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EDITOR'S PREFACE

—O———

THE origin of this book can be explained in very
few words. The publication of James Gilmour of
Mongolia in May 1892 deepened in many quarters
where that heroic missionary was well known, and
aroused in many where he had not hitherto been
known, admiration for his consecrated and self-
denying life and work. Among the large mass of
manuscript material placed at the disposal of his
biographer were long diaries, and papers printed
and unprinted, of which but scanty use could be
made in the record of his life. Many of these are
much too good to be lost. They deal with a people,
and with conditions of life and thought, far removed

from the beaten Western tracks. The Mongol will
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never have a truer friend than James Gilmour, and
he will never be studied by keener, kindlier, or more
sympathetic eyes. The friend of missionary effort,
the lover of travel and adventure, the student of
human nature, and even the scientific ethnologist,
may all find in this volume mattérs of special
interest and suggestiveness.

The first four chapters—that is, the larger half of
the volume—have never appeared in print before.
Chapters II. and III are taken almost verbatim from
the full diaries James Gilmour kept during those
extraordinary experiences. They give in the full,
day by day detail, the varying incidents of that
curious life. They necessarily traverse some of the
same ground covered by Among the Mongols, but it
is believed that the reader familiar with that book
will be fully compensated for this by being enabled
more com.pletely to realise the courage and endurance
there displayed. A few short extracts in these two
chapters will be recognised as familiar by readers of his
life. Chapters V. to XI. inclusive consist of papers
contributed from time to time by him to the Clinese

Recorder, and, so far as we know, never reprinted.
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Chapter XII. exhibits some of the most characteristic
qualities of the man. Into it have been collected a
number of published and unpublished extracts, all
illustrating the way in which he constantly sought to
use the daily incidents of life for purposes of spiritual
growth, and how he constantly strove to arouse in
the hearts of his fellows—Mongol, Chinese, and
European—a faith and a love and a zeal for Jesus
Christ akin to those which so completely ruled his
own.

During his missionary life of twenty-one years
James Gilmour was a power for good over multitudes
of men and women ; there are many proofs that the -
story of his life has been useful in stimulating others
to carry on a like blessed work ; and this book is
sent forth with the hope and the prayer that it may,
 in James Gilmour’s own words, help the reader ‘to
be able to rejoice always, even in tribulation, and to
be the channel of streams of the water of life for

the salvation of others.’
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CHAPTER I

ONE DAY IN MONGOLIA

VERY early in the morning of March 27, 1873, while
it was yet quite dark, some one called from outside the
door of the tent. One of the two lamas who slept in
the tent with me explained how the door was fastened ;
a few seconds more and some one entered the tent
and called e : it was time to get up. I recognised
the voice of my hostess, and asked, ¢ Has the dawn
appeared?’ ¢ No,’ she replied; ‘shall I light the fire?’
‘No,’ said I, groping about till I found a small butter
lamp which had lighted us to bed the night before,
¢ light this, and that will do.’

By the time when she returned with the little
butter lamp carefully sheltered between her hands, I
had performed the first part of my dressing, and soon
was ready to follow her to her tent. As we departed
the two lamas asked us to fix up the tent-door again,
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which we did, and left them to their slumbers. In the
tent of my hostess I found a blazing fire and hot tea;
the kind woman had been up long before, and had
everything ready for me.

As I drank the reviving tea she gave me a message
to convey to her mother, to whom I was going, adding
that she had sent the same message long ago, but had
never heard whether her mother received it or not. In
England a sheet of paper and a penny stamp would
have taken the message in a few hours, the distance
being only twenty-five miles ; but in Mongolia, except
by express messengers, intercommunication is difficult,
and is carried on mostly by verbal messages conveyed
by chance travellers. This is one of the reasons why
travellers are so welcome in the tents of the Mongols.
A traveller is in some sense a newspaper and a post-
man.

