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Auther’s Note

For the sake of simplicity all Tibetan words in this
book have been transliterated phonetically without
regard to the real Tibetan spelling, which is very
misleading to the uninitiated. For instance: cha,
bird, is written by4; tulky, an incarnated lama, is
written sprulsku; gyenpa, to adorn, to decorate, is
written brgyanpa; and so on. The phonetic trans-
literation will cnable readers to know-—approxi-
mately, at least—how the Tibetans themselves
pronounce the Tibetan words that appear in the
narrative,

I wish to express my deep gratitude to Miss
Vidlet Sydney for the most valuable help she has
so ungrudgingly given me in the preparation of
this English account of my journey.
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THE,ROAD TO LABRANG TASHIKYIL

APEERLESS sun shines in the blue sky. The yellow

frozen earth glitters in the light of morning.

It is early February, Snow stjlf covers the surround-
ing summits and lies heaped along the narrow alleys of
the great Kum-Bum monastery, but the roads are trans-
figured in the gay light of Spring. Through every pebble,
every blade of grass, they sing, as only roads can sing, the
joyous enticing songs of travel.

The luggagedaden mules, decorated with red pom-
poms, impatiently shake their neck bells, [ am read
to embark upon a journey which gromises many difh-
culties. It consists in following the long track of border-
land that lies between China proper and Tibet, which is
inhabited by various more or less independent eribes, some
of Tibetan and others of mixed and unknown origin, who
tesist with equal obstinacy the authority of both the

i Tibetan and Chinese governments.

t I mean to cross that country incognito, under the guise
of a lamaist nun of rank, accompanied by a steward and
a few men servants. My adopted son, who is an authentic

*Tibetan lama, is to act the part of steward, while all the

‘servants actually belong to the inferior lamaist clergy.

In anticipation I taste rie joyous excitement of such an

Ladventure; yet some regrets cast a melancholy shadow
over my departure, ~

I would willingly bave spent the rest of my days in
the lulling calm of the monastic citadel where [ havegived

1 A



TIBETAN JOURNEY

for the past (wo years and eight months. My small house
with its amusing frescoes was so peaceful, tucked away
in the corner of a tiny cloister in the princely palace of
Pegyai Tulku. From my balcony I had grown accus-
tomed to contemplate the golden raofs of the temples and,
beyond them, the grassy slopes where grazed the shaggy

s and. the stateil; camels of the Mongolian caravans.
geated there, in the evenings, I liked to listen to the grave
harmonies of the sacred music, when the lamas serenaded
the gods from the high terraces of the great hall. But still
more I valued the serenity of the hours passed in follow-
ing the thoughts of ancient Buddhist sages, in the books
that had been taken for me from the sealed bookcases,
where they lay in wrappings of iridescent yellow brocade.
It was delightful to stugy and meditate in such surround-
ings; the mind expericnced, to the point of intoxication,
the subtle voluptuousness of solitude and silence.

And yet, I am leaving Kum-Bum. To have definitely
established myself there, I should have to become a
member of the monastery, and my sex debarred me from
this right.

Tibetan custom requires that at the departure of a
distinguished guest, he must be accompanied for some
considerable distance on his road by those with whom he
has stayed. The steward and frapas’ of Lama Pegyai
wished to conform to this practice and to escort me for
several miles, but 1 insistedP that they should save them-
selves such useless fatigue, and I dismissed them near
& little bridge that marked the boundary of the monastic
ary. There, we exchanged good wishes and the usual com-
plimentary scarves,® and my little caravan went its way.

1 All the lamaist monks of the lower clergy are called trapas (pupils).
Ecclesiastical dignitaries alone have the right to the title of lama (gmtten
blama~superior), However, bf courtesy, a distinguished, learned, or aged
monk, is often called loma. 1 have followed this custom in the present
book by giving the title of “lama™ to all those to whom I would give it
were L Sgeaking to them.

2 Kadas (kha brags): scarves that are presented and received on all
occasions as tokens of respect, of politeness, of welcome, etc.
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THE RCGAD TO LABRANG TASHIKTYIL

My son’ and T continued on foot as far as the top of
the last hill from where the monastery could be secn.
There, in the snow, among the stones, we lighted our
incense sticks in honour of the Founder of the Gelugspa
sect, Tsong Khapa, who was born at the spot where Kum-
Bum has since been built to glorify his memory.

While the thin threads of perfumed smoke rose in
front of us, I gazed for the last time upon the radiant
picture of the great monastery with its many white build-
1ngs, its red palaccs, and its golden roofed “ houses of the

ods.”® Reverently my servants prostrated themselves,
%ongden uncovered, and I bowed.  Silent, motionless, we
listened to the voices of the hopes and fears that surged
within us. Joyous confidence and painful misgiving
mingled and fought, for different reasons, in each of us.
To start on a long journey, in this part of Asia, is always
a step into the unknown.

t length, T turncd away, breaking the charm that
&held us. The others followed me down the path that lay
yon the other side of the mountain. A few paces, and
Kum-Bum was out of sight.

\

Temperamentally there is nothing of the Don Quixote
ghout me, but although I do not seek adventures, they are
never long in coming. The very day of our departure,
we nearly had a fight with the leaders of 2 Mongolian
taravan. Between Lusart and Sining, on one of those
unspeakable Chinese roads bedded between steep earth
walls, twelve to fifteen feet high, that are just wide enough
to admit the passing of a cart, we ran against a caravan
of camels.

It had been agreed that, by turns, one of the servants

. 1Lama Yongden, well known to the readers of My Journey to Lhasa
d IPith Mysiics and Magicians in Tibet, 8 & young Tibetan scholar
ho has accompanied me on my travels and who has hecome my adopted

on.
_2Lha Khang (habitation of a2 god) is the name given to temples hy
fLibetans.
3



TIBETAN JOURNEY

should follow the luggage mules on foot. Thus, only five
of us—including myself—were provided with mounts. In
order, however, not to subject any of the men to the
humiliation, to which a Tibetan is particularly sensitive,
of leaving the monastery on foot while his companions
were mounted, I had lent S6nam my big black mule. In
the meantime I travelled in a Chinese carriage, one of
those old-fashioned springless carts of northern China,
which for lack of roads, cannot be used beyond Sin-
ing. and Kum-Bum, where the great Tibetan solitudes
Cg1II.
gII: was this vehicle that obstructed the road in face of

a hundred camels laden with merchandise. Axrested in
their progress, pushed by those that continued their
mechanical march at the tail of the procession, the great
beasts cried out as they jostled one another in the narrow
passage.

At the moment, I happened to be stretching my
cramped limbs, by walking on the top of one of the walls
bordering the road. From this vantage ground the situa-
tion was dearli visible. For them to pass one another
wasg an impossibility, either the camels or the cart would
have to go back, and it was a case of backing in one direc-
tion ar the other for about a mile. )

Custom requires that before entering a cutting of this |
kind, the driver of a heast or cart must call out so as to,
warn others .who may be coming in at the opposite end.
We had not heard the Mongolians’ hail, :amfJ as to my
nen, I think they had likewise omitted to herald their'
sresence. Doubiless, the fault lay with both parties, but,
n the East it is just this fact that matters the least. Wha
nust be safe-gnarded hefore all else is one’s prestige. Leit:q
nything happen rather than “lose face” think the'
“hinese and Tibetans. My boys shared this conviction,:
md, lest | should forfeit their esteem; which would be &

erious matter duting a hazardous journey such as ours,
felt obliged to conform to their opinion: In the present

4
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THE ROAD TO LABRANG TASHIXYIL ,

case, the “ face ” demanded the retreat of the camels and
the triumphant advance of my cart.

“Go back!” said Yongden to the Mongolian who
walked at the head of the caravan and who, at the
moment, was flattened between my horsemen and his
hustling beasts.

“Go back| ” echoed my servants.

Two of the other drivers ran up to the ridge that over-
looked the passage.

“Impossible! ” one of them exclaimed, “we have
more than a hundred animals and you have only a single
cart. As to your mules, it is easy for them to turn round.”

I continued to watch the proceedings from above.

Obviously, the good man was right. Logic, cormmon-
sense, judgment were in accord: it was for our cart to
back. . . . But there was the “face”, and compared with
it, logic, commonsense and judgment are paltry con-
siderations, in that country. Were I to give way, I should
pay a heavy penalty for my weakness, when, one day,
real danger threatened and I should need my men to
stand firm and put their whole trost in me. But what
possible connection could all this have with the backing
of a cartin a road cutting? None, but I could not change
the mentality of my travelling companions.

“Go back! " said Yongden in answer to the Mongol's
objection. '

“Go back! ¥ re-echoed the others,

The arﬁument grew heated, insults were exchanged,
threats, and, adding to the uproar, came the camels’ dis-
cordant cries. Our frightened mules tried to rear, but on
being unable to, for lack of space, they turned and bit
one another. There was a chaotic scene at the bottom
of the ravine.

A Mongol lifted his gun. Matters were becoming
serious. That armed challenge now made it impossible
for me to give way, cven had I wished to.

“We, too, have our guns,” retorted my men, who

5



TIBETAN JOQURNEY

were accustomed to live in the chang thangs' where skir-
mishes are frequent, and they unslung their rifles.

‘Were they going to kill onc another? . . .

The Mongols probably thought that Efo le with such
determination must occupy a peculiarly high rung of the
social ladder, and that to wound or kill one of us would
bring serious consequences to the murderer, They
decided to withdraw.

The camels, which were attached to one another by
their noses and tails in long strings of eight to ten beasts,
were, owing to their bulk and slowness, illsuited for such
a manceuvre, ‘While the drivers were busy with them,
I quietly slipped from my post of cbservation, re-entered
the cart, cause of all the trouble, and, on the passage
becoming free, travelled with great dignity to the end of
it. The ™ face was saved ”.

All the same, I was not mandarin enough at heart to
rejoice at my victory. Catching the attention of the
camelmen, who were following me with their eyes, I
signed to them and held up two Chinese dollars, then,
passing my hand under the curtains that surrounded my
carriage, I dropped the two large 1E‘ieces of money, The
Mongols understood my gesture; they would pick up the
money after I had gone by and praise me for my charity,
My people had not seen anything . ., the “face™
remained “saved ”.

The very beginning of my journey was spoilt by 1
death of 1:130 ﬁ%e oﬁng doygg that ylza.d 'bepen bozn in
my house in Kum-Bum, I had taken them with me
tr‘a\;‘e]ling companions and guardians of the camp
night.

gSoon after leaving Sining, one of them, a Mongolia
grifon, suddenly developed disquicting symptoms o
rabies. He tried to run away, could no longer swallow)

1The solitudes of Northern Tibet inhabited only by herdsmen living
under tents, 6



THE ROAD TO LABRANG TASHIEYIL

seemed afraid of his food, shook his head, and barked in
a curious way. )

I wonder whether a novelist has ever tried to describe
the feclings of a person who is wavelling with 2 mad
animal. I doubt it; such a thing would appear too im-
probable. In the West, the fate of such a dog is quickly
settled.

But we were in Asia. I was with Buddhists and
monks, and pot one of them would have killed the poor
beast; and, as to me, I should never have ordered it. e
only thing to do was to take precautions,

The lttle griffon was put into a basket, which was
strapped on to a mule, and we continued our way.

‘When we reached Lanchow, the dog died after much
suffering. Then his brother fell ill. His death was still
more heart-rending. For two days he remained crouched
against me, refusing to leave me. He stood up on his
hind legs, with his front paws on my knees, and looked
intently into my eyes. Sometimes he laid his little black
nose upon my cheek.

What was it that he wished to say to me? .., “1
must go” or “I want to stay, keep mel ”

Did he realize my powerlessness; did he seek hel
elsewhere? He went to the stables, and stopping by eac
of the mules, seemed to implore their aid. The kindl
beasts, knowing him for a comrade, lowered their headz
to sniff at him and moved with care, lest they should
hit the tiny sufferer that staggered feebly, in the straw,
among their great legs.

Tt was the end. I could not keep him, any more than
T had been able to keep his brother.

One evening, when the moon was veiled in mist, we
silently buried him at the foot of a hillock, at the edge of
2 Chinese cemetery. The respect in which such ground
is held would ensure to the poor little fellow a peaceful
dissolution, and protect him from the knife of the native
“furrier ” who sells dog skins.

7



TIBETAN JOURNEY

Some may think: What ridiculous sentimentality!
They were only animals. But this would be a very super-
ficial view to take. What matter whether, according to
our human estimation, the value of a being that dis-
appears be great or small? The cruel enigma of its
disappearance still remains. Death had come: it had
immobilized a joyous activity, extinguished a flame of
intelligence, transformed into an Inert thing—;—which
decomposition would soon dissolve—a being that had
thought, felt, loved. Its terrible mystery {orced itself on
to me and cast a melancholy shadow over my journey.

I did not linger in Lanchow, as I knew the town well.
Built on the banks of the Yellow River, the capital of
Kansu is the most important city in North-West China.
To find its e(c}ual it would be necessary to go to far distant
Ibwafu (Urumchi) in Sinkianga?,Chinese Turkestan),
ind this region of Turkish Moslems is, correctly speak-
ng, no longer China. Many other Chinese towns are
ic%\er in monuments than Lanchow, which is noticeably
vanting in this respect, bur its open a;pect, its large and
iiry streets, please the Westerner. He feels more at home
here, less in China perhaps, than in Chengtu, the opulent
aﬁltal of Szechwan, or in some of the other cities of the

iddle Republic”,

The people of Kansu are also very different from
hose of the coast or the Southern provinces, They do
ot in any way resemble the little rice-eating Chinamen,
thom many foreigners take as representing the uniform
ype of China’s inhabitants. The men of Kansu are
sually tall, well-made, white-skinned rather than yellow,
nd often handsome. Their chief food consists of bread
nd a kind of macaroni; rice is only an accessory. In
‘ansu, life in general is more free, less limited by rite
nd custom than in the Central provinces; the influence
f alien races s clearly visible there, The pure Chinese, -
ho are well aware of this fact, often show 2 certain

8
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TIIE ROAD TO LABRANG TASHIEYIL

contempt of their compatriots of the borders, in
whom they do not reco%nize their blood, and whom
they sometimes call “barbarians”—an unjustifiable
attitude,

Situated at about 1,800 miles from Pekin, and not
served by any railway, Lanchow® easily escapes Central
Government control. It has probably always been thus,
and it is doubtful whether the Administrative Board that
has its seat at present in Nankin will be more successful
than its predecessors in forcing obedience upon far-off
Kansu. Be that as it may, the notables of Lanchow have
succeeded more than once in demonstraiing their
independence of the Chinese Government.

o go to Labrang Tashikyil I had the choice of
several routes, but as at that time the Mohammedans
were again occu@ying ublic attention to a marked degree,
I was curious about ther, and took the route by Hojo,
the atronghold of Islamism in Kansu.

In order not to attract too much attention, and also
1o save money, I had decided to travel as modestly as
possible. To this end I had bought a horse and seven
mules, intending to hire during the course of the journey
any other beasts that might be needed to tarry our
luggage. Besides, I had so calculated the weight of this
luggage that, by my servants going on fot, the six mules
would be able to camry it zil. If we were forced by
circumstances to take with us a greater supply of food
than usual, we would be able to fz so by using for this
gurpose the horse Yongden rode as well as the big

lack mule I had reserved for myself. As we were
all CiOOd walkers this prospect did not alarm us very
much.

1 A Railway had been planned long before the Great War, but the work
was stopped near Honan, and had not been resumed at the time of my
journey.  The portion ol the way from the end of the line to Lanchow,
which had to be done by cart, took usually about 28 days to travel over.
Since then, the railway line has been extended, and from its end, motor-cars
reach Lanchow in six days.

9
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.chow I had occasion to congratulate myself on
. .sight. All the muleteers refused to go to Hojo,
caring to have their beasts stolen or to be themselves
“maltreated by the Mohammedans, The journey there
was represented as being highly dangerous, and the people
begged me to take another route. However, I seldom
allow myself to be dissuaded from doing what I
have planned, and at last I found a man willing to hire
me three mules and accompany us as far as the dread
city.
yThe way was not without interest. We ferried across
the Tao and then entered a region of arid mountains,
where the reflection from the chalk white soil was almost
blinding,

Misfortune still continued to dog our steps. Shortly
after crossing the river, Yongden was taken ill with a
violent attack of {ever. I gave him quinine, but it had
little affect. Nevertheless he insisted on our continuing
the journey, and, although he had passed a bad night, we
resumed our march carly next morning. After valiantly
fighting a growing weakness until nearly evening, he
suddenly fainted, Our boys had hardly time to prevent
him from falling from his horse, and he collapsed at the
side of the road.

We were not far from a village, but there was no
inn. Realizing our difficnlty, the old “akon™ of the
local mosque offered us hospitality. His tiny dwclling
consisted of one room, a kitchen, and a stable that gave
on to a court, hordered on the far side by the wall of
the little mosque.

The good man and his wife gave up their room to
the invalid and retired into the kitchen. Yongden was
delirious and only half conscious; his incoherent mutterin
showed that his mind was filled with thoughts about his
own country.

11t is the tile that the Mohammedans of Kansu give to the cne who
divects the prayers and fulfils other religious duties,

10



THE ROAD TO LABRANG TASHIKYIL

The one among my servants who acted as cook lit
a fire in the corner of the yard and prepared supper.
This was done o as to avoid contaminating our hosts
kitchen, by bringing into it the flesh of an animal t}_mt
had not been killed according to the Mohammedan rite.
1 had already carefully assured them that I had no pork
among my provisions. When the soup was ready, I too
sat down in the yard to eat. .

Around me everything was whitewashed: the tiny
house, the walls of the enclosure, the mosque and its
minarct. No magical figure, printed on red or ycllow
pnger, decorated the door; no ancestral altar, no statue of
a deity was to be secn in the interior. A very different
atmosphere from that which pervades the Chincse towns
emanated from all things. The sun was setting, Very
dignified in his long black robe, our aged host ascended
the humble minaret and, in an attenuated but firm voice,
proclaimed the oneness of Allah and convoked the faith-
ful to prayer. Then, in the clear sky, a thin crescent
moon rose above a tall cypress and Islam reigned
qupreme.

The next day Yongden again insisted on our con-
tinuing our journey. %1& dec%ared that nothing would
contribute more eficctively to his recovery than to leave
the district where he had got the fever. There might be
something in what he said; and, anyway, it was impossible
for us to take unfair advantage of the old couple’s
hospitality,

Our way continued through parched country, where
the inhabitants depend entirely on what water they collect
in cisterns during the rainy season. This dirty stagnant
liquid, which we were ob}riged to use for our tea and
for cooking, was hardly suitable for a feverish patient.
Nevertheless, Yongden's condition became no worse; he
‘recovered as suddenly as he had fallen ill,

We are alrcady far from Lanchow, and the vague
. Il
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security that is felt in the immediate vicinity of the
Chinese authorities docs not extend as far as the region
we are now entering. It has a very bad reputation. We
had been specially warned against certain gorges as places
where travellers are often robbed, and sometimes, even,
honeycombed with sword-thrusts. We are well aware
that we will often run the risk of such dangers on the
journey we have undertaken, therefore the news does not
disturb us. In the present case it is probably only a
question of threc or four thieves who have joined
together, not of a real band. The route is not used b
caravans, therefore thoroughbred brigands would find no
business there. )

All the same, in anticipation of the robbers who ma
fall suddenly upon us, I order my people to put on theix
“warkit”. For them, this consists in taking off their
long Mongolian robes, keeping on only their trousers and
a short vest made of black ticking, and in slinging a
loaded rifle over the shoulder. is costume s ve
similar to the one adopted by many of the frontier
soldiers, and is Lable, for this reason, to mislead the
robbers and inspire them with a certain apprehension.
They are well aware that if they rob or molest  braves
they will be followed and scverely punished, whereas in
attacking civilian travellers they have little to fear.
Before entering the province of Amdo, I had never
carried arms while travelling. T only departed from my
custornary habit in order to conform to that of the
country and, above all, to satisfy my men’s pride, who
would have felt themselves humiliated had they not had
guns on their backs and swords at their helts, As for
myself, with or without reason, I believe in my lucky star, °
I cannot imagine any danger that I could not successfully
" circumvent by my wits alone. Up to now this belicf has
been justified.

As always under such circomstances, I act as scout,

1 The name that Chinese soldiers give to themselves,
12



THE ROAD TO LABRANG TASHIKYIL

Getting down from my mule, I hobble slowl forward,
Upon this occasion I am dressed in an old Chinese robe,
and cxactly resemble a peasant woman on her way to a
neighbouring village. Such a one would hardly be likely
to attract the attention of thieves.

H I come across anything suspicious I have arranged
to intone a pious chant. In the case of pressing danger,
I shall blow the whistle that I always catry banging from
my neck, for the purpose of calling us together again
when we have separated to reconnoitre the route. But
all is well. In vain I peer down into the ravines and
crevices that cut the steep sides of the defile, not even the
shadow of a human being is to be seen. On nearing the
end of the gorge and finding we have all come happily
through it,gl express my satisfaction by a joke that I
have repeated on many similar occasions,

" Tol})sgyal, had you prepared the bottle of tea? ”

All three men burst out laughing, the one who has
been questioned as heartily as his two companions,
although the joke is at his expense.

1 am referring to a comic incident that had occurred
some years before. I was then on my way to the mon-
astery of Detza, which is situated at about a day's
journey from the bank of the Yellow River. The region
I had to pass through is almost completcly uninhabited
and is the hunting ground of daring Tibetan brigands,
who are much more {ormidable than their Cginese
confreres,

Two years previously the steward of a lama, who was
then my neighbour, had been seized by them while
returning with a big sum of money, which he carried in
his sadc%le—bags. I%ot only did the thieves steal the
money, but also his rich silk robe and all his other clothes,
When he was quite naked, they tied his hands behind
his back and, using his long sash as a cord, fastened him
to a tree. They then left him, taking his horse with
thera. The unfortunate steward passed the long winter’s

13



TIBETAN JOURNEY

night in this position. By dint of repeated cfforts, he
succeeded in freeing himself at dawn, and, half [rozen,
dragged himself as far as a farm, where he reccived

help.

fi&ut there is no need to go so [ar back for an example.
Only the week before I reached that place, bandits had
riddled with bullets a wretched [armer whom they
thought had money on him. The man managed to
escape, owing to the swiftmess of his horse, but he
reached his home only to die there two hours later,

Events of this kind are not uncommon in those
regions. 1f people paid too much attention to them, they
would never go beyond the limits of their town or village
and would shut themselves up indoors every evening
before sunset.

Now it happened that late in the afterncon we found
ourselves in a valley which was covered with thickets,
In order to relax our muscles after a long ride, we had
dismounted from our beasts and were walking beside
them. My adoptive son and I had outpaced the rest and,
on arriving at a cleating, I seated myself on a rock, with
the intention of maldng the servants also stop there for
a {ew moments’ rest; but, when they reached me, the
one whom we called Sotar' said to me in a low voice:

“ Robbers are watching us, I saw them hiding behind
the trees.” :

There was nothing astonishing in this. Without
showing the least haste, I got up to continue my way.
It was evidently not the moment for a halt. We would
do better to hasten towards some inhabited spot; at the
same time it would be prudent not to show fear or even
to appear to have seen the robbers.

fter having gone a few steps, I too saw three men
with guns lurking in the bushes.

1Sotar i9 a Hindi word that means something like averseer, surveyor,
little chief in charge of porters etc. . . . The man whom we called by this
name was a Tibetan who had been with an English officer of the carte-
graphic service at the Tibetan fronticr. He spoke Hindi perfectly.
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* Get my revolver from my saddle-bag and bring it to
tne without their secing you do so,” I said 1o Tobgyal.

He was a trapa from Kum-Bum, and an cxcellent boy,
but one who was not conspicuous for his bravery. To
tell the truth he was a bit of a coward. The knowledge
that armed robbers were close to us disturbed his mind.
He opened the saddlebag, took something out and
brought it cautiouslg to me; however, when he drew the
object {rom under his robe, where he had hidden it on
his chest, it was Found to be not the revolver, but a
thermos flask [ull of tea, which I was in the habit of
cartying with me.

Regardless of the situation, I burst out laughing at this
unexpected apparition.

“Go,” I said to the fool, “ go and bring the biscuit tin
too, we will offer them tea.”

My son and the three servants joined in the laughter.
The thieves must have wondered what was happening,
and nur mirth may have saved us from being atracked.
We sprang into saddle and rode quickly away.  Were the
wretc[;lcs without horses or did they not dare to follow
us? The fact remains we were not attacked.

From that day forward, however, poor Tobgyal had
never ceased to be teased about his mistake by his com-
panions, and, I must confess, by me too, although this
was not very charitable on my part. Nevertheless, he
ended by becoming accustomed to it and laughed with
the others.

That night our resting place was an isolated farmstead,
which stuoﬁ in the midst of a magnificent chaoes of Fallen
racks, overlooked by high red mountains. The moon
soon came to light up this fantastic scene, but her
rays were too [ecble 1o 1eveal the whole of the plain
or valley that stretched in front of us, and the mass
of gigantic boulders mysteriously lost itself in a blue
mist.

As soon as I had finished my meal, T wanted to go out,
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When my hosts saw that 1 intended to leave 1he house,
they eancstly begged me not to. - They feared, they said,
that | mughr meet ewilly disposed wandeiers: human
beings or beasts ol picy, which haunted the 1egion. A
young Chinese girl was particulaily vehement in her
cfforts at dissuading me. | was touched by her solicitude,
but all the sume 1 went out.  Perhaps, absoibed in m
thoughts, I went farther than T meant to, and, also, I
probably remained a long time seated on a stone between
two big rocks, which lormed a sort of sentiy hox and
sheltered me from the wind. 1t would have been difficult
for me to say how long 1 had been out when 1 heard foot-
sicps approaching. The[?r certainly were not those of an
animal; the regular tread could only be that of 2 human
being, and as the walker was coming [1om the opposite
direction to the farm, it could not be anyone scnt by the
farmers to look for me. 1 drew back as far as possible
between the two rocks. It was unlikely that anyone could
see me in my hiding place. In {act, a man di pass quite
close to me without stopping, walking straight on in [ront
of him, unhesitatingly, as does a person who is perfectly
acquainted with his destination.

It could not be ane of the people helonging to the farm,
for had I not been told and retold, as argument againat
my taking a nocturnal stioll, that everyonc was indoors at
that hour and dared not venture out again. Yet in the
direction in which the man was going, there was only the
[arm and, beyond it, the rocky gorge of illrepute that we
had just passed through., Whoever he might be, it was
useless to let myself be seen by him. I therefore waited
some time before leaving my refuge, which had now lost
all its charm for me. My thoughts had been interrupted,
1 began to feel cold, and the moon’s rapid descent towards
the summits, behind which she would snon disappear,
made me feel that I might not be able to find my way
back in the sudden darkness. However I reached the
farm without difficulty, but just as T was about to turn
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the corner of the butlding, T heard someonc whispering.
What did it mean? ..

Whilst I remained undecided, hesitating to go Emwar_d,
one of the two wutch-dogs, which had been tied up n
order to allow me to reenter the house without being
attacked by them, scented me and began to batk, cchoed
by his companion. At the sound, a man fled precipitately,
Was he a thiel? [ ran quickly 10 the door. )

At the open door T found the young Chinese girl who
had so pintcudarly wped me not to go-ont.  She had not
had tme to go back nto the house.  The mystery was
solved.  The wanderer was her lover, who was doubtless
well known to the dogs, for they did not baik at him.
Julierte exthibited astonishing composuie, declaring that
she had been so anxious, so very anxious, at knowing me
10 be out afone in the night, that she had been unable to
sleep and had come down to awair my return.

“Ty is [ who am returning,” I called in a loud voice to
the masters of the house, whom the barking might have
awakened.  And, in order to divert their attention and
ta help the Jroung girl 10 regain her couch in safety, I
noisily bolted the door and quickly carried away the lamp
that had been lelt burning for me, But the hittle sweet-
heart had already disappeared, more swiftly, more silently,
th{m do the " spirits ” that are spoken of in her country's
tales.

On leaving thar arid region, Hojo suddenly appeared
to us as we gained the summit of a pass.  The town,
surrounded by walls, 1ises in a vast green plain, across
which flows a sparkling river.  This oasis in the middle
of a parched country forms a surprising and charm-
ing coutrast, and it can be casily undersiood why the
Mohammedans ol Kansu are so attached to this cool
citadel: eatthly replica of the flower gardens in Allal's
paradise.

My sray i Tlojo was lar frony agrecable. T was taken
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ill with fever, just as my son had bheen, some days before,
One of the mules began to swell and nearly died. Snow
fell, and the North wind blew, icily. We were stranded
for many days in an inn, waiting for the beast to
recover.

18



I
THE PEOPLE OF THE SOLITUDES

UR route takes us along narrow valleys where wind
emerald rivers. At a period, not long distant, the
country must have been covered with forests, but the
natives bave ruthlessly cut down the trecs. Many of
the mountains are entirely stripped, and landslides occur
that threaten to obstruct the valleys, while torrents,
bounding down among the enormous boulders, wear away
the arid mountain slopes and hasten the devastation.
Since the timber cannot be floated down these shallow
rivers it is the demand for charcoal that has caused
the wholesale felling of the trees. From the giant firs, the
woodcutters unskilfully produce an inferior charcoal, the
greater part of which crumbles to powder and remains on
the ground. They dcliver what is transportable to
Chinese intermediaries, or, less often, they themselves take
it by mule to the towns, wherc it finds a ready market.
From Hojo, by going further into the mountains, we
regained the wild country of Amdo.! Amdo is character-
istcally Tibetan, although it does not form part of the
terrirory subject to the rule of the Dalai Lama.  The
Chinese authorities exercise a vague control over it and
jmpose a few taxes, but only in exceptional cases do they
mnterfere in its home affairs. At ordinary times the
population is governed by local chiefs, who are not associ-
ated one with the other.
The Tiberans ol Amdo consist of herdsmen (dokpas),®

L The province we had left on quitting Kum-Bum,
2 Wiitten Abrogpa: literally “ people of the solitudes ™,
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who live in tents at the north-cast border of the great
grassy deserts (the chang thangs), and of yudogs,' that is
to say, village-herdsmen. The latter live in hamlets and
cultivate the soil during part of the year, but when
summer comes, they entrust the care of their rustic dwell-
ings and the duties of harvesting the crops to a few among
them—often the women—, and the majority of the
Fopulation go away with the herds to the high grazing-
ands,

As we go forward, our nightly lodgings become more
and more wretched. We hesitate, however, to camp out,
as much on account of our animals, which, in this season,
require to pass the night in a stable, as on account of
possible robbers. IE it is to be believed what well-
informed people say: In every peasant of this country
is hidden a thief, who is ever on the watch.

Stll, these rascals are not wanting in prudence. To
rob the guest who sleeps in their house scems to them a
dan%erous proceeding,

he despoiled traveller, particularly if he be a man of
some importance, may complain to the local chiefs, or,
even, to the Chinese authorities—if he disregards the
costs of justice. Sometimes, soldiers passing through the
country will act for him as judges and carriers out of the
sentence, and the peasant will feel the heavy burden of
this intervention, which is anything but gratuitously
given. A pound of sugar stolen from a traveller may
cost him a horse.

In campir;il in the open you lose the benefit of the
salutary fear that this minimum of justice inspires. For
against whom is the complaint to be brought, if, during
the night, one or two mules have disappeared? The
natives will swear that they have scen nothing, heard
nothing, that the thief is certainly not one of them, that
no one hasleft the village. How can a stranger prove that

! Written gul hbrog (de yul=country and by extension village, and
hbrog=:solitude).
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they lic? He is at liberty to storm and rage as he pleases;
his property is being driven far away over the mountain
and he will never sce it again, )

To administer justice onesell, outside of established
customs, is not permitied by the Tibetans. Extortions of
every kind are permissible 1n this blest country, above ail
in the border regions, but there is the “way” 1o be
observed. To go wide of accepred tradirion in this matter
is to make trouble, in the course of which guns have
their say and the imprudent naveller may perhaps be
temoyed.

In spite of this I have often disregarded the wise pre-
cautions that T have been recommended to take and that
current facis have [ully justified. I owe it to my Tibetan
and Chinese [riends to say that nothing really unpleasant
has ever resulted from my imprudence. There is little to
mention on this subject, but the stealing of a Chinese robe
from Yongden. It was taken in broad daylight from his
room in an inn, while he was having tea with me in the
adjoining room.

In the region through which we are now passing, each
village consists of a few houses only: ten at most, more
often just four or five. Naturally there are no inns; 2
fact that is common to nearly cvery part of Tibet except
Lhasa, Shigatse, Chiamdo, and a {ew other important
towns. Fach evening, it is necessary to go a-begging for
Eermission to pass the night under a peasant’s roof. Such

ospitality is not gratuitous, but there is no fixed charge.
On leaving their hosts, travellers give them a certain sum
of money or some useful provisions—tea or salt. . . . From
them they also buy straw, fodder for their beasts,
and sometimes supplics of butter. tsampa! or meat. In
this way, a [armer always finds some profit in giving
shelter.

Nevertheless. it occasionally happens that lodging is
refused you, cither because you inspire distrust or for

1 Flour made fiom roasted barlev It is the Tibetan’s principal food.
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other reasons.! Since [ have shown up the villagers
tendency to rob the passer-by, I must in fairness say that
some travellers prove themselves scarcely more honest in
their dealings than do their hosts. For them, it can only
be a question of petty larceny, but even this is a serions
loss for the poor country people. Sometimes the visitors
will appropriate a few large balls of spun wool that is
ready {or weaving, sometimes a big piece of dried mear,
They likéwise gladly increase their stock of butter and
tsampa at their hosts’ expense, and the more daring
Smong them take away a pair of boots, a blanket, or a
ress.

" The theft is usually artfully carried out, during the
night, and as travellers are in the habit of leaving before
sunrise, those who have sheltered them are often stll
asleep. In this way it is casy for the departing guests to
hide their ill-gotten goods in their luggage.

A young tramp, whom I picked up on the road and
whom I fed in exchange for various small services, stole
a sheepskin robe in this manner {rom a farm in which we
had passed the night. T only saw the stolen object a week
after the theft had been committed, when the rogue put
it on. As we had travelled a considerable distance since
leaving the farmm, I could not retrace my steps just for the
purpose of restoring the robe, which was morcover fairly
worn and dirty. It would have been of no avail to
abandon the culprit and order him to go back, he would
not have obeyed me.

“They are rich people,” he said in answer to my
reproaches. “They have a comfortable home. In the
corner where ] found this robe, there were five or six others
in a heap, covered with dust, unwearable. Iam going far,
T often ﬁeep outdoors, my clothes arein rags. . . . I suffer
fromeold .. .”

1 The fear that a demon may have during the joutney become attached
to the traveller and that it may enter with him into the house is one of
these rensans. For further parliculars see Chap. IV ol present book and
also My Journey o0 Lhasa.
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These arguments appeared convincing to him and
fully to justify his act. It would huve been quite uselss
for me to have sought to persuade hini that according to
a certain moral code he should have continued 1o suffer.

This daily scarch at sunset for lodgings at times leads
to strange adventures, in strange places, and among no less
strange people. )

One evening, we have a mean little house polnte@ out
1o us as a place where perhaps we could pass the night.
Its proprictors are Chinese. A little old man receives us.
Ile refuses, even for good payment, to give me the fairly
clean room that he hunselt oceupies, and insists on assign-
ing to me as night quarters a kind of alcove in the room
where all the women and children sleep. The thought
of such promiscuity appals me. Notwithstanding our
fatigue, we retrace our steps to another hamlet and ask
a Mohammedan for shelter.

We are given a kindly welcome. The master of the
house offers me his room and immediately carries away
his blankets, with the intention of passing the night else-
where. My son will sleep on the floor in a corner of my
room, and the servants will be put up by a neighbour. It
is seldom that we separate in this way. = Prudence forbids
it; but in the region we are crossing, it is usually possible
to trust the Mohammedans, if not always in regard to
business matters, at least in that which concerns personal
safety.

My host’s house suggests easy circumstances. The
room I occupy contains several fine chests, and its walls
are ornamented with primitive prints on yellow paper,
such as are to be scen in any Chinese room; but instead
of Taoist deities scared on clouds, the artst has sketched
quaint views of Mccea and amusing crowds of faithful
bowed in prayer.

When night arrives my host comes in to light a little
Tibetan lamp and some incense sticks before the image
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of the Kaaba, which stands at the head of my bed, and I
go to sleep thinking of distant Arabia.

The next day I learn that il I had accepted the old
Chinaman’s hospitality, I should have slept in a litde
recess where a leper had lain for a long time and on the
very kang upon which he had died four days before,
Perhaps no il would have come to me had I done so; all
the same, I congratulate myself on having found another
lodging. Iam certain, however, that the man who offered
me this infected alcove harboured no evil thought. His
people will certainly have slept there. The fear of con-
tagion is lirtle felt among the natives.

It is necessary for me to explain the word kang, which
I have just used. Both the Chinese of Kansu and the
Tibetans of the frontier who live in the Chinese fashion,
do not use beds. In the rooms they build stone and earth
Elatforms of varying dimensions: some not more than

our feet wide and eight feet long, while others may be-

ten feet by fourteen or even larger. The underneath of
the platform forms an oven, in which a fire is lighted
during the winter; thus the top of the kang becomes a
kind of stove for heating the room. However, this is only
its secondary use. The platform serves principally [or
bed at night and, during the day, as the place where you
sit in the warm, crosslegged, tailor fashion, to eat, read,
write, or talk with visitors.

For my part, I hardly know of a more disagreeable
sensation than that of lying stretched on this surface,
which sometimes becomes heated to the point of scorch-
ing or even burning holes in the blankets that you have
placed there as bedding and as a protection against burns.
With an outside temperature orF 252 Centigrade below
zero, with the wind whistling through the badly jointed
doors and the always more or less perforated paper of the
paneless windows, you feel frozen in that part of you
which is turned away from the kang and roasted in that
which is touching it. You pass your nights in turning
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from side to side, cooking yoursclt first on the one side
and then on the other, as it is related that St. Laurence
did on the Roman rtorturers’ grid. So it happens that
young children, left asleep on these overheated platforms,
arc sometimes cooked alive. A number of babies perish
in this way cach year, to the despair of their parents, but
their experience 15 of little avail to other mothers, and
hesides there is no other way of preserving the children
fromn the cold.

A well-made kang has two openings, both on the out-
side of the house. Through the one, the fuel is intro-
duced: generally a very dry misture of straw and cattle
dung; through the other, the smoke escapes. This kind of
oven is hermetically dlosed on the room side, so that
neither smoke nor fumes can penetrate into the apartment.
However, one comes across few kangs as well built as this.
Most of them show cracks on the room side. Some, too,
have only one opening, so that there is no possibility of
producing the necessary draught. Others again can be
fed only through a doorless hole that gives into the room,
filling it with evil smelling fumes.

1 have also seen some kangs that had only unjointed
planks for covering over the ash-packed fire. In places,
near collieries, the natives even burn coal in these contrap-
tions, and it was on one of these, in a farm where I had
gone to visit a sick woman, that my son and I very nearly
died of asphyxia. This also happened in Amdo, but
many months before I underook the journey that I am
recounting here, and in another part of the country.

The parents of the invalid had begged me to remain
until the next day in order that 1 might see the effect of
the medicines T had administered. For this reason and
also because the roads were anything but safe after dark,
T had consented to spend the night at the farm,

My hosts had given me the best room in the house,
and, as is the custom of the country, I was expected to
share it with my son. We were provided with an
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excellent meal, which was served on low tables on the top
of the kang. Then, on being left alone, it was not lon
before we went to sleep, [ully dressed—as is also the
custom of the country—, lying on cushions that had been
arranged on the warm kang.

In the middle of the night I awoke with a heavy head
and a body quite incapable of wovement. Howevey, 1
had scnse enough left to realize what was the matter, and
1 made a violent effort to call Yongden. It was very diffi
cult to make him hear; he was already semi-conscious,

“Quick, quick! ” T cried. “Get up and carry me out
of here. 'We are going to die.”

In a few minutes he managed to move and to drag
himself in my direction. The kang was large; the lama
had been lying near the wall, whereas I was at the opposite
end, near the window. The shutters were closed. The
room was almost in total darkness. In crawling across
the space that separatcd us, Yongden overturned the
tables on which sull lay the remains of our supper, then
feeling my head under his hand, he gripped it tight—and
pulled. He hardly knew what he was doing. In his
torpot, he had only understood that he must get me out
of the room. Dragged by him, my body reached the edge
of the platform and fell heavily to the floor. Yongden,
who had managed to slip down {rom the kang, and was
now in a more or less upright fosiﬁon, did not let go of
me, but tightened his grip. I felt his fingers bury them-
selves in my eyes, in my throat, and he never ceased to
pull and pull. . . .

Somehow he succeeded in opening the door giving on
to the yard; but, there, his strength gave way; just as we
passed through it, he collapsed. It was the 25th of
December, a perfect moonlight night, and terribly cold.
Afrer having been nearly asphyxiated, we then ran the
risk of being frozen. Fortunately, someone had heard
the noise we had made in overturning the tables laden
with crockery and in opening the door. Help came. I
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remember how, when we had regained consciousness, we
were olfered by way of remedy, a decoction of coal in
watet. We energetically refused to rake it.

The Chinese, as well as the Japanese, appear to be very
litle affected by the fumes of carbonic acid gas; all the
same, from time to time, one hears of deaths that have
been caused by kungs or braziers. A Tibetan lama and
two men of his suite died at Kum-Bum in this way, while
on a visit to the monastery. It is astonishing that a
people who are so perfectly cx.vilizcd in a number of other
points do not male use of chimineys.

O penetrating Larther into Arado we rarely meet an
Chinese; occasionally one or two merchants on the roagz
or one who 1s established at the head of an isolated branch
nf his firm.  Apart from these few exceptions, the rest of
the population 1s Tibetan.

The Tibetans of Amdo are quite different from those
of the central provinces round Lhasa and Shigatse. These
last hold their countrymen of this distant North in con-
tempt and scornfully speak of them as thapas,' that is,
“people of the extremities ”, people of the frontiers; a
term that, in Tibetan, has the sense of uncivilized.

Indeed, when you look closely at a mative of Amdo,
whose only covering is a dirty sheepskin robe, he has the
appearance of a barbarian. Still, if he is looked at from
the distance, his aspect changes. The grease that spreads
over the skin of this one garment—worn with the wool on
the inside—gives it a surlace that exactly resembles olive
or dark green velvet, Then, when a sword in a silver
and coral ornamented scabbard is passed through his belt,
a gun is slung over his shoulder, and he seared tall and
impressive on his horse, this rustic becomes transformed
inio a stately knighi.

The effect on the women is even more surprising.  On
their very long, almost trailing robes, which are as

YWntten mthahpa
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“patinated ” as the men’s, the coquettes sew [or orma.
mentation some bands of highly colonred cotton material;
red, green and crude blue; and from their belts, which are
often in chased silver or at least decorated with silyer
ornaments, they hang scarves in the same vivid colouring,
Indoors as well as outdoors, they all wear picturesque
hats: some pointed like those of our pierrots, others
round, made of [ox skin or of felt edged with white
astrakhan.

Dressed in this way in the fields, they look like so
many mediacval ladies incongruously harnessed to primi-
tive ploughs, or hoeing the ground in preparation for
the next sowing. Such a picture recalls the old chivaltic
romances in which wicked magicians imprison poor en-
chanted princesses. Under the spell of remembrance,
one scans the horizon for the paladin on his way o
deliver them. But he never appears. Even of ordinary
men there are few in that landscape; just one or two at
work, here and there. It is not that laziness keeps them
at home, No, indeed! They belong 10 a valiant race,
and prove it by choosing, for their part, a work that they
deem more virle than that of {arming. In plain language,
the proud husbands of the ladies in fur hats and silver
belts scour the country in quest of travellers to rob. Thus,
while the hushand undertakes to increase the common

budget with booty, the wife farms the family’s land. A
fair * division. of labour”|

It was not far from Sasoma. The tired mules had
walked slowly all day, and when evening came there was
still no sign of a village. Ar last, in the distance, we
descried an isolated farm, and, turning towards it, went
to ask for a night’s shelter,

Our artival was heralded by the ferocious barking of
five dogs, three on the chain and two free, which were
with difficulty restrained by the farm women who ran out
on hearing them.
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The three women, one old and two young, appeared
to be the sole occupants of the house. They received us
coldly. We fele that they would willingly have closed
their doors to us, but our monastic robes prevented them
from doing so. There are few Tibetans who would dare
to refuse hospitality to a lama of high rank, and Yongden
had not failed to announce me as a Khadoma* from the
Koka Nor.

The Khadomas are feminine genii, who, according to
the Tibetans, incarnate sometimes in our world. Some
Tihctan nuns of distinctive personality, or those who
occupy important positions as monastic dignitarics, are
held to be incarnated Khadomas. For a few years,
rumours, at first vague, then becoming more consistent,
and finally confirmed by several lamas, had ascribed to
me this flattering origin. I did not object. The position
it gave me had many advantages: it drew towards me the
respect and sympathy of the natives, facilitated my in-
vestigations, and, withal, was in no way disagreeable.
Moreover, if nothing absolutely proved that I was a
Khadoma, nothing, on the other hand, definitely proved
that I was not. To slight those who had acknowledged
me as such would have been ingratitude. I therefore
remained a Khadoma, and now I am not ar all sure that
I am not one.

The women showed us inte a large room, which was
used by the owners of the house as kitchen and bedroom
in one. Qur guides hardly spoke and, contrary to habit,
they asked us no questions concerning the object of our
journey. They silently arranged some cushions near the
hearth for me to sit on and then placed a low table in
front of me.

My servants unpacked the provisions and I began
supper.

The absence of men about the place puzzled me,

3 n ¢ S ! [T
wnlkzgliil;t:gc r:]:.-; l(lu ’:xlir:l’:::r';p:\l:zr"’l.l fy: "one who gocs 1 the sky”, *a

29



TIBETAN JOURNEY

and, knowing what was said about the customs of
the country, | casvally asked, while still coniinuing to
eat:
“Are you not married? Where then are your
husbands?

“Mine is dead,” gravely answered the old woman.
“These two women here are the wives of my sons.”

“ Are they not at home? ” ], insisted.

“My husband has gone away ' to trade’,” said one of
the two women. Then, pointing to her sister-in-law, she
added: “ Hers has gone to sec a relation who has had an
accident.”

[ was sufficiently acquainted with the phraseology of
the country to understand. The cuphemistic expression
“gone to trade” or the more picturesque one of other
regions “ gone to pick medicinal herbs on the mountains
signifies to join a party of brigands.

Did the women think I would not understand them,
or rather, did they believe that they could not hide any- |
thing from a Khadoma and that, in questioning them, I
was only testing their truthfulness, having in reality full
knowledge of tﬁat of which I pretended to be ignorant.
The latter hypothesis is more in keeping with the 5Fibet:m
mextality.

I did not question them further, but absorbed myself
in the recitation of the evening office, as is the habit of
distinguished lamas. Withdrawn into a corner of the
room the women kept a pious silence. All of a sudden the
sound of a horse’s quick trot came from outside, and the
dogs began to bark, but this time, joyously, as if welcom-
ing the master’s return. .

As is usual, one of the women rushed to hold the
horse’s bridle and to lead it to the stables, No sooner had
she drawn back the bolt, than a tall young man came
quickxlz in and, without seeing me, said abrupdy:

" He is dead, the bullet penetrated his chest.”

Moutely the old woman nodded in my direction. The
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man turned towards me, looked for a moment at my
lamaic robes, then coming to me said : o

“ My maternal uncle (ajan) has just died. His friends
have sent for his lama' to do the pows.” But if you have
the power of celebrating this rite, will you not do it algso,
so that my uncle may have a happy rebirth in the Paradise
of the Great Beatitude.”

“Since your uncle’s bedy is not here, it is necessary,
for the powa to be effective, that the rite should be per-
{ormed over an object he habitually carried on him: one
of his robes, or sumething else,” I answered.

Such, indeed, is the rule. By bringing this fact to my
host's notice, 1 hoped to be dispensed from having to recite
the office for the dead, a duty that no lama who has
received the required initiation can refuse; for charity
demands that he should lend his aid to the deceased’s
spirit.

P He was my brother, Jetsun Kushog™ the old
woman said in her turn. “If you can, help him.”

Tears fell down her wrinkled cheeks.

“I have the sword he always carried at his belt,”
quietly continued the young master of the house. “My
uncle had it on him when he was wounded. His son is
dead; it is I who inherit his weapons.”

He went out and returned a moment later carrying
a gun and a sword that was sheathed in a scabbard orna-

!By using the expression his lnma, the man referred cither to the
decensed’s ?n—itual adviser or w the head of the monastery to which
the decensed was in some way attached—as benefactor or otherwise. This
lama, afone, is fully qualified to celebrale the religious rites for the benefic
of the dead person and to guide his spirit in the Beyond. Nevertheless,
great lamas ar anchotite lamas can supplement or help bis efforts by their
superior_powers,

2 A tite that consista of making the spirit escape from the hody and in
fuiding it away from the Rardo I(L';vhcrc it wanders afier the death of the
hody), into a hzllppy dwclling place, For explanations on the subject of
poa (written phowa) and the bardo see those given in Vith Mystics
%r;d AMagicians in Tibet, or in the Tibetun Book of the Dead by fvan-

enlz,

5 Very polite mode of address when speaking to a nun of high rank.
Less respectfully the nuns are called ane or jomo.
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mented with silver and coral. He placed the latter on
the low table before me.

I felt that in spitc of their apparent calm my hosts
were decply distressed and, above all, anxious to ensure
the hagpmess of their relation in another world. The
best thing was to give them the consolation for which
they begged.

" Very well,” I said, putting my hand on the deceased
bandit's weapon, “ this will do. Leave me.”

The young man went away, and the women at once
joined him outside. The confused sounds of an animated
conversation reached me. Some words, more loudly and
more insistently uttered than the rest, became audible,
... “He said you were to join them at once. ...
“. .. Your brother left yesterday. . . .” Then my host
re-<entered the room, approached me, and prostrating him-
sclf, said:

“I must leave again at once. Give me your blessing,
Jewsun Kushog, and a sungdu® to protect me.”

No explanation was necessary. I understood that the
man was going to join his brother and that an expedition
was in preparation, duting which he would run the risk
of meeting the same fate as the uncle whose spirit he
asked me to send to the Paradise of the Great Beatitude.

To attempt to argue with him, to keep him »ack,
would have been useless. Such an idea did not occur
either to his mother or to his wife; he was merely obeying
a time-honoured custom, which appeared to them as
ineluctable and natural as the course of the stars.

[ tore a strip off the end of a silk scarf, and while
knotting it, silently gave out the wish that the man would
escape danger, cause none to anyone, and might acquire
more cnlightened views than those that were dictating

14 thin ribbon that is torn from a piece of material, usually silk, i
the middle of which a lama makes a knot. To this knot the lama com-
municates protective virtues by reciting certain mystic words, mentally

forming a strong wish for the well being of the one who will wear the
ribbon, and, finally, blowing on it
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his present conduct. After which, having blown ritl}al-
istically upon the knot, 1 handed it to my host, who tied
it round his neck.

He thanked me. Then prompted, perhaps, by an
unconscious desire to justify himself before me, or im-
pressed in spite of himsclf by the recent death of his
uncle, he spontaneously added:

“Jetsun Kushog, I have always been charitable Lo the
poor, and in my house monks and pilgrims are always
well received. 1 have only killed onc man, and I did it
in fair fight. Look, it was very ncarly I who was the
victim.” ~As he spoke he let fall his fur robe and on his
chest I saw the scar of a large wound.

While the young women prepared provisions for the
road, he drank the bowl of spirits that his mother handed
him and ate a few mouthfuls of dried meat and a ball of
isampa, then went out into the night. The sound of his
horse’s hoofs died away in the distance, and, again, there
was silence.

Seated together, in the corner of the room, the women
told their beads, reciting “mani”.! Their faces reflected
a calm melancholy, a kind of serene passivity that
accepted, without despair, without revol, an inevitable
destiny. They reminded me of fishermen’s wives, during
a stdfm, when their husbands are at sea.

With the jagps’s® sword lying in front of me, I
began the office for the dead man and, following the
sacred rite, called to the spirit of the deccased, adjuring
it to let itself be guided to the blissful abode. Did he
hear me, this hardened brigand who had fallen in
the fild where “ mighty-hearted braves” face one
another?

In their dark corner, the women continued their
weary and monotonaus drone:

Hum many pudine hum!

! Guerent expression for the sacred formula “ Aum mani padme hum! ¥

¥ Highwayman, one of a gang of brigands.
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The next morning [ asked permission to remain
the farm until the [ollowing day, so that my animals
might have a twenty-four hours rest. Apart from this
reason, I was especially eager to take advantage of the
occasion that {)resented itself to question my hostesses
about the local customs regarding brigandage. .Because
I had officiated for the post moriem welfare of thelr
relation and also because 1t was known that I was aware
of the kind of “trade” practised by the master of the
house, I had every reason to hope they would answer me
with frankness. I was not wrong in my supposition; the
women told me all there was to know on the subject.
Of what they said, one curious thing was worth re-
membering. In the rcgion there existed a sort of secret
** compulsory service ”, which obliged all fit men to take
part in the “trading” expeditions that were decided
upon by a council of chiefs; these chiefs also presided
over the distribution of the conquered booty.

