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INTRODUCTION

Y travels in remote parts of Asia, including my fifth

expedition, a journey to Thibet, of which I give a short
account in the present book, were undertaken as the result of
certain peculiar circumstances, and a brief résumé of these
may not be uninteresting to the reader. .

Ever since I was five years old, a tiny precocious child of
Paris, I wished to move out of the narrow limits in which, like
all children of my age, I was then kept. I craved to go beyond
the garden gate, to follow the road that passed it by, and to
set out for the Unknown. But, strangely enough, this “Un-
known” fancied by my baby mind always turned out to be a
solitary spot where I could sit alone, with no one near, and
as the road toward it was closed to me I sought solitude behind
any bush, any mound of sand, that I could find in the garden,
or wherever else my nurse took me.

Later on, I never asked my parents for any gifts except
books on travel, maps, and the privilege of being taken abroad
during my school holidays. When a girl, I could remain for
hours near a railway line, fascinated by the glittering rails and
fancying the many lands toward which they led. But, again,
my imagination did not evoke towns, buildings, gay crowds,
or stately pageants; I dreamed of wild hills, immense deserted
steppes and impassable landscapes of glaciers!

When grown up, although I was in no sense a sedentary
scholar, my love of Oriental philosophy and of comparative
religion won me a position as a writer and a lecturer in a Bel,
gian university.

I had already travelled in the East when, in 1910, I Was
commissioned by the French Ministry of Education to proceed
to India and Burma to make some Oriental researches.

At that time the ruler of Thibet, the Dalai lama, had, fled

ix



INTRODUCTION

from his capital, because of political troubles with China, and
had taken refuge in an Himalayan village in British Bhutan,
called Kalimpong. + c L

Thibet was not altogether unfamiliar to me. I had been a
pupil of the Sanskrit and Thibetan scholar, Professor Edouard
Foucaux, of the College de France, and knew something of
Thibetan literature. Naturally, I wanted to see the Thibetan
Pope-king and his court.

I was informed by the British Resident that this was not
easy. For up to that time this exalted lama had obstinately
refused to receive foreign ladies. But I had managed to secure
presting letters of introduction from high Buddhist personages,
and the result was that the desire of the Dalai lama to see
me grew even stronger than mine to see him!

Around the monk-sovereign, I found a strange royal house-
hold of clerical personages, clad in shining yellow satin, dark-:
red cloth, and gold brocade, who related fantastic stories and:
spoke of a wonderland. Although when listening to them I’
wisely made a liberal allowance for legend and exaggeration, I
instinctively felt that behind those dark wooded hills which
I saw before me, and the huge snowy peaks which pointed
their lofty heads beyond them, there was, truly, a land differ-
ent from all others. Necdless to say, my heart leaped with *
the desire to enter it! It was in June of the year 1912 that I
had my first glimpse of Thibet. The path which I had pre-
ferred to the road most usually taken starts from a low point
in Sikkim, amid tropical vegetation, wild orchids, and the
living fireworks of fireflies. Gradually, as one climbs, the
scenery changes, nature becomes severe, the singing of birds
and the noisy buzzing of insects subside. ~The huge trees, in
their turn, are unable to struggle in the rarefied air of the
summits. With each mile the forest becomes more stunted,
till the shrubs are reduced to the size of dwarfs creeping on
the ground, while still higher up they cannot even continue
to exist. The traveller is left amidst rocks richly embroidered
with brightly coloured lichens, cold water falls, half frozen
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lakes and giant glaciers. Then from the Sepo pass ! one sud-
denly discovers the immensity of the trans-Himalayan table-
land of Thibet, with its distant horizon of peaks bathed in
strange mauve and orange hues, and carrying queerly shaped
caps of snow upon their mighty heads.

What an unforgettable vision! I was at last in the calm
solitudes of which I had dreamed since my infancy. I felt
as if I had come home after a tiring, cheerless pilgrimage.

However, the very peculiar natural aspect of Thibet is not
the only reason for the attraction which that country has exer-
cised over me. Like many Oriental scholars, of whom I»am
but an humble colleague, I deeply regret the loss, in their
Sanskrit original, of a number of Mahayamst Buddhist Scrip-
tures. These are more or less available in Chinese transla-
tions, but what is the extent of the Thibetan translation and
what original philosophic and mystic works have been written
by Thibetan authors, either in accordance with Mahayinist
doctrines or contrary to them, is as much terra incognita as the
land of Thibet itself. Thus, hunting after books and old manu-
scripts and seeking meetings with the literati of the country
became my self-assigned task. Anyhow, things could not end
there. The unsuspected is the daily fare of the traveller in
Thibet, and my researches led me face to face with a world
still more amazing than the landscapes I had beheld from the
high passes through which one enters Thibet. I refer to the
mystic anchorites, the dwellers on the frozen summits. But this
is a subject to be treated elsewhere.
v"Strange as the fact may appear, I must confess that, unlike
most travellers who have attempted to reach Lhasa, and
have failed to reach their goal, I never entertained a strong
desire to visit the sacred lamaist city. I had, as I have said,
met the Dalai lama, and as for researches regarding the litera-
ture, philosophy, and secret lore of Thibet, these things could
be pursued more profitably amongst the literati and mystics

" Where the Himalayan range ends. Not to be confused with the Sepo
Khang la in eastern Thibet, mentioned in Chapter III. "



INTRODUCTION

in the freely accessible and more intellectual parts of north-
eastern Thibet, than in the capital.

What decided me to go to Lhasa was, above all, ‘the absurd
prohnbmon which closes Thibet. A prohibition—one could
hardly think it possible—that extends over a gradually increas-
ing area is now placed on foreigners who wish to cross terri-
tories over which they could travel at will a few years ago,
and where, in a still more ancient period, missionaries have
even owned properties.!

* As an instance, the French traveller, M. Bacot, crossed the Tsarong
province and visited Menkong in 1909. Captain F. Kingdon Ward
visited the same region in 1911 and again in 1914. (In 1924 he went
to Pemakoichen, being at that time commissioned by the British Govern-
ment or, at least, allowed by it to travel in Thibet. )

In 1860 the French Roman Catholic missionaries had established several

* quarters in the Tsarong province,

Bouvalot, with Prince Henri d’Orléans, Dutreuil de Rheims, with
M. Fernand Grenard, Sven Hedin and others, who failed in their attempts
to reach Lhasa, had ncvertheless crossed part of the northern Thibetan
solitudes before being stopped. No one, nowadays, could openly proceed
so far in the country.

But, in more remote periods, Lhasa itself has been open to those who
did not shrink from the hardships of such a journey. Several missionaries
and lay travellers not only entered the sacred lamaist city but made pro-
longed stays there. To support my statement, I quote here what has been
written on the subject by Edmund Candler, who accompanied the British
military expedition to Lhasa in 1904:

“It must be remembered that Thibet has not always been closed to
strangers. . . . Until the end of the 18th century, only physical obstacles
stood in the way of an entry to the capital. Jesuits and Capuchins
reached Lhasa, made long stays there and were even encouraged by the
Thibetan Government. ‘The first Europeans to visit the city and leave
an authentic record of their journey were the Fathers Grueber and
d’Orville, who pcnetratcd Thibet from China in 1661 by the Smmg
road and stayed in Lhasa two months—Friar Oderic of Portone is sup-
posed to have visited Lhasa in 1325, but the authenticity of this record is
open to doubt. In 1715 the Jesuits Desideri and Freyre reached Lhasa;
- Desideri stayed there thirteen years. In 1719, arrived Horace de la
Penna and the Capuchin Mission, who built a chapel and a hospice, made
several converts and were not finally expelled till 1740. The Dutchman
Van der Putte, first lay than to penetrate to the capital, arrived in 1720,
and stayed there some years. After this we have no record of a European
reaching Lhasa until the journey in 1811 of Thomas Manning, the first
and only Englishman to reach the city before this year. Manning arrived
in the retinue of a Chinese general whom he had met at Phari Jong and
whose gratitude he had won for miedical services. He remained four
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My wanderings in Thnbet began with ‘a few excursions
across the tableland which extends immediately to the north
of the Himalayas. A few years later I paid a visit to the
Penchen lama, better known to foreigners under the name of
Tashi lama. I was most cordially welcomed. The high lama
wished me to stay with him for a long time, if not forever.
He offered me free access to all libraries, and a lodging either
in a nunnery or in a hermitage or in a house in the town of
Shigatze itself. I knew, alas! that he was not in a position to
carry out his kind intentions, and that I could not, therefore,
take advantage of the wonderful opportunity he wanted to give
me for Oriental research.

The Tashi lama is a learned, enlightened, and liberal-
minded man. People who are not in the least acquainted
with him have said that he is a backward and superstitious
monk, the enemy of foreigners and all that pertains to West-
ern civilization. This is completely wrong. It may be that
the great lama of Tashilhumpo does not like one particular
mation, that he resents the servitude in which the British govern-
ment keeps his country. No one can blame him for being a
patriot, and it is still more difficult to find fault with him
because, as a Buddhist, he is a pacifist and does not encourage
those who increase each year the taxes paid by the poorest
villagers in order to support the ridiculous army they have been
led to organize to serve the interests of the very people who
seize their land.

A Westerner may have ideas about the necessity or useful-
ness of colonization, the subjection of less civilized people, and
be somewhat justified in his views. But the Asiatic who sees
his country enslaved is still more justified.in lacking friendly

months in the capital , . . in 1846 the Lazarist missionaries Huc and
Gabet reached Lha,sa » (The Unveiling of Lhasa.) :

These two French priests were the last travellers to enter Lhasa freely.
After the British expedition, apart from political officers and their doc-
tors, no foreigner has been allowed to go to Lhasa.

Amongst Europeans who went to Thibet, may also be named Bogle in
1774 and Turner in 1783. These two did not visit Lhasa. They were
sent from India to Shigatze as emissaries of Warren Hastings to the
Tashi lama,
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feelings toward the people who have robbed him of his pos-
sessions, whatever methods, diplomatic ruses or sheer vio-
lence they may have used. '

As for myself, I profoundly despise everything which is con-
nected with politics, and carefully avoid mixing in such matters.
v~In writing this I only wish to do justice to my kind host.
If he had been the ruler of Thibet, instead of being com-
pelled to fly from Tashilhumpo to save his life, he would have
gladly opened the country to explorers, savants and all honest
and well-meaning travellers.

As a result of my visit to Shigatze, the inhabitants of a vil
lage situated about twelve miles down the hill from the hermit-
age where I lived had to pay immediately a fine amounting to
two hundred rupees for having failed to inform the British
authorities of my departure. The Resident who sentenced
them did not take the trouble to consider that these men had
no knowledge whatever of my move, since I started from a
monastery situated in Thibetan territory, three or four days’
march away from their village. The latter revenged them-
selves, according to their primitive mentality of savages, in
partly looting my cottage. I complained in vain. No justice
was accorded me and I was given fourteen days to leave the
country.

These uncivilized proceedings made me wish to retaliate, but
in a witty way, befitting the spirit of the great city in which
I had the' privilege of being born.

A few years later, while travelling in Kham, I fell ill and
wished to proceed to Bhatang to be nursed there by the foreign
doctors at the Mission hospital. Bhatang is an important
Thibetan town under Chinese control, as is also Kanze, in
which neighbourhood I happened to be at that time. But since
the Lhasa troops had conquered the region between these two
places, it had been declared forbidden to foreigners.

The officer in charge of the frontier post enquired if I car-
ried a permit from the British consul at Tachienlu! The

*A Thibetan town at the extremity of the Kham province, being
included in Szetchuan.

xvV
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“Great Man of Tachienlu,” he called him. With this permit,
he added, I could go wherever I liked in Thibet, but he could
not let me proceed without it. |
However, I continued on my way, only to be stopped a few
days later and to be told again about the “Great Man of
Tachienlu,” holder of the keys of the “Forbidden Land.” In
the meantime my health grew worse. I explained my case
quite freely to the Thibetan officials with all the realistic
details necessary to describe a severe attack of enteric, in-
which the language of Thibet is indeed rich. But it was of no
use. The fear of the “Great Man of Tachienlu” overpowered
the natural kindness of the terrorized officers with whom I had
to deal. But although I had to give up all hope of being
attended by the doctors at Bhatang, I refused energetically to
retrace my steps, as I was ordered to do. I decided to go
to Jakyendo, a market town situated on the Lhasa road, beyond
the conquered area, still in the hands of the Chinese. Jakyendo
lies at the extreme southeast of the “Desert of Grass”; I knew
that I could find there—if I lived to reach it—the pure milk
and curd which might cure me. Moreover, I suspected that
a trip through the territory newly brought under the Lhasa
rule might prove interesting. I therefore kept firm to my
resolve. A full account of the days spent in argument would
sound like an epic poem of olden days, half comic, half sad.
At last, when each and all had clearly understood that unless -
they shot me they could not prevent me from °going to
Jakyendo, I went on my way through the newly forbidden
enclave. My hopes were not disappointed; that trip was
interesting in all respects, and became the starting point of a
new-period of wanderings truly wonderful. =
While at Jakyendo I met an unfortunate Danish traveller
who, like a number of others, had been stopped near Chang
Nachuka, the frontier post on the trade-route from Mongolia
to Lhasa.” That gentleman, as his journey had been cut.short
against his will, wished to return quickly to Shanghai. The road
he should have followed crosses the very tract of land on
which I had fought my battle with the authorities. Before
b : b+ A



INTRODUCTION

he had even reached it, soldiers who had been posted to watch
the, passage prevented him from going forward. The poor
traveller turned out to be another “Wandering Jew” and was
compelled to recross the “Desert of Grass.” .

He had to organize a caravan to carry food and baggage
for a journey lasting at least one month, through a wild region
which has a particularly bad name for being haunted by large
gangs of armed robbers. And even then he reached the extreme
northwest of the Chinese border, while he had wanted to
ccme through to the coast. This meant another journey of
about two months!