After she had warmed me well with her bright
fire and her warm tea, my hostess went out, brought
my camel, made it kneel before the tent-door in the
light of the fire, and assisted me to load and arrange
my burden. When this was all finished we again
entered the tent; I had a final cup, then led off my
camel into the darkness, while. my hostess kept the
pack of savage dogs in check. As I left the tent a
very faint streak of light was visible on the horizon,
and I could not help contrasting this Mongolian
kindness with that of some who consider themselves
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more civilised. Some hosts try to manifest their
hospitality by detaining their guests as long as pos-
sible ; this kind woman treated me with the truest
hospitality, not only by paying every possible atten-
tion to my comfort, but also by complying with my
request to call me early enough to enable me to start
with the first streak of dawn. In this way she ex-
tended to me the most refined and enlightened hos-
pitality.  Altogether, she was rather a superior spe-
cimen of Mongol women. Among other things she
had the virtue of being industrious, and while I was
drinking my tea, and talking with her, she was
making thread from hamstrings of cattle. The muscle
is buried, then taken up and pounded, after that it
separates in fibres, and makes good strong thread for
sewing shoes and other leather articles.

Many of the women are less industrious, and it
not unfrequently happens that when a husband dis-
covers he has been married to a wife who will not
or cannot sew, he sends her back to her parents.
The pretexts on which a wife may be divorced are
many. I heard of one who was ‘sent back’ because
she could not bring up her children, and of another
who was returned because she had a bad cough.
The number of these returned ones is not few, and
after their divorce they may be distinguished from
unmarried girls by having head ornaments, which
they continue to wear ; from married women by the
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handkerchief with which they cover their ornaments,
in token of their disgrace.

My hostess herself was the second wife of a man
who had sent back his first wife for some fault or
other, and one of her brothers had divorced his wife
also. The frequency of these divorces is partly to be
accounted for by the manner in which matches are
made. Not only are the young people not consulted,
but sometimes the parents even have but little say in
the matter. No marriage is valid without the sanc-
tion of the chief. Sometimes the would-be husband’s
friends get the chief to sanction a union; the chief
communicates his pleasure to the young woman’s
friends, who, unless wealthy and powerful, dare not
disobey, and the thing is settled.

One morning a horseman rode into Kalgan with
a message to the effect that the chief had arranged
for my teacher’s daughter’s marriage. My teacher,
though taken by surprise, did not seem at all
astonished, but asked a fortnight’s leave to super-
intend the feasting, brought a few necessary things,
mounted the saddled horse that had been sent for
him, rode up into Mongolia, sent off his daughter,
and in two weeks returned to his work, seemingly
perfectly satisfied. The young lady thus summarily
disposed of was no other than my kind hostess,
who held back the dogs as I left her tent in the
darkness of the early dawn.
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A short march brought us, the camel and me, to
the great road. A year and a half before I had
passed through this district in the night, and it was
curious to see what different aspects the landscape
presented in the morning light as compared with the
impressions I had got of it in the dark. Then, all
was vague, uncertain, and gloomy; now, things
began to be seen distinctly, and looked bright and
hopeful in the morning light. By-and-by, the joy of
the scene was crowned by the appearance of the great
sun, verifying the saying of a Mongol, who after a
dark travel, as the glowing disc lifted itself above the
horizon, hitched himself round in his saddle and ex-
claimed, ‘ Glad is the sun to the wayfaring man.’

The scene was now beautiful. The plain, sloping
gently upwards, stretched away to the west, dotted
here and there with clusters of tents, from around
which came the bleating of sheep and the lowing of
oxen. Away to the right was a man driving some
horses, to water them at a well ; to the left the argol
gatherers had come forth to their day’s work, attended
by their ox cart. Straight before stood a large drove
of horses, satiated with the abundant grass. Idly
they stood, bathing themselves in the sunlight, and
rolling themselves on the sand. In the midst of this
drove I met a lama, richly dressed and mounted on a
fine steed. On hearing where I was going, he told me
of a nearer road ; then, saying that he came from
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Wu Tai, that he had been to Russia (he took me for
a Russian), and that he was on a business journey,
he wheeled his horse, turned his round and cleanly
shaven head, and rode off, with his massive silver
ornaments glancing in the sun.

