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TRAVEL DIARY SIKKIM 1.10. - 22.10.2014 
 
Wednesday, 1.10. – Delhi 
 
I have too much luggage and 2 suitcases; this brings me to the idea of asking Swiss 
if they would possibly refrain from charging me for the overweight. With all the COSF-
papers in my bag which prove that we are a foundation I ask the nice lady at the 
check-in desk. One phone call later she gives me her O.K. and writes a paper for Jet 
Airways which helps: no costs! 
 
    

                                                     Baku at the Caspian Sea 
 
My flight Zurich-Delhi is pleasant and we start quite on time at half past noon. I have 
my window-seat. Next to me there is a young Indian from a town to the north of Delhi 
who has been studying International Relations in Lucerne (Switzerland) since 4 
years. Very nice this young man. His German is really good and he even 
understands Swiss German very well! 
 
For a long time we fly above covered sky. Above Romania there are only some 
clouds. Then the western coast of the Black Sea and no clouds any more. The sun is 
setting fast as we fly eastwards. We follow the southern cost of the Black Sea and 
reach the Caspian Sea at deep night. It is pitch dark until we reach Baku which is 
fully illuminated.  
 
The dinner I choose is Indian Veg: a bit spicy for me... My book I brought remains 
closed; I only browse in my newspaper, have chats with my neighbour, but first of all: 
my nose sticks on the window gazing around. As the sky remains clear I see: only 
very few lights. Afghanistan? Pakistan? Somewhen I doze away... and awake when 
anouncing the descent. We reach Delhi on time after midnight. 
 
Delhi Airport is a Beauty! I look for a bank to change CHF into INR and head for the 
Plaza Lounge International Arrival where I have rented a tiny "room" with a bath. 
After a shower I lay down for a couple of hours. 
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Thursday, 2.10.  Delhi – Chongey 
 
I meet Anita and Sofia at the check-in Domestic Depart and am happy to see them. 
Delhi and Rajastan exhausted them completely: the bulk of people, the heat, the 
dust, the noise, the rush... The day before Sia was in such a bad condition that she 
had to vomit all the time when sitting in the tuktuk... 
The flight to Bagdogra is pleasant; we even get a meal. From far we see the 
Himalayan Chain. Later we spot the West Bengal green fields and woods. 
At the airport there are lots of people. The 32° are not unpleasant (as were the 38° 
the two had to face in Delhi). 
Baichung is waving... am happy to see him! He has come with Tinku the driver. 
Driving through Bagdogra and Siliguri is exciting - there is to see so much... We see 
preparations for the coming Hindu festivities. 
At the border in Rangpo we have to go through the entry formalities.  
At 18.15 we arrive in Chongey. 
Karma is here to welcome us. We learn that Sumi the cook passed away last year; 
she had severe kidney-problems. 
Up we go into "my" room where the three of us stay: Karma has prepared 2 big beds 
for us. After five minutes a knock at the door: Three girls bring us the dinner: rice, dal 

and vegetable, yummy! We have got 
also a basket with fruits - apples and 
bananas and a thermos flask with hot 
water. 
 
 
We do the unpacking and repacking - 
from my 2 suitcases I leave one here 
- and go to bed. At night I hear the 
familiar sound of barking dogs and 
early in the morning only the sounds 
of pigeons and cocks. The children 
get up one hour later at 6 o'clock. 
 

Friday 3.10. - Chongey - Tumlong N-Sikkim 

At 6.30 a.m. the whole premises are bathed in sunshine. Everything is green. The 
children are laughing and chatting while kempting the garden, brushing the ground, 
doing the laundry; all blankets get washed and hung up. Some of them make 
eachother a nice hairstyle. 
We get up at 7. It is very pleasant outside with a breath of air. Three young ladies 
bring us the morning tea which we appreciate very much (in Switzerland no morning 
tea). We finish our unpacking; I can store all my presents and board-papers. At 9 we 
are called for breakfast: chapati with alu dam. Roshni is appearing and it astounds 
me at new how small she is. Hishey is arriving, too, she is as shy as she was last 
year. A cordial hello and a hug! 
Hishey now lives in girl's hostel and Roshni has another dorm: The dorms get 
changed every year. We have a look in different dorms, also in that of Roshni. 
To our delight Baichung has brought Thinley and Pundi from Lepcha Cottage. Anita 
is so happy to see Pundi at last!! She is sooo cute! Her eyes are much better after 
her strabism surgery. 
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After a quick lunch we start our trip 
northwards: Tseten is already 
awaiting us. To our surprise he has 
brought with him a driver - Susil. (Due 
to the holidays we had to change our 
plans and do the trip first, before the 
"official days". We were told we would 
be with Tseten alone.) 
 
At a sanctuary not so far away we 
stop. The place is decorated with 
praying flags in the colours yellow-
earth, green-environment, red-fire, 
white-clouds and blue-sky. There is a 

big rock and on its top some "stone-stacks" (we call them in Switzerland "stone-
manikins") which are decorated with coloured scarves. The altar next to it is the place 
where many 100 years ago and each year since then has been celebrated the blood 
brotherhood between the Lepchas and the Bhutias. 
We walk for a while and Tseten explains us lots of plants. Some of them I remember 
from last year. It is amazing how much he knows! 
 
Tseten has been working  for Helen's Terralaya for 16 years. He was then a student 
of 16 years. Somewhen he started to work as a guide and trekking guide (the skills 
for that he learnt by his grand father). He was able to study and made his master in 
history. (How it was possible for him to study is another story.) 
By the time he got in charge of more duties and now Tseten is Helen's partner. He 
even has his own label: Yetilaya. Furthermore he owns a restaurant named "C10" 
(pun to his name) in Yuksam, his place of birth. 
 
Our Bhutia-homestay lies in Tumlong in the middle of nowhere. Susil parks the car up 
at the pebble-road and we walk down estimated 1000 steps... to their lovley 
farmhouse. 
 
It's good that Tseten tought us some Bhutia: Thucchila-thank you, kususangbo-hello, 
lassola-good bye. 
 
We are not yet hungry but get a late second lunch anyway. It's nice to discuss with 
the family, first of all with their elder son, Kunzang, 21, student at Assam University. It 
is him who prepares a very tasty dinner for us. And  for the first time we can try the 
tasty "Sikkim wine" which we sip with a bamboo straw. Tseten and Susil eat with us. 
Susil slowly starts to get a bit communicative. 
 
We got nice rooms at the first floor. I get Kunzang‘s room. During our stay the family 
moves together in order to leave their bedrooms to the guests.  This is common. 
At night we hear nothing but the sounds of nature and now and then the barking of a 
dog. The night-sky is amazing: zero light pollution! 
Good night! 
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Saturday, 4.10. Tinvong, Dzongu, 1400m, N-Sikkim 
 
Eager to admire the sunrise we get up early; it is gorgeous! We have chats with 
Kenzong and his father who is a monk of the Buddhism Kagyu-sect, the so-called 
black-hats. We have a look-around at their farm and watch the father while milking 
the cows. Three cows are in calf; two drink at their mothers. One cow will calve within 
the next days; so that means that he will sleep the coming nights on the straw near 
the cow in order to be on the spot when birth is starting. 

            the cardamom capsule 
 
Tsheten explains us many plants suchas the cardamom which is now mature for 
harvesting. Its capsule is so delicious that I would renounce chocolate for it! You bite 
into a harmony of fresh sweetness with a hint of fruity acid and reach the seed which 
gives you this matchless tastiness. 
Cultivating cardamom is labour-intensive: it needs regular watering and dunging with 
cow dung. After 3 years the plant gets its fruit, the capsule. 
Cardamom ist a very important merchandise for export and very expensive. 
 