This meaningless tour could have been avoided by follow-
ing the direct road, which can be travelled in a sedan chair,
without any caravan, food and inns being found on every
day’s march. Thus half the total time would have been saved.

\.-"Such stories as this were not without their effect upon me.
More than ever I decided to enter once more this land so
jealously guarded. I therefore planned to reach the banks of
the Salween, and to visit the “hot valleys” of Tsawa rong and
Tsa rong. Would I have gone from there to Lhasa? Perhaps,
but more likely I would have followed some track toward
Lutzekiang or Zayul and travelled, in an opposite direction, a
part of the much longer journey which I was to complete
successfully eighteen months later.

I started from Jakyendo at the end of the winter, travelling
on foot and accompanied by only one servant. Most passes
were blocked by the snow, and we experienced dreadful hard-
ships in negotiating some of them. We had happily sur-
mounted material obstacles, crossed the frontier post under
the very windows of the official who guarded it, and were near-
ing the Salween, when we were stopped. I myself had not
bgen detected, but my luggage, containing some instruments
and various requisites for botanical research, betrayed me. This
small caravan was in charge of Mr. Yongden, a young Thibe-
tan, the faithful companion of many of my journeys, and my
adopted son. Though he travelled several days’ march behind
me and trusted to be taken as a trader, the contents of the

xv
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boxes he carried revealed his connection with me. He was
stopped; men were despatched to look for me through the
country, and thus my trip was brought to an end.
"It was then that the idea of visiting Lhasa really became
implanted in my mind. Before the frontier post to which
I had been escorted I took an oath that in spite of all obsta-
cles I would reach Lhasa and show what the will of a woman
could achieve! But I did not think only of avenging my own
defeats. I wanted the right to exhort others to pull down
the antiquated barriers which surround, in the center of Asia,
a vast area extending approximately from 79° to 99° longitude.
Had I spoken after my attempts had failed, some might
have thought that I did it out of vexation. Now that success
has been mine, I can calmly expose the obscure situation of
Thibet to-day. Perhaps some of those who read of it, will
remember that if “heaven is the Lord’s,” the earth is the
inheritance of man, and that consequently any honest traveller
has the right to walk as he chooses, all over that globe which
is his. )

Before ending, I wish to assure my many English friends
that my criticism of the part their government has played in
this situation is not the outcome of bad feelings against the
English nation as a whole. Quite the opposite. I have, from
my early youth, when I spent my school holidays on the
Kentish coast, liked the company of English people, as well
as their ways. My long stay in the East has greatly increased
that feeling, to which I now add a sincere gratitude for so many
hearty welcomes in so many houses where kind ladies have
endeavoured to make me feel as if I were in my real home.
In their country, just as in mine or in any other one, the policy
of the government does not always represent the best side of
the nation’s mind. I suppose that the citizens of Great Britain
and the Dominions are as little acquainted with the devious
proceedings of political offices regarding far-off colonies or pro-
tectorates, as is the rest of the world. It follows that they
cannot resent criticisms which are not addressed to them.

b 341



INTRODUCTION

" What I have said may even astonish many of them, espe-
cially Christian missionaries, who may rightly ask why a self-
styled Christian nation should forbid the entrance of the Bible
and its preachers into a land where she is at liberty to send
her troops and to sell her guns,

I must add a word regarding the spelling of the Thibetan
names in this book. I have merely given them phonetically,
without trying to follow the Thibetan spelling, which is very
misleading for those who are not acquainted with that lan-
guage and capable of reading it in its own peculiar characters.
As an instance I will say that the word pronounced naljor is
written rnal byor, the name of dolma is written sgrolma, and
so on. As for the name Thibet, it may be interesting to know
that it is a word unknown in the Thibetan language. Its ori-
gin is not quite clearly traced, but Thibetans ignore it com-
pletely. They call their country Péd yul and themselves Péd
past!

" 1T be pronounced P&.

¢ X¥iil
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MY JOURNEY TO LHASA

CHAPTER I

AREWELL! . . . Farewell! . . . We are off! At the
bend of the path I look back once more, one last time.
Standing at the gate of his residence I see the foreign mission-
ary who welcomed Yongden and me a few days ago when,
without being in the least acquainted with him, we begged his
hospitality. Some anxiety may be detected in his kind smile
and his intent gaze. To what extent have we succeeded in
deceiving that most excellent man? I cannot tell. He does
not know the object of our journey, there is no doubt about
that. But the programme we laid before him was vague.
enough to awaken the suspicion that we were trying to conceal
the fact that we were to undertake a dangerous expedition!
Where would we be going, alone, on foot and without luggage,
he wonders. He cannot guess, and I am certain that the
names of the mysterious wayfarers who slept for a few nights
under his roof will be remembered in his prayers. May his
own wishes be ever fulfilled! May he be blessed for the
warmth that his cordiality adds to the glorious sunshine that
lights my fifth departure for the forbidden “Land of Snow!”
Farewell! . . . We have turned the corner of the road, the.
Mission House is out of sight. The adventure begins.
This is, as I have said, my fifth journey into Thibet, and
very different, indeed, have been the circumstances and manner
of these successive departures. Some have been joyful, enliv-
ened by the babbling and broad laughter of the servants and
country folk, the jingling of the bells hung on the mules” necks,

‘1
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T MY JOURNEY TO LHASA

and that rough yet gay fuss that the people of Central Asta

so love. Others were touching, grave, almost solemn, when,

dressed in the full lamaist garb of dark ptrple and golden

brocade, I blessed the villagers or the dokpas® who had con-

gregated to pay for the last time their respects to the Kand-

homa 2 of foreign land. I have also known tragic departures,

when blizzards raged in the solitudes, sweeping across awe-

inspiring white landscapes of impassable snow and ice, soon

to be wrapped again in dead silence. But this time the bright!
sun of the Chinese autumn shines in a deep blue sky, and the "
green wooded hills seem to beckon us, promising pleasant walks :
and happy days. With our two coolies carrying a small tent

and an ample supply of food, we look as if we were starting

for a mere tour of a week or two. In fact, this is precisely

what we have told the good villagers whom we have just left,

namely, that we are going for a botanical excursion in the

neighbouring mountains.

What would be the end of this new attempt? I was full of
.hope. A previous experience had proved to me that in the
disguise of a poor traveller I could escape notice. But although
we had already succeeded in leaving quietly behind the bag-
gage brought with us to cross China, we had yet to assume
our full disguise and (most difficult task) to get rid of the
two coolies whom we were compelled to take with us to avoid
the gossip which would certainly have spread in the Mission
House amongst the servants and neighbours, had they seen
a European lady setting out with a load upon her back.

I had, however, already thought of a way of freeing myself
from the. coolies. My plan depended, it is true, upon cer-
tain circumstances over which I had no control, and any little
unforeseen incident might wreck it; but I could not think of
a better one, and so relied upon my good luck. -

We had started late, and our first stage was rather short.
We encamped on a small and sheltered tableland near which

Dokpa: literally, inhabitants of the lohtudes, the cowmen who do not
practice husbandry.
- " A kind of incarnated fan'y

2
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one could get a beautiful view of the highest peak of the
Kha Karpo range, The place is called “the Vultures’ Ceme-
tery,” because once a year the Chinese slaughter hundreds of
these birds there to procure their feathers, with which they do
a big trade. They attract the birds with the carcass of a horse
or a mule as bait, capture them’ with nets, and when the poor
creatures are caught in the meshes they beat them to death.
The plucked bodies are then used -as bait to snare other vul-
tures, which in turn share the fate of the first comers. This
plucking of vultures’ feathers lasts for a whole month amidst
putrefaction and pestilence., Happily, when I reached that]
spot it was not the vulture-killing season, and I saw only |
heaps of bleached bones amongst the short and thorny vegeta- ;
tion which covers the ground. )

Nature has a language of its own, or maybe those who -
have lived long in solitude read in it their own unconscious .
inner feelings and mysterious foreknowledge. The majestic
Kha Karpo, towering in a clear sky lit by a full moon, did not !
appear to me that evening as the menacing guardian of an -
impassable frontier. It looked more like a worshipful but
affable Deity, standing at the threshold of a mystic land, ready
to welcome and protect the adventurous lover of Thibet.

The next morning I saw again the huge peak of Kha Karpo
shining at sunrise, and it seemed to smile encouragement to me
with all its glittering snows. I saluted it and accepted the omen,

That night I slept at the entrance of a gorge in’ which a
tributary of the Mekong roared loudly—a wild, picturesque
spot inclosed between dark reddish rocks. The morrow was
to be a decisive day. It would see me at the foot of the track
that leads to the Dokar Pass which has become the frontier of
the self-styled “Independent Thibet” My scheme was to be
tested there. Would it work as I hoped? . . . Would the coo-
lies leave me without suspecting anything of my designs? . . .
Would the situation of that village of Londre, about which I
had but little information, favour an escape by night over a
small path leading, higher up on the hills, to the pilgrimage
road round the Kha Karpo, which crosses the Dokar Pass?
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. . . A number of questions arose in my mind, each with its-
own anxiety. However, as I lay on the ground, in the small
tent that Yongderi had made himself in the Lolos’ country,
that particular happy feeling of ease and freedom which the
stay in solitary places always brings to me wrapped my mind
in bliss and I went to sleep calm as a child lulled by fairy tales.
Next morning, leaving my old friend, the Mekong, we
turned westward through the rocky gorge at the entrance of
which we had slept. Soon it opened out into a narrow, densely
wooded valley. The weather was sunny and walking easier.
We passed two mounted Tibetan traders, who gave us scarcely
a glance. Perhaps they thought we were Chinamen, for Yong-
den and I both wore Chinese dresses. Nevertheless this first
‘meeting, precursor of the many which were to follow, gave us
a little shock. Although we were yet in that part of Thibet,
still under Chinese rule, wherein foreigners can travel freely,
though at their own risk, it was most important that rumours
of my wanderings in the neighbourhood of the border should
‘not spread. For the Thibetan officials, once warned and on
the alert, would have the road carefully watched, which would
greatly increase the difficulties of our entering the forbidden
area. ;
.~ A little before noon we came in sight of Londre. Had we
been alone, Yongden and I, we could have easily avoided pass-
ing through the village by hiding ourselves in the wood until
evening. * It would have saved us much trouble and fatigue,
for between the steep slopes of the Kha Karpo range which we
were about to climb, there was but the width of this torrential
river which we had followed upwards and crossed several times
in the narrow gorge. But such a thing was out of the question,
for I had expressly told the coolies that I intended to go into the
country of the Loutze tribes to collect plants, and the road to
Liitze-Kiang went through Londre and there turned in a direc-
tion exactly opposite to the Kha Karpo.

Very disturbed, and reflecting that each step added a diffi-
culty to my approaching flight, I followed the two Thibetans
who meant to take me to a wooded tableland about ten miles
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higher, where they knew of a good camping-ground. As far
as they could seey; Yongden and I scarcely cast a glance at the
country in the direction of the Dokar Pass; but in reality we
did our best to impress on our memory the shape and peculiari-
ties of the landscape which would help us when we had to cross
it on the next night.

Our passage in Londre was as inconspicuous as we could
have wished. Not one of the villagers whom we met appeared
to take any particular notice of us. This most happy cir-
cumstance was perhaps due to the fact that an American
naturalist worked in the vicinity and employed a large number
of people. No doubt the villagers thought that we were on
our way to join him as assistants.

After having proceeded for a few miles on the Lutze-Kiang
path, turning my back to my real goal, I thought it imprudent
to proceed farther. Safety required that plenty of time be
allowed for the long tramp on the opposite side of Londre, so
that dawn should find us far away from the village, having,
if possible, reached the pilgrimage road. Once there, we could
easily pretend to have come from any northern Thibetan part
we cared to name, in order to get round the Sacred Mountain.

I had hesitated a long time in choosing the road 1 would
take in order to enter independent Thibet. The one I pre-
ferred, or perhaps I should say the one which circumstances
seemed to be thrusting upon me, is followed every autumn by
many travellers. By taking it I foresaw that I should run
the danger of frequent meetings. Not that this inconvenience
was without its favourable aspect, since our tracks could
be more easily lost amongst those of. pilgrims from various
Thibetan regions, each of whom spoke in different dialect, and
whose womenfolk had a variety of different dress and coiffures. -
The little peculiarities of my accent, my features, or my clothes
would more easily be overlooked on such a road, and-if enqui-
ries were to be made, they would have to embrace so many
people that confusion might very likely follow to my advantage.
But of course I sincerely hoped that no enquiry would be made,

o 5
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and that we should meet as few people as possible during the
first few wecks of our trek. .

We had reached a point where the road commanded the view
of the valley at the entrance of which Londre was built. It
was covered with a dense jungle in the middle of which flowed
a clear stream. A trail descended to it from the road, and it
was here that I paused for a few minutes, wondering once
more how I should get rid of my two unwanted followers. I
soon made up my mind.

“My feet are swollen and sore,” I said to the men. “I can-
not walk any longer. Let us go down near the stream, and
we will make tea and camp.”

They were not astonished. Truly my feet had been hurt
by my Chinese rope sandals, and the coolies had seen them
bleeding when I had washed them in a stream.

We went down, and I chose a small clearing surrounded by
thick bushes and there pitched my tent. The presence of the
water, and the protection afforded against the wind by the
thickets would certainly have justified my choice of the spot
had the two peasants or any other persons questioned me about
the selection of this rather gloomy place.

A fire was lighted, and I gave the coolies a good mieal.
Yongden and I endeavoured to swallow a little tsampa,}
although the imminence of our departure, the fear of seeing
our plans ypset at the last minute, had left us little appetite.
However, when the meal was finished, I ordered one of the
men to go up the hill to cut some dry logs, since only twigs
could be found near us. When he had gone I explained to
his companion that I had no need of him because I meant
to stay there about a week collecting plants on the neighbour-
ing mountains, before I went to Lutze-Kiang. When neces-
sary, I added, I would hire a man from the villagers of Londre
to carry my luggage. He understood and, well pleased with
good wages, he started immediately for home, convinced, of
course, that the man who had gone to cut the wood would
remain to attend on me.