The lama system of Mongolia necessitates the
existence of such men. It is true that most of the
temples are endowed ; in addition to this they re-
ceive the offerings of the pious pilgrims and the gifts
of the sick, but this is not sufficient, and special begging
agents are from time to time sent out to exhort the
faithful to make additional offerings. These begging
agents are for the most part capable business men ;
they receive the offerings mostly in cattle, horses, &c.,
which they drive off and sell, and in this way the
final sum realised on a begging expedition depends
to a great extent on the ability and address of the
agent. Frequently large sums are collected, but
accidents sometimes happen. In Peking I made the
acquaintance of a lama who had gone out from Wu
T’ai on a begging excursion, and in a few months
collected a valuable drove of horses and some oxen.
These he was driving southwards to the Chinese
market, and had almost reached the frontier of Mon-
golia, when a Mongol, more covetous than pious,
seized his horses and cattle, swore that thieves had
stolen them, and hinted to the lama that he had
better be gone. The lama went to the magistrate
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and complained ; the case came up for trial, the
defendant’s influence and money carried the day, and
the unfortunate lama was thrown into prison, where
he remained a year. After a time a new trial was
’ arranged to come off, the former verdict was reversed,
the lama was acquitted, and his oppressor commanded
to make restitution of a certain part of the property
which was clearly proved to have been appropriated
by him. Still the lama was not satisfied, and, when I
knew him, was hanging about the Yamens in Peking,
hoping to be able to institute proceedings that would
lead to the restitution of the lost property in full.
As he had neither influence to secure the ear of the
great men, nor money to buy over the underlings, his
chance of success seemed small, and his case alto-
gether miserable, as without the money he could not
show his face in Wu T’ai. In token of the wrong he
had suffered, he had not shaved his head for a year
and a half; his hair was long and gathered up in a
knot behind, his purse was empty, his dress was poor,
his expedition had failed, and left him an oppressed
outcast, an object of pity.

Hoping that the lama I had just met might be
more happy in his expedition, I followed his direc-
tions, and soon percecived a feature of the landscape
with which I was familiar. This was what the
Mongols call the ‘ Bad Wall, originally an earth wall,
now reduced to the height of three or four feet, but

1 B
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quite visible, and extending over the plain like a
gentle wave. The Great Wall the Mongols call the
¢ White Wall,’ distinguishing the part of it they are
accustomed to sce at Kalgan as the ¢ Kalgan Wall.’
Soon after passing the Bad Wall, I thought I
recognised some of the hills as old friends, and left
the road to take a short cut to my destination. From
the top of a low hill I saw my mistake, and found
myself in a strange country, with only a faint path to
guide me, and the tents—if such they were—at great
distances, and everything so distorted by the mirage
that it was impossible to discern anything distinctly.
There was nothing for it but to return to the path I
had left, and follow that patiently. This I followed
for a long time, which seemed much longer than it
really was, and at last came upon a cluster of tents.
Here, as usual, I was well received and regaled
with tea, but treated with a little too much familiarity
by a young pert lama boy, who presumed on having
been introduced to me in Peking, and set about
emptying my pockets without the least regard to my
wishes. When I asked him to point out my way, he
said he did not know the locality, though it was his
native place, adding that if I would give him money
he would put me all right. Another man to whom I
applied informed me that there was no road, but
that if I would give him silver money he would tell
me how to go. This mean conduct, so unlike the
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true Mongol frankness, made me anxious to leave the
place at once. A poor boy, who seemed ashamed of
the other two, pointed out the direction I should
follow, and 1 started again, wondering at the
churlishness of the men who, unless I gave them
money, refused to point out my way, and denied
me the use of their bucket to draw water from the
well for my camel. Such Mongols I have seldom
seen, and hope never to see again.

