably marry her and move to New York, he
doesn’t exactly seem thrilled. “I’ve been to Europe before,

as my last girlfriend was Austrian. I didn’t like it that much,
people have no time for one another.” He says he fears
New York will be too busy, that life will be too much about
what you earn and what you do. “I remember I went to a

party and everyone was asking me, ‘what is your profession?’
And I would say, ‘nothing, I have no profession’. That
made me feel bad, it made me want to be educated. I want
to study. I took up photography three years ago.” I’ve heard
the same kinds of complaints from others. About how
Westerners are obsessed with time and money, how they
can’t seem to relax, and they always complain about how
long food takes to arrive. “A lot of Westerners who come
here seem depressed and lonely to me, as if they don’t like
their lives there and are trying to escape them,” Tenzin
observes. He’s says he’s scared that when he goes to Europe
he’ll find out why. “But,” he adds, “what else can I do?”

“Everyone is under pressure,” Losel says. “I worked in
Gurgaon once, because I can speak English

and Chinese. The salary was perfect but
I asked for one month’s leave to see

my mother and they refused, so I
resigned.” He hadn’t seen her in

eight years. “I took her for a
pilgrimage for a month and a
half around India.” He wound
up back in McCleod, working
for an American NGO, despite
his self confessed “Chinese
half”. “Life is tough, and
sometimes we don’t want to

talk about politics,” he tells me
as he wedges a ball of chewing

tobacco above his top lip and talks
about politics. “Every year about three

thousand Tibetans are arriving and only
half are going back. This town is growing all

the time and it’s becoming harder, it’s more and more
crowded and there are growing social problems. We feel
frustrated here but we have to keep going.” When I ask
him about his plans for the future he gives two answers.
To begin with he says that he doesn’t “deserve” to have a
plan, that this land isn’t his so he feels unsettled, that he
is “not going to be Chinese or Indian… and my Tibetan-
ness is over.” Later, he says he wants to go to Oxford or
Cambridge. That would require an Indian passport, I say.
“Yes,” he replies, “I’d take an Indian passport if it meant
going out. It doesn’t matter. If I keep living in McCleodGanj
I’m nothing.”

If I keep living in McCleodGanj
I’m nothing.”
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1. Marinate the prawns with salt, cornflour paste
and cooking wine.

2. Heat oil in the wok and shallow fry the prawns.
3. Prepare sauce by mixing custard, stock and sugar.
4. Add prawns.
5. Add diced mangoes.
6. Put seasoning according to taste.
7. Serve hot on mango peel.

CHEF’S SPECIAL

P R AW N 6 p c s

F R E S H  M A N G O 2 0 0 g

C O R N F LO U R 1 0 0 g

C O O K I N G  W I N E 1 0 m l

V E G E TA B L E  O I L 1 0 0 m l

VA N I L L A  C U S TA R D 1 0 g

W H I T E  V I N E G A R 2 0 m l

S U G A R 4 0 g

S A LT 5 g

TO TASTE THE REAL THING CALL  : +91 11 99990 25800, +91 124 3566000, +91 124 2566222

LOBBY LEVEL, TOWER C, GLOBAL BUSINESS PARK, MG ROAD, GURGAON, HARYANA

PRAWN
 With MANGO SAUCE

Speciality  Szechwan Restaurant



73

INDIA RACING
A1 Team India is ready to take on the world. Over the next eight months, India's finest drivers and engineers will participate
in ten A1 GP races across the world. With millions of motorsport fans watching live telecasts around the world, the stage
is set for the ultimate test of talent, precision and raw courage.  For sponsorship opportunities, email: info@a1gpteamindia.com

www.A1GP.com
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Twenty years ago Delhi was a different place if you were
a gay man. It was a well guarded secret that gay men existed.
This silence had the backing of the law. Section 377 of the
Indian Penal Code forbids consenting homosexual sex
between adult men, amongst other things. Although this
law had no place in Indian culture, being a British import,
it has lingered on and become enshrined as part of our
national culture.

These photographs were made in 1987, the fortieth year
of Indian independence, marking the continuing suppression
of gay men. Sexual orientation was still not on the
development agenda. Nationalists, communists, World Bank
technocrats had all joined in the conspiracy of silence
surrounding homosexuality within the sub-continent.

AK ITS NAME IN DELHI

A handful of gay men felt unable to return to live in
the country. The rest continue to live a marginalised
existence, giving in to family and social pressures to maintain
a “normal” front. A few at the top and bottom of the social

and political ladder were privileged enough to side step
these pressures. Very few who identified with the secret
“dirty habit”, even those who labelled themselves gay, felt
able to come out from this self-imposed internal exile.

News of constitutional gains made by gay activists in
the West to foster a positive gay identity and culture filtered
in, but obviously their tactics could not be exactly duplicated
in India. On the other hand, HIV/AIDS arrived to reinforce

all the worst stereotypes–the most common of which
is that homosexuality is some terrible Western disease, that
this was not the case was obvious to anyone even with a
rudimentary contact with the gay “scene” in India.

Now in 2008, Delhi’s gay scene has changed remarkably.
Many people are more openly gay. There is constant debate
in the print and television media. The challenge to the
law is going through the courts. Gay visibility, if one wanted
to acknowledge it is everywhere.

For young people and those on the campus it’s almost
no longer an issue. However, the law remains on the books
and therefore stigmatises gay men as criminals. People are
still liable to being victimised by blackmailers, and corrupt
law enforcers. It’s still not as free as it should be.

When the law changes it will lift the veil of silence
and we will see an outpouring of a lesbian and gay presence
in the city–in the form of cultural productions in the arts,
places to socialise in. This in turn will allow more people
to be more open and help get rid of the stigma. No longer
will one be confined to the closet of the internet on a
Friday night.

MANY PEOPLE ARE MORE OPENLY GAY

WHEN THE LAW CHANGES IT WILL LIFT THE VEIL
OF SILENCE AND WE WILL SEE AN OUTPOURING
OF A LESBIAN AND GAY PRESENCE IN THE CITY

TEXT+ IMAGE

SUNIL
GUPTA

HAUZ KHAS. “It must be marvellous for people in the West, with their bars, clubs, gay liberation and all that” THE WEDDING. “Everyone is married. Mother wants me to get married. I probably will, there is the family name, and respect to consider”
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more than 200 are being put in such bad conditions
hardly imaginable by outside people. Everything here is a
struggle: struggle to eat, to drink, to bathe, to dress properly,
to stay clean… Every basic need is hard to fulfill, if not
impossible. I have not eaten any vegetables or fruits for
the past 10 months. I am meeting all kind of people here.
All I have to do as occupation is hearing each and everyone’s
stories. When I see some people getting released I feel
happy for them and that gives me hope; but when others
get convicted, that is really frightening. The only food is

dhal and chapatti, it is not always
edible, but we don’t really have the
choice.

If you can, please bring me some
clothes; my waist is 36, shirt: large,
shoes; no. 9. I’d be glad if you could
call my friend ------ on -------------.
Please explain to her what happened
to me and please get her address so I
can write to her or give her my details
and tell her to write to me. Please
speak to my dentist; I’ve been facing
some serious dental problems: one
tooth in which he did root-canal has
been pulled out and the one he told
me to pull out is giving me problems

right now. So please ask him to prescribe some medicines
and also what should be done.

Sometimes, I think about --- and ---‘s parents, what
they will think of me if they come to know about this; I
feel so embarrassed. The tragedy is affecting me even more
than the tsunami.

I’m going to court tomorrow and will get this letter
posted from there. I hope you will get it. I’ll write more in
a next letter.

JAIL IS ONLY GOOD FOR PEOPLE WITH MONEY!

I hope everything is fine for you.

Love --------

Well, received your letter dated 17/08/07 by chance,
because there is no mention of the barrack no. on the
envelope. Today’s the happiest day since I am here. I did
not get the first letter. I tried to get in touch since so long,
but no way to get your details. I wrote to many “friends”,
but almost nobody replied. Received your letter makes me
feel like seeing water while lost in a desert. It’s a totally
different life, a different world here that people from outside
cannot even imagine. Even lots of friends who owe me
money, including ---, have disappeared and don’t want to
even talk about me. Please don’t talk

about me to any of my friends. I really
want to meet you so that I can explain
to you lot of thing I can’t write. And I really need also your
help, I really hope you will be able to do it.

My parents are not really in a position, which can allow
them to help me a lot. My brother’s getting married next
month. I don’t blame any of my friends, I understand that
they must be frightened by the cops etc… But they should
also understand that I am “inside”, and them “outside”. I’d
really like to write a lot more, but I really can’t believe
that you wrote a letter to me.

I think the best thing a human can have is freedom.
Freedom is a non-existing concept here. We are treated as
less than human beings. Our place to sleep is just the size
of a coffin. For example; in a place meant to hold 80 people,

CORRESPONDENCE

EVERYTHING HERE IS A
STRUGGLE: STRUGGLE TO
EAT, TO DRINK, TO BATHE,
TO DRESS PROPERLY, TO
STAY CLEAN… EVERY BASIC
NEED IS HARD TO FULFILL,
IF NOT IMPOSSIBLE.
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