Further vegetables they cultivate at this home-stay are: corn, ginger, tomatos, 
pumpkins, different types of squash. 

 
After a very rich breakfast the family gets my thank-you gift. Anita and Sofia thank 
them in their vein: they sing! 
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Up we go the thousand steps and load the car. Nearby there is a Black-Hat-, a 
Kagyu-Monastery and we have a look at it. Tseten tells us that the incarnated 
successor of the former spiritual head, Karmapa, is not allowed to visit this very 
important place of the Kagyu-sect: The Chinese have determined another 
successor... As long as this question is not cleared Karmapa lives in his refugee at 
HH Dalai Lama’s place in Dharamsala. Karnapa is 50 years old.  
 
The road towards Mangan ist very, very! bad, so the drive is quite adventurous. 
Mangan is the capital of North-Sikkim. There we meet two students of cl. 11: 
Lhakidoma Lepcha, 16, and Nyumit Lepcha, 16, in a restaurant. Both are more than 
shy and hardly open their mouth. They hardly touch the food... Later Anita and Sofia 
go for a walk through Mangan while I have another try to make them speak. I open 
my laptop and show them some pictures I took last year. They even recognize 
themselves which loosens their tongue. When I ask them who of the girls were their 
friends they start to giggle and talk at last. One of them is Pema Ongkit with whom I 
had long talks last year. 
Lakhidoma’s school is in Mangan. She lives with her uncle in Mangan but needs 45 
walking-minutes of very steep trail in order to reach school. Her main subject is 
tourism. She wants to become a fashion designer. 
Nyumit is more lively as Lakhi. Her main subject is science and later she wants to 
become an engineer. To my farewell they get a chocolate and INR 1000 each „for 
fulfilling a wish; nobody of the board will know about that“. 
 

    
 
On our way to the Dzongu Reservation we cross the Teesta and stop at the 
checkpoint where we have to show our permit. 
The road gets worse and worse because of various landslides. Sometimes I hold on 
my breath... too gradient the slope downwards and too muddy the road... Finally we 
arrive at our homestay in Tingvong, Dzongu. There is a last obstacle, a dirt track 
across a ford which makes me gasp as our car touches the ground while bumping up 
and down... Puh! 
 
Thanks to Tseten we are able to greet our homestay family in Lepcha with „Khambri“ 
and say „Tokzila“! 
 
Conducting rules while having meals: 
Smacking and slurping is common; it shows: the dishes are tasty! 
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The guests usually eat by themselves before the family has dinner. The hostess is 
the last who has the meal. 
 
 
Sunday 5.10. – Tinvong, Dzongu, N-Sikkim 
 
A wonderful morning! We catch sight of the magnificent Kamchenjunga, 8600m, 
which is the 3rd-highest mountain in the world. Next to it Mt. Pandim, 6700m; both 
are holy mountains to the Sikkim population. 
 
  our homestay at the Dubden family 

 
After breakfast we start hiking. Sia 
(=Sofia) stays at home and in bed, 
she doesn’t feel well. The path 
leads us 200m up through a forest. 
Tseten is familiar with the people, 
so we are welcome to enter the 
houses. Some of the Lepcha 
people still live in the original half-
timbered clay-houses. Some 
families live in houses with woven 
bamboo-walls and thatched with 
bamboo. The quartered bamboo 
gets woven (walls) or put together 
(roofs). The ground floor is made of 

clay as well as the oven.  
Our host family has a gas hob aside. 
 
It was 8 years ago that a desease destroyed the whole crop of cardamom; 4 years 
ago farmers restarted successfully to plant cardamom. The plant needs much water 
and cow dung; this means: much care. Moreover cardamom needs 3 years to be 
ready for harvesting: the farmers must show a high level of endurance. Once 
harvested it is highly profitable: a bucket of 40kgs cardamom pods gets INR 50000 = 
abt. CHF 750.--. This is very, very! much money. Now there is harvesting time... 
Our lunch is delicious: rice, two vegetables, cucumber and a vegetable soup specially 
for Sia. After a siesta Tseten, Anita and I hike to a beautiful waterfall which is pure 
joy! Sia prefers to stay at home and rest. 
 
Tseten surprises us with an anouncement: he got engaged. His bride is a Bhutia like 
he is. Getting married means going through a tough procedure: The bride’s parents 
have to give their agreement. Different as at the rest of India it is not the family of the 
girl who has to pay for the trousseau but the bridegroom. Tseten already knows how 
much gold and meat (!) he has to deliver... 
 
The delicious dinner comes along with the traditional „Sikkim wine“: Millet and corn 
(or other) get mixed with water and fermented. The taste may be more or less sweet 
and is delicious (abt. 8% alcohol).  
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            the Dubdi family 
 
While dining we chat with the Dubdis and then go to our room. I write my diary, Sia 
and Anita read. Sia feels better thanks God. We sleep very well. 
 
 
Monday 6.10., Tinvong - Lachen, 3000m, N-Sikkim 
 
After breakfast we leave. We cross Mangan and head for the North. At Toong 
checkpoint we have to show our permit valid for the Lachen- and Lachung-region. In 
Naga we get off the car and walk to the beautiful Naga-Waterfall (this is Baichung’s 
place where he is from). 
 
Lunch in Chungthang. For 10 years there has been built a power plant at the Teesta 
river. We see a huge construction area with a tunnel for bypassing the Teesta, 
leading into the foot of the mountain and coming out after the huge concrete dam 
already erected. 
Local people tried in vain to prevent the power plant not only for ecological reasons: 
The power will be sold to other constituent states of India; that means: no power for 
Sikkim. 
 
Once more we cross the Teesta. We get off the car and enjoy the terrific view. Then 
we notice some Indian tourists observing us and taking pictures of us... Later they 

ask us if they could take pictures with 
us and them together... 
 
At 6 we arrive in Lachen at last. It is 
cold, perhaps 10°. Our homestay 
family Rinzing Bhutia wishes us a 
warm welcome. Mr. Rinzing is very 
lively and we chat a lot. Our room lies 
in the annexe and has even a modern 
bathroom with already provided hot 
water out of  the geysir! 
 
  

Rinzing’s house 
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Dinner is delicious and very rich: We get Momos (kind of ravioli) stuffed with yak-
meet, rice, dal, vegetable, salad (onion, tomato, cucumber). Mr. Rinzing tells about 
the legendary French hermit Alexandra David-Neel who used to live and meditate in 
a cavern near by. Tomorrow we will hike to this place. 
 