A little way on I found a shepherd tending his
sheep in Mongol fashion on horseback. On his back
he had a large felt bag, in which he deposited newly
dropped lambs. He seemed better-hearted than his
neighbours, pointed out my way, and with his lambs
at his back rode off, driving his sheep to better
pasture. This matter of sheep-tending well illustrates
the difference between Mongols and Chinamen.
Mongols always watch their flock on horseback ;
Chinamen never. The Chinaman goes on foot, and
thus does the same amount of work equally well, if
not better, at less expense. The reason why, in this
particular case, the Chinaman can do without the
horse necessary to the Mongo! is that the China-
man’s shoes are light, and enable him to walk easily ;
his garments also are handy, and when he becomes
too hot he can throw off his outer jacket. The
Mongol’s boots are huge, ill-fitting, clumsy, and

ill-adapted for walking. In them he feels as if his
B2
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feet were thrust down into a mitigated pair of
movable stocks. He has only one coat, warm
enough to keep out the cold, but too heavy and
cumbersome to move about in, and so for locomotion
he has to trust his horse. Where Mongols and
Chinamen come into competition, the Mongol finds
himself at a great disadvantage. For almost every-
thing, except mutton and milk, the Mongols are
dependent on Chinamen. Chinamen, able to make
a living where a Mongol would starve, have
encroached much on Mongolia already, are encroach-
ing still, and where they will stop it is impossible
to guess.

One reason why I was anxious to leave the tent
of the mercenary people was that, when I unbuttoned
my greatcoat, I found my head, neck, and cravat
swarming with a species of animal resembling a bed
bug. An enormous number of them seemed to have
fixed themselves upon me ; even the Mongols were
amazed, and began to pick them off. I felt very
uneasy at being so infested with vermin as to shock
Mongols even, and left as soon as I could. After
passing the mounted shepherd I turned my attention
to the animals, and dismissed about two score of
them, trying to convince myself that they came from
the camel I was riding. Some time afterwards I had
occasion to dismount and walk, and in a few minutes
found about a dozen of the animals crawling up my
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trousers. This seemed more unaccountable still, but
the secret soon came out: they were in the grass.
The Mongols call these animals skeeljie. They are a
sort of tick, and appear only in spring. They usually
select a tall spear of grass, climb to the top, turn their
heads downwards, hold on by four legs, throw out the
remaining four, and wait till some animal chances to
come that way. As the victim approaches, they
throw out another pair of legs, hang to the grass by
the remaining pair, and if the animal brushes their
perch, they instantly catch the hair, let go their
former hold, and are now launched in life.

The first thing they seem to do is to climb to the
highest point of the animal, then prowl about till they
find a convenient spot to insert their thirsty fangs
into the juicy skin ; that done, their fortune is made.
A few days afterwards they appear transformed into
whitish-looking bags of blood, oval in shape, and
almost as thick as a man’s finger. When completely
filled they let go the skin, but maintain a precarious
footing by holding on to the hair or mane. Even-
tually they drop off. The number of these animals
is enormous. I have counted as many as eight or
nine on a single blade of grass, and two days of my
present journey lay through pastures simply loaded
with them. In almost every tent there was set a
bowl or pot of water, for the reception of such as the
inhabitants caught upon their persons. In one tent,
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where no water was prepared, I took to throwing
them into the fire. This caused a sensation of horror
among the pious Buddhist women, who could not
stand the sight of such wholesale murder before their
very eyes.