* Flour made of roasted barley, the staple Jfood of Thibetans,

6 .
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The latter was told exactly the same thing, when he came
back with the wood, but as I did not want him to meet his
companion for some time, lest they should discuss my strange
plan of camping alone, I added that, as I could not proceed at
once to Lutze-Kiang, he was to carry there a letter and a
parcel. From there, he could return to his village by a direct
road, without coming back to Londre.

The parcel contained a few clothes, a gift to the poor. Must
I relate that, shut in the small tent, Yongden and I had again
examined our baggage and, finding it still too heavy, we had
given up the waterproof ground-sheet that was meant to keep
us, when sleeping, from direct contact with the damp or frozen
ground? Yongdon and I discarded also the only pieces of spare
clothing we had kept. Nothing was now left us except the
clothes we were wearing. We had not even a blanket, although.
we knew that, during the winter, we should have to cross
high, snowy ranges, passes of over 18,000 feet; and as much
food as possible had to be carried, since we did not wish to
show ourselves in the villages for at least a fortnight. Later
on, when crossing desert regions, a full load of provisions would
again be indispensable; success and even life might depend
upon it.

The small package was addressed to a missionary whom I
had never seen and who had probably never heard of me.
Such was my plan of ridding myself of my last coolie. He
went away, as satisfied as his comrade, with a few dollars in
his pocket, believing that the other peasant had been sent on
some errand in the neighbourhood from which he would return
before evening.

What these two said, a few days later, when they met after
having rounded the same range, one on the northern and
his friend on the southern side, must have been amusing, but
I never heard it!

All necessary arrangements had been made. We stood,
Yongden and I, in the thick jungle, alone and free. The nov-
elty of our situation bewildered us a little. For months, dur-

. 1"
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ing the long journey from the sands of Gobi to Yunnan, we
had been discussing the way in which we could “disappear,”
as we used to say, and assume other personalities. Now, the
hour had come and we were to start that very night for the
Dokar Pass,'! which now forms the border of independent
Thibet.

“Let us drink a cup of tea,” I said to the young lama, “and
then you will start on a scouting tour. At any rate, we should
reach the foot of the Kha Karpo track without meeting any-
body, and be out of sight from the village before daybreak.”

Hastily I revived the fire. Yongden brought water from
the stream, and we prepared the Thibetan tea, with butter
and salt, in the simple manner of poor travellers who cannot
enjoy the luxury of a churn to mix it.

I may as well explain immediately the composition of our
cantine. We had only one aluminum pot, which was our kettle,
teapot, and saucepan all in one. There was also one lama
wooden bowl for Yongden, an aluminum bowl for myself,
two spoons, and a Chinese travelling case containing one long
knife and chopsticks, which could be hung from the belt. That
was all. We did not intend to indulge in refined cooking.
Our meals were to be those of the common Thibetan travellers;
that js to say, tsampa, mixed with buttered tea, or eaten nearly
dry, kneaded with butter. When circumstances would allow,
we would make a soup. Forks were useless with such a diet,
and even our two cheap spoons could not be produced freely,
as they were of a foreign pattern such as only affluent Thibetans
possess. Arjopas (pilgrims travelling on foot and often begging
their food), as we pretended to be, have none. In fact, these
spoons became, later on, the occasion of a short drama in which
I nearly killed a man. I shall tell the story in due course.

The tea drunk, Yongden started. Hours passed; night had
fallen. I remained seated near the fire which I did not dare
to let blaze, fearing that it might be seen from afar and betray
our presence. The remains of the tea, kept as a last cordial
to cheer our departure, were simmering on the embers; the ris-

* Eighteen thousand four hundred feet above sea level.
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ing moon tinged with bluish and russet hues the melancholy
depths of the valley All was silence and solitude.

What had I dared to dream? . . . Into what mad adventure
was I about to throw myself? I remembered previous jour-
neys in Thibet, hardships endured, dangers that I had con-
fronted. . . . It was that again, or even worse, which lay be-
fore me. . . . And what would be the end? Would I triumph,
reach Lhasa, laughing at those who close the roads of Thibet?
Would I be stopped on my way, or would I fail, this time
forever, meeting death at the bottom of a precipice, hit by
the bullet of a robber, or dying miserably of fever beneath
a tree, or in a cave, like some wild beast? Who knew?

But I did not allow gloomy thoughts to overpower my mind.
Whatever might be the future, I would not shrink from it.

“Stop here! Go no farther!” Such were the commands of
a few Western politicians, to explorers, savants, missionaries,
scholars, to all, in fact, except their agents, who travelled freely,
wherever they were sent, in this so-called “Forbidden Land.”
What right had they to erect barriers around a country which
was not ecven lawfully theirs? Many travellers had been stopped
on their way to Lhasa, and had accepted failure. I would not.
I had taken the challenge by my oath on the “iron bridge” !
and was now ready to show what a woman can do!

As I was thus musing, Yongden emerged suddenly from the
bushes. Strangely lit by the moon, he looked a little like a
legendary mountain spirit.

Briefly he reported the result of his scouting: To avoid the
village we should have to cross a rickety footbridge higher up
the valley, and follow the stream downward on the opposite
bank. Perhaps it was possible to make a direct descent by
wading in the river itself past any village house that might be
perched upon the bank. This would certainly be a short cut,

*In a previous attempt, which was stopped after a few weeks’ journey
and led me through a very interesting part of the province of Kham.
I had then every opportunity of studying at first hand the conditions of

the inhabitants, as the Lhasa government had succeeded in establishing
complete ascendency there after its victory over the Chinese.
v ‘9 .



MY JOURNEY TO LHASA

but, as people were in the fields nearby, he had not been able to
test the depth of the water. ‘

Whichever road we might choose, we could not avoid passing
in front of a few houses between the small bridge on the stream
flowing out of the valley where we pitched our camp, and the
large one on the tributary of the Mekong, which we had seen
on our arrival.

When we had crossed that second bridge, we could look for
the bypath which was to lead us to the pilgrimage road.
Yongden had seen it clearly, winding up the steep slope, but
he had failed to discover the exact point from which it branched
from the bank of the river.

With these vague ideas, I hurriedly set out. It was already
late and we could not guess how many miles we should have
to tramp that night until we could reach a spot which afforded
some degree of safety.

Was my load heavy on my shoulders? Were its rough
straps cutting my flesh? Indeed they were! I felt it later,
but at that moment I was not aware of it. I was aware of
nothing. I knocked myself against sharp rocks, I tore my
hands and my face in the thorny bushes. I was dead to all
sensation, stiffened, hypnotized by the will to succeed.

For several hours we trudged in the valley. We had first
climbed up to the main road, and then, skirting isolated farms,
tried the passage in the stream. It proved impossible at night-
time. The water was rather high, the current swift and break-
ing against boulders. We should have fallen in two minutes.
And so we again directed our steps in search of the foot-
bridge. Several times we lost our road. The trails that my
young friend had marked in the day were difficult to find by
the dim light of the moon, veiled in mist. At last we found
ourselves on an easy but very winding track on the opposite
bank. It led tortuously beside the stream, and we were exas-
perated by the precious moments lost in following it.. When
at last we caught sight of the village, we put our loads down,
drank a draught of the clear- water that flowed past us, swal-
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lowed a granule of strychnine to rouse fresh energy in our tired
bodies, and took the dreaded passage on the run.

A bridge, the® houses, the second and larger bridge . . .
safely passed. We stood at the foot of the wild and solitary
hill on which a narrow, twisting trail led to other tracks and
paths and roads leading into the very heart of Thibet, the
Forbidden Capxtal of the Lamas. . . .

A dog had given a low, suppressed bark when we were near
the river—a single dog, in"that village where a dozen or more
of these rather fierce animals wandered to and fro all night!
It reminded me of the Indian tales relating the nightly flight
of those sons of good family, who, in quest of the “Supreme
Deliverance,” abandon their home to take to the religious life
of the sannyasin. In order, we read, to make their flight
easier, “the gods lulled the men to sleep and silenced the dogs.”
So had it been with me, and smilingly I returned thanks to the
invisible friends who protected my departure.

In our haste to be off we overlooked a small landslide just
in front of us, which was in reality the beginning of the bypath
leading upward that had fallen in. We searched for the road
along the river bank until we neared a steep gorge which
afforded no means of ascent and we were thus forced to return
to the bridge. Another half-hour was wasted here; we were
in full sight of the village and trembled for fear of being
noticed! Moreover, the right track, which we found a little
after midnight, happened to be extremely steep and sandy.
Heavily loaded as we were, we could only make slow progress,
in spite of our strenuous efforts, being compelled to stop fre-
quently, out of breath. It was terrible, and my feelings could
well be compared to those of a nightmare in which the dreamer
imagines himself to be pursued by murderers and tries his .
utmost to run away, but cannot move his feet!

Toward the end of the night we reached a gloomy spot
sheltered by large trees. Our steps awakened a number of big
birds perched on the branches, which flew away noisily. A
streamlet flowed nearby and Yongden, who had not enjoyed a

S 11,
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minute’s rest since the morning of the previous day, craved a
refreshing bowl of tea.

Thirst parched my mouth and I shared ‘the desire of my
companion, but nevertheless I was most reluctant to stop.
This dark place, the only one where water was obtainable, did
not appear to me very safe. It might possibly be haunted
by leopards and panthers, of which there are many on these
hills. Above all, I wished to put as great a distance as possible
between us and Londre. Had I been alone, I would have suf-
fered no matter what agony, and would have crept on my
knees if I could no longer stand, rather than delay a single
minute. But the exhausted lama’s fatigue overcame prudence.
Nothing could be done; he fell rather than sat upon the wet
ground, and I went in search of fuel.

The hot drink was most comforting. Unfortunately, his new
sense of well-being lulled my companion to sleep. I could have
cried. Each minute wasted on that path diminished our
chances of success. However, in such cases nothing is to be
done; sleep is a necessity that cannot be resisted. Neverthe-
less, Yongden was not allowed a long rest and we continued
on our way. .

The solitude reassured us. The sun had long since risen and
we were still climbing when we heard a voice above us. Then,
without exchanging a single word, panic-stricken, Yongden and
I threw ourselves out of the path and rushed like scared game,
through the thick jungle, our only idea being to escape from
sight.

I found myself, without being able to remember how I had
come there, on an old stony landslide surrounded by thorny
bushes. Of my companion there was no trace.

However, he had not gone far and we soon found each other.
But we did not dare to walk again in broad daylight. Wood-
cutters, cattle drovers, or others might be going down.to Londre
and talk about us there. Pilgrims might perhaps follow that
path, overtake us, notice something peculiar in our appearance,
and repeat it in gossip on the other side of the border. We
expected the worst, anxious to give bad luck as little chance.as

12
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possible. We therefore spent the first day of our journey
squatting under the trees. From our resting-place we could
hear, higher up, invisible folk driving equally invisible cattle.
A wood-cutter appeared on an opposite slope. I watched him
for some time; he sang prettily as he piled his logs and doubt-
less was not in the least aware of the agony he was causing
a foreign woman. The autumn foliage probably screened us
completely from the gaze of distant observers, and the villagers
did not suspect our presence. Nevertheless, in my fear of hav-
ing been seen, I was filled with the most pessimistic ideas. I
almost believed that failure was awaiting me and that I had
come here in vain from far away Turkestan, across the whole
of China. '

Soon after sunset we began our nocturnal tramp. When
darkness came we saw several fires higher up on the hill. We
could not be sure that the winding path which we followed
would not lead us to them, and we were very much worried.
Coal men or, perhaps, pilgrims were camped there and the
prospect of arriving at night amongst Thibetans by the Londre
track did not please us in the least; for such a meeting would
have been the occasion for many embarrassing questions from
inquisitive people.

We remained for a long time seated on the grass in a clear-
ing, waiting for the moon to rise. We could not see the trail,
yet all the time we could sce these alarming, glowing fires!
They gave a peculiarly disquieting and demoniacal aspect to the
black, indistinct landscape of pines and huge rocks jutting
around them in the dark starlit sky. How thankful we were
when we saw them far behind us and were certain that we
could not meet the people near them.

Soon afterwards we arrived at a small chérten marking the
junction of our track and the pilgrims’ road. The latter was
a rather large mule path, and walking became easy and pleas-
ant. To have reached this spot without meeting anybody was
indeed fortunate. If my luck held out, I might, with equal

! Thibetan monument erected to hold religious objects or the remains
of great departed lamas.
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fortune, cross the Dokar Pass and reach the district of Men-
kong. I could then congratulate myself on having made the
most important step toward final success, for in that country
many roads cross, bringing together travellers from various
directions. Our tracks would be easily lost, and with a little
cleverness we could lose ourselves in the anonymous mass of
poor Thibetan pilgrims whom the officials do not condescend
to honour with so much as a single glance.

Thirst was torturing' us still more than upon the previous
night when we reached a large roaring mountain torrent which
cut across the road. A small bridge spanned it rather high
above the water which rushed, white with foam, amidst a
chaos of boulders.™ Yongden thought only of his thirst, and
wished to go down the road immediately to drink. This was
dangerous, since, in the darkness, he could not see the obstacles
which might cause him to stumble and roll into the torrent,
which would have immediately carried him away. 1 remon-
strated with the obstinate fellow, but he argued that as water
was so scarce, seeing that we had found none since the previous
“night, it was indeed possible it would be hours before we struck
water again. I could not contradict him, but thirst was prefer-
able to being drowned. I therefore ordered him to cross the
footbridge. On the other side, the bank was less steep and
af} easy way down could be seen. Although time was precious,
and I did not like to light a fire so close to the road, I was
thinking ©f halting, when, to our dismay, we heard a voice
calling us. It was that of a man who offered us red embers
to i{i'ndle a fire, and even a cup of ready-made tea to begin
with! .