 
Tuesday 7.10., Lachen, Thangu, 4000m 
 
It takes us two long hours for 25kms to reach Thangu which lies at an altitude of 
4000m. Its landscape is breathtakingly beautiful. There are many military trucks on 
the road with soldiers sitting at the loading space and peering towards us... Indian 
tourists are allowed to visit places even nearer to the border, we‘re not. 
 
 We give a lift to this woman and her grand-child. 

 
During our hiking tour through this 
high plateau we cross meadows full 
of big blue gentian and yellow 
primula. Yaks and cows are grazing. 
We have reached the timber line but 
still see some firs with erected blue-
black cones and Japanese cedars. 
 
Lunch at 2 o’clock: potatoes, rice 
and yummy yak meat with cabbage. 
Yak meat is very expensive: 1kg 
costs INR 800 = abt. CHF 12.--. We 
must eat properly because we want 
to climb 400hm up to the cave of 

Alexandra David-Neel and even higher to an eremit’s cave. 
The path is nice. We climb slowly when a slight drizzle begins, later followed by sun. 
An amazing almost unreal double rainbow is appearing which fades half an hour 
later. 
 
 a double rainbow at 4500hm 

 
When we reach Alexandras cave I prefer 
not to continue to the cave of an eremit, 
a buddhist monk, but to go back: I feel 
sort of high-sickness: headache, a high 
pulse and a very strange feeling in my 
breast: I sense the location of my heart, a 
sensation never experienced before. 
Driving back to Lachen is quite annoying: 
it is pitch dark, the road is worse than 
bad, we are tired... Driving in darkness is 
different: the distance seems to be the 
double because there is nothing to see 
but the holes in the road... 
Dinner and up we go for a deep sleep. 
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Wednesday, 8.10. Lachen - Lachung, 3000m, Yumthang 4000m 
 
We wish the Rinzengs good-bye and set off for Lachung. Ever and again we go off 
the car and walk for a while. After 2 ½ hours we reach Lachung and proceed directly 
to Yumthang which is the mostnorthern point of our journey and only 15kms away 
from the Tibetian (Chinese) border. Indian tourists are allowed to visit places even 
nearer to the border, we‘re not. 

   
  
 

 young mother helps in the kitchen              Sia and Anita at breakfast       
 
To my query according the meaning of „Thang“ Tseten explains: this means „high 
plateau“, as „Tar“ in Chongey Tar (which is, I think, Nepali language).  
 
Yumthang is a beautiful high plateau! At the torrent there are many Indian tourists in 
thick down jackets and caps but without hiking shoes... no intentions to hike... Some 
start to chat with us and, of course, want to take pictures... 
 
We follow the river and cross sort of jungle forest with much rhododendron and 
muchroom-types never ever sighted before. Very interesting! I imagine this valley in 
blossom – it must be so beautiful in springtime! (But I have to admit: I prefer the 
autumn with all the fresh vegetables and mature delicious fruits.) 
 
After crossing the river we arrive at a sulfur hotwater well. The seven women sitting in 
the spa encourage us to take a picture of them – very special these jolly women! 
They hand us a tumbler of fresh but warm well-water – its taste is like in Iceland: 
sulphuric! 
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Tseten is not so well today – he has 
stomach ache and diarrhoea, the 
poor. But, unlike me in such 
situations, he doesn’t make any 
drama of it. I am happy enough to 
have Carbolevure in my first-aid kit 
and hand it to him which helps. 
Later we follow the road. 12 pleasant kilometers without cars – all Indians have left 
the valley early in order to head for Gangtok or so. Our driver Sussil stops on and off 
in case we would prefer to drive... which is the case when fog is rising and it’s getting 
dark.   
 
In Lachung we have two rooms in the „Modern Recidency“. A nicely Tibetian-
decorated hotel. The hot shower does me well, but the whole floor in the bathroom 
gets wet, and it is cooold... I dress quickly and do some laundry. I enjoy having a 
room for my own. 
The supper is a modest one... but we are in a very good mood and laugh a lot. What 
we miss are the personal contacts we have in the home stays. And we are cold! I am 
more than happy to nestle down in my very warm Icelandic cardigan which I wear 
also at nights at 3000hm!  
No central heating in the houses. People are used to this fact (and once again I am 
aware of how fastidious we are taking central heating for granted).  
 
In Sikkim it is commen – like in Switzerland – to have a eat-in kitchen. The stove 
made of clay heats also the room; at some places in Yumthang and Thangu, both 
4000hm, we spotted round iron stoves which stood in the middle of the room. No 
heating in the sleeping rooms. 
 
 
Thursday 9.10. Lachung - Rumtek, E-Sikkim 
 
The breakfast we get is rich and tasty: pancakes, bananas, vegetable rice for Sia and 
tea. Then we leave for the south facing terribly bad roads with endless curves. Roads 
which were harmed by numerous landslides caused in monsoon periode: broken 
away and/or covered with rocks. We even have to cross fords and sink in mud... 
There are many road works and many men breaking rocks as well as many women 
hitting stones, their faces often protected by masks. Ever and again we have to stop 
and give way to military vehicles and dark fumes-exhausting lorries. Sometimes I 
hold my breath because I think we would touch the oncoming vehicle... This is 
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centimetre-work, a tough nut for Sussil the driver and even more for Tseten (the 
Inova belongs to him but is not yet amortised). Roads are narrow anyway even with 
no obstacles. - Driving under such conditions needs much patience and takes 
endless time.  
At the hotel-restaurant where we met the two students we make a lunch break and 
take advantage of using internet – there is wifi-supply. 
 
Although we are on road the whole day  we do not get boared: The slopes are never 
moderate but always veeery steep, sometimes vertical. The landscape is uniquely 
beautiful and rich in its floral variety. On higher altitudes farmers grow vegetables, 
potatoes, millet, fruits (apple trees grow in Lachung at 3000hm!). The tipical rice-field 
terraces go up to an altitude of 1800m; we observe people harvesting rice. 
In between we walk for a while which makes the day pleasant. Now and then we 
meet people and can greet them in Lepcha, Bhutia or Nepali. 
 
After long 6 ½ hours we finally arrive in Rumtek at our Hotel Bamboo Retreat where I 
used to spend two nights in March 2013. I’m happy to see again Pema (who was one 
of  first children in our project and now manager of the hotel) and Suraj (also 
manager). Happy to see again also Helen Kaempf, the proprietress of the Bamboo 
Retreat, and her daughter Noemi. They are here because of Noemi’s father recently 
passing-away. (He was a Sikkim citizen and former husband of Helen. He died as a 
consequence of alcohol misuse.) Actually Noemi is the proprietress: she unlike Helen 
is double citizen of Switzerland and Sikkim. Helen does not have Sikkim citizenship 
and is therefore not allowend to hold such an estate. 
All employees on duty I know of my last year’s stay. It is so good to be here! We get 
our welcome tea and later have a look at our beautifully decorated rooms with the 
great view on Gangtok’s nightly lights (Gangtok lies at the counter hillside). 
 