To throw the creatures on the ground was useless,
as they travel quickly, and seeing me hesitate, and
still inclined to throw them into the flames, one
of the women solved the difficulty to the seeming
satisfaction of the household, by forcing some hot
ashes out of the fire and telling me to throw the
animals there, where they perished by a slower and
more painful death. On another occasion I asked a
woman how it was less of a crime to drown an animal
than to burn it. She explained that a s/ee/jze thrown
into the fire died ; thrown into the water it only suffered
suspension of animation, and as soon as thrown out it
recovered, scrambled off, and perched itself once more
on the grass to try another venture in life. When I
doubted the power of the skeelsze to live under water,
they brought me the bowl, tilted it up a little, and sure
enough a whole crowd of them, that seemed to all
appearance dead, began to move their legs and stir
themselves generally, as if they thought their second
chance had come.

That morning, while picking the skeeljie off my
clothes, I almost lost my way, but, remembering I had
to pass a hill with a cairn on it, I made for that. At
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first the hill did not seem very far distant, but after
a good deal of travelling it did not seem much nearer,
the mirage, as before, making all attempts at guessing.
distance useless. After a long and weary march
through this pathless plain, at last there appeared a
man on an ox cart with two oxen travelling at quite
arapid pace. His course and mine slowly converged,
and at last we met. He had on his cart two bags of
grain, and was going off to plough and sow. There
are patches of land cultivated by the Mongols, but
the cultivation is done in such a careless and lazy
way that little comes of it.

This man pointed out my route afresh, but seemed
rather dubious as to the possibility of my reaching
my destination that day. This was strange, as I had
been assured overnight that I could get to my journey’s
end almost by noon. The last words of the man were,
like the postscript of a lady’s letter, the most impor-
tant. After we had parted, he turned round, and point-
ing over the plain shouted, ¢ There are two tents there,
the people there will be able to put you on the right
road.’ I travelled in the direction indicated, and after
some time the tents hove in sight. Not far from them
were about a dozen men and women gathering argols,
but they evidently had no connection with the tents.

As I came up to the tents I could see the women
running about in a state of alarm, and, in answer to
my call to ‘check the dogs,’ two men, a lama and a
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layman, issued from one of the tents. The women
mustered courage enough to follow the men, and
there the whole population of the place stood before
me. There was something suspicious and unsatis-
factory about the look of the place and the people.
The lama rejoiced in no clothing except a pair of
skin trousers, the layman was busy throwing a coat
about his naked shoulders, the women looked more
untidy than even Mongol women usually do, there
seemed to be no children about the place; the tents, too,
looked disreputable, and their surroundings were un-
satisfactory. The conversation that ensued was also
discouraging. I could not finish my journey that day,
it was not to be thought of, even. There was no road,
and there were no tents on the route.

On hearing that I came from Peking the layman
concluded that I was a Russian. I said I was not a
Russian, but a Britisher. Some more talk took place,
and the layman remarked to the other that I was Mo
Orus. Now the colloquial Mo may be a contraction
for either of two words, Mago, ‘bad, or Moun, ‘indeed,
and, judging from other things, I concluded he meant
by his remark that I was of these ‘ wicked Russians’!
This was not reassuring, and I felt inclined to go, but
I had had quite enough of desolate plain and unin-
habited land for one day already, even without running

the risk of camping out among the wolves for the
night.
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Just a few days before I had heard of a large
number of sheep being killed in a single night by a
fierce pack of wolves ; might they not come in numbers
enough to devour a single man and a single camel ?
These considerations, then, urged me to put up for the
night where I was. On the other hand, I remembered
the saying of a man who had travelled in Mongolia,
that to go about as I intended to do, and was then
doing, would be dangerous. I remembered also the
case of a Russian who went alone, was found dead,
and whose death remains a mystery to this day,
though every possible means were used to elicit the
truth.