This “service ” explained the meaning of the phrases
I had overheard the night before: “ He said you were
to join them at once. .. .” “Your brother left yester-
day. ...
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URING the course of my travels I have found the
“nading” customs of Amdo in the country of the
Ngologs, in that of the Popas, and in the mountains that
surround the valley of the Upper Salwen. But up to that
moment, the various practices of a “Socialistic” nature
that I had noticed in the diflerent Tibetan communities
had been directed towards more pacific ends. It goes
without saying that these good people were totally
ignorant of what is meant by socialism in the West.
heir decidedly odd social systems were simply the out-
come of their own ideas concerning the obligation incum-
bent upon everyone to co-operate in certain works and the
general application of the principle of equality,

Of the amusing recollections I have on the subject, the
most striking are those that are connected with a village
in the Himalayas, at an altitude of about 8,000 feet, not
far from Kampa Dzong, a little fortress on the southern
border of Tibet. The village is called Lachen. Although
it les a few miles outside the official boundary of Tibet,
its inhabitants are all Tibetans, probably descendants of
herdsmen who have emigrared from Ha, Ha is a region
that now furms part of the Tibetan state that is called
Bhutan, on the maps, and Dugyul—land of the thunder-
boli~-, by the natives,

At Lachen, about eighty families are serving their
apprenticeship as agriculturist, by cultivating barley and
potatoes, All the same, they have not entirely given up
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the pastoral habits of their ancestors. In summer the
leave their cottages to go camping on the adjacent hig
tablelands,' to pasture their herds of yaks there, Then,
towards the end of September, when the snow becomes
too deep, some of them take their animals to the other
side of the frontier, into Tibet, where the climate, thou
very cold, is drier and the grass-lands generally [ree from
snow. The other Lachenpas return to their village and
remain there until the next year.

1 lived for a long time in that remote region, either

in the monastery that overlooks the village or in the '
ry g

neighbourhood.” It was in this way that I came to witness

the workings of the most absurd caricature of a socialist °

government imaginable,

The chiefs of the commune, three in number, were
elected for a year, and together with this triumvirate
operated a council of about ten members, Chicfs as well
as councillors regulated current allairs and acted as judges.
When a more important decision bad to be arrived at, all
the men in the village were convoked to discuss the matter
and a vote was taken at the end of the debate,

In principle, each villager had to contribute to the ex-
pense and work of all that concerned public interest and
to share in any profits that might fall to the community,
This constitution in itself was wholly praiseworthy. How-
ever, the value of even the best of programmes lies in the
way it is understood and applied, and it was precisely in
this that the droll interpretation conceived in the minds
of the Lachenpas intervened.

It has been said that the three chiels had to be elected,
and in truth they were, but it must not be thought that
all the villagers were eligible. According to a tacit agree-
ment, the triumvirate had to be chosen from among the
“1ich”, and this custom was supported by the “ poor”
with. even greater determination than by their more for-

1 Ar an altitade of about 12,000 feel.
2 See the account of my stay in Hg!h Mystics and Magicians in Trbet.

3

2

\



PRIMITIVE COMMUNISM IN TIBET

tunate fellow-citizens, “ Whoever,” they declared, “ would
think of obeying a man who possessed ncither cattle nor
property. A eiuk{w,l a man of substance, alone can
1nspire respect.

Therefore, chiefs and councillors invariably belonged
to the more or less ragged plutocracy of the hamlet. In
their mode of meting out justice they strictly conformed
to the methods prevailing in Tibet, and, it must be said,
in many other Fastern countries.

Both plaintiffs and defendants prefaced their appear-
ance in conrt with presents. They repeated thesc tangible

roofs of their respect when they came in person before
the arbiters of their dispute. {Ypon the worth of the
gifts depended the opinion of the good judges, therefore
the most important question {or a pleader was to know
cxactly what his adversary was going ta offer, so as to be
able to surpass it in munificence. In this way all need
for tedious and useless oratorical efforts during the
proceedings was avoided,

In Lachen, as elsewhere in Tibet, everything was
settled by the imposirion of fines: theft, assault, even
manslaughter and murder.

The magistrates began by appropriating to them-
selves a portion of the fine paid by the guilty party.
With the remainder they offered a banquer to aﬁ the
men of the village—triumvirs and councillors assisting of
course.

To eat was the predominant thought of everyone.
As svon as profit of any kind accrued to the community,
it was converted into I};od. This the men ate seated in
a circle in the rustic village forum : a bare piece of ground
that was reserved [or public meetings, and to where, on
such days, they brought the municipal cauldrons. These
cautdrons were looked upon as common property, but
alas! their contents were far from being so. When

¥Written phiyugpo~rich  Tihetans from Lbasa pronounce. chugpn,
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portions of a yak* or a few sheep were boiled in they
the choice pieces, the juicy paris of the meat, went t
the magisterial officials, who sat on carpets at one eng
of the assembly, while the poor ” had to content them.
selves with gnawing a few bones.

If the sum to be spent was a small one, the communi
was invited to a “tea”. At this, also, the officials and
other ﬂpiukpos were served first and reccived all the butter
that floated on the beverage,® while their possessionless
fellow-citizens took their share of the common benefit in
the form of some bowls of thin, blackish water.

One day, a prince of Sikkim had conceived the idea
of founding a school in Lachen in order to raise the
intellectual level of its inhabitants. A laudable cnter-
gise, but less happy had been the choice of schoolmaster.

e was a Tibetan, an inveterate drunkard, who, having
killed 2 man in a brawl, had passed over the frontier to
escape the consequences of his act.

&fnh the triumvirate lay the right to designate the
boys who were to be admitied to the benefit of school
attendance. It would be a mistake to imagine that this
privilege was a source of competition. Quite the reverse.
If, with the customary presents, parents went to beg for the
goodwill of the chiefs, it was with the sole intention of

etting their song exempted from the obligation of hav-
Ing to learn to read. The boys, they thought, were much

1¥ok: the long-haired grunting ox, native of Tibet. ’

3In Tibet, tea is prepared in the following manner: the tea, which is
hought in compressed bricks, is broken into small pieces and boiled for
a long time. It is then powed into a churn. Into this is thrown some
salt, a lttle soda, and a mote or less large quantity of butter, according to
a person’s menns. After the mixture has been well churned, it is passed
through a sieve so as to remove any remaining tea leaves. The stralned
liquid is poured into big metal (copper or silver) tea pots—the poor use
earlhenware ones—, which are put on the side of the fire to heat. At
the moment of serving the tea the pot is gently shaken in order to mux
the butter well fn, But notwithstanding this lasf manenvre those who ate
served first always get their tea more buttered than ihose who receive
the dregs. When a laige number of people are to be given tea, it I8
brought in in wooden tubs and served out in wooden ladles, It is especially
then that the last to be helped gets a butterless lignid.
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more uscful to them as guardians of the yaks on the
mountains. Chiefs and councillors shared this view and,
aceepting the piukpos’ gifts, willingly granted them the
favour they craved.

Nevertheless, as the princely {ounder of the school
wished to sec pupils in it and had tl}e power of penaliz-
ing the recalcitrant commune, education was {orced upon
the children of parents who were too poor to win the
chicfs over with gifts, the very ones who, for lack of
servants, had absolute need of their sons to guard their
cattle and cultivate their fields. To these unfortunate

ouths the avihorities gladly added the * good-for-noth-
ings ", boys who were considered mentally deficient; for,
as onc of the councillors quite seriously remarked to me:
“8ince they are incapable of doing anything whatsoever,
nobody wiﬁ’ be a loser by their not working,”

I have said that a monastery overlooked the village.
Now a monastery requires the presence of monks. But
the reasons for which the parents endcavoured to keep
their sons from going to school became even more imper-
ative when it was a question of depriving themselves for
ever of their childrens’ work, and, m addition, of having
to inrovide for them when they became trapas (monks).
Only the well-to-do could be tempted by the honour that
is attached to having a member of the dergy as 2 near
relation, and these families were not sufficiently numerous
in Lachen to fill the small local lamasety, tiny as it was,
with novices.

And, here, state considerations intervened once again.
The Powers agreed that trapas were necessary, cven
indispensable. “The trapas,” they declared, “ drive away
the demons, who, without them, would ravage the herds
and kill men. They cause rain to fall when the craps
require it and keep away the hail. They guide the spizits
of the dead to agrecable paradises. They foretell the
future, exorcise thuse who are tormented by evil spirits
and, by celebrating beneficent rites, cure the sick. . .
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in the village. It was not to be tolerated that some should
stay at home, making piofits or simply resting, while
their absent fellow-citizens weie bearing the [atigue of
a journey. Equality! All must maich i company.

Following the Tibetan custom, there existed, in
Lachen, a corvée of porterage. This service, however,
was not entirely gratuitous; an official schedule of wages
determined the amount to be paid to each porter.

All travellers holding a requisition order delivered by
the Sikkim authorities had the right to ask for porters,
The corvée was obligatory on all the villagers, with the
exception of the chiefs, councillors, and #repas. The
rich could also be exempted from duty by paying an
annual contribution. As to the needy, it would have
been in no way displeasing to them to reccive money,
occasionally, for a day’s work, but they were not per-
mitted to retain such earnings. The whole of it had to
be given into the hands of the chiefs. When the sum
progluced by these wages together with the amount of
the exemption tax paid by the rich had reached the
price of a yak, a banquet was decreed, during which the
animal was caten.

Some poor wretch who was badly in need of a pair of
trousers might think the money he had received fiom
the travellers conld be better employed; but he would
never have dared voice such an individualistic desire.
He would get his bone to gnaw, and have to pass the
winter bare-legged,

The women were also subject 1o the corvée of porter-
age as well as to all other corvées imposed by the chiefs,
and, like the men, they had to pay their wages into the
municipal fund. But, they did not even have the con-
solation of participating n the feast, which was ex
clusively reserved for the male population of the village.
Tt was declared that the feminine members of the com-
munity should find sufficient satisfaction in the knowledge
that their fathers, husbands, and brothers were feasting.
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Giving way, one day, to an access of feminism, I
attempted to offer a banquet to the martyrs, The
triumvirs scowled, for such an innovation interfered with
established customs, Nevertheless, after some reflection,
they told me that they would authorize a little feast, if I
undertook to give one, exactly similar, to the men. I
retorted that they gave no place to women in theirs; it
was only to waste breath. Men could enjoy advantages
that wetc not granted to women, but it was impossible
to imagine the reverse. And, after all, there are many
so-called civilized people who think as these barbarians,

It happened that, while the majority of the Lachenpas
werc away on onc of their journe¥s into Tibet, it became
the time for me to lay in a supply of firewood. I there-
fare let it be known what price I was offering for a load
and also that whoever would like to work for me as a
wood-cutter could present himself. Some men, whose
positions exempted them from making the journey (the
schoolmaster had deserted his post on this occasion{, and
a number of women arrived, delighted at the windfall
that had come their way. I had tea and food distributed,
and for four days everybody worked happily, singing
and laughing.

Everything seemed most satisfactory; but the chiefs,
on their return, judged otherwise. According to them,
no one had the right to undertake any work whatsoever,
if he had not been given it to do by the council. The
supplying me with wood had brought a profit that the
whole community should have shared. I ought to have
applicd to them, the triumvirs told me. They would then
have ordered cach head of a family to supply me with
an enual quantity of wood, the price of which would have
been paid, as always, into the banquet fund. The resulr
was that all my woodcutters, both men and women, found
themselves inflicted with a heavy fine.

I had already expetienced what could be the result of
this convoking of all the men to work together, when
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building a rustic cottage, The council had agreed 15
build it for me by contract. The chicls began by asking
an advance of halfl of the price, with which to buy food,
Having received the money, the whole male population
installed themselves in a gl}z,lde helow the spot where my
building was to rise and feasicd. They feasted for ten
days, while, [rom my tent, I watched them, wondering
when they were going to begin the work.

At last, giving way to my ofi-repeated remonstrances,
some of the men began to [ell the trees and to cut planks
with axes; they did not know how to use a saw. The
rest of the company did not attempt to move, When the
workers had laboured for two hours, they returned to eat
and drink in the glade. Then, the time fixed for ope
of their journeys arrived, and they 4l went away, because
no one must work longer than another. I remained fac
ing a roofless structure, a fortnight before the rainy
season.

I called in three carpenter trapas, who consented to
finish the cottage. When the “ community * came back,
they were furious with those who had received the wages
that ought to have been theirs. But the members of the
monastery were only answerable to their abbot: the
triumvirs could do nothing in the matter.

It was when there was a question of supplying pro-
visions that the odd conception of equality formed by
the Lachenpas reached the maximum of absurdity. I
was compelled to buy my butter from herdsm¢n who
lived on the other side of the frontier, in order tofprevent
each one of the eighty families that constituted the com-
mune from each bringing me their quota, which I should
have had to accept, whether {resh or rancid, without the
right of refusal.

Misfortune again befell me upon another attempt at
encouraging individual initiative. I asked to buy big
potatoes from anyone who might have them. Peasants
climbed to my hermitage carrying sacks, the contents of
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which had been carefully chosen. I wanted thirty sacks;
these were duly paid for and stored away.

Once more the unavoidable triumvirs turned up and
reminded me that by the terms of their Constitution,
unwritten, but binding, no individual member of the
community must be [avoured. Each [amily should have
provided me with a sack of potatoes. Moreaver it was
contrary to the principle of equality 10 ask for a selection.
With great gravity, as il they were initiating me into the
profound mysteries of agriculture, they explained that

otatoes are dug up in mixed sizes: small, medium, and
Farge. Why should some eat the small ones while I
wauld be having the big oncs at every meal? . . .

Why indeed? . . . Doubtless in virtue of the same
eternal injustice on the strength of which they, the chiefs
and the piukpos, ate the best pieces of the yak, drunk
the buttered surface of the tea, and left the gristle and
the bones and the wash at the bottom of the tea cauldrons
to the others,

I did not take the trouble to discuss this point with
them, all the same [ was obliged to show considerable
firmness in order that my hermitage might not be buried
under a pile of poratoes brought from cach house, in
loads equivalent to those I had bought from the other
villagers. These last had, as indemnity, to pay the
money they had received from me into the voracious
fund for collective treats.

T had not come to the end of my surprises. Shortly
hefore the last winter that I passed in the country, the
cottage where my scrvants lodged was, during their
absence, visited by thieves. This adventure decided me
to buy a watch dog. Thercfore I sent one of my boys
to the village. He brought back a great big black beast,
vety savage, cminently suited for the service that 1
required of it

Some days later, onc of the three chiefs who shared
the supreme magistrature presented himself at my door.
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On coming hefore me, be began, in o severe twoe, with.
out preamble, 1o say:

“You have purchased a dog Tvom Tundu. Yeu you
know that no one mst be loowad, that cach fumil
must enjoy cqual rights. Why should he, Tundu, alone,
benefir. You ought to have applied 10 us, we would hive
sent . .

* Eighty dogs, perhaps,” I interinpted, aghast, think-
ing of the mumber of [amilics in Lachen,

“No." the other continued coldly.  * There are not
cighty dogs available in the village. We would have sent
you a few dogs.”

‘That evening the winter snow begau to fall, and a
[ew days later all communication was cur ofl between
Lachen and the Plareau of the Beatitude {Dewa thang),
ahove which, in among the rocks, hung my anchorine
dwelling, Fven had they had the intention, it was then
impossible for my primitive socialists 10 come back 1o
me. 1 remained with my one dog,.
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HE nent stage ol oul joumcy led we to Sasoma,

which 1 the local dialect means “new carth”. In
facl, it was just an embryo village cousisting of a
few houses that had been recemly constructed 1ound a
targe building-- at once inn and commeraal stores. A
irader, a Chinese Mohammedan, had established him-
sel{ there and was now exploiting the guileless natives.
These last may be fine brigands, hut they make poor
waders. and 1n business the Chinese always outwit
then.

The Sasoma store-keeper bunght wood, wool, and [ur
of them. He sold them cverything they needed and, in
addition, a number of superfluous articles, which he art-
fully displayed among the other goods to tempi innocent
clients. Also, as is usual in the East, the head of the
store practised usury, and from this source he probubly
derived the best part of his income.

His inn, however, was perfect. All the same, he
could hardly have counted on the passing of many
wravellers through that cutof-the-way spot. cherefore, I
[ecl surc that the sumptuousness—very relative, of course
—uf the shop-hotel was deliberately plumned for the
purpose of impressing the simple-minded, and, in this
way obtaining ascendancy over thew. But the designs
of the traderlandlord were of livtle interest to me. 1
was sunply overjoyed ai having [ound comfoutable
quariers. Yongden and I weie each given a cean room,
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both of which opencd inte an antetuont with a ba
quite a princy suite!

Sitrmg on this balcony, L wee, standing belore the
house, 1wo ol those strange ligwes of which 1 have uhendy
spoken: Lwo prncesses who we wearing fur (rimmed
pointed hats and trailing sheepshin tobes that are held
1n af the waist by silver belts. The women looh as il they
had stepped out of « Xllth century painting.

Each of them carrics a load of wood on her back.
The Mohammedan appoaches and laconically siys:
“Three hundied sapeques.” Three hondred, which,
accarding to the custom of the country, micans one
hundred and fifry.

One of the women protosts; she fnds the price
insufficient. The buyer, corectly dressed as a Chinese
gentleman, in black 10be and waistcoat, luoks at her with
a complacent smile, pinches her chin, glides a playful
finger down an opening of her fur robe, and rounds his
libertine gesture ofl by sliding 150 supeques into the non-
plussed princess's hand. She, nor daring to remonstrate,
passively puts down her load and goes away with hes
companion.

k ony:

The next day is again to take us through a region
that has the rcputation of being umsale. As cight
muletcers in charge of a caravan of merchandise happen
to be staying at the inn, I decide to tavel with them.

These people have the habit of starting well before
dawn, thercfore, lest they leave without us, we cord our
luggage soon after midnight. Finally we sally forth
beneath the meagre light of a moon on her twenty-first
day.

The track, bad up till then, has become execrable.
Narrow, strewn with rocks, sloping steeply up and down,
it sometimes overhangs the river from high up, supported
in space by only a few picces of rotting wood that have
been wedged in among the rocks. We have to cioss many
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to heep the prescutbed thastity, by installiug Tus mistieg,
in & house belonging 1o the mowastery.

Jamyang Shadpa, old aud very attachod o bis stewag,
shut fus cyes wo tlus flagrant inlungement ol the precepts
that govern the ™ Yellow Hat ™ sects and, v he sad
nothing, his monks dated mot publicly express theiy
sentiuenis.

Howevet, Jamyang Shadpa died. The abbatial throne
hLad to remain cinply until the <hild who was reincainat.
ing the deceased should manifest himsell, The dignitaries
and lower clergy ol Labmnf took this oppottunity for
taking their revenge. Tsindu was first of all distnissed
[rom oflice; then his possessions were scized; and, finally,
incensed at the obstinate resistance that he continued 1o
display towards the monastic anthoritics, by 1efusing to
accept their judgment, aying om against the injustice
done o him, and claiming what he called his rights, his
enemics decided to put him 1o death.

The day before he was 10 be execured, he leatned what
they wee plotting agamst hita.  Although he was kept
under stuet observation, he managed to clude the watch-
fuluess of the trapas who were posted round his house
and escaped duning the night,  Ouiside the monastery he
found a horse ready for him and galloped away.

Neverheless his disappearance was at once discovered
and the almm given. Expert rideis went in pursuit of
him, and then, in the darkness, a dramatic man hunt
began along the tenible mountain paths.

Taondu succeeded in reaching Chinese tenitory. He
had friends there, commercial agents with whom, in his
prosperous days, he had done impottant business. They
helped him and procmed for him relays of horscs. He
arrived at Sining,

It was there that I made his acquaintance and that he
described his tragic flight to me. Naturally he was care-
ful to remain silent concerning his own wrongdoing, and
cqually careful to bring out in {ull relief that of his
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the nogps, Jor even the children who had been geng m
ask tor spuarier had heen hidled.

Ut is said thar about (wo thousad natives dicd of cold
on the sunmiis.

The monks of Labiang had very pradently not takey
part in the fighting. T [acy saved their lives, all the
same they were made to pay a big wat lndenmity, B
way of teprisals, the soldiers fiecly {ooted the temples aud
set fire 1o the Palacc of one ol the Giand Lamas, he who
had shown himsell particolarly violent in inciting the
villagers to resistance.

Upon the order of the Chinese General, Tsondu was
reinstated, not however in his former office, which he
declined to assume again, hut in all the privileges that
were attached to it, and, in that which he cared for
most, the possession of his costly house and of all his
property,

While the people of Falnaug were suriendering, the
struggle was being continued, close by, at the wonastery
ol Amchow.

The laymen who had delended it having lor the most
patt been wiped out, the Mohammedan troops besieged
the lamasery, where the frapas had taken refuge.  Irom
there the monks fired on their assailants, who retaliated
by setting fire to the monastery,  The flames spread {rom
one building to another until the whole gom pa' became
a glowing {furnace. Whocver attempted flight fell under
the hullets of the soldiers that were stationed round the
burning monastery. One of them, an eye-witness of the
fire, told me that the #rapas, courageous tu the last,
entoned liturgical chants and theo jumped from the upper
stories of the houses into the Qumes.

They all perished with the exception of their abbot, 2
tulku lama, who, according 1o what was related Lo me,
was saved by a miracle.

When the trapas saw that they could not possibly

* Tibetan nane for monastery
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caunated- was sull very young  "Therefore bis paents
had accompanied hity to the monastay and Tived wih
him.  Acanding to custom when the child was old
enough 1o pass out of his wothet's cue, she and her
hushand would go o live at « fittle distance f1om the
monastety, in the palace set apat for the Lanily of the
Grand Lamna,

Tsondu had informed the young lana’s father of ny
arrival, and the latter hastened to send me provisions.
Since I had refused the apartmnents that had been ofiered
me, it was only right that I should he provided with {ood
Such is the usual practice in Tibet, but the maonificence of
the “yab chenpo” (*preat father,” because he is the
{athet of a tulkn) cxceeded by wuch the quantity
demanded by the custom of the couniry.

I was sent wany carcases ol mutton- some {resh,
othes diied—, abow twenty big picces of butrer, some
cheese, sugar, 1ea, barley, flour, and also some grain for
the mules. Theie was enough 1o feed us all for moe
than a {outnight.

wing the evening more presents waue broughe by
people who said they had 1net me in Kum-Bum or i the
Koko Nor.  Most of my visitors T did not recognise, bur,
in order not to hurt anyone’s ferlings, T pretended ro have
pleasant recollections of each one of them,

Others came simply to present their offerings, without
really knowing who T was. Rumour had it that a wise
Khadome had come and that Tsdnduy, the father of
the young Jamyang Shadpa, monastic dignitaries, the
Crand Lama of Lob’s commercial agent, and other
notables had welcomed her; this was enough—the impul-
sion had been given.  The villagers came in flocks, ranged
themselves in files, and were introduced by the imperturb-
able Yongden. A heterogeneous mass of things, cdible
and otherwise, rose in piles about the room until it had
the appearance of one of the shops round the market
place.
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Seated in thc “lotus " position on the platform that
served me for bed, undl nightfall T reccived those who,
. filing past, solicited my blessing. 1 distributed sungdus
: rhar pmtuud the wearer against iliness and accidents,
and T also gave medicine to amm sick people.

To mnTu the pmph accept medicine called for a
certain ingenuity.  To give it to ther as medicine that
had been prepared in m'usca countries wonld have been
o have them refuse it ]mmt h ank, or, if une of them had
risked swallowing even o minimnn dose, the regreg for his
(ov her) action, the certiinty thar i would produce
disastions offects, the anxie Ly and commiseration of those
atound him, would nor have [iled to aggravate his
malady. It is quite conceivable chat, suggestion siding,
some mlghr have died in consequence, ln w}rch case the
unfortunate doctor would then hecome in the cyes of
every one, 5 malevolent sorcerer, a diabolic pmsonu, and
T would not wish any stranger to gain such a reputation in
Central Asta: it nug_,ht cost him hlb life.

A docror-lama, no more than his lay collcaguc of the
West, has anything to fear of this kind.  His patients can
leave this world without causing his peace to be disturbed
An any way. For this reason, therefore, the medicines I
distributed were transformed into orthedox remedies,
th quinine pills or aspirine tablets became tsering rilbu,

“pills of long life ™, Sometimes T conseerated rhem my-

. self, at others I gave them as having been consecrated by ‘
some very sainely hermit, in a far OII region; or, again,
- T dissolved the medicinal powders in suppnscc holy water.
To what subrerfuges have I not had recourse when deal-
-ing with these ¢ mileless natives of the finntier.  For the
most part my ruses have heen entirely suceessful and my
remedies have oceasionally pmdu(cd results of which
thev seemed linde capable. Thnse who belicve in the
VP by 1o ovay cvonsleagsd, g e prmimn Aniwn i in the statves of the
Buddlyy, whivh voof sindng for wen i Indin and Tilet.

31
A Jadyfama yoveiving e faithial ean permis berself this posture, which
is not alowerd 1o wiher v,
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power of magnetism and ol thought e think, if the
like, that the very keen and shwae desire T had t relieve
my patients intensified the sutviad vitlues Inhewut o the
Western diug, which they abrobed undet au Easeery
fonm.  Their {aith undoubiedly did the rest.

All Tibetans do not share this superstitious lear of
foreign remedies.  On the contrary, in othe pauts of the
countty these ate greatly appreciated and are held 1o haye
almost miraculous cfheacy.  There exist ar the present
time in Tibet native doctors who have teceived thely
diplomas [rom the English Faculty of Medicine in
Caleutea.

The next day 1 visited the ¢hild Grand Tama. With
great ceremony 1 was fitst introduced to his parents, who
were living in a sumptuous aparunent.  The lather, a
handsome giant, such as one often finds in the Kham
conntry., was, it was said, chicf of a sinall tenitory sitnated
in the neighbourhwod of Litang, e had a hanghuy,
noble bearing and an expression that indicated hoth
inttepidity and incelligence.  Tlis wife, the mother of the
young tilky, was really beautiful.  She, 100, had a hold
aiir; her big brown eyes sparkled in her golden face. Apat
trom her height. which was that of a Nordic poddess, she
made me think of a lovely Neapolitan pirl.

Besides the Grand Lama—their youngest child—this
fine couple had a son and a dauglter.

A plenteous meal was served, to which both Yongden
and [ did ample justice.  However, there was Titrle fuar of
our appeating greedy; even if we had wanted 1o, it would
have becn impossible {or us 1o have swallowed even half
the amount of food that was consummed by the fortunate
{ather of the young lovd of Labrang.

When everyone was smisfied, we were condncted to
Jamyang Shadpa.  He also had his private apaitments--
thos of his predecessor—, and was surrounded by a litele
retinue of officials. Among them was the tutor whose
duty consisted in teaching him monastic “ good manners”.
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Jump down frow hus dittle thong, thtow 2+ vay e

avy aushing hat azd 1o tcing wgd, and b 1o pliy,

do W those of hs g Tewacbucaflch of myervmenr,
bjuce deady to stuet disaphue, did he think of his
tot, of the possible punishinit the latter moaghi iaflig
Plum, o, w the Lothiul would have pecternied 1o
Ippose, ¥ 1 the it of Jamy g Shadpe, « by Ixihabited
Bnkanttle body, dormmng e nawal nopalses «—The
Pabd became mslantly grase apain, iuted sutne sentences
il e, and offied meahook envdloped in yelln
pocade, which one ol the wonks had handed Lim. It
v the et that bud heen prpned for me. A this e
wehenc anded

& Thave ust mmenueatid that the young, Grand Lama
might fon punsshinent, T oill tle this Gpportunity of
mntomng thit the bsh o desacocaldienitaries of Tibey,
the Dilar Lama incladed. ae not 10 emly youth exempt
Liom corpotal puprhinent, which 1 hicely adnunisiered
lo them by then Tibetan masters  The professor of
gamu o hstory oo the ane who iniu.ttes the young
Lima n philosophucal doctunes does not fuil to inflict a
good beanmz on lum when he cannot 12cite his lesson
gonertly  Among these hady peeple  the  spititual
Quectors themselves ave not awvmise 1o pushing theh
diseiples on the path of perfection by means of blows and
ficks Al aeing soch punshment the disciple must
ot e himselt belote bis master and thank him o
Lls whinent cate of im I L am oest maistaken,
wme ymfac practice paootls mosome Rormnan Catholic
Oid

Wh v stbng in the wse of the groear rulbns, n
il s soon s th punihment has heen received by
b puptl, the e eter who has wihited it prostrates hume
Wt e befuie ko He has chastised the nn-
yihed wenaent, which the youn g larma still is, then
pays ot e 1o the evalied prsomility {rleceased god or
s} that wrates and uwg it b the purpose of con
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tinuing his cateer and of accomplishing his woik in this
warld, At least, thiv i, the way in which Tibetau, explain
these contiadictory acts.t

The lollowing day T visited the wonastery. Al Lhis

visit, Tsondu, who had been our guide, took Yongdcn and
nie to dine in his beawtiful house It was very luxurionsly
fwnished in the style of the counuy. The tio enmmous
teapots placed rca.dyy for the meal and the braziers full of
hot cindets on which they stood wete ol solid silver
derorated with gold otnuments. The cups were of jade,
theit saucets of chased pold, and their pagodashaped
guld covers sct with pearls and ruiquoises. Piles of
¢ nshions with covers made of leopard skins and beautiful
1ugs were placed as seats, and fine specimens of Chinese
and Tibetan art, pictures and statucttes, decorated the
room. In jarring contrast to these last, but perhaps mote
appreciawd by the master o the house and his visitors,
some chromolithographs of Parls showed here and there:
views ol the Place de 1a Concoicle, of the Opera House, of
the Seinc near the Chiteler. I'had al:eady noticed copies
of them in the home of the Tashi Lama'’s mother.
Tsondu thought thesc pictures represenred Moscow. 1 un-
deceived i, and he was delighted to see my natjve
ciy.
Casually, | was told that a Chinese chel presided over
the kitchet. In Tibet, a Chinese chef is esteemed hy
gourmets as highly as his French confrére is in the West.
For a host to have one in his scrvice is a guatantee of his
opulence and nice epicutism. Tsondu made a point of
emulating the rich Tibetans of saciety.

The dinner began with slices of dry hiead  The
people of Amdo are very fond of bread, which they eat
as we eat hiscnits and cakes [ do not share their taste
for it I can only car bread when it iv supplemented by

P Wuh reference to tulhus aud Tibotm theones concernins, incaunited
Lamis, those whom foragners ancoricaly il Living Buddhas s
my haok  With Mysies and Maewcrans e ibed, page 103
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1 food, and nothing appeared with which to eat the
shices that lay piled on a big silver dish.  Yongden,

likes bread as much as if he had been boin in
e, siniled bonically at me while Tséndu was pressing
to partake of this unappetizing dainty,

When, at Jast, my bost became convinced that his

caties were in vaty, he rang.  He had once ol those

ty table bells that were so gencrally used in our
ntries before clectiicity came into general use.

In answer 1o his call, the servimts byought in some

inese Discuits as well as two tins that contained others
fareign make. T nibbled a few. Rice cooked with
aer and sugar and Leely besprinkled with curiants
ne next. This is the national sweet dish of Tibet; it
excellent when well prepuied. Twelcomed it 1 then
gan to feel moie hopeful about the meal: other courses
wld follow. The 1ich Tsondu was offering me a feast
the Chincse fashion, where the dessert is served first
ul the soup last. And, indeed, dish succceded dish:
ih. meat, a varicty of vegetable siews, tasty momos—
inced meat enclosed in balls of sicamed paste—and,
s end with, soup with pechis in it, little triangular pieccs
[ paste made with eggs and filled with highly seasoned
unced meat.

We had beeun earing at one o'clock iu the afternoon,
nd we had barclv finished by six in the evening. After
iaving again lalked for a while with Tsondu and some
ricnds of his who had ariived rowards the end of the
linner, Tyerde back 1010y tnn, escorted in procession. by
servants carrying lanterns.

In nerdet not to disappnint a very worthy man, the
commmer il acent of the talke Grand Lama of Lob. 1
was oblised @y awcept another dinner the next day, at
his houise, ’

{ther davs were gpent in more serious work: in con-
silting boohs and yrestioning learned lamas, T also weat
oA amuespe monastery. which was stwated in the
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country at a Tiide distance [rom l,.ll_n'_.mg. The npagspas,
“men ol secret words %, we nmanicians, descendanis of
the Bon Chamauists,' who, belore the imtodaction ot
Buddhism wte Tibet, held the place now occupied Dby
the lamas. Dispossessed of then powa by the lamas,
the Bén Shamans have taken their 1esenge, thanks to
the tendency towards superstition that 1s innate in
their adversaries.  The thing has come about naturally,
without any conscious wickery on the part of the
conequered.

The Buddhism that wag preached in Tibet by Iindu
missionaries in the cighth and following centuries was far
f1om being the original Buddhism, It contained, side by
sice with some excellent philosophic developments of the
primitive doctrine, a number of theorics and rites that
were borrowed [rom. the religious systemn called Tantrism
that then dominated India and Nepal and thar stll
flowishes there to this day.

There can be noe question, here, of even hrielly
exaining the very obscure origing of Tantrism.  Suffice
it to say that it comptises prossly superstitious or even
vile praciices, maglc iites, methods ol psychic training,
and philosophic thenties of very vaiying value. Now
the elements ol which Tantiism is composed are to be
met with esewhere than in India. Theoties and practices,
which were analogous to those that the Indian mission-
ares introduced into Tibet. cxisted alrcady among the
Shamanisi Béns* Therelore, there was nothing to
prevent a paitial amalgamation of the alien religion with
the unc that the natives had practiscd up ll then. In
{act, many Bén beliefs and rites conrinued to exist under
other names in Tibetan Buddhism, while the Bins—maore

T Canca1hing Bons sce Chapro Vi

4 Pethirps, m addition 1o the Bons, there were in Tihet fotlowers of othes
doctiiges about which we hase no nlormation 1P wiitten 1o a lnogiaphe
af Mwha, the celehrated Buddhise phtlosnplet who lved {or o long fime
n Tihet and died there (XIth conury), thal he eselatmed: * What 4 gieat
sutnlit of doctrines esist in Tibel that aie net to be (ound 1w tndn ™
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pecially the  white ” Bons—embodied in their religion
ood number of Buddhic doctrines and rites.

It is thus that, disguised under the name ol ngagspas,
nuine Shamans have become incorporated into the
amast clergy. Still, they occupy a distincl position at
1c side of the regular cleigy and their role principally
onsists in dealing with the demons.

There are independent groups of ngagspas, who
iossess temples of their own, where they meet together
it certain tunes, living the rest of the time at home (the
1gagspas marry). Other ngagspas, who do not belong to
wy group, but who have been initiated by a master of

their sect, independently practise the rites that he has
taught them. This they do cither for their own benefir,
or for remuncration at the request of people who want
to be delivered trom ills that have been caused by demeons
or who chetish less innocent wishes, such as the desire
to harm an ememy or to destioy him, That which is
commonly termed black magic lies within the province
of the ngagspas, and they are all thought, if not actually
to practise 1t, at any rate to be capable of doing so.

Some of the great lamaserics of the “Yellow Hat”
sect have thought it uscful to attach to themsclves a
group of ngagspas, who, ontside the monastery walls, can
i their stead hold constant intercourse with the evil
spirits. The celebration of those rites that consist, not in
subjugating these spirits, but in giving them the kind of
worship that pacifies them, having been forbidden to the
monks of this scct, they have devised an indirect means
of assuring themselves against the attacks of the wicked
of the other world, by making the ngagspas pay these
malevolent beings the homage that satisfies them and
offler them the nourishment for which they crave. In
this way illness and accidents are diverted [rom the
monastery and its prospetity as well as that of its members
is assuted.

[n exchange {or their services, the ngagspas who are

2
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attached to the temple dependent on
receive a grant [rom 1.

The temple belonging to the ngags pas m
was large and very well kept.  The fiescocs deas
walls tepresenied the subjects, at once grueleaint of

icturesque, which are to he scen in all buildd to say

ﬁave been consecrated to the terrible deities. 1y mind
these deities are ex-demons who have been ccd hos-
and fozcibly subjugated by a magician saint an. ..
have alterwards been constrained by him to use. the
power lor the defence of the Lamaist religion anhad
{aith(ul. Nevertheless, it is said that some high mys all
personalities occasionally assume a terrifying ay
demoniacal apEearnnce for the purpose of terrorizing an
punishing wicked beings.

Around these mysterious figures of the Tibetan
panthcon, the artist, in his frescoes, had grouped a whole
would of grimacing beings, both male and female, who
were busy flaying uniortunate human beings, tearing at
their cntrails, devouring their heatts, or giving themse%ves
up 1o other equally delectable sports. Tibetans, however.
are no longer impressed by pictmes of this kind; they
abound in their countty, but, apart from scholars who
undeistand their symbolic meaning, no one there pays
any aftention to them.

With the exception of a few ngagspas, who are held
10 possess very extensive supernotmal powers and who,
in consequence, rejoice in a great reputation, the rest of
them are generally pleasant people, [ree from the haughty
bearing that the magicians belonging to the regular clergy
affect. The simple manner of many of the ngagspas 1s
probably due to their status in the ecclesiastical world,
which is definitely inferior 1o that of the monks who are
members of a lamasery. However, I have met some
whose paiticular courtesy was the outcome of their rather
sceptical ideas, which prevented them from 1aking any-
thing very seriously. In them, it took the form of a soit
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wclally the “nevolence, slightly pirying, slightly ironical,
sod numbuy detached, which they extended ro all and
It is thur not forgetiing themselves.

wine Svery cordially reccived by the ngagspas of
naist ¢ T passed some hours talking with them, while
; side tea, and then I retumed to my inn,

1sists 1awn next morning, I continued my journey.

Ther
§5c88
cext
Aags
o
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ONGDEN has tavelled with me fo
Yhavc had ample time in which to bec
to his sometimes strange ways, yet, he
me, and what is mare curious still, he hi
astonished at what he has done as I am.

Notwithstanding our early start from
have not been able to get as far as we inten
people whoe wanted to wish me a good jou

resents, and receive my blessing arrived a
I had lefr. They then l'ollowec%’ me, caugl
delayed me, Later, the cords on the
loosened, and the bLeasts had to be unload
recorded. . . . In short, night is {alling wl
a small hamlet and realize that it is imposs
go further that day.

One of the servants goes to knock at 1
farm and asks for hospitality. It is curtly
He returns to tell us of his rebuff and is on
secking shelter elsewhere, when Yongden sto

The young lama has a sudden inspirat
hailing a woman who is looking at us from &
imperiously demands to be directed to the
certain Passang, of whom I have never he:
ont that he is the owner ol the fincst house 1
Yongden goes there, and always in the sa
tone declares thar we have been sent by Ku
of the Labrang monastery, who orders the
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sc to recerve us and give us the hest accommodation
ible,

MK i< Kushog Leszang, and how is it that Yongden
> tthim? X have not the least idea. But what 1 do
¢ s that there never has been any question of his
smmendation) or of our requiring hospitality in this
alet. Only tge lateness of the hour has induced us to
t here ;

Nevertheless, lthe door is immediately opened to us,

t we are welchmed with great respect. I am shown
o a pleasant }‘ittlc toon, where [ shall ass the night,
hile my people unload the mules and bring in the bags
it contain my blankets and camp bed, my hosts busy
msclves at piepating a weal Lor us.

Very soor- 1 do justice o0 a copious and excelln pt
pper. Then all the inmates of the house, master ' in
oot and servku.\ts behind, march in file betore me so/ ;¢
g my blessitig. They want to call in the neighb gy,
1t I say 1 an' tized, and promise to receive them ind® e
orning, )

However,- before going to bed, I detain Yongden | in
1y room.  } am anxious to know what caused him 410
1ink of thig lama who 1 unknown to me. I question hiv iy,

“ Who is Kushog Leszang? When did you meet him ,?
Vhy have you never spoken of him to me?”

“1 don't »now him.”

* You don't know him! . . . And Passang?”

“I don’t know him either, . .7

" Cuame, Tet us understand each other: I can quite
welieve the o the idea of saying we had been recommended
ind that W& g be redeived was a ruse on your part
Sut the B3, of these peaple, how did you know tgem,
and how did vy knaw that Passang was a jindag' of
Kushog Lesziy

lw"‘"‘-'!‘di‘z"’:,:bd..g‘ tietally © Oanet of gitts™-a houscholder and,
moie espeidih €y woha, by e s of gitts, provides to1 & monk's material

needs
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“T am quite as astonished as you are, Lean ouly think
that during our stay in Labiang 1 heard this lama and
his jindag spoken ol, but L don't tenember having done
s0. And, what is suanger still, rach my brains as { may,
even niow I cannot remember when and how 1 leamnt of
their existence. These two numnes and what T had to say
in order to obtain lodgings flashed suddenly into my mind
when Tobgyal told us that we had been relused hos-
pitality. I did not stop to think, I acted on impulse. . . .*

I thought it all very extraordinary. However, the
sudden flash that had kindled Yongden's memory had
come at a most opportune moment. So, puiting off all
other reflexions until later, I sent the young man away
and was soon fast asleep.

I woke early, but T was already awaited by some twenty
people who had come in quest of blessings, charms, and
divinatory rites.

One by one they told me of their wishes. They
begged me to consecrate and distribute water of Tongevity
and to magnetize some barley, which they would share
among themselves at home or send to relations and {riends
who lived in other villages. Both this grain and the water
of long life are held 1o possess a special virtue that pre
serves soundness of body, this virtue having been coin-
municated to them by the officiating lama.

I though all the ceremonies were over when Passang
respectfully begged me 1o exorcise his house. He had
not noticed anything particularly suspect in regard to it,
but he thought that as the dcmons are so many and s0
cunning, it were better to prevent any consequences of
their malice than be obliged to fight them later. This
argument could be supported. It is one that we ap ly to
illness and upon wh.icg the laws of hygiene are based.
I therefore proceeded with a preventive exorcism of the
farm. Tt is possible to accustom oneself to anything,
have come 10 officiate with the solemnity of an archbishop,
but these performances distress me.
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When | first began living among the counuy peaple

Jibet, 1 had uied to show them the uselessness of these

s and 1o convince themn that beliel in theiy cllicacy had

a expliculy condemned as a fatal error by the Buddha,

whom they declare themselves the disciples. Lt had

n labour lost. In no way was | able to shake theis

Lunctory amachment 1o secular superstivions; doubrs

1 aroge in thelr minds us to the genuineness and

hodoxy of the Buddhism that 1 pretended to profess,

w villagers began even 1o suspect me of being a
wistian missionary who was trying to conupt their
ligion, )

Later on, in other regions of the country, when my
anding as 2 member of the Buddhist Religious Order
wild no longel be called in question and when it was
sa recognized that I possessed the power of effectually
debrating ceitain Lamaic rires, I still openly showed my
orror of ceremonialism, I then continued, and with
1ore authority, to point out its baleful consequences and
> show how, in rites, a serjes of gestares and words take
he place of mental action, which alone is of consequence.
had wirth me the opinion and the example of the great
nystes and contewnplative hermits of Tibet, who also
eject all rites, but the ordinary people opposed me with
an obstinate humility.

They said that dubthnbs' and gomchens® could, if they
thought proper, dispense with ceremonies. They were
gteawer than the gods, and could force obedience from
them as well as from the demons, But it did not benefit
poor ordinary men 1o dure imitate these spiritual giants;
thetetore, they, simple laymen, would keep to the custorns
of their fathers.

AL Kum-Bum T had formed the habit of consramly
weaing the Lamaic monastic robe and 1 continued w do
so while travelling.  Under this presentment, it was more

U Dublhob, wiitten grubthob . a magician saint,
4 uomchen, warten sgomchen: a contemplauve hetmit,
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diffcalt than cver to evade the “ecclesinstical daties”
incumbent tpon me. ) )

Yongden, who is very sceptical with regard to the
importance of outward forms, laughed at my scruples.

“Pghaw! * he said, “ blow on the back of this cripple
and into the ears of this deal woman. They will be none
the warse for it, and you will greatly please them. Then,
you, who have practised thought concentration, cannot
you emit a beneficent force, which your breath or the
water and the pills that have been consecrated by you will
communicate to these poor people?  You must have com-
passion on them and treat them after their own fashion,
just as the learned lamas and saintly anchorites do.”

Alas! even without being unduly modest I could not
regard myself as a very “learned lama ”, and my saintli-
ness did not appear to me to be devoid of alloy. But
Yongden, always eminently practical, continued.

“You and 1, are we or are we not genuine Jamas? Yes,
we are.  Well, we have decided to present ourselves as
lamas during this journcy, we must therefore consistently
play our parts, otherwise people will become suspicious of
us and Imagine that we have disguised ourselves for some
bad purpose, and, as a result, harm could come to us.
Moreover, if, through our fault, people were to commit the
sin of doing harm to real lamas—as we are—, we would
have to take the responsibility for their wrongdoing and
bear the consequences.”

There was nothing unsound about these arguments,
and the most telling of them was that it was essential for
us not to hecome suspect, seeing that we could avoid it
without hurting anybody. It was in this way that 1
became resigned to the performance of my ecclesiastical
functions. These were not always confined to simple
ritualistic gestures, sometimes my character of lama gave
nse to some touching incidents,

At Pagsang’s, a woman, who had stood apart during
all the ceremonies, came to me when the others had left,
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* My [ather died last week,” she sobbed out. “ What
bas become of him? [ want to know. Will he have a
happy rebirth? Wil you look and 1cll me? ”

To try and reason with her would have been uselcss.
This woman did not scck any empty consolation. She
wanted 10 know something definite.  Where had her
Jather been 1ehorn,

1 did not know, and, also, my ideas on the subject of
rebirth differed greatly from hers. But it was necessary
to give an answer 10 this agonized cnquircr. Charity
demanded 1.

“Come back in hall an hour,” T said. “Let me be
lelt alone, In meditation, I will try to sce your father's
fme.”

1 did not fecl at all inclined to tieat the matter lightly.
A daugher’s sorrow at the loss of a beloved Eather is not
unknown to me. I had mysclf too poignantly experi-
enced the bitterness of it to ridicule in another the strange
Jancies it can induce.  An answer was required of me,
but I was very loth to invent any kind of story and ro tell
it to the woman who had faith in my clearsightedness.

It would be better to leave it to chance, or to that
which, being ignorant of its source, we term “ chance ”,

T sat down in the posture of meditation, with half-
closed eyes, driving away all thought, making my mind a
blank, until I gained that state where all consciousness of
my surroundings was lost. Then, spontancously, a sub-
jective picture rose hefore me of a Chinese commercial
house. 1 saw the employees busy with clients and the
goods displayed all around. Everything gave the impres-
sion that the place helonged to a rich merchant. 1 saw
the master, taﬁ and siniling, dressed in black silk, and I
fenew—without bemy told, as it happens in dreams—that
he had quite recently become the father of 2 boy. Then
the pictnre faded, and I gradnally regained my normal
consciousness,

Why had I seen a Chinese shop? It seemed to me
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that it wonld have been more natwral if I bad seen some
pictures of the ‘'thetan life in which T had been immersed
since I left Sining. [ did not attempt to reason about it,
it would have been useless.

Whatever might be the reason of my vision, it supplied
me with an answer that would spare me the remorse of
having lightly treated an earnest enquiry.

The method that 1 had used is in practice among
the Tibetan mystics, and any lama, acquainted with it,
would have employed it o ohtain an answer [or the
unhappy girl. Therefore [ did not feel guilty of any
{raud,

“Your father did not linger in the bardo,™ I sald to
her. “He has already been rehorn in onr world. Tt s
not in Tibet that he has been born, but in China. He is
the son of a rich merchant, whose house T have seen. 1
cannot tell you in which town it is, but it must be in the
north of China, for the men who appeared to me were all
like those of Kansu.

“Do not cry any more, your father will live in com-
fort and in a country where the rcligion of the Buddha
exists, He will be able to hear it preached and to prac-
tise 1t.”

The woman still wept, but much less bitterly. She
now only gricved over her own loss. As to the deceased,
she felt reassured about his fate. Her filial love rejoiced
at knowing that her beloved father had been rcborn in
happy surroundings.

The country continues to be picturcsque and beautiful.
It is sparscly populated, and for this reason we arc obliged
to travel far each day. Although we are at the end of
March, the temperature is still low in these highlands,
it is scarcely possible for us to camp. We, onrselves, would

» The state in which the *sphit "—ar to use a more conect n,pnl Wion
of the word, the consciousness: rnanshes—ol the deceascd remain, after

death and nnul rebirth in this or wnothet world.  Aardo hterally means
" between two ", that is, between death and bicth,
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and my hands did not tremble! Wonder of wonders!
Never had anyone so aged come to the village, they
declared, and they never could have inmgin%;%\pnssible
for a centenarian to have such a youthlul appeardnce.

Then since, in Tibet, all sentiments—joy, pain, respect,
adinbration—cxpress themselves materially by piesents,
the natives’ admiring astonishment twrned into oflerings,
which aniived from all quatters in cdible form: butter,
wheat and batley flour, cheese, meat. 1 could not stem
this flond of provisions, which 1an fiem the door o the
keorg upon which T'was searec,  In strict honesty, perhaps,
[ vhould have proclaimed that I wounld have to live man
moIe years before attaining my hundredth birthday, but
vittie does not always e where the rigid moral codes
would have us believe. Tt depends upon circumstances,
and I think that, in these matters, charity must be the
aeerion.  To be kind to otheis. 10 cause no pain, is the
best rule of conduct.  Now, the good people’ of Kargnag
rejoiced exceedingly at the spectacle I was giving them.
1n their monotonous lives, the advent of a vigorous cen-
tenarian was a conspicuous event, one that would he
remembered of an evening {or many years 1o come. Per-
haps with the aid of the imagination of the most inventive
among them, a legend would spring up, which would
become the glory of Kargnag and the envy of the neigh-
bouring villages.

It would have been very cruel of me to rob them of
their present joy and all that this innocent joke reserved
for them in the fuinre. 'What matter the few pounds
of butter, meat, and four thac they paid for chis pleasure.
The [armers were sufficiently welltodo to give me
presents without depriving themselves of anvthing.  Be-
siddes they counted on heing repaid in their next lives, with
hull interest 100, for these meritotious tokens of 1espect.
Moanwhile, they hoped that the blessings, which they
forced me o distribute, the woollen threads, which they
made me pull out of my robe to setve them for charms,
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shonld get molested, and another messenger might not
by able to reach him.

Whilst I was reflecting, Sotar, my head-servant, {ear-
ing the return of the armed frapes, disclosed my true
identity to the innkeeper, assuring him that if any harm
came to e, to those who accompanied me, or to anything
that Lelonged to me, the Chinese Ceneral at Sining would
send troops Lo burn the wonastery and also very probably
the viflage.

The threar must have [rightened the landlord; the
memory of the terible reprisals carried into effect by this
genceral’s soldiers in the neighbourhand of Labrang was
still Iresh in the minds of the Amdo people, Ile
evidently managed to let sumeone at the monastery know
what he had just heard. As to Sotar, he did not at the
siine breathe a woid about the initiative he had taken,
and we sat up all night waiting for the expected attack.
Sceing that cverything remained quier, before dawn I
ordered our departure, and by sunrise we were alrcady
far {rom that inhospitable spot.

Only the next day did Sotar confess to me whar he
had done, I was very annoved: for to be regarded by the
natives as one of themselves is the only means by which
tu obtain real knowledge of their thoughts and ways.

Proceeding in the direction of Szechwan, we began to
hear vague rumours of the fighting that was taking place
in the south. As it is usually the case in China, bands
of soldicrs had detached themselves from the regular
troops, either after a defeat or beruuse the promised pay
had not been forthcoming, and were wandeting about
the country living on brigandage.  These men were
totully desoid of that vague nobility of mind that makes
the Tibetan brigand a kind of chivalrous batharian, To
meet them was dangerous.  In such an cucounter, the
greatest goud fortnne that a traveller could bope for
wonild be, afrer abandoning all his belongings, o come
uninjuzred out of their clutches.
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Strierdy -,pz,J ing, if the traveller seemed a person of °
note, ahove all if he were thought to be a me:gncl they
wonld accost hit, with i pnhlL request. “My horse is
tired,” b of them would suy to a rider, “ please lend
ine yours.”