The dinner is more than nice: Rice, dal, beef-stew, glass-noodles with muchrooms, 

Sikkim-cheese 
(paneer) with pies, 
potatoes with 
rosmary – everything 
is edible also for Sia 
who cannot eat wheat 
products (and more) 
due to her celiac 
desease. Ramu the 
cook is pampering us! 
It’s very cosy and 
warm – no freezing at 
last – and we enjoy 
eating and chatting 
and being jolly! 
 
 
 

rice fields in Rumtek 
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Friday, 10.10., Rumtek 
 
Awaking I hear the murmur of the monks who pray and chant their mantras as they 
did on the eve. Helen bade them to her prayer’s room in order to pray for her family 
and Noemi’s father. What I didn’t know: she is buddhist. I get dressed quickly and go 
up to the second floor, to the gorgeous prayer’s room. 7 younger and older monks sit 
along the windows and chant. Helen is standing with Noemi near the altar where 
there are many butter lamps on a side table. Slowly she enkindles butter lamp by 
butter lamp. In this solemn ambience comes Pema and offers tea and a meal to the 
monks. 
 

   
                                                                                   
Anita, Pema, Helen 

At 8 we meet Helen and Noemi for breakfast which is served in the garden. Shortly 
later we say goodbye to them: they have their flight to Delhi in the afternoon and at 
night to Switzerland. We enjoy our opulent breakfast with wholegrain toast, butter, 
honey, marmalade, curd, fruits, rice and vegetables. 
 
Tseten picks us up at 9. The walk leads us through rice fields and woods to a Lepcha 
village. Again he teaches us a lot, shows us a plant with sort of water reserve at their 
roots and some medicinal plants against high blood pressure, aches, fever and one 
with its juice you can close wounds and desinfect them. He learnt all this by his grand 
father. 
On many trees there are hanging different types of orchids (not in blossom at this 
season). Amazing anyway. 
We arrive at the house of Pema’s uncle who is holding a centre of Lepcha culture. 
Pema’s beautiful sister Norjee and her aunt welcome us. Both are dressed in 
beautiful Lepcha dresses. We get offered a sweet butter tea with rice wafers, later the 
Sikkim millet-wine and – delicious! – buckwheat rolls served in banana leaves.  
Then we can have a look through the beautiful house; one part of it has been under 
construction due to earthquake damages.  
 
Sussil takes us back to the hotel where – although not hungry – we get a lunch 
outside in the sun. Here I hand over Tseten my present: chocolate and a green 
functional Adidas-t-shirt. 
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Later we drive up to Rumtek monastery which is THE place of worship of Kagyu-
buddhism. The timing is ideal: almost all tourists have already left. The Golden Stupa 
is still open. Inside of the stupa there is a monk sitting on the floor and counting bank 
notes offered by devotees. Tseten kindly asks if we were allowed to enter the stupa – 
and we are! (Later he explains us that usually people are not allowed to enter the 
stupa, they are not even allowed to touch the door to the stupa. So we were really 
lucky!)  
How to describe the strong feeling I had at this holy place. It is a bit similar to the 
sensation I was privileged to have when I met HH the Dalai Lama... 

  

 Norjee                                                                       
 
Sikkim-families are proud when they are allowed to send a son for education in a 
monastery. By the way: monks of the four buddhist sects of Sikkim are allowed to 
marry and lead a normal life. 
 
 Rumtek Monastery 

After the stupa we visit 
the monastery with the 
wonderful praying room. 
Tseten givis me an 
amulett with the 
Karmapa which I hang 
around my neck. 
It rains cats and dogs 
when leaving the 
monastery; until we 
reach the car we are wet 
to the bones. At the hotel 
I take a cold shower... 
unfortunately I forgot to 
put on the geysir... 

 
The delicious dinner is served according our wishes: spinach soup with egg, 
vetetabel, paneer with vegetables. Ramu the cook is an expert in his field! 
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At the tables beside us there are some French tourists from Nantes and Kolkata; we 
have chats with them. The French have been in India many times; one of them even 
has an adoptive child (which is already grown up). I step into the handicraft-giftshop 
and purchase a woven dinner tray as a souvenir for Beat and a DVD with Yuksam 
landscapes and songs sung by Tsetens sister. 
 
 
Saturday 11.10.: Rumtek – Kewzing, S-Sikkim 
 
Actually we would prefer to stay one more day at the Bamboo Retreat. The heartily 
atmosphere, Suraj, Pema, Ramu-the-cook, Debit-who-helps... But we say good-bye 
and start our today’s trip to South-Sikkim. We face better roads but they are bad 
anyway... In Singtam we stop and buy water, some fruits and chocolate. We all like 
chocolate and Sussil-the-driver never says „no“. 
 
Next stop is at Temi-Tea Garden. We walk along the path which leads through the 
tea plantation and watch women harvesting.  
Tseten explains us plant and harvest. Tee plants are sort of small trees which get 
trimmed at a heigh of 50-60cm. The young and delicate tea leaves are harvested 
only by women wearing a bamboo basket on the back which is held by a broad tissue 
belt held at the front. They throw the leaves backwards into the basket and are much 
faster doing that than men. Men, however, work at the tea factory. 
 

   
 

 
 

 
Tea is harvested throughout the year. „First flush“ means the first harvest of the year, 
in spring. It is then that, I was told, the tea is to develop the finest flavour. Second 
flush in summer and so on. 
The families live in houses in the plantations; most of them are Nepali. So: to greet 
them we say „Namasté“ and not „Khambree“. 
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Temi-Tea Estate is a public enterprise, this means for the employees: higher wages, 
less working hours and a safe employment. We see some toddlers on the hand of 
their mum or dad, women playing cards or sleeping during their lunch break. 
We get a guided tour through the factory. 
The leaf baskets get weighed and aired for 36 hours (see picture above). Then they 
get rolled in a machine followed by the process of fermentation which lasts for some 
days. 
Besides location and flush is the size of the leaves which determines the quality 
The quality is determined by location and flush as well as the size of the leaves. The 
bigger the leaves the higher the price. The grade goes from „big“ onto „dust“ – the 
last is found in the teabags most people prefer in Europe... 
 
After this very interesting tour we have a lunch out of the lunchbox and continue our 
trip to a huuuuge Buddha-statue in which socle there is a big praying hall. 
 

   
In this hall a Rinpoche (of the Ningma- or red-hat-sect which is Tseten‘s persuation) 
is sitting on a throne and conducting the chants and mantras. (A Rinpoche is an 
important dignidary who has gained infinite wisdom and gets whorshipped by the 
believers.) There are many monks and believers sitting on the floor and sharing the 
chants and prayers, holding in one hand the praying mill and in the other the rope 
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with the 108 praying beads, similar to the Islam or the rosary of the catholiks, shifting 
bead by bead with the fingers. 
 
At 5 we arrive at our homestay in Kewzing. We greet the Bhutia family with 
„Khususangbo“. I have a room for my own and start writing my diary after the 
welcome tea. 
It is already dark when male members of the family inflame a fire. Half a dozen family 
members start with traditional dances, beautifully dressed in their bhutia costumes. 
We are asked to join in... Anita and Sia thank them with two songs in English and 
Swiss German.  
Dinner is ready: rice, dal, potatoes with coriander, delicious squash-veg, chicken 
stew and veeery hot. Tea afterwards. 
 