But there was another consideration, and this
decided my course. All along the road Mongols who
saluted me asked if I travelled alone and had no
revolver. I answered that I did travel alone, and had
no firearms. When they expressed astonishment I
hastened to tell them that the God I preached went
with me, protected me, and was ever so much better
than the best revolver. Beginning from this, I usually
went on and gave them a rapid statement of the
main points of our religion. They usually listened,
and expressed astonished assent. Now, then, there
seemed to have arisen an occasion when the excel-
lence of my God as a protector would be put to the
test, and was I not to trust Him? Was all my
talking to have no fruit in action? When this
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thought crossed my mind I at once decided, and said
to the layman, ¢ If you’ll have me, I'll put up with
you for the night.” ‘Have you! Certainly we'll have
you, said the layman. I moved my camel a few
steps nearer the tent, made him kneel down, dis-
mounted, and entered.

The inside of the tent looked more unsatisfactory
than the outside even, a prominent part of the
furniture being three well-appointed Mongol guns,
apparently ready for action. As I had hardly ever
seen a gun before in any one of the many Mongol
tents I had entered, I could not help thinking the
presence of #iree guns in one tent strange. Almost
as soon as we entered, the layman reduced his dress
to the skin trousers and nothing else, said hurriedly,
‘Drink tea; I'm busy,’ and turned his attention to a
pot, in which he began rubbing some black powdery
substance with a smoo’gh stone. On asking him what
he was about, he said, ¢ Making gunpowder,’ and sure
enough there he was close by the fire grinding away
at it. I thought it dangerous, but said nothing. In
a few minutes, however, one of the women remon-
strated, and the grinding-pot—the primitive powder-
mill—was shifted a little back. After the grinding
was finished, it was again damped, passed through
the holes in a perforated piece of tin, and set out in
the pot to dry in the sun. In a little while it was
pronounced dry, and the impatient manufacturer
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proceeded to test its quality. A little was placed
on a piece of wood, and then touched with the
red ember of a grass stalk; but no response. At
length, after repeated attempts, the powder took fire,
and blazed rather than exploded. It now appeared
that our alarm and dread of an explosion were quite
uncalled for; the article was so poor that even if it
had ignited it would have burnt itself harmlessly
away. The manufacturer was nothing daunted, but
remarking that it was still damp, put it into-a little
cloth bag, and hung it from the roof of the tent.

Now was my opportunity. The layman seemed
inclined to rest, and handed over the pot to his wife
to clean. She took a scraper, and always as she
scraped off a little heap of black dust, applied a red
grass stalk to it, and caused a tiny explosion. I
began by asking my host if he could read. He said
he could not. I remarked I could, and offered to
rcad him a part of the Mongolian catechism. He
seemed quite pleased with the idea, so I read, and
explained as I went on.

The lama, who was sitting beyond my host the
layman, stretched over towards me and listened;
ever and again assenting vigorously to many of
the doctrines propounded. At length the layman,
laughing, and in a tone of good companionship,
said to the lama, ‘I suppose you know all about it?’
The lama seemed not at all abashed, and when I
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came to read the commandment, ‘Thou shalt not
steal,’ with his open hand gave his companion a great
slap on his bare back, and looked at him as if he
meant, ‘ That’s into you’ From this I verily thought
my worst suspicions confirmed, and was afraid that
I had got into a den of thieves. After some more
reading and conversation, the lama took to proposing
doctrinal questions, simple enough in themselves, but
in his opinion very difficult. The answers were easy
enough, but seemed very wise to the lama, who after
a while subsided into laughing good humour,remarking
that ‘It was impossible to talk with this man, who
always struck the nail on the head ; he would kill a
fellow.” During the reading and conversation I was
much pleased with the attention of the women
throughout, and especially with the manner in which
they regarded and repeated the prayer which I
always teach the Mongols is the central part of
Christianity : ‘O Jesus, save my soul.’

After this spell at things sacred, the layman
bestirred himself, and attended to things secular.
He took down one of the three guns, dismantled it,
and set about cleaning it. The gun used by the
Mongols is very long in the barrel and small in the
bore. The stock runs along the whole length of the
barrel, and near the muzzle is a two-legged rest
attached, that the marksman—who generally lies
full length on the ground—may take the surer aim.
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After unfastening the barrel, our host drew a strand
of camel’s hair through a hole in the end of the
ramrod and washed out the gun; then drew another
strand through the same hole and dried it out nicely.
The proper fixing up of the barrel again, and the
arranging of the rude matchlock, proved a matter of
more difficulty, and before it was finished the lama
dressed, caught his horses, and departed.