We remained motionless, speechless. We had talked in Eng-
lish a few minutes before. Had that man heard us?

“Who are you?” asked another voice. “Why are you walk-
ing at night?”

We still could see nobody, but the sound came fro.n a huge
tree. I thought that it might be hollow and that travellers had
taken it as hostelry for the night.

“We are pilgrims,” answered Yongden. “Dokpas from
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Amdo. We cannot bear the heat of this country. When we
walk in the sunshine, we get fever. So we tramp around the
Holy Hill at night.”

That was quite a plausible reason. The man who had asked
the question asked nothing more, but Yongden continued:

“And you, who are you?”

“We, too, are pilgrims.”

“Well, good-bye,” I said, to cut the talk short. “We will
still walk a little, and camp the next time we find water.”

So ended the first chance meeting on our way to Lhasa.
We congratulated each other that it did not happen while we
were still on the track climbing from Londre, but at the same
time we learned that even night marches were not absolutely
secure, and that we had to be prepared at any hour and at any
place to explain, in a way that awoke no suspicion whatever,
the reason of our doings.

We continued our way for several hours without finding
further traces of water. I felt exhausted and walked mechan-
ically, half asleep. Once I thought that we were approaching
a hut built on the road and turned over in my mind what I
would say and do if I met Thibetans. But the “hut” turned
out to be a passage between two great rocks. At last utter
exhaustion compelled us to rest. The site was not in the least
fit for camping; the exceedingly narrow trail skirted a stony,
natural wall, and, on the other side, ended perpendncularly
We lay down on a rocky mattress whose roughness we unpleas-
antly felt through our clothes and endeavoured to remember
even in our sleep that we were perched on the edge of a preci-
pice whose depth was unfathomable in the night.

In such wise we spent the second happy night of our wonder-
ful adventure. Day had not yet broken when Yongden and
I loaded our burdens on our backs and continued the tramp
through the forest. More than twenty-four hours had now
elapsed since we had eaten and drunk. We had not yet become
accustomed to prolonged fasts, and this first one was hard to

bear.
We proceeded as fast as we could i in order to reach some
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stream before hiding ourselves for the day. It was a race with
the sun, which was now rising rapidly. It appeared some-
where above a summit hidden in the thick foliage, and its heat
soon began to light and warm the underwood. The time had
come for us to take shelter in the forest. The men whom we
had met during the night might overtake us, and that would
mean a long talk, a lot of explanations, and, what was still
worse, our showing ourselves in broad daylight.

We crept between the thickets that extended beyond some
do-chéd* until we were completely invisible from the path.
Looking down, I discerned some blue smoke floating far below
between the trees. A distant noise of running water could
also be heard. Travellers or wood-cutters were enjoying their
morning meal, an idea which so increased our hunger that
Yongden decided to risk himself on the road with our kettle
in search of water.

While alone, I hid our baggage under some branches, and
lay down flat on the dry leaves and threw others over me,
Any wanderer through the wood could have passed very near
without detecting my presence. Indeed, this happened to
Yongden when he came back with his kettle full of water.
I had fallen asleep and he roamed a long time in the jungle
looking for the place where he had left me. He did not dare
to call aloud, and had I not been awakened by the noise he
made in wading through the dry leaves and got up, he would
have wandered still longer.

We had discussed, during the previous night, the question
of our disguise. Till then we had worn our Chinese robes,
which would not have compromised us even if T were recog-
nized as a white woman, for, as a rule, all foreigners in these
remote parts of Thibetan China dress in this way. But we now
hoped that no one who could detect us would come along our
road. Our fellow-travellers would probably be pilgrims from
various regions of Thibet, and our best plan was to merge at
once in their number, like inconspicuous, common arjopas.

.‘Literally, offerings of stones—i.c., cairns placed on the top of the
hills and many other places as offerings to the gods.
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The arjopas are those mendicant pilgrims who, all through
the year, ramble in thousands across Thibet, going from one to
another of its sacred places. The arjopa, not necessarily, but
for the most part, belongs to the religious order—either as a
monk or as a nun. He or she may be a true pauper or even
a professional beggar, but the mass of them have homes and
means of subsistence in their own countries, although they can-
not afford to ride on horseback during their pious journeys.

Some arjopas start without any money and rely entirely upon
charity during their pilgrimages; others are not entirely penni-
less, but keep carefully the few coins they possess for the
unlucky days when alms-givers are few or none. A third cate-
gory is rich enough to purchase the simple food of the ordinary
Thibetan diet. However, for the most part, the pilgrim passes
easily from one to another of these different classes. A lama
capable of reading the Scriptures, who can perform the dif-
ferent lamaist ceremonies, and can, above all, act as exorcist
and fortune-teller, may at any time find himself so well pro-
vided with food, clothing, and even money, that he may dis-
pense with begging for several months. On the other hand,
the owner of a heavy purse may fall ill, be delayed on his
way by other circumstances, or be robbed—a thing which
happens frequently—and have to take his place, in the same
day, amongst the poorest of his colleagues.

I had chosen to travel as an arjopa because it is -the best
disguise to pass without attracting notice. Yongden, who is
an authentic and well-read lama, looked his part perfectly,
and I, his aged mother, who had undertaken a long pilgrimage
for devotional reasons, constituted a rather touching and sym-
pathetic figure. These considerations had their full weight
when I decided upon our disguises, but—and why should I not
confess it’-~—the absolute freedom of the arjopa, who, like
Diogenes, carries all his possessions with him, and who ‘is
free from the care of servants, horses, luggage, sleeping each
night where he pleases, attracted me greatly I had had a
taste of it during a previous short trip in Kham, and wished

"to enjoy it more fully and longer. And now that I have thor-.
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oughly experienced the joys and the hardship of the arjopa’s
life in Thibet, I deem it to be the most blessed existence one
can dream of, and I consider as the happiest in my life those
days when, with a load upon my back, I wandered as one of
the countless tribe of Thibetan beggar pilgrims.

v After a copious meal of tsampa, dried meat and buttered tea,
we began to disguise ourselves. -After all, was it really a dis-
guise? Yongden clad himself as a lama, as he did when residing
in a monastery. As for me, I had for years accustomed myself
to wearing Thibetan clothes, the only novelty being in the
coarseness of the plain. white lay dress I put on for the
journey. :

The headgear caused me some little annoyance. I had
brought no hat from Amdo, thinking that I would purchase
‘one at Atunze. But I did not pass that town, and I could
not find a hat in any of the villages on our way. For the
tinie being, an old red belt would suffice, twisted around my
head in the fashion of the Lutzchiang. The boots which I
had brought from Kham showed, as well as the peculiar
material of my dress, that we hailed from that province and
provided me with a certificate of Thibetan nationality.

Two years previously, in another attempt of the same kind,
I had cut my plaits; now, in the part of a lay woman, I
required’ long ones. I therefore lengthened mine, which had
not yet grown long enough, with jet-black yak’s! hair, and
in order to match that colour I rubbed a wet stick of Chinese
ink on my own brown hair. I hung large earrings on my
ears, and they altered my appearance. Finally I powdered my
face with a mixture of cocoa and crushed charcoal, to obtain
a dark complexion. The “make-up” was rather strange, but
suppliers to the theatrical trade, from whom I could have
obtained better ingredients, have not yet opened branches in
the Thibetan wilds!

At sunset, we gathered our baggage and emerged from the
jungle full-fledged Thibetan wayfarers.

. Yak, the long-haired ox of Thibet,
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The next morning we found as a camping ground, after our
long tramp, only 4 most unhealthy place nearly level with a
stream, and which was certainly part of its summer water-bed.
We could not see the ground beneath us, it being hidden by
reeds which had been burned in a forest fire and which had
fallen in an inextricable entanglement now covered by a thick
layer of green moss. We ate, but owing to the nearness of
the road, we did not dare to light a fire, and drank the icy
water that had an unpleasant taste.

How long had I slept? I could not say. When I opened
my eyes I saw a man clad in Thibetan dress, wearing a soft
felt hat of foreign shape, as Thibetan soldiers outside of
Lhasa do.

In less than a second many thoughts dashed through my
still slumbering mind: A Thibetan soldier—we are still on
Chinese territory—what is he doing here? . . . Has he been
sent across the border to watch us? . Have the Thibetan
officials been informed that we are proceedmg toward the
Dokar Pass? . . . At any rate, I must convince him that I
am a true Thibetan; and, as the best means of convincing
him, I pretended to blow my nose with my fingers.

That gesture thoroughly awakened me, and what I had
taken to be the soldier turned out to be nothing more than a
rock and a few branches.

But I had not the heart to laugh at myself. I had been too
much frightened, and to make things worse, 1 began to shiver
in a way which left no doubt in my mind that I was in for an
attack of fever as the result of our prolonged stay in that
damp spot.

I looked at my watch. It was only three o'clock, but days
were short at this time of the year, and the waning moon did
not rise until the middle of the night. During the next fort-
night we should have to chance our luck and proceed partly
during the day, or we would linger too long in the country,
which would indeed be dangerous.

Late in the evening we arrived at a peculiarly beautiful spot,,
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a kind of wide, natural clearing surrounded by ramparts of
thickets. Shadowed by giant trees which® veiled an intense
darkness, it looked like a temple meant fer some solemn occult
rites and made me think of the Druids. ,

Pilgrims used to camp there; one knew it from the large
number of mi deussa® to be seen scattered about. Some syb-
aritic devotees had gone so far in their search for comfort as
to spread a double thickness of fir-tree branches atound the
primitive hearths, in order to provide themselves with a carpet,
and these dark-green patches on the golden brown leaves
which autumn had strewn over the ground still further
increased the impression one had of being in a mysterious
sanctuary.

Big logs lay scattered around, and without taking much
trouble we soon enjoyed a most glorious fire. Invisible
animals were roaming in the jungles; we could hear the noise
of the small branches they broke as they stalked through the
bushes. Sometimes, we heard steps quite near us; maybe one
of the four-footed wanderers was watching us, but we could not
see it in the circle of darkness that surrounded the clearing.and
veiled its farthest corners. I trusted, nevertheless, that no
beast would venture near the heap of glowing coal from which,
at times, flames leaped high and clear.

With flaming branches in his hands, Yongden went twice to
fetch water from the river. I told him to chant some Thibetan
liturgy all along his way, so that, together with the bright
light, the noise would frighten away any leopards or panthers
which might be prowling around. That grave psalmody in
the depths of the forest matched perfectly the peculiar atmos-
phere of the place and aroused in me the desire to perform
there the fearful rite which Thibetan hermits hold in high
esteem as a way of liberating one’s mind from all attachment.
It is poetic in spite of its stern symbolism, and Thibetans fully

* Literally, men’s resting place—i.e., few stones that have been arranged
by travellers to place a cauldron on the fire, which one sces, blackened

among ashes, along the trodden-tracks at the spots where water can be
«got and wayfarers use to camp.
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initiated into its meamng smile at the terror of the novicés,
who train themselves in its practice amongst dread and inspir-
ing surroundings.

L ignored the danger of being overheard by travellers, if any
such should happen on the road, as had been my experience
the night when I had imprudently spoken English near a
torrent. If anyone saw me forming the figures of the mystic
dance and calling upon the gods and the demons, he could but
be convinced that I was a Thibetan naljorma! and, being
struck with terror, would certainly not remain in the vicinity
to ask idle questions.

After a short rest; we did our best to start before daybreak
but the waning moon’s light could not penetrate the thick foli-
age. We were not able to find our way, and had to return to
our camp and wait.

As we ascended the sacred mountain the forest changed its
character. It became darker and wilder than in the neighbour-
hood of Londre. Our night tramp was wonderful; we felt as if
we had entered another world. Born of the moon’s rays,
filtering through clouds and branches, or perhaps of other and
unknown causes, strange shapes rose before us. Often we saw
the glimmer of fires hidden in the recess of the mountains.
Moving shadows were silhouetted indistinctly in the dim light;
peculiar notes were heard.

Once, while walking ahead I saw two tall figures coming
toward us. Retracing my steps, nearly crawling on the ground
to avoid giving ourselves away, I dragged Yongden along the
dry bed of a high-banked stream, and there we stayed,
crouching amongst the stones and the fallen leaves, watching
the -intermittent glare of a fire.at the foot of a distant huge
perpendicular rock.

Early in the morning, at the time when Thibetan travellers
start for the day’s march, we listened attentively, trying to
detect sounds of human voices or the noise of animals. But-
the forest remained silent. I was more puzzled than ever

* One who has embraced the religious life and follows the. mystic path.
Naljorpa is the masculine. N
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‘and, to gratify my curiosity, we went a long way off the trail
to the big rock. .

It was surrounded by thorny ‘bushes and a few dead trees.
No suitable place for a camp could be found near by. The
rock itself had been decorated long ago—as are many in Thibet
—with the image of Padmasambhava, and some mystic
formule, but these had nearly disappeared beneath the moss.
Of fire, embers, ashes, or charred wood, there was no trace,

I noticed a long, narrow crevice between the ground and the
rock, and here the stone seemed blackened with smoke. I
thought, however, it was rather its natural colouring. Yong-
den and I roamed more than an hour in an attempt to discover
the entrance of a cave beneath the rock. We found none.

While we were busy a few blackbirds alighted on some
branches and appeared to follow our doings with a mocking
interest, moving their heads and uttering chirps like laughter.
Their noise was unpleasant and Yongden grew angry.

“These little black fellows,” he told me, “do not seem to be
natural birds. They must be the same mischievous mi ma yin
who play tricks at night with fire and music to delay us on
the road, and have now taken another shape.”