10p.m. It is raining outside. I am filled with joy and happiness and many impressions; 
Sia and Anita are somewhat overwrought. Tomorrow they won’t join us at 7 o’clock 
on our short walk. 
 
 
Homestay-impressions: 
 
At every homestay we are welcomed very cordially. The younger generations are 
used to speak in English and are good at it: communication is no problem.  
Guests usually get the private sleeping rooms of the family whereas the tenants close 
ranks. 
In N-Sikkim bathrooms usually are simpler than in W-Sikkim: The bathroom often is 
separated to the house, loo-to-sit or loo-to-stand. Shower may function or not... there 
is always a geysir which one has to put on an hour before if wishing to have a 
shower. 
In every homestay we were there was water supply in the kitchen: a cold-water-tap 
running in a stony sink with an opening in the wall for outward flow of the used water.  
Washing mashine is a luxury almost nobody has. In bigger households there are 
domestic employees. 
The rooms are clean, always small. There is electricity but often with daily 
interruptions. Every room has a lamp hanging on the ceiling, a lamp with one bulb, 
that is all, also in big eat-in-kitchens. Torches for the case of short cut... The stove of 
clay is fired by wood and has 1-4 openings for pans and pots to put on. Often there is 
in addition to that also a gas stove for two flames. 
In October: dawn at 5a.m., dusk at 6p.m. 
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Sunday 12.10. Kewzing, S-Sikkim 
 
Unfortunally I feel sick: instead of a nice walk with Tseten I stagger back to bed 
feeling dizzy. There I remain the whole day and am not able to eat or drink and feel 
weak. Only a strongly salted spinach soup towards the evening brings me back to 
life. 
Anita and Sia take a long walk with Tseten. But when coming home Anita has to 
vomit... 
 
 
Tseten’s story or what enabled him to study: 
 
Tseten grew up in Yuksam which is an ideal starting point for trekkings. As a boy he 
used to hike with his grand-father who taught him everything he knows what nature is 
concerned. So he used to join his grand father on hiking tours. 
With 16 years he started as a co-guide for trekking tours; with 18 he took over the 
leading of a trekking tour for a small Swiss group (with helpers and a cook and yaks 
as pack animal). One of the participants got mountain sickness at an altitude of about 
4000hm. It was then that Tseten had to decide: Shall I hurry downhill for help or do 
we break off the trekking tour? Wisely enough he chose the second: They knocked 
some limbs together for a stretcher, and the ill man was carried down to Yuksam 
which lasted two long days and cost, after this huge effort, sore shoulders to all 
porters. 
The man was saved and regained full health. 
As acknowledgement of his gratefulness the man financed Tseten’s studies at the 
Gangtok University. Both keep the contact until now (Tseten is now 32 years old). 
 
 
Monday 13.10. Kewzing – Yuksam, W-Sikkim, 1600m 
 
Anita does not feel well but well enough to continue our trip. We both take Stugeron 
against travel-sickness and Anita sits in front. 

 

   
We make a detour to Tashiding monastery. Once more we are at the right time at the 
right place: a wellknown and honored Rimpoche has arrived. He speaks a few words 
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with us and gives his blessings and we are allowed to follow him (and the camera 
team who takes videos and pictures) into the temple whereas the umpteen believers 
have to wait outside...   
 
Shortly before we reach Yuksam we meet one of our former students, Sancha Raj 
Subba, 28years old. His ex-sponsors, Heidi and Fred had asked me, if possible, to 
find out where he was and what his profession was. 
It took one telephone call to Tseten‘s younger brother and Sancha was found! He 
teaches computer and English lessons in a private boarding school near Yuksam. He 
writes a letter to Fred and Heidi and I have a chat with the young principal of the 
school. 
 
Our rooms in the Ejam Residency in Yuksam are very nice; it is a small hotel with a 
beautiful garden. While Anita and Sia take a rest Tseten shows me his birth town 
which once was first capital of Sikkim. It is there where he has his office of Yetilaya, 
branch of Terralaya of Helen Kaempf.  
He shows me his mother’s house. She is not at home but his sister-in-law and the 
children. 
We come to the house of his cousin-brother, a monk of Dubdi monastery. He invites 
us to a cup of tea and tries to give me answers concerning me according to the 
Tibetan moon-calendar. Now I know: I am born in the year of the monkey. Red is my 
favourite colour. Friday is „my“ day... 
Back to our hotel I have the first of many chats with Till Hangma, the daughter of the 
proprietor. Actually she lives in Turin/Italy with her brother and her sisters; they run a 
bar there. Now she has come back to Yuksam to help her parents and will remain 
until January. We change, of course, to Italian which she speaks very well and which 
is my favourite language. Hangma is same age as Tseten; they grew up and went to 
school together. The dinner we get is yummy veg food. 
 
 
Tuesday 14.10. Yuksam – Pelling, 2200m, W-Sikkim 
    

A great day! We say Hangma good-bye and 
make a tour through Yuksam to the Conoration 
Memorial. It was coincidence when three monks met here many centuries ago and 
swore to hold together. „Yuksam“ in Lepcha language means „three monks“.  
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At this very place in the 17th century the 
coronation of the first Sikkim king took 
place (Namgyal dynasty). Proudly Tseten 
shows us „his“ first capital of Sikkim! 
Up we hike through a beautiful forest to 
the Dubdi monastery which is the oldest of 
Sikkim. Like the Tashiding monastery it 
belongs to the Ningma-sect. The 
earthquake three years ago put some damage on the monastery which is therefore 
under renovation: It is scaffolded with bamboo rods.   
 
There is also Tseten’s cousin-monk who has a look at the Tibetan calendar for Anita 
and Sia as well.They are born in the year of the horse (they are born in the same 
year), their colour is blue and their day is Tuesday. 
 
The walk down leads us to Tseten’s restaurant „C10“ which is lead by his cousin-
sister. I am glad to meet his mother. Tseten shows us also his garden – and his 
house-pig (according to his year of birth „his“ animal is the pig).  
 
We drive on to the Khecheopalri-Lake, which makes wishes true... It is almost dark 
when we continue towards Pelling. The road... very bumpy! 

 
On the road we get a call from Chongey: Six students of class 12 are awaiting us in 
Pelling...  
I am very much looking forward to meeting them! But it comes a bit all of a sudden, 
and I am tired and exhausted after the long drive. When we arrive in Pelling at last 
the students are waiting at the road next to the wide doorway of our hotel. Shyly they 
enter the lounge: 2 boys and 4 girls. We have a seat and order some tea, discuss the 
menue, have a look into our huuuge junior suites (!).  
A nicely laid table is waiting for us. Anita and Sia mingle with the students and after a 
while there are animiaited discussions here and there. 
 
I tell them how very important it is for us from the board to hear about their 
professional ideas and dreams. Their story would help us in finding new sponsors. 
Every three months all students have to travel the looong way to Gangtok, to Miss 
Keepu in Lepcha Cottage, in order to show her their bill of expenses. After a 
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thorough check Miss Keepu signs the bills - and only then they get the money from 
Chairlady Mrs. Ok (about 1000-2000 INR per month). 
The students assure me that they would be glad to maintain contact with their 
sponsors even if they do not live at the POC any more. That would be also desirable: 
We might get money from their sponsors also for their university studies. 

 
 
Pemba, Asis, Doma, Nimkit, Pema, Sankipa, Sia; front: Tseten, Anita 
When I ask them if they remember their first time at Lepcha Cottage some tell me 
how difficult it was for them and how homesick they were. They did not understand 
why they had to leave their home. Others are foster children and do not remember. 
All students regard POC as the central point in their life and are highly grateful. 
After the tasty dinner – the students wished chicken, we veg food and afterwards a 
kind of milk rice as dessert – I ask them if any of them wanted to write a letter to 
someone at the POC. All want to do that and some write a letter to Miss Keepu. 
Each student gets a money-present „for making true small wishes“. To some of them 
I refund the transport costs. They are quite happy! 
 
Finally we have to say good-bye. Three of them we will see tomorrow: We give them 
a lift. It will be quite crowded in the car... but! And Tseten tells us that the luggage 
goes up to the roof of the car. 
Anita and Sia are completely excited about the evening, and I am anyway! It was 
amazing to talk to these well educated and modest students! I deeply hope to see 
them next time when in Sikkim. 
 



22 
 

It is 10 o’clock when we finally go to our rooms. At last I can take a shower in my 
feudal bathroom and wash the sweaty clouths. Then I start to write my diary.  
Outside it begins to swoosh – a thunderstorm is blustering with heavy rains. Good 
that we have an emergency light because there is a short-cut of electricity...  
Aside from the long driving from the holy lake to Pelling this was a super-grrreat day! 
Or, as Tseten often and again says: this is „Uaaahnsinn!“ (which means literally 
„frenzy“ (der Wahnsinn), but means in German just super-grrreat!). 
 
 
Wednesday, 15.10. Pelling – Rinchenpong, 1750m, W-Sikkim 
 
I may have pondered on the meeting with the students – anyway: I didn’t find much 
rest this night. When I get up at 6.30 and realize: no rain any more I step outside – 
still in my „pyjama-plus“ and see: the Kamchenjunga! Some clouds though, but never 
mind. The view on the whole range is overwhelming! Ever and again I have to look if 
the clouds have moved away, but no, they get denser; so I can easily go inside and 
pack my suitcase. 
 
After a nice breakfast our luggage is fixed on the roof and off we go. At the station for 
buses and shared taxis in Sadung we drop Asis off and say good-bye to him. 
 
Nimkit and Pemba, both cl. 12, live side-by-side quite near to their Dentam 
Secondary School. Nimkit lives with her mother and little sister and aunt in a house 
built by the government free of charge. They do some farming, as everybody does, 
and have a black pig. Nimkit has a younger brother and a younger sister, both in cl. 
5. Their mother doesn’t look healthy; she lookes quite emaciated and has some teeth 
missing. 
After tea we proceed to Pemba’s house. He is orphan but has two sisters, one of 
them, Sonamit, is at POC, cl. 10. One elder sister died some years ago. He lives 

upstairs; on the ground 
floor lives his aunt. 
Pemba’s room is a nice 
one (as Nimkit’s, by the 
way), decorated with 
many Christian 
devotional objects, 
pictures of his late 
parents and late sister. 
And a big poster of 
soccer star Ronaldinho. 
And – I had not 
expected that: a picture 
of his sponsors! Very 
touching! 
 
 
 

front: Anita – Nimkit – Sia,  rear: Asis – Pemba - Sussil  
 unfortunately Nimkit gets sick... 
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 Nimkit’s family                                                            Pemba preparing tea 
 
Pemba tells us: at the time when his father was very ill although he had been in 
hospital in Gangtok, the needy family converted to Christianity; they hoped: if praying 
to God their father would regain health. But no. Father died 4 years ago. 
 

in Pemba’s room 
 
A short walk leads us to Nimkit’s and Pemba’s school: Senior Secondary School of 
Dentam. It is noon – teachers and students enjoy the sun outside during their lunch 
break. We are welcomed, and a teacher shows us around. The premises and class 
rooms are similar to those of POC. We land in the office of the Principal and are 
welcomed by Mrs. Vice Principal who tells us: both students are THE BEST OF THE 
SCHOOL! I am as proud as a peacock of our dear, cordial and so modest ex-POC-
students!!! 
We have a look at cl. 12: Physics. The students look nice in their blue uniform!  
In March there are the final examinations. I am sure: both Pemba and Nimkit will 
achieve very good results and come near to the 100 points which are the maximum. 
This will enhance their chance of fulfilling their professional dreams by a scholarship. 
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On the carpet in Nimkit’s room we all have a pleasurable lunch together out of the 
lunch box (as in the amusing film „The Lunch Box“): fried veg rice, cooked eggs, 
cucumbers. And chats! 
Then we have to say good-bye to them. 
 
Dentam is Sikkim’s sole place of cheese production. We are allowed to step in. Like 
in Switzerland cheese is produced only in the mornings. We can have a look at the 
clean production hall and purchase a cheese, not the expected Swiss Cheese 
(Emmentaler) but a tasty Gouda which is the only cheese, apart from paneer, they 
have on stock today.  
                                      
 

After an hour’s drive we arrive at our 
home stay in Rinchenpong. It is a 
beautiful estate with a huge mango 
tree in the middle of the meadow. 
Hopefully we will catch sight of the 
Kamchenjunga next morning. Our 
hosts are a Bhutia family. )Tseten 
tells me that the daughter-in-law is 
from the Rinzing-Bhutia-family of 
Lachen.)  
Tonight we have veg dinner with 
Tseten: a soup of fermented spinach 
first, then rice, dal, pumpkin-green 
bean-hot chili-vegetable, potatoes. 

We get what grows in the vegetable garden. One could think: oh boring, always the 
same food – but no. The dishes always taste differently. 
After tea Anita and Sia go to their room; they want to relax and read. Tseten, 
however, marks for me our route of the last two weeks.  
The starry night promises a good sight of the Himalayan Range in general and of the 
Kamchenjunga in particular. 
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Thursday 16.10. Rinchenpong 
 
My alarm clock rings at 5: No clouds - we see the first sun rays falling on the snow 
white Kamchenjunga and half a minute later they reach the seventhousenders. 
Amazing to watch such a scene beneath mango- and banana trees. It is too early to 
make us ready for departure so we have another two hours of sleep. 
Breakfast at 8 – for us only in the garden. We get toast with butter and honey, fruits, 
curd, omelette, fried rice for Sia, ginger tea. And not to forget: three tumblers of fresh 
mango juice right from the relatively small fruits of the huge mango tree. 

 
Today hiking day: we start at 10 o’clock and cross a forest. At a natural water 
standpipe we see two boys washing themselves and some clothes. The trees around 
are heavily covered by different types of orchids; we see only the leaves – they do 
not blossom in autumn. Everywhere different types of fern – some types are edible – 
and big fern trees. 
Our lunch is out of the lunch box: we eat it in the kitchen at the first floor of a 
traditional bamboo-roofed Lepcha house. It is a bright sunny and warm day, so it’s 
good to stay inside for a while.  
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      old bamboo-roofed Lepcha house            young monk and Anita with poppies 
 
At a gompa we make a break and stretch us out in the warm grass. We enjoy lying in 
the half shade watching some sheep clouds on the sky, breathing in the clean air 
with a hint of oregan scent... When we reach the Rinchenpong monastery we see 
boy monks playing some ball game at the big meadow; some smaller ones grab 
eagerly for the puppies which are strolling about... they are so cute that Anita wishes 
to take one of them home...  
At 4 the bell calls us into the temple; the service begins with chantings and prayers. 
We let ourselves down to the floor – the shoes, as always, remain outside.  We watch 
and listen and close the eyes... This is something which brings me to sort of trance. 
Sussil is waiting outside; he drives us home. The shower for me has to wait – I forgot 
to put on the geysir. I prepare the tips for Tseten and Sussil instead and write quite a 
long letter for Tseten thanking him for these phantastic two weeks he has shared with 
us. Letter and envelope-plus I hand him out later after dinner. 
 
 
Friday 17.10. Rinchenpong – Chongey 
 
Once more may we admire a cloudless Kamchenjunga range. We get ready for 
departure. Once more are we allowed to have breakfast on the lawn. 
 
We stop in Ravangla at another monumental Buddha statue which was inaugurated 
in March 2013 by HH Dalai Lama (which was why I was blessed with the private 
audience in the aircraft). It is not only the statue itself – it is the parc around, the 
atmosphere with low meditation music... Very special also inside the socle: huge 
beautiful frescoes show the life of Buddha. The whole building beams with dignity. 
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After lunch nearby we continue our long and exhausting drive and arrive in Chongey 
at half past 5 at last. Tseten and Sussil see us off but promise to come back the next 
evening for a proper farewell. 
After a short meditation we have dinner with the kids and visit the students in their 
dorms. They look enthusiastically forward to the next day which is an important one  
in the annual cycle: the Annual Sports Day with races, dances, song performances...  
I have a look to the dorms of Hishey and Roshni. We chat... and they want to teach 
me Lepcha... The tenners want to hear about our journey.   
It is late. The kids and we as well go to bed. 
 
 
Saturday 18.10. Chongey, Annual Sports Festival 
 
POC awakes at 5. At 5.30 meditation. I have slept well but prefer to stay in bed and 
doze for a while. 
At 10 o’clock the great festivities begin. Baichung picks us up and leads us to our 
places of honour. I am requested to open the festival: 
„I declare the POC Annual Sports open!“ With these words I light up a torch not 
unsimilar to the one of the Olympic Games. A boy and a girl take it and run with it 
solemnly to the spot of the „POC Olympic Torch“ and bring it in flames. Girls and 
boys in their house-uniforms start to march lock-step to the arount place; the house-
leaders hold the house-flag in their hand and fix them to the „house-flag-holder“. 
The show starts with some traditional dances. The dancers are beautifully dressed in 
skillfully sewn colourful costumes in Lepcha, Bhutia, Nepali and Hindi style. This is a 
feast for the eyes! 
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   me lighting up the torch                                        Nepali dances 
 
I hold my speech – first I speak to the students, then to Baichung, followed by my 
words for the teachers, boardmembers, housemother, drivers and helpers. Last but 
not least I speak to Miss Keepu, to „Our Mother Teresa of Sikkim“ and report about 
my last year’s coincidental meeting with HH Dalai Lama.  
 
The picnic-lunch sponsered by me is rich and tasty: two vegetables, rice, dal, curry 
chicken, glass noodels with muchrooms and very hot radish salad. The dessert is 
milkrice (I am told that this sweet is served to honoured people). Subsequently Miss 

Pradhan shows me a 
student’s drawing-, sewing, 
knitting and embroidery 
exhibition in the new school 
premises. Very beautiful 
works! 
 
Before the official 
programme proceeds in the 
afternoon, Anita and Sia 
perform with a Swiss-
German medley and a 

boogywoogy song in English.  
 
Then I have the honourful task of congratulating the winners, put a medal on and 
hand over a present. 
 
singers in Lepcha costumes 

 
When the official part is 
over, I start with distributing 
the gifts of the sponsors and 
take a picture of each child 
who gets one. Not so easy 
this task: some sponsors 
have put names in illegible 
handwriting and/or have 
forgotten to add the 
student’s number which is a 
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problem because many students have identical or similar names. 
 
   
  Anita and Sia sing                                           Yangchen and Tseten 

 

 
 
 

 
After dinner we have a look in some dorms. The teenager-students want to see 
pictures of Sia’s and Anita’s boyfriends... Later Tseten turns up; he gives me a 
present. And he surprises us: he has come along with her fiancee Yanchen and we 
can meet her. Then we say good-bye.  
Opening Tsetens gifts almost moves me to tears. 
 
 
Sunday, 19.10. Chongey 
 
The sun wakes us up at 7 o’clock. A bright day! The breakfast, noodle soup, we have 
in our room.  
At the playground I have chats with eighters; they 

eagerly want to know how I met HH Dalay Lama. 
Anita and Sia have decided to take a walk to 
Gangtok and back; they need 2x 1 ½ hours for it. 
They look forward to hike! 
In the morning the sport festival goes on. After some 
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great songs and dances (great singers and dancers indeed!) and some races I have 
once more the pleasant task of honouring the winners.    
 
After lunch there are the meetings with Chunzom and Baichung in their beautiful new 
house. Then Baichung shows it to me; it is big and very nicely furnitured. Tshering, a 
former student of POC and alumnus of mechanical engineering studies at university, 
brings me back the very steep road to the school (in meanwhile it has become pitch 
dark). 
Anita and Sia have already returned; they enjoyed their walk very much. Sia has 
bought a very nice Tibetan sining-bowl. 
Baichung and Chunzom have invited us for dinner; there are also Miss Keepu, Mrs. 
Ok and her husband, Mrs. Mingma and her husband, Chunzom’s sister and Astrid 
who is their house guest as long as we three occupy the room at girl’s hostel. 
Chunzom has started with the preparations after our meeting, but, of course, she has 
had helpers: her maid and her sister who lives near Lepcha Cottage as well as Astrid 
who prepares the dessert. Dinner is delicious! Rice, dal, two vegetables, fried chicken 
chops, cucumber salat. Astrid’s dessert, a fruit salad with papaya, is very tasty!  
It is a very nice evening and the times rushes away quickly. At 9thirty guests are 
leaving and Baichung brings us back home. 
This is typical:  
Chunzom does not share the dinner but she looks after the guests: Does everybody 
have enough? Is anything lacking? The dishes are placed buffet-like on the table. 
Everybody helps himself and takes a seat on the sofa or on one of the chairs, 
balancing the dish on the knees. Eating only with a spoon is very practical – no need 
for fork&knife. 
Chunzom will have dinner after the guests have left (but, of course, she will have 
eaten something in-between). „When in Rome do as the Romans do.“ Or: different 
countries, different manners and conventions. 
 
             
           
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
        Miss Keepu, Mrs. Ok, Astrid, Chunzom, Mrs. Mingma, Baichung, Anita+Sia 
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Monday 20.10. Chongey 
 
The alarm clock rings at 5: we want to take part of the morning meditation at 5.30 
followed by outdoor-gymnastics. We join them. 
After breakfast at 7 – two girls bring us up noodle soup and cooked eggs – we are 
ready for the assembly at 9. The time in-between girls use for cleaning up, preparing 
for school, taking on their red school uniform, braiding their hair. I have looks around 
and talks with Karma and others. So do Sia and Anita. They have asked Karma if she 
is interested in some used but nice cloths for the kids (she is); so they prepare them 
and hand them to Karma. 

   
  
 
 
 
 
 

morning meditation                                                                framed peacock for me! 
 
Arriving for the assembly everybody is clapping his hands... Each time I attend the 
assembly I am impressed at new how very disciplined the students stand up straight 
in their rows. I am requested to speak some words to them: I congratulate them to 
their enormous effort they took the last two days and how much we liked to watch 
them performing. A student hands me a preset: a very beautiful framed image, an 
embroidered peacock. 
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We have a look at different classes and attend lessons: Maths at Roshni’s 4a, 
English at Hishey’s 5 and economy as well as biology at cl. 10. Economy is taught by 
Mr. Chaterjee and biology by Vice Principal Mr. Lenny. 

 
 cl. 5 with Mr. Bishal                                      cl. 10 with Mr. Lenny 
 
HDFS-Board meeting at 10.30 with Miss Keepu, Chairperson Mrs. Ok, Mrs. Kesang, 
Mr. Purba, Baichung and Astrid (she asked if she couldn’t take part). 
Everybody is happy when Anita and Sia perform once more after board meeting!  
After that: lunch with the board members and siesta! 
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  Anita + Sia performing once more          Board members 
 
Time rushes away... It is already time to say good-bye to Miss Pradhan. Baichung 
and Mr. Lenny help me with the web check-in which laaasts due to weak internet 
reception. 
 
Baichung walks with me to the boy’s hostel which was erected in 2006 and shows me 
around. The site is good with a wonderful and wide view towards the green valley on 
the opposite side. 
Then I meet Rajat and his family. Having seen him only on a picture Franz Betschart 
took half a year ago I’m very much positively surprised about his relatively good 
lookings now. We have milk coffee and a chat together. I hear that the hole in his 
back (aftermath to his two operations due to pulmonary tuberculosis) has become 
smaller. He also has gained weight. Every day he has to take some medicine and 
once a day his father Rajesh has to inject him medicine into the muscle. Every day! 
The boys greet us and go on playing football. Baichung shows me the ground 
reserve we have bought, about 800m2. There is much space to grow vegetables; 
there is even a green house. We stroll back to girl’s hostel and Baichung gives be a 
bag with the children’s letters for their sponsors. 

 
   

 Rajesh, Jasmine, Baichung, Rajat, his mother 
 
After supper we want to see a last time „our“ children, first Roshni, then Hishey and 
after that the tenners. The year-4-students want to teach me Lepcha again „pleeease 
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Mam!“ and I have to repeat a dozen times „Khasasa ambriam re Ruth gum“ which 
means „My name is Ruth“... „once more Mam pleeease!“... Of course I take pictures.  
The students of cl. 10 have a present for me: a plush animal, a panda, which I name 
„Ghati“ (which means „10“ in Lepcha according to their cl.10) They also have written 
a letter for each of us. I cannot hold back my tears... At last we say farewell – 
tomorrow there won’t be time enough for that. 
Up we go in our room and squeeze the last items into the suitcases, go to bed and 
drop off. 
 
 
Tuesday 21.10. Bagdogra – Delhi 
 
We get morning tea at 5 and make us ready. Going down we hear the mutter of the 
girls at maditation; they wave us good-bye... Tinku and Baichung are already waiting 
at the entrance gate. I hug Baichung firmly, convey my warmest wishes and greeting 
to Chunzom and the kids and express my hope to welcome him this summer in my 
home. As we want to climb the Mahindra we see the kids running down towards us 
and wave... and we hug Roshni and Hishey and some others and sob... 
 
Stop at Lepcha Cottage. We ought to get off the car... all children and Miss Keepu 
stand in the courtyard to bid us farewell. Pandi and Thinley and another child give for 
each of us a nicely wrapped present (which we will open only at the airport Bagdogra; 
it is a beautifully woven cotton shoulder bag in blue with yellow stripes for each of us. 
Very nice!). A last time we hug our kids and get with tears in our eyes in the car... 
 
Crossing Gangtok in the early morning is pleasant: few traffic and fresh air. At an 
ideal spot we halt and admire a cloudless majestic Kamchenjunga. Stop in Rangpo 
(border Sikkim-Westbengal), Tinku deals with the stamps for the passports while we 
buy some mature guavas and apples which are, to the bananas Baichung had 
provided us with, our breakfast. 
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  Miss Keepu with their fosterlings at Lepcha Cottage, Chandmari/Gangtok 
 
Near Siliguri the traffic gets cumbrous. We have a long stop at the railway crossing 
gate. Everything is loud and unpleasant... the heat, the dust. It goes on like that for 
an hour until we reach Bagdogra airport.  
I compliment Tinku for his very pleasant kind of driving and hand him over a nice tip. 
He helps us with our luggage and says god-bye. 
 
No problems at the check-in zone. We take off on time. Cleverly we have chosen 
window-seats at the right side, so we can see for a last time the top of the 
Kamchenjunga range breaking through the clouds. 
 
At Delhi airport we are told to step into a separate guarded zone and pass the time 
there stretched out on comfortable lounger with reading, resting and eating.  
Only four hours before take-off are passengers allowed to enter the duty-free area 
with the very, very! nice shops. Once more we admire the impressive life-size bronze 
sculpture of an elephat and his calf and the yoga statues demonstrating the different 
asanas of the „welcoming of the sun“. 
 
 
Wednesday, 22.10. Delhi – Zurich 
 
Take off on time at 1.15 a.m. The aircraft is half-empty so it is very pleasant that the 
seat next to me remains vacant. After a small supper passengers try to stretch out as 
well as it goes and get some sleep. 
Touch down in rainy Zurich. Behind the safety fence there is Nicola, Anita’s boy-
friend, who is welcoming us. 
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My thoughts are – where else! – with the kids, with Miss Keepu in Lepcha Cottage 
and in Chongey. I have the strong wish to see again „my“ Pema of cl. 10. Although 
she is not my sponsor child: she has conquered a part of my heart. 
I think of the harmonious journey we had together and how everything went well. 
There was so much we have seen and experienced. Tseten has shared his 
enormous ken with us in such a good manner. He has become much more than a 
guide; he has become a friend who we have taken to our hearts. 
 
 
 

                                            * * * * * * * * * *  
 

     
 Sonamit, Pema and Chunki                        Pandimit and Thinley       Roshni 
 
 

   
Hishey                                                                Khimsa and his friends 

 
 
 