He was a fair specimen of a young and not over-
religious lama. He was a great laugher, and evidently
a great chum of the black man, our host. These two
men illustrated well the difference I have often noticed
between the lama and the layman. The lama, how-
ever old he may be, is an overgrown boy, frivolous,
giddy, and up to tricks. The black man, as the
Mongols call the layman, is sedate, sober, and grave,
a matured man, in fact. The lama seems unsteady
from lacking the cares of a family to ballast him, and
though he is for the most part more lively than the
black. man, yet the black man’s gravity makes
pleasanter companionship than the lama’s mirth. The
manifest unaccomplished manhood of the majority
of Mongol lamas is a very serious argument against
celibacy.

The lama had hardly gone when another visitor
appeared, a young man, a black man, much weather-
beaten and brown with exposure to the sun. He was
received by his brother-in-law with a hearty welcome,
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and had to test the newly made powder, and the old
powder also, to see which was the better. The old
was decidedly so, and the repecated testings to
which the new powder was subjected, in the hope
that it might do better, consumed a large percentage
of its whole bulk.

I said our host was a sedate and sober man : his
sedateness was soon put to the test. His old mother
entered his tent, and began to talk excitedly and in
a loud tone of voice. The son, hearing that it was
all about some row over some few argols, said quietly
that he would listen to no such matters, and went on
fixing his guns. She, nothing daunted, rattled away
at a great rate, while her son, beyond now and then
uttering an expression of gentle impatience, paid no
attention to her words. When she had finished, he
asked her some good-natured question about some-
thing, and the old woman soon arose to depart, having
experienced evident relief from the expression of her
feclings. From the young man’s conduct I judged
that he was a wise and good son, and shortly after I
found that the mother was of the same opinion
exactly. She came in, took a secat beside me, and
confided to me the whole family circumstances. She
and her husband were not rich, but they were in no
danger of poverty. They had not large herds, but
enough to let them live well and comfortably. They
had a son and a daughter. The daughter was at
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service, the son was my host, a first-class man, accord-
ing to her account—a man who owned good guns
and killed deer; a man who was in Government
employ, and the sole heir to his father’s good name
and property. In short, the young man exhibited
all the virtues of his sire, and was even superior to
him in that he did not drink whisky.

Afterwards she gave me an account of her journcy
the year before to Peking, the places she put up in,
and the temples where she worshipped. This was
my opportunity, and I told her how our religion does
not require us to go on long pilgrimages to pray, that
wherever we are we are equally near to God, and
that prayer is just as acceptable in one place as in
another.

When our religious conversation ended, I bor-
rowed a knife and a basin, and gave out mutton and
flour for dinner. All were pleased and helpful, and
when I confessed that I was not much of a cook, the
old mother said her son was a great hand at making
dinner. The son, with the greatest good humour,
washed his hands and took the dinner in hand. He
proved himself quite worthy of the praise his mother
had bestowed on him, and quickly set my dinner
steaming before me. I set to work, and his mother,
who meantime had gone out, returned, and, at her
son’s request, took the seat of highest honour in the
tent. I wanted her to share my dinner, and after
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some pressing she consented to cat a little. Over our
dinner we became faster friends, and much more
confidential, and in the conversation that ensued I
had several opportunities of introducing Christian
topics and doctrine.