I smiled at his imagination, but he was quite in earnest.
His great-grandfather had been a somewhat famous magician-
lama, and I believe the blood of that ancestor was now alive
in him. He recited a zung (magic formula) with the necessary
ritualistic gesture and, strangely enough, the birds flew away,
shrieking loudly

“You see,” triumphed the young lama, “I knew it! It is
unwise of us to stay here.”

I smiled again; but as to the necessity of pushing on I
could not argue. That very night we meant to cross the
border of “the Forbidden Land.” o

The approach to the pass was most beautiful. Early morn-
ing found us in a large valley white with frost. On our left,
strangely shaped rocky hills seemed crowned with turreted

* Mi ma yin—Tliterally, not man. One of the six classes of bemgs, ae-
cording to Thibetans.
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castles. At first sight I thought that a monastery had been
erected there for the use of contemplative lamas, as there are a
large number in Thlbet, but I soon realized that Nature was
the only responsiblé architect, and had herself built these
dignified yet graceful edifices.

I very much regretted that the nearness of the border and
the extreme care I had to take in order to avoid being seen,
prevented me from camping a few days on this site. I would
have liked to find a way by which I might climb into these
fairy dwellings. Knowing Thibet and its people as I did, it
would have been no surprise to me to have found a hermit in
this eyrie.

Proceeding toward a ridge which seemed to be the summit
of the pass, we crossed several abundant springs. Water was
flowing everywhere on natural terraces supported by rocky
walls. In summer, dokpas bring their cattle to these heights.
We had seen signs of them in the valley, but at this time of
the year silence reigned supreme.

The belief that we had only a short distance to cover to be
at the end of our climb infused fresh strength in us. We
walked fast and soon arrived at a bend of the track, nearing
the spot which we had taken for the pass. Here we saw that
we had only reached another broad valley which, far away,
was fringed by slopes which doubtless led to the Dokar Pass,
but the pass itself could not yet be seen. This was an unpleas-
ant surprise. We were tired, for the troubles of the previous
night had not allowed us much rest. Moreover, we did not
deem it prudent to proceed during the middle of the day in
that open place, in which we could be observed from every
side.. A chaos of huge rocks, very likely the product of some
landslide that happened centuries ago, could, fortunately, be
used as a refuge. Stunted fir trees were still thriving there,
in spite of the high level, and served us as a shelter.

From that place I could still see the tops of the faiiy palaces
that I had admired from the valley beneath, but I was now
above them and thus could see that the other side of the hill
was much less steep. :
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I have myself lived for several years, in caves or rough cabins,
in the grassy desert and at the foot of the everlasting snows,
the strange and wonderful life of the Thibetan mystics. I feel
deeply its particular attraction, and all that is connected with
it immediately awakens my interest. Now it appeared to me
that those natural edifices were inhabited. A mysterious mes-
sage seemed to be conveyed to my mind, as I sat gazing
intently at them, a kind of silent talk between speakers invisible
to each other, What did it matter, after all, if on that hill
there lived a human being like myself? What I heard was
the thousand-year-old echo of thoughts which are re-thought
over and over again in the East, and which, nowadays, appear
to have fixed their stronghold in the majestic heights of
Thibet.

We set out again in the middle of the afternoon. We felt
confident that no one would be on the road at that time.
Thibetans always manage to cross these high passes at noon,
to allow time to go far enough down on the other side to
avoid excessive cold and lack of fuel during the night.

We were not ordinary travellers, and the usual rules dictated
by prudence could not be part of our own code, which con-
sisted in one single article: to avoid detection. For the rest,
we relied on our robust constitutions and the strength of our
will.

During the short halt that we made at the foot of the final
climb we noticed a man leading a horse, who had reached the
beginning of the upper valley, near the place where we had
camped, and from which I had gazed at the rocky castles and
allowed my mind to dwell on their imaginary inhabitant. The
man sat down when we moved on, and we lost sight of him. I
may say at once that the following day he should have caught
up with us, for there was only the one pilgrims’ road and cir-
cumstances had delayed us long on our way. But he never
appeared. We asked some pilgrims who overtook us about
him, and they answered that they had met nobody. This fact
somewhat confirmed my intuition as to the presence of a
hermit in the vicinity. The man with the horse was probably
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his jinda (supporter), who brought him a supply of food. He
had left the track and would perhaps remain a few days with
the lama. That the majesty of that solitary site had been
appreciated by an ascetic was not astonishing, for one who
knew the “Land of Snows” and its religious folk.

The ‘Dokar Pass now stood before us, most impressive
against a gray evening sky. It'is a depression in a gigantic
barren range whose Cyclopean slopes sag like cables out-
stretched across rivers to serve as bridges. The knowledge
that it marks the threshold of the guarded region added to
the sternness of its aspect.

The ground around the pass is most sacred to the gods, and
the Thibetan pilgrims who walk along the track have built
countless tiny altars, made of three standing stones, and a
fourth one as a roof, under which offerings are made t
spirits. :

On the pass itself and following the neighbouring ridges,.
the mystic flags which can be seen on all the heights of Thibet
were planted in exceptionally large numbers. In the falling
light they looked alive, belligerent, and threatening, like so
many soldiers scaling the crests, ready to fight the presumptu-
ous traveller who would venture on the road to the Holy City.

As we reached the cairn marking the top, a gust of wind
welcomed us—the violent, icy kiss of the austere country whose
severe charm has held me so long bewitched and to which I
always return. Turning successively toward the four quarters,
the zenith and the nadir, we uttered the Buddhist wish, “May
all beings be happy!” and began to climb down.

A blizzard descended upon the peaks. Black clouds rolled
hither and thither, turning into sleet. We hurried in our effort
to reach the base of this steep and inhospitable slore before
nightfall.

But darkness came early. We missed the path winding
between the landslides, and found ourselves slipping helplessly
with crumbling stones under our feet. It became dangerous
to proceed in that way, with a speed that we could not control.
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So, having succeeded in pulling up, we fixed our pilgrim staffs
before us in the ground as a point of support. Clinging to
each other for safety, our loads still on our backs, we remained
squatting upon the snow, which fell from eight o’clock in the
evening till two the next morning. Then a last melancholy
quarter of the moon rose between the clouds and we descended
to the wooded zone,

We were resting, seated at the edge of a glade where a
forest fire had destroyed the big trees and which was now
covered with short shrubs, when I noticed the forms of two
long animals with phosphorescent eyes, which crossed the
track several times and finally disappeared in the direction of
the river. They were quite distinctly visible in the moonlight
and I pointed them out to Yongden. He saw them well, but
persisted in saying that they were deer, though their shape and
the peculiar glimmer of their eyes indicated carnivorous wild
‘beasts, I delayed a little, to avoid an undesirable encounter,
and then we continued our descent to the river,

We were exhausted and there was no certainty that we
could soon find water again, as the stream entered a gorge and
our trail climbed up on the hill. So, in the hope that the
animals would let us alone if they were still in the vicinity, we
lit a fire to make tea.

While we were drinking, we heard some noise behind the
bushes, but we were beginning to be accustomed to the prowl-
ing of wild beasts around our camps. Yongden fell asleep.
I decided to watch, but my eyes were heavy, and closed in
spite of my efforts.

I was dozing, when the sound of a low sniff awakened me.
A few feet from the place where we were lying, one of the
animals with glimmering eyes was looking at us, and I could
see its spotted coat!

I did not awaken Yongden. It was not the first time that
I had seen creatures of that kind at such close range. They
seldlom attack men unless provoked or wounded, and I was
convinced that they would never harm me or those who were
near me. '
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That nocturnal meeting reminded me of another one which
I had had, in broad daylight, several years before, with a
superb tiger. ~. * -~

“Little thing,” I murmured, lookmg at the graceful animal,
“I have seen, near to, a much bigger prince of the jungle
than you. Go to sleep and be happy.” I doubt whether the
“little thing” understood me. However, after a few minutes,
it went leisurely away, its curiosity satisfied.

We could not allow ourselves a longer rest. The day had
broken and it was time for us to retire to a hiding-place, away
from the trail. I awakened Yongden and we went. A few
minutes after we started the young man pointed out with his
stick something under the trees.

“There they are,” he said.

The pair of spotted fellows were indeed there. They turned
their heads toward us, looked for a little while, and then went
their way along the stream, while we climbed the path.

As we went up, the aspect of the forest changed once more.
It was now much less dense. The sun that had risen lit the
undergrowth, and through the openings in the foliage we
could see the opposite bank of the river beneath us. We
noticed with astonishment that it seemed to be cultivated, but
cultivated in a fanciful way, more in the fashion of gardens
and parks than of common fields.

It was a glorious morning, and we enjoyed our walk so much
that we continued it long after the hour at which we usually
sought shelter. The river bent suddenly and we confronted a
village built on a slope at the foot of which our path turned
along the stream. A few isolated houses could even be seen
quite near us on the sides of the path itself.

What village was this? It was not charted on any map and
none of the people of the country from whom we had cleverly
got information, before our departure, had ever told us a word
about it. Its architecture was peculiar. We did not see cot-
tages and farms, but villas and miniature palaces surrounded
by small yet stately looking parks!

The strange town was bathed in a pale golden light. No
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sound of human voices, no noises of animals, were heard in it.
But, now and then, a faint silvery jingling struck our ears.
We were amazed. Were we in Thibet ot had we reached
fairyland?

We could not, however, remain standmg in the path. People
might come along, and to be seen so near the frontier posts’
was imprudent. It was imperative, for safety’s sake, that we
should delay our investigations until the evening. Once more
we retreated amongst the bushes and the rocks. There, over-
tired, I sank on the moss and fell asleep, feverish and raving
a little.

Our impatience to see again the fantastic village, our fear
of having to cross an inhabited place, and the desire to look
for ways to avoid it, brought us on the trail before sunset
at the spot on which we had stood in the morning.

Where were the graceful villas, the stately little palaces and
the sunny gardens?

The forest was empty. A severe landscape of dark trees
extended before us, and a cold breeze, wailing among the
branches, took the place of the harmonious jingling.

“We have dreamed,” I said to Yongden. “We did not see
anythxng this morning. All that happened while we were
asleep.”

“Dreamed!” exclaimed the lama. “I will show you how we
‘have dreamed. This morning, while you were looking at the
‘miraculous town, I drew a sunmgpo [magic sign] on a rock
with the spike of my staff, so that neither gods nor demons
could oppose our progress. I shall find it again.” And he
looked on a flat stone at the foot of a fir tree. “There it is}”
he triumphed. “Look!” : ‘

I saw the roughly drawn sungpo. It silenced me for a
moment.

“My son,” I said, proceedmg forward, “thxs world itself is
but a dream, and so . . .”

“I know,” interrupted my companion. “Nevertheless, the
sungpo and the ngags [magic words] that I uttered while draw-
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ing it, have dispelled the mirage. It was certainly the work of
some who wished to delay us!”

“Yes, like the blackblrds,” I continued, laughing, “and maybe
the small leopards, too.”

“Like the birds, yes!” affirmed my son, decidedly vexed.
“As for the leopards, I do not know. They looked honest
beasts. Anyhow, we will soon be out of these Kha Karpo
forests and confront true villages instead of dreamland ones,
and true men, officials, soldiers, and others, instead of mi ma
yin. Let us see, then, if we can manage our business with
them as cleverly as I have done with the folks of other
worlds.”

“Have no fear about it,” I replied, seriously, “I will look after
that.” :

“How will you do it?” he asked.

“I will make them dream and see illusions, just as the mi ma
yins did to us.

And I really did so when, a few days later, circumstances
brought us before Thibetan officials.

The miracle which had allowed us to proceed for a whole
week on a road followed by many pilgrims, without meeting
a single soul, could not last forever. Arrived at one of the
minor passcs on the Kha Karpo range on our way down to
the Salween, we suddenly heard a jingling of bells behind us.
It was a party of pilgrims, men and women, with twb horses,
who had overtaken us. We exchanged a few words, and each
of us walked devoutly around a latza® in which flags bearing
printed mystic formule were stuck. The pilgrims, who were
not impeded by loads on their backs, went down the trail
more quickly than we did and, when we arrived at the bottom
of a pretty, narrow valley in which several clear streams met,
we found them already seated, drinking tea.

We had now to begin the apprenticeship of the career we
had momentarily embraced. It would have been contrary to
the custom to pass the place without taking our meal, for the

A cairn placed on the summits as offerings to the gods.
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time had come for tshaphog—that is to say, the halt in the
middle of the day.

I looked round, ready to go collecting wood to make a fire,
but the kind pilgrims, seeing a lama, invited us to join them.
I felt delighted to be free to remain quietly seated, enjoying
the scenery, which was grand. ‘

In a frame made of several ridges of forest-covered moun-
tains, one above and behind another, a gigantic peak of the
Kha Karpo towered, dazzling white, its summit pointing straight
into the dark-blue sky. Before it, our group seemed a
gathering of tiny animals crawling on the ground. The sight
was really crushing, and did indced remind us of our nothing-
ness. Yet the good pilgrims gave their whole attention to
their food and some gossip, and turned their backs on the
exalted abode of the gods they had come from afar to wor-
ship. As for myself, I was lost in a trance of admiration,
forgetting that my attitude might look strange to the Thibetans.
As a matter of fact, it did, and they enquired why I did not
eat.

“Mother is with the gods,” answered Yongden, who put a
warm bowl of tea before me to bring me down to the world
of men. A

A woman, misunderstanding his answer, put a new question
about me.

“Is the mother a pamo?” 1 she asked.

I was -afraid that my companion would not be able to sup-
press his laughter at this funny idea, but he replied, gravely:

“My father was a nagspa; 2 she was initiated his sang yum.” 8

All looked at me with due consideration, and the chief of
the party sent me a piece of dried meat. Until then he had
offered us only tsampa, but the new personality that we re-
.vealed to them inspired respect in these benighted Thibetans.

* A female medium who is said to be possessed by gods or demons who
speak through her mouth. When the medium is a male he is called pawo.

* A most dreaded kind of sorcerer, eirzert in magic formule, who is
believed to command demons, and able to kill any being from afar.

* Literally, “secret mother.” The respectful title given to the spouse of
a tantrik lama, :
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Nagspa are dreaded for the occult powers they are supposed
to possess, and to- incur their displeasure or that of their
kindred, even for involuntary offences, is a serious matter.

So, having suddenly become grave, they made us a little
present of butter and ¢sampa and hastily went their way, desir-
ous to escape our honourable but dangerous company. This
was just what we wished.

The following day brought us to the limit of the Kha Karpo
forests. From the top of a hill, we saw Aben on the bank of
the Lhakang-ra river. This place, where the Chinese used to
keep a small garrison, had become, we had been told, a Thi-
betan frontier post. Our difficulty was now no more a ques-
tion of wandering through solitary forests, but of crossing a
populated village which, with its outlying cultivation and iso-
lated farms, stretched for several miles.

Our old trick of tramping by night was no longer of any
use here. No doubt dogs frcquented the road and were likely
to be fierce at ‘night, and in any case noisy. One cannot expect
a miracle to happen at every turn. Until then we had enjoyed
such wonderful luck that prudence naturally prompted us to
make allowances for it and not count too much upon its protec-
tion. To be caught roving at night would have got us into
trouble. Enquiries might follow and we feared nothing more
than these. Our best plan, we thought, was to cross Aben
before daybreak. By so doing we should get the benefit of
darkness, and as Thibetan travellers are in the habit of starting
at these early hours on their day’s march, anyone who might
hear us passing by or see us, would find in it nothing extra-
ordinary.

We studied the aspect of the valley from the top of a woody
hill in order to be able to proceed quickly in the dark. Fear-
ing to arrive too early in the vicinity of the village, we
remained a long time seated there, with the result that, since the
road wound, in its descent, more than we had suspected, night
fell long before we had reached the bottom of the valley.

For the first time since we had left Londre, the weather was
really unpleasant, a cold wind pierced our clothes, and low
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clouds foretold snow. We no longer knew the exact where-
abouts of the village. Bushes conspired with the darkness to
mislead us. Several times we sat on the, ground with our loads
on our backs, overpowered by sleepiness. But we could not
allow ourselves even the poor comfort of a nap. Before taking
whatever rest we might enjoy that night, we needed to ascertain
that we had reached the Lhakang-ra road and that, hurrying
through the village a few hours later, we would have only to
walk straight before us. Unfortunately, we failed to find the
road amongst the intersections of the bypaths. At length we
found ourselves near some houses and were compelled to stop.
Snow began to fall. To spread our small tent over us like a
blanket was out of the question. Once untied, we could not
have repacked our loads properly in the dark, and might have
left behind us some compromising article. Nothing, therefore,
remained for us but to sleep uncovered for a while, with our
packs as pillows.

Long before daybreak we awoke and started. At a first
attempt we luckily reached the centre of the village. Hearing
voices inside a house and being panic-stricken, we hurriedly
turned a corner, ran straight before us, and found ourselves
again amongst the fields. In our haste we had mistaken the
direction. The early light of dawn revealed the river and we
saw that we were going up instead of down the stream as
we should. We now had to abandon our carefully considered
scheme. We should have to go through Aben in daylight.
Country folk were already to be seen going to their work.
There was nowhere to hide ourselves, and the longer we
waited, the worse our chances would be.

People whose hearts are not strong and who cannot suffi-
ciently master their nerves are wiser to avoid journeys of this’
kind. Such things might easily bnng on heart failure or
madness.

We retraced our steps, passed once more under the windows
of the house where we had heard the voices which had fright-
‘ened us. People were still talking, the blinds were open, and
T could sce the flame of a fire. These blessed villagers would
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drink hot tea, whereas our last meal had been taken early in
the morning of the previous day, and we did not feel sure that
we should be able to stop to eat during the day which was
dawning. ) : .

All was well. We were on the right road! We went at a
good pace and soon passed through the village. But all our
troubles were not over, for another cluster of houses appeared
on a hill overlooking the valley,  which narrowed to the size
of a gorge, giving passage to the river which entirely filled
the bottom of it. A small path had been cut high up on its
right bank, and this was our road. Looking up, I discovered
from the foot of its sandy cliff a kind of loggia that com-
manded the view of the gorge from afar, and immediately
jumped to the conclusion that sentries might well be posted
there to observe travellers.

Perhaps it was an old Chinese building. It might indeed
have been used by them as a watch tower, but most probably
it was now put to another use. I did not, one can well under-
stand, remain there to ascertain the history of that painted
balcony. It left me perfectly indifferent. I did not even
dare to stop to drink at the rivulet which crossed the path
below, although I knew that I might not come across any
more water for some miles. I ran and ran, as if flying. Con-
trary to my custom, which was to let Yongden march first, so
that passers-by could see his face, while I remained more or
less hidden behind him and his load, I told him to follow me
because the possible danger was now behind us. Thus, if we
walked close to each other, the watchmen from Aben, if there
were any, could discern only the familiar sight of a load sur-
mounted by the red cap of a lama, under which hung a raggy
shamtabs2

Nevertheless, we endeavoured to reach the end of that
interminable gorge as quickly as possible. The path, following
the windings of the cliff, alternately hid us from the spur on
which the upper part of Aben fort or monastery was situated,
and brought us again within sight of it. We took advantage

* The pleated large skirt worn by the lamas. A ’
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of this circumstance to rest a few minutes when we were
sheltered. It seemed like a game, but a tiring, nerve-racking,
meaningless game.

The walk without the preoccupations that spoiled it would
have been charming. In this country autumn has the youthful
charm of spring. ‘The sun enveloped the scenery in a rosy
light that spread joy from the river of opalescent green, flowing
swiftly in the depths of the gorge, to the top of the cliffs, on
which a few hardy fir trees pointed to the sky. Each pebble
on the path seemed to enjoy the warmth of day, and chatted
with suppressed laughter under our feet. A lilliputian shrub
that grew on the side of the road perfumed the air with a
strong aromatic scent.

It was one of those mornings when Nature bewitches us
with her deceitful magic, when one sinks deep into the bliss of
sensation and the joy of living.

It is but a short distance between Aben and Lhakang-ra.
We did not want to be seen in the latter place and had again
planned to cross it at night. We had, therefore, plenty of
time—and as soon as we met a stream in a gorge that crossed
our path, we halted to take a meal behind some big racks a
little below. Many groups of pilgrims and several lonely
travellers passed near us without suspecting our presence.
Strangely enough, now that we had crossed the Dokar Pass
and entered Thibet, the stream of devotees which appeared to
have been stopped during the first week of our journey began
to flow as usual in that season. We saw, from behind our
hiding-place, a most picturesque procession of men and women
from different parts of eastern and northern Thibet, all making
haste to reach Lhakang-ra early and to find room in the primi-
tive inns there. Still, a few stopped as we did, and began to
cock bread. We had no wheat flour and hoped they might
be willing to sell us a small quantity of their own. Yongden
went to propose this to them, but they had only a very little,
and wanted to keep it. A talk followed in which my com-
panion tried to get as much information as possible about the
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country. As the pilgrimage is usually performed thrice, at
intervals of several years, some of the travellers we met were
able to supply us with very useful information.

My companion returned, and we drank a bowl of tea. I
was washing my handkerchief in the stream when one of the
travellers came over to us and asked the lama to foretell the
.result of some litigation he had at home. That was the first
time during our journey that Yongden acted in the capacity
of a “Red Cap” lama, an adept in the art of mo.!

Years before, when we travelled in the northern country and
I wore my beautiful lama robes, 'it was I who was requested.
to bless the people, blow on the sick to cure them, and prophesy
about countless things. I performed a few miracles, chance,
the faith and the robust constitution of those who were
benefited making it difficult to abstain from working wonders,
and I had some gratifying success as an oracle. That glorious
time was gone! Now I humbly washed our pot in the stream,
while Yongden solemnly revealed to his attentive listeners the
secrets of the future concerning a disputed land many hundred
miles away.

We passed to the left bank of the Lhakang-ra river, and
the scenery changed entirely. The gorge had become very
narrow and wild. On both sides there were dark cliffs of
rock, which might in places have reached seven or eight hun-
dred feet in height, leaving only a narrow ribbon of sky visible
overhead. Yet the view was far from being gloomy or depress-
ing. Perhaps the pictures painted and carved in large numbers -
on the rocks modified the character of the place itself. Hun-
dreds of Buddhas, Bodhisatvas, famous lamas of yore and
deities appeared there, all in the attitude of meditation, their
eyes half closed in some inward gaze. That silent, motionless,
saintly crowd had created in the dark defile a very peculiar
mental atmosphere. Between the images were engraved large

*The art of telling fortunes, predicting the future, revealing the
unknown, disclosing the cause of illness and other misfortunes as well.
as the remedy therefor, etc., etc,, by means of various methods of divina-
tion. As there is no general equivalent for the word in English, fitting
all cases, I shall be obliged to leave it in Thibetan throughout this book.
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portions of phxlosophxcal treatises, as well as short mystic
sentences or praises of the wisdom of Buddha. I remained for
a long time reading here and there, enjoying the serenity
conveyed by these old Scriptures.

I was indeed privileged to experience in a single day the
intoxication arising from the beauty of nature and the peaceful
delight of the mind brought to the threshold of the supreme
Deliverance, and thrice blessed verily is the country that can
offer both these things to those who tread its ground..

A mendong?! covered by a roof, which we saw at dusk,
might have provided us with shelter for the, night, but we
thought that we were still far from Lhakang-ra, and therefore
continued our way. We crossed a bridge once more. The
gorge bent suddenly, and the large Salween spread its green
waters in front of us. We were in Lhakang-ra.

Although it was nearly dark, we did not dare to turn back.
We could have been scen, and it would have seemed strange
that pilgrims such as we were supposed to be avoided the vil-
lage. The best way, as our plans were once more upset, was
to spend the night bravely somewhere in a corner like other
travellers,

We met several peop]e who were camping near a ﬁre,
cxchanged a few words with them and decided to stay in a
small cave situated on the road we were to follow the next
day. There we should be somewhat sheltered if snow fell.
I gathered some twigs and dry cow dung on the road. I stole
a few branches from the fences of the neighbouring fields, but
arjopas must be cautious in their ways. Unless they halt in
the forest, they are taken for thieves if*they are seen burning
big logs. Thibetan farmers do mot like people to pillage the
fences that protect the cultlvated land from the intrusion of
cattle, and in domg so one.risks serious thrashings.

As we were in a hamlet and night protected us, Yongden
thought that he might well take the opporiunity to purchase
food. We had lived until then on the supply that we had

A low wall made of stones on-which are engraved texti of the sacred
Scriptures, or mystic sentences.
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carried when leaving the Mission House. Ten days had elapsed
since then, and our bags were nearly empty. I wrapped myself
in my thick dress according to the manner of the poor Thibet-
ans, and made a pretence of sleeping to avoid useless talk if,

by any chance, some one passed near me, while my companiqn
went toward the houses. _

The first one he entered happened to be that of the la:aa in
charge of the Lhakang-ra shrine. He was welcomed on his
two-fold title of colleague and buyer, for the lama added .to
kis profits as a shrinekeeper those he derived from a sm:'’ shop
where pilgrims could revictual and purchase sundry articles of
devotion puch as incense sticks, small flags bearing mystic
drawings or words, etc. . . . They both, by chance, belonged
to the same religious sect and sub-sect. Moreover, the lama-
was not a native of the country, his birthplace being in far
northern Kham, where Yongden had long lived with me, and
whose dialect he spoke rather well. That coincidence of cir-
cumstances made them friends in no time, but the affair was
not to end there. _

Looking round the room, Yongden saw books on a shelf and
asked his permission to have a look at them. This being
granted, he read aloud a few lines of the first one he opened.

“How beautifully you read!” admired the lama. “Are you
able to read any book in that way?”

“Indeed!” answered my companion.

Then, passing suddenly to another topic, the lama -shop-
keeper pressed Yongden to spend the night in his house, offering
to go himself to fetch and carry his luggage. Yongden refused
but, as the lama insisted, he confessed that he was travellmg
with his aged mother. This did not in the least cool the good
intentions of the kind host. There was room for the mother
as well, and it was hard to convince him that, by this time, I
was sleeping soundly and was best left alone.

Then the keugner (sacristan) being at a loss to manage the.
success of the scheme he had in mind, without making it
known, was forced to disclose the fact that his hospitable feel-
ings were not altogether disinterested.
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“Lama,” he said to Yongden, “some villagers have come here
from the opposite side of the Giamo nu chu (Salween) and
have asked me to perform the rites for the dead on behalf of
one of their relatives who passed away recently. They are
wealthy people and would have gone to the lama of their own
country monastery had he not been away in Lhasa. I have
been chosen in his place, and it would be very profitable for
me . . . but I am not well read and I am so afraid of making
mistakes in placing the ritual offerings and reciting the liturgy
in the proper way. I see that you are learned. Perhaps you
know these ceremonies ?”

“I do know them,” declared Yongden.

“Then I beg you to do me the service of staying here three
days. I shall feed you both and give you some provisions for
the road when you set out. The mother might recite mani [the
well-known Aum mani padme hum hri!] at the door, and no
doubt the villagers will give her some tsampa.”

Yongden declined the proposal on the ground that we be-
longed to a party of pilgrims who were already ahead. We
could not linger behind, but were, on the contrary, compelled
to proceed quickly in order to join them and return together to
our own country.

When my companion returned with a few provisions, he:told
me of his talk with the lama, and I rather regretted that the
vicinity of the border commanded a hasty progress. I would
have enjoyed the fun of reciting mani “at the door.” However,
the near future was to give me more opportunities to enjoy that
kind of fun than I could have ever dreamed of. I should find
it hard to recount the number of times I have chanted mani,
outdoors and indoors during my journey. I became rather ex-
pert at it, and was complimented twice for the nice way I had
of chanting it. Perhaps, after all, Thibet helped me to discover
the “jewel” which dwells in the heart of the “lotus.” 2

The cunning lama came in the early morning to talk again
with Yongden. In order to avoid being seen by him I went
down and walked around the shrine for about an hour, putting

* Mani padme means a jewel'in a lotus.
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into motion, as I walked, each of the many reels which con-
tain tightly rolled bands of the paper on which is printed a
thousand times the mystic sentence, “Aum mani padme hum
hri.’,) .

I deemed that morning’s walk to be rather superfluous for
one who would have to tramp a good number of miles during
the day, but I found no better means of getting away, and
even so, I did not escape a talk with the lama, wha stopped for
a little chat with me on his way back home.
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CHAPTER II

LONG the majestic Giamo nu chu (Salween) the road goes
[A alternately through deep gorges and broad, widening val-
eys. The scenery in either case remains at once majestic and
enchanting.

Truly, fear is still there, crouched in a corner of my heart,
ready to spring up. Oyr stay at Lhakang-ra has been too long.
Has the shrinekeeper begun to wonder who we are? 1 observe
those who come behind me. Are we not followed, spied upon?
That horseman yonder, riding in our direction, is he not a
soldier sent to bring us back?

Eve, when she was banished from Eden, had explored all its
pleasures, and except for these it could afford her no cause for
regret. Even if Eve’s mind were of a similar cast to mine, she
might have found interest in the adventure which opened to her
the wide unknown world beyond the inclosure of Paradise.
But I, her little great-granddaughter, although I had wandered
for years in my fairyland, I was far from having exhausted
its interests. Had T been compelled to turn back now, I
would never have known the new landscape hidden behind the
woody Hill that shut off my horizon, nor penetrated the
mystery beyond that other rosy-coloured one which stood
behind it, nor climbed the pass which, still farther, traced a
mauve soft line on the sky between snow-white peaks. Fore-
bodings still arose in my mind only to fade in their powerless-
ness to disturb the joy of those wonderful hours.

A few days after leaving Lhakang-ra, a tragic meeting sad-
dened us. Near the road, in front of the Giamo nu chu, whose
icy emerald water appcared in the bright sunlight lxke a glit-
tering moving mirror, lay an old man, his head resting on a
leather bag. When we approached, he gazed at us with vacant
eyes, already dull, and with an effort he lifted himself a little
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on his elbow. I could see the poor fellow was near his end.
Yongden asked him how he got there alone. The story was
simple. The old peasant had left his village with a group of
friends to travel round the Kha Karpo on a pilgrimage. An
illness, whose cause he could not understand; had suddenly
deprived him of his strength. He was unable to walk and had
to fall behind. "His companions had slackened their pace;
they had even stopped for a whole day, and then they had
gone on their way. Such is the Thibetan custom, even in the
desert, where an abandoned sick man, if he cannot reach a
dokpas’ encampment, will die of starvation when once his
provisions are exhausted. Nor must one forget the wolves and
the bears who roam about.

“Shall I die?” the old man asked Yongden. “Lama, cast lots
to know.”

“No, you will not die,” answered the latter, after having
quickly performed the usual rites, in an attempt to cheer up
the forlorn traveller.

He meant well, but I thought that the glimmer of hope he
lighted would soon vanish if, the next morning, the man himself
felt still weaker, or if in the darkness of the next night, he
realized the approach of death. Then in spite of the prompt-
ings of prudence, it became impossible for me to continue my
part of the aged, feeble-minded, and beggarly mother. In a
few words I reminded him of the simple beliefs of the religion
he had followed since his childhood, and promised him, not
only this life, but a happy rebirth in the abode of Chenrezigs !
which awaits those who die while on a pxlgnmage and, after
thousands of years spent there in rest and delights, other lives
again and again, till he reached the supreme enlightenment
that liberates one from the bondage of life as well as of death.

He listened to me attentively and piously. He bent low
and touched the bottom of my dress with his forehead, as
Thibetans do to the lamas whom they worshxp Maybe he

* The abode of Chenrezigs: Nub-dewa-chén, the western land of bliss,
better known by its Sanskrit name, Sukhavati, by those acquainted with
Mahayanist Buddhism.
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believed that a kkandoma? or a goddess had seen his distress
and assumed the shape of a .pilgrim to console him. What
mattered, if the illusion enchanted his last hour?

“Can we help you in any way?” I asked him.

“No,” he answered, “I have food and money in my bag.
I am well here, with the gods. Kale pheb.” 2

“Kale ju,” 8 we both answered, and we went on our way.

1 felt that Nub-dewa-chen—the land of bliss—shone now
before his eyes that began to see but dimly the things of this
world. The dying man was carried away by the vision I had
evoked and had lost all desire for this life, for which, at first,
he had begged my companion so anxiously. '

We enjoyed a few days of relative tranquillity, loitering
leisurely along the beautiful valley. We were no longer in a
solitary region, as we had been during our tramps in the Kha
Karpo forests. Villages were rather close together, and deeming
it still wise to avoid staying over night amongst Thibetans or
even being seen during the daytime by many people, we
managed to pass these villages at daybreak or a little earlier.
This mode of travelling compelled us to remain long in out-
of-the-way and out-of-sight spots, waiting for the proper tlme
to venture to pass the houses.

There was nothing unpleasant in such lazy vagrancy amldst
beautiful scenery, favoured as we were with fine weather, The
only drawback was that it made our progress dreadfully slow.
Anyhow, we felt the benefit of these long rests in the jungle
after the painful strain to which our nerves had been sub-
jected. But perfect peace was far from our present reach. One
morning, when we were imprudently taking our meal in a
small cave near the road, a woman aroused the fear latent in
our minds.

She was a well-dressed lady of rank, covered with jewels;

* A khandoma, one who walks through the sky—a kind of fairy—the

Dakini of the Sanskrit text,
* «Go slowly”—polite farewell to those who go away.
* «Stay (or sit) slowly”—polite farewell to those who remain.
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three maid servants followed her. She stopped before us and
asked from what country we had come. At that time we
styled ourselves Mongolian dokpas of the northern Koko-Nor !
solitudes. Yongden, ‘therefore, answered: “We are people
from beyond the Blue Lake [tso #idnpo po parcho la].” She
replied: “Are you philings [foreigners]?” I made a pretence
of laughing at such an idea, and Yongden stood up to attract
the attention of the lady to himself, so that she might, by
scanning his regular Mongolian features, be convinced that he
had nothing of a Westerner about him. “She is my mother,”
he declared, pointing to me. Then, after a few other questions,
the woman went on her way.

A little later her husband passed us, riding a superb horse
with a silver-and-gold-inlaid saddle. A dozen attendants fol-
lowed, leading the horses of the lady and her maids.

The gentleman did not honour us with even a single glance.
Yongden learned from a servant that they all came from a
place situated beyond Menkong, and that circumstance added
some strength to my resolution to avoid that small town, capi-
tal of the Tsarong province and seat of a governor.

The question asked by the woman had made us most un-
happy. So, in spite of the trouble I had taken to powder
myself with cocoa and charcoal, in spite of my pretty yak-hair
hair-dressing, I did not look Thibetan enough in that Kham
country where most women have a dark complexion! What
more was to be done? It might be also that rumours had
been spread about us, after our passage at Lhakang-ra. We
did not know what to believe.

The jungle had ceased to be charming. I again began to
see a spy behind every bush, and the water of the Salween
muttered threatening or mocking words.

Then we bethought us that perchance we were alone respon-
sible for the question that the Thibetan lady had asked us.
We could not guess the extent of her geographical knowledge.

* The lake which appears on the maps under its Mongolian name, Koko-
Nor-—the Blue Lake—in Thibetan, Tso Nénpo. It is an immense salt
lake in the Desert of Grass near the country of Amdo.
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Perhaps she was learned enough to have thought of the Asiatic
Russians when Yongden had mentioned “beyond the Blue
Lake.” But more likely she had confused tso (lake with gya
tso (ocean) and had understood that we had come from the
other side of the “blue ocean,” which was tantamount to saying
that we were not Asiatics. That idea reassured us, but we
struck out forever from our travelling vocabulary the words
“tso parcho la,” and transported our mother-country a good
deal southward. We became natives of Amdo!

We were nearing the end of the last gorge before the wide
broadening of the valley at the point where our path deserted
the Giamo nu chu and turned toward the passes that led to
the river Nu. Yongden walked ahead. He had already turned
the corner of a rocky headland and was out of my sight, when'
a well-dressed man coming toward me appeared at the point
of the small promontory. The path was excecdingly narrow
and when two people met there one of them had to stand aside
against the rock to allow the other to pass.

With a humility suitable to my part of an Oriental woman
and beggar, I had already begun to make room for the
traveller, but he stopped suddenly, quickly removing the gun
he carried over his shoulder and the sword that was passed
through his belt, according to the Thibetan fashion.! He first
silently bowed down three times, then, with clasped hands and
head bent, as when asking the benediction of a lama, he ap-
proached me. :

Astonishment paralyzed thought. I mechanically obeyed
an old habit acquired when I lived in lamaist monasteries,
and laid my hands on the man’s head. Before I had suf-
ficiently recovered from my surprise to think of asking him
who he was, he had again put on his gun and sword and was
gone. I turned to look at him; he strode rapidly along the
gorge, and after a few minutes was but a small moving black
speck in the gigantic corridor.

* Thibetans do not enter monasteries.or salute lamas with arms on them,
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“Did you see that man?” I enquired of Yongden as soon
as I rejoined him.

“Yes,” he said. .

“Did he speak to you?”

“No. He only greeted me with the usual ‘Ogyay!
Ogyay!, »1

“Do you know him?”

“Not in the least.”

I related to my companion what had just happened, and he
concluded that the man had seen that I was a naljorma.

As for me I suspected that the stranger had formerly met
us both somewhere. He had recognized Yongden and had
guessed the identity of the lay woman who followed him clad
in plain white clothes. I was very sorry to have let him go
without speaking with him. And now, although he had shown
me respect by asking my blessing and, therefore, could have
no bad intentions toward me, he might tell some one about his
meeting and, as he was proceeding in the direction of Aben,
such talks might prove dangerous.

But Yongden persisted in saying that he had never seen the
man before, that he did not know us in the least, and that he
had been prompted by some occult influences. Then he began
to tell me several Thibetan stories about similar instances, and
soon landed me in the phantasmagoric yet fascinating realm
of thought-forms, previous lives, and many other kindred
topics. But my modest wishes were confined to the desire
that, whatever might have been the motive which he had
obeyed, my safety might not be endangered by my unknown
worshipper. '

We were now approaching Thana, where we had been told
that there existed a frontier station. Trusting the maps and
some travel books that I had read, I believed that the pilgrims’
road turned east toward a twin pass of the Dokar-la, leading
to the Chinese territory on the watershed of the river Mekong.
In reality the path to Menkong, the capital of Tsarong, is

! «You are taking trouble.” A common polite expression that travellers
exchange on the road, especially in eastern Thibet.
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the only one.to branch off at that place along the Giamo nu chu.
The one which we were to follow northward forks only at
Wabo. I did not know these details and was most preoccupied
with the invention of a new story concerning the aim of our
journey, as we should be leaving behind the sacred mountain
which had until then supplied us with the plausible and re-
spectable motive of performing a religious pilgrimage. I felt
almost convinced that, if we kept to the circuitous road, nobody
would take any notice of us, for was not that station at Thana
probably established precisely in order to observe those who
left it to set out for Thibet? I already had visions of barriers,
of officials before whom travellers were led to be interrogated.
What would that Thana village be like? I was puzzled and
anxious. :

As we were walking toward our fate—good or bad we could
not know—we saw a few snowy peaks and a great part of the
Kha Karpo itself, shining marvellously white, which, it pleased
me to imagine, bid us a cordial farewell. At that time of year
only dry, thorny shrubs were to be seen in the wide valley.
The hills were barren and of a light-yellow colour. On the
opposite bank of the river, which flows between high banks, we
saw a monastery. _

We managed to reach Thana at night. We arranged it even
too well that time, it seems, for we were not able to find
our way in the dark and arrived near a temple where there
were a number of watch-dogs, who barked dreadfully at our
approach. Happily, they were well shut in and could not es-
cape to attack us; but I feared that people would look out to see
who were causing the noise and make certain that they were not
thieves. Furthermore, the passage of mysterious strangers in the
night held the danger of enquiries about us and the risk of being
reported at the station. To avoid this, Yongden called aloud to
the shrinekeeper, asking shelter for the night for a tired arjopa
who had hardly been able to struggle through the last lap
of his journey on account of a bad leg. .My companion’s
request was full of pathos and loud enough to be heard all
over the temple buildings. - During his performance I had
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hidden myself out of sight. We were practically convinced
that the shrinekeeper would not get up to receive a beggar at
night. We knew our Thibet and Thibetans well enough to
risk the trick, being certain of its result. When he had waited
long enough, Yongden went away, lamenting aloud: “Oh,
how unkind to leave a poor sick pilgrim out in the cold! How
pitiless ! and so on. His plaintive voice faded gradually away,
as at the opera in songs of supposed passers-by behind the
scenes. It was rather a pretty effect amidst natural scenery
of standing rocks, along a path that led downward to a stream.
I nearly applauded.

We had passed the shrine all right. Whoever might have
been staying in it would not, on the morrow, give a single
thought to the crying beggar of the previous night. But where
was the village? In the pitch dark we could not see it and,
had we caught sight of houses, we should not have dared to
venture in their direction, lest we fall in with dogs of the
same species as those who watched over the temple. -

Yongden insisted on lying down on the road itself. I pre-
ferred to go farther from the temple and find a more comfort-
able place. Discerning, in the shallow water, some stepping-
stones which crossed the stream, I went scouting on the other
side, where I discovered two caves. We had a house for the
rest of the night! What a blessing! We should sleep as if
really at home. I ran to fetch my companion, and we imstalled
ourselves in one of the caves, where we ate our supper with
the clear, fresh water of the stream as beverage (cool, perhaps,
even too cool), and slept the sound sleep of the tired yet happy
Thibetan neskorpas (pilgrims). _

In the morning, when putting on my upper dress, which I
used at night as a blanket, I discovered that I had lost my
small compass. This was a most distressing event! First,
the compass was useful to me, and, although I had another, I
should miss it. But the worst danger was in leaving a foreign
object behind us. If it was found, that compass might be
talked about all over the country and officials would quickly
realize that a foreigner had been staying in that locality. I
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spent some really unpleasant minutes searching in the dark
for the lost article, which, fortunately, I found before long.

Anyhow, we had lost some extremely precious time. At
daybreak a servant of the shrine came to fetch water at the
stream, and we started in haste. We could now see the village
quite near the place where we had slept. The country folk
were already awake and busy with their early work, recit-
ing, as they moved to and fro, those various mystic formule
which, in lamaist lands, take the place which prayers occupy
in other countries. Kindling the fire, giving fodder to the
cattle, leading horses to drink at the stream, they went on
with their muttering. A humming, like that from a hundred
beehives, enveloped the village. :

People looked at us from the top of their windows or from
their flat roofs. We went along with our heads bent, humming
like everybody else. Yongden enquired about the road from
a man near the stream. A few minutes later we were out in
the fields.

Some peasants, carrying ploughs, followed us on the way
to their work; others were already occupled in distributing
water in the irrigation canals. Although it was November,
the temperature was mild. A winter crop grows in these val-
leys, so different in every respect from the bleak and icy
trans-Himalayan Thibet. Here is a country where life is
pleasant and easy, and nothing would interfere with the jovi-
ality of its inhabitants, if the taxes levied by the authorities
did not increase every year.

We chatted with several people on our way till we reached
the forest. Going through it, we ascended a pass called
Tondo-la, the height of which is approximately 11,200 feet.
Here, for the first time since leaving Yunnan, we pitched our
tent. We had climbed down from the pass without finding
any water on the road. At last I discovered a small spring in
a narrow ravine and decided to stop there. It was extremely
damp; I feared that we would both get sore eyes if we slept
unsheltered, and thought that the tent might also afford us
protection against wild animals who might carry off a part of
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our food supply during the night. However, we pitched it
only long after nightfall and took it down before daybreak.

In the morning, we saw for the first time the river Nu, which
flowed swiftly in a deep’ gorge to join the Giamo nu chu. We
crossed it on a good bridge. At that time a large party of
pilgrims overtook us and begged my companion to tell their
fortunes. It is regarded as an unpardonable sin for a lama to
refuse such a request. “Red Hat” sect lamas, in particular,
who are credited with a profound knowledge of occult lore,
can only with difficulty avoid acting as fortune-tellers, astrol-
ogers, exorcists, and the like. My companion endeavoured to
combine each of his consultations with some simple words about
the true Buddhist doctrine which might lead his hearers away
from their deep-rooted superstition. He also added, according
to circumstances, some advice about cleanliness—as far as
hygiene can be understood by Thibetans.

On this occasion I had to remain for more than half an hour
scated beneath a scorching sun which struck the yellowish
barren cliff behind me. Yongden could not get rid of the exact-
ing devotees. One consulted him about the way his cattle
were prospering during his absence; another, desirous of add-
ing a few carved stones in remembrance of his pilgrimage to
the mendong which stood in his village, wished to know what
would be the most meritorious and lucky sentence to inscribe
on them. An overtired girl suffered from sore feet and-feared
to be left behind. She anxiously wanted to know if she would
be able to walk in a few days’ time, and her mother insisted
upon knowing the name of the demon who had caused the
swelling of the girl’s feet and had stiffened her legs! That it
could be the natural effect of long tramps neither she nor her
daughter nor their companions would ever have admitted.

Faithful to a method which, for some years, had allowed us
to relieve and cure many suffering Thibetans, Yongden, with
impressive gravity, counted the beads of his rosary, threw some
pebbles in the air, caught them again in his hand before they
touched the ground, and performed a few other ceremonies

49



MY JOURNEY TO LHASA

accompanied by an unintelligible muttering in broken Sanskrit.
My adopted son is really gifted_ for such ritualistic work and,
had he continued his life in a lamasery, he might have be-
come quite famous as an oracle or exorcist. But he had pre-
ferred an orthodox form of Buddhism which prohibits all
superstitions.

“I see,” he said, after some time, “there is a way to get rid
of that demon, who is of a wicked kind. Listen well, all of
you, so as to remember what I am about to tell you.” The
pilgrims immediately surrounded the lama, some squatting at
his feet, some standing motionless with their backs against
the cliff, straining their minds in a mighty effort to understand
what the #dnshes ! would order—a picturesque group, of which
I felt sorry not to be able to take a snapshot.

“You will find a chérten on your way,” declared Yongden—
a prophecy that could not but be fulfilled, for chdrten are
numerous in Thibet. “You will stop at that place, and the
sick girl will lie down next the cAdrten for three days, well shel-
tered, so that the sun’s rays do not touch her head. Thrice
each day, at sunrise, noon, and sunset, you will all assemble
and chant Délma.2 Those who do not know Délma, will recite
Mani. The girl will go round the chdrten three times while
you are chanting, and, save for that short walk, she shall not
move during the three days. After having walked round the
chorten, the girl shall be each time well fed. Her feet and legs
shall then be massaged in hot water, wherein you will put a
pinch of the holy sand of the most sacred Samye monastery,
which I will give you. After this has been done, the earth
that has been wetted by the water shall be removed, thrown
far away in a hole, and carefully covered with stones or earth,
for the power of the demon will be washed away with that
holy water and fall on the ground next the chérten. Should
the demon fail to depart, this will show that you have made

1 Nénshes: a scer, a clairvoyant; literally, one who knows beforehand,

who foresees. A
" Praises of the Universal Mother. A mystic figure of the Tantrik

pantheon, called in Sanskrit Tara.
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some mistake in performing the rite and you must do it again
at the second chdrten you see on your way. .

_“Now, listen again. None of you must leave his compan-
ions until you have al} reached your country together, for I
see that the demon would immediately follow those who part
from the girl, since he was not allowed to have his way with
her, and would torment them in her stead. I will teach her
mother a zung! and it will be a protection for her daughter
and all of you, as long as you remain together.

The poor fellows felt as if in Heaven. The lama had spoken
long, and what he had said they could neither well under-
stand nor remember, which meant that he was exceedingly
learned. Then Yongden commanded them to go on their way,
and kept only the old mother, to impart to her the secret spell.

“Bhhah!” he thundered in her ear with terrific eyes.

' Trembling, yet overjoyed at the thought that she had now
nothing to fear from the evil spirits, the old woman bowed
down with the utmost gratitude and went up the path, trying
sotto voce to imitate the intonation of her initiator.

“Bhhah! . . . bhhah! bhaaa!” she muttered, and soon a
turned into ea, into ¢, and finally seemed to stabilize itself in
a sort of bleating: “Beaaa! beaaa!” I pretended to tie my
garters, which had become loase, so as to remain behind and
laugh at leisure, my head hidden in my large thick sleeves.

“What does it matter?” said Yongden, smiling. “The girl-
will get three days’ rest, a little massage, and good food, and
as the mother has the precious zung and will not leave her
daughter, the other people will not abandon her, either. That
is good honest work, and, moreover, I learned such tricks from
you.”

I could not reply. He was right, and 1, too, thought that
we had done a kind service to the afflicted and suffering maid.

When we reached the top of the cliff, we saw fields in all
directions and a village before us, which we subsequently
learned was called Ke. Most of the meskorpas had already
reached it, and some were running back toward us.

! Zung, in Sanskrit DAdrani, a spell.
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“Oh Lama!” they said, “what a learned # mhe: chen you
are! You told us nghtly that we would quickly see a chérten.
There it is, and the girl is already lymg down. Please accept
tea from us.’

A chorten was indeed there, and also a small monastery
whose few inmates, before long, heard about their ‘wonderful
colleague. The pilgrims, who were not beggars, but villagers
of some means, had already bought several pots of spirit and
drunk them, and they were now telling about strange miracles
performed by my innocent companion. Each had -contem-
plated a greater wonder than his friends. One asserted that,
when crossing the river Nu, he had clearly perceived that the
lama had not walked on the bridge, but alongside it, in midair!

Although he had not drunk any spirit, being a strict teeto-
taler, Yongden felt somewhat infected by their excitement.
He told stories of far-off countries where he had been on pil-
grimages—Riwo tse nga, the Chinese Hill of Five Peaks, near
the great Pekin—the seat of the God of Wisdom, the Chang-
chub semspa Jampeion,' and the most sacred mountain of
Kuntu Zungpo® where pure-minded pilgrims may see Sang—
yais 3 himself in a round jalus.*

I began to think that the fun was going too far. The whole
village and the local trapas® had congregated round him, and
he -went on making mo, telling fortunes and the like. People
brought presents, which he graciously accepted. I did not like
such a ‘compromising fame, but perhaps I was wrong, for who
could have supposed that the mother of such a brilliant sor-
cerer was a foreign lady?

I managed, nevertheless, to attract the attention of my son,
and with perhaps somewhat stern fervour I ejaculated, “Karma

1 Better known by Orientalists under his Sanskrit name, Bodhium“

Manjushri.

* Samantabhadra, the all-good one.

* Buddha.

¢ Rainbow. )

® Trapas: the real name of the lamaist monks, lama being the title
of the ecclesiastic dignitaries, or incarnations of dead lamas. However,
out of politeness, the title “Lama” is given to all members of the clergy
when addressing them. . :
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pa kzen no!” which is'a pious expression used by the followers
of the Kargyud-Karma to call on their spiritual father, the
head of the sect, but which in practice is now often no more
than a mere exclamation. In the secret code which, as in a
previous journey, I had devised, these holy words mean simply
“Let us be off quickly!”

Perhaps a trifle vexed at giving up his triumph, Yongden
declared that he would now ask leave to go on his way. Peo-
ple exclaimed that it was not possible, for the next village was .
far, we could not reach it before night, and not a drop of water
was to be found on the way. Better, they added, it was to
spend the 'night amongst them; they would give us a good
room. My companion felt tempted—I understood it—but to
the shy imploring glance he cast in- my direction I replied with
a still more fervid “Karma pa kien no,” which moved some of
the people around me, who repeated devoutly, “Karma pa
kien mo. . . . Karma pa kienno.. . . .

Thus we went, and happy 1 feIt to find myself agaxn in
silence and solitude. - I scolded Yongden for the way in which
he made himself conspicuous and told him a lot of thmgs
which made him sulky.

We climbed a pass which was about 7,500 feet high, and
from there descended a dusty path cut into a range of white
hills that reminded me of Kansu in northern China. Of
water, truly, there ‘was none, and the prospect of getting’
nothing to drink, either that evening or the next mormng, added
to the bad humour of the lama, The new moon. lighted our -
way, and if we had not been tired we could easily have walked
a part of the night. But at the sight of a small cave perched
high above the road the desire to sleep overpowered us dnd
we yielded to it all the more easily, since we had left behind .
two passes and' a river, the dreaded Thana, and feared nothing
from the next village. How wrong we were!

Picturesque indeed was our hostelry, with a small platform ;
in front, but roorh and terrace were both so diminutive in size
that we were fearful of rolling out of them in our sleep and -
breaking oug necks ‘on the rocks below ; . :
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The morrow was to be the first of a series of eventful days,
well qualified to prostrate with nervous breakdown one less
_strong than myself.

We arrived at the village, which is called Wabo, in the mid-
dle of the morning, hungry and more especially thirsty. This
was quite natural, as we had taken no refreshment whatsoever
since our midday stay with the pilgrims near the chérten.

We had laughed so much at the demons the day before, that
maybe a little one amongst them wished to play us a trick and
suggested to us the idea (which we ought never to have. con-
ceived of) of stopping to make tea near a place where water
had been brought through a rustic wooden aqueduct for the
villagers.

A little snow had fallen during the mght. I collected what
twigs and dry cow dung I could find around the spot, while
Yongden began to light the fire. The water was very long in
boiling, my companion very slow in eating and drinking, and,
as a result, a number of villagers—first two or three, then a
dozen, and finally perhaps twice that number—gathered round
us. A good woman, seeing how little wood I was able to pick
up on the road, brought me some from her house. All would
have gone smoothly had Yongden only spoken the tenth part
of the “winged words” by means of which, like the divine
Ulysses, he had delighted and bewitched the natives of Ke on
the previous day. But an image could not have been more
silent than the orator of yesterday. He did not utter a word
or make a gesture. He only ate and drank and drank and ate
alternately and endlessly. People looked at us. with deep
astonishment. Thibetans are a talkative lot, and Yongden’s
attitude upset all their notions concerning arjopas. )

“Who are these people!” asked a woman, doubtless in the
hope that we would answer the question. But the lama pre-
served the same stern silence.

What a pity! In my carefully devised secret code of for-
mule for all emergencies I had not provided for the order,
“Talk!” And now I was powerless, drinking my tea humbly
behind the lama, who was seated on an old sack I had spread
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for him. I thought it prudent to accentuate my respect and
to serve Yongden in all ways to avoid any suspicion about my
personality. Alas! that, too, nearly turned to my loss. _

I had taken away the empty kettle, at present used as a
teapot, and proceeded to wash it, but the contact of the water
with my hands had the natural result of cleaning them, and
with that beginning of cleanliness appeared the whiteness of
'my skin. I had not noticed this, so distressed was I by the
strange danger-fraught behaviour of Yongden, when a woman,
in a low voice, said to another near her:

“Her hands are like those of philings!” -

Had she ever seen foreigners? That was doubtful, unless
she had been at Bhatang, or elsewhere i