T this way, they wonld likewise ™ borrow 7 the carts
amd Barses, and werchandise of every Llu(l these things
being ahways precisely what they st “ needed” at the
moinent. The Y UL .mnm(i their vags Tor the new clothes
o their vietims, Bt AH this was anly play, an imnocent
vstime aleny the rowd. Tragedy sy pervened when the
horddes ok possession of 2 village or small town and
plun(lcwl 1,

At Mindiow, where T smpped, the villagers hﬂd 2
great deal to say about chese bands, althongh as yet the
}Jrl"dﬂdw had not eome near the town, ‘

Minchow i3 onlv a {ittle town, but one that is full of
commerce and bustie. I lodged outside the fortifications.
in an inn that had mural L\r"c walled-in courtyzuds.
From among these, [ had mmm the furthermost in
which o put up the tents belonging to Yongden and me.
dorwitd vmnrixuw the oold, whx:h was still intense, [
preferred to he m a clean tent than in the cvil-smelling
and (Luv room of 4 Chinese inn,

We had been in Minchow four days, watting for one
of mv servants, who had sprained his ankle, to be able
to rravel, when ar sunset onr landlord came to warn us
rhat -z band of vebbers had been sighted and that we
world need 1o b on our gnard during the night. Asto-.
et rents, he bogeed us m have them maved, The walls
of the vard i Mmr they stoad gave directly on to waste,
Tandd, vird he di ot think that the height of the walls -~
was sulficlont o glve s adeguate ccuntv He begged
s o sleep i roers, or, Aty rare, to have onr tents
taken to 1 lavze dnner cowre that was surrounded on
overy sude by JLhMmf"\ :

We chesy the !mu alternative.  All our baggage was :
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carried to a room near the stable, where our servants
were quartered, and the lama and I continued to sleep
in our tents, keeping with us only our bedclothes.

All night watchers relieved one another on the town
walls and also in the houses situaled, as our inn was, out-
side them. The night passed peacefully. The sound of
shots in the far distance made us think that some
marauders had attempted an attack, but the firing was
tow slight for it ro come {rom a regular band.

Complete calm 1eigned the nexr day.

Contradictory rumours circulated.  Some said that
the brigands had gone castward, others that the Moham-
medans were preparing an insurrcction and might come
to Minchow. My people were of the opinion that we
should leave the region at once. Sonain’s ankle was
better; he declared he was ready to start. I had some
clothes sold, also bedding, and various other things that
we conld do without. The geting rid of these superfiuous
articles would lighten the mules” loads and permit us to
hurry on, or, if necessary, to carry more provisions should
the villages where we hoped to obtain fresh supplies be
in the hands of the bandits, and we were obliged to keep
awuy.

The night passed again without incident, We left
Minchow the 16cth April at dawn and travelled fast.

The road we followed was at first wide and flar, bhut
it dlid not remain so for long.  We soon came to mountain
path, nanrow and steep, which traversed rock-strewn
slopes and often, from high up, shirted a tributary of
the Hoslun ho. We crossed the riser many times and,
at ons plyevery nearly ok a hath.

In thar countyy, there 3+ pothing 16 indicate the exact
poition of the fods, shich v molceover, [requently
thaoged by the floode, We had put our tust i a
mountain path thar ended at the tner. Sotar was riding
in fronr. Thable ta see the hattom thongh the tubid
wshing waier, he velieds as msadd, on lis beast's nstinet,
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The water was deep; we were obliged to take our [eel owt
of the srinups and hold ow legs up.  Suddenly, Sotar's
horse Jost 3t loating and bogan 0 swim awkwardly,
impeded by the wuaght it ocaned. Sotn was a good
mder; he managed w run his animal 10und, which im-
mediately nuched ground again and 1ecovered s Loot-
ing.  On scemg the acadony, the other boys at nce
stopped the mules. T owderad everyone wactwn w the
hank, It was not posble, with laden beasts, to try 1o
lind the forde B oneed he, Tobuyal. who was « stiong
switnmer, could take off part of his dothing and with an
unsadddlerl horse esplote the pussage helote we again
attempred it

However, we could perhaps spae him the trouble of
domg so. Close by, there was a little hamlet peached on
the clil. [ty whabitants curtainly knew the ford and,
for payment, should bu willing to guide us acruss it
Yongden diunbed up to the cottages.

A mischisvous spite was sutely hidden there, who
wanted to anntse hanself at our expense. Yongden had
barely reached the leved of the village when us mule—
usttally <o docile ~began to kick aned then unexpectedly
10 rear, without apparently any visible reason for ity
change of fomper. The poor lama was thiown on to a
lietle platlorm, which torunardy was borderer by a wall
on the wver sebes Bue Doy tlas wall, which held him back,
the vonng mat woubt e beon hinled into space and
then cushad oa e 1 L Lelow ar chm‘.nul by the
CULECE

Baaty busted, he pobad bioc J ap and wsumed
hiv g ot Nobedy s atal 1o cwss the Jowd in Trony
il ot evonvoe woy widhng o puint onr the way.
Phev et b tha o, Sabontennd the warer e the dight
tpote oy aine the e boadd e hase tied 1o go in a

s b Ton, Lt e e o bt down strearn and
thae w el mpov g then hase done thiy, then again

tha Phe ov o wn wldl and indend thete was
-y
i
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much room in which to make many evolutions . . . and
also to drown, . . .

Iu these regions men and animals are often drowned
while crossing the [ords. These accidents trouble the
natives as hittle as to-day the faral motor car and aeroplane
acdidents touble the Westerners.  Each mode of travel
hay its particular risks!

We tiied again, and, more kindly than we had judged
thein 1o be, some of the villagers followed our movements
fiom above and shouted the course we must take,

We were aiming for the small town of Siku. I knew
nothing about it, not even flom hearsay. On the map a
red lozenge showed it to be a Chinese ting,' which was
situated praceically on my route, at the extreme south of
Kansu, where the province joins the great grassy solitudes
nl Northern Tibet. It could not be an important place,
hut T imagined it as a small trading centre, like the
fronticr 1own of Dangar near the Koko Nor, and I
counted on tinding all the provisions 1 nceded there.

The valley we followed opened into a much larger
one, along which flows the Heishiu ho, Ascending the
cotuse of the river we continued in the direction of
Siku.

Night wus [alling and it was beginning to rain when
we came in view of the town. We had probably been
seen by the sentinels who wete posted in the watch tower
oy account of the unsettled condition of the country, and
L do not know what hind ol optical illusion can have
cur o nunlest party of five 1o appeur formidable to
than Even helore we came near 1t, the town gatc was
haralty hut aed halt @ dozen woldiers, pun th hand,
Jwmed thonelves on the walls, 1eady w defend the
place ’

Noviab tore had ereatad such a sensation. Although
Fedud noc ol o aegister acotve tdegree of pride, T was
abo very wontded, The von incveased, and 1the Chinge

A town wheno thie r 0 1o aent demnm trtive officer
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men, iho, complacently fingering their weapons, rcgarded'_"
us [rom the top of the crenelated walls, did not inspice -
me with confidence. [t is unwise to put dangerous toys

in the hands of children, and the Chinese soldiers, often
very young in these outstations, sometimes give way to
playful impulses that prove dangerous to others.

At length, while we were still wondering at the
strangeness of our reception and asking the reason for it
of the “braves " vmamenting the walls, the gate was
slowly opened, with studied solemnity, and a herald
appeared. He was on horseback. This fact did not per-
mit him to advance towards us with the dignity he had
doubtless premeditated.  Our laden mules had instine
tively sought shelter from che rain by standing close to ..
the gate, and my men waited behind them; in this way
the passage was almost blocked, ‘

The envoy could enly partally emerge, his horse’s
croup remaining in the shadow, under the arch. The
darkness, whick was rapidly increasing, added to the
phantasmal aspect of the scene; man and beast had the'
appearance of animared figures in a bas-relief, o

“ Who are you, you who carty arms? (We had three -
guns, he could not see owr revolvers,) From what country
do you vome, and what are your intentions? ” S

1 foresaw thac Sowai was on the point of proudly .
reciting wy ritles and qualifications, and I lelt very. .
atxious.  WNow thar we were so near Tibet, where news”
travels tirsentously quickly, it was more than eyer
necessary b safeguard uy incagaito. Happily my son,
who had ready reatized this. hastened (o anticipate :my'r- "
irdiseretion on the pan. of my hoys, o

“ 1 have offidal presporns,” he answered. 1 cannot. ©
unpack them inothe vain, but T will show them as soon -
ar 1 oam ounder cove boam oa lama and am on g
pilyrimaze; my servanty qre authorized to carry arms for. -
aur protection agamst robbiers. 1 have come here to bay "
provisions.” '
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This statcment scemed fo satisfy the messenger. The
rain now fell 1n tuirents, he probably wanted to ger home
45 quickly as possible. . '

* | will report your words to the magisirate,” he said.

He dul not add that he granted us leave to enter
the 1own, but he also did not issue any order to prevent
our doing so. While he was turning tus horse 10und, my
boys quickly pushed the mules in behind him. When
the gate was shur, we wete all inside.

An inn stood just by the wall, I rushed into it
Several muleteers had already found lodging there. Sull
the landlord managed to give me a little room, where I
could puass the night alone. The stables weie full; my
poor beasts had to 1emain tied up ontside. The men
tied to put up a sort of tarpaulin lean-to, but it was too
smull and only partly covered the animals. Very soon,
himever, my lot resembled theirs, the rain cascaded into
my 100m.

The bad weather did not prevent the magistrate from
coming to verily the lama's statements regarding his
identity and his papers. Two subalterns and lour armed
soldiess formed the official's escort. He was ver
courteons, which is wsual in China, where the civi
servants are. with but few cxceptinns, people ol good
education.  Morcover, Yongden is an aurhentic lama and
a Tibetan: the papers, which had been officially given
biw, catificd these two facts and authorized hun to
prssesy arms for his &ufcnw Thete was not the least
dopuon in hus casz. As to me, [ was esteemed a
e hgible quatity :nfd remained unguestioned,

AlFthat we gaingd Lo our visir to Siku was the
amtscmnont ol wersiftng at an absund womnedy and the
ihscontlott of batef dreached o the WKin, W found
unthiug to buy buyf a linde sale pork. The widespread
trnonts concernimge the bngands who wandered over the
countty hept thep merchant canvans hrom navelling,
The inhabitants »F Siku had only suflicient provisions Lo
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thenselves, and they lived In constant fear of a 1aid
whielt would 1ob tho of even that Titdde.

‘Lhe ran cased dunng the nisht. When I awole,
the weathal was fine F1om my window 1 could see o
lone darh mountain, 3eaay duectly m ironr ol the town,
and, o the 1ight, the amtanee 10 a showt valley, which
opuiad ot into a snony plain - Poace 1eigned, and the
vailoy that Id o the suolit theng' conjured up, o ns
who Lnew thom, the radint wlitades of Novchern Tibe,
with thon Labes o sapphine water st butween banks of
stbver spangled pink and nuanve stones

Lol dotn T wad e dhe Lhasapa,s who was
crandding by g it e wae wise we would stay he.
We noudd buthl booneages on that mountan and end
out days w nwditanion - What 1 the wse of navelling
over the caele L Al the worlds, and all that which
bos buyond thae, aee moom mmd ”

Iom cacldy anzgne o vavdller speaking in - this
wav to b Daopoin aozat, but 1ereners axe diffevent.
Th T4 tw undosty o 1ae and thought as T did. But
Ihe nee, Db lahed oo dum Ue sighed and pensisely
went 0 aquitn i comealos who wae suapping the
diaadie b pnle mem ol we Ll Stk The

gy e vhen all nes we cevaed had nor suuck
RVITN

o iatahe oo wowte thea the map indiates
Chewoust e petiies 1 odlol Nanping Perhape

sl oo LT e L pondsenns therc meanw e,
anl s o bneoc b by Svrane we st gons
st b e e Ter s sy anplea ang
pen Do Sy el e eoad of e day
Ve Comasocank b Tl e ool our

e \ e b tvabd by famers

1 t [ERRRENN P



THROUGH KANSU AND SZRECHWAN

of Tibetan descent. 1t is a mountainous country, where
the scattered villages arc separated, one from the other,
Ly vast uacts of woodland. The natives ol these parts
are olten cross-grained and inhospitable. We usually
slecp in our tents, but as close as possible to the villages,
lor the sake of the relative safety that such proximity
affords,

At neatly every stopping-place sick people come to
beg e 1o heal them.  They describe the Symptoms and
cutoes of their maladies in a most {antastic way. The
nutnber and the strangeness of the various painful sensa-
tions that poor linuan beings are capable of expericncing
sutpass all imagination.

One atternoon, a tiapa comes to tell me that several
of his fawily have recently died and asks me whether
these deaths may not have been due to the fact that the
house in which they lived faces the wrong dircction.
The direction in which a building faces is held 10 be
of the utmost importance in China and Tibet.

Probably what this man says is true and his enquiry
genuine.  Buy, as 1 notice another trapa standing outside
the tent, who seems to be listening 1o what I am saying
to his comrade inside, [ wonder if these people are not
setting a trap for me, in order to find out if I am a true
lama? In the uncertainty of not knowing whether this
is su or not, it will be best 10 make my answer sound
steicly orthodox flom @ Lamaistic point of view. This
wifl ot prevent e from slipping into it some advice on
by sieae,

Leot hun o esplain the exact siisation of the house,
Palogar o bale catth o be taken trom the four sides
o st onghr to e i b sepmate packets. The
trapet nandiarele tides away to get what | require,
Inthe cvnine B ot wai i Deale the earth and
Podpuie my anaers unil the e morning,

I alieade kuow that one ot the 1ooms in the honse
has no window, thet the s vever entery it § ann also

.
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0 posscs it ob covetal other details. I ponda dueply,
aned the ned amnig L give the otacle

Gy thet e o dom veerse the sun's 1ays,
ity posttian 1y layomable b the dak 1oom must be
provided with 1 window thar will give access to the
fxncheent Dig b,

Al the hon Indl be thowughly cleaned Al
that 1t contam S0l be elan ont, and the dwellg
purdicd wuh the Tuines of saag' When all the hooe
ho'd uten s b bean domed and the dothes, cat-
pros amd bhhet e o bown out sde Gaything shall
beopur badk e the bt and seny bunt thae
RN

NSopernr o waen b the Buddha shall be placed
m each taonaned b e oo, hadl be Lep quite clean,
w4 e o vbow lad ol vspect to the Buddha, who
wilt b oth v ol For the same 1cason, no one
sl spit o any foutan U bouse (such abstention will
be dattie de o abton b, pahoape, prety will pertorm the
hach)

* L, you il g0 10 the Abbnt ol the naighbour-
mg moi st v rd sl b o bless o ‘h})‘m {a particular
it proted o papet o comton fabiic that 18 sup-
pesed © L a powerlal ¢haire), and yoa will place 1t on
the rant dum

A e thimn v do wo hamm, they may even do
Cudoand thv e ot the sune tune, in contormity
cotl £ owe nrr D Geend Lama of the monas-
try dhop Toha e s o wall be pleascd ar the
mile Coompleve I opie hoa w secognzmy his
avritnry s pon oo ot comsapently, st anyone

St e e e e nd e s o v genineness as
‘ielr fo oum'd Yot IR b i)\!‘

toe ' voelod ool b e vt of

T \ 1 it a5 owo oon b shewr, of

1 ' " teoer e b tuee peomal

t [ K 1 vl T e the su ol puniving people
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TUROUCH RANSU AND SZECIIWAN

Apart from the few presents that comsultations of
this kind bing me, our provision bags remain unfilled.
The successive bad harvests of the past ycars, the raids
carried out by the brigands, and the levied taxes have
wined the country; there is nothing lelt 10 buy. We
are ceven withaut flour and must content ourselves with
the little sun-dried mutton that 1 have brought from
Kum-Bumn, in anticipation of just such an cmergency.
Now und then we are able 1o find some dandclion Ieaves,
which we pick and eat without condiments. This makes
a hange from our dried meat diet, but we do not
come across the leaves every day. If our beasts were
not so laden and the counuy so hilly, we could rapidly
reach Nauping: as it is we are forced to proceed
slowly.

Oucasivnally, too, we are obliged to go out of our
way, the Shawa pass, which we want to cross, has been
blocked by the inhabitants of a village who are fearing
an attack from bandits coming from Szechwan. The
pass is at the op of densely wonoded slopes.  The natives
have cut down somne of the big twees and have laid them
along the path that crosses the mountain. A pedestrian
might be able to thread his way through, but not riders,
nor lalen beasss.

We hove to 2o very far owt of our way, This delay
rausts us another disappointment; we had hoped 1o
find Tond the other side of the mountain,

One consolarh n, bievever, 1 allowed us. That same
evning we come apon a lare and prosperous farm,
st as b raedy soeny ovenin Tibet proper. T count
about o huwrbied cows w they tetien fina the fields,
and T om e ooy i the distance,  The house is an
itnen, stons hubdgy, e tarhe luge windows of
whilv wee proteded by heave wondon shuttns, We
ceorvened with puditenc s, and o huge tom, mane
tint sy {at i lenorly, iy placed ar our disposal. o

Fibet, mstors and setsants, women and e, sery often
g -
¥
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in possession of scveral other derails. I ponder deeply,
and the next moining [ give the oracle.

“ Given that the Liunt door receives the sun’s rays,
its position is favourable, but the dark room must be
provided with a window that will give access to the
leneficent light.

* All the house shall be thoroughly cleaned. All
that it contains shall be taken out, and the dwelling
wrified with the lunwes of wng'. When all the house-

ol atensils huve heen deaned and the dothes, car-
sees aud hlahets been beaten ontside, everything shall
Lc pur buk imo the house and song bumt there
itgrain,

“A picture of image of the Buddha shall be placed
m each toum, and all the rooms shall be kept quite clean,
s0 a: not to show lack of respect to the Buddha, who
will be there in effigy. For the same reason, no ome
shall spit on any flum in the house (such abstention will
be difeule to obeain, but, pethaps, piety will perform the
miracle).

“ Finally, vou will go to the Abbort of the neighbour-
ing monastery and ask him to bless a Sipao (a particular
drawing printed on paper or corton fabric that is sup-
posed to be a powerful charm), and you will place it on
the front duor.”

All these things ¢an do no harm, they may even do
good, and thev aw, ar the same time, in conformity
with Lamaic customs.  The Grand Lama of the monas-
tery—whem 1 shall never see—will be pleased ar the
indiverr compliment 1 pay him in recognizing his
athority and  power, and, consequemtly, if anyone
should happen to (ast 2 doubt as to my genuincness as
Luna, he woulil take him for a fool,

TSmy b e name guven w0 vie driol nerdls of some vorieties of
conferee o vatitoas Jeaves ' ey Fromrds of some forns and shoots of

searyl othey phwt . whvh are hamed oo Charoyt to énmlme perfumed

smuke  Fhis smoke 10 remiiennd to hase the wittue ifyi i3
dnd thinge ok prityiag prop

T



THROUGH EANSU AND SZECIIWAN

Apart from the few presents thar consultations of
this kind bring me, our provision bags remain unfilled.
The successive bad harvests of the past years, the raids
carried out by the brigands, and the levied taxes have
ruined the country; there is nothing left to buy. We
are even without flour and must content ourselves with
the little sun-dried mutton that I have brought from
Kum-Bum, in anticipation of just such an emergency.
Now and then we are able to find some dandelion Eeaves,
which we pick and eat without condiments. This makes
a change from our dried meat diet, but we do not
come across the leaves every day. If our beasts were
not so laden and the country so hilly, we could rapidly
reach Nanping; as it is we are forced to proceed
slowly.

Occasionally, too, we are obliged to go out of our
way, the Shawa pass, which we want to cross, has been
blocked by the inhabitants of a village who are fearing
an attack from bandits coming from Szechwan, The

ass is at the tap of densely wooded slopes. The natives

ave cut down some of the big trees and have laid them
along the path that crosses the mountain. A pedestrian
might be able to thread his way through, but not tiders,
nor laden beasts,

We have to go very far out of our way. This delay
causes us another disappointment; we had hoped to
find food the other side of the mountain.

One consolation, however, is allowed us. That same
evening we come upon a large and prosperous farm,
such as is rarely seen, even in Tibet proper. I count
about a hundred cows as they retwrn fram the fields,
and [ ean see others in the distance. The house is an
immense stone huilding, the rather large windows of
which are protected by heavy wooden shutters. We
are received with polileness, and a huge room, more
than sixty feet in length, is placed at our disposal. In
Tibet, masters and servants, women and men, very often
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share the same room, especially when travelling, As
Tibetans do not undress at night, they do not, as we do,
feel the need of private rooms.

Servants place the cushions and blankets that con-
stitute their master’s bed on the floor. The master, if
he be richly clad, may pethaps take off his outer gar-
ment wxl go to his muc.lh in just his vest and trousers.
Once under the blankets, if these are warm enough, he
will ofren discard his vest and sleep naked down to the
waist, Thiy is whar is done by the majority of Tibetans
of buth suxes, when they are ar home,

As to the women, after 1emoving their jewellery
and outer mbe, they sleep in the long petticoat and
cheinise that they wear under the latter.

As regards the servants, peasants, and the common
eople, who neither have thick cushions nor warm
Wlankets, they go to sleep fully dressed, with just their
helts loosened.

In the big room that was offered us, my boys make

a kind of shelter with one of my tents and put my bed
init ... in this way I was at home. The grand lamas,
when travelling, seclude themselves in this way, by
means of curtains, in order to perform their religious
exercises in private. Tt did not appear extraordinary
for me ro imitate them.

There, ton, I had to pay for the hospitality that had
been shown us, by blessing the whole house, The far-
mer’s chaplain assisted me an acolyte, carrying the grain
and water that 1 had consecrated.

Manv people are under the impression that to the
traveller who leaves the heaten track each hour brings
snme jovous or dramatic adventure,  The truth is less
romantic Mt of the davs pass uneventfully, Monot-
ononsly®  Indeed no. For the one who knows how
t lonk and feel, every moment of this {ree wandering
life is an enchantmuent, r}slsn. in such journcys, the !

.
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periods of blessed repose never last for long. Something
always “happens ” to interrupt them. _

n adventure awaited us while we were quite
innocently going through a wood full of blossoming
trees and rejoicing in the excellent condition of the

aths.

P We were a%)proachin Gomi, when a farmer of the
district came along and for a few minutes spoke with us,
He very kindly asked us to spend the night at his place,
giving us careful directions for finding the house. Then,
having no luggage, he rode quickly away, fepeatin
again from the distance that he would have a mea
prepared for us.

his agreeable meeting, the prospect of a com-
fortable logging and a good supper makes us all feel
exceedingly cheerful. We hurry on and, about two
hours later, as night is falling, we reach the village.

The first thing my boys do is to ask whete the farmer
lives, but before anyone can answer, they are confronted
by an individual who, shouting at the top of his voice,
proclaims that, by order of the local chief, no one is to
give us shelter or sell us anything. Attracted by the
noise he makes, the people come out of their houses and
gather round my men.

I had remained a little distance behind with my son,
When we arrive upon the scene, it has already become
animated. Quickly making my way through the crowd
to see what is happening, I find my three servants being
harangued by a maniac, who, with eyes starting out of
his head, gesticulates 1hreateningly. The villagers are still
quict and silent, hesitating as to the course they should
take. But situarions of this kind arc dangerous: they
must he dealr with quickly, otherwise they are liable 1o
ger ont of hand. The natives may turn on my men at
any moment.

T cast a rapid glance at those about me, there are
about fifty unarmed men. With our weapons, we can

8
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hold out tor some tiwe against them, il marters grow
worse.

" shall T hit him* ™ Sotar says bricfly.

Of course he nwet, and quickly, unless we wish to
receive blows owselves.

I answer him in one word:

“ gt ™ (hiv),

Bangr! the brawler receives a good punch in the
c¢hest. Sonaen inuncediately follows with a blow capable
of stunning an on, while the thind boy belabours the
wan’s s with hi lweavy cudgel. The enemy [alls
prone. The desited effect 1s produced, no one will in-
terfere with us.

We eatih wgln of a clean and empty spot, which
looks tihe o threshing flonr. I give my orders:

“Ter the gan- and tevalvers be seen, pitch the tents,
and arlvice the people not 10 come wandering round us
in the night. Tell them there will be a watcher on guard,
who will shonr at sight, without warning.”

We are lelr weverely alone and we begin to settle in.
Bravely disreparding the magistrate’s commands, an old
womant brings us a bundle of firewood. The lama
recompenees her acneronsly.

An officims intermediary cautiously approaches
Yengden and wils him that the local official has soldiers
posterd ar the sop of the pass that we mean to climb the
nest dav and thee ne one is allowed o cross it without
a letter bearing his wond. e also says that this official
will ev imine oue luz rage in the morning, and then goes
ot fo rcore nvny other things likely to impress ns. The
goud mw han evidonile been sent by the “ official ”
abogr whom he talks so emphatically, It is Tikewise
appas ut that the erene man himself does not dare to
fove s This wrones that he has no soldiers at his com-
tiard, and, pisbably, oo, that he is not certain whether
his suberdinetes will woonort him against lamas, and
cuetgetic famas, at that. Tibetans greatly admire strength,

EN
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and we have just proved that we are not afraid of any-
thing. s

The conversation I overhear, hidden in my tent,
enlightens me as to the meaning of the scene that has
passed. The magistrate takes us for genuine Tibetans
-—rich merchanis or Jamas—and is trying to extort a

encrous bribe from us in return for a free passage.
Te is endeavouring to do it by a process of intimida-
tion. It is an old trick and onc that newly always
succeeds with the natives. Shall T pay or shall T let
him know who I amr I would almost rather pay for
the sake of keeping my incognito. But to give way to
that bruie is to bring discredit upon me, in the cyes of
my servants, and, to lose their respect is to jeopardize
nty authority.

I go outside and briefly tell the messenger to report
1o his master that I will not allow my luggage to be
examined, that his soldiers mean nothing to me, and
that later T will send him my card that he may know
who I am.

Soun after, my boys take Yongden’s card and mine to
him. This produces the expected effect. In a little while
an embassy arvives, with the magistrate’s representative
at its head. He presents me with a complimentary silk
searf and begs me to accepr his chicfs excuses, who,
he says, was unable to guess who we were. Behind him
come men bringing cnough straw and peas to feed my
beasts for ten days and an ample provision of flour and
butter for us. This procession, preceded by lantern
bearers, must greatly impress the villagers. The apolo
is all that can be desived. My servants swell with pride.

“Since the magiserare has soldiers at his disposal,’
T say to the ambassador, “ T desire him to send me four,
t-morrow motning, to act as guides and escort as far
as the top of the pass™ [ abstain from demanding
the letter bearing the “greas man's” seal to show to
the officer in command of the filty soldiers up there.

R
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To do wo vould be unnecsssaty malice on my part.

“You can all go quictly 10 sleep,” 1 tell my boys.
* No robbers will trouble our rest to-night.”

1 was the only one who could afford to laugh at the
comedy that had just been enacred; it had provided me,
free o cost, wirth the provisions we so greatly needed.
As o the magisrate, he Tad “lost face™, and the vil
lagers had been obliged 1o give him gratis the straw,
wis, flour, sud butter that he had oftered us. In the
}'Iu«t. it ivin this way the chiefs generally procure the
gifts that they offer 1o disvinguished visirors,

The one to saller st wes the brawler, whom my
servants had, §feared, Badly hutt. ITe was expinting
his enceess of zeal, and it was quite certain that the official
un whose arcount be had wreived maltreatment would
not give him a werd of sympathy. He could deem
himsell futunare, i his master did not hold him respon-
sible for all that had happened and punish him.

The nest mowning, instad of the four soldiers I had
detnanded, fonr peasants present themselves as guides.
One of them is undoubtedly a leper. I release him
{rom his corvée, withour letting him know the reason
for my generiity, and in order thar he may have no
regrers when his comrades retarn with a licde present,
[ give hity some money,

Whetctipnin wee starr. It is a long steep climb, hard
o an amd beast. Fuatinately, my big black mule
hravely cattes me ud spares me ] the Tatigne of an
often vere wuddy wad — The approach o the pass is
treeke s e the side that we are ascending, and the path
winds in fong sgzags thuonh swampy pastare-land,

No pictiteapme o anhes ups Tor the weariness of
the dimb, The mimrtaing we sheouded v mist, and,
as sty d we deevnd e ovher skde, we enter @ dense
furest  The path then herornss o mere niadk, which
the rafs Dave ol faving bane vocke and roots, and
ane pasage i ¢ mtinnatly obencred by the thomy
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shrubs that edge this semblance of a way, We have to
dismount and perform a variety of tiring gymnastic
feats in order to surmount these difficultics. The incline
is very steep and twilight overrakes us. I go slowly be-
cause of an acute pain, probably neuralgic a.nd: due to
a chill, which stiffens one of my legs. Foresceing that
I shall be a long time on the way, 1 send Sotar, Sonar,
and two of the guidles on in front with the heasts, so
that, on artiving at the stopping place, they may pitch
the tents and wake wa. The lama, Tobgyal, and one
guide remain with me. T have taken the precaution of
Bmvi(liug urysell with a Chinese lautern and this fecble

eacon helps to guide us when darkness envelops us.

Things go from bad to worse with me. I feel feverish,
nty leg grows more and more painful, and the descent
seems inteiminable. Becoming exhausted, I have often
to stop anr rest. Yongden tries to encourage me: * Come,
make an effort, otherwise we shall never get there! ” or
“ You mnnst hurry on; the candle will soon be consumed
and then we shall no longer see the way.” He offers to
carry nie on his back, but along such a path, he would be
certain to stumble before long, then we would run the risk
of breaking both our necks.

Our guide chnoses one of these moments of rest to
inform us that this forest is infested with leopards. The
men of his village have themselves killed six that year, and
those {roin the other villages many more, Occasionally,
tou, one or two tigers have been scen in the vicinity.

Neither the lama nor Tohgyal are pleased at hearing
this, and the former earnestly implores me to “ make an
effort ", T would gladly do so, only my leg is getting
increasingly painful and my remperature is rising.” T do
not mind about the leopards, but I would like to reach my
tent, get hetween warm blankets, and drink some boiling
tea. As [ sl linger a litde, Yonpden improvises a
variery of thythms an a policeman’s whistle,  Lach of us
wears ome of these whistles hanging at his neck, for the

g1



JTLAN IO KNS

vips oo ctbe s b comades o of letung, them
P v e n s Uy e gac o they hove been of
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dt wp bl oo won b u dul mootha pats
b oo ok s sl e obliped o go on
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o ¢ ) ! How olie b pooabl o
oo sy e e wletha the e
v b N 1 [T
hemt oy w o bod e o ed e
ATEET A C | ETIN A I
iy n "ooor s d The wnse Tam
Teloe, o ot D wrenn B bt cm he not hne
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d sefoprd e during anlaw ful rptit itions - Such an idea
P very amusig. &1

ety saguot 2t to higy

“Boht ' he anwews, T ovayogn cannet sit i his char
vt fot uiachwis o ome sialong, as docs the ponpo
al duty oof Gom, who wharad o eaamine yow
by, oo ly

Phioronu et wontims ne himown.

Bar now bt beom o appoy an, connug up towaids us,
aad Ol sl dewdor T Ui thoe people are
Al b dy vy o docdv oy they ate unt thieves.
e appoe adistans o donthe shigh, My 1eputa-
son wdl it T louned Eandnee, Bl a frightonerd hane,

Chetmcaraptof berelonbaays " 1 they we thieves,
wo chall conn Do, Tam bt ahuadd of them”

Ty Dght de Lapiern and Jraad the nrchack o the path.

Jost s T had sansmtaals teaose wlher et searching for
w5 Lo antated by dhie besthy of reatings,

Ac chelr boul wadhed an ontd oapr who had, long ago,
staved g monwstery in Lhasas o &5 b ed may blessing,
anvd wost oft i procession

The path had neeone much beirer, The stangeness
of th wene yoneed e, bekd my attention, and made me
forgst 1y rhiedness,

Men holdi, tlaming pine boughs, lighted the way.
by vs poineed them comerg 1w bfferont ditedtions, and
tong botere dwic forms covld be dutinguished. gleams
fenn thast primative torches dancad o the distance. The
fotest hecatae o faityland of dasding bghts and deep
shadons

Unte thwiters marune alead, buined tragram
herh e pots Bled st smonddering chaceal. The
pisine siohe,  teading vuder e hin twees, added a
nehubats ot o phanoms 1 th babmic proression.

Iy this way e weachisd v lore Cbamlet, and scattoed
huvs appeared inoahe worl My sdes stopped T
time 1o time, then the perhu, of the hnning heibs
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1 e pangent, the doud of smoke more dense,
lune o watue ather brasa 1 plimpeed vague human
» prostrating et dves bedore e, which I blessed
JUINIRE Y
t Lot in @« baing, lotud inysell Lacing my camp,
three tents hod be o pikhed, T rushed into mine,
Liay beed sunele, and feaud that the villagers had
W s wirh b weapory Blled with excellent
reed wen LAt sovoal cups of it ae a hearty
Lol et jo bl quate nhssheds 1 had cone
v doreonnen all olon iev feset ad painful leg,
MEthe vo e wonbd e woowo o give ot wustinals a
creat A ddoey o T emed v nonden mysell to
sty-fout fou etnn, bar, by taking a litde trouble,
o 1 nen ol tve s thing, worth-while to he dis
vl The yorv poamy of e bamlet, 1ight in the
A of v b, nsdde me think that swely some
mby et b srciad sl plue or elie T eould fearn
e ineh sone by Cwrwening the worship of the
Lobiries bt oM peenaally Buddhists, the major-
ol the Tibetot woh the eveeption of the learned
Vi i by Shanivag,
When the old fropa Cue 0 wec me in the morning,
ul et Ll o querion ki on these subjects,
*This villyg « 1o 0 e oly ble e he said. Tt has
w the honeur of vt ek pecrad viag, for you told me
it erdginally on Dad prepesid oossing, the Shawa pass,
yunt hnd nor Juand it s~ blodked, sou weuld not have
sserd thnonoh e insrhe godswho Ive led yon 1o ue.
vl then, abovt B wchy o, o dubtheb (hely
dvic b, cortasndy broasde be thow o soppad no far
e hocsend Ve o o e e ot Gon extends
poll b e e aniegs Sinee Wi anival no
wohas e i et bou e doc ke, b canse ol his ;.{')t)d
AL rhe bouve £ adi e 8 e Pal bt v
Oht E bt Do otae g boter than « legend,
vk gl v e furennon of mein,. 10 see the
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dubthob. This created difficaltics. The hermit had
wrelered the villagers not o disturb him and not to
approa b the hut that they had buile for him, except now
and then 1o bring Lim foud.  However, yiclling to my
enstreatios and tempted by the promise ol a present, the
trapi comventedd to condoct mc]thcrc.

Tl dubthob’s hut was in the middle of the wood.
No path ded to i, and, to reach 1, we were obliged to force
ot way through the bushes that grew under the great
e,

A vapue attempt at a cleadinly badd heen made near the
bt which was encireled by sorme dochods.! Litde flags
floated hom it thatched oot and othes hung from cords
stret hed from tree to tree tound the hermitage. Orna-
tnented in this way, it resembled one of those altars that
are dedicarerd to rural deitics of the mountain and forest.

In hecping with such a scene, T thought to find Tl’.le
dubthob scated in the orthudox posture and plunged in
deep mediration.  Notling of the sont, }hc holy man was
purtorming the very ordinary act off cating. He had just
made tea and was now drinking it shile narraking of
roasted maize,

Alrhough he did not appear pleased to see me, he was
nevertheless polite, I offered him the usual scarf, the
custtuary token of civility in Tibet.  Knotted in the
cortier of the silk, I had put a Livde sitver. He did ot
seein ta be aware of the fact, but placed the scarl beside
him rn a small carpet and invited me 1o sit on a block of
woad, which stood in a corner.

The hermie told me that he proposed resuming his
jouriey the next month,  Tle was one of those wanderin
saldior pus® of whom there are humdreds in Tibet.

P Written ria mt hod, literalls, stone oflenmes. piles of stones heaped
up o henonr of docat slerties- gods of the wountains, fuists, et ,
Thee they wore raped o the stchoite, ws o ek of tespect,

YWourtn rmel Abyer, ol means “the ane whe has attained calm,
serenty T T the me gt to mstic, to vy 1 las been much

mutat e bk wumber of reliveous impostors dongeg 1o 1he weegilar
amb reving ety appuogriate the titke,
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[ acked hita i, :llu):‘n‘a‘ ¢ his stay in that forest, he had
wenan u.;rmnltum N ‘1 " arth the local deities, and I gerudy
ek hamabout e 00 the villagers had

el 1 fin . .
vt ronid o dhacd 4, 4 il he himself were a sylvan
vity.

S ged! ™ he ‘1"'1"”‘;.(1 with scorn. **He who has
yuteted Jrnas and Ihrzyy/l,;“”g, i fao supetior to the gods.
e the Thuts, the fu e the s who dwell in this forest
R w0t T 30 ALY L Lomape, and 1 bless thetn, as
o bl v men ek al thinge, 1 do nothing but that;
b, s oo 7 wo among heings and things

P1es, aub . .
ul Tl ‘im’w ' ! lmppuwsw. Sarva mangalam.’,
o mangalam

sl s unrd, . .
| (tlld e l""“:m"" the decp weight that discerns
sat the sudyar o

Pl e e neth P 1eeive, this s what must be
quured. CTlees mothy e ondin and it is the sonrce
| th- infinit. and Sty powerful charity of the
aili-antyas, ) 4

Tliis wandde g ‘} rie possessed a ready tongue, Had
2 vead the wonds ; spoke and was merely tepeating
wm, or i}‘:{,‘:,!ﬁ-.f;".'-unmcl their wewning? Whichever
vas IR ais hut, epty excepr fur an old rug, a ragged
ity and o Lirecben ueensils, the dubthob enveloped
weelf juoan nesph v o quiet dignity and serene
nevole nee, whis b, perhapt, was nut without an element
':’M‘:“

We hat hadlv Befe e haty on our way back to my
np, whin the trfi v |-

T dorads sl wlidh vou speke to him, thcy
re ot buill by she ot s, Tt by the geds of the
wrai, e e and the fens ey all pay howage
ey, b he tell e Phsee ducimdy tnorase in number;
Weep g e b e Bac o dre pofot ol and superior

IR IR IEE v ey g e the ooy ntder-

EIETANS | A AR B ot Peenpe 0 D vand

Sartir e ocs b e 0w e mehpen Jangnage of
DI U TORN CH N (N A Mo e gt

Baaas who Lo ettty Somer o qanste sl peifes on immeds-
PRI AR AR LS N
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vach tine vur people take him Lood, they discover fresh
[EH AN

* Ah! 1t is most unforrunate thar this dubthob should
think ol leaving us  What o pity that he cannot dic here,
v could than prescrve his hones; they would make power-
ful talmans! ¥

Dn the ghest 1idge visible Tiom our camp stands a
tow ol volitd ek, cach shaped like a chorten,’ and
bt amon ; Pieny, Qe tallest ooe shines forth luminously
white, A an v, these andous montments tuin golden,
and then. pass thiough all the shades fiom o1ange to
butathed copper, and dark puiple, before fading in the
shadow.  But lenp alter dokness has engulted the sus-
tounding landseape. the grear white chorten still remains
visthle, 1ts cold radiance lighting the inscrutable night.

My people declue it to be a chérten rang jung, and
respec thully prostrate themselves before the pure wonder
that 11es 10 the douds.

Tibctans tevere the lovely {orms of nature. They are
patticularly aftected by the beauty of rocks; these they
wpad as self-creared works of ait (rang jung)® animated
with a spint of their own, which those that owe their
eaistenr ¢ to human labour do not possess.

I ton linges in admiration. contemplating the majestic
spur tacle, and, for the teorrow, 1 promise myself the great
jny uf 1eactung, il not the ridge with the chortens, at least
a &pot from where T can see them close to. But on my
vang this thought, Sotar, with a knowing toss of his
buad, remanka:

“ I is nor powible 10 nach chortens that appear in
thes way. They are inaccessible. We shall probably no
bwzet wee them toanorow when we wake, They have
buaught uy o goord omen, That's all”

Peheven 3 vhoon moniw ohoof the lamld that the Boddbivs of
frwnve ! ipy Tibotan spelting omchiod cion
Pl Dibetan pelbun, sung b,
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The goml wan is mistahen, but only partly so. I
s tie il witl the chertens at dawn nexe morning;
thy Lagest, the iang atuony thein, has taken on a peartly
fustre anel @aniiy 2 1oscate light

b jutsg in the Laddbe with the combined feelings of a
lunbs g who rowcttug, vt o conquer a mountain aud a
el Jruim ying o a shune

I vhe wead, e e Jide of 1le path, we come
wtony pve volfme o ol g msact, the other aumbling w
precos,

My wront, et hibetan trapas that they
Cadrait the bons, Leapimg o find the Jeurs with which
to wiahe kanghngy, thow macabie flute, that are used in
the polbtanes ol oibdn tes by the naldjorpus of
thete cmntty, Pabiog they have been forestalled by
wora> ath e soarcha o tomors, For these particular bones
vt be Tunnd,

Oue ot the wier then ingenwously proposes to open
the other ol w9 s2e tf w0 does oot contain what he
wauts. The wuggestion muhes me think how diverse are
the worhd's vwrious cistoms and ideas.  The violation of
a oy is omstdered 1o be a crime in the West, but the
Til taws, wiso gbandon their dead as a supreme act of
chatity ot wild beasts, do not see anything repre-
b neible m b ,

ket favmes would perbaps hesitate to open this
woll, o 1ot of wotanhing or aunoying sume bad spirits,
whe ts it then artach theinselves to them and do them
D, Bor my boys awe manks. They are convinced
thet the Lo bl py o whom they will give or sell their
firnd wi'l be capble ot «ubingating any demon who might
atteapr 1o hwat thom, Mareover, they are aceustomed
o e enne mistoal jovmients and ornaments. Such
iy are 10 b found in the possession of many lamas
sl ot Tlhetan aseeties. 1, myself, have a kangling in
oy hage e amd wear o rosary of lictle dises made from
hiuman Shulle roud my neck. The Chdstian hermits,



TAROUGH KANSU AND SZECHWAN

t0o, had often a skall in their caves, Death is an
inexhaustible subject of neditation in all acligions;
but that which the Tibctan mysucs see thinugl this
dismal display ol images s not death itsell, bur it
unreality.

As 1o e, instead of the dicad of demons, 1 hase the
fear ol micerobes. Last year cholera taged in this region.
§ peravade my people uor W touch the coffin, [ explain
to them that the Chirese have not the same ideas as they
have upon the trearment of the dead and that the natives
would think it very bad of us i we dived o open o
coflin.

We pass on our way.

Lo some time yet the {aity chéntens remain in sight,
We gradually get closer to thent, then suddenly the path
turns In another direction, Between us and che crest on
which they stand other summits interpose themselves,
and as we continue to climb, we leave below us the vision
that, since the previous cveniny, has bewitched us.
Never will we touch those “miraculous” aciial
monuments.

A small adventure awaits us on the other side of the
pass.  After having dismounted at the beginning of the
descent, we follow an indescribably muddy wack. I let
the scrvants go on in front with the animals and T walk
behind with the lama.  Farther on, the path becomes
good, and, as the weather is fine, we stroll slowly through
the forest.

All of a sudden ve hear shots. Someone has fired
close by, Probably some hunters, wnd as the under
gronth 1s very thick, they may, oo seeing indistinet fvims
through the bushes, take us lor game and put an wunce
of lead intn ws. 1 wrge Yongden on, we must show
ourselves,

But lo! at the ruming of the path, elimbing up
towards us, we meet two of the most extravrdinary
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nelividuals { have ever come across.  They are dressed in
ags, and their muted hair, falling to their shoulders,
wlf hides their faces. One of them carries a gun, the
il of which T Lave never seen outside a museum of
antiyuities, and the other a pike. In order to let us pass
the two men draw back into the hushes, aud then a third
one cumes into sight. This one holds in his hand an
extiaordinaty weapon; a kind of daggerknile with a
triple edged Dlade, as long as a foreann.

We can only stae in aimazement.

*They are huniers,” | whisper to Yongden, unable
to imagine what clse these savages can be.

“No," he answers, * they are soldiers.”

Suldiers! T have seen some pretty odd specimens of
soldiety in China and Tibet, l';ut not any that have
approached in growsquenvss these we have just met.
While I am still wondering, we hear more shots.

It would certainly be wise to show ourselves; more-
nver we have nouw been seen by the three men,

Hurrying on, we come out into a clearing where we
find about twenty natives, all of whom more or less
resemble those we have just passed.

Lolling un the grass, these ragamuffing are firing into
the aly, at nothing.  Have they seen us cuming from afar,
withour our anticing it? Do they wish to appear
important by making a noise, or are they amusing them-
selves by rrving o Bighten us?-—Among them are some
liule oy s carrying piles, the handles of which have been
shentened to suit the height of their owners.

A photgraph of thiv group would moke a good
pic tare, but unfortunately my camera s in my saddlebag.
Ancrher thowsht queckly chases away any idea of securing
a snapshut,

What has happened to our beasts? I there are
annther tvenry moen Himilae to these a lirde lower down
the munntain, the animaly nm a grear risk of being
solen. Yot no sounds of fighting have come to me
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through the gtillness of the forest, and 1 know that my
three men would not Tet themselves be 1obbud without
putting up a suenuous defence. They are betwer stmed
than these ragged soldiets.

The pseudo “braves ” du not say anything to us as
BC pass 0N ulr way. Then, one ol thew risks the usual
yrestion :

* Whete are you going to? "

Without stopping, T anewer:

" To Nanping.”

We quictly continue the descent, W have aot gone
a hundred yards before the whele band pets up and
follows ws. Fhe three men whow we had met going up
to the pass have retened and joined the othiers,

We go on for somne distance with this escor, then !
catch sight ol my mules in a meadow. They are all
there, and my boys are sitting by them. The zlds open
their eyes wide with astonishment on sceing the lama
and me in such strange company.

‘We must not now appear in a hurry to get away, as
if we were afraid. That would be unwise. If these
people have no bad intentions, to act in this way
would only be to put such ideas in their heads. ff
they already harbour them, calmness, coolness, aud an
assured air arc the best means of making oursclves
respecied.

I thereforc sit down, ask for my thermos flask, and
drink a cup of tea, It is the moment for a chat, I hegin
questioning the one whom T think is their chief.

“Who are your—What are you doing in these
partse ”

“We are soldiers from Nanping,” he replies. “We
were sent to el the troops that are expecred from
Kansu, but some passing muleteers have told us they will
not arrive w-day. 8o we are returning,”

The ice is broken; the savages talk. They admire
my American boots, the marvellous botde that kueps
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the tea liot, and my biyg Sining mules. Then I stanid
up, get into saddle, and we set ofl augmpamcd by the
bearers of absutd guns, resolutionary pikes, and farcical
daggers.

Atter all they me gond fellows, they do not intend
1o wh us. We are probably congenial to them, for, in
a veiled way, they give us good advice.

“ Do not enter Nanping,” the chief says to us. “The
town i~ full of soldiers, you will be robbed there.”

We will profit by this advice, but by interpreting it
in out own way. As to thase who have given it us, they
liedd when they «aid they wete soldicts from Nanping;
they do not 5o as tar as the town. but stop at a mountain
villige, while we continue our way.

Yangden, who is prone to suspect people of nurturing
had dusigns and who is, pethaps, not altogether wrong
in doing sn, thinks that our shaggy friends, not wishing
to attack us in the day time, have urged us not to seek
lodgings in the town in order that, if we decide to camp
ourside it, they may he able to steal our heasts duting
the night.

{ do not belicve this, but as threc of my mules
need shucing and we mast buy food, we will go to
Nunping.

The town lies in a large valley through which flows
the Paishini ho. We find the place crowded. The
Governor of Szechwan, who has been beaten by a rival
general and is in flight, has mken refuge in Nanping,
From a distance § wee the house where he is staying,
Trimophal ardns, mude of branches and decorated
with red paper garlands and malticoloured lanterns,
stand conspicuowly in the garden in front of it. The
"u'iumpha{)" whies ~eem 10 me to be a litde out of
pl{uv: wder the drcumstances, but it is not for me to
Litietze.

Some thousad . of soldiers in decenr uniforms. who
do not i the least resemble the begarly crew we fell in
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with, are roaming about the town, and at first it secms
wmpossible to find lodoings. We hesitate ta camp in the
open, in a guden where some kind marketgardeners
affer us a place. 'The confusion that reigns in Nanping
niy encourage thieves to atempt an attack, aod Yongden
+f rematns mistustfal of our late companions' inten-
tions.

It in almost nizht when a Mohanunedan emntier
invite, s 1o <helter in a shed nevet to his honae. Tle can
also put the heasts in a cdosed stable. built in the com
yard, The fast proposal dedides mes Hore se will enjoy
the gteaieet possible seeatity.

My host immedianddy has the ciod caept and cleaned,
as bewt he can. Mohwmaedans hne usually & pgreater
regaid for (leanliness than the other natives. However,
the good man can do nothing againt the tenible wnell
of the skins that lic piled in his shop. It makes me {eel
ill, and [ hasten to forget it in sleep,

Once more it is impowsible for v v replenish our
empty provision bags. No eggs, no butter, no milk, no
vegetables can be bought, only a litrle salt pork and four
at a ridiculous price. There is also no straw for the
animals, and both peas and barluy cost ren times their
value. The troops requisition all they find.

We learn that the soldiers expected fiom Kanew are
a band of brigands, who want to plunder the toun. The
inhabitants are filled with diemay. They are afraid le
the defeated governor's treops should nor be strong
enough to defend the rown, or their chief should deem
ir wiser to retire withonr fighting.

T am now of the opinion that the strange wan-
derers in the forest were the vangnard of this army of
handits.

We had counted on westing, for a few days; umelling
in the monntains atony barely defined paths, the nd
weather. the indifferent food, all thew things have tended
to tire us. The maules, having long sinee cast munt of
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th it shoes, injure theasclves when walking, laden, aver
sl uneven and stony ground.  Nevertheless to remain
in Nanping and run the 1isk of finding ourselves in the
puthit of war and pillage is imprudent.

We decide to lave the town before daybreak.
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Orutine afta Jeaving Nanping ae astend the

Pachint ho, then ve oner mote crosy the tiountains,
Nutwithstaudng the fangue, privations, and difficulties,
out euiney 1 a delight Unfotumarely the weather
boctaues 1ainy, and on the sceond day we are overtaken
by a violent thundersiorm.  The next day, at the same
hour, the stotm breaks again.

I do not know of anything that is more wretchedly
uncomfortable than a camp hactily pirched on soggy
ground, in the rain, und a night spent in damp dothes
amdd blankets. Honever my servants, who have been
under{ed for several wecks, appear so tired that T shall
camp again to-day, if they want to stop. T consult them,

“Oh!” answers Sotat, “we have no opinion on the
subject. If Tetsun Kushog tells us to stop, we will stop;
if she tells us to go on, we will go on.”

The othets nod their approval.  Ir must not be
thought fiom this montal attude thar these men ure
fouls, far fiom 1t, but their views concerning the relation
between master and servant differ from those in the
West. Their answer does nor donote any abject servilivy,
Jt merelv cepresses an unbonnded confidence i e and
a tecagnition uf the supedotity of my intelligence. They
cxpect me to provide for their well being wd take it for
ganted that whatever T decide to do will be wise and for
their good.

At Tast, after going from hamlet to hamlet, we find
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shelter i the house of 2 young Chinese couple and pass
the night wnder cover. My boys are radiant, once more
my petapicacity has asserzed itself—they call it prescience.
While diying themselves in [ront of a huge fire, they
jnyowsly prepare our meagre supper.

“The next day, we continue our way through dense
forets that hase the reputation of being unsafe.  With
eyes swarching the undergrowth to caleh the least move-
menr amony the twigs aned cars straining 1o detect the
slightest suspicious sound, we ride [or the greater part
of the dme tn silence, At night, the men relicve one
anothel n Leeping guand, [ also take iny tim at watch-
ing: the only privilege I allocate to myself is the choice
of the first or last watch, so that my slecp may not be
iuterrupted. Tt i< possible to hecome accustomed to all
things. The sharp little thrill chat the Lama and 1
experienced the first few times when loading our weapons
before a start and thinking of the brigands who mighe
shase themelves. is, if not actually dead, at least grearly
weakened,  As to the others, they have long since become
accustomed to frequenting dangerous regions, and, dur-
ing their childhood, brigand stories took the place of
fairy tales.

Travilling by casy stages we finally arrive before the
Binpn monastery at Tagyu.

The Binpos are the adherents of the ancient religion
of Tibet, the one the Tihetans professed hefore the
imgrocduction of Buddhista into therr country. At least,
that is what they say and what is repeated by Orientalists
when swriting abont Tibet.

All the same the real facts are much more com-
plicated than this simple definition would lead us to
believe. There exist in Tibet many varieties of Bonpos
wud ir Bs doubuful whether. at present, any of them
exactly represent the religions forms that prevailed before
the seventh century of our era.

What were the doctiines of the primitive Bénpos?
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We really do not know, To sav that these Bnpos were
Shamanisty thiows little light upon the question. There
exists no clearly defined " Shamania religion”,  The
Shaman is a sorcerer, sometimes a tnagician or cven an
occultist cxpert in secret lore; his habitual clients are
called Shamanises,  But these farts do not imply dither a
common doctiine or commeon practices: quite the reverse,
cach repion and cach Shaman have their own,

Up 1ill now se have found uo genuine docamentary
evidence to enlighten as on the “ Shamaism ™ of the
ancient Bdapos. According 1o Tibotan chronicdes, no
wiiring existed in that country Iefore the reign of King
Srong besan Gampe (seventh century), who sent wme
learned men to India (ov perhaps to the fronfier counties
of Nepal and Kashmere, of Indian civilization), to look
for the elements of an alphabet, in order that the Budd-
hist Writings might be translated.

Some Bonpos declare, on the other hand, that a
kind of writing did exist in Tihet before this time and
that their sacred books date from long hefore the reipn
of Srong bisan Gampo. Such a thing is possible. More-
over this would not mean that the Tibetans possessed
a writing of their own. These baoks could have been
written elsewhere than in Tibet. Those who know the
habits of the penple of these regions are well aware that
books that are reputed to be sacred form the object of
a worship that does not, necessarily, entail a knowledge
of their contents on the pat of the worshippers ar even
the simple possibility of their bring able to read them.
There are a great number of illiterate penple in Tihet
who possess Tibrarles of sacred hooks. These works are
placed in rows above an altar, and befme them the
[aithful prostrate themeelves, hn incense, and light
lamps in token of veneration. This is—ag thev them-
selves are aware—the culr of a wisdom rhat they do not
think themsclves as yet capable of reaching, bur that
they hope to attain to in another life.
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However, up 1o the present, the Bonpos have never
been able to produce either books of proved antiquity
or archeological evidence in support of their statements,

The modern Binpus divide themselves into two
wreat groups, which in their trn sub-divide themselves
into nuany hianches, The two main divisions are those
of the White Bons and the Black Bins respectively.

IMe White Bens have slavishly imitated the Lama-
ists,  Their dipnitries all themselves lamas, theiy
memks wear exactly the same costume as the trapas,
and their monasteties vesemble in every way the
Lamaist gompas. o their temples you lind starues
identical with these of the Buddhas and the deitics
venerated by the Lamaists, the only difference js that
the Bénpns have given them other names. With them
Guru Shenrabs' holds the same place that Gautama
Buddha occupics with the Buddhists. Just as Gautama
Buddha is satd to have had several predecessors, Budd-
has like himself, so the Bonpos name several predeces-
sors of Guru Shenrabs. These last, Buddhas or Bénpo
Masters, have no historical existence. As to Guu
Shenrabs, although we are not so well informed with
relerence to him as we are with regard to Siddhartha
Gautama, (the historic Buddha) it is probable that he
actually lived. He is reported to have been born in
the counrry thar was ormerly called Shang-Shung,
situated in the south-west of Tibet. His real personality
has disappeared in legend and the mania for imitating,
which rages among the Binpos, has led them to create
4 biogtaphy of him that reproduces all the chief
featnres of the one of the Buddha.

As to their ductrines, the White Bonpos pride them-
«clves on professing the same as those of the Lamaists.
They pracrise the dubthabs,” the evoking of the deities

U Written Gehienrahs
T Wnitten grh 2ieeh, lrerally * method 0 sieceed ™. See evplanations
eoncerning dubihabs i Terabons amld Intwades in Tibet, page o1,
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for the purpose ol obtaining peacelul or terrible results.
Their discipline ditfers but little fiom that of the non-
reformed Lamaists ot the Agma sect of * Red hats "
As it is with these last, matrtage and the drinking of
aleoholic beverages is pernuted to the dagy.

Bonpos sacrifice awmals dwing the patormance of
sume ol their tites, but this applics Lhicdy to the Black
Bénpos.

The Black Bonpos are more ariginal than their White
coteligionists,  Perhaps they bave beuer preserved the
primitive chanacter o thewr religion. They me not so
numerous as the * Whites” and do net generally form
themselves into groups. The natives of the Himilayas
mithe a distinetion between the Binpos and thuse whom
they vimply call Béns. According w them, the Bénpos
are all those—whether laymen or members of the clergy
—who repeat bon la kyab su chi wo instead of chiis la
kyab su chi wo' and do the ritualistic circumambulation
ol the religious monuments by keeping them on their
leit instead of on their right, as do the Lamaists, Now
the Bén, on the other hand, is a veritable sorcerer and
tedium, one to whom all have recourse when the magic
power of the lama does not appear to be strong enough
to obtain the desired eflect: usually the overcoming
of the demon who is the cause of the evil, bur alsn, in
more secret cases, the harming or Lilling of an enenty.
The Bon hardly ever performs other than bloody rires,
the sacrifice of an animal is always demanded when he
officiates.  Women as well as men can be Bon, and,
very often, the kind of natural gift that, so the natives
think, makes a person a Biln, is transmitted hereditarily.

Among these mountaineers there is no ancagunism
between the Lamaist clergy who belonp exclusisely to
some “Red Hat” sects and the Bius. The Lamas
do not oppose the Bins and the Bone petform their

t Written ben or (hos e sivabe s pomhe YVt efuge i the
doctrine  (respectively that of Buns m that of the Buddbg)
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devorions in the Lupaist temples. 1 even know a trapa
of high pusition in his monastery, who is the husband
ol « Bon woman and who assists at the rites conducted
by his wite in the villages.

In the north of Tibet, the black Bins are very
sirular w the agags pes—inagicians, who are classed as
Lamaists,  Just as among the agagspas, there are men
of distinctive characier among the Bons, some of whotn
are really remahable enher for the originality and
abstrusciiess of their philusophical conceptions or for the
development of their psychic lacultics.

Su, we found ourselves in front of a Bénpo monastery.
It was not yei mid-day, hadly the hour at which tw
stop and cunp, bue 1 was travelling for the purpose of
obscoving and lemning and not at all for breaking a
speedd tecord. I have always travelled slowly; a habit
that has enabled me to see many things and listen to
many people. I was not going stupidly to continue my
way that day. On the contrary, I determined to gain
admission to the monastery.

Permission to enter within its walls was given us;
bur thete was no room available. The next day the
monks weiw to celebrate a solemn service for a man who
Lad lately died. A preat number of villagers were
conting from a distance, and, as it would be impossible
fur them 1o return the same day, they had to be given
bidpings. In facr, many of them had already arrived
il were insralled in the houses that surrounded the
temple.  Tlowever, we needed no roof, all we required
wus teave o pitrh our tents. This was granted us, and
L waa even allowed 10 <hoose a place for my tent in the
principal courtvard, in frour of the peristyle of the
temple, . .. D6 was mmexcellent spot from which to
witness the ceremony that was in preparation.

I sent rthe customary scarf and present to the head
of the monastery, and. afrer unpacking, waited 10 be
asked t go 1o him or fur him to come to me, accord-
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ing to the degree of usieem of which he decmned e
worthy.

He simply sent an officer of hiv household, who
brought me the tea of welcome and, as present, some
big pieces of butter. This small show ol LOULLLSY Wan
suflicient to enable me to peserve my digmty. 1 chank
the rea, and, when the monks had gone, began w look
at the Taithiul, fresh groups of whom were aniving a
¢yely nmucent,

1§ 1 was interesied o thewn, they were qually
teteated in me. Many of thewn cune to see and to wn
sult me, either concerning wnaladies Irom which they
or thur wlations sultered or abort the care ol their cops
and cattle,

At nightfall, the Abbot paid me a visit. He began
by apologizing for not having come to welcome me on
my airival, and gave as the 1cason for the delay, the
preparations that had o be made for the next day's
ceremony. He courteously questivned me as to iy well-
being. Was I comfortable in my tent? ., . Had I
suflicient provisions? . . . He was going to send me
SUpPET.

[inally, he approached the subject that he had at
heart. Relying on my discretion, he confided to me
that the affairs of the monastery were not in as fourish-
ing a condition as he could have wished. He was in-
clined to think that this unlortunate situation might be
owing ta the position of the temple door, which had
perhaps been made to face the wrong direction' He
hegged me to tell him if ¢his were so, adding that, should
it he necessary, he would not hesicate ro pull down the
facade of the edifice and build it up again {aring another
cardinal poiut,

He had a second canse for wnicev, The had o

UThe Tihetims, as aba the Chive ¢ astaeh vroat bopartinee 6 the
ditectnn an whirh the puncipal catranee al o Sdda, e tally that of
a teple, Laces
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chume the site for a new cemciery.' What spot was
most suited 1w this purpose. It was of the otmost im-
portance to avoid iritating any of the local deitics and
to be safe from the bad spirits that haunt the tombs,

“(hese things wae all very complicated,  He felt the
welght o his revponsibility and would be very glad o
have the advice of a Khadoma.

I put off giving my answer until the next day, and,
the promined sapper having been brought, I began to
eat, thinking to have no mote visitors that night.

I was nustaben. | had not Gnished my meal when
o frapa pulled back the curtain of my tent.

“I would fike to speak to you,” he said.

“Come in and sit down.” § answered,

He sat down on a rug and, without preamble, began

“My Lama‘ and 1 live in a hut that belongs to the
monastery, but we are not Binpos. We are nengpas.’
... My Lama is ill. I have heard that you were dis-
tributing medicines; perhaps you have one that will cure
my Masu’:,r. . . . He docs not know that I have come to

TR
* Why do you live among the Bonpos, if you are
not Binpos? ” 1 asked.

“ My Master knows,” replicd the trapa.

T saw that he would not give me any explanation
on the subject.

* What is the nature of your Master’s illness® ” 1
then acked, “ 1 canmnt give you any medicine without
knowing what is the matter with him. Can he not
come here wmorrow moming? . .. If he is oo weak
1o walk, will o o hin”

} The Baspos buny tvir diad - The Lamists do not; they butn them,
theos chiom ta the mser, Y them expoed on the mountadn, or, in
Conrtal Db, out the B odr nte prace B the volunes o deventt

My i\ rhat vy prritial gnides v gura ', accordiag o
e Skt rernr which vl weed in the rlipnms lanenage of Tiber

CN gt e den®, weaneng, th e who hdone 1o the sprrital hody

of hu-l.llhid adepts B Jarhind of ather rebigiona aie called chyirolpas ;
“nutedir
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“ Perhaps be will die,” murmured the trapa,

Was the case then so gravere  Hthat wae so, | didd
not possess sufficent wedicd hnowledge o be ol wse,
but charity demanded I should go and see the suflaer
Iuwas pussible bis disciple magnified the Gl ague due
to w sitaple attack ol fever pught appeat o o as a
premonttory symptom of the death agony.

"1 will go and see him at once,” T said,

I called Yongden and we lel together, guided by
the trepa. The hut was inoa hude wood, dose o the
HonsLLLy,

" War,” whispered the monk, ws we newed o, "I
must fist go m and announce your vimit. The Lama
did not order me to fetch you; he may be angy at my
having done s0.”

He went in.  Instead of remaining discreetly at o
distance, Yongden and I erept o the duur, wiged lor-
ward by curiosity, How would the zealous disciple be
received by his spintual master?  Gurus are often hot-
tempered n Tibet,

At fust we only heard indistinet murmurs. Doubt-
less the trapa was telling his master about the inittative
he had taken and our arrival.

Crack!

There was no mistaking the sound: it wus that of 2
blow. At all events some energy remained to the dying
man,

My son laughed. quietly.

" That was the hind of thing I received from my
profesaor of grammar,” he remarled.

T had long been familiar with this detail of his < hol-
days. T sianed him to be silent.

The sufferer was now speaking in a brohen solee,

4 will not see her, .. Medidne! L. L Fooll L
You hase po faith in me. Oh! poor mel The had
actions T committed i my past lives base Biought me
this despieuble disdple.”
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The voice grew muffled.

" Why did [ reveal the secret to him! . . . His sins
have become wi obstacle in my path, . . . Medicines.
.« It is the manuscript § want, it is there. . . . I shall
then know how to live lorever. . . . Inside one of the
statues, but which . .. 77”7

" Be yuiel, be quiet, Knshog,
who stspetted we might hear,

As the tesule either of anger or weakness, the patient
began to breathie noisily, as (f he were choking,

“ Wrerit 1 bave wold you a hundred times! ” he
continued, hcmming excited again.  “The Bonpos do
not kunw that the book is hidden there. . . . And you
ferch this woman, . . . Perhaps you have told her. . . .
Perhaps you have told the Bonpos. . . "

I have said nothing, Be quiet, Kushog,” again im-
plured the distracted disciple.

“Gu away! Go! ... gol ..

The vowe gradually weakened, the words became
confused. 'The trapa cried repeatedly: ©Kushog! my
Lamal ™ But 1 could not distinguish any response.
Hud his master fainted, or had the old man’s anger
brought ont a stroke? Yongden wanted to go in, but I
kept him back. By showing ourselves, we would only
run the risk of intreasing the harm of which, quite un-
wittingly. we had been the cause.

T heard the trape moaning, as he walked to and fro
in the hut. He was evidently trying to come to his
master’s aid.

I waited, thinking perhaps he would call me and
that [ might be able 1o help the sick man in some way.
Prosently the tiapa came ot As he opened the door
Veangii o glmpee of an old Jama leaning apainst the
wall, provped up on cither side by cushions.  His eyes
were wide open, bur he did not nieve,

We had stpped back a litle, but not far enough

1 Sir,
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10 prevent the frapa from realizing thai we had both
listened to and heard what bis masier had suid.  For
1 woment he remuined as il nonplussed, then said:

" Kushog does not wish for your medicines. e is
not il fle will nor die. e will never die .. .
never . .

tle spoke strangely, like a man who is out of his
mind or who dreams.

Nevertheless, 1 once more ollered my services, only
1o have them energetically vefused.

“RKushog does not want anything, . . . Jle is not
it ... He s not going o die. . L7

And as | tutned away, the thought came to me that
perhaps the old ama had jusc died.

The scarch for the seaet of immortality has been
as resolutely pursued in China as that for the philo-
sopher's stonc has been in the West.  Moreover, it is
satd by some, that what, in our countries, was exoiuri-
call Jescribed as the transmutation of base metals into
gold, meant, to the initiates, the science of becoming
mmmuortal.

The ancient Chinese Taocists openly boasted of
possessing the secret of immortality, and more than one
credulous prince hag died from the effects of the magic
elixir that, he helieved, would assure him eternal life,

In our times, less is heard concerniny this secret of
secrets, but there are still some who scarch for a means
by which their personality may be forever retained in
their present bodies.

On the other hand various theories regarding the
poszibility of judcfinitely prolonging individual existence,
cither in a spiritual or tna nateriat forny bat outside of
the body to which it is at present attached, are, even in
our days, part of the esoterie feaching of some Asiatic
spiritual masters and oecultists,

Immortality in our actual boudy has never interested
the Tibetans to the samne degree as i has the Taobsts,
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For to the one who ﬁrmly believes in the theory of
reincarnation or of repeated rebirths, the problem of
immortality is solved. Nevertheless, according to several
traditions, among the Many secret books hidden by
Padma Sambhava ln out of the way places, there are 1o
be found treatises that describe ways by which death can
he evaded, and, among the seeiexs of these hidden
books, a small number specially look for those on that
subjuct.

The Bénpos, more particularly the Black Bénpos, who
resemble the Taolsts in Mmany ways, still hold traditions
concerning the secret of immortality. The old lama, of
whom I had caught a glimpse, might have heard, or
have imagined, that a Bonpo manuscript dealing with
this subject was somewhere among the sacred books that
had been stuffed into the temple statues of this monastery.
Such a thing could have been done without the nature of
the manuscript becorning known tothose who had handled
it. These men might have been illiterate, or, as is often
the case, completely indifferent to religious literature.

All the statues that are venerate by the Tibetans,
either in private houses or in temples, contain sheets of
paper on which passages from the Sacred Writings are
printed, or, In the case of small statuettes, just short
mantras or magic words.

Very often a complete coflection of canonical books
is placed in the giant statues, It s the writings that are
hidden in a statue that give it life, make it worthy of
being worshipped, and communicate to it a certain

power, which is strengthened by the rite of consecration
telebrated by a lama,

The vext moming I wag awakened by the clash of
cymbals, with which the soyung of gyalings soon mingled.
Although it way still dark, dawn would soon break. The
Biinpos were beginning the office for the dead villager

By degrees the peasanys who had arrived the day

116



A BONDO MONASELRY

before awoke also and henan to walk invide the monastery
enclosure, it was not that they had any inrention of
assisting at the office; «uchis not the habic of Tiberan
laymen, whether they be Lamaids or Bonpos. They
ate not prohibiied Lom Deing prent at the owdinary
veligious 1ites, but neither we they requited 1o be. The
celebration of these tites s the allawr of thie chorey aml
whoever 1» not o membu of that comnnunity nevdd not
patticipate in them. No wenit s attached o0 dayoan,
presence in the temple where vites me polommed, The
object of them conssts 1 procuring the particala ol
in view : whether that end concerny a speeilivd mdivudnal
{for the puipos of wssuring his prospeinty. Iningmg hack
his health, or. in the case of a dead person, of guiding
him to a happy rebitth) or aims at a more general ellect
that of producing feutility, plentiful batvests, or of averr
ing sickness among men and animala).

These rough mountainects, passing guests at the
rustic monastery, thercfore paid litle attention tn the
monks’ noisy chanting. They simply wished to prepate
the morning meal that they had to offer* the monks and,
also, to brealfast themeelves. So they looked for fuel and
glowing embers by which to light it. Very soon smoke
curled out of the windows, or rose from the corners of
the court, where those who had been shliged w leep
outside improvised open-air hitchens. Then the 14
churns began to play their part in the concert of haut-
boys, trnmpets, cvmbals, and diums that groaned and
thundered In the temple.  An entertaining discoud, o
which the guests of the stable added their neighs and
raucous brays.

By degrees fresh groups of laithful appeared, muade
up of those who tived near the monastery or whe had Jdept
on the way, Before ten o'clack. about three hundred
men and women had assembled, all divssed in their best

' When ofices e pettoomed for the specad Tencit of an meadtalial,
he or his family tanst Loed the cilebrants Lov the dutation of the 1

1y



TIBETAN JOURNEY

dorhes, They were not a pretty crowd.  Out of every
twenry of them, at least a dozen would have goitre, in a
more or less advanced stage.

The gathering mganized themselves into processions,
ahich tnled round the temple, keeping it on the left;
the reverse of the Lamaiss” costom, which is to keep it
on the 1ight. Many of the faithful held a mani-wheel,
hut in end of the Awm man padme huom of the Lamaists,
they chanted Aume matriye sa len dw as they tmed
them,

"The crawl's patticipation in the rites should have
cotsbaned iu fasting for a day. But this was not strictly
cartied fuso practice by evervone. At any rate, as T have
alreadv shown, both the local clergy and their servants
wer: cxempt [rom any such obligation.

A fast. in Tibet, implies not only abstention from
cating, but from drinking and speaking as well. Most
people find it difficult to keep silent, and the Tibetans,
both men and women, are not exceptions.

Aronmd the temple many old women were to be seen
strugeling with a desire to wag their tongues. Pursing
their lips. they then pushed them out in the form of a
snout, and somehow from behind this barrier they
managed to mumble inwardly what they were not
allowed to avticulate distinetly, They seemed able to
understand one another very well: and their silent cop-
versation, accompanied by smiles, grimaces, and winks,
Wi very animated.

In this mute [ashion the voung girls flirted with the
bovs of their own age and, with taps {rom their prayer-
wheels, incited them to playful seuffles. T saw one
seized by a lad o~ thev walked in procession ronnd the
rourt of the tempde,  He held his omiling and delighted
prey with both haors, while, with his feet, he defended
himself against the arracks of his vietim's [riends, whe,
lamvhing too, tried tn 1esene het.

As the dav advaneed, the people’s shouts of Awum
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matriye sa len du increased in volume. When night
camne, those who were not lasting or whey had broken
their fust—there scemed to be a great aumber of them—
began to drink spirits, until, in a fuw hows, fatigue and
diink had lulled the whole herd to stecp.

In the meantime, during the alierncon, while T was
watching the crowd, the abbot had cuwe to remind me
of onr conversation of the day hefore and of the advice
I had promised him. U gave it.

Tt was not necessary to displace the 1emple door; its
position was not prejudicial 1o the prosperity of the
monastery.  As to the new cemetery, the usual direction
of the winds must first he carcfully observed, and, then,
a site chosen that was naot swept by them hefore they
passed over the monasterv. It was also expedient to bury
the dead deep down in the carth.

These simple directions could cause no harm.

Other monks also came to see me during the intervals
between the ritual ceremonies. During this time, Yony-
den made discreet enquiries about the sick man whase
disciple had come to fetch me the evening hefore.

He learnt that, some months previous. these two
travelling monks, one old and one young, had asked
hospitality of the monasterv and had had it granted
them. As a matter of fact, this iz never refused to
members of the clergy, if there is a place available, The
two trapas, who said thev belonged to the Sahyapa sect,
had installed themsclves in the hut and remained there,
No one thought of driving them amay, The abbot sent
them a few provisions, and the ymmyg monk, from time
to time, touted the neighhourhood, heveing Tor fuod
They hoth lived verv Tanlated Yives, and the Binpos of
the monastery paid little attention to them,

Yongden, wishing to pnrsne his enguiries sril} further,
retrned o the hue. e fonnd the door closed and, on
knocking, received no reply.
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At Suugpan we discover good lodgings on the first
flonr of w newly built wooden housc belonging 1o a
Molwmmedan amitisan, Tt is situated close to the town
mue. The o awe laige, light and airfy, but scantily
fmnished in the Chincse {ashion, with only a few tables
and <hairs, Some planks on trestles serve for beds. The
natives of Szechwan do not sleep on kangs, those ovens
that T have already deseribed,

The pleasise we bt in establishing ourselves in such
agreeable quartirs was 1o be inunediately followed by o
dvappoinient. The fisst words Yongden utrers con-
cetning the buying ol food brings a reply thar completely
shattets all hope of a satisfuctory supper. There s noth-
ing but (hiucf pork amd some flour to he bought in
Sungpan.  Our stoachs are tired of this unchanging
diet I had dreamed of butter, milk and vepetables, and
my boys of fresh beef or mutton. We shall have to go
without thein again. ]

Were my men less sirict observers of their religion’s
rule, they would have a few chickens or even a sheep
killed, bu they are Buddhists and members of the lower
clergy. If they lack the necessary moral force to give up
all animal foud, they nevertheless refuse, merely for the
sike of satisfving their stomach’s besrial desites, to order
the killing of a being thar, like themselves, wishes to live.
Their selfish glurtony does not go that far, When the
harm is done and the meat is for sale at the butcher’s,
they waver and yield to the temptation, A human weak-
ness, whiclh they tecognize with humility, and one that 1
canuot severely censure, for T sometimes give way to it
myolf.

Aftera lung search, however, our host ends by finding
sume ez Flope wirs again within us. Who knows
whit will happen if we continue to search? . .. The
podds of Sungpan, indeed, do favour us; the next morning
we e honght soe tuenigs,

Ar Sungpan 1 was definitely out of Kansu, not only
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according to the official boundary line of that provinee,
but in a way that was much more eflective from my point
of view. For hetween Suogpan and the Chinese villages
in the centre of Kansu where white foreigners travel and
where I wag personally known by sume Chinese of high
position, T had put a lurge tace of counuy that is sparsely
tnhabited by people of Tibetan origin or even complewely
uninhabited. Western vavellers are rarely seen in those
pirts, Pethaps not one passes through in ten years,  And.
as to me, after having lefe Labrang, 1 had soon beconie
an unknown Tibetan nun of high rank.  This was what
Laidied. Also, Trook goord care not ro forgo the benefirs
that my incognito assmed me, by paving a vist o the
Chinese magistrate at Sungpan, The protection thar
these officials can afford o vavellers is purely theoretical,
and often only leads to unpleasantness. Apart from the
pleasure a foreigner who speaks Chinese fuently can
experience in conversing with these generally amiable
and intelligent literati, there is no practical advantage in
making their acquaintance. Now, neither Yongden nor
1 knew enough Chinese to be able to talk about interest-
ing things with the magistrate of Sungpan. and it was
on the other hand very cssential for me to keep m

freedom of action and to be able to go where I pleased,
at my own risk, and without anyone troubling about me.

This time, I succeeded in completely keeping my
incognito.

For the moment, no one thought of enquiring into
the nb{'ect of my journey or of upscrting my plans, But
T could not be certain that this would always be the case,
when, on going Sowth, I <hould pass through populated
Chinese regions where the natives are more wideawake
than those who inhabit the borders of the Tibetan
solitudes. Would it nt be better, tnstead of continuing
my way south, towards Mochow, ro verge towards the
west and pass through the country that is vecupied by
independent Tibetan tribes?
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Wiile I hesitated, not knowing what to decide, |
learnt that the chiel of one of the Dontier tribes was in
Sungpan. The mn was known to be a powerful brigand.
The hinese oflicials, who were being harassed by his
bands, were at that moment discussing the knotty
question with him of the boundary line of a territory
r\uu he daimed o be his. Full of quiet courage, the old
handit had came 1o Sungpan with his son and a few
servants totreat on an equality with the Chinese
authorities.  No doubt he felt confident that his adver
saries, for fear of tenible reprisals, would not dare to take
advantage of his lark of protection to capture him.
Honever, he could not have been absolutely certain of
this; sudden anger on the part of the magistrates whom
he wag defying might cause him to be, within an hour,
beheaded or shot. He accepted the risk with that ease,
that lofty calm in face of supreme danger, which are
usual with gentlemen of his kind.

Yongden went to see him. He told him that a
reverend lady from Tibet, an “incarnated Khadoma®”,
wished, from fear and dislike of the infidel Chinese, to
continue her journey through country that was occupied
by Tibetan cu-religionists of hers.

The interview was cordial. Without difficulty the
chiel understnod the reasons that were given him, and
promised to provide us with a safe-conduct, which would
nut only he binding on the people of his own tribe but
on those of the two neighbouring tribes, with whom he
was npon friendly terms.

This safe-conduct would assure us free passage, and he
guaranteed that we would not he robbed. Such a thing
was casy for him to promise, since the robbers were his
awn subjects.  Further, he would help us by giving us
providons and guides, also pack-mules, so that oms could
rest by tavelling unloaded. T am certain that this pro-
gramme would have been strictly carried out. I should
have relivd, without reservation, upon the old chief's word,
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Tibetun brigands are gemlemen and in addition usually
very * pious ", thercfote in my capacity as Khadoma 1
should have been very well treaced.

But the advantageous protection that was to be
accortded us stopped at a certain point.  OF this we were
honestly informed heforchand, The chiel ar present m
Sungpan was at war with a Grand Lana, the abbot of a
motastery whose land we should have to tiavel over,

T'bis consideration natutadly lessened one enthusiaso.
What kind of a reception should we get in the enemy'’s
campe

The chiel cune to see nwe one moming, Tl was o
curions type of hall-savage, a1 onee cunning and dull-
witted.  Ele repeated to me what he had said ro Yongden,
without trying in the very least to influcnce me cither inro
accepting or rejecting his offer. This lordly brigand
showed a haughty indifference towards everything, Per-
haps he was a philosopher and held the things of this
world to be *images seen in dream”, as it s written
in the Prajiia Paramitd, which is greatly rcad in his
counity.

After he had left us, Yongden and T went into mateers,
and, having carelully weighed the pros and coms, we
decided it would be too dangerous to venture among tribes
that were at war with one another.  Therefore we would
eontinue our journey in Chinese country, as far as Lifan,
and start the next day.

We had stayed four days in Sungpan.  Must [ say we
remained one day too long? A shorter stay would have
spared us the gruesome sight of a public esecurion: hug,
as it had to take place, it was just as well pethaps tor us
strangers to be able o note this lagnbious seene of
Chinese jusrice.

The condemned man was a traitor. e had hetrayed
some strategic plan of the Northerners to the chiefs of the
Sontherners, in this way bringing abaut the loss of a battle
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and during it the death of a general. At least, this was
what was eaid in Sungpan.

The wan had then been foolish enough to return to
his own village, and had heen arrested there. e was
now fosulfer capieal peniahment,

Towards the end ol the afecinoon, he passed in a pro-
cession thiough the village. At its head strode a minor
offw il canrying the thin, narow strip of wood that in
China tepres ms whar the bundle of rods with an axe in
the imedele, the liet’s Lasces, symbolized in Rome: Linw,
Autherity,  Nea hin walked the exccutioner, holding
a naked wworel straight in front of hin, as he would have
a tall candle,  The magistiares followed, and lasily,
surronneled by soldiers, came the prisoner with his hands
fastened belund him.  1le did not appear 10 be at all
affccted: his step was as firm as that of an ordinary
pedestiian,

The party, marching quickly, went beyond the ram-
patrs, on which the people thronged ro warch the spec-
tacle. This was, however. very brief, not at all solemn,
and, judging by the faces of the onluokers, not at all
impressive,

While one of the magisttates appeared to put further
questions to the captive, the executioner suddenly plunged
his swerd into the man’s back, or perhapg inta his side.
The movement was so rapid that I could not discern
exartly where the blow struck. [ was standing~—as may
he im;lgined-— some distance away from the place of
cxecution,

The man staggered and fell.  The litde procession”of
officials, minus the one whom they left behind, rerurned
i the same ard ¢ ay it had come, preceded by the same
emblems: il the crowd quickly dispersed.

Tate in the evening T aaw the body still lying in the
same plaes, One man alone remained by it Perfectly
calin. with an impassive face, he explained 10 me that he
was a relation of the deccased and muttered some excuses
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for the incorrectness of his diess; he had not yer been able
1o put on the white robe of wommng.  Thys Ineach of
ctiquette seemed 1o sadden hitn much oe than his relu-
tion’s tragic end.  [Je satd he was waiting for a collm o
he brought in which 1o place the body, he would then talte
it vo his native land Lon burial.

It all appeared very simple, not in the luast dramatic.
The dead man lay there @ my feet, Asound him the
Dlood-soaked carth bl sl enon a golden brown sheen in
the faint glimmer of depaiting day, and he scemed o vet
on a velvet copet that had for border somie tults of ghass
and a few wild flowers

[ waited for a time.  Dukness was creeping slowly
upon us and the ooffin did not antive, | I)uwcﬁ tn the
mournful watcher, and lefr him.

When 1 had gone a little distance, T looked back. The
Chinaman's bla&' robe had melted into the surtounding
shadow; all that conld be seen of him was a mationless
white face, fantastically suspended in space.
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’1“() all travellers who may be tempted to wander
through the eatieme west of China in Spring or in
Swmnet, | gise the friendly advice: 1efrain from doing
so. ‘This hall of the year is the rainy season there, and
sur [ things as fandslides that carry away roads, floods that
fill valleys. bridges that break up, sudden rushes of water
that fall through dilapidated roofs on to the slecping
waveller, mud and damp that increase the dirt of the
native inns, all put the wanderer’s enthusiasm severely to
the test.

As concerns me, [ had the sacred fire of adventure,
and no doubr, that sufficed to keep me physically as well
as morally warm, for my health remained good and 1
uscaperd even the ardinary cold,

The distance from Sungpan to Mochow is not far.
For a great purt of the way, the mule path we followed
bardered and, canghe as it was among the rocks, even
ovethung the river, Probably in ancient times it had
heen made in the Chinese fashion, which was also that
ol the Romaos, thar &, paved with faps, When the
inctine heeame tou steep for a single slope, steps were
tset along stretehies of several wiles. Want of repair had
Jeht these antieue works of art in a state of rain. The
big bl he forming the steps had broken away and rolled
in ditfetent dites tins, consequently in many places our
males were obliped o andate the chamois in ovder to
dhinb and, what was worse, 10 go down amony the chaotic
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mass of loose flags and rucks,  As w us, we had o [ollow
on Jout. A proceeding that was not casy for me, owiug
to my lack of height.  Often my legs were wo shorr 1o
reuch the steps, ancl, descending, | had w jump {rom one
10 the other of thewn.

To those days of fatigue were added nights that wied
e much more. Tt was impossible for us to cunp. All
that part of the country is cultivated; the path winds
amony wailendircled figlds, or else skivis the perpendiconfar
fuce of the mountain. The inns are few, L between,
andd honibly dirty. The muleteers who travet that way
sleep in the stables with 1heir beasts and merchandise,
In such quarters it was imgpossible for us w undiess hejore
going to sleep: we did not even dare to rake our hlinkets
out of the bags, 5o loth weie we 1 put them in conract
with the surrounding filth, [ had to content myself with
doring a little, enveloped in my wide Tibetan vobe.  For-
tunately, a few minutes’ walk in the pure early morning
air soop refreshed me and reawoke in me the great joy I
feit at baving left the beaten track.

Besides, the country through which we were passing
was not without interest. Its histwry should be wurth
studying. Who were the enemies who had attempred to
enter those narrow valleys, enclosed by precipitous moun.
tains, and justificd the fortifications that had been cons
structed there?  Where had the invaders come {rom,
where had they been going w?  In many places were to
be seen buildings wirth unusually rhick walls and, here and
there, watch towers ruse overluoking the road.  The
smaliost hamlers were eudircled by enormous walls.  To.
day all these defence works are falling into ruin. When
vulled by the rain. or emerging from the noctuimal mists,
and touched by the weird light of the moon hiddon behind
the mounrains, they added to the phastom-like characre
of the ladscape.

Nevertheless, it was with keen pleasure that we found
nursclves once again on an honest path, fiee from the
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pretentious flag stones, and where the slopes were less
steen To add to our comfor, the rain ceased, and some
B(‘NL'I()US hLiill[b SU.VC me i [)rFSCﬂE..

We nere skuting a fikl in which peasants were dig-
ging up potatns,  Polatoes!  The very sight of them
wade my mouth warer,

* Wil yon sell us sone? ™ ashed the Lama politely.

. P‘(')'H

* We will pay you a gowd price for them,  THow much
ddo you wans "

“We don’t sell them.”

The prople wore Chinese, With them, my Lamaic
robes might not necessatily comniand the sane respect as
they had obtained for me among the Tibetans,  How-
ever, pushed by groed, [ tiied my luck,

" Will you not help a lady-lama to live without eating
meit? " | sad,

I had hit the matk.  Those to whom I was speaking
o doubt belonged 0 one of the numerous Buddhist sects
in China, whose adepts are strict vegetarians. Some of
the women stupped working and smiled at me,

" Here are some potatoes,” they said.  And they filled
the sachs hanging from my saddle.

Yongden pulled out his purse.

“Nuo, we don’t nant 1o be paid, we give them 1o you.
A sale journer! ”

* Thank you.  May your croFs and beasts prosper.
Mav you all have long lves, free trom illness.”

We continue our way.

The news given us by the muleteers whom we meet is
rontradiveary. For o moment a telative calin seems to
reign in the egion, but the fighting is expected to begin
again before long,

L vant w be fa avay before hostilities begin afresh,
Therelote HHind wywll obliged to deny to my poor beasts
the rest of which they sraned so much in noccl. Two of
the snules are June, lining hure their feet on the bad
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roandls, ane neatly all of them basc sore backs. Nowwith-
standing the padding and the blankets that we placed
under the native wooden saddles, the aninals are yapidly
galled by them. _

Iuis feared that 1he dishanded and plunduing soldiers
hase reached the vicinity of Mochow, where we have ro
pass. What is actually happeamyg in Machow nscdl we
cannot distover. Shall we find the tonn in the ands of
handus?  Shall we yun the risk of having owr mules
scized nnder the pretexe of bemg tequsitionad” - Who
knows.

Alta baving pondered for some tie upon the wiwest
comse for me 10 whe, [ dudded 10 abandon my wenn-
incognite for the moment, and, on the couttary, to
rmphasize my 101.01311 nationality. At this tine, buo-
peans in China still enjoyed a remnant of prestige. and
I counted on this as a meuns of overawing the thices,
should we¢ meet any.

Waould T appear sufficiently European in my Lamaic
robes?  This question rather wortied me. T had a pass-
port, but before an offirial would be found who could
exarnine it many disugreeable things wight happen. 1
should have had .ome Western clothes, or, at least, n
Chinese dress, such as is worn by the missionaries iving in
the intetivr of Chira, 1 did not possess cither.  Masters
and servants, we were all Tibetans [tom our hars to our
baots.

However, we were not entirely destitute of “foresn®
clothes, Before statting on the journey, 1 bad had some
mackintoshes seat from Ametica: coars tor Yongden and
me, Gpes with hoads for the servanis, and abw, for me,
a cap with o neck piece,  Tn spite of the bad weathr we
had encountered, we had hardly used them, fa foa of
making owselves conspicuous,  They would save the
sitwtion,

Yongden and T would put on onr coats, [ would v
my cap and my son a soft felr bt By puthing 11« biim
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down oves Bi eyes, porthaps, he, too, would succeed in
looang o " hougna T W would both put glovcs oh,
A sor thie boys, then capes would Joudly proclaun the
fotcga ongin ob the masiets who had prosided them,

I lac nendt suen o ot comic bookmg paity thay
oty i, whoiowe wae all diessod upo Wuh thei
poitusl ey over abar b ads, the covants had the
appictane ol Spash proostents, ddl they needed to wom-
Pt e et s o andle wethar bauds, Juven
ant bt boobad ot us with an astonshment that was
ot nnmed with concerm

Thue all of s die od Lor 1ain, we enteed Mochow;
ethoueh 1t chanced that just that duy, the sun bea
foreedy duvn and uncomioitably bune my skull under
the e batostt capn

[ torde w fronr oy people, hoping 10 diaw atten.
uon w aryscle n bt nothing happened, the natives
wnoted we complewdy.  However, on 1eaching the
centic ol the Dttde 1own, some Chinamen deigned to
notice e [ asumod o dignitied an and, pushing ty
hew loward, pouted as conspicuously as possible my
wuy Alvan nose

Hhe Chimamen looked at me mote attentively.

"5l a fIs fun voman,” one ol them said quietly,
telling the othets the impiession he had deived {1om
his enaunnanion, and bis companions nodded thei heads
M s it

fow bunnliving! . .. L1 fan is one of the names
the Clunes> arve to Tiberans, und one that is scarcely
compline ntay, for it approsunately means “savage”,
thie, notvithstinding my \wencan coat, my gloves
w ko m Forwe, my white woman’s pointed nose, and
e toterm ganients ob my escont 1 aesombled o Hsi
fll".’

Havtg rovovered from our surprise, we laughed at
the unespecrold resadr of 1y beagriful statagen No
one el bwd any netive of s and, without awaking

130









CONUERNING DEMONS

the Jueast corivoity, we iurived belore a house, the pre-
prictor ol which stupped us, olfeting to let us some
wootns for the night.

On sceing we were going o put up there, sume men,
sich as are always to be found Juitering in the streets
of Chincse towns, astened 1o help wy boys unload
the beasts, take them w the stables, and il the wangers
with stiaw.

When they had Goished the job, Yongden called the
Chinimen o him 1o give them vach sl graiy,
He was seared, having placed beside him a wack Full ot
hig copper penuies, Allol 4 sudden, while he was speak:
ing to them, one of the men standing in front of him
dlarted  the sack and plunged his hand in it Belote
lie had time w withdraw it, the Lama seized the thiel’s
wrist and, gripping it frmly, forced him ro ket go of
the money he held. The man’s hand came out empty.
The other Chinamen began 1o abuse him, and my scr-
vants, having rushed in on hearing the noise and undet-
standing the cause of it, overwhelmed him with blows.
I interrupted the punishment, and the thief was sum-
marily cjected by his indignant compatriots,

What reason could have induced him ro commit this
faolish act, which never could have resulted in success?
Wi the man mard, or was misery and hunger so affect-
ing his mind that the mere sight of the hag full of big
pennics had made him Jose all sense of prudence?

He remained standing in the middle of the mad,
opposite the vpen door, apparently still fascinated by the
contents of the sack, which now Iay on the table.

The Chinamen and my servants, with Yongden's ap
prenal, had decided that the least penalty we coubd inflior
an him would be to deprive him of the gratuity tha
was to have been his. They had wld him of this ded-
sion, adding that he should deem himself forbmate 10
have cscaped being sent before the magisirate, who
would eortmnly have had him beaten.  Nevertheless.
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e poor wioh amtined stauding where he was The
oher Camanen vanr asay, attar having weaned then
oy, bue he obsunately rclused womove, fus cyes
i don om doat, e the atide of & hungry animal

He sooud d e of aninadent that bhad happened
oue overng, whon Twas Crapang m the snow atnid the
goit bmode of the deang thangs

A blwd op ol wwved oo the white plan -« woll
the » ach ot prey B lved seen my des, which wee
triherard do v the s Wolves, when along, do not
usinlly attws weh g beasts, and, bom we that land
of beadsuen the anmnd hiew prdectly well thar unde
the wnt wo o men, hdlas of wolves  But, {on the
moment, hunsa obhtorardd all other wstets It
spray forwad

{lild.n b Tund the cmtatns of my tent, T had been
watctunt it fot several imnates My movement answered
the nolls T tan out, shounng  lhe creature stopped,
not having hul ume to 1each the mules, but 1t did not
go away. In the meantime, my servants had rushed
up. anel, on secing a woll, one of them went to get hus
gun Il ashed peimusion to shoor the beast, saying
that its shin would make me a good capet. Vay
maturally, 1 totbade hi, shooting 1t

A to the woll, 1t 1emained nverted to the spot It
had swen the men, 1t nmght even have seen the gun,
the louk of which was pethaps not unknown to 1t;
sull none of these thugs could break the spell that the
mules the lood. cast on 1t

In wiir bais we had some big pieces of meat T took
une, and tld the scrvant o leave me  Then, I went
Jowly tonands the snl} motwnless animal When |
teached o within about bty yards of 16 I showed 1t the
theat, thiow woas fa oy | ocould mirs duection and
ttteatasl backwards  Bounchng torward the wolf flung
et upon my gitt, suzed 1t i ats jaws, and 1ushe
away
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The unhappy Chinanin in the toad reninded me
of tha woll.

Taking advantage of @ momenr when my wvane
were occupied clsewhere, 1 thies bim a dollar. The
big silver picce did not shine long in the dust. The man
aerzed it with the same frensed acidity that the bunaey
heast had shown and, hke the wolf, rushed wwag.

Was that justicer Nu, indeed, The thief, by i
“yeprehensible ™ act, hod gainad w bigger rewiwd than
the others had earned by their ™ hovest ™ work, Peliang
his need was also preater tha thetis, Ueould not ull,
sl 10 preswae to set mysetl upoas judge inout ot
wotld would seem absutd to me, Cettnitly the b
maral ale for us poor motals to follow is 10 gise one
another the henefit of a generons pity.

We did nor rest at Mochow: having arrived thers
carly, we were at once able 1o buy provisions, and we
left again next morning. Our waterproofs were te-
packed in the bags, and we had again put on our
costumes of Hsi fans. Laughing, although a linle
anxionsly, we asked ourselves, if, now, we did not
resemble  foreigners ™.

The road and the weather were bath beteer, bur the
effects of many weeks of torrential rains continued ta
make themselves felt. The very day we lefr Mochow, we
came across, not as pieviously u l:m(lqli{w which, for the
moment at least, had ceased 1o slide, bur a high ohiff,
which was actually in the process of cinmbling away.
There was alcady a long row of porters seated some
distance up the road, placidly watching the 10lling of
the stones and sand.

for over an hour, we were forced 1w di likewine,
then, the quantity of carth and the trequency of the
falls lessening, my boye declared themselves 1eady 10
attempt a passage. They first had o level ihe heapedl-
up earth, in order to matk out a path for the nwles. It
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wils slow works the men lacked tools, and, in place of
spads, they were obliged to use some of the flat stones
that Ly abour.

Wiile they worked, I watched the spot from where
the falls eane and when a wovement showed at the
top of the cliff, | shonted w0 my boys to tush for shelter,
D spite of thes precanions | did not feel reassured;
an unexpeered fall might canse a grave and even latal
ave lent,

As v s the passage was made, the beasts were
led ope by ooe along the improvised path o beyond
the daogerons place. After that, the servanis cartied
the Juggege actoss it on there backs, All this 1ok a
long ume, and T felt very anxous at seeing my brave
boys make the crossing so many times,

Fmally, when everyone else had gone, T went, and
I juined the orhers without receiving on me anything
wotse than a shuwer of sand.

Weichow, to where our way led, is a town of some
imk)ormncc. suttunded by magnificent market-gardens,
Tt had just heen plundercd by a band of soldicrs who
had become brigands, Perhaps some of the thieves still
lingered there?- Tt would be wise for us to keep at a
distance.  We therefore ddid not enter the rown.

At this place we inrended leaving the road that wene
down t Chengtu by Kwenshien and to turn westward,
in order to reach Tifan and the Tibetan country. The
roid to Lifan lies beyund two rivers: the FHsi ho, which
1s nothing else but the Sungpan river under a diflerent
name, and the [Isiao, which comes down from the
neghbonrhowd of the Dza pass and flows into the
former.

The passage of these rivers is cffecterd ar their con-
flunee by two  wwpension-bridges, which are only
separated From each ofher by the extreme end of the
tongue o land that divides the wwo streams,
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Four enoimons cables, apparently made of straw,!
mipport what stands for the piatfom of e biidg tha
iy to sy, a4 series of planks placed tnoaowow wul not
joined or fixed together in any way,  On cither side,
lour or five orher cables support those on which he
plattks rest, and, at the same tine, fonm a st ol parigat,
The whole thing resenbles a ginantic hawasnl,,

A nmive 1okl me thar on windy davs 1le P g
is doed. The Dridges then berome seiitble wings,
and the planks, which athernise wonld be swept into
the river. have to e hasily remosed,

The croswing ol the firg hridie wa. accomplizhed
without inddent, Not sn, however, the socmds nne o
the mules started sliding as soom s it stepped on i,
and thrnst one of its leps down into space. Trs driver
instantly tried 10 hold it up, but, in the cffort of tying
to regatn its balance, the beast disludged more planks.
then fell and remained suspended with only the wables
under it ’

T am always pleased to testify to the friendliness
of the Chinese peasant; for everywhere, where 1 have
been among them, I have found them kind and ready
to oblige. Everywhere. except at Weichow.

Far from trying to help my bays, who were striving
to keep the mule frum falling into the river. many of

Vb s moade of s are Tregnearly wsed it wost ol CLiva, diber
it the constraction of stispension hikdges ar ot ropednd s, The Dirte
wetally comsist of @ siogle alle that By Lstenod o the o buke, hir
menns of whith travcters, animnl o or mochamdl ¢y aur the s,
hanging on frome 2 baok at tins along the e Sanee of he g
Bk &, Dowesee, comsist of o bl i vhieh e the oy hoen
e ctpning ot & mich higher Joel shan the ame ar ahil b land o
the opposite bk The o ol i dn the s orcirby duniaishe
the sipaing of the eable, atd v e speed attdued oty desoont 1the
yiwennrs gre able to mount e <liphrly sagaineg por and 1wk the
anding place  These faid s can be mgotiisd witheog bp The vadd
sttt e or the depmtare Trone oo boank s poe g aitae calle o the
v ek fin this purpe e en the etho The Ikl vl dneke obie
senvate fur the b Danks «an conddor iy oy did o o nur e
rises, where st is g ible for peoplc with st wists fo gl them o
np trom the ottt of the dip by el o, i teaellons e e
haubed by e aid of a rope that 1« mamewsesl Iy pofe ongl fensien
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tho ¢ puesent stacted crosing the Widge, waking it swing,
d I dus way wondaing the rescue more ditficult and
e danger proater. Othus hastened to remove more
plinls, v as to an oft the pawage and prevent us ltom
reacheng the opposite bank. In the end, 1 discovered
the reoswen § o strange behaviow s some ol the
people ot the place wide a protession of leading animals
i the D doos ad wequited o e sery wedl pad Lor
e st

Widimg nat 10 Jose face entitely, T saidd Twould pay
thom tor the recaing of the mae and for the Teading
af thenthors e bather ade, beyand the hridge: but,
s tezanedoab plahs that bad becn taken away in order
o stop ws hom going acios, 1 would give nothing for
the wplacng of than Tt these were not immediately
brnnght hack and placed as they should be, T would
wnd my cared to the local wagisirace, who would know
how o puni-h these who had caused the difficulties.
Whercupon T gave my card to one of my boys, who set
olf for Waichow,

He had not gor {ar, when he was stopped by a number
of men, who promised instantly to replace the planks
anel to take my beasts and lupgage to safety for the sum
of cight dollars. T had to content myself with this
pretence at amends,

The rogues were decidedly clever, In a trice they
presed @ cord ronnd the body of the fallen mule, lifted
ir, and <et it down, all tronbling, on its feet; then, with-
ot giving it time 1o vecover, took it by the head and
tail, prehed ir along the planks, and went and tethered
it muar a honse, where it could meclitate at leisure on
the vivissitndes of fife in general and of travel in
patticnlar,

The ather heasts, having been unloaded, were in
their wrn {orcibly draeped across; my boys 11‘anﬂportc‘d
the Tngzare: and I {ollowed last, when evervbody and
evervihing was in safety. The pirates of the hridee

136



COJULRRNMINE DEANONS

agv showed thy i dves eanccedingly gradow. In order
w hdp e 1o wall, they ollorad o sapport e under
iy arn- The entfutsiotn towscd v them be the thought
of weceiving eight dollars Wb them with zeal B 1
had allowed them., they would have purhed and pulled
mie i they had dove the maales, some Gen a1
vaty me 4 alaed thow bobaed and dneocied wond
will aned crossed b eadse at 1y own [ty

At the other aul aftee paying the scamps, we quicly
wanoniied and jode avay,

Frot the landship, thon the ceentlol e wes
the e, had made us fose o Tor of tme, Nivfit ove
tooh us when we were sull La fom Lifan, W foppncl
at a hamlet called Kuchenp, which lay quite o
the path.  Its inhabitants seemed 10 be very pom: nos
one of them had a stable where we could piut our beast
Finally, a peasant, anxious to gein a lictle muney, offered
to put them in a room in his house. As 1o us we
found lordgings in the house of a good-natured old man,
whn was possessed of thres wives almnst as ancient us
b~ was. Tor want of anything beiter we had 10 accept
this arrangement.

The news we hear i thoroughly bad. The Cyar-
ongpas have invaded Lifan: the Chincee offs il and
his personned have flown; and the bandy of Gyiwongpas
are wandering in the vidniry of the toun, wbbug
travellers.

We are in an embarrassing position.  The nairew
valley in shich we find owselves b for only practi-
cable mule path the one we me now on, Thoe e b
two things possible fur us to do* to go o Lilan, where
the situarion appeats to be disturhed; o (be o oa bk,
with the prospeet of having to reaom 1 i loes that
we have just passerd over with <o nidv irouble, and of
falling into a repion that is overtun by soldics whoe
have deserterd from the repelar amy and glven thome
selves aver to brigandage,
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The mles, tdo, ate causing me anviety, DBy not
havine, bern artended to in tme, their soies have in-
aeand inoae T oam unuilling o mflice tuither
sutfamg on the poor animals, by making them con-
tinse ey o luggaee. We must cither stop and
ler thar sotes o b o hive other beasts, Bt at the fust
words Turter on this cubject, the peasants wdl me that 1
Al not b abile to ser ans.

Mulatcere e only 1o be found a1 Weichow, which
is sttueeed on the other ade of the two nidges, or at Lilan,
whoie most ol than have wnt their animals away,
for Tea of having e stoben by rhe hlig(lmls.

Night has cmae Tomouow we will consider what
1s Dest to do. For the moment we need 1est.

The hovs w1 up mv canp bed in a little room that
is alieady obotiucred by two plank beds, [rom which my
host has talen the blankes.  These bare planks will
setve me for tables.

A dicapreeable swprise awairs me.  When I open my
sachle-bage, 1 cannot find my revolver. Yet its usual
place is in the tight hand one, out of sight, but within
instant reach. I niake enquiries.  Neither Yongden nor
any ane of the servants has taken it from the bag, and
nobudy has seen it Thev search carefully for it Tt is
not discosered in any of the other hags.

It mav have been stolen while the mule that was in
danger of Lilbing into the rivar held our attention. It
miy aho have slipped from the bag when the servants
were carrving the Tugeage, either across the bridge or, in
haste, under the crumbling iff It is uscless to waste
rime on eonjectitee, We shall never know how the thing
bappenek. One tact onlv is of importance: T am now
deprived of & weapon, which, oa accasion, could be useflul,
and 1 do tnt e any possibility of being able w replace it
by another

We remain vight davs in Kucheng,  The muley’
wounds du not heal, despite the care thar is given them,
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We have no news concerning Lilan. Not a muleteer gocs
by of whom we can ask questions. As for the inhabitants
of the hamlet, they are no better informed than we are,
Being alt of them Chinese, they are afiaid of the brural
Gyavongpas, who are stronger than theyy fen fear of
cnconntering them, they do not venture bevond the Timits
of Uwir ficlds. ’

Life during this period of waiting 15 not very agee-
able, but one of the happy <ides ol wy notore Iy that
AN acutsiom mywll' to aml even lind pleasure in any
plmu. no matter where, T oread some Tibetun books,
which T have with me, stroll by the dver, and fivien 10 my
hostesses, who quatrel from morning o nighi.