At eventide I went out to the plain to meditate,
and, when the sun had fairly sct,led home my camel
and fastened him up for the night. On entering the
tent I found my host’s father had come home ; the
usual salutations took place, and then he began to
ask about the object of my journey. I introduced
him to my books and tracts, and as he did not read
took the opportunity to explain them to him, telling
him specially about Christ and His salvation. The
weather-beaten tough old man listened well and
respectfully, and, as he was about to leave, I asked
him about to-morrow’s road. Taking his pipe from
his mouth, and suiting the action to the word, he
drew lines confusedly through each other on the same
spot of the floor-felt, saying, ‘When you leave here
go on till you come to a stone fold, from that go to
the well, then don’t go the road that runs so, but
follow the road that runs so; then you’ll come to a
great road that runs so, cut it through so, and go on
so till you come to another stone fold with a three-
mouthed well, then don’t take the road that runs so
but take the road that runs so; after that you will
come to a great road that runs so, follow it a little,
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then cut it through so, then pass the white cairn so
and you- are near your destination’ Having thus
given me the ‘marks of the road,” he departed to go
to his own tent, and left my head turning in a maze
of three-mouthed wells, great roads, cross roads, and
stone folds.

We now supposed we were alone for the night,
and our host—whom his mother has described as
such an excellent teetotaler— produced a jar of whisky
and a pewter feeding-bottle. The feeding-bottle is
the same in principle as the infants’ feeding-bottle,
only the article used by the Mongols has no glass or
indiarubber about it. It is made of pewter, and in
common use in Mongolia.

As the bottle was about to be filled, a step was
heard approaching. The teetotal reputation was in
danger, and jar and bottle quickly disappeared into
a small cupboard. The visitor was a woman ; she
must have smelt the spirit, but was too wise to say
anything, or probably she was in the secret. After
she departed the hidden articles reappeared, and the
feeding-bottle was so frequently sucked that twice it
was emptied before it was finally put away in the
cupboard, where were kept the official cap, the silk
coat, and the silver ornamented belt.

Even the remote and sparse population of
Mongolia escape not the curse of drink, and melan-
choly wrecks of health and fortune have no effect

C
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in restraining young men from joining the already
too numerous band of drinkers. Here was a young
man choosing destruction, with his eyes open to the
evil and danger of his course. About a month before,
a few miles away a young man of about thirty-three
paid his father a visit, mounted his horse to ride
home, and when next seen he was lying dead with
the blood oozing from his ears and mouth. This
young man was one of my special friends, and the
first-born and right hand of his aged father. ‘How
came he to fall from his horse?’ 1 asked again and
again of those who knew him. ‘Don’t know,” was
all the answer I could get for a time, but at last the
truth came out. He had been drinking, and the
drink slew him within half a mile of his father’s tent.
The evil of drink is admitted by all, but custom,
the good ally of the devil, requires the mistress of the
house to set it before her visitors. I, as a teetotaler,
always refuse it, and speak of its evil, and in most
cases even those who offer it agree heartily with what
I say, and add with emphasis, * Drink is indeed evil.’
The desolation, poverty, misery, sin, and death caused
by drink in Mongolia are as great as elsewhere, and its
fatal fascination seems even stronger than elsewhere.
With many Mongols the only limit to drinking seems
to be the bottom of the jar. Poverty and inability
to procure drink keep many a man sober for weeks,
who in other circumstances would soon kill himself,
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The main predisposing causes to drink I conceive
to be extreme sameness of diet, and inability, from
ignorance and want of books, to lexperience intel-
lectual pleasures. Humanly speaking, schoolmasters
and cooks might do much for Mongolia. My host,
dt is true, kept well inside the bounds of moderation,
but it was sad to see this rather superior young man,
with a good start in life and rising prospects, acquir-
ing a habit which blights more prospects and ruins
more men than all the droughts and snowstorms
which scatter white bones to bleach on the wide plains
of Mongolia. _

After dark our host happened to step outside the
tent, and instantly we heard a loud A 07, an exclama-
tion of surprise. We all rushed out and, lo, the
whole castern horizon seemed inablaze. *There is a
great fire,’ said the Mongols, and, true enough, a great
fire had broken out. The day before I had noticed
distant clouds of smoke ascending to the sