
Letter sent earlier in 2013. Lhamo Tso has no confirmation that this letter has 
delivered to Dhondup Wangchen  
 
(translated by friends in Dharamsala/India) 

 

To my dear husband, Dhondup! 

I hope and pray that all is well with you! Here, our parents and four children are well. 
Dear husband, there is a lot of things in my mind I want to express but I don’t know 
where to start. 

I thought I would have told you all those things much earlier, but because I haven't gone 
to school and have no experience in writing letter, the many thoughts have remained in 
my mind up to now. I hope you are not angry with me that I haven't written to you till 
now.  

Every day, every month, every year, in fact, every hour I have been full of thoughts that I 
wanted to share with you. Despite my inability to write, I recorded what I wanted to tell 
you and mailed it to my sister; she wrote my words down on paper. I hope you were able 
to get my words through her. 

All of us always miss you very much.  I remember very clearly the evening hour when 
we saw each other the last time and from which farewell onwards we never had a 
moment of joy. My dear husband, you should know that I never want you to be away, 
even a step! But it seemed to be our fate that we lived these years separately, especially 
as a family we were forced to be apart. ���When I remember each of these things, my deep 
sorrow adds an unbearable pain! 

I always feel that you were reading on bed, and sometimes I seem hearing you talking to 
me. ��� But my dear, I think , there was no way of evading the reality and to face the 
suffering and difficulties since then.  I brought back our daughters to our homes (from the 
boarding school) for a year as you wished. You had told our Dadon Wangmo that you 
would make me to bring her home for a year. So the children always begged me and said: 
“Father has told you to bring us home, mum please let us come home” Though, we were 
then together,  we did not live happily, because the year 2008 brought events that none of 
us wanted to hear about and experience. 

Our two daughters and I were conducting a life in tears.  After a while, never hearing the 
sound of your voice, we are drowned  our sorrows in a ocean of tears. Dear husband,  for 
months, we felt that we could do nothing, that we were helpless, only shedding tears 
every day. 

Whenever I thought of you, tears came to my eyes. In order to keep my tears out of our 
daughter’s sights, I turned away. After a while, our daughters used to say, “Mum, don’t 
turn away, turn to us. When you turn away, you always cry! Aren’t you, mum?"  And 



then they always wiped away my tears.  

I wept and wept. The only thing what I was able to say was: "Your parents had had no 
formal education studies at all, which makes it now especially difficult for your mum 
who faces many sorrows. My daughters, without education everything is harder, so you 
both must study hard because this is what your  parents are hoping for.” This was the 
kind of advice I tried to give them.  

“Don’t worry, mum! We will study hard”, they answered me. And they always were 
working hard, writing a lot and reading more. 

My dear, when I sometimes looked at them doing their homework, I thought, you should 
see them and see what your daughters were doing.  As soon as such thought came to my 
mind,  tears came uncontrolled out of my eyes. The two said then: “Mum, we can see 
what you are doing, so don’t weep. Mum we know you miss father much. We are here for 
you!” And then we three sat down and again wept. 

Dear husband, you should know the two always looked for ways to console me: “Mum, 
don’t worry.  Father will be fine, and he will come home soon! We will help you.” And 
they often told me, “Mum, when you bake bread in the morning, wake us up we can help 
you.” 

There was only me at home in the morning, so I took them with me to sell bread in the 
streets where we were sitting together and let them study while I was selling bread.  We 
did that until they had to go back to school. 

I dont' want you to worry about our four children, because they are doing well in their 
studies and behave well. Please trust me that there’s no need to worry about us at all!��� In 
February 2013 , your elder two sons go to the 10th class, your elder daughter is going to 
8th class, and younger daughter will be in 6th class. 

Guess who is the best at school amongst them? Lhamo Dolma is the best! This year she is 
also number one in her 5 th class-exam! I hope you will be happy hearing this good 
news! 

Every year I attended the partent's day meeting. They said our children did study well and 
are very friendly with others.  Especially, Lhamo Dolma’s teacher told me that there’s no 
need to worry about her at all, and the teacher praised her a lot.  I always come happily 
back home from the school with such good news.  In these hours, I again thought of you 
and wished you could have heard these good  news, I feel happy or sorrow, and shed 
tears freely! 

Dear husband, you used to say to me that I don't seem to be a women from Labrang: "The 
Labrang women were just and can do what has to do." Finding a way to encourage 
myself I say to myself that think I who have to face this hardship should be aware that it 
will be my responsibility to overcome these difficulties by my own and in order to carry 
out my duties I should take care of my health. 



My dear, you don’t need to worry about me at all. You know why I married you was to 
share a life together, even if we had not enough food to eat.  But now we have been living 
separate for over six years. 

Dear husband, in your absence, the sun of happiness has never shone on our family. As 
you know the happiest day in our live will be when you will be with us again. 

Dear husband, do you remember that day you returned home from outside and said to me: 
“You should be at home and make a hot tea.” These words, I always remember clearly ���. I 
miss you so much! 

Sometimes, I hear a person whose voice and the sound of steps exactly sounds as yours, 
then, I really miss you and I can't stop my tears. I sometimes see people who walk hand 
in hand with their partners, I always remember that we would be walking like that when 
we were in Lhasa, and it causes a feeling that I can’t express in words. 

Dear husband, one day you told me that if you would be ill and I won’t be with you, you 
would miss me a lot. ���Now, when I remember our conversations of the past, I miss you 
terribly. A bad fate has bestowed upon you. It is the biggest regret of my life that I can't 
be with you in these times when you are facing the hardship of torture. Dear husband, 
there’s no way I can do something for you.  

When I will feel little bit ill, I miss you even more. However, I want to excuse for my 
absence when you are faced torture, and my excuse for doing nothing to help you.  

Dear husband, I have only one hope and I pray for us to be together again soon. The Sun 
of happiness will also rise for us soon. Each times I shed sorrowful tears, I console 
myself, and I think of you and what might you be doing there. Sometimes, while thinking 
of you, I feel that I may become crazy. So I go out to refresh my mind. When I recall to 
myself that you are more suffering more than me it helps me to have the right attitude. 

Dear husband, we all are waiting and praying for the day our whole family reunites again. 
If this letter reaches you safely this time, I will send more. 

My dear, as you can imagine writing a letter is one of the most difficult thing for me in 
my life. However, I feel sorry for having not written to you up to now! I asked many 
people to help me writing a letter to my husband, but I don’t know where I shall start, and 
end my sentences. So, my dear, I am really sorry about this.  

Finally, I was able to send you this letter and hope you will follow the jail’s rules and 
come to us soon! 

Bye for now and see you soon! 

With love my greetings  

Your wife Lhamo Tso 
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