What are the points of contention 1hat make them Gl
the house with cries of startled hens?—T can only under-
stand a little of what they say. However, Tobgyal, who
knows Chinese very well, assures me the disputes only
relate 1o uifles: a badly lighted fire, some spilt tea, a mis-
placed chair, . . . The commoan sFousc of these cross
grained women 1s a taciturn old fellow, rather shaky and
unsteady on his feet. He remains scated for the most
part of the day, staring into space. Is he thinkiny of
anything. If so, of what? . ..

[1e pays no attention to the noise that his wites make.
He must he accustomed tu it.  According to the Chinese
law, only one of them has the right 10 the title of spouse,
the others are only concubines: ali the same, there is
nothing discreditable in the avowsl of this position. In
berter class Familivs the demarcution between the legin-
mate wile and the concubines is sufficieutly well defind,
Tt is far from betng so among the poor, where the whele
family lives in a small house and where its members all
wark together.

fe was not for the first thne that T observed at dlose
quatters 2 polygamous huusulm]‘(l of old Chinese pensants,
and I agan noticed the stiking difference thar exists
between the offects of polygamay and those of palyandry
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autony people of this class, The majority of polygamous
old men 1 had seen had more or less resembled my host
at Kucheng, They were poor depressed old fellows, who,
having given np all initiative, had allowed themselves to
be entirely dominar d by their wives, These women had
ot add been crabbed and quarrelsome; Thad known some
very Triendly amnd smiling okt dames: bt the one kind as
woll as the other asereed their ralership, and no matter
how well they ooled alter him, their hushand was no
more than their hartel,

Neither does the polyandrons spouse among  the
Tibetan peasants efface hersell bodore her old hushands,
and alt bent and toothless as she may be, she still knows
how to heep them under her yoke,  All the same, at this
age, her supremacy hecomes precarious on the day that
her sons” polyandrous wife enters the family and takes
over the management of the house. Then, there only
remains to the old mether. as consolation, the recitng of
thousands of manis,! while lling her beads or rrning
her mant-wheel,® and the endless gossips with other
devotees of her age, on {east days in the precincts of the
temple.

A zoological discovery. which I made at Kucheng,
threw a gleam of mirth upon the monotony of the days
passed there. In the first place the ambitious term “ dis-
covery " is only applicable to me.  The animal in question
has been well known for centuries, by millions of people,
in all parts of the globe; but I had never scen it, and that,
it seemedd, was a marsel.

All the foreignets who tell of their travels in the East
agree in their descriptions of the dive of the natives, the
munber on them of these particular insects, and also in
their complaints that they thmsclves have heen subjected
to their attacks, Wirth me, on the contrary, more than

The totvauls e mend padme hum!

#The little portabile evlimier thit contuins paper vibbons, oo which the
furianta tum pav) padme kion! §s pinted. Tt is inearrectly called * praver-
winel * by foreygraera,
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ten yoars ol vavd wnong 7l ibetans, € hince, Indians,
Rotans, and othar Asatics, Tod not only il me e
of the vistts of these unrdesirable guests, bur, as 1 have
alicady sdid, even ol the aght ot tho,

When, lo and behold, one morming in Kue heng, while
doing my bed and toldmg my sheew, 1w w quea hule
oz, white and tansparent lool g, with o Black fine
tuninng the loagth of a hody  THhes, | say o tayslt,
i a ool anmal and doubtl covoy aae, ton | hase
pevet yoreome aetoss auything e ag probabil i bologg.
1o the spee tal fauna ol Szerhivan,

1 bk put the mseet it the holtow of my hmd aml
was cnamiming 1t, when Yongdon vame i,

* Flave you slept well,” he sado o007 What esar are
you looking at? "’

* A lietle beast,” I replied.  * Come and sce. Do yuu
koow what it is?”

The lama approached, glanced at my outstietched
palm, and began to dance fo1 joy. laughing like a fool the
while.

“There! ™ he saill ar last, * vou have always boasted
that you had never scen one. Well! you have seen one
aow. It's a louse.”

More yeats have passed ]){, 1 have gone on Ining
among Tiberans and Chincse. but the Juuse of Kucheny
has remained the only speamen of it hind 1 hne cv
seen,

It was not possible fot us to comtinne in the una rtasy
in which we tound ounelyes Yongden, acemaparued by
ane of the servauis left loo Lifan, Both of them dud the
jourzey on fuot, so as to aveld running any sk of having
our only sound mules stolerc ou the toul,

On therr retg, they told e that th Gyarongpa-
who had inaded Litan o wenreds then quanee was
with the Chinese authories mad concoed the lovving
of certuin taxes by them,  The local magistiate had hd,
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master who will be capable of guiding them on to the path
ob suprenie wisdom, others go in quest ob wystic initia-
tions, ol secret doctrines, Others again drcam of discover-
wg one or other of the buoks that are said to have been
Iidden by sainily lamas of past centuries.  There are also
thowe who are animated by the desire for cxtraordinary
etcountets, for strange dealings with non-human beings.
Lactly, the simaple pious pilgiims whose only object is to
visl sacred places.,

All these people who wander from place to place
are geat gossspuongets. Therefore I dicF not want the
trapas of Faahalo W see me wo often or 100 close to,
lest they should discover iy true identity and spread
the news that a [otelgn woman was roaming across the
cuuniry.

Howcver, in spite of my efforts at retirement, I did
not complerely escape the attention of the lower clergy.
The trapas cane 1o talk 10 my servants, their confréres in
the Lamaist Order. These visitors walked along the
gallury balcony, outside my window, and tried to see what
was happening in my room.  They succeeded in doing so
occastonally, bue this manceuvre brought them litde satis-
factivn; for they only saw me reading a Tibetan book, a
sight with which they were quite famuliar,

One afternoon, while I was sitting as usual on my bed
reading, with my back to the window giving on fo the
gallery, I experienced that peculiar sensation which some-
times comes to us when we fecl we are being looked at.
I wroed round and saw an eye [ramed in a hole in the
pajr that, in China, takes the place of window panc.
{t was not the first time I had been spied upon in this
way; 1 therelore resumed my reading, but 2 voice from
outside said:

I have come to see you.”

With this, the eye disappeared; then I heard footsteps
go along the pallery and enter Yongden’s room, and the
SNC YOICe §3Y ¢
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1 have come to see the ane.”?

“Jewsun Kushog,” corrected my son, scandalized at
the visitor’s lack ut respect.

“Jetsun Kushog, if it pleases you,” answered the voice,
in a tonc of indiflercnce.

Then, before Yongden had time to prevent him, the
intruder opened the door of 1y room and began staring
at me,

He was a grey-haired man, correctly dressed in a
monastic habit made of finc serge.  Ile scemed very sure
ol himsell, very much at his casc, and a liutle overbearing,
The way in wz;ich he had forced himsell into my room
displeased me, but [ did not wish to run the sk of
qu;urrelling_with a lama, so close to a monastery that prob-
ably comprised several hundred, if not a thousand, monks.
This might lead to unpleasant consequences.

I therefore pretended to laugh.

“ 8it down, Kushog,” I said to my visitor. * You have
put yourself to a lot of trouble for nothing; there is
nothing curious to see here.”

“There is you,” retorted the lama. “What are you
doing here?”

“gi am waiting for my mules’ sores to heal.”

**Where do you come from? ”

“From the North, near Mongolia,”

“'Where are you going? ”

“South, to my own country.”

“Which country?”

“Gya Med.”

“But you are not Chinese.”

“No, no more than arc the Gyarongpas. The
Gyamedpas are also different from the Chinese.”

32

“ Ahlll

! Ane, the term most often used when referring to an ordinary mm.
Those whose rank, either ecclesiastical or social, compare with that ‘of the
tamas ate respectlully called Jetsun Knidiog, ou by abbreviation Jetsinma,

1" Gya Med "= Lower China” Tor Tibetans of these regions, it
repiesents a vaguely defined area that includes Inda-China.
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Cya Med appeusid 1o perplex the lama; he conld not
fiagine what part of China was in question.

“Yunnan® . . .” he ashed.

*Farther south. ...

“loat fr awaye”

" Vay fa”

There was silence.

“And ate people nengpas  (Buddhists) in that
countiye "

“They me”

“ Have you heen a nn Jonge ™

"o yeats

HeJoohedd at e atennvely Jor a inoment.

* What did you do before then? ”

1 was wartied,”

“Yow husband iy dead?”

“ N, he allowed me to become a nun. . . . He has
two other wives.”

The doot <hmt quickly behind Yongden; he was rush-
ing avay, unable 1o testtain his rirch,

I was not nearly so amused as he; this examination
annoved me. I detcimined to put an end to ir.

" What interest can all this have for you, Rushog?”

“ 1t does not iuterest me at all. The trapas have told
me thar there was a foreign nun here, who recited the
Sacred Wiitings all day long. This appeared to me to
be 1ather exniaordinny.  What are you reciting? ”

What an hinpossible person, T thought, and I answered
him ather shaiply.

" { dv not recite, I read.”

He looked a1 me again with what seemed 1o be a mock-
ing ait.

“ O yes, I read,” Teontinued almost angrily. “T read
in ordes to try to understand how ‘ form is emptiness and
emptiness is foum,’ and how ‘ outside of emptiness there
is no form and ouside of fonm there is no cmptiness.” ™

2.3 quutationt {rom the Prajiid Paramutd,
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He did not reply, but beconing serious, rose and went
to examine the books that werc lying on my table.

** The times are bad, Jetsun Kushog,” he said, when he
he had finished his inspection. “Men's minds are turned
towards cvil; they only think of harming one another. In
sclfishly secking their own good, they arc bringing about
their own ruin.  They are blind; they lack the calm in
which the penetrating vision that produces wisdom is
developed.  The chirolpas (Hindus) and many others
have thought and wneditated, have had sages and saints,
but they have continued to believe in the reality of
the separated, isolated self. Of this non-existent thing,
they have made an object of adoration; for its sake
they torment themselves and torment others, They
have not reached that depth of vision which reveals
the unreality of the self and of the world, as they
see it,

* 80 long as they have not recognized the error of the
belief in a self, they will be subject to the painlul illusion
of birth and death. Ie whe can root out this error is
forever freed from death.”

He stopped speaking. I remained silent, not wishing
to hreak the thread of his ideas, should he wish to con-
tinue the argument. However he passed on to another
subject.

“Who is that young fellow who was here?> Heis a
tulka, isn'the? 1 do not think I am mistaken.”

“You have doubtless been told this? ”

“No, it can be felt, even if the tulku is not officially
recognized, . . . He will have a curious life.”

This life has already begun, I said 1o myself, think.
ing of all the journcys that Yongden had done and of
those'he would probably do in the future, having now
hecome my son.

“He belongs to the Kahgyud-Karma sect,” 1 said,

1A lama who reincarnates a noted predecessor  For theories concern-
Ing iulkus see With Mystics and Magicians m Tibet, page 113,
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“ he has studied under many masters. He is my adop-
tive son.”

“My family comes from the neighbourhood of
Gartog,” resumed the lama, “I had for gury (sphritual
guide) a lama who had attained enlightenment. He
was not a gomchen (a contemplative hermit) he had never
thought it necessary to retire into hermitage. He saw
all things differently from the way we, through ignorance,
perceive them. Al that 1 have come to understand,
i owe to him ..

“You are going to a far country ., ..”

He looked at me and continued.

“. .. Perhaps farther away than the one you named
1o me. The young man accompanies you? Since both
of you love the *Doctrine” und are trying to grasp its
meaning, 1 will gladly communicate to you some of
my master's teachings. They might be of benefit to the
people over there. .. .

“I, ton, do not think of staying here much longer.
I am busy, and, for other reasons alsn, I cannot come
back to this inn: but let the young man come to the
monastety, [ will dictate some notes to him, or let him
read some pages of certain manuscripts, To-morrow I
will send a trape 1o fetch him and bring him to me”

The lama then drank some tea, talked a little to
Yougden, and, later, left us,

The next day my son {ound the lama installed in
a little huuse,' which was evidently not his own, for he
did not appear to know where the most everyday things
were kept,  Yongden therefore concluded that the lama
did not wish to receive him where he lived, Perhaps
he did not wish those around him to become aware
of what he was dictating 1o his temporary pupil. Judg-
ing, oo, by the great respect shown to the lama by the
two trapss who served him, Yongden also inferred that

1Tibetan wonks do not live in community; each of them has a private
dwelling in the precinets of the monastery.
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his teacher must be somebody of imporance, He
inquired his name, but the personal name of a lama is
seldom known, and etiquette does not permit it 1o be
used in speaking of him. It is customary to call him
by his title or official yosition in the monastery; by his
residence, if he is a tulku; or by the name of his native
country.

Yongden's benevolent master was Markham Kushog,
Now Markham is one of the names o the region of
Cartog in the Kham country, therefore this name did
not shed much light on the identity of the lama. He
was most likely one of those learned thinkeis, of whom
there arc many in Eastern Tibet, who live in easy cir-
cumstances, without seeking fame, spending their time
in the study of books, in friendly conversation with
other scholars, and sometimes, in teaching a few chosen
pupils.

During the few days we still spent in Tsakalo, my
son took a number of interesting notes, and it was with
real regret that he parted from the kindly lama.

The Tsakalo inn was the shabby setting of a poig-
nant drama, the remembrance of which continued to
haunt me for a very long time. The owners of the inn,
Chinese people, had only one child, a son aged sixteen,
who was in the last stages of consumption,

Every evening, at sunset, his mother lighted lamps
before the image of I do not know what divinity of the
Taoist pantheon, then, holding some joss sticks between
her joined palms, she staod at the open door, and, with
her head raised to the sky, sent a heartrending lament
into the space. It must have been an appeal; the sare
word—perhaps the name of the dety invoked—
sounded over and over again. The supplicant’s voice
never grew clamorous, but remained low, manotonous,
filled with a painful weariness that was inexpressibly
sad,

She was reciting an office that required responses.
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A young boy of ten stood near the imploring mother
andl, at the proper moment, uttered the necessary words.
No doubt, he would have often preferred to be else-
where, and his part in this pathetic rite bored him.
At any rate, he showed listle reverence; for he turned
his head fiom side to side, as he watched what was going
on in the yard. Meanwhile the mother, her hands
raised 1o 1hie sky, plunged in thonght, lorgot cverything
but her eving son aud the god who could heal him,
if such was his pood pleasure.  She only became aware
of her acolvte's inattention when he forgot a response,
She then whispered it to him. and listlessly the urchin
repeated it, his shrill voice cutting into the plaintive
harmanv of the chanrer’s appeal.

While she was absortbed in her prayer, people
passed to and fro in the yard, cach one engrossed in
his own affairs. T leoked at her from my window, my
heart heavy with ineffable sadness ar seeing her
thus. alone, amid this general indiflerence, stretching
aut her hands ta the void,

One day she asked me 1o go and see her son. I
went down to the ground floor, where the owners of
the inn lived, into 2 middlesized room, which had for
caly opening a door that, under the shadow of the
balony. gave directly on to another part of the building.
At the far (el of this smoke blackened and airless
roon stood the invalid’s bed. No medical knowledge
was nevessary in order to see that its occupant had only
a short time more to live,

T advised a generous diet, if the lad could digest
it. T also urged the parents to take him from that dark
wom aud let him sit in the sun, when it was warm
enough, or to move him to a lighter and mote sunny
rom on the upper floor. T fele obliged to say some-
thiny: no pwdicines would have been of any use.

T have never forpotten this sorrowing mother, [
often think of her as perhaps still mourning the child
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whom the gods would not, or could not, save for her.

An opportunity presented itsell for leaving Tsakalo
without our having to wait [or the mule’s bac%s to heal
completely, a process that was taking far longer than
we could ever have imagined to be possible.

Yongden heard of a muletcer who had biought
merchandise to Tsakalo and who was now returning
home with unladen beasts.  Tle immediately went to see
him and arranged for our luggage to be caitivd over the
mountain to the other side of the Diza pass,

We atc late in starting from Tsakalo, so the first stage
of our journey is a short one. The weather is cloudy.
On quitting the village we see another watch tower that
is admirably posed in the landscape, then we amble our
way between ficlds and through hamlets of no special
interest. The path, which has been partially destroyed
by the recent rains, is almost cut off in several places.
Howcver we manage to pass without much difficulty; but
our progress is slow, and it is nearly sunscr when we stop
at a place, which our muleteer calls Hsi-tien,

While we are looking for a suitable spot in which to
camp, a trapa passes by. e is at the moment an
amchid" at a farmer’s and volunteers to get rooms for
us at the house. He also says that there 15 a big stable
attached to it, where all the beasts can be lodged, and
that the muleteer and his servant can sleep in an adjoin-
ing room. This proposal suits me perfectly; at least, as
regards that which concerns the mules. As to me, after
having been shut in my room for over a week, T shall be
delighted to pass a night under canvas.

Tobgyal, S6nam and the muleteers unload the beasts,
then, guided by the obliging #raps, they lead the mules

1 A chaplain- often a trapa who 1esides cithet permanently mt cempot-
arlly in the honse of a layman ot of a tamy, to rend the Sacied Writings
or to celebrate rites,
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to the village, where they will also buy straw and grain
for them and give them their feed,

For his part, Sotar quickly takes a little dry woed
from one of the bags, puts three big stones togethet in
such a position as to support a saucepan, and lights a
fire.  While waiting for his comrades to bring him 2
more ample supply of fucl, with which to cook our
supper, he prepares somne tea,

Maving nothing to do, T take a book [rom my saddle-
hag, sit down na a sack, and hegin to tead.

Ax the plare wheie we propose to spend the night is
rather far from the village, the peasants have not scen
us arrive. but when the trapa enters it leading my men
and their heasts, our presence hecomes quickly known.
Several of the more curinus of the inhabitants come out
to Insnect me,

Hearing me read in an undertone, as is the Tibetan
hahir, one of them comes close to me, in the hope of
catching some of the words that T am uttering. Finding
he cannot do sn, he asks for the book. T hand it to him.
Afrer stammering out a few sentences in a curious pro-
nunciation, he suddenly recopnizes the work he has in his
hand and. calling to those around him, cries:

“Tt is our religion! ”

He gives me back mv hook, retreats a few steps, then,
with intense fervour, prostrates himself three times in
homage before the pages of the Sacred Whitings that 1
hold in my hand. Manv of the villagers hasten to
Imitate him, After having demonstrared his respect,
this “scholar ™ rushes awav and, in a litle while. returns
with same hooks.  He shows me them and, with my help,
rearls a few pages. The peasants who are watching are
filled with admiration. Fowever, the sun has set. the
Tiht fails, and we are forced to cease our reading; but,
while mv artention has heen occupied in this manner,
a miracle has happened.  Suddenly enlightened, the
natives have discovered the object of my journey.
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Their village has the signal honour of being the
Dirthplace of a tulku. This eminent lama is now return-
ing from Lhasa and, on his way to his residence in
Mongolia, will pass some days in his native land. For
the moment, he is staying in a small monastery the other
side of the Dza Pass. - As to us, we are pious people, who,
having learned of the lama’s presence in rthis region,
are on our way to do homage to him and beg [or his
blessing.

T am delighted that these brave Gyarongpas should
have themsclves imagined this story. It saves me the
trouble of inventing another.

The piety that has been ascribed to us has its im-
mediate reward. Women bring us provisions for the
road, among which arc three eggs an(f a basket of nuts.

Night comes, and the villagers go away. Tobgyal
and Sénam have returned. After drinking some tea,
they are now going to pitch the tents, then, when all is
in order, they will go back and water the beasts, which,
on artiving, had been too hot to drink.

As we are unfolding the tents the wind suddenly
rises, and almost at once becomes a gale. I begin to
regret having refused the hospitality that was offered us.
The night promises ta be bad, and we could have passed
it more comfortably under a roof. While I am thinking
this, thunder rumb?es in the distance. My servants want
to know if they must continue to put up the tents; there
is certain to be heavy rain later. Would it not be berter
for us to seck shelter in a house? . . .

Such a move presents difficulties. The farmstead
where our beasts are stabled is at the {arther end of the
village. Tt would take too Jong for the men to cany the
luggage there. . . . Can we not find lodgings neaver at
hand? .

Stnam proposes tnat we should go to a small house
that he has seen close by, down a turning, behind a
clump of trees that has hidden it from me,

rra
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The thunder sounds Jouder. I can quite understand
that my boys have a great longing to get under cover.
Then let them go and ask for hospitality at the little
farm.

“Who wonld refuse to receive travellers during a
thunderstmm! * declares Sénam, Full of assurance.

The others share his optimism and are prepared to
thinst themselves upon the owners of the small home-
steac,  Becddes, there is no time to be lost, if we do not
wish o get wer. The servants quickly reclose the bags
that have already heen opened, carry away the half
folded tents, and run to the house. As they have fore-
seen, they are well received, Yongden and T help with
the removal. Great drops of rain begin to fall. Finally,
after several journeys from camp to farmhouse, all our
lumrage is safe under cover,

The farmer and his wife are a middle-aged couple.
Their home, which is bnilt over the stables, consists of
only two rooms: a kitchen and, separated from it by a
terrace, a toom that is filled with provisions, clothing,
wool for spinning. dried faggots, sacks, boxes, and a
heterogenenus mass of things. all covered with a thick
laver of dust. The nemo' promises to make a place
among them in which to put up my camp bed. The
men will pass the night in the kitchen, with the owners
of the house.

Such as it is, T congratulatc myself on having found
this shelter.  The storm has hroken, the wind rages, and
the rain mixed with hail beats against the walls. We are
better off here than under the tents, and we shall be
able to have supper peacefully.

The #emo has offered to make the soup for us, with
the meat and tsum pa we shall give her.  She, herself, will
add some turnips and vadishes, and she naturally counts
on being asked, together with her husband, to share our

t Nemo+ 3 familiaz, but polite, term for the mistress of the house, when
«he iv 3 woman of the people,
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meal, While walting for the soup to be ready, we drink
some more buttered tea.

The squall is too violent to last long; indeed, in less
than an hour after our anival at the farm, the 1ain
ceases.

Shnam and Tohgyal will take advantage of this fact
to return to the village to water the heasts and fill their
tacks with straw.  Since our hostess is kindly acting as
cook, Sotar will go and help his companions.

The three men have drunk their tea seated on the
floor with no table on which to put their bowls, so they
put their empty bowls on the floor, close 10 the wall, in
readiness for the next meal, and go out. The nepo
(master of the house) {ollows them, to get the milk and
the promised vegetables, and his wife goes to make an
efforl at tidying the room where I am going to sleep.
Yongden and I remain alone by the hearth.

A few minutes later, a young man comes into the
kitchen and, without saying a word, sits down in the
corner. Our hostess comes back, glances casually at the
newcomer, and, catching sight of a wooden bowl thar is
standing by him on the floor, fills it with tea and places
a little bag of #sempe in [ront of it. Then, turning
round to the hearth, makes up the fite, and starts prepar-
ing the supper.

The boy still remains silent, he has not even thanked
the woman who served him. Awkwardly, he plunges his
hand into the bag of tsampa and, on withdrawing 1t, lets
the greater part of his handful of flour run through his
fingers on to the floor. He throws the rest of it into his
tea, then absent-mindedly, without luoking at what he
is doing, his cyes staring into space, he stirs the pap with
his fingers. Finally. he puts the bow! to his mouth and
holds it against his lips, without eating,

While she is cutting the meat up into liule pieces
for the soup, the memo {furtively watches this silent
individual’s strange ways. Then, as she goes to the

T



TIBETAN JOURNEY

corner of the room to get some dry branches for the fire,
he gets up, lets his bowl {all from his hands, and walks
out like an automaron.

Both Yougden and I have understood,

“He is an idiot,” the Tama says to me in a low voice,

[ nod my head in agicement,

At the sound that the howl makes in [alling, the
nemo s round and she sces the poor fool disappeating
vut of the door.

* What is the matter with your servant? ” she asks us
“He looks like a madman.”

“What do you mean? This boy is not our se-
vant.”

“Is he not one of your people who have remained in
the village with the mules?”

“ Nothing of the sort. We don’t know him. Only
the two Chinamen have stayed with the mules. You
have seen onr three servants, here.”

* Why didn’t you say he was not your servant?”

“We' thought he was onc of the houschold. Yom
gave him tea.”

“I gave him tea because I thought he was one of your
men.”

“ Do not regret having done so. It was a charitable
act. You will gain merit hy it. Poor {ellow| he is cer-
tainly out of his mind . . . an idiot. He wasted all his
tsampa and tea, without eating or drinking, He seemed
to trv to do so and could not.”

Fleavens! What indiscrect words had I uttered
without suspecting their singular import? The woman
turned pale.

“ Ah! you remarked it ro0,” she stammered. “He
wanted 10 eat and could not.”’

8She stood thinking,  Ar this moment the dogs began
to bark furiously, as thev did when we artived. My boys
were returning.

On enteting the room: they at once noticed the spilt
s
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Lea and tsanipa, and the overturned bowl. Tobgyal ran
quickly and picked it up. ‘

* What is the meanng of this? ” he asked angrily.
“ Who has used my bowl? ™

I then undersiwwod that the bowl near to which the
idiot had scated himself belonged to Tobgyal, who had
placed it there.  The newmo, sceing it by the man whom
she took [or my seivant, had concluded that it was his
and that he was waitiug politely, in silence, for someonce
to (Wl it with tea,

The woman paid no attention to Tobgyal’s indigna-
tion, She had given a start on heating the dogs baik, as
if a sudden idea had struck her.

“And .. .” she said, “ when this man came in, the
dogs did not bark, and when he went away they still did
not bak. . . . Kyab su chiwo! . . . Lama Kienol . .

Whatever was the matter with her?

She called her husband and told him all that had
happened. The man looked grave.

* That is bad,” he declared, “It is not a man but a
demon who has come. Tea and flour ace not the food
that his kind crave for; they feast on the ' vital breath’
of beings. . . . Who has brought him here. . . ?”

“You are talking nonsense, nepo,” 1 said “No
demon has come, only a poor idiot boy. If he does not
belong to your village, it is that he is wandering up and
down without knowing where to go. You must find him
and give him shelter.  To-morrow you can try and dis-
cover where he comes from so as to send him back to
his people.

“ Take a lantern,” I ordered, turning to Sénam, * and
see if a boy is not wandering about close by. If you

iTvery Tiberan pnesesses ane or more bowls, perronal to himsclf
Custom requires that no one except their owner diinks out ot them

2 Current esclamations at the time of danger, mistortune, ete. The (irst
one means: “T o for 1fuge,” and the sccond “ Kuow, O Lama! " or “The
Lama koows it.” I is an appeal to one's spititual guide, or to the foundes
of the sect to which one hc{ongs, entreating him to pratect his follower.
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mcet him, lead him gently back here: he is a poor mad
fcllow.”

On hearing this, the woman threw hersell before the
door.

“You shall not do it, you shall not go out]” she
shricked. “ You shall not bring that demon back.”

“IIcll receive something, 1f he does show himself
again,” mutrered her husband, taking a sword [rom the
wall and unsheuthing it. It was no Jonger a question of
one lunatic; there were now two others in {ront of me,
and these were certainly more dangerous than the first.
Ty go against the peasants’ superstitious ideas would have
been imprudent. “The unfortunate boy ran less risk in
wandering over the countryside than in being brought
back to this housc, where they wished to kill him. I did
not ingist. Sotar <ooked the supper, [or the woman was
far Loo upset to continue her jog. We then ate quickly,
and I retired to my room.

T am not yet in bed when iny son raps gentlg at my
door. I open ir, and sce that he is carrying his blankets
under his arm.

“If you will permit me,” he says, “I will sleep
here.”

“ Are you too many in the kitchen; can’t you find a
place? ”

*“Itis not that, This fuss about the idiot worries me.”

“QOh! Why?”

“ Because these fools have got it into their heads that
he is a demon, and they scem to think that it is we who
have brought him in our train. You know their ideas
on the subject.”

* What docs that matter 10 us? . . . Sleep here if you
like.”

The young man spreads his blankets on the floor
Dhefore the door, which I leave open. [ am stifled in this
room, among the many smells that come [rom the things
that are piled there.
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In the night an unusual sound wakes me. Somebody
is walking slowly, bare-footed, on the terrace. Who is
it? A thief, That is hardly probable. Nevertheless, T
act u quickly, knecl down by Yongden, cover his mouth
with fu's blankets, to deaden the sound of his voice should
he speak on being suddenly awakencd, and whisper in
his ear:

*Somebody is coming; wake up! ”

The lama has nor yet disentangled himsclf from his
blankets, when the noctuinal visitor appears. 1t is
Sénam.

“T have come to warn you,” he says, “ The nemo is
ill. She has moaned ull the night, complaining of pains
in her heart. She declares that the demon who came
last evening has cairied her ‘ vital breath” away to devour
it and that she will die. Her husband accuses us of
having brought the demon. He is so angry that he has
cursed us the whole night. 'We have not been able to
sleep. I have come out as il to satisly a necessity of
nature; 1 wanted you to know what was happening.”

Yongden immediarely determines upon a course of
action.

“ We must leave,” he says, “ leave at once, before the
nepo has time to spread his absurd notions all through
the village. The woman's sudden illness may create a
bad impression. We must leave. . . . If she hecomes
worse, the peasants, already excited by the story of the
demon, may handle us roughly. . . .

“That is what I fear,” acquiesces S6nam.

They are right. Ridiculous as it may seem, the
situation is a serious one. The supersarion, firmly
established among the Tibetans, that wandering demons
attach themselves to travellers, enter into the houses
where these last are reccived, and, there, draw out and
“eat” the life of both men and animals, may provoke
an outburst of collective fury among the villagers. To
try to reason with them, to nurse the sick nemo, whose
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illuess is probably entirely caused by fright, would be
useless,  [light is best.

“ Lasten,” 1 say to Sonam, “in two hours it will be
day. Go to the muleteers and tell them that I wish to
go far to-day, m order to reach as soon as possible the
Crand Lama, whomn 1 wish to visit.  Above all do not
say anything about the demon. Let the three of you
quickly buing the mules here. If the chaplain or any of
the lanm people wake up and ask questions, repeat to
them what you have said to the muleteers: I am in a
hurry to see the lama,

“Will it take you long to cord the luggage, here? ”

“No. We packed everything last evening, Except
for Jetsun KusLog’s blankets and ours, all is ready to
put on the mules.”

“ Goud. Now be quick. The dogs have been chained
up, so you have nothing to {ear from them. The nepo
saw you go out; he will think you are in the yard and
will not be astonished if they bark.”

“T think I can manage to jump into the field from
the end of the terrace; as the dogs are chained up on the
other side of the house, perhaps they will not hear me.
The nepo, whose attention is centred in the invalid, will
be less likely to notice my absence if the dogs do noi
bark.”

Yongden approves, and I tell them to do as they
please.

Sanam is tall, young and agile. The distance from
the terrace o the ground is not grem; he soon steps
over the wonden railing, hangs there for a moment, then
drops, Now he is running off into the darkness, The
doys have heard nothing, It almost seems as if he were
enacting a romantic diama. T am half inclined 1o laugh,
but the lama s serinus.  “Rotten business,” he mutters.

It does not take me long v make my toilet. In
Tibet, one does not undress much while travelling, T
have only taken off my outer robe and my boots. My
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son and I silently refold my blankets and bed and put
them back into their bag. Then, we wait,

It scems a long time before we hear the sound of the
mules” hoofs splashing in the mud.

Yongden goes to tell Sotar and Tobgyal of our plans.
He also retails to the farmer the story | have invented:
“ We are Jonging to see the Grand Lama, therefore we
are making a very early start so as to be able to go far
w-day.”” 1 think the {act that we are going to visit this
saintly man 1ather impresses our host; he is not quite
suie that it would be possible for such pious people to
have demens following them.

) approach the sick woman, but her husband stops
me and will not let me touch her. I do not insist, When
in a few days’ time she finds bersell still alive and she
is no longer terrified, the fever will leave her quite
naturally.

The beasts arc loaded by the light of our Chinese
lanterns, and we set off.

The path that mounts to the pass is cut through
virgin forest. The natives go along it ejther on foot or on
therr little Szechwan ponies, and for the convenicnce of
these riders the trees have been ruthlessly lopped of their
lower branches. As for me, seated on my tall Sining
mule, I ride with my head in the foliage, often at the
tisk of having an eye put out by a twig. At one moment
my way is completely barred. My mule not under-
standing why I wish to stap, insists on trying to follow
its companions in the file. The boys have to hold it
and cxtricate me by cutting the surrounding branches
with their swords.

Owing to our hurried departure we did not break-
(ast before leaving, and the mules are also fasting, there-
fare towards midday I call a halt. While some of the
men give grain to the beasts, others gather dead wood.
A fire is lighted, and soon we arc cac% enjoving several
bowls of buttered tea. The rest of the meal follows: some
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pieces of meat that have been grilled on the glowin
embers, and some bread that we ourselves had baked
in Tsakalo.

As we are cating, 4 man on horseback comes along,

* Where are you going to?” Tobgyal asks him,
according 1 the Tibetan custom of questioning a traveller
whom one meets. And, conlornung likewse to the
usage of the countty, Yongden adds: ™ Come and drink
tea with us.”

“Thunk you, I cannot stop,” answers the rider. “]
am in a hurry,”

“Where ate you poing to? " insists Yongden,

“To the monastery on the other side of the pass. [
am going to ask the lamas, there, to perform the rites
for the dead in behalf of the woman at whose housc you
ilcpt last night. She died at daybreak; a demon killed

et!”

The man continues to ride as he speaks. His last
words are shouted from a distance, when he is already
hidden by the trees. It is the voice of an invisible being,
who, through the dark silent {orest, sends us the astounﬁ-
ing ncws: “The woman died; a demon killed her!”

We remain stupefied. However, we must on no
account let the muleteers become afraid, they might
abandon us. T quickly recover.

** Pour woman! ” 1 say. “She was very ill when we
arrived.”

This statement ought to reagsure the Chinamen: if
her illness existed prior to our arrival at her house, there
can he no connection between it and our visit. Dut T
sce them tum pale.  They look all around. they look at
me. [ can puess their thoughts: Has this murderous
demon followed us?—Was it already with ns when we
entered the farm?~Do demons follow in my train?—
Although less given to superstition, my servants appear
uneasy.

The widowed [armer must, now, be completely con-
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vinced that a demon has devoured the “ life” of his wife
and that it is we who brought it to his house. Will he
call his [riends to his aid? Shall we be puisued, and
will the villagers attempt to murder us?

Hurriedly we tesume our march, my men pushing
belore them the terrificd muleteers and their beusts.
Yongden rides with me in the rear. On the other side
ol the pass, at the foor of the mountain, we shall find
ourselves in territory under the jurisdiction of a Chinese
magistrate. The magistrate has his scat at sonie distance
fiom there, but it is almost certain thal the tribesmen
will not dare to attack us in his district. . . . The pass,
however, is still far ahead. Suddenly, we hear clamow-
ing voices fxom below us.  Are the villagers com'mg?—
Shall we, after having been, unlortunately, the indirect
cause of the death of a poor woman, be compelled to use
our arms to defend our lives against deluded hillmen?
I would never do such a thing for my own sake, but my
men are not willing to let themselves be killed without
fighting. I see them unslinging their rifles, . . .

“ Let us hasten,” T urge.

Haste is essential; nevertheless, the voices we hear
may merely be those of wood-cutters, who are shouting
to some distant co-workets. I want to communicate this
reassuring idea to my companions, but the muleteers
have alrcady formed their own opinion as regards the
disquicting clamour that rises from the mysterious depths
of the {orest.

“Demons follow us!” they suddenly cry. “The
demon who has killed the woman and others whom he
has called w join him, . .. Demons! ... Demons!
.« . They will tear us to pieces!”

There is now no longer any need for me to urge the
men on, Panic 15 doing it for me. In front of me, at
top speed, a troop of madmen climb the narrow rough
path, whipping the terrified beasts of burden, which

stumble over the projecting roots and rocks that obstruct
A
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the way. Sometimes the men themselves fall, but on]
to regain their {eet instantly and to rush on at once wit
the same maddening cry : “The demons! . . . demons}”

I hurry after them, unable to cluieten them. Itisa
scene such as is lived through in nightmares,

At last we cross the pass. Men and beasts hurl them-
selves down the steep slopes. At the foot of the moun.
tain, they reach deserted pastureland, and the silence,
the soothing influence of Ll[xc peaceful verdant landscape
have immediate cffect upon their overwrought nerves.
They look wonderingly at one another. What has hap-
pencd?  What have they done? They seem to be only
haif conscious of it and to be awakening from a dream.

* Unload the beasts and light a fire,” I order, “ We
will camp here.”

The men begin to work. A few minutes later, I hear
one of them laughing. These childish folk have already
fargotten the demons and their fear of them. I am the
only one of our party who remembers the hospitable
farmer’s wife, whose cold rigid body now awaits the
funeral pyre, and I think that had we not entered her
house and, in this way, given her material upon which
to feed her superstitious glcliefs, she would still be alive.
Yet . . . who can tell?

Was it their proximity to the Chinese magistrate that
had inspired the peasants with a salutary fear, or was it
that they hesitated to molest us on account of our meet-
ing with the village “ scholar ”, which hud proved that we
were people “learned in the Religion” and because of
our pious desire to visit the Grand Lama. Whatcver the
cauves might have been, we were left undisturbed.

Our hostess had died of fright. There could not be
the least doubt about that. In itself, her death had
nuthing of the nature of a supernatural or occult
“ phenomenon ”, aud 1 sought no explanation regarding
it; nevertheless, I related the circumstances attending it
10 several lamas. Thus it bappened that I had offered
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me the mast extraordinary cxplanation imaginable of
the real personality of the onc whom [ had taken for a
simple idiot and whom [ have continued to think of as
such. A fantastic story is attached to this explanation,
and since, apart Nom nis strange character, it relates to
soime peruliar beliefs held hy Tiletan occultists, [ will
relate 1t here,

Alak Npags Chang, who was reputed to he deeply
versed in sceret sddences, did not admit thar this strange
hoy, whose visit had pioved so fatal to my hostess, was
a genuine demon. He also hesitated to adopt my
opinion that he was a simple madman. Without affirm-
ing anything explicitly, he insinuated that he might have
been a tulpa, which had escaped [rom the control of the
magician who had created it and was wandering about,

The Tihctans believe that adepts in certain secret lore
have the power of forming phantom-beings (tulpas) that
are able to behave in the world as ordinary mortals.
However, the fulpz has no consciousness of its own. It
is but an empty form animated and directed by the
magician who has made it. Now, Tibetan occultists
believe that, in certain cases, a ulpa can succeed in com-
pleting its personality, becoming, in some measure, a
conscious individual. The desire to preserve its existence
and make it independent of its creator can, then, wake in
it and a terrible struggle—usually carried on by psychic
means—ensues between the magician and his creature.
The former endeavours to dissolve the latter and, in
doing s0, comes up against the resistance and attacks of
the tulpa which is trying to destroy its master in order
10 gain its independence.

Conld such a being, acting as a demon “ eater of
breath ” have caused the woman’s death?  According to
Alak Ngags Chang the thing was very doubtful but not
impossible. Upon which, our conversation having centred
round the subject of sulpas, he told me the history of Chis
Tags.
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It had come to his knowledge in this way: Tmmedi-
atcly before his death Chds Tags, no doubt inspired by
the example of the {amous ascetic Milarepa, had dictated
his biography to one of his disciples. While doing so, he
had specially charged him to warn any of their fellow
ngagspas (magicians) who might be tempred to engage in
such an undertaking of the dangeis of creating zulpas.
This disciple, a friend of Alak Ngags Chang’s spititual
master, had told his friend the story of the tulpa created
by Chiis Tags, and, in his turn, my informant had heard
it from his master.

The ngagspa Chiis Tags was ncither a saint nor a
sage. In his youth he bad committed a crime. One
cvening, yielding to a sudden burst of passion, he had
brutally violz\tef a dokpa’ maiden whom he had long
desired. Then, his flaming frenzy extingnished and fear-
ing punishment as the result of his victim’s cries for
help, he had callously thrown her into the adjacent river,
anc{]. with her, the bucket she had carried.

Calmly, unemotionally, he had gone his way. The
people of the black tents, searching for the missing girl,
had found only her bucket canght among the rocks. Its
presence there gave sufficient explanation: an accident
had occurred—the girl while getting water had leant too
far forward and, losing her balance, had fallen into the
river and been borne away by the current. Over one of
her dresses, in his quality of chaplain of the tribe to which
his vierim belonged, Chiis Tags, impressive and solemn,
had celebrated, on her behalf, the office for the dead: the
powa that sends the “spirit” of the departed to the
paradise of the “ Gieat Beatitude ”: Nub Dewachan.

Years pasied. Chds Tags had become rich and
celebrated. He had delved decply into the most secret
of magic sciences. As inscrutable as the redoubtable

! Dakpas (brogpas), * people of the solitudes ¥, me hetdsmen who live
in tents in the grest grass solitudes of Tibet.
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duities with whom he had intercourse, Chits Tags was
the object of mingled respect and terror. Nevertheless,
suceess brought him no happiness; inturnally the canker
of despair was torturing him; he knew himself to he old.
and the thought of his approaching death filled Tum with
anguish.

To live! . . . the aged magician had but this une
desire; his past ttiumphs, his riches, his glory, all these
things he held as naught. TIe wanted 10 contimue 1o live
for years and years.  Yet he, who was capable of working
s0 many wonders, remained in ignorance of an ellevive
means by which to prolong his lile for centuries.

Nevertheless, a means of the kind existed.  An
ancient manuscript that he had discovered in the dusty
library of a mgagspa who had recently died gave an
account of a treatise on this subject that had been buried
by Padma Sambhava, in a cave ncar the summit of
Mount Kangs Tise.!

He must have this treatise, but how to get possession
of ity

Difficult as such an undertaking would be at his age,
he might succeed in accomplishing the long journey from
Ga (in Eastern Tibet) to the Kangs Tise. but, it would he
impossible for him to climb it. Still Chés Tags thirsted
to know the secret of immortality in our present flesh.

Reflecting deeply he remembered the maxim of the
master who had initiated him into the mysteries of esoteric
methods: “There always exists a means by which to
obtain one’s object. The question is to find 1t.”

What matter that his body was devaid of strength,
that his limbs had become stiff; if the fleshly envelope
of Chas Tags could not be an efficient instrument for
Chos Tagy’ will, this will was capable of creating another
instrument that would be better fitted to serve its
purposc.

A mountain In Western Tibet thae is axcred o both Tibetans and
Indians. The latter eall it Kailasa.
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The magidian undetstond the art of producing tulpas
endowed with all the physical faculties of teal beings,
but anunated by the thought of their creator and actin,
acconling to lus intentions, More than once he ha
made use of these ephemeral aeanmes, He would do
80 apain. .\ tulpu, having in iv Chos Tags' ardent desire
o hve and rendered robust by the encigy pouted upon
it from his mne, would go in hus stead 1o the mountain
and, oheying the impulses communicated to it, would, at
the spot incicatcd, dig up Padma Sambhava's precious
ficatise and 1ctirn with it

Clios Tags went into suict seclusion in the darkness
ael set to wotk, The tulpa took form. As was the
magician’s wish its appearance was that of a youn
monk: the chaacter that was the least likely to attract
attention on a pilgrimage to the sacred mountain.

The phantom was kept for several months shut up
with its creator, who gradually gave it life by pronounc-
ing appiopriate magic formulas and transfusing a part
of his subtle substance intoit. When Chos Tags thought
it capable of moving into the world as a natural being,
he sent it forth upon its journey, Although away from
the magician, the traveller was bound to him by an occult
tie and continued to be actuated by the will of its creator,
who, throngh his dlairvoyance, could follow it in all its
movements,

The tulpa walked unceasingly, day and night. It had
no neerd of food., drink, or rest. The force of the
mantram (magic formula) pronounced over it together
with the enetgy generated gy the magician’s concentra-
tion of thought sustained it.

Thus the pseudo-pilgrim crossed Lhasa, Shipatse, and
followed the course of the Yesru Tsangpo. Then, having
rassed by many villages, it came to solitudes similar to
those of Ga: where only herdsmen live.

One day, it reached a camp. The dogs did not batk
at its approach. Always walking straight before ir, it
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stumbled against a tent peg and stopped abruptly. In
the tent was a girl. .

At the other extremity of Tibet's vast territory, Chos
Tags [elt the shock that had just checked his tulpa in
its walk. He saw the girl in the tent and recognized her:
it was she whom he had violated and killed sixty years
hefore.

The aged magician was well aware that all our acts,
whether good or bad, produce cffects that will overtake
us sooner or later; but his crime of long ago had never
interfered with his success and he had almost ceased to

_dread its consequences. By his great knowledge, he was
able to penetrate the secret, hidden from the ignorant, of
the past existences of all beings. He sank into deep
meditation, and the ineffaceable images of past events
appeared to him. )

He saw his victim carried away by the current and
heard her commend herself to the Lord of Compassion,
the powerful Chenrezigs. “ Aum mani padme hum!” she
said, “ Nub Dewachan gyi shingkhams la kieswar shog"™
And as she had during her short life assiduously recited
“mani™* and practised charity, Chenrezigs received her
in his blissful kingdom. Nevertheless, her merits were
not great cnough to allow of her making a long sojourn
there. Barely forty years had elapsed—which time
corresponds to scarcely one hour of Nub Dewachan—,
when the young gir] was reborn in our world and in a
condition of life similar to the one that had been hers
during her previous earthly existence. Once again, she
was the daughter of a herdsman.

Chos Tags who had never known fear, trembled. The
hour of retribution had come. He did not however give
way to his alarm, but resolved to fight, believing hinsclf
capable of surmounting the obstacle that apparently
opposed his purpose. First of all, it was necessary that

1"May I be reborn in the Paradise of the Great Beatitude,”
3¢ Mani ” §s the current term for the formula * Aum mani padme hum,”
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his rulpa should go away from the tent and resume its
journey.

With poweiful concentration of thought, he suove to
impait t his phantom his will to continue its journey;
and, [or the fist time, the fulpa did not 1espond,

The vouny gitl, secing a pilerim monk standing out-
side the tent, cane out 1o beg him to come in and diink
tea.  The tulpa, oheying a foice more potent than that
of its crealon, entered

Formed of the subtle substance of Chas Tags and
impregnated thercfore with the same sentiments that
animated the magician when he made it, his ceatuie
cartied latent in it the passionate desiie to live, and,
suddenly, upon contact with influences that proceeded
from Chds Taps’ ciiminal act, this desire became active.
Simultancnusly, Chés Tags’ sensuality awoke in the tulpa.
The magician and his creature were but one mind in
two material forms.

At least, that is what they had been up dll then, but
other influences now came into operation. As a magnet,
the esire to live and the sensual tendencies attached to
the form of the tulpa artracted foreign elements that were
to interferc with the magician's work. His creature was
becoming vaguely conscious of itself,

The phantom-monk sat down: it scemed tired, a con-
dition most natural in a pilgrim. Tt closed its eyes, and
appeared 10 sleep. The parents of the young girl, a pious
couple, deemed themselves fortunate to harbour a monk
on his way to the sacred mountain. Days passed, and
then weeks. The fulpe resisted the pressure brought to
hear on it by the magician. Tt did not want to go to
Kangs Tise; the herdsman’s daughter pleased it. Fed
from sources independent of the will of the magician,
possessed by other minds than the mind of the magician.
a separate intelligence was developing in it. The subtle
tie that united the phantom-man to Chos Tags no longer

served solely as a medium for the transmission of the !
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Master's will to the tulpa; along this conducting thread,
the iul{m’s rudimentary consciousncss now ran and, com-
ing into contact with its creator’s mind, penetrated his
designs. In this way it came to understand that the
period of its existence was limited and that, once it had
accomplished its task, it would be desiroyed.  This it did
not want. It wished to live.

Chils Tags perccived its evolt.  The old magician
shut himsclt up again in the darkness. Ile muade use af
the most powarful mantrams, the most powerful of mind
concentrations, those during which the whole of the vital
energy fows out in a single stream. e summoned his
tatelaty deities to his aid. Nothing conld make the
tulpa_continue its journey to the cave where the treatisc
containing the secret of immortality was buried.

Quite the reverse happened. Chés Tags felt that his
phantom, stren thened by the ocru?t forces it had in-
corporated, had 1tself begun to draw life and energy from

The thought of the danger he ran maddened him.
It was now no longer 2 question of securing a treatise on
the art of becoming immortal, but one of defending
himself from imminent destruction, of dissolving the
rehellious tulpa.

Chos Tags tried to bring it back to Ca, believing that
he could achieve his object more easily if he had the
tulpa at hand. His efforts were of no avail. Growing
more and more conscious, become almost a man, the
phantor perceived what the magician was plotting
against it and defended itself with all the force that its
hunger for life gave it.

To this craving was added another feeling. The
tulpa, which by reason of its limited mental faculties was
incapable of love, had nevertheless inherent in it the
effects of Chiss Taps' criminal passion. An irresistible
sensual attraction, of which it was only partly conscious,
drove it towards the herdsman’s daughter. Often its
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thoughts would be occupicd by the desire it felt for her,
and during those hours of reverie its concentration upon
the preservation of its own life was relaxed. The distant
magician then took advaniage of those periods of inatten-
tion in his occult stiuggle with his sulpa; but he, too,
became poisoned by the evil emanations of his [ormer
passion, which he lived again in his memory.

A day came when the scene of the by-gone dtumna
appeared before him as actually happening. — TTis super-
novmal vision showeed him the dokepa’s duughter carrying
u hacker, on her way to fetch water at the river, and the
tulpa fullowing her. - Then, the same blaze of passion that
had flamed in him sixty years before, once more burnt
him with its infernal fire.  Afar off, the fulpa Felt its sting-
ing bite and thiew itself on the young girl.

But, to the magician trained for many years in the
acute ohservation of facts, there yet remained sufficient
dlear-sightedness to seize the opportunity offered by his
adversary. The latrer, overcome by passion, surrender-
ing itself to it, was no longer on its “'guard . Chés Tags
cantrolled himself. By a powerful effort, he “ retook ™
within himself the vital mantran npon which the tulpa’s
existence depended, and, the terrified dokpa maiden saw
the man who had her in his embrace dissolve as a cloud.

This supreme effort drained the aged magician of his
remaining strength, He survived it only by a few months.
Soon after having dictated his biography to a disciple, he
was found dead upon his meditation seat.

It is doubtful whether, in a foreign language, I have
been able to render the truly hallucinatory character of
this Tibetan story. Tt is also impossible for those who
will read it in Western cities to um{)mst:md the impression
it produces when told, in the evening, round a camp fire

1The rire of “remking™ manframs has for object the undoing of a
wagie worle thar has been produced by the help of mantiams, or of
counteracting or desiroving an adversary’s, which hae likewise been based
on manirams, In the latter case, it is necessary to know exactly those
that have heen nsed.
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in the desert chang thangs, while the moon, the couds,
and the blue Hames of the blazing chiwae' ure peopling the
wilderness with dancing shadows. More impossible still
is it to imaginc the thoughts that it wakens in the one
who, without accepting all its [antastic details, yet knows
that the story hides a truth.

t Ching: dried yak's dung; the only combuatille in Central and
Notthern Tibet,
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LITE KHAM COUNILIRY

A JOURNEY through the Kham country naturally
included a visit 1o Kanze, the chief 1own of the Horpa
tribes.  According 1o information given us at Romi-
changku, the path T intended 1o follow was under water
in several places, and since the region it crossed was
practically uninhabited, it was pretiy certain that the
damage done by the river would not he quickly repaired.

Ought I to attempt to tiavel on such a road with only
a few servants? It scemed to me that it would be im-
prudent. [ therefore proposed to engage a muleteer at
whose house I was staying. He would bring his servant
and four beasts. Their co-operation would lighten my
own mules’ loads and at the same time give my three
noodles less work, more company, and a pleasanter
journcy. However, [had reckoned without my host. The
muletcer absolutely refused his services. Two other
owners of mules also refused to hire us their animals,

My difficulty having been explained to the Chinese
magistrare, the latter, very graciously, signed a paper that
gave me the tight to requisition carriers, men or beasts,
for the transport of my lugpage, just as the officials have
when travelling.  He also added that, in two days’ time,
he would have mules sent to me, for use on the first stage
of the journey, and that T should also be provided with
an escort of soldiers for crossing the mountains, where un-
pleasant encounters frequently occurred.

The morning of my departure, porters arrived in place
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of the expected mules. Later, I was to congratulate my-
self upon this fortunate change. Loaded beasts could
never %ﬂve negotiated the obstacles that the floods placed
in our path; my mules, which had only their saddles to
catry, found it difficult enough to reach Tao.

The magistrate had me mlormed that in place of the
armed “ braves ”, he would send two men of the local
militia (2 kind of unarmed police force). The men, how-
ever, were not ready to start with us, and it was
“officially ” intimated that we should not wait for them,
assurance being given that they would soon overtake us.

The first day’s march proves agreeable and the condi-
tion of the road much better than we anticipated, With-
out stopping, we pass close to a Bénpo monastery, then
we halt in a village where we obtain a relay of porters.
As the people of the place have not been warned of our
passage, it takes more than an hour to assemble the neces-
sary number of men. During this time, I am able to
examine the village at my leisure. It is inhabited by
Gyarongpas, and, in its appearance, differs as greatly {rom
the ordinary Chinese villages as from those of Tibet
proper. The forest mountaincers of this frontier region
build wooden houses many stories high, encircled with
balconies, and surmounted with high, very sloping roofs.
The stables occupy the whole of the ground floor as they
do in the majonty of Tibetan farm-houses. Here, the
buildings are particularly high. Seen from the narrow
streets, they look like “ sky-scrapers ”.

At sunset, having deposited their loads in the place
that we have chosen, the porters return 10 their homes.
Only one of them goes on to tell the peo le of the next
hamlet that they have to send us men in the morning,

We remain by ourselves on a grassy hillock, not far
from the river, but on dry ground. I have just dropped
off to sleep, when I am awakened by shouts. People are
approaching. My boys, who are still up, drinking tea,
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challenge them with the greeting in usage in this pant
of the wold: “Halt, {riends, or I fire” It is customary
for the persons thus accosted, if their intentions be honest,
to answer by shouting who thcﬁ are and what they want.
Otherwise they take to their heels, or else, if they can
discern the challenger, shoot him before he has time to
carry out his threat.

This titne, the atrivais make themselves known: they
are the two wilitiamen who werc to join us, In order to
sausfy myself thar no mistake has been made, I leave my
tent, and, standing in my night-gown, receive the two
men’s ceremnonious genullexions.

Next day, we rcach Wadjo. My requisition order
works marvels thete; it gets us provisions.  The villagers
assure me that I shall not be able to obtain any more
along my route. I take as much flour, butter, and grain
as I think is needed for the journcy, and, in addition,
some milk, which, with care, may keep fresh for a day
or TWO,

The peasants, who would have absolutely refused to
sell me even an egg, seem quite content to have been
forced to give me all these provisions. Knowing very well
that I could have taken everything without payment, they
appear delighted with the gratuities that Yongden
distributes among them. This strange way of looking at
things prevails nearly everywhere in Tibet.

Rain falls in torrents all the night. The next day
the river has risen considerably. The villagers urge
me to remain at Wadjo, while a gang of corvée workers
will go and inspect the road and repair it where
necessary.

The men retuin at sunset and tell us that we will
be able to pass. The next day's march is very tiring;
the path is still under water in places, although the
flood has abated appreciably since the night before.

Towards the end of the afterncon we arrive in sight
of the Bonpo monastery of Tesmon. To reach it, we
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have 1o cross a bridge. Like so many of the Chinese
buidges this one is aich-shaped, and, lor the moment,
the only part of it that emeiges Lrom the water is in the
centre of the river, which has risen to threc times its
normal height. The way on to the bridge irom either
side is by a primitive stauway, made of unhewn slabs
of rock, This stairway has now disappeared under
the water and the cwrent beats violently against it.
Between the first step and the place wheie we have
stopped is about Lftcen yards; this distance will have
to be crossed in the rushing river

Cauying their loads on their heads, the porters go
over ane by one, cach ol them supported on either side
by a man who is not loaded. Other willageis foim a
chain, evidently with the purposc of casching their
comyades should they fall and of preventing them from
being carried away by the river. With their arms
stretched out sideways, they all stand above those who
walk in the water, mstead of below them, facing up-
stream. 1 wonder what their idea is. It is quite certain
that 1f a man or his load were to fall, this chain of arms,
placed where it 15, would not prevent either of them
from being swept away. DBut I must be the only one
who thinks so. The impeitmbable seriousness of all
those around me plainly shows that they have no doubt
as to the efficacy of the living dam.

In order nol to stand in the mud during the time
that it takes for the luggage to be carried over, I remain
seated on my big black mule, watching the operation.
When it is finished, Sénam and Tobgy;% lead my beast
to the staitway, This kind of bridge is never crossed
on horseback, and now less than ever is it the moment
[or making the atterpt. I therelore dismount on to
the submeiged steps. The mule will be when over
after I have passedd across. The bank is higher on the
other side, consequently the water has not spread so
far inland. When I reach the other end of the bridpge
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aman picks me up, puts me like a sack over his shoulder,
and carrics me to safety.

We arc going to stay at the monastery. One of
the monks gives up his quarters to me: two litle
roums, one ol which is a kitchen, the other a bedroom,
I setrle mysell in the latter, and Yongden will sleep in
the kitchen. My boys and the militiamen will be
housed by another monk.

It has been a tiring day for the porters. I urge them
not to return at once to their homes, where they would
only arrive late in the night, but to rest first. In addi-
tion to their tip, I offer them a good supper; they can then
leave at daybreak. The thought of a “good supper”
instancly settles the question. They decide to remain,
After giving orders for them to be provided with flour
and meat for making soup, I go back “ home ",

‘The owner of the room that I have been given
must be an ascetic, or else a poor man—unless he be
simply a sage. His houschold goods consist of a low
table, before which he sits on the floor; a brazier; a set
of unpolished wooden shelves, which serves for a book-
case; two blankets for a couch; and a long stick, sus-
pended from the ceiling beams by cords, for hangin
clothes on. To these must be added the “torma (ritua
cakes) cupboard ”, a kind of tabernacle in which, by
means of magieal processes, the Lamaists, as well as
their Bonpo colleagues, imprison a being of demon race
or a wrathful deuy.

My host carries away his blankets and some books,
then leaves me alone. [ hang my wet clothes on the
stick and make my bed, While wailing for my meal
o be cooked, T shall visit the temple, where an office
must be in pragress, {or I hear the dull sound of a drum
that is being rhythmically beaten, But before going
there, I want to see what 1s in the tabernacle.

This wish is not idle curiosity on my part, but a
desire for knowledge. Does a Bonpo stock it in the
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same way as a Lamaist? As.a. rule these cupboards
are kept padlocked; for the um.nniated must not gaze
upon their contents. The ordinary reason given for
1his prohibition is that the being who js held captive
there may then escape or become irritated. However,
the Tiberan occultists explain things difEerently. Accord-
ing w0 them, that which resides in the mysterious
tabernacle is a force created by magical processes. They
say that the formas that arc found in the tabernacle
have been “animated” by the one who has placed
them there and that an “ energy ” of a diffcrent order
has been incorporated in each of them, Exoterically
cach forma is said to represent a different personality,
divine or demoniac. Shut up in the tabernacle after
having been thus “animated ” and each of them
provided with suitable “ food”,‘_ these formas form a
group of active energies, of “living entities ”, among
wh.ic}}]n various secrct cxchanges and mysterious com-
binations take place. It naturally follows that an in-
opportune opening of this occult laboratory may
disturb the work that is going on within it and wn-
scasonably liberate the force that should remain captive.
This force, through not being controlled and directed
by a competent initiate, can cause harm and take for
its first victim its imprudent liberator.

At least, this is what I have been told, but my in-
formants themselves have been careful only to apply
these explanations to the tabcrnacles that belong to
initiates in secret scicnces. Those that are found in
the rooms of the ordipary monks are of little or no
importance, for their owners have neither the necessary

ower for “animating” the various formas, nor the
Enowlcdgc required for grouping them in the correct
way.
My host's little cupboard must have belonged to

! Thin faod consists of offerings of rice, meat, wine, tea, etc, or of other
tortngs that represent nourishment.
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this last category. Made of roughly carved wood,
Dlackened by smoke, it had nothing impressive about
it. There was no padlock on the door. Inside I saw
ten Isg-tsas,’ which probably represented the ten Bénpo
Sages, and a wiangular forme, in front of which, by
way of offering, lay a heap of dusty cutlet bones. All
this was not of great interest. However when you are
curious by nature, there is always sowne question that
requires answering. Why were these bones, without
cxeeption, all cutler bones? Did my host only em
this part of the animal, the remains of which he passed
on to his favourite demon; or was it the demon himself
who demanded these particular bones? Here was a
ystery to be solved,

In the temple, on the other side of the court, some-
one continued to beat a drum rhythmically. Perhaps I
could find somebody over there who, without my
having to confess my indiscretion, would enlighten me
as to the particular part that cutlet bones play in Bonpo
rites,

80 I go down into the court, mount the temple steps
and enter the building. The interior is very gloomy,
almost in darkness. A single lamp burns before the
altar. Not far from it two people are seated; the man
who is beating the drum and another man who is
chanting in a low voice what he reads in a book that
is lying on a narrow table in front of him. A lamp,
placed close to the book, casts a curious light on the
faces ol the two monks.

My eyes becoming accustomed to the darkness, [
am also able ro distinguish some tormas, four tny
lamps, and the various other objects forming a kyilkhor
(inagic diagram)* that is set up on another table in front
of the celebrants,

tImitations, modelled in clay, of the monuments culled chiriens (the
stupas of India).

*Magic diagiam on the different parts of which various objects are
sometines placed.
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While I am watching them, some of my porters enter
the temple. Doubtless, like me, they are strolling about
until supper is ready. .

They remain motionless for a time, then one of them
takes a few steps forward. Something, a table or a bench,
which he does not see in the shadow, lies in his path; he
knocks against it and it overturns. The noise the thing
makes in [alling resounds through the empty hall. Under
his breath, the man snaps out a low oath.  The reader lifts
his head.

“Go away,” he orders, using the most authoritative
and the least polite expression m the Tibctan language.

There are sceptics in the Kham country, and they exist
in greater numbers than one would have thought possible.
There, coming {rom the lips of a woman, I have heard the
most terrible blasphemy of which a Tibetan can conceive :
“I don't care a rap for religion, I like money better.”

At the base of the intellectual ladder the sceptics of
Kham remain usually in the state of mind illustrated by
this impious woman, although, as a rule. they are more
discreet as regards the voicing of their unbelief. On the
upper rungs of the ladder, sceptics are occultists, or, some-
times, profound thinkers.

The man who had just sworn so rudely was an “un-
heliever ” of the lowest rung, As I Jearnt some hours
later, he had lived at Tachienlu and at Chengtu, and had
probably broadened his mind there after his own fashion.

He violently resented being ordered about in so rude
a manuer.

“I am not a dog,” he said. “I didn’t see the hench
... itisn’t broken, ., . I'll pick it up. There is no reason
for vou 10 speak to me in this way.”

Whereupon he stoops, lifts something up, which
scrapes the floor noisily.

“Go away! ” repeats the celcbrant.

“1 won’t go.” retorts the man obstinately, making a
movement in the direction of the lama.
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“ Do not come near the kyilkhor! ” imperiously orders
the monk.

This interdiction only irritates the aggressor the more,

“Oh! your kyilkhor!, your tormas!” he shous,
“The te ren (disunguished people) foreigners, who are
very learned, say that it is momo (bread) dough and that
all that is chanted in the gompas is only nonsense, . .
Speaking to me as if T were a dog! ™

"The rustic was wound up.  His companions had seized
him and were tying to drag him outside, but he was a
hefty fellow and his anger only increased his strength,
e freed himself, cursing, and again shouted.

“Your kyilkhor! . .. Your momos! ., . I will break
them to pieces. . . . Speaking to me as if I wete u
dog! "

gThcn, as he rushed forward, the Bonpo, at the other
end of the temple, seized the shang® that was beside him
and shook it. An extraordinary sound, made up of a
thousand unloosed cries, filled the hall with a surge of
tumultuous vibrations and pierced through my brain.
The scoffing peasant gave a cry. I saw him recoil
violently, with his arms outstretched before him, as if 10
thrust back some terrifying apparition.

“ Go away,” the lama repeated again.

The other men hastened 1o their comrade’s aid, and
they all left the temple in a great state of agitation.

Dung! Dung! continued the placid drum, quietly
marking time for the soft chanting of the Bénpo, who
once more sat in front of the kyilkhor.

What had happened?—I had not remarked anything
peculiar beyond that strange sound. I went out 10
qlucstion the porters. The braggart who had disturbed
the office boasted no longer.

t The shang (written gvhang) is 2 musical instrument that iy special to
the Bunpos.  In shape it faintly 1esembles a eymbal with a turned-in edge,
anil has'a clappet attached to it,  When shahen the clapper is held on top,
as i an verted bell
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“1 tell you it was a serpent.” he was declaring to the
others who stood round him in the court. “A serpent
of fire, which came out of the shang.”

“What, you saw a serpent of fire? ” I asked him. “Is
that why you shricked? ”

“Did you not sec it? It came out of the shang when
the Jama shook it.”

“You dreamt it,” T replied.  “I saw nothing at all.”

“We did not sce the serpent; but lights flashed {rom
the shang,” interposed his companions.

In short, they had all seen some marvel.  Only I, un-
worthy forcigner, had been blind. However It might be,
it was only fitting, since I was receiving hospitality in the
monastery, that I should apologize for the rudeness of
one of the men I had brought with me.

I re-entered the temple and remained standing near
the door, waiting for the office to end. The acolyte who
was beating the drum stopped at last, put the instrument
back into its cover, and the celebrant wrapped his book
in a piece of silk.

I went forward and expressed my regrets for my
porter's behaviour. The lama courteously received my
apologies. “It was not your fault, it had nothing to do
with you,” he said. “The thing is of no importance, do
not think anv more about it.”

T had {fulfilled that which politeness demanded from
me. The Bonpo remained silent; there was nothing left
formetodobuttogo. Yet the strange sound T had heard
and the villagers’ visions continued to puzzle me. Un-
consciously, I looked at the shang, the tangible cause of
all this phantasmagoria.

It was nor difficult for the lama to guess my thoughts.

“You would like to hear it sound again? ” he said to
me, with a vaguely mocking smile.

“Yes, Kushog, if it will not wouble vou too much.
That instrument has a curious sound. Will you please
shake it again?”
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“You can do it yourself,” he answered, handing me
the shang.

“I am not an cxpert at handling it,” T made him
obscive.

For indeed the sound that I produced in no way
1esembled the one I had heard.

“I have not your skill, Kushog,” 1 said, returning him
his instrument. “No scrpent has come out of your
shang.”

The Bénpo tooked at me inquiringly. Was he pre-
tending not to undestand, or did he really not under-
standd?

“Yes,” I resumed, “ the vulgar man who spoke to you
50 rudely declares he saw a serpent of fire come out of
the shang and rush at him. The others saw flashes of
light.”

5 Such is the power of the zungs (magic word) that I
uttered,” declared the lama, with a slight emphasis. And
he continued in a low voice:

“Sound produces forms and beings, sound animates
them.”

I thought he was quoting a text.

“The chiralpas (Hindus) say that too,” I retorted.
And in the hope of inducing the Bbnpo to express his
opinion, and to speak of the doctrine he professed, I
added

“Some, however, believe the power of thought to be
superior to that of sound.”

“Therce are some lamas who think so too,” answered
the Binpo. “Each has his path. Methods differ.
As 1o me I am master of sound. By sound, I can
kill that which lives and restore to life that which is
dead.”

" Rushog, these two things: life and death, do they
really exist as absolutcly distinct opposites? ”

“Tlo you belong to the Dzogschen sect?” asked the
lama.
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“One of my masters was a Dzogschenpa,” T answered
cvasively.

The Bénpo remains silent, 1 would like to bring the
conversation back to the subject of life and death and to
hear his thearies concerning 1t, but his silence i_s not very
encouraging. Must 1 interpret it as a polite hint that it
was time I went away?

Suddenly, however, the lama mutters o himselF, scizes
the shang, and gives it several shakes.

Wonder of wonders! Instead of the terrifying sound
that it has given out before and the anything but har-
monious onc I myself have produced, T hear a soft peal of
silver bells. How can this be? Is that Bénpo simply a
skilful artist, and can anyone, with the necessary practice,
obtain such vastly different effects from so primitive
an instrument as the shang, or elsc, must I believe, as
he has proudly declared, that he is rcally “master of
sound "'?

The desire I felt to talk with the Jama had greatly
increased. Was I going to succeed in gerting him to
explain the mystery of the shang? . . .

A commonplace incident put an end to the interview,
Yongden entered the temple to tell me that our supper
was ready. The lama quickly took advantage of the
interruption to escape from me, pretending, with a great
show of politencss, that he did not wish to detain me.

Rain fell in torrents during the night, and it became
again necessary to send a gang of mountaineers to
examine the path I bad to follow, before attempting to go
along it myself with the beasts and luggage. This circum-
stance forced me to remain for a whole day in Tesmon.
1 determined to groﬁt by the delay to try and see the
“master of sound” again. Unfortunately it continned
to rain, and the inmates of the monastery remained shut
in their homes. 1 could not go and indiscriminately knock
at their doors in order to find the one who interested me.
Such behaviour would have given offence. However,
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Yongden, as a young man, had greater liberty of action,
He discovered the master of sound’s house, and, thinking
himself extremely diplomatic, invited him to come to tea
with me.

The Binpo accepted.  An hour later, accompanied by
a young trapa, he came to the cell I occupied.

Qur conversation began with the usual polite enquiries.
After which the lama wanted me to tell him about my
travels in India. He questioned me concerning the
customs of that country, then regarding its religious
world: the Buddhists and Hindus, their practices, the
supernotnal powers they attributed to their dubthobs
(sages who possess supernormal powers). T endeavoured
to satisfy his curiosity, hoping to find a favourable
moment in which to question him myself. He gave me
the opportunity when speaking of the powers of the Indian
dubthobs.

“There is no necessity io go to India to meet men
who possess these powers,” I said to him. “ You, your-
self, I think, made that clear last evening. And, more-
over, the Hindus, who look upon Tibet with veneration,
as the home of great sages, also believe that magicians
exist here who are much more powerful than theirs.”

“That is possible,” answered the Bénpo. “I have
never been to India. It is about the shang that you are
thinking, is it not? Why do you attach so much im-
portance to this trifle. Sound has many other mysteries.

* All beings, all things, even those things that appear
to be inanimate, emit sounds. Every being, every thing
gives out a sound peculiar to itsell; but this sound, itself,
hecomes modified, according to the different states
through which the being or thing that emits it passes.
How 18 this?-~It is because these beings and things are
apgregates of atoms (rcul phra) that dance and by their
movements produce sounds. When the rhythm of the
dance changes, the sound it produces also changes.

" [t is said that, in the beginning, the wind, in whirk
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ing, formed the gyatams, the base of our world.* This
whitling wind was sonorous and 1t was sound that
aggregated matter (rgyu) in the form of gyatums. Tl}c
primordial gyatams sang and forms arose, which, in their
turn, generated other forms by the power of the sounds
that they gave out. Al this does not only relate to a past
time, it is always thus. Each atom (rdul phra) perpetually
sings its song, and the sound, at every moment, creates
dense or subtle forms.  Just as there exist creative sounds,
which construct, thete exist destructive sounds, which
scparate, which disintegrate. He who is capable of pro-
ducing both can, at will, construct or destroy. There is
one sound that is called by our masters: ‘the sound that
destroys the base’.  This sound is itself the foundation of
all destructive sounds, The dubthob who could cause it
to sound would be capable of annihilating this world and
all the worlds of the gods up to that of the great * Thirty-
three’, of which the Buddhists speak.”
After this long speech, the Bonpo took his leave, wish-
ing me to a happy journey and fine weather for the next
ay.
The rather abstruse theorjes he had propounded wexe
not lacking in interest, but they brought me no light
on that which remained, for me, the © mystery of the
shang”.

The rain having ceased, we start early next morning,
The poor mountaineers have taken a lot of trouble to
make the passing of my little caravan possible: notwith-
standing their efforts, the path is in a terrible state.

The valley we are ascending forks just above Tesmon:
one branch leads to the territory belonging to the Geshitas

! An allusion to the Tibetan cosmogony. Acrording to ir, the wind—
explained as being movement—produced the first forms, These forms, the
Lamaists concelve as gyatam, that is to say, the shape of two dorjees
(ritual sceptre) placed crusswise. As a rule, the Bins imagine them under
the shape of suastika—-the symbol of movement. My informant belonged
to the thite Bons who have adopted inany lamaist theories.
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and the other to the hamlet of Tanli, where we are going,
Our path zigzags among rocks, between which. the flood
has dug big holes that have remained full of sticky black
mud. I try to stay in the saddle, but [ am soon forced to
give up the attempt. My mule finds it difficult enough,
even without a rider, to make its way among the obstacles.
Ttis extremely tiring to walk between these sharp-edged
rocks, against which you knock at every moment. In
some places, they form a kind of stairway, the steps of
which are so high that I am obliged to pull myself up
them by my hands.

Farther on, the path is under water. The roadgang
have had to cut a rough track, higher up, through the
woods. There, we stumble over roots, scratch ourselves
with the thorns of hastily severed brambles, sink into the
saturated earth, and, finally, after much effort, meet the
path again. Will we be able to continue along it until
we get to our destination? No, Alter having walked
painfully for about another two hours, we are once more
stopped by the flood. We shall have to do the same
gymnastics through the woods, as we did before. The
porters and mules begin to climb the slope. I lack the
courage 10 follow them. Yongden and I remain behind,
sadly contemplating the eddying river.

“Would you like to try and wade across? ” my son
asks me.

“1 was not going to propose it, but I feel very much
inclined to do so.”

“Wait, I will scc how deep the water is.”

The lama takes off his roEc and waistcoat and gives
them into my care, then. testing the depth of the river
with a stick, he goes part of the way, The water docs
not reach much above his waist. He and I are about
the same height; we can go over. I undress, only
keeping on my underclothes, We each make a bundle
of our things, which we carry on our heads. The tempera-
ture of the water is cool, but not cold. It is an agrecable
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and refreshing bath. On reaching the turther bank, we
wring the lower edges of owr wet clothes, redress, and con-
tinue our way. The heat gencrated in us by walking will
soon dry our underclothing.

It is nearly dark when we get 1o Tanli. There we
come 1o the end of our aquatic ordcals. One more pass
to cross, then we enter a region of inmense tablelands
and valleys, which gencrously offer to 1ivers as well as
to travellers all the space they can desire for wandering
about in at leisure.

Tanli, enveloped in cvening shadows, reminds me of
Switzetland. The scene is quite alpine: tall pines, tiny
strcams that wind through short grass or moss, and a
few chalets. The aw has the peculiar savour that is
only found at high altitudes. This hamlet must he
situated at a height of nearly 13,000 leet above sea level;
for the map gives the neighbouriug pass, which is reached
without much of a climb, at 15,000 {ect.

We arc given two rooms in one of the chalets, and
we prepare supper in our host's kitchen. The heasts
are stabled at another farm, and have wo villagers to
guard them.

We have returned to the country where brigandage
is both sport and chivalry. My host and his neighbours
are certainly oftener on the Kigh roads than in their
fields. Here, as in Amdo, farming is commonly con-
sidered to be woman’s work, merely an accessory source
of income in a family budges, the chief revenue of which
comes from more heroic labours.

However, this does not prevent the farmers [rom
being very friendly people. So long as our goods and
our persons arc under their care, we have nothing to
fear from them. They know full well that if we could
point them out as the thieves who had stolen our beasts
and our lugpage, the Chincse magistiate would make
them pay dearly for their temerity. They explain to
me that it is not their turn to furnish the corvée of
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porterage and therefore they have already sent a mes-
senger to the tribe that must supply it.

Quite early, they bolt all the doors and close all the
shutters. While we are having supper by the hearth,
footsteps and voices resound from the road. Everyone
listens, then a man from inside the house hails the
nocturnal prowlers: “ Who goes there? ...” No
answer. " They are robbers who come from the North
valley,” explains our host. Whereupon he begins 1o
rclate many tales of brigandage, onc more terrilying
than the other,

* Why don't you stop them on their way, these robbets
fiom the North valley? ” asks Yongden.

The answer comes hesitatingly.

“We cannot. . . .”

The next day one of the militiamen, referring to
this conversation says to me: “Of course they cannot
stop them, they are engaged in the same business and
are often associates.”

It happens that just those whose lot it is to be sent
to me as porters are natives of the North valley and
belong to the Shabrugpa tribe. Some men and two
chiefs arrive late next moming, having come from far.
The siate of the paths from here on permits the use of
beasts of burden. The Shabrugpas are going to hire
yaks from the people of Tanli to carry my things to Tao
In two stages, They doubtless find it more profitable to
go to this expense than to bring their own beasts; a
proceeding, moreover, that would take a long time.

One of the chiefs has a remarkably fine Spanish head.
On looking athim, one immediately thinks of an Estrama-
dura hidalgo, who has become a brigand, owing to un-
fortunate circumstances. The typical hero of fiction:
dark, taciturn, with thin tightly closed lips, long slightly
hooked nose, big silver ring hanging from his right ear,
and a haughty bearing. What foreign blood runs in
this Khampa's veins?—In him, there is nothing of the
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Tibetan, nor of the Chinaman, nor, even, of the Moham-
medan, who, although rare cnough in this region, could
have been one of hus ancestors, e is altogether a fine
Spantard with 2 touch of the Moor: an enigma in his
present surroundings. .

The Shabrugpus pass the day in procuring beasts
and people to lead them, and the next morning we set
off into the forest, in the rain. The men with the yaks
are noisy and gay, they arc being paid for their trouble.
The Shabrugpas, who pay, are not so happy, and the
hidalgo, always as romantic, his gun slung over his
shoulder and riding a black horse, 1s loftily grave,

At the intersection of the two valleys, I am shown
the shrub covered track that the brigands follew when
going to the Tachienlu road to lie in wait for the caravans
that are going to Lhasa. And then, a litle farther on,
we no longer see either the Spanish grandee or his com-
panions, They have left us, thinking it needless 1o tire
themselves further, now that the dangerous place where
their presence might be of service to us is passed. Per-
haps they are on their way in the valley that joins the
road to Tachienlu, having comradfs and business in that
direction. One of the mi%itiamen,’ aes in search of them,
but they remain undiscovered. / Happy journey! It is
not likely they will attack us. * We know too well who
they are, and it would be eagy for us to describe them
to the magistrate. We therefore tranquilly continue our
way through the forest. {

Sprinkled by occasional showers, we slowly ascend
the gentle slope. Just above the tree line we stop and
make tea. Tobgyal is ‘feverish and has veuralgia, I
hope that a hot drink and an hour’s rest will do him
good. The yak diivers, anxious not to delay, go straight
on, escorted by the mflitiamen; they know this stage of
the journey to be 2 Jong one. We are to realize u for
oussclves before nighs.

The pass we prosently go over has not the savane
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grandeur of that of the Dza. The people of the country
consider it to be higher than the lattel, and on my may
it is given an altitutgle of 4,613 metres (a little more than
15,000 feet), that is about 300 feet higher than the Dza
pass. But the various maps of the Tibetan frontier-
regions differ in many of their indications. We are now
in July, the pass is frec from snow, but at less than 300
feet above it therc are fields of deep snow, which, probably,
will never mekt completely.

It must not be deduced from this that in Tibet and
the surrounding regions the perpetual snow line beging
at abour 14,000 feer. Many passes of more than 16,000
fect high are perlectly free {rom snow in summer, and
in many places the perpetual snow line is not lower than
about 19,500 feet.

We descend the stony slope on foot, then enter a
forest again. Evening comes, we have great difficulty in
following a badly maﬁ(cd path, muddy and narrow. The
rain falls in torrents. The invalid no longer complains;
flushed and trembling! with fever, he has scarccly strength
enough to keep in saddle. We see no signs that indicate
the proximity to a village, and we begin to fcar we have
lost our way. At last} the path leads out of the foiest
and continues through ‘pasture land, and, little farthey
on, skirts fields under caltivation. We are at Lumbo.

We find shelter in a n‘iserable hovel, Yongden and
1 have to put up with a \uny litde room, in which a
quantity of sheep and bullogk skins are piled. Qur host
no doubt trades in them., They are at every degree of
dryoess: some still soft, othdgs hard. The smell they
give out is terrible. I insist o the window remaining
open. My son makes ohjectionsy

“By means of a ladder, sopeone may enter the
window while we are asleep,” he siyys. This is quite true,
only it is not possible to breathe\in this stench. The
window must therefore remain opety, but, as a precaution-
aty measure, Yongden will lie dowa under it, rolled in
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his hlankets. It in the darkness a thief enters, he will
step on his body and wake him. This is all we require.
With his cry of surprise, Yongden will wake me, and once
awake, we believe ourselves capable of dealing with any
one tascal . . . even several.

An unrestful night, like many others that we have
passcd in wet clothes, We get up at dawn. The sun is
shining; it will soon dry us. As is my habit I go un
ahead, alone, {or my morning walk of about two hours. .

The valley continues to widen, the [orests are left
behind, and then, coming out on to the slopes that edge
another large valley, we perceive in the distance, far
below us, a road that cuts ours at right angles: it is the
main road to Kanze.

Very soon we distinguish black masses creeping on
the great road. Farther on, our Path turns westward and
continues along the mountain side, parallel to the high-
way, which it overlooks {rom a height. The indistinet
black masses gradually become definite in outlines; they
are yaks carrying bricks of compressed tea to Lhasa via
Kanze.

It is an mposing spectacle, this dark slow moving
host of big, thick-flceced animals, with their mounted and
armed leaders, and the big long-haired dogs that run in
among the beasts committed to their cate. The yaks are
divided into groups, each of which is preceded by 2 man
on horseback. Group follows group; there are perhaps
two thousand animals. They will take three months to
reach their destination.

The surrounding landscape presents the most perfect
eontrast imaginable to the one in which we have lived
for the last months: no more narrow gorges and
thunderous torrents; no mote picturesque Chinese moun-
taing with jagged rocks and sharp-pointed :idges. The
adjacent grass-covered summits spread their rounded
forms in comfortable abandon, The whole scene
broadens, and lics bathed in an imperturbable calm, a
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kind of self-assurance, a settled placidity, which impasey
itaclf on the spectator.

An air of mystery also envelops this straight white
road, which disappears in the distance, among the blue
tinged mountains, We know it to be long, surpassingly
long, and, in thought, we see it crossing the grassy
solitudes of the chang thangs, running along the immense
blue lakes, and ﬁnaﬁy reaching, far beyond Lhasa, the
most majestic of the world’s sacred places: snow-capped
Mount Kailas, the dwelling place of Shiva and his spouse
Parvati,

Once mote, we enter the fascinating land of Tibet, to
which both Yongden and I are linked by different ties,
Feelings of joy and reverent admiration overwhelm us
as we continue our way.

Qur path gradually descends towards the bottom of
the valley, and, just ﬁefore reaching it, passes through
Tao, one of the important places of the region, although
in reality nothing but a very dirty village.

Since I was escorted, it was just as well to enjoy
whatever advantages this escort could procure me, 1had
therefore sent one of the milidamen on ahead to find
10(11;»;1:1%:l for me. The man thought he was doing the
tight thing by addressing himself to the owner o% the
finest house in the locality, who at once placed an im-
mense room at my disposal. I could have been very
comfortable there, had it not been that another room
opened into it, which was occupied by a Chinese officer
and his family. This arrangement meant that every
time hushand, wife, and children wished to enter their
soom or to come out of it, they would have to pass
through mine, As I expected to stay some days in Tao
such promiscuity was impossible. There were no other
10oms availuble in the house; nevertheless I quickly found
a place where to establish myself.

The roof terrace of the house was very large. Along
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the wall of one side of it xan a gallery, the roof of which
was supported by brightly coloured wooden pillars, The
allety served as hay loft, but at that season it was
almost empty. There could be no pleasanter place in
which to set up my tent. Sheltered by the wall and
the rool, I had a large space in fiont of me to stioll
about in.

There was 2 magnificent view [iom that obscrvation
post. Right and lelt, as far as the eye could reach,
stretched the grear valley.  Opposite Tao, dce(l)ly buried
in beween the mountains, opened another valley, datk,
tortuous, mystetious, where two tivers met and rushed,
the one descending fiom the Kanze 10ad and the other
from that of Tachuenlu, both of them on their way to
join the Yalung, Penetrating with them into the shadow
ran the path that led to Litang. Brigands were said to
infest the 1egion it tiaversed. Somctimes the idea would
come to me of leaving Tao before daybreak and going
away by that path, in arder to escape from the benevolent
but annoying supervision to which I was subjected.

I then thought that if I went direct to Litang I should
not see Kanze, the capital of the region of Hor. I also
thought of the highwaymen who ranged the country on
that side, and who might very well steal my beasts and
Iuggage. But above all I thought of the river that flowed
between Tao and the valley that led to Litang, I could
not swim across it, and {rom the moment I nceded 2
boat, I also needed to warn the {errymen; thus my plan
of a flight under the stars fell to picces, Mcanngle,
after camping for many weeks on flooded ground, the
roof-teriace appeared to me to be a veritable paradise,

Tao is the seat of a Roman Catholic mission con-
nected with the “Société des Missions éurangbres de
Paris”. The day after my arrival, I made the acquaing:
ance of the residens French priest, Fathet D—, [ need
hardly say he gave me a cordial welcome. I must repeat
the same thing of all the missionaries—cxcept one—
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whom I met in China, whatever their creed and what-
ever their nationality. But Father D—— was more than
a kind man, he was the hero of a dramatic adventure,

Some years before, the Tibetans of this region had
risen against the Chinese, and the Tibetans of Tao had
taken Nather D—— and the Chinese magistrate of the
place prisoners. Then, having led the captives to the
Lamasery, they had stipped them and tied them by
their wrists, with their arms above their heads, to a pillar
in the preat assembly hall. In this agonizing position
the unfottunate men Kad remained {or several days, with-
out either being able to sit or lie down. As food, their
gaolets held a dish of dog’s mess in front of them, There
was never any question of religious siersecution. Not at
any time did the insurrectiomsts ask the missionary to
abjure his faith,

They only required of both him and the Chinese
magistrate that they should recogmize Tibetan political
authority. The Chinaman gave in and was freed. The
Frenchman persisted in his attitude, doubtless from self-
respect he would not let himself be mastered, Finally a
Chinese officer arrived at the head of some troops, forced
the Tibetans into submission, and liberated the mission-
ary. Later I was ro meet this officer.

I have never known what indemnity was officially
paid to Father D— for the vile treatment he had been
subjected to, but the people of Tao, who nevertheless
admired his strength of character, said that in his
revenge he showed the same inflexible determination as
he had exhibited while setting his torturers at defiance.
They told me that the actual mission and its outhouses
had been built by villagers compelled to provide corvées
and that, every day su‘%l, the missionary, authovized by
the Chinese authorities, requisitioned a certain number
of non-salaried workers for his service.

As 10 whether or no these details were quite correct,
I would not like to say. Father D—, who had the
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modesty not to relaic the story of his heroic tenacity to
me, did not either make me his confidant as regards his
private feclings cancerning vengeance, Eorgivcncss, and
the way in which he put them ir}to practice, Some

cople think that the claims of charity arc not the same
If)or the man who lives in the woild, as for the hermit
philosopher. They say that although it is only 1ight thar
the sages and anchoiite saints should renounce all at
the hands of others, the members of a social group must
take into account the fact that immunity fiom pumish-
ment way incite some persons or nations to seck ficsh
yictims.

The vary day afler our arrival, kind Father D
sends me a present of provisions: live chickens and a
bottle of good wine. He imagines that I have been long
deptived of our national drink and is most astonished to
learn that I do not chink any intoxicating beverage.
More astonished still ia he to hear that T absolutely refuse
to have the birds killed for my consumption. It is
already bad enough, I tell him, to buy butcher’s meat,
on which to feed my servants and . . . myself occasion-
ally, when vegetables and flour are lacking and 1 am
hungry.

The missionary is a hunter, like many of his col-
leagues, both Protestants and Roman Catholics. I always
wonder how it is possible that these religious people do
not come to see the terrible nature of suffering and how
horrible it is to inflict it on any being, merely for personal
pleasure.

From theit point of view, since they deny that an
animal has a soul, it should be much worse for them to
kill an animal than a human being, The murdered man
is not, according to their belicf, really dead, for his soul
~his real * self "—is immortal. His murderer theiefore
has only butally removed him from one dwelling place
and forced him to go to another. This change of locality
way even be to the victim’s advantage, if, by his virtues,
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he deserves to be received in heaven.! But since, accord.
ing to these theories, the animal that has been killed
perishes absolutely, in depriving it of its present life,
it is for cver despoiled of all that it has and all that
1t 1s.

The Chinese magistrate is also very obliging. He
places three villagers who are on compulsory service, at
my disposal. Two of thesc guard the mules as the
graze on the mountain slopes and bring the beasts bac
to their stables in the cvening, the third fetches water,
tends to the fire in the kitchen, and helps my boys. Tao
is in Tibetan territory, and the system of ulags—that is,
compulsoty corvée of porterage and service to travellers
who are provided with requisition papers—is in force,
Tt is usual for the traveller to remunerate the ulags, but
the amount of the gratuity depends upon his generosity;
besides it is not obligatory to give them anything. For
my part I have nearly always made a Eoint of rewarding
the villagers for their services; nevertheless, the curious
mental attitude of some of the natives has sometimes
forced me to refrain from doing so. I have come across
Tibetans who loudly proclaimed that those who paid
them were common vulgar people, who deserved no con-
sideration. The distinguished people, on the contrary,
ve? far from paying them, exacted presents, provisions,
and their servants ieat those who did not hasten to
supply thesc things. “It is only by such conduct,” they
said, “that one recognizes the pcople who are worthy
of respect.”

When confronted with an argument of that sort,
which no amount of reasoning would have induced them
to wodify, T confess that, occasionally, I have shown
myself “ worthy of respect .

‘Tt is in this way that the Hindus justify the sacrifice of animals to
the gods  The vietins are said to be reborn in a superior condition, ahove
that of the animal hingdom. or else in the very paradise of the god to

vhom they have been srcrificed
rn0
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T have left Kum-Bum on the sth of February, and now
it ia the beginning of August. Six months of travel along
difficult tracks is pethaps sufficient excuse for wanting a
litele rest, T rake that rest on the roof I am camping on.
When [ leave it, it is to walk with Yongden in the
country. We talk with the people we meet.  These con-
versations give us Insight into the customs and ideas of
the natives and, at the same time, provide a pleasant
distiaction, which rclieves the nervoms tension thar has
been caused by onr wortics,

One day, we come upon a man crouching on the hank
of a stream. Fle is taking some twigs from a bag at his
side and carefully placing them in the water. The
watchful and serious air with which he works arouses our
cutiosity.  What is he up to?

Hearing us approach, the strange individual looks
round and, with a quick movement. hides the bag under
his robe.

“ What are you doing, friend?” Yongden asks him.

The answer is long in coming. The peasant looks
ficedly at us, for some moments, then apparently
satisfied with our appearance, he decides to speak.

“I have a dibshing,”* he says in a confidentia} tone.

There is not a Tibetan who does not know what is
meant by a dibshing. Countless legends tell of exploits
that have been accomplished by the aid of the piece of
wood or the bunch of feathers that gives invisibility; but,
as to anyone having secn a specimen of this wonderful
talisman, the occurrence 15 much more rare, if indeed, it
has even taken place.

“You have a dibshing!” said Yongden to the
owner of the mysterious bag. “Where did you get it
from? If you have one on you, how is it that I can sce
you?”

! The talivman that rendets invisible the one who has it on him or
the thing near to which it is placed  Sume people imagine it to be a kind

of twig which the crow can recagnize. Others think that it coneists in
particular feathers in the plumage of crows and magpies

199



TIBETAN JOURNEY

“Kushog,” politely answered the Tibetan, “when I
say I have a dibshing, that means that T have one hee
in this bag. I have not yet been able to distinguish it
from the other twigs with which it is mixed. I am bus
putting them one by one to a decisive proof. The
dibshing will navel up the current instead of being
cairied down by it. When the dibshing will have
touched the wates, its virtue, which is not yet active,
will manilest 1tself, then when I shall take hold of it, you
will no longer sce me.”

“Oh!” 1 cjaculated, “I long to see you become
invisible. But when you will be invisible, what will you
do when you go home? Your people will not be able 1o
see you? And if you put the dibshang in a box, this also
will become invimble.  Perhaps the whole house, with
all your family who live there, will become invisible?
What will your neighbouis think? ”

It is not becoming to subject miracles to a too critical
and minute examination.

The Tibetan threw a scornful and unfriendly glance
at me,

“Do you think that I have forgotten to bring the
khablendo box with me? When the dibshing is placed in
it, it 1s without effect.”

The khablendo, “the stone that seizes needles”, is
the natural magnet, which is used in Tibetan medicines.
The peasant had put a fiagment of it in the box in which
he meant 1o keep his talisman, when he had discovered
it from among the ordinary twigs.

Seeing the peasant’s displeasure and {caiing that
in consequence of it he will not let us assist at the dis-
covery of the dibshing, You%dcn hastened to obliterate
the bad wmptession my words had produced.

*She did not know about the khablendo box,” he
said. Then, sighing, he added: “Women aie ignorant
ol so many things.”

My astute companion hit the mark, the thought
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that 1 had spoken thus from ignorance restored the
offended man to serenity.

“Sit down, elder sister,” he said to me, condescend-
ingly.

Yongden and I sat ourselves down on the grass.

“Here is the box,” he declared, showing us a small
object, which he immediately replaced in his amplag.’

“Come, continue your work,” suggested Yongden,
who was eager to sce what was going to happen.

The Tibetan plunged his hand into his bag, hrought
out a tiny picce of branch, and placed it on the water,
which rapidly bore it away. A second, then a third
picce had the same fate. The fourth, pushed by the
wind, or for quite another reason, turned round, was
caught in an eddy, and scemed, for the moment, to go
up-strcam.  The would-be possessor of the dibshing gave
a triumphant cry. Alas! His joy was premature, the
twig reached the edge of the miniature whirlpool, was
seized by the current and soon swept by it out of sight.
One by one the rest of them followed in the same
direction. The man looked with dismay at his empty
bag.

The thing itself was comic, but what is never so,
is sadness, however ridiculous may be the reason that
causes it. Yongden tried to console his guilcless
compatriot.

“Dibshings are not casily found,” he says. “At-
tempts at finding them have to be made again and
again. You will be more fortunate another time. Be-
sides do you really need a dibshing? Of what benefit
will it be to yon? No merit useful for this life or for
those that follow it is attached to the possession of
a dibshing. [ your heart is not whofly pure, it could
even be harmful to you, for, protected hy your invisi-
bility, you might be induced to commit bad actions

! The pocket that the voluminous Tibetan robe, whick 15 held in by a
waisthand, forms over the chest.
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that would lead you astray from the path of happy
1cbirths.”

“You speak well, Lama,” answered the Tibetan,
“You ate learned. What you say is wrue. . ., And
also . .. I can always try apain mext year. ... This
is the fourth year that I search for a dibshing. . . . At
Gartog, there is a ngagsps who knows words of power
and who ptepares charmns. T shall consult him. Per
haps 1 have not gone to woik in the 1ight way.”

“ What is it that you do?” enquired Yongden.

“I do what it is said you should. If a crow’s
eggs are not hatching properly, the bird has need of
a dibshing to enable 1ts little ones to emerge from the
eggs. ‘Therefore you must force the crow to go
and seaxch for one, for that particular bird alone 1s
capable of discovering it. In order to do so, you wait
until the parents are away from the nest, then you take
the eggs and boil them, quickly replacing them after-
wards. If the crow does not notice anything wrong,
it will continue to sit. Since the eggs have been cooked
it is not possible for the brood to hatch. The male
bird then goes to find a dibshing and, when it has
found one, it places it near the eggs. As soon as you
see the male bird has returned, you steal the nest and,
just as I have done, you examine one by one all the
twigs of which it is made. Such a method is infallible
.. . all the same, this is the fourth time I have been
unsuccessful with it, A demon or an enemy must
have seen me while I was watching the crows, or when
I was cooking the eggs, or else, when I took the nest.
He will have placed some impure object in my path
to dim my sight and prevent me from distinguishing
the twig that ascended the current. .., Or elsc he
seized it himself without my knowledge. Ohl T am
unlucky. . . . I must consult a mopa,’ who will be able
to see what beings are putting obstacles in my path.”

LA diviner.
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“Perhaps it would be as well,” conceded Yongden,
in order not o coutradict the obstinate peasant. * But,
now, since we have met, come with us and have some-
thing to cat and diink. A linile distiaction is good when
you atc worried.”

“You are very good Kushog,” answered the villager,
“Yes T will come with you. 1 shall smely be success-
[ul next yeat,”

“ Without doubt,” averred the Lama, imperunbably.

The dibslung secker was w ell treated, and | recly pa-
took ol each ol the courses that were offered him. Tle
ate an enoimous portion of vermicelli soup, the whole
of a boiled leg of mutton, and diank quantities of
buttered tea. A bowl or two of spirits would have
seemed to him a fitting ending to such a meal. T saw
him look round for the one who would serve him with
them. But as all alcohol is prohibited at my table, the
Taopa had to resign himself 1o the absence of ir, just as
hie had had to do with regard to the dibshing. His good
bumour did not appear to suffer appreciably in conse-
quence. Only towards the end of the meal did he show
signs of uneasiness, and he begged Yongden and me
not to divulge to anyone what we knew about his search.

“I am certain to find dibshing next year,” he said,
confidently. “But the lamas at the monastery must
nat get word of my intentions.”

i3 Why? 2

“They say it is not good 1o possess a dibshing; that
it brings bad luck to its owner. Also a dibshing oftca
Inses its vittue if a lama looks at it. And, peibaps,
those at the monastery might try to take it from me,
Researches of this kind should be kept quite sceret.
I don’t know why T have spoken to you about them.
The young lama {Yongden) must possess the power of
making people speak when they wish to hold their
tongues. . . . Ycs, that must be it. . . . If only it does
not biing me bad lnck.”
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1o the monastic authotities and by " recommending ” me
10 them. The effect of his intervention was the exact
opposite of what he expected; the learned lamas or those
og high rank suddenly found themselves suffering from
vatious ailments that preventied them from receiving me,
and the most distinguished among them immediately
remembered he was due to go on a tour of inspection in
the neighbourhood.

I had, consequently, to content myself with visiting
the temples, walking through the dirty streets—the
monastety at Tao is very badly kept—, and talking to any
trapa. 1In spite of everything I did not regret having gone
there. Instead of conversations on matters of deep
philosophy, the good people of the place recounted to me
some interesting facts concerning the [ronder war that
had been waging betwcen the Tibetans and Chinese. I
was struck by one particularly odd thing: these Tibetans
of Kham, little as they liked the Chinese domination,
{rankly abhorred that of the Lhasa government.

anh
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INTO THE HEIGHTS

ONCE more we are on the road. It is the beginning
of a long period of fine weather in this region: a hot
and dry ending of the summer, a luminous autumn, then
an incomparable winter of snowy summits, §reat Erozen
rivers and vast lakes, glistening beneath a resplendent blue
sky.

yThe Chinese magistrate has provided me with ulags for
the transport of my luggage and graciously “imposed ”
two soldiers as escort.

Late in the evening, we reach a large farm where we
are well received. Here, while we are having supper, I
learn that a dubthob lives in the neighbourhood. There
is no lack of hermits on whom the uneducated people
bestow this title, ascribing to them a number of miracles,
which are often very ahsurd. I have met many of these
impostors, but my curiosity remains always alert concern-
ing them. From among a dozen charlatan dubthobs, it
is sometimes possible to discover one interesting in-
dividual, whom the good villagers artlessly liken to the
frauds who exploit their credulity. Besides, these frauds,
themselves, are often picturesque enough both in conduct
and thought, for it to be worth taking the troublc to visit
them.

1 therefore prick up my ears when I find that my hosts
hold him in great veneration. He lives in a cave'in the
mountain that faces Sharatang, on the other side of the
river, and, as regards clothing, he shares the view of those
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ascetics of whom the Indians speak of as being “ clothed
in space”, or “in sky”, or again as being " draped in the
cardinal points ”, which is an elegant way of saying that
they go about stark naked.

I ask for further information: “ Over and above his
nakedness, what is this dubthob’s most striking practice? ”

“He does not accept money.”

This is something that is certainly rare, I feel
inclined to respect this disintercsted sage.

“He only accepts spirits.”

This pleases me less, in fact, not at all. This trait is
not unusual; all Tibetans like strong drink. The dubthob
has fallen back to the common level of his countrymen.

Nevertheless, there exist sects where intoxication is
ritualistic and the excitemnent caused by alcohol is con-
sidered good for inducing certain intuitive peiceptions.
These methods furnish a number of drunkards with
excellent pretexts for giving way to their vice, under cover
of spiritual or superior psychic training.

Ritual intoxication was known in India long before
the tdme of the Buddha, and this Master must have had
opportunities, in his own country, of ohserving the
disastrous effects of the search after transcendental intui-
tion through alcohol and drugs; for he explicitly forbade
their use to his disciples, who were all required to be total
abstainers,

In Tibet, one of the principal features of Tsong
Khapa’s reform is that of having again brought into force
this prohibition of fermented drinks; but, the Relormer
was only able to impose it on the clergy of his own sect.
Laymen and monks of the Aingma sects have continued
to drink beer and spirits. However, it should not be in-
{ened from their intringement of the Buddhic precept of
total abstinence that the members of the fiingma sects
are all of them inveterate drunkards. This is very far
from being the case.

A hermit, belonging to the Dzogschenpa sect, whom
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I questioned concerning the value of the stimulation pro-
duced by alcohol as a means of inducing intuition, replied
that the man who is clever at dividing himsclf into two
parts, that is, at preserving intact his faculty of observa-
tion and examination when, at the same time, his thoughts
and senses are wandering, can gain instruction [rom a
state of semi-intoxication brought about by alcohol or
drugs. But he added that the knowledge obtained under
these conditions relates almost entirely to the mental state
of him who attempts this experience. Freed from the
shackles of reason, morality, habits, etc., which usually
control them, the tendencies that exist in his subconscious
manifest themsclves, and some among these, which are
lirtle active and nearly indiscernible in a state of sober-
ness, acquire, under the stimulus of alcohol, a force that
he who carries them in him does not suspect. Such an
examination of the hidden elements in him can be very
useful for his spiritual development, as can be also all
other investigations undertaken while giving free play 1o
certain passions, such as lust, ambition, greed, etc.*

As to the worth of ecstasics, intuitions, or whatsocver
raptures that can be produced by a state of intoxication,
the hermit declared it to be non-existent.

I wondered what %Pinion the naked dubthodb would
hold on this subject. To stay a day longer for the purpose
of speaking with him on the subject might not be waste of
time.

I expressed my desire to my hosts, saying, that, if it
did not inconvenience them, I would like to spend a
second night at their place,

Their reply was most courteous; I was to act as if I
were In my own_homc. Those farmers were very engag-
ing People, especially the master of the house, a sculptural
specimen of the finc race of Khampas. In addition to the

* And, in the same way gf thinking, the investigation and analysis of
the fcclmi;q that are expericnced during dreams, at a time when the
contents ol the subconscious hay also free play. For Further details on the

subject see Initiutions and Inities in Tibet, page 121,
ann n
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pleasure I anticipated to derive from my visit to the dub-
thob, I looked forward to passing another evening talking
with those friendly villagers.

Next morning, Yongden and I started for the dub-
thob’s cave, The two men of my escort insisted upon
accompanying me. The Chinese magistrate’s orders
forced them to do so: T must be protected . . . and no
doubt spied upon too.

It was a long way. We had to do half the distance
that we had done the evening before over again, only on
the other side of the river.

The dubthob’s prehistoric dwelling was on a very stecp
grassy slope, at the end of a tiny valley. At the moment
of my arrival he was seated outside. ~ As soon as he saw
me, he leapt to his feet, seized a stick, and began dancing
and gesticulating, probably intentionally imitating the

oses that the Tibetan painters give to the ghouls that are
easting in the cemeteries.

The man was thin, bony, and naked, just as I had
been told. From the distance he looked like 2 moving
skeleton: a sort of gruesome puppet, with angular and
mechanical gestures. His dance ended, he rushed into
his cave, where he started furiously ringing a bell.

I had already seen so many mountebank clericals of
this kind that the pretentious gambols of this one did not
impress me in the least. On the contrary, I doubted
whether a conversation with such an individual would
offer much interest, and I regretted having made the long
journey in the heat for so poor a result. % was also angry
with my two soldiers, who, going on in front, had heralded
me as a person of importance to the dubthob, a proceed-
ing that had led 1o his exhibition of feigned eccentricities,
just when I wanted to take him unawares, in order to see
what he did when he was not playing a part. In short,
I was in a bad temper. My mood inspired me with the
mischievous idea of revenging myself on the dubthob for
my disappointment. I would leave him to his demonstra-
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tions and walk quietly away, without going up to the cave
where he awaited me, and where, probably, he counted on
astonishing me by {urther extravagant acts or words, The
small humiliation I should thus inflict on him would be
the penalty of his charlatanism.

Tolerably satisfied with my resolution, I turned my
back on the cave.

Yongden, who thoroughly understands the minds of
his compatriots did not let me long cnjoy my malice.

“ Do not rcjoice over your mischievous trick,” he said.
“That cunning dubthob will find a way of transforming
the humiliation you wish to inflict on him into glory. FHe
will declare thar, by his magic power, he has prevented a
foreigner from reaching his dwelling. This fresh miracle
will increase the veneration that his faithful pay him and
be_ the means of bringing him an additional supply of
spirits.”

My perspicacious son was right. In the eyes of the
villagers it would be I who would come defeated out of
this comedy, and this thought made us both laugh.

This time, my escort consented to return ta the farm
alone, taking with them my mule and the lama’s horse.
We wanted to walk back slowly.

The handsome farmer is at first astonished at the
slight appreciation we show for the local dubthob, and the
women of the family are perhaps just a little shocked.
After supper, I endeavour to dissipate this bad impression
by sketching a portrait of the real contemplative hermit,
such as I know him to be. Then I relate the history of
the Buddha. Like the majority of Tibetan laymen, my
hosts are only very imperfeetly acquainted with it 1
think my explanations will not be understood, but it is
quite the reverse.  They all grasp them, and the ideal of
which these make them catch a glimnpse decply moves my
humble audience.

* Ah yes! " murmurs the farmer, “1f we could follow
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that path. ... But we cannot. . . . Perhaps later, in
another life. . . " And he ends his sentence with a sigh.

The next day, greatly to my surprise, I find him ar
the head of the ulags who are cartying my luggage. He
certainly could have exempted himselt {rom this corvée,
by sending one of his servants in his stead.

“1 wish 10 see for myself that all goes well,” be says
to me. “I want you to be satisfied and keep a pleasing
recollection of us.”

Weating the new robe and the round hat in red silk
that I have given him, the once little 1agged urchin of
Tao, exuding pride at every pore, heads the caravan,
mourited on one of my mules. Amused at his triumphant
alr, my servants have nicknamed him Sezang Thalcs, the
name of a rich merchant at Tao. A few hours have
sufficed to turn the timid “ nurse-maid ” into a bold little
rogue. True brigand blood runs through the veins of this
young Khampa. Perhaps the gods have destined him
for a “heroic” end on one of his country’s highways; in
the meantime, he is making himself exceedingly uselul.

So great is his desire to please me and so spirited his
daring, that on the third day after our departure from
Tao, he already brings us an adventure.

In the afternoon we pass in sight of a herd of pigs.
Amotg them some baby pigs are playing round their
mother. S6nam, who is fond of joking and is amused at
our young recruit’s ways, says to him:

* The reverend lady, our mistress, would certainly like
one of those sucking pigs to eat.”

Without waiting to hear more, the little rascal, who
does not yet know my tastes, digs his hecls into his mule
and gallops off in the direction of the herd. Arrived near
it, he jumps to the ground, gives the bridle to a young
peasant who is guarding the animals, and, rushing among
the flecing pigs, catches hold of a baby one.

Wearn the diatance T watch the scene, without under-
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standing the reason for it. T hastily rejoin my servants
and soldiers, who are roaring with laughter. Everything
is explained to me. I have the enterpaising youngster
called back and order hum to release his capture. He
obeys reluctantly, unable to understand why his zeal and
dextetity have called forth no congratulations.

Tobgyal wishing to prolong the joke says:

“Jetsun Kushog does not cat pork.”

“Why did you tell mc she did? ” the hoy demands of
Sénam, giving him an cvil look.

Sezang Thales docs not allow people to make fun of
him. He has not an easy character. I pretend not to
hear anythinf.

This incident has put everyone in high spirits, It has
also touched a cord that vibrates easily with the people
of this country: the ioy of com%uest. And, suddenf , my
ulags, quite simply, quite frankly, begin recounting to one
another their exploits as knights of the highway.

They know that I am riding behind them and can
hear all they say, but they irust me. I am touched by
their confidence; they have, in truth, adopted me. Their
talk is full of colour. Each one of these simple souls is
a hero at heart.

They are not insensible to the lust {or gain, but it
appears that, for them, the act of getting possession of
something by force, by combat, and by facing danger
is joy in iself.

But what is far more surprising is that I have met
among their kind some who are strict vegetarians.
“Why? " I asked one of them. *“Because an animal
is weaker than a man, and to attack a being when certain
of victory is cowardly,” was the answer.

There even exist, among Tibetan brigands, men who
have a singnlarly high conception of spiritual life.
Naturally, this understanding remains, for them, pure
theory, and he who has attained it gencrally defers the
practice until one of his future lives,
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A lama of Amdo became a hermit after a lesson
received from one of these non-practising idealists. He
was travelling with his servants and with mules that
were laden with luggage and money, when he was stopped
by a band of robbers and ordered to surrender his beasts,
luggage, and money. He attempted to resist his assail-
ants, but, in the struggle, he was thrown {rom his horse.
Realizing his defeat, he begged for mercy, by taking
advantage of his standing as lama. “It is not right to
rob or to maltieat a monk,” he pleaded.

“A monk!” retorted the chiel of the brigands.
“You say you are 2 monk. How could I know that?
What is the meaning of this beautiful vobe lined with
astrakhan that you are wearing? Is ir then permitted
to a lama to clothe himself in the spoil of animals that
arc killed for their fur?—I{ so, what becomes of the
compassion that hc must practise. Has a monk also
need of all the things that you drag about after you?
I thought you were a rich merchant.”

The lama took this lesson to heart. He prostrated
himself before the brigand.

“You are my spiritual guide (guru),” he said; “you
have put me on the true path, Take all that you require.
I will end my days in a hermitage.”

The one who related me this story knew the lama
in question. He told me the brigand had refused to
appropriate the possessions of a member of the Religious

der, and the larna, on reaching home, had given the
greater part of his wealth to pious and charitable works,
only keeping what was strictly necessary for his subsis-
tence; after which, he had become an anchaorite,

In the company of these picturesque ulags we arrive
at Tangu, a dirty village, where we pass the night.

The next day we halt at Chao, and T find Jodgings
in the ancient palace of the chiefs of the country. Palace
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’l
commonplace buildings that the Chinesc had sct fire to
at the time of the Tibetan revolt and that still show the
traces of firc and pillage. My apaiiment is the one in
which the “ king ” and *“queen” formeily lived. The
wainscots, which, once upon a time, were painted in red
and decorated with insariptions and gold flowers, have
been blackened by the smoke. The rooms are extremely
dark and open on to a gallery that is supported by large
wooden pillars. It scarcely seems possible that anyone
could have lived there continually. The present sovereign
is a widow, and resides in another house, which she has
built close to the ancient palace. This new five-storied
building is of stone. Tibetans are fond of high houscs,
and, in them, the master’s private rooms arc always on
the top floor, giving on to the roof-terrace, which is a
place used for strolling about in and often ornamented
with flowers growing in pots or tubs.

My hostess is very gracious and makes me a generous
present of provisions. The special delicacy among them
1s a quarter of dried mutton, three years old. Tt has
lost its colour and all its appearance of mcat, It looks
like a picce of whitish-grey wood. The meat comes
away from the bone in fibres, o, as it appears, in splinters,
which become powder under the pressure of the fingers.
This old meat 1s, nevertheless, quite sound, without the
slightest trace of maggots. Tibetans greatly appreciate
it; for them, it is rich man’s food. ~The queen has
thought to give me a valuable gift. Dried up as it is,
the mutton has not lost its flavour; on the contrary, its
taste seems to have become accentuated, and I can well
understand why the Tibetans consider it such a delicacy.

By pounding this extra-dry becf or mutton in a mortar,
the Tibetans produce a meat powder, concentrated food,
which those who are fortune’s favourites take on their
journeys. In Tibet, it is commonly said that in this
way it is possible to put the flesh of a whole yak in a
bag the length of a forearm.
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The practice is to put a few pinches of the powder
into a cupful of cold water, then to mix some isampa
with this uncooked “broth”, There cannot be the least
doubt but that this food is very nourishing and it makes
it possible to carry in a very small compass sufficient
nourishment to sustain a traveller for a long time. But
I must confess that, personally, I find this Tibetan meat-
powder, excellent as 1t is in its dry state, very nauseating
when it is wet.

From Chao we ascend a low pass, which leads us
into the valley of the Yalung that the natives call Dza
chu. During our journey, our valorous little urchin
astonishes us with fresh deeds of dexterity. One of our
mules, which was walking {rce, takes it into its head to
go wandering from the path on to the pasture-land, where
it sces horses. The boy immediately runs after it, and,
as Sonam’s sword, which he proudly wears passed under
his belt, bothers him when he runs, he places it on the
ground.

Having canght the beast at some distance from there,
he shouts to the two boys who are guarding the horses
to bring him his weapon.

“Eat my excrements! ™ graciously answers one of
them.

This phrase, current among the low class Tibetans,
is regarded as a very grave insult.

Furious at the indignity thart has been offered to him,
the irascible Sezang Thales rushes at the herdsman boys.
In spite of his childish stature he must look very terrible,
for they run away. Then, having picked up his sword,
he catches sight of one of those long ropes made of
yak’s hair that arc used for tethering beasts, and, seiz-
Ing it as compensation for the insult he has received,
brings it to me with the air of a man who knows how
to manage his affairs and does not let himself be put
won.

. [P Thalas wha hae acain taken
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his place at the head of our caravan, is confronted by
some of the encmny’s fiiends, who want to beat him,
They have the appearance of vagabonds and are armed
with native rifles. The youngster does not falier, but
draws his sword. One of the yak drivers rushes in front
of him and cxplains to the aggressors that the lad is a
servant of the distinguished personages who are coming
along the road. Whereupon the men apologize and
blame their comrades for having insulted the servant of
such distinguished petzfle.

I whisper to Yongden to tell my people to give back
the rope, and I continue my way. However, two days’
later I sec it hanging from one of the bags, Why has it
not been given back? “Ahl” answers 86nam, “the
ulags begged us not to. They said tha, if we did not keep
it, the herdsmen would think we were of no importance
and, perhaps, would fire on us {rora behind when we had
gone on.” He had not heen able to argue the point, for
those pcople knew the habits of their compatriots.
Justice and prudence differ according to the country in
which they are exercised. I have learnt some difficult
lessons on the subject, during the course of my travels.

It would be easy for us to reach Kanze this very day,
but we should have to wait in the street, surrounczad by
a staring crowd, undl lodgings were found. In China,
there are inns in almost every town that is situated on
a {requented route. This is not the case in the region
through which we are now passing. The only travellers,
here, are a few officials, merchants, and pilgrims The
first enjoy the right of lodging in whatsoever house they
fancy. The second cither stay with friends or associates
who reside along the routes they travel over, or, if the
merchants are leading a caravan, they camp with it. As
to the pilgrims. the poor ones sleep in the open air, in
stables, in sheds, or auywhere where they are allowed 1o,
and the richer oncs, who travel on horseback, ask for
hospitality, for which they pay, from private people.
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Sometimes they have 1o knock 4t a number of doors
before finding shelter. It is quitye the customary thing
1o do, and, when I travel incoghit¢s T do not mind doin
likewise; but, as 2 {orcigner, I 240 afraid of bein argx
object of curiosity in Kanze. Thetiefore, it will be asgwell
to make certain ‘of lodgings before my arrival. Takin
this fact into consideration, I Stinp ‘at a place calle
Poypl, where a large house 1s plac ed at the disposal of
asstn{iofﬁ(lﬂlﬁ and people of note.  From there I send

Yongden with my card to the resident Chinese colonel
at Kanzc, to beg him, as it 18 thé custom, to find us
accommodation for a few days. ] ' )

I do not fail to inlorm my sol Jiers that the Lama
is going to Kanze. 1 also thank the ;m for their services.
suitably remuneratc themn, and urge’ them to retutn to
Tao. Having expressed their gratitt,de they disappear
1 breathe again. Perhaps the author,-lti;s at Kanze wﬂi
show themselves less thoughtful Con;cerning my safet
than those at Tao have done and I ill, once more, bz
my own mistress. 3

Vain hope! Yongden has not ¥t returned from his
mission when two other goldiers—in {niform this time—
arrive, salute me, and announce th at they are at m
service. What is to be done? I Cap only smile anZl
appear delighted at their chief's kind, atention

Tn the evening, I also notice the ot o two men. The
have not returned to Tao. They do'ghrless wisfx to bz
able to report that I am duly on IMyy way to Kanze
accompanied by the colonel’s soldiery ® Ahl I am well

uarded. . .

The next morning I leave for Kan e

The feeling of rapture that 1 had “experienced when
trom above Tao. J had first seen the wide and Smﬂin'
valley below me was, in great part, (jye to the commsgt
it presented 10 those very narroW Vajleys in which the
flood scemed to be so cvillz disposed tgwards me. Little
Lo Ttle the neaceful landscape, the fields, the ;‘ounded
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summits bordering this “happy valley ” had hegun o
appear monatonous and I expecicd to find Kanze very
commonplace. It was nothing of the kind.

The site on which the town riscs is really very
beautiful, even imposing. Like all Tibetan towns, Kanze
has been built without a plan. Most of its houses are
ranged in disordered rows on the slope of a hill, and the
rest of them lie scattered in an immense valley, where
flows the Yalung river, which is bordered on the opposite
side by high sombre mountains of ficrce and savage
aspect.

The gompa at Kanze, if it were sitnated in Europe,
would appear a very large monastery, but in Tibet a
monastic settlement of less than two thousand monks is
considered of little importance, This one occupies the
top of the hill, above the town, Its numerous buildings,
for lack of space or for other reasons, are huddled to-
gether, leaving room for only narrow alleys hetween them.
Far from there, in the plain, rises the palace of the native

tince: a massive cdifice, a veritable [ortress, onc that is
Etted to stand long sicges or to serve as a retreatr for
gentlemen robbers, who arc on the watch for passing
caravans. Such may very well have been the use it was
put to in olden times.

By favour of the Chinese authorities, a very agreeable
set of rooms is given me in a house standing in the
upper part of the town, from where I enjoy an extensive
view. These “ authorities” consist of a magistrate and
a colonel. It is the latter that, some years before, had
delivered Father D——, when he was a prisoner at Tao,
at the time of the Tibetan rebellion. I am courteously
received by both colonel and magistrate. I make the
acquaintance of their families, I photograph them, and
dine with them several times during my stay. In short,
our relations are of the most cordial, but in spite of this
cordiality, the magistrate, in his capacity of governor, is
absolutely opposed to my going to Bathang by way of the
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territory that has remained under Chinese control, He
insists, nay demands, that I make a detour, and pass by
Derge and Chiamdo, which are now in the hands of the
Lhasa government. Ii is most strange. Why is this
Chinaman so eager to have me go through a country
that he knows is closed to foreigners. Fe says that the
direct road {rom Kanze 10 Bathang crosses a region that
is not sale and that he has not a sufficient number of
soldicrs at his disposal to furnish me with an adequate
escort.  OF course, the region is not safe, but the neigh-
bouring regions are no safer. The Chinaman may prefer
that, in the event of my being murdered, this should
happen elsewhete than in the territory under his jurisdic.
tion, All this is possible, but I suspeet him of having
other reasons.

All argament on my part is in vain, I cannot succeed
in altering his decision; and I am given to understand
that, were I to attempt to act contrary to his wishes, he
would, if necessary, forcibly oppose my journey. More-
over, I am being watched at Kanze, and to go to Bathan,
1 must cross the Yalung. No sooner should I have the
mules loaded with my luggage, than the magistrate would
be informed of it and the ferrymen would receive orders
to withdraw their little boats from the river.

Unfortunately, a special circumstance helped the
magistrate to give prudence as reason for his opposition.
The fact that two brigands were in the local prison
awairing the day of their exccution was put forward as
proof positive of the unsafe condition of the country.

After repeated exploits, the band to which these two
robbers belonged had been overtaken by Chinese soldiers,
A fight had ensued: the brigands, on being worsted, had
got away with their wounded, but two of them had been
taken prisoners,

The law is rigorous, a captured brigand must be put
to death. O the two captives, one was quite young and

T e s of vakira ama The latter informed the
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governor that, as regards himsell, he did not dispute the
sentence imposed on him.  lle had Xlaycd and lost, he
would pay the penalty, but he begged that meicy might
be shown his companion. The youug [ellow had never
Lefore either robbed alone or in concert with a band, It
was his first expedition; had it to cost him his life at
twenty. . . ?

I learn that the hardened brigand, who accepted his
fate with such lofty pride, went on his knees to the

gvernor in his endeavour to obtain paiden for his young
{riend. His plea must bave been unpassioned, lor the
magistratc was touched. He posiponed the exccution
and sent a message to his chiel, the commissioncr for
{rontier defence, who resided in Tachienlu, asking him
if he might spare the culprits, or at any rate the younger
one of the two.

The answer camce during my stay at Kanze. It was
peremptory, the two men were to he shot.

One morning, when I was still in bed, T heard fuing
What was happening? 1 got up and looked out of the
window. I had missed the fi1st act of the drama. [t was
related to me afterwards. The soldicrs were leading the
condemned men to the bank of a stream where the
execution was to take place, when suddenly the elder
man threw himsell against the soldier at his side, dealt
a fierce blow on the head of the one who was leadin
his young comrade, and, shouting “ save yoursell ” to the
lad, took advantage of the gencral confusion to try and
escape himself,

From my window, I saw the men running in zigzags
in their endeavour to elude the fusilade that was directed
to them.

The plain on which they found themsclves afforded
no shelter. It was vast, treeless, practically level, and
without buildings. The soldiers had every facility for
shooting down the human game that were trying to
save their lives,
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I followed the heart-breaking spectacle through my
field glasses. A jerky movement on the part of cne or
other of the fugitives would show that a bullet had
reached its mark. Nevertheless the men continued to
run in the direction of the river, where perhaps some
hidden f[riends lay in wait to help them. If they could
cross it, they would be safe. But it was too {ar. One of
the men fell, struggled for a moment on the ground, then
lay motionless. It was the younger one. A few moments
later the other [cll on his knces, regained his feet and
continued his course, then fcll again and once more got
up, only he ran less fast. Another bullet hit him, he
staggered, but went op. His pursuers drew nearer, a
volley brought him to the ground, not far from the little
temple at the edge of the plain. Just at that place began
a series of hummocks, Probably if he could have rcached
them, the fugitive would have escaped. That, at least,
was what the natives thought. But destiny had decided
otherwise. When the soldiers came upon him the
brigand was dead.

he same afternoon, one of the soldiers who had been
in my service since Poyul begged leave to see me.
Brought to my room, he saluted with the usual genu-
flexions and asked me if I had not some remedy with
which to dress the wound he had in his arm.

1t was he whom the brigand had struck that morning
and thrown down among the ruins of 2 little wall.

While I attended to his wound, he began to recount
the whole story of the brigands and the vicissitudes of
their flight. I ended by silencing him; I had already
heard too many details concerning the drama. . , . And,
above all, I had seen too much.

Every day, on the roof of the royal palace at Kanze,
at dawn and at sunset, the musician monks of the
Prince’s private temple gave an aubade and serenade to
' 1 Mhevannbe nf tha saman helonged to the State
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clergy, the gefugpas (commonly called Yellow Hats), but
the native sovereign was a follower of the Karmapa sect,
and the airs his monks played were the same as those that
I had Lstened to, day alter day, for so Jong, in a rustic
monastery in the Himilayas. What memonies those
poignant melodies awoke in me! ‘When softencd by the
distance, they floated up to us {rom the plain, Yongden,
who belongs 10 this same sect of Karmapas, also listened
to them, attentive, motionless. Of what did he think ?—
Of his childhood, when, as a little novice, he was rocked
by this same tragic music; or of Europe where he was to
go?—I did not ask him,

My visit to the Kanze monastery was very diflerent
from the one I had paid to the gomps at Tao. Alter
visiting the temples, 1 was conducted to a large room in
the college of the Gyudpas (the cullege of rites). There,
a litle private reception was held: scveral lamas,
graduates, and professors were present, and tea was
served. As all those present were experts in Lamaie
rites the conversation natwrally turned to that subject.
Are rites useful?>—What is their use?—Has not the
Buddha explicitly declared that belief in the efficacy of
religious ceremonies is an obstacle to enlightenment?
Thase were the questions that T put to my learned hosts,

The majority of them averred that the sole object of
a great numbcer of the rites was to keep the religious
teachings present in the minds of the common mass of
faithful and to incline them to live honestly by practising
the simple virtues that were suitable to their condition.
They, also, added that there were other rites: the
dubthabs,' the purpose of which was to bring about a
definite result by calling on certain “forces "—symbolized
as beings (deities or others)—for their co-operation.
These “ forces ” supplementing the force that was gener-
ated by the celebrant’s concentration of thought gave it

1On the subject of dubthabs sce Infhatos and Initighons in Tibel,
page 9.

~an
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the necessary additional strength by which to bring about
the desired effect.

Basing their arguments on the statements found in
apocryphal writings, which they held to be authentic,
nearly all the monks denied that the Buddha had con-
demned the practice of rites,

However, among those who surrounded me, there was
onc lama who, more enlightencd than the rest of his
colleagues, admitted that the Buddha had really con-
demned the belief in the efficacy of religious rites, as a
means of spiritnal enlightenment. Having recognized
this fact, he then procceded ingeniously to comment
upon it,

“At the time of the Buddha,” he said, “the
Clirolpas (Hindu-Brahmanists) believed the worship
paid to the gods and the sacrifices offercd them procured
lor the devotecs a happy rebirth in the dwelling places
of these gods. It was this cult of adoration and sacrifice
that the Buddha condemned as useless and even harmful.
It is certain that none of these things can enswre a man
a blissful 1ebirth; for this depends upon the acts that the
man has done during his previous lives. He who is cruel
and full of hate, prepares a place for himself among
demon beings, because he resembles them. Fle who
wishes to go to the gods must practise goodness. It is
not a question of offerings and prostrations.

“If rites are already powerless to ensure a happy
rebirth, how much more powerless are they to produce
Deliverance (tharpa) This ‘ Deliverance’ can only be
obtained by the knowledge that is the result of the
* penetrating vision’ (lhag thong) that is acquired by
meditation and investigation.

! Salvation according to the Buddhists docs not consist {n entering a
Paradise  The rebitth in a Paradise is merely tle consequence of a virtu-
va bfe, and s consideied to be a medipure resoll.  Salvation §s the
“Deliverance from the round of hitths and deaths” and is brought abous
by dispelling the false views concerning (he nature of the “1* and of the

esfernal world. This state is definitely superior to that of the gods and is"
wan that ean he ateained to in this present life,
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“ Have you cver heard a learned lama say that we
practise dubthabs in order 1o gain tharpa? ”

No, I had never heard any lama say so.

“The dubthabs,” he continued, " are directed towards
ends that are more or less material and foreign to this
greatest of purposes: Supreme Liberation (tharpa). To
obtain these inferior ends, which are often wuseful to
those who have not yet ‘entered the stream’,' some rites
and spedially the dubthabs can be practised with advan-
tage. To use them in this way is not to contravene the
eommand of the Buddha.”

This subject is one of those that lead to interminable
discussions. As I was not remaining long at Kanze, I
was obliged to content myself with what the lama had
expounded to me. Moreaover, his opinion was not new to
me, Ihad heard it expressed before. It is fairly common
among the well-educated clergy.

If there were some learned philosophers at the Kanze
monastery, the commercial spirit scemed also particularly
alive there. Many Lamaist monks engage in trade, but
usually they show some discretion in their excrcise of it.
Never before had I seen them in a shop, behind a counter,
Such a thing appeared quite customary in Kanze, and
some of those fat and substantial merchant-ecclesiastics
were visibly very well off.

In picturesque but rather painful contrast to this
opulence, I saw, standing at the door of one of those

' prosperous clerical shops, the poorest, sorriest lttle monk
that it had ever been my lot to come across. He was an
urchin of about seven, and was quite naked, except for

. a strip of dark red serge, the size o‘} a little napkin, which,

; Placed on his tiny shoulders, served him for monastic

t toga and quaintly designated him as a member of the

! clergy.

1'The traditional Buddhic expression that indicates those who have
% Degun to perceive certain iruths, alter which they will not retropade
3 spitityally and will attain enlightenment sooner or later.
t
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Since the magistrate of Kanze persisted in prevent-
ing me from gomng to Bathang through Chinese teys-
tory, there was nothing lefi for me 1o do—unless I
retraced my steps and went to Tachienlu—but to obe
him and to try and reach Bathang by travelling across
the 1cgions that had been conquered by the Lhasy
troops and afterwards closed to lforeigners,

After several rather unpleasant days spent in
journeying through the rain, I arrived with my men in
front of Zacco. The people of the place, having been
previously informed of our coming, had pitched a re-
ception tent in which to give us tea, a8 it is the habit .
in Tibet to do, when distnguished travellers pass through
a village.

As soon as we had entered it, many villagers came
into the tent. Among them was a Lhasa woman, fat,
good-natured, and garrulous, whom, I thought, had had
a little too much to drink. On hearing me speak the
Lhasa dialect, she questioned me about the U province,
which she had lelt twenty years before. The good
woman, having asceitained that Tibet was really well
known to me, pointed to our group—Yongden, my
servants and me—and declared:

“They are Tibetans like ourselves! ”

The people, who were already astonished at hearing
us speak their language, then became convinced that
we were sham foreigners, impostors, who wished to
appear impoitant. As we no longer had any interest
for them, they departed disappoinied.

I went mysel{ 1o the officer who was in command at
the frontier. He lived in a miserable house, badly
kept, but ornamented with pots of flowers. He had,
indeed, one really beautiful flower; a woman, who wore
the costume and headdress of U (hair exaggeratedly ful
and surmounted by a sort of crown of large coral balls
She was the officer’s wife,

- s=tavle anlite to me; nevertheless
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he offered me seme cxcellent tea and some Chinese
biscuits. He said that he would not take it upon him-
sclf to bar my passage, but that on the other hand
he would not give me either an escort or ulags, and
he would have to scnd a mcssafe to his chicf, the
depon of Derge, to inlorm him of our presence in his
dastrict.

Since no one had stopped them, the ulags had gone
on and were by then some distance ahead. We had
lost much time at Zacco and it was necessary to push
on: for we did not know how [ar it was to the place
where they would leave our luggage.

Without being in any way siriking, the landscape
became interesting, Al sunset, we entered a wooded
gorge, the savage and mysterious aspect of which was
specially suitable for an entrance into forbidden land.
The path was narrow and bristled with rocks. We
thought it wise to dismount and continue on foot; a
proceeding that delayed us still more.

Night had come by the time we reached the place
where we had to cross the Yalung, There was a
monastery and village close by, but the daikness pre-
vented our seeing them.

The river, the course of which we had never ceased
to ascend, was much lcss wide there than it was near
Kanze, and the curent appeared less strong. This
was most fortunate, for our mules had to swim across.
Yongden suggested we should camp belore crossing,
but I insisted on going at once to the other side, while
no one barred our passage. In this way we could start
again as early as we liked in the morning,

Travellers and their luggage are taken over in

Jlittle round boats, made of yakskin. Soon after we
had crossed a gyapin (officer who commands a hundred
soldiers) sent us a tent and, with it, some firewood,
milk, and forage. We were also informed that the
gyapin had given orders that, next day, wlags with their
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beasts were to be placed at our disposal for transport-
ing our luggage.

Sceing us arrive [rom Zacco with ulags, this officer
thought we had a requisition order that gave us the
tight to them and to (zhe other things he had sent us,
This service becomes automatic as soon as it has once
begun and, cxcept when the traveller is passing districts
where there i3 a governor, it is very unusual for any-
one to ask 1o see the official paper that authorizes the
requisition. And when it is metely the case of supply-
ing a few beasts ol burden, it is even extremely rare
for the high officials to interest themselves sufficiently
in the matter to verify the traveller’s claim. The impor-
tant thing is to have obtained the ulags for the first
time.

I knew what the gyaptn did not. His chief at
Zacco had not wished to grant me free transport for my
luggage. If he sent orders to this effect, the ulags would
be taken away. This would be very annoying and
would create a bad impression. It were far better for
me to pretend to do without them, to give them up of
my own accord. I thercfore told the villagers that,
having mules of my awn, I did not require ulags.

They reported my decision to the village chiefs, and
in about an hour, thcse men came and offered me a
scarf in token of politeness and seven Szechwan rupees,
which are current coin in this region.

The same automatism that controls the relays of
ulggs also rules the number of beasts of burden or
mounts with which the traveller is to be furnished, T
had amrived with seven requisitioned yaks, therefore
these would have to be replaced by seven others.

IE the rraveller, who has a right to requisition a certain
number of beasts, asks for fewer or completely exempts
the villagers from their obligation, he is entitled to an
indrmnite that. in that region, is generally rated at one
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I exempted the Tibetans from supplying me with seven
beasts, they brought me scven rupecs.

In this blessed country, officials, travellers who stand
well with these last, and even oidinary soldiers on their
rounds, can, thanks 1o this system, make quite appreci-
able sums of money. He who is authorized to requisition
twenty beasts, il he travels with his own animals, reaps
a profit of twenty rupees at each stage of the journey.
These relay stations arc sometimes clase 16 one another,
especially in some relatively well populated paits of the
country, where transport is done by the slow travelling
yaks. Good mules can, in one day, very often do the
distance of three yak relays, and in each onc of these
relays the happy possessor of a requisition order for
twenty beasts can pocker twenty rupees, that is, a
total of sixty rupces a day. Such a harvest is perhaps
exceptional, but even with a smaller profit 1o which
must be added all the forage, fuel, and provisions that
are given with the service of the ulags, the traveller
is often able to pay his travelling expenses or even to
amass a pretty round sum, il his journey lasts long
enough.

It can be understood how such a system causes the

easants to dread the passing of people in possession of
rights that fall so heavily on them.

During another journey, I remember asking some
riverside Inhabitants of the upper reaches of the Salwen
why they did not learn to build bridges instead of being
content to cross tivers hanging on to a single rope that
is stretched from one bank to the other.

“We are quite capable of building bridges,” they
answered, “but we prefer that there should be none in
our country. Their absence makes travelling more diffi-
cult for the officials of the Lhasa government and for
other notables. It does not please them to be obliLEed
to cross rivers hanging on our ropes; they take other
routes in arder ta avaid havine to do so. and in this way
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we escape their visits and the consequences that follow
in their train,”

I have mentioned the least of these consequences;
there arc many others that greatly tax the resources of
the poor peasants.

So here T am with seven rupees in [ront of me, which
Prudence would have me accept so as not to go counter
to local customs. By refusing them, I shall make my-
sclf conspicuous and, perhaps, an object of suspicion;
but, I still retain some scruples on the subject, and,
probably, always shall. I commission Yongden to sur-
round my refusal with all the rcasons that are most
likely to diminish its strangeness. Shut up in my tent,
I hear him acquitting himself of this ticklish task.

He gives me back my character of Khadoma. He
tells them that the lady traveller, who, in the darkness,
they were not able to distinguish clearly, is an incarnated
Khadoma. Gifted with superior intelligence, she has
foreseen that the scven rupees would be useful to them
(in saying this he runs little risk of making a mistake)
and in her bencficence she returns them. The moment
a gift comes from a religious personage one’s dignity is
safe. This explanation apparently satisfies the villagers
for they give thanks, prostrate themselves before the
closed curtains of my tent, and go away.

The night is cold. On waking, we find the tents and
the grass round them covered with hoarfrost. Yet, it
is still August. The winters must be very scvere in this
part of the country.

Very carly, before we have struck camp, the gyapdn’s
messenger passes by. As the officer has warned us, the
man goes to the depon of Derge to inform him that we
are on our way there.

During the whole of the day we proceed very slowly.
My scrvants, who do not understand the rcasons that
prompred my action, feel injured by my having refused

+ha rlame haer hawa hanama nanmensamad ea ha namen A
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rather than to serve, and to travel in the saddle. To-day
all our beasts arc loaded. While at Kanze, knowing we
were about to cross a sparsely inhabited 1egion, we had

rovided ourselves with a large stock of provisions; this
ﬁas to be carried, therefore the men are obliged to walk.
A proceeding that is little to their liking and they advance
at a snail’s pace.

At nightfall, we reach Aﬁe. The travellers’ hale
and the ulags’ relay is marked by a black tent. The vil-
lage itself is farther on, away {rom the 10ad. A young
man is in the tent, and we think he is in charge of it,
for it is the hour when travellers are most likely to
arrive. He says, however, that he is a stranger and not
in any way connected with the people of Ape,

The gopas (village chiefls) do not show themsclves.
We shall not be able to get anything: the beasts will
consequently have no fodder, and will have to content
themselves by nibbling the short, scanty grass that is
around us.

It is quite dark when several men come up. Questioned
by my scrvants, they declare they are neither the gopas
of Ape nor the men in charge of the halt. They are
simply sheltering there for the night. Sénam seizes
hald of one of them and [orcibly draps him before my
tent. I myseclf ask him who heis. He pretends to be
a traveller. T feel that he is lying. Travellers, even
wandering beggars, have always some luggage, lLittle
though it be: a rag of a blanket and a little food; but,
like the young fellow we found there on our arrival, the
newcomers have also nothing with them, Their attitude
seems suspicious to me.  Yongden thinks they are robbers,
who intend to steal our beasts and are merely waiting
before doing so until there is no longer any fear of
people passing by.

Little Sezang Thales, who has been sent out as spy,
reports that there are seven of them in the tent. They
have aarh a cwnrd hut no cun. This 18 E()Od news. It
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things tum out badly we can hope to keep them at 1
distance with our weapons. However, it will be better
to avoid a fight, and for this reason we must try and
give them a wholesome fright, then to go and inform
the people of the village and ask them for watchers.

We therefoic load our guns and revolvers. The glow
from the linle fire that we have made with the fucl we
brought with us lights up our preparations. Yongden
makes me load our rifle twice over, having rapidly un-
loaded it in the shadow and again passed it to me near
the fire. This manceuvre is to induce those who are
observing us to think there will still remain two guns
in our tent when Sonam and Sezang Thales have taken
the other two with them into the village.

It is rather imprudent for us to divide our forces in
this way. I the men in the black tent are really thieves,
they may take advantape of our weakness to attack us
separately. I rather think, however, they will hesitate
to do so, knowing that we have fire-arms.

All the luggage is piled into the middle of my tent.
Sénam and the young boy each jump astride a mule
and go ofl to find the village; Yongden and Tobgyal sit
outside and guard the beasts, Then, as I have nothing
to do, I eat some fsampa and butter, seated on a hag at
the entrance of the tent, the curtains of which I leave
open so as to keep careful watch on the surroundings,
to whatever extent it js possible to do so in the darkness.

Some time passes, then I see shadows advancing
cautiously, which, on coming nearer, stop in front of
me. They are the unknown suspects. Is it that, taking
advantage of the absence of my two boys, they are
beginning the attack?

As they remain silent, I call out:

“Who is there? ”

Whereupon the shadows stoop and kneel, pushing
towards me something black in the middle of which is

eamathine whita and T haar marmnre of- “T ane 1ifal
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Long life! * Tt is the polite Phrasc uscd in Tibet when
apologi7ing, imploring, thanking, and so forth.

“ What do you want? ”

“We bring milk.”

Ah! this is the something white in a black pot.

“We are going to bring fodder and wood.”

“Who are you? ”

“We are the men in charge of the halt and the
villnge chiefs.”

Finding that I do not try to kill them, they take
courage and all begin speaking at once.

“You are bad people,” 1 say to the liars. “ You did
not want to provide us with what we have a right to.
Tt was {or this reason that you pretended to be travellers.
Be thankful that I am a religlous person, otherwise I
should already have had you fired on, and several of you
would now be dead.”

The murmurs of “ Long life] Long lifc! ” are resumed
with even greater fervour. T have an idea that these
wishes are chiefly addressed to themselves,

I call Yongden. On learning what is happening, he
severely harangues the villagers and sends two of them
to fetch Stnam and Sezang Thales.

I rather admire the quiet bravery of the little fcllow,
who, young as he is, goes into the night with a single
companion, knowing he may have seven bandits at his
heels. There are no cowards in the beautiful country of
Kham.

Tt is fortunate for us that the seven strangesmannered
individuals have not proved to be thieves; for we could not
have counted on receiving any help from the people of
Ape. S6nam, on his return, tells me what took place in
the village,

“All the windows and doors were shut” he said.
“When I knocked, the dogs in the yard barked, but no
one appeared or answered. In two of the houses, some
women shrieked with terror on hearing the noise T was
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making at their door, In vain I explained that we were
travellers asking for belp, but it was of no avail. At the
last house I went to, no one replied at first, then a man
shouted from behind a shutter that, if we did not go away
instantly, he would fue. He thought we were thieves who
were trying to get in by ruse.

“Sceing that no one would come to our aid, I was just
coming back when T met the men you had sent to fetch
me, In spite of all they say, they probably did have the
mtention of robbing us. They have given up the idea of
doing so and are now showing themselves as friends
because they saw we were well aimed and thought the
risk they ran too great.”

What he says is quite possible. In any case, the
attirude of the Ape people promises little for the safety of
the country.

However, we arc safe for that night, and as I feel tired
I am glad to be able to slecp instcad of having to keep
watch,

On our way, next day, we meet some travellers, They
advise us to be on our guard: the previous evening, a
caravan of merchants has been attacked on the road.
They have spoken with the victims,

&fe cross uninhabited alpine pasturedand, through
which flows the Yalung river. A chain of mountains
borders its lefi bank. The gentle outlines of the land-
scape produce an impression of great calm.

Later, we descry a group of hermitages crouching in
a wooded recess of the mountain—white-washed huts
dotted here and there among the fir-trees. Solitude,
detachment, peace, and all the divinc bliss that exists over
and above and beyond what these words represent! T,
too, have been a hermit on a lonely mountain, and I have
tasted the intense voluptuousness of that peculiar life.
No doubt I was not yet worthy to remain at that height,
and it was for that reason I had to come down {rom there
s= e dos annin in tha wardd Wil the dav come. when
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I shall once more plunge into such solitude and silence?

Towards the cnd of the aflternoon we pass by some
sulphur springs, the temperature ol which 1s fairly high,
but the water soon cools as it flows into the open. \%Je
must be at an altitude of about 10,000 {cet; for since quit-
ting Kanze' we have continued to ascend the course of
the 1iver, and after leaving the river, our path has still
steadily mounted.

Before arriving at the monastery of Dzogschen, we
rejoin the caravan route we diverged from a few miles this
gide of Kanze. It now passes through an immense
valley edged by sombre mountains. The soil of both
valley and mountain is covered with short thick grass,
which the premature {rosts have alrcady withered and
turned brown. The track, stamped by the feet of millions
of yaks that during centuries have carried Chinese silk and
tea 1o Lhasa, i3 at the moment deseited. Not a herds-
man’s tent nor a herd relieves the impressive and almost
tragic emptiness of the scene,

We hope to obtain shelter in the hamlet that is
dependent on the monastery, but we have some difficulty
in discovering it. Feebly lighted by the last rays of a set-
ting sun, the low squalid huts arc scarcely distinguishable
among the rocks of the hill. On the slopes the temples
and monastic houses 1ise in rows, but it is already too
dark for us to see them.

The miserable inhabitants of the hamlet live in close
intimacy with their animals. Their dwellings consist of
a single room, one side of which serves as stable and the
other as kitchen. The owners, their family, and their
Eucsts sleep where they can between the hearth and the

casts. However, the house where I am lodged is a little
more comfortable, Between the placc reserved for the
horses and the wall, a sort of cubicle has been made by
a curtain that hangs across the room. It is the best
accommodation thr. inhabitants have to offer me,
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I suggest camping, but the villagers energetically
dissuade me from doing so. It would be most imprudent;
robbers roam through the whole country. A few days
before a fight between some travellers and brigands had
taken place in the ncighbourhood. Such incidents are
frequent. I must therefore remain content with this
minimum of comlort. I shall sleep behind the curtain,
my son will lie at my feet, and we will both try, while
aslecp, to remain pressed against the wall, and not to
stretch either an arm or a leg out under the curtain, for
wete we to do so, we would run the risk of receiving a
kick from one of the horses.

The next day, accompanied by Yongden and Tobgyal,
I go up to the monastery. Dzogschen gompa is not at all
imposing. Its buildings, scattered in confusion over a
wide expanse, instead of heing enclosed within an en-
circling wall, are quite ordinary. Nevertheless the monas-
tery is celebrated throughout the whole of Tibet. It is
the seat of one of the heads* of the “ Great Accomplish-
ment” (dzogs-chen) sect, Lama Padma Rigdzin, whose
successive incarnations occupy the abbatial throne of the
monastery. Dzogschen %ompa is also held to possess
amongst its members an elite of masters. Some of them
are deeply versed in occult sciences and others in the
methods of the “Short Path”,* which enable those who
follow them to attain Supreme Liberation (tharpa) in this
life.

The site on which the monastery is built is more in
keeping with its reputation that the monastery itself. On
looking at the wild desolation of the surrounding solitudes,
a Westcrner would easily conclude that only men who
were pursuing extraordinary ends could remain for long

L Anather of the heads revides at Mindoling. in southern Tibet, near
the bank of the Yesru tsangpo (the upper course of the Brahmaputra).
I visited this place on my way back {from Lhasa.

30n the subject of the };hilomphicnl and 1aystical doctrines of the so-
called “Shott Path” Lamn chung, see Instiahons and Initiates in Tibet also
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in such aspot. But it must be remembered that Tibetans
are accustomed to live amid grand and often tertifying
scenery, consequently they are less likely 1o be impression-
able on this score than cither Europeans or Americans.
Some very ordinary monks, sons of the neighbouring
herdsmen, can pass the whole of their lives at Dzogschen
and be perfectly happy.

On reaching the monastery, I visited some temples
and the great assembly hall.  Then I went on to see
another gompa, which is situated close to that ol the
Dzogschen, but quite separate {rom it, although the Grand
Lama Padma Rigdzin considers himself its suzerain.
Finally, I asked to be shown the printing-house. I thought
there would be, just as there was at Kum-Bum, a library
attached to it, where it would be possible to buy some
works written by members of the “Great Accomplish-
ment” sect.

I was mistaken. At Dzogschen gompa, they only

rinted to order, That is 1o say, anyone who wanted a
gook had 1o bring the necessary paper and ink [or the
printing of it, feed the printers during the time they spent
on the job, and in addition, as gift, pay a sum of money
into the common [und of the printing-house.

The ecclesiastical heads of the monastery would have
§1ad1y allowed me to stay there during the time necessary
or printing a few works, but I had reason to think that
both the depdn of Derge and the Kalon Lama of
Chiamdo would not allow me 1o do so.

If T wished to reach Bathang, it was essential for me
to hasten across that part of the country now closed to
foreigners. I therefore contented myself with writing
down the titles of a number of philosophical and mystical
treatiscs as well as of those dealing exclusively with the
oceult sciences. Arranged on shelves, the engraved
blocks® of these works and others filled many rooms. I

L The Tibetans print from engraved blocks,
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intended to get the books later, and I succeeded in doing
go the following winter.

I had been so absorbed in my inspection of the
printing-house that I was surpiised to find that Yongden
was no longer with me.  Tobgyal had also not noticed his
going, Some trapas said they had seen him leave with
some of their iriends, so, thinking the monks had prob-
ably invited him tv take tea with them, I resumed my
walk.

A little later, two trapas came up and asked me if
I would {ollow them. I thought they wished to show me
a temple I had not yet visited. They led the way to a
large building. After entering it, we had to climb one of
those uncomtortable Tibetan flights of stairs: a trap-
ladder, with high steps, fitted in between two partitions,
The staits gave on to a landing or an antechamber, which
was so narrow that I could touch the walls on either side
at the same time. I stood in complete darkness, for a
door had been closed behind me, and I heaid several men
whispering, but could sec no one,

Suddenly I had the idea that they had brought me to
this dark place in order to kill me. Several times before
it had happened that I had only just escaped a fatal
accident and, although well aware of the danger I was
running, I had never been fiightened. My first and only
experience of terror was thete, in that dark and airless
corridor. It scarcely lasted a second, the duradon of a
shiver, then I began to 1eason again. Why should these
tr?-{)as wish to kill me? The Tibetans have a horror of
killing, except in fair fight, when each adversary runs
equal risks, A few mmders are committed in Tibet for
political reasons, but these are of rate occurrence, and I
could not he classed among those who need fear such a
fate. And then, after all, death is not an extraordina
thing. At Dzogschen or elsewhere I should have to
meet it one day. . .

A few seconds later a door opened in front of me,
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lighting up the tragic antechamber and the faces of a few
smiling monks, and I entered the apartment of the Grand
Lama %adma Rigdzin. Seated on a pile of cushions, near
some young monks who were dicssed in rich Lamaistic
costumes, | saw Yongden looking mischicvously at me.

1 was invited to dinner.

“When I heard that a foreign lady who spoke our
language had arrived and was visiting the monastery, I
thought it might be you,” the Grand Lama said to me,
“ have known of you for a long time.”

Sevcral old students of the Dzogschen monastery,
whom I had known in Amdo, also lama Gurong Tsang,
with whom I had travelled when going from Pekin to
Kansu, and the unfortunate Tibetan secretary of the
Amban General of Sining, Aka Mela, who was assassin-
ated at Lhasa, both pupils, also of Dzogschen gompa, had
spoken of me during their visits to their professors or
friends. What they had said must have been compli-
mentary, {or the reception I received {rom Padma Rigdzin
was cordial and flattering.

As I have already mentioned elsewhere, preoccupa-
tions of a commercial order seemed to hold a great place
in the Grand Lama’s mind. He questioned me at great
length about Burma and French Indo-China, wanting to
know the kind of merchandise that could be exported and
imported to and from thesc places.

Whether those very material preoccupations were in
keeping or not with the transcendental doctrines of the
sect of which he was the head, no one seemed to care.
These tulku lamas, supposed reincarnations of eminent
personages of past centuries, are not positively required to
give proof of exceptional merits. They are venerable as
being the present forms of men who, in olden times, were
remarkable in some way, and their words and acts, how-
ever common and eccentric they may be, are considered
to be dictated by superior motives,

The Lama’s apartment was very luxurious. Along
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the walls of the principal room were glass cases filled with
antique works of art: magnificent porcelain or cloisonné
vases from China, statuettes in Jade, ivory, or coral,
beautiful specimens of Kham gold and silver work. There
wete also rarc ritualistic instruments, among others a
phurpa (magic dagger) made of “iron fallen from the
sky ”, that is, made from an acrolite. Was it really “iron
[allen from the sky”? I would not like to guarantee i,
but cveryone had held it to be so, during scveral centuries
it had formed part o the treasure of the Dzogschen gompa
tulku Lamas.

Among all these precious things, a special case was set
apart for some very miserable samples of Western work,
which the lama and those about him appeared to prize
as much and even more than the beautiful things in his
Chinese collection. They werc articles made of inferior
glass, such as hawkers have for sale: goblets, glasses with
stem or fect, vases of different shapes, candlesticks. 1
was shown some dreadful green, bluc, and pink rubbish,
of which they seemed to be very proud and concerning
which Padma Rigdzin asked my opinion.

An excellent dinner was served, and then, just as 1
was taking mﬂy leave, they brought me the gift the Lama
wished to ofler me. It was very bulky: ecighteen big
bricks' of compressed tea packed in leather, just as they
are sent from China to Lhasa.

T expressed my thanks but refused this cumbersome
present, merely taking the silk scarf that accompanied it.

After my visit 1o the Lama, while I was strolling about
the monastery, a young #rapa came up to me.

*“My Master would like to see you,” he said politely.
“As he is in retreat and cannot go out, he begs that you
will core to him.”

Neither Yongden nor I were in a hurry to return to
the dirty hovel where we would have again to pass the

1 Each brick weigha several pounds.
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night. The invitation was welcome; we followed the
trapa.

Pﬁe led us some distance, neaily to the top of the hill
on which the monastic buildings rose onc above the other.
Au this spot the houses wete [ar apait and had the appear-
ance of isams khangs.) Because of this appearance and
of what my guide had said, I expected to find only one
monk. I was therefore rather surpiised to see four of
them seated on cushions in the tiny room.

The customary compliments having been exchanged,
tea was offered us, then, all ceremonial at an end, one of
the lamas came to the point.

“We have heard of you,” he said to me, “ [rom some
lamas and trapas, and also from some merchants who
have scen you at Kum-Bum, where, I believe, you have
stayed for some years. It appears, too, that you have
been in the south of Tibet, that you know Tsang Penchen
Rinpoche,* and that you have lived as risopa (hermut) for
along time. All this has greatly astonished us. We have
never known ol any forcign lady who shares our beliefs
or who practises our religious discipline, Is 1t true what
we have heard concerning you?  As you have come to us,
we want to ask you about 1t.”

“Ir is all perfectly correct, Kushog.”

“Why do you live in this way? There are foreigners
at Tachienlu and at Bathang. They say that our 1eligion
is bad, that we are ignorant and dirty. I have heard it.
Our way of preparing tea disgusts them, . . *

Tt is not in the least disgusting to me,” [ hastened to
answer. “If I may be allowed to do so, I would like to
ask you for another bowl” And saying this I emptied
mine.

My rejoinder made the lamas laugh. A young trapa

3 Small houses in which the monks shut themselves np to meditate
For explanations on this subject see Wuth Alystics and Magicians i Tibet,
page 249 and following pages

2 The Giand Lama ot Tashilhunpo, the one whom [oreigners call the
Tashi I 1ma
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poured me out some more tea. With truth, I could say it
was excellent, So close to Tachienlu, the tea is not yet
subjected to heavy wansport chuiges and the best js
obtainable ai a 1casonablc piice, even for people with
light purses.

My interrogators returned to the point that had
roused their curiosity:

“Why do you live differently from the people of your
countty.  What did you hope to gain by living in a
hermizage? ”

“T did not seck to gain anything. Life in the solitude
is, in itsclf, blessedness.”

“1f you really think in this way, why do you travel? "
said onc of my listencrs.

The question was not lacking in logic. More than
once I had asked myself the same thing.

“Doubtless it is the cffect of past acts and old
thoughts,” I answered. “The wheel, because of the
impulsion that has been given it, continues to tm1 for
some time after the potter has ceased to move it.”

This comparison, which is repcated in a numbe of
Eastern philosophical ucatises, is current among F idd-
hists as well as Hindus. The lamas nodded their | eads
in agreement.

“Have you carefully pondered over this simile of the
wheel that continues to turn as the result of a past impul-
sion?” asked another of them.

“Ihave reflected upon it,” I said, “but T have certainly
not yet grasped all that there is to be understood on the
subject.

"It is possible the belief in an ‘impulsion that has
been given’ may in itself be one of the causes that push
the wheel and kecp it in movement. Perhaps it is the
principal cause of the movement, or, who knows, it may
be the only cause.”

The lama who appeared to be the master of the house

R4 [P
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“ What is your opinion,” he asked me: “if a man
had lost all memory of his past acts, ol his native land, of
his family ties, of every kind of relation that he has or
has had with other people, ol the thoughts that have come
to him, which he has held secret or professed publicly;
in short, il he had completely lost all 1ecollection of what
he 45 and whar he has done, do you believe he would act
in the same way as if all those things were present in his
memory? "

“He would most likely behave very differently,” I
replied.

I thought I knew what he was leading up to, so I
continued :

“If a man, without losing the memory of his past,
regards this past as being a dream or as concerning
another person than himsell, it will also probably happen
that he will act in a difierent way {rom the one in which
he would have acted had he firmly believed he himself
had really accomplished all the physical and mental acts
he remembers. So, 100, the cffect of the recollections that
he keeps of his family tics, of his nationality, of his
relations with other people, and of all his associations
with the outside world will difler according as he con-
siders them to be the result of real facts or of pure
imaginings.”

'The theory I outlined resembled those held by some
Dzogschenpa authors, whose writings I had read. I
hoped thar the lamas would enlarge upon it, but they had
become like sphinxes and looked curiously at me without
speaking.

Finally, the one who had questioned me last spoke:

“Truly,” he said, “all that exists is the product of
causes.' Beings are what they have made themselves by
their works. Nevertheless, these works cease from fetter
ing when it is perceived that no non-compounded and

1Al things proceed from a cause ” is one of the fundamental declara-
Hane AF NnddRiom
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permanent ‘sell * exists, cither in the person or in any-
thing, and that the constituent parts of the aggregate,
which appears as personality, alone go their course.

“Thig cannot be either taupht or expressed in words;
it must be seen in meditation.”

“Do people meditate in your country? ”

“Not often, and what they call meditation does not
resemble what is understood by meditation in Tibet and
India”

One of the other monks then changed the subject, by
returning to what I had said in the beginning of our
conversation.

“If you find such blesscdness in a hermit’s life,” he
said, “do not go farther. We can easily find you a
hermitage in the neighbourhood.”

I thought of the depdn of Derge. He would nor let
me establish myself in that {mbidden land, but I did not
wish to discuss the question with the lamas,

“Reasons prevent me {rom doing so, Kushog,” 1
merely rephed.

* l{easons ... repeated the lama,

Then, either under the influence of the ideas that had
just been expressed or by the occult force of the thoughts
that had been fostered in that room by recluses whe %md
given themselves up to long contemplations, I suddenly
felt, nay, I saw all my reasonings, all my conceptions fray
out as rags blown by the wind, dissolve, sink into nothing-
ness. All that which had appeared to me to be solid
obstacles no longer existed: the depin of Derge, my
servants, my mules, my luggage, and my own self were
“images scen in a dream ”.

The vision lasted, probably, less than a minute.

“Here or elsewhere, Kushog,” I said, “I hope the
day may come when I shall again find mysell in a
hermitage.”

“I wish it may be s0,” said one of the monks.

B Te vncine ha 28 Jadlownd mewaclk aa
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Yongden and I then took leave of our hosts, The
young frapa who had led us to them took us back to the
hamlet, and, night having come while we talked, he
lighted our way with a flaming bianch.

On my return to the house whae we lodged, I found
a man had been waiting for me. He was a messenger
from Padma Rigdzin and had biought me a letter and
gseveral books. The Giand Lama wrotc that, as T had
not been able to procure all the books I desited at the
monastery, he sent me some as a present with his wishes
for a good journey.

The next moining we lelt for Dage, accompanied by
two merchants who were going there and who had asked
to travel with us.

Yongden had insisted on our asking for ulags. We
could no longer hide our identity, and he argued that it
was neeessaty for us to keep our mules fresh in case some
unforeseen circumstance should force us to demand a
special efloit of them.

The natives made some difficulties. The messenger
sent by the rupin of Zacco had, in passing, told them that
they were not to provide us with pack-yaks. I appealed
on a point of grammar. Had the soldier said mz chog:
“it is not permitted you ”, or mi géis* “ you need not”,
meaning “ you are not obliged to”. He had said ms gos.
T then argued that, if the village chiefs were allowed to
refuse me beasts of burden, they were nevertheless not
forbidden to provide me with them, and that, as it was
my intention to pay for them, it was to the chiefs’ interest
to render me this service.

The prospect of receiving payment added greatly to
the weight of the arguments I drew from the respective
meanings of the verbs chogpa and gc'iia.‘ Besides the
inhabitants of the place, poor illiterate herdsmen, began
to doubt whether a person “so learned” in Tibetan
grammar could really be a foreigner; for in these regions

LI PN
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everyone has the unshakable conviction that all foreigners
are stupid. In short, three men with yaks were com-
missioned to transport our luggage to Derge.

And now we are travelling amid the grassy solitudes.
On our way I am shown the spot where two days before
a travellers’ camp had been attacked. The brigands had
stolen twenty-seven beasts, mules and horses, and killed
two men in the fight that took place. This was adventure
indecd!

Is it the excitement caused by the pictures that rise
in my mind of this wild life or the effect of the intoxicat-
ing air of the high, empty regions, the chang thangs,
that is turning my head? T am listening to a call, and
something deep within me passionately answers it.

To go to Bathang is to turn my back on the enchanted
solitudes of Upper Tibet, on that land which is the subject
of so many heroic and mystic legends, where one is
shown strange traces of the wonders performed by Gesar,
the Chieftain-God of the Tibetan epic,' and where,
according to the natives, an attentive secker can discover
the hidden portals that give access 10 mysterious worlds
of genil and fairies. I remember the sojourns I have
already made in this magic land, on the borders of the
great blue lakes. An overpowering desire to live there
again takes possession of me. ... Yet, I am walking
towards Bathang, from where the route leads across
Chinese land to Yunnan and farther on to colonized
Indo-China. How tame the prospect of such a journey
in contrast to the majestic vision of the chang thangs.

Owing to the lengthy discussion concerning the ulags
we had started late, so towards the middle of the after-
noon, seeing that we cannot reach Derge the same day,
the merchants, our travelling companions, propose that
we camp close to a river, in a valley where the grass is
plentiful and where the heasts will be able to graze to

1Sce Superhtiman Lafe of Gesar of Ling
246
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their hearts content. The suggestion scems a good one,

We Pilch our tents. It is zeally a pleasnnt spot; the
prairie 1s covered with alpine flowers, the sun shines,
and the animals 2gmzing round us give a pastoral note to
the landscape. Then, while T am still dieaming of the
fascinating solitudes that 1 am leaving behind me, I
hear the sound of distant music,

A few minutes later a small procession comes into
view from the opposite direction to the one f10m which
we have come, At its head ride two troopers, blowing a

leasant flourish on Theban tiumpets. They use their
msttuments well; the sound 3s true and clear, Behind
them, another trooper carlies an unflurled standard of
crimson silk, on which is designed a yellow lion. Then
comes a fat man wearing a very dari purple robe and
mounted on a beautiful horse. Lastly, closing the
procession, is a lourth trooper.

Tnstead of paseing on its way, the procession. staps.
Y see the {at man dismount and enter the merchants’ tent.
A few minutes later one of them comes ta ask me if T
will permit the newcomer to pay his respects to me.
Permission being granted, the man arrives and offers me
the traditional scarf, token of respect and filendliness,
then sits down and talks to me.

He is a gyapin {captain commanding 2 hundred men).
He ‘3 on his way to Dzogschen to open an enquiry
regarding the murder of the two travellers and the theft
of their twenty-seven beasts. Shi gaze is his native town,
and he speaks of that part of his country, where I have
been. After which he leaves me,

A few minutes later up comes a shalngo (a kind of
sergeant), whom 1 had met the evening before at the
house where we slept. With an embarrassed air he asks
Ine to return to Dzogschen, explaining that he cannot
let a foreigner pass without having been authaiized to do
so by the depon of Derge. I must wait unil he has
received instructions concerning me.
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I reply that his chief already knows I am on my way
to Desge to ste him and if my visit is displeasing to him
he has had ten times the time required for stopping
me. Moreover, the rupin who is in command at the
frontier has seen me and let me pass, therefore I am in
order.

Respect for those of superior military rank does not
seem to be a strong point of the Tibetan army. This
common sergeant, to whom the gyapdn has just given
instructions, calls the rupon, who is a colonel, an incapable
fool. The two subordinates have resolved to bar me the
road and oblige me to return to Dzogschen, to remain
there, I don’t doubt, until they inform me of my expul-
sion {rom the forbidden territory.

Night comes: we have supper and then go to sleep.
Very early next morning the gyapin accompanied by
the shalngo are before my tent and begin repeating all
that which they have said the evening before: I must
rctrace my steps and leave the forbidden country at
Zacco, the place where I have entered it, or I must
remain at Dzogschen for the depin’s decision. However,
T need not fear to have to return to the dirty house at
Dzogschen, where I have passed two nights. They will
give me comfortable lodgings in the monastery and
provide me with food for myself, servants, and mules.

All that they say is very characteristic of the Tibetan
spirit. The Tibctans have for a long time wished to keep
foreigners away, but those who have been found among
them have not been molested, they have simply heen
conducted to the frontier, surrounded by all the comfort
that the country had to offer. Nowadays, having
acquired more worldly knowledge, the Tibetans would
consent, without enthusiasm, but also without aversion,
to receive foreign travellers who have a definite and
lepitimate purpose in view, especially that of trade; but
they are no longer at liberty to do so.

1 am as obstinate as these two soldiers. I refuse to
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rerurn to either Zacco or Dzogschen, nevertheless [ realize
it would be better not to insisi on going to Bathang; to
do so might be imprudent. The region swanns with
brigands, ¢nd the Tibetan authorities sometimes find it
diplomatic to switch some of the knights of the highway
on to those whom theﬁr dare not get rid of by legal
means. Having carefully considered all these things, I
declare that, since I find mysell in a lawless country,
where subordinates allow themselves to question the con-
duct of their superiors and to act against what these have
ermitted, I have ceased to wish to remain in it, as I no
longer feel safe there. I shall consequently not go to
Bathang, but I shall go elsewhere, to a place of my own
choosing. And without further ado I break camp.

We go not go {ar; I want to think things over. What
shall I do? No matter what, so long as I do not retrace
my steps, Having once more set foot on the forbidden
ground, T wish to sec all T can of it. The temptation is
all the greater, because I am again on the track I left the
morning when I turned towards Derge on my way to
Bathang, and I know it leads to a small isolated town
in the middle of the chang thangs. A Tibetan town
that remains under Chinese contral and, consequently,
ig still free territory. What if I listened to the call, and
instead of ending my journey in Yunnan or Indo-China,
I made for this town, which emerges 2s an island in
the middle of the grassy sofitudes. What if I were to
visit the camping ground of the {amous robber tribes
—the Ngologs? What if . . .if ... The name of
the town is Jakyendo, I do not know anything else
about it.

Meanwhile the gyapén and the shalngo had installed
themselves in a tent, in front of which their scarlet
standard floated in the breeze. Around them camped
their escort of soldiers: the two trumpeters, the standard-
bearer, the fourth trooper, those who had come from
Derge, and in addition several others who had joincd
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?henﬁ’ I' do not know from where, making about a dozen
in all.

My peoFle and T occupied two tents pitched at some
hundreds of yards away from those of the Tibetans. The
unfortunate herdsman, whose unlucky star had led them
to establish themselves at this spot, paid in sheep, butter,
milk, and cheese for their part in the comedy that was
being enacted. They fed the actors in it. Such is the
custom in Tibet. Discussion followed discussion. When
hoarse, enfeebled, and made desperate by my silence and
imperturbability, the orators stopped talking, they ate,
It would have been possible for me to have remained
there a month and more,

However, I had come to a decision: I would go to
Jakyendo.

%’herefore, on the second day, I say to the boys: “To-
morrow, we will get up before dawn and start away at
once. We will breakfast on the road.”

This programme is followed to the letter, but we have
been probably watched all night. As soon as the
servants’ tent is struck, the gyapin, the shalngo, and the
rest of them come along carrying a whole sheep, which
has been killed and prepared the night before, also more
butter and some tsampa. With an air of indifference, I
otder these provisions to be packed and remark:

“Iam going away. I go to Jakyendo.”

I am answered by exclamations of horror. The
gyapin and the shalngo are doubtless asking themselves
whether they have not made matters worse by barring
me the road and whether their chief will not reproach
them for having thus pushed me farther into the newly
conqueted area than I otiginally intended to go.

The greater part of the luggage is already on the
mules. I prepare to walk on ahead. )

“Kale jugsden jag Kushogs lhengyai,” 1 say, using the
most polite form of farewell salutation.

146it down slowly, gentlemen.”
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But I have not gone two steps beforc they all surround
me, holding on to the long sleeves of my Tibetan robe.

How shall I manage to free myself?

“It is useless to make such a fuss,” 1 say. “You have
your guns, you have only to kill me, then you will be
quite certain that I shall go neither to Jakyendo nor clse-
where,”

Whereupon there is a {urther chorus of protestations:
Kill me! How awlul! They only wish to serve me.

I know they are sincere. The Tibetans arc a kind-
hearted people. I have not only a [riendly feeling for
them, but also a real esteem. I am sorry for those who
are in front of me, I would like to spare them the annoy-
ance | am causing them. Tt would be so nice for us all
to sit round the camp fire and talk amicably together.
Why do there exist men who, for sordid interests, con-
trive to set other men against one another, and when
will the latter poor innocents understand that they are
merely dupes?

It is not the moment in which to give myself up to
reflections of this kind. T have said: “I am going to
Jakyendo,” and I will go, unless I die on the spot. It is
not discreditable to die in carrying out a purpose, even
a {utile one; what 1s so, is to let oneself be heaten and to
accept one’s deleat.

The excellent Tibetans who surround me have no
desire to murder me; but they cling to my robe, a
thing that worrics me much more. Suddenly I become
quite melodramatic. Raising my stick, I begin bran-
dishing it about. These unexpected movements free
me and I walk impressively towards my tent, which
is still up, crying:

“ Give me my revolver. I shall kill myself. Every-
one will then believe that you have murdered me and
you will suffer the conse&uences of this crime.”

Yongden, who is in the tent, foresees the issue of
the drama and calmly continues to cord the last bags;
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but young Sczang Thales, becoming terrified, mshes
past me, seizes all the weapons, and cariies them out
of my reach. Good-hearted little innocent!

The Tibetans are at the end of their tether.

“Please go quretly away,” the gyapin says, with a
sigh, making use of the most polite form of farewell
to one who is going away.

The poor man has tears in his cyes. I am really
touched. I have a great wish to kiss him, as a sister kisses
her little brother when he is unhappy.

I go off alone, stick in hand, towards the unknown.
The excitement of this lively scene has given me a
little fever and . . . I am siill fasting. I am hungry,
and, above all, thirsty. 1 kneel down to drink at the
river's edge, and the words of the Psalmist come into
my head, “He shall drink of the brook in the way:
therefore shall he lift up the head™ T accept the
prophecy of this verse, wﬁich scems to promise success
to the new journey that I have just planned, but the
absurdity of all that has happened amuses me. Still
it is strange that my thoughts should turn to Biblical
texts at such a time.

I have already gone some distance and my caravan
is ot yet in sight. Can it be that the gyapdn has kept
it back in order to force me to return? I s1t down on a
rock and wait for my people to show themselves, A
moment later I descry a man coming towards me.
Heis alone. Ashe approaches, I recognize Sezang Thales.
‘When he sees that 1 have noticed him, he starts run-
ning and ends by flinging himself down at my feet,
with the exulting cy:

“You are the victor, Jetsun Kushog!”

Nothing counts with this young savage but the
bratal fact of victory. He is proud of being in my ser-
vice. If T had been worsted, he would probably have
left me, and most certainly have despised me, Had

1Psalm ex: 7.
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he been older, this conterapt might have led him to
1ob me in the desert. Such is the mentality of the
people of this country, and ot clsewhere, too, for that
matter.

My caavan has not been detained. The gyapin
has given me three soldiers for escort and two other
men to act as guides. Sezang Thales says they are all
coming along, In fact, in the distance, I discern a
moving mass. Reassured, 1 continue my way with the
young boy.

We arive at a place where the valley forks again.
I hesitate. Must I go 1o the tight or to the lelt? On
the latter side the track is more clearly marked. This
must be the one to Jakyendo, Looking in this direc-
tion I see a troop of horsemen advancing towards me,
They are troming quickly, and, notwithstanding the
distance between us, [ can sec they carry rifles. Who
can they be? Certainly not traders who are travelling
with mules laden with merchandise. Caravans advance
slowly. Then? ...

Sczang Thales does not hesitate.

*Jagpas!” he says,

Brigands; that is what I think. Once having tumed
the spur of the mountain that hides them, they may
fall suddenly on my people, who continue thewr way

uite unconscious of the danger that threatens them.
must warn them. Backing out of sight of those who
are coming, I fasten my handkerchief to my stick and
wave it. My caravan is not far away, the men who
are with it have seen my signal; one of the soldiers
comes up at a gallop.

“Armed horsemen, who appear to be numcrous,
are hastening in our direction,” I tell him, “ They will
be here in a minute. They are probably robbers; warn
your companions. I do not wish a fight. You must
not risk your life either in defence of what belongs to
me or of my person; but, as regards your own defence
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and that of your horses, you will act as you think best.
This being understood, we must nevertheless try to im-
pose on these brigands so as to prevent their robbing us.”

While I am speaking another soldier joing us. 1
cannot understa.ndP why the jagpas, whosc horses were
trotting quickly, have not already made their appear
ance, Keefping close to the mountain, one of the
men goes forward to the end of the spur that hides
from our view the other valley down which I have seen
the horsemen, and, holding himself out of sight, scans
it carefully. It is deserted.

Have m{ eyes deceived me? I T were alone, 1 should
almost think so. But Sezang Thaley has also seen the
troop of men, Where have they disappeared to?
However, on Jooking up, [ see two horsemen with rifles
gazing at us from a height.

I point them out to my companions. The soldiers
cxamme them for 2 moment, then one of them says:
“Da” (enemy).

Meanwhile our caravan has come up. It is a delicate
situation. ‘There cannot be the least doubt but that
the brigands have left the track in order to conceal
themselves in the mountain. Will they attack us? This
we cannot tell, and, moreovet, in these solitudes there
exist no places of refuge. We must continue our way,
we shall soon see what will happen.

At this point, the two guides intervene, Since I
am acquainted with the Lama of Lop and wish to go to
him, T should take the valley on the right, which will
lead to his monastery. The way passes through country
that is rich in grass, where my beasts will find good
grazing; and the gyapdn’s written orders will enable
me to obtain meat, milk, butter, and cheese from the
herdsmen who are camped there.

At this moment one of the soldiers whispers in my
ear:
“They want you to travel through a region where

254



INTO [HE HEIGITS

there 1 nothing to sce. There, you will not even find
the herdsmen of whon they speak. Along the Jakyendo
road, on the contiary, thete are many villages and
gompas. You will be able to sleep each night in a house.”

His concern for my wellare is not entirely disin-
terested.  The soldier has no tent and will be glad to
have a sheltered resting place cach night, and also,
as | am soon to discover, a Tibetan soldier finds many
profitable opportunities along a road that crosses in-
habited areas.

I decide to follow the route by the villages.

“In that case, we will go back,” say the guides.

“Good! A sale journcy bome.”

They go off, and we move forward, The brigands
do not attack us.

A [few hours later we meet a big caravan coming
from Lhasa. I begin to understand the robbers’ attitude,
They are not after us; we are too small game. They
have concealed themsclves in a cleverly chosen spot to
await this caravan that they know to be on the road.

I hail those whom, by their richer costumes, I
recognize as the master merchants, and I tell thern that
in all probability a band of robbers is lying in wait for
them.

“Thank you for the information, we will be careful,”
they answer.

An order is sent to each of the men surrounding the
mules, and the caravan continues its way.

I feel more troubled than when we ourselves passed
_under the eyes of the invisible brigands who were watch-
ing us.

g]t is quite true that the route I have chosen does
pass through an inhabited rcgion. Even the fiist night
We put Up at a monastery. Lhe day’s incidents have
tried me a little and I intend to take advantage of the
pleasant quarters I have found to rest the next day.

The monastery, though not a large onc, is fairly
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rich. The tombs of the Grand Lamas are magnificent.

The fact that [ am accompanicd by soldiets of the
Lhasa army scems to react unfavourably upon the cordi-
ality of my relations with my monastic hosts. They are
olite, but reserved to the extreme, not to say, “shut
m”. T only see subordinates. The principal lama
says he is ill and, in this way, excuses himself {rom
receiving me; others offer various pretexts for not seeing
me. However, I am allowed 1o visit the big library. It
appears forsaken. The large volumes wrapped in their
“rabes ” are covered with a thick layer of dust, and
some of them have been partially eaten by insects or
even by rats. Were it not for the wooden boards and
the material that keep the leaves bound together, they
would fall to pieces. It is a sad sight!

If, as regards religious studies, my halt has Jacked
interest, on the other hand, it has afforded me the oppor-
wunity for observing [rom close to some curious local
types.

Late in the evening, just as I am going to bed, I
hear a whisper outside my door, as if I were being called
by someone who dared not lift his voice. I open the
door: a trapa is there with 2 woman. Both sign to me
not to make a noise and come into the room.

The woman, after offering me a scarf and a piece of
butter, makes a strange request, Her husband s ill, she
wants me to go and see him immediately.

What! at this hour of the night. . .. I will go to-
morrow morning, if the sick man’s house is not too far
from the gompa.

No, I must go at once, The woman insists. Itis a
question of a wound, a bullet in the thigh. The wounded
man has to be taken away to another place.

This all seems very confused.

1 question her.

“How did the accident happen to your hushand? ”

“ It was while gathering medicinal plants.”
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Good. I understand. 1 am familiar with this
cuphemism. The man has taken part in a brigand
expedition. Was he by chance one of those I had caught
sight of yesterday? Exactly, and it is because thcy had
seen me pass by and had learnt that T was stopping at
this monastery that the wounded man hay now sent for
me.

The woman tells me in a few words what happened.
The caravan was attacked, the merchants, who were
many and on their guard, had delcoded themselves vigor-
ously. The brigands had had to flee; two of them had
been killed and some wounded.

Several of the merchants had also been wounded.
Their companions had tied them on to their horses and
taken them away.

Now thar I know al}, the woman counts op me.  She
is convinced that T have foreign remedies that will make
the wound heal quickly. She had not dared to come to
me during the day, for fear of the soldiers who accompany
me. They must not be told that her hushand is hidden
in the neighbourhood. They might arrest him. The
people of the monastery must not know about it either;
the frapa who is with her is a friend of her husband’s
family, he has been able to let her secretly into the monas-
tery, and, in the same way, he will make it possible for
me to go out and come in again. A man is waiting for
me outside, with a horse; In less than two hours I will
be back again; but we must make haste, for the wounded
man must be taken to a safe place before momning,

Ty to explain that I am not a surgebn and that I
do not know how to extract a bullet. The woman will
not listen. She cries and continues to beg me 1o go.

I finally yield to her persuasion, in order to console
her, and, ai;o, because I am curious to see at close quarters
one of the jagpas of the band that I spied in the distance
the day before and to know how he is taking his
adventure,
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By way of “wonderful” [oreign medicines, I take
sornc aspirm for deadening the pain; boric acid for wash-
ing the wound; a packet of antiseptic cottan-wool and
a phial of olive of] for the dressing, Oil has heen ysed
for this purpose by all the ancient peoples, and it hag
always produced excellent results on the wounds of any
native I have nursed.  As to the bullet . , . Welll it will
work its way out by itsell or will remain where it is, 1
cannot help it.

I start out. The night is very dark. I cannor sec
where they arc leading me, but in a very {few minutes
I am outside, on the road. What co-operation, friendly
or due to the fear that brigands inspire, has helped me
to leave the monastery? [ wonder,

A little farther on, a man holds two horses by their
bridles.

“He will lead you,” says the woman. “Please
mount.”

“And you? Are you not coming with us? ”

“No I must remain here,” she answered, becoming
rather embarrassed. Better not to enquire further; here
is something that does not concern me.

I get into the saddle. The woman leads my horse
slowly forward for a few moments, then takes her hand
off the bridle.

“You have only to let your horse follow mine,”
says the man who is to accompany me, “it knows
the way."

Ttus is very fortunate, for I should find it very difficult
to guide the beast in the darkness.  We have left the road;
I feel we are riding on grassy ground. My guide’s horse
begins to trot gently, mine does the same. Where am |
being taken o7 Perhaps the distance is not very great,
but n the night, this strange ride seems endless.

We arrive at last. At the foot of a hill, I see a group
of men, some tethered horses, and a little tent.

The men hail their companion with the words:
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“Itis all over. The bullet has been extracted.”

They help me to dismount, greet me, and thank me
for having come.

If “all is over ”, there is nothing for me to do but to
go back.

Certainly not, they all insist that I should see the
wounded man, who is lying in the tent. They light a
lirtle earthen lamp, the wick ol which is stuck into butter,
and hold its flickering Aame close to the wound. It is
enormous and bleeding freely. It seems to me impossible
that a bullet received the day before could have caused
such a wound. This bullet that has just been extracted,
... Inwhat way? . ..

“You must know how to go about it,” says the would-
be surgeon to me. “I have extracted many of them in
my life. Tt is simply a question of knowing where the
tsas" are and of not cutting them. This bullet, here, was
tight in a fleshy part; Thad only to search for it.”

He laughs, feeling very proud of himself.

“Thank you, you ate very good,” says the tortured
man, and, looking at me, he repeats: “Thank you, too,
Jetsun Kushog. Have you brought some medicines?
They will complete ny cure. 1 cannot remain here. They
are taking me away.”

“Yes, [ have brought some,” I reply,

The clever surgeon has used his ordinary knife: the
one with which he cuts the meat he eats; the cords or
leather straps, when be mends his bags or his beasts’
harness; or again, the nails of his dirty feet, when they
become too long. All talk about antiseptics would be
useless.

1 wash the wound in unboiled water, with a little boric
powder in it. This water, coming straight {rom the
stream, is less likely to be unclean than that which they
would boil in the one greasy saucepan that is there, which
has the dregs of buttered tea in it.

1A word that mcans at the same time, veine, arteries, and nerves,
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I administer a little aspitin, which may relieve the
pain; then I leave a packet of cotton wool, another of horic
powder, a piece of white cotton matcrial, and the phial of
oil I tell them to keep the wound clean, protected from
dust and flies, and free from any accuroulation of pus,
also to be careful to wash the wound with a very weak
solution of boric acid, before dressing it.

The pure air of the country and the Tibetan's robust
constitution will do the rest. Before a month has elapsed,
he will once more be on horse-back and, probably, taﬁdng
part in fresh adventures.

They all appear to be very grateful.

“Will Jrou go on gathering medicinal plants? ” T ask
the wounded man. “You might have been killed, as
your two companions have been.”

“Oh! yes, that is very true. . . *

“ And your next Life?  Where do you think you will
be reborn, 1f you do evil? ”

“We do not evil,” protests onc of the other men,
“The soldiers have done more of it in the country than
we have, We only fire when we are fired on, The Chinese
magistrates as well as those of Lhasa show no pity for
the poor; these officials force the villagers and the herds-
men to give them much more money and many other
things than we take from the travelling merchants. We
only ask of the rich. . . . We let your caravan pass by,
Jetson Kushog.”

Undoubtegl , these gentlemen have shown themselves
very courteous in my regard, I have nothing to say in
reply. Perhaps I ought to thank them, but I feel I have
sufficiently acquitted myself of my indebtedness by tend-
ing their friend.

My patient makes a sign to one of his companions,
who pulls a scarf out of his amphag and offers it to me in
token of their res¥ect and gratimde. Something heavy
is tied up in one of its comners. The jagpas have knotted
that end after having placed some silver coins in it. This
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sort of thing 1s often done in Tibet; no one is offended at
receiving a present of money, and to place it in a scarf is
a polite way of offering it. I have accepted more than
one such gift s0 as not to displeasc kind people. But this
one . . . These few lirtde rupees may have been taken,
with many others, out of a traveller’s bag. Ought I to
take them? 1 incline towards a refusal, but just as I am
going to express it, my eyes meet those of the man who
has oflered me the scarl. His face is lit up by the little
earthen lamp, which is held by one of his comrades. He
is serious, almost grave, with 1ather a haughty expression
that is not lacking in dignity . . . in truth, a grand
seigneur.

The refusal of an offering made under the present
circumstances would be in the natuie of an insult, and if
the one who rejects it belongs to the Religions Order it
would amount toa curse. I'have come to help a wounded
man, not to set myself up as judge. I thercfore accept the
scarf and its contents; I shall soon find some poor devil
who will be happy at receiving the money in d};arity.

The wounded man is about to leave; his companions
have just folded the little tent that sheltered him and
put it on a horse. They now lift him and scat him on
another beast, which carries a thick pad made of many
blankets in place of a saddle. The unfortunate man’s legs
rest on 2 bag,  He must be suffering horribly. I ask him
if this be not so.

“Not to0 greatly,” he replies.

One of the men leads his horse by the bridle, the
others get into saddle, and they all go away. The party
disappears almost immediately in the darkness.

The one who came to fetch me takes me back to the
monastery.

The trapa and the woman are waitin& at the s§ol where
Tleft them. I reassure the latter concerning her husband'’s
condition. He will get well.

A few minutes later, I am in my room.
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The peasants of this region are more intelligent, more
shrewd than those of the other parts of Tibel, The
difference of character is probably duc to the proximin
to China: to frequent intercourse and i.ntcrmarriage Witf;
the Chinese.

At Dolma Lhakhang: a temple dedicated to the
goddess Dolma, round which are grouped a few houses,
we have to cross the Yangtee, which in this country is
called the Dechu.  Although, here, it is far from having
the width it has near its mouth, in China, it is still very
wide. We cross it in Jeather boats followed by our swim-
ming beasts, The current is strong; the mules regain
their feet on the other side at a spot that is far below the

lace where they have emtered it, but nothing untoward
appens.

From here the country becomes again desert; we
retum to the great alpine pasturelands. On the opposite
bank of the river we see a monastery, whose head lama
passes for a performer of miracles. He has, we are rold,
stamped the imprint of his foot on a rock. This kind of
miracle seems greatly to please the Tibetans. In many

laces there are to be seen similar impressions, more ot
ﬁeas distinct, which are held to have been made on the
rock or on separate stones, by the foot, the hand, ot the
head of 2 lama.

We are now on the last stage of our jowrney in for-
bidden country. Beyond the farm where we pass the
night stretch the vast chang thangs, which are only in-
habited in some parts, and then solely by the herdsmen
of the black tents, Jakyendo is a éhinese putpost in
Tibetan land, Berween the town and the road I have
followed, the frontier is not dlearly marked; my escort do
not dare to venture farther, for fear of any Mohammedan
Chinese soldiers they may encounter. On the contrary,
ty hosts, who are natives of this region, circulate Ireely
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both sides of this badly defined frontier. They load my
luggage on their yaks and we go on.

We have exhausted our provision of butter, and now
that we are in the land of herdsmen, the moment seems

ropitious for laying in a [resh supply. It is difficult for
Foreigners to imagine the place that butter occupies as
food in Tibet. My servants cut themselves great chunks
of it, which they hold in their hands and eat as we would
2 biscuit.

Twice, in passing close to the tents, I send Tobgyal
to ask the occupants to sell us some pieces of butter. The
herdsmen refuse to do so. The owners of the second tent
to which he gocs ate even inclined to be arrogant: “ We
have no butter for you,” they declare,

We continue our way over an immense grassy table-
land. Towards the end of the morning, we again descry
a herdsman’s encampment, round which a great number
of yaks are grazing.

Yongden, who is riding near Sonam and Sezang
Thales, says jokingly to them :

“Shame on us, if when passing within sight of such
big herds, we cannot procure butter and milk.”

The two rascals put their own construction on his
words. They gallop off and rejoin us an hour later. We
expect to find that they have had the bottle that hangs
from Sonam’s saddle-bag filled with milk and have
managed to buy one or two pieces of butter; instead they
are laden with spoil. They have brought back more than
twenty pounds of butter, in several big pieces, each sewn
in skins; and From their sleeves, the ends of which they
hold tightly together so as to form bags, they take out a
large quantity of dry cheese. They have carried out a
raid.

I question them.

“What did you say to the dokpas? ”

“T said,” SCnam answers triumphantly: “‘ My chief,
who 1s going by there on the road, has no butter. Let a
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picce be brought 1o me from every tent’  And when they
did not makeghaste Ilifted my rifle.”

I am dumbfounded and want to laugh, The others
are delighted and quickly stow the butter and cheese
away among the luggage. Then, before I have time to
utter a word, the two madmen rush off again, havin
caught sight of some more tents in another direction,

pon which, the sky darkens and an unexpected hail-
storm breaks loose! My mule begins to rear, bewildered
and bruised by the enormous hail-stones. I am blinded,
All of a sudden it begins to freeze. My mackintosh,
which Yongden has %:elped me to put on, stiffens
on me.

Fortunately we arc nearing an encampment, We
point it out to the ulags, who are behind and who do not
appear to have noticed it. They urge on their yaks and,
as soon as they have joined us, put them with the mules
in the shelter of the tents. Al the beasts turn their tails
to the wind and the men shelter behind the animals,

Tobgyal hurries me into a tent, demands milk, has
it boiled, and gives it to me to drink. Yongden has
entered the next tent, '

The storm passes quickly, and the weather becomes
immediately fine again. I leave my shelter. Where is
the Lama?

Tobgyal, who went out before me to get my mule,
angwers,  “He is collecting butter” What?—More
butter,

I see Yongden sitting, surrounded by dokpas; they are
bringing him pieces of butter. He anticipates any remark
on my part by an imperative:

“1t's serious. Don’t say anything,” spoken in English.

I say nothing, Having been respectfully saluted by
the peasants, we remount our beasts and go on our
way.
YWhen out of earshot, I question Yongden.
“ What about this butter?”
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He laughs,

“When I entered the tent,” he says, “1 asked for
some tea and also for a bowl from which to drink it,
because mine was in my saddlebag and I could not go
out into the rain to get it. The owners of the temt
answered me rudely “There is no cup” They did not
respect me.  Their attitude was dangerous; this region
is uninhabited, we have luggage, and we must camp
tonight.  You know the character of these people.
Those whom they do not fear, they tob.

“Then I took a tone of command and, stamping my
foot, [ answered: ‘Let a piece of butter be brought [rom
each tent and without dc]ay. Ab! you do not recoguize
m e‘l ”

“They had never seen you before? "

“That does not matter. Their attitude immediately
changed, Thez brought me their best silver-lined bowl
and a piece of butter. Then as soon as it ceased 10 hail,
they went and fetched other pieces from their neighbours.
We can camp now, if necessary, they will not dream of
attacking us.”

Such are the country’s customs, they are the same as
those of the Koko Nor region.

Sénam and the young scamp do not come back. Have
they lost their way in the storm, or have they been
severely punished for theit audacity? I am beginning to
be anxious. Since they left us we have travelled some
distance. Wil they be able to find us again? We blow
our whistles; the wind has dropped, perhaps the sound
will reach them. No one amswers. It is a long time
before the two boys appear.

This time they have carried their effrontery too far,
There is more butter and, as they did not know where
0 gut it, they have brought away some good leather bags,
and, in addition, a few goatskins, with which 10 make
rugs. The Joss of these things will not ruin the dokjpas,
but I think their conduct rather excessive,
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Besides they have met with resistance.  One of the
women incited her neighbours to refuse to give them
anything, My scrvanis were assailed. They defended
themselves, and then had the impudence to pretend to
take everyone before the local chief, whose white tent
was close to the encampment. After that the assailants
began to excuse themselves and make propitiatory offer-
ings o the two rogues, whom the natives took for soldiers,
These apologies did not prevent my boys From continuing
to play their parts and from going to the chief 1o levy
a contribution. Their imperturbable audacity was com-
pletely successful, the chief authorized the levying of a
piece of butter from each tent and those who had not
already given it were forced to provide it.

Little Sezang Thales beams—a fine specimen of brigand
is this young Khampa—and the ulags hold their heads
high, proud of serving X:ople as “powerful” and
“ respectable ” ag we are. As concerns me, thinking aver
the curlous incidents that have marked this day, I am
astonished to find that, if my travels have led me to a
place to where I had never dreamed of going, it has had
the even more unexpected result of making me become
the head of a band of robbers. Fortanately my
“victims” do not live far {rom Jakyendo and, since 1
must remain there for some time, I shall find a discreet
way of compensating them for their loss, without lower-
ing myself in their opinion or losing the esteem that my
boys’ prowess has won for me.

Close to the monastery of Benchin, we find a small
house reserved for the use of travellers; instead of camp-
ing, we install ourselves there for the night.

Next morning the sun shines brightly, but the air is
gharp. While waiting for the slags to finish loading the
mules, I stand in the doorway looking at the landscape.
My glasses show me a wide stretch of alpine pastureand,
beyond which lie the openings of two immense desert-
looking valleys. Touched by the intense light that
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envelops the whole scene, the grass in them, reddened by
the early frosts, glistens as copper.

Another tracl% passes in [tront of the small rest-house
and, running close to a limpid river that smgs over a
;ebbly bed, enters a third valley. This is the one that

am to follow. It, too, lies in sunshine, and the moun-
tains that border it are wiapped in that peculiar atmo-
sphere of mystery, of reticent welcome, ol vague menace,
which is so [ascinating 1o the traveller in Tibet. What
has [ate in store for me in this direction?

With a slightly preoccupied mind I take the measures
that are usual%y adopted by foreigners when travelling off
the main 1outes in China. I send Sonam on ahead to
present my card to the magistrate residing at Jakyendo,
with the request that he will be kind enough to ditect
me to suitable lodgings.

Meanwhile I tide slowly behind the laden beasts; T
am in no hurty to arrive. On our way, we pass before
the Tangu monastery, with which, later, I am to become
so well acquainted, then finally, Jakyendo emerges from
the desert.

Its situation is not lacking in grandeur. The town
is built on a rise at the [oot of 2 chain of mountains.
Above it, looking down on the laymen’s dwellings {rom
a rocky spur, stands a monastery, the buildings of which,
decorated with red and white lines, show it as belonging
to the Sakyapa sect, while dominating the crest on which
the monastery rises, a magnificent backgiound of massive
summits bars the distant horizon.

Three gompas relatively close to one another:
Benchin, Tangu, Jakyendo! ~ Hope lies in the thought!
There I shall be almost certain to find a few learned
lamas, to be able to collect some valuable information,
and to do some interesting work,

$8nam, who has returned 1o meet us, leads our
caravan to the lodgings the Chinese magistrate has had
prepared for us, Itisa suige of rooms on the first floor
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of a house situated in the principal street. Tt should
prove an excellent observation post from which 1o study
the local population.

The lateness of the hour permits me to put off &lf
official visits until the next day. I am glad, long for
rest. Ineed it after these seven months of arduous travel,
Night comes, shadows invade my room, and, as I fall
asleep, they move on the whitewashed walls, pointng at
me with fantastic gestures,

“Sleep,” they appear to say, “rest; it will not be for
long. Jakyendo is but a halt on thy path. From here
start tracks that pierce the distant horizon and lead to
far-off regions, Soon, one or other of them will capture
thy fancy and will carry thee to fresh adventures,”
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Axa Mrra, 239
“Akon”, explained, {votnote,

10

Alak Ngags Chang, the story of
a “rulpa”, 165, 166

“ Amchod ", footnote, 151

Amchow, wonderful cscape of
the abbot of the monastery,

2

Agxdo, its bad reputation, war-
kit, 12; the incident of the
thermos  fask, 1315 mid-
night stroll and suspicious
wanderer, 1517, form of
government, 1g; discomforts
of travel, {ear of robbers, 20;
absence of inns, 21; a previ-
ous adventure, 25, 26; drcss
and vocations of men and
women, 27, 28 “trading”
Cusloms, 35 49: 51, 59 7% 75
189; the lama taught by a
brigand, 214; 239

“ AmphaF ", footnote, 201, 260

“Ane”, footnote, 31; footnote,
145

Ape, the “gopas” do not
appear, mysterious travellers,
aj1; precautions, 23s; the

as” arrive, 233; the un-

friendly behavionr of the
natives, 234; On our way scc
a group of hermitages, reach
Dzogschen, 235

“Barno ”, footnote, 31, 71
Bathang, 219, 220, 226, 237, 241,
246, 249

Benchin, the monastery, 266

Bhutan, 35

Bodhisativas, g6

Bon Shamans, 61

Binpo monastery, 106; Permis-
sion to enter, 110; visit from
the Abbo, request {or advice,
111, 112; the “trapa® wants
medicine {or his ailing Lama,
11z-115; the office iIor the
dead, 116; presence of lay-
men not required, 117; how
the fast was kept, 118; the
Abhot's questions answered,
11g; 175

Biénpos, religion, various sects,
106; werc they Shamanists,
their sacred books, 107; divi-
sions and subdivisions, White
Béns and Black Bins, 108;
Bonpos and Bons distin-
guished, 1o9; Black Bons
similar to * ngagspas”, 110}
112, 114, 116, 119, 11g, 178,
182-187

Bons, footnote, 61, 62; their
rites and powers, r09; foot-
note, 187

Bridges, in China, how made,
135 crossing a bridge near
Tesmon, 177; why bridges are
not built, 229

Buddha, The, 68, 71, 84; Gau-
tama Buddha, 108, 208, 211,
223225

Buddhism, 61, 68, 106, footnote,
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views on eating meat, 120;

sects in China, 128; 146, 186,

187; doctrine of salvation,

224; 242 '
Burma, 239

“Craxe toANG”, footnote, 6,
132, 173, 194, 246, 240, 262

Chao, 214, 216

Chengtu, 8, 134, 181

Chenrezigs, 160

Chiamdo, 21, 220; Kalén Lama
of, 237

China, weatment of the dead,
99; 100; inns on frequented
TOUtes, 217; 240, 262, 267

“Chirolpas”, 147, 184, 234

“Chiwa”, footnote, 173

“Chogpa”, 245

“Chorten”, loownote, g7; a
“chiirten rang jung”, o7; at
Trakalo, 143; 180

Chs Tags, 165; the story of the
creation of a “tulpa”, 166-
172; the crime, 166; the long-
ing for immortality, 167; the
“wilpa® created and sent on
its mission, 168; the girl, 16n;
the “tulpa’s” growing rcbel-
lion, r70; Chis Tags' struggle
with the “iulpa”, vy1; the
“ mantra” retaken, the magi-
cian’s death, 172

“Da”, 254

Dalai Lawa, 19; corporal
punishment, 58

Dangar, 19

Dechu, 262

“Depén”, 229, 230, 237, 244,
unad

Depung, University of, 57
lamasery, 205

Derge, 20, 227, 230, 237, 244;
set out, trouble over “ulags”,

245; sart dcln{'cd, 246: camp
na grassy valley, visit of the
“gyapbu”, 247 progress
barred, 247; order 10 um
back, 248; region swarming
with brigands, alter my plang
and fix upon ]al(ycm{yt'), 240;
prepare 1o start, 250; threaten
10 kill mysell, 2515 allowed 10
malee the journcy, 252

Detza, 13

Dewa thang, 46

* Dibshing *, a peasant scarches
for one, 199-204

“Dobdob”, 74, and footnote;
threat of trouble, 74, 73

“Dochid *, 95; wha build thera,
6

9
Dactor-lama, 55
“Dokpa”, 166, 173, 263265
Dolma, the goddess, 26z
Dolma Lhakhang, 262
“Dubthabs”, footnote, 108, 223,

2,

“ Dusbthob *, [ootnote, 68; a visit
to a “dubthob”, o4-07; 186,
187, 207, 208, aro, 211

Dugyul (same as Bhutan), 35

Dra ‘chw, 216

Dza Pass, 134, 151, 153, 102

Drogschen, a religions sect,
184, 185, 208; name explained,
236; 239

Dzogschen, misetable shelter in
the hamlet, 235 monast
fared throughout Tibet, 236;
visit another “ gompa” close
to this, the printing-house,
printing 10 order, 237; a spasm
of fear, 238; dinner with the
Grand Lama, 230; the Grand
Lama's artistic treasures, 240,
gift of compressed tea, 240;
a conversation with four
lamas, 241-244; gifts from the
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Grand Lama, leave for Derge,
245; 247; order to return, 248;
249

Esiramanura hidalgo, 190

Ga, 167, 168, 171

Gartog, 148, 149, 203

Gelugspa, 3, 223

Gesar, the Chieftain-God, 246

Geshitas, 187

“Gomchen ”, {ootnote, 68; 148

Gorni, offer of hospitality, mect-
ing with a maniac, 87; the
adventure and its scquel, 88-
go; provisions and apologics;
troubles of climbing the pass,

104

"Gor%pa”, footnote, 52; foor-
note, 74; 132, 204, 205, 219,
223, 236, 237, 255, 250

u Gopa n’ 245

“Gopas”, 231

Grand Lama, 56

Gurong Tsang, 239

“Guru”, footnote, 112; 113, 148,

214

Guru Shenrabs, 108

Gya Med, footnote, 145, 146

Géamedpas, 143

“Gyapon”, 227, 228, 230, 247-
250, 252, 253

Gyarongpas, 137, 139, 141; in-
habit Tsakalo, 142; 145, 153,

175
*Gyatama”, 187
Gyudpas, name explained, 213

Ha, 3

Heishiu ho, difficulty of the
ford, 77-79

Himalayas, 35

Hindus, 147, 184, 186, 224, 242

Hojo, 9, 10, 17; an unpleasant
stay, a touch of fever, 1§;
route described, 19

Honan, footnote, g

Hot, 105

Horpa tribes, 174

Hi ho, the suspension bridge,
1

Hsizo ho, suspension biidge.
134; up the valley, 142

Hisi-tien, farm-house cuarters,
sleep under canvas, 151; the
Sacred Writings, help a
peasant read, 152; rain drives
me to shelier in a house near-
by, 153 preparation of the
meal, 154; entrance of the
idiot lad, 155: the idiot taken
for a demon, 156-158; Snam’s
warning, 159; huried flight,
160, 161; death of owr late
hostess, 163; our muleteers
[ear Pursuing demons, 163;
panic over, we are un-
molested, 164

Ivpm, 61, 186, 208, 244

Indo-China, 246, 249

Indo-China, French, 239

Intoxication, ritual, z08; intui-
tions produced by, 209

“Tacea”, footmote, 33, 253, 254,
257, 260

Jakyendo, 249; the journey, the
robber band, 253; brigands
hide, 254; warning o a cara-
van, 235; put up at monas-
tery, my midnight visitor, the
wounded brigand, 2562615 a
Chinese outpost in Tibctan
land, 262; butter in profusion,
263; a hailstorm, more butter,
264; a night at Benchin, 266;
send my card to the lacal
magistrate, 267 pass the
monastery ai Tangu, catch
sight of %akyendo. 267; Test

21



INDEX

cerming 2 father’s reincatna-
tion, 6g; the revealing vision,
70,71

chyai Tulky, 2

Pelun, g, 239

“ Phurpa”, 240

“Piukpo”, explainied, 37

“Pénpo”, 93

Popas, 35

“Powa”, footnote, 31

Poyul, 218, 222

Prajfla Paramitd, 123, 146

“Roow prra”, 186, 187
“Red Hats”, 40, 109
“R, yu u, 187

“ ngtiipa”, 241
Romichangku, r74
“Rupin”, 245, 248

Saxvara scct, 119, 267

“Bang”, lootnote, 84

Sasoma, 28; shop-hotel, wricks
of the trader-landlord, 47, 48

Sentuanpa, 74

Screfx, lamagery, 705; University
al, 57

Sezang Thales, nickname of
boy-scrvant, 212 captures a
sucking-pig, 213; display of
valour, 216, 2r7; brings news
at Ape, 2315 232, 233; alarm
for my life, a52; sces the
rahbers, 253, 254; obtains sup-
plies of butter, 263, 263, 266

Shabrugpa tribe, 190, 191

“Shalnga™, 205, 247250

Sharnan, 6z, 107

Shamanists, 94, 107

“Shang ”, footnote, 182, 183-186

Slmng-% ung, 10§

Sharatang, 207

Shawa Pass, 85, o4

Shigaise, 21, 29, 168

Shigaze, 205, 247

Shiva, 194

Siddhariha Cantama, 108

Sikkin, 38, 41, 42

Sikn, sentrics alarmed, 7g; the
herald, 80; poor accommoda.
tiow, lood scarce, 8y; leave
the place, &

Sining, 3, 4 6 50, '8, 72, 75
102, 161

Sinkiang, 8

“8ipay”, explained, 84

Sonara, 4, 77, 88, g1, 131, 153-
155, 157, 150, 160, 17, 204,
213, 213, 216, 319, 231233, 263,
265, 267

Sotar, footnote, 14; 75, 77, 78,
80, 82, 88, g1, 97, 105, 152, 153,
158, 161

Srong bisan Gampo, King, 107

“Stupa”, foowote, 180

“Sungdu”, foownare, 32, 53, 57

Sungpan, good lod%'ings. Turni-
ture deseribed, food scarce,
120; avoid magisrate’s visit,
131} advice of hrigand chief,
sufe-conduct, 122, 123 a
public exceution, 134, 125
river, 134

Swastika, footnote, 187

Szechwan, 8; vague rumours of
fighting, 45; Chinese and
Tibetan brigands compared,
76; 85, 102; habits of natives,
120; 141, 161

Tacmenty, 181, 1971, 195, 221,
226, 241, 242 .
Tagyu, shelter on the road,
106; 2 Bnpo monastery, 106

Tangy, 214, 267

Tanl, difficult road, floods, 188;
like Switzerland, stay in a
chalet, 189; tales of robbers,
160; tramsport to Tdo, 19t
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Tantrism, briefly cxplained, 61

Tao, journcy through forest,
191; muddy roaér, reach
Lumbo, stnking quarters,
192; quarters in Tao, 194;
carnp on the roof, 195; Roman
Catholic Mission, Father
D——, his dramatic adven-
ture, 166; the question of kill-
ing animals, 197; kindness of
Chinese magistrate, 198; the
peasant and the “ dibshing ",
190-204; an unhappy orphan-
hoy, arrange to take him with
us, 204, z05; the learned lamas
hold aloof, 206; the road to
Kanze, stay at a farm, a local
“dubthob”, 207; a visit to
the “dubthob”, 208-210; the
man's antics, 210; the far-
mer’s courtesy, 212; a night
at Tangy, reach Chao, a14;
My quarters, 215

Tao, river, 10

Taosts, 23; secret of immortal
ity, v15, 116; 149

“Ta ren”, 182

Tashilhunpo, 205

Tesmon, Boupo monastery, 176;
crossing a bridge, 177; stay
in the monastery, 178; enter
the 1emple, 180; the unbelicv-
ing porter, 181, 182; the mys-
tery of the “shang *, 183-185;
a visit from the “ master of
sound ”, 186, 187; leave Tecs-
mon, take the road to Tanli,

188

“Thang", 82

“Thanka ", footnote, §3

“Tharpa”, 224, 225, 236

Tibet, 1, 31, 3537 4L, 43 49,
5761, 68, 71, 73, 80, 82, 83, 8s,
95, 100, 106, 107, 110, 134, 143,
186, 102, 194, 208, 215, 219,

226, 236, 238, 241, 244, 261,
261, 26y

Tibetan customs, the departing
guest, 2; incense sticks, 3;
mode of tavel, 4; “losing
face," incident of the camel
train, 4-6; justice and extor-
tion, 21; hegging for shelwer,
21; dishonesty of guests, 23
substitue for a bed, 24; dan-
gerous hospitality, 25, 26;
respect due to a Khadoma,
2g; compulsory “wading”,
345 odd social systems, 357
fines as punisiments, 37;
mode of preparing ten, 38;
compulsory porterage, 4%
beliel in reincarnauon, 53
gifts of provisions, 54
administering medicine, 55
fear of foreign remedies, 56;
presents and good wishes, 65;
superstitious ritcs, 68; giving
of presents, 73; importance
of the aspect of a building,
83, 115 sleeping arrange-
ments, 86; gift of a “kada”,
95; & liking for nature, gy;
weatrment of the dead, ¢8;
veneradon of their sacred
books, 107; exchange of gifts,
1o, 1115 placing Sacred
Wiitings in the venerated
statnes, 116; what a fast im-
plies, 118; polyandry, how it
works, 140; large nurabers of
inerant monks, 143; where
monks live, footnote, 148
reading in an undertone, 152;
the etiquette regarding bowls,
157; superstitions belief in
wandering demons, 150;
sleeping withont undressing,
160; superstitious beliel m
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Tibetan cosmogony, lootnote,
187; how to recognize people
of distinction, 198; the belict
in a “dibshing *, 1g9; love of
strong drink, 208; fond of
high houses, the meat pow-
der, 213 haw books are
printed, 237; horror of kill
ing, 238; ohligation to provide
lood, 2305 the liking for
butter, 263

Tih-wa-fu (Urumchi), §

“Ting”, tootnote, 79

Tobgyal, 13-15, 67, 78 91, 130,
151, 153, 155, 157, 161, 162,
179, 191, 192, 213, 232, 236,
238, 263, 264

“Torma", 2 “torma” cup-
board, why the cutlet bones,
178-180, 182

“Trapa”, explained, footnote,
2 2 "tapa’s” difficulty, 83,
84; passim

“Tsa”, foomote, 259

T fkalo, lodging in an inn, 142;
durfous villagers, the tamas-
ery, 143 a wisit from a lama,
144; our comversatioh, 145
148; the dying childl, 149, 1505
we leave, 1515 162

“Teampa®, 154157 416, 232

250

“Tsams khangs ”, footnote, 241

Tsang Penchen Rinpoche, foor-
note, 241

“Tsa-tsas”, footnote, 180

“Teens”,

Tstindu, his career and adven-
tures, 49-52; his luxurious
house, 59; 2 Tibetan dinner,
6o

Tsong Khapy, 3, 208
“Tulkn”, 49, $4, 36; course of

study, 57; 5860, footnote, 147,
140, 133, 239
“Tulpn ™, 165, 166, 169-172

U rrovines, 226

“Ulags ", 198, 207, 212-214, 247,
227-220, 231, 245, 240, 264, 206

Upper Salwen, 35, 229

Wanjo, 176
Weichow, fear of brigands, the
suspension bridges, 134; mode
of construction,” mishap in
crossing, 135; trickery ol the
easants, 136; road to Lifan,
ad news, a difficult decision,

137 138

Yavone, 195, 216, 210, 220, 227,
2

%

Yanﬁ;tse, 262

“Yellow Hat” scet, 50, 62, 923

Yellow River, 8, 13

Yesen Tsangpo, 168, 236

Yongden, Lama, footnote, 3; 5,
911, 21, 26, 29, 41, 54, 56, 50,
60, G5-67, 69, 72, 76, 78, 80, 81,
88, 80, 91, 09, 100, 102, 103,
113, 114, 110-124, 128, 120, 131,
138, 141-149, 151, 154155, 158~
163, 178, 185, 186, 188, 100,
19%-104, 169-205, 310, 211, 217,
218, 223, 236, 227, 330-233, 236,
238240, 243, 281, 263, 264

Yunnan, 146, 246, 249

Zaom, tabien for impostors, 226;
cross the Yalung, 227; requisi-
ton orders, 2a8; how wravel-
lers can make money, 429;
reach Ape, 231; 245" order to
returs, 248, 249

" Zungs”, 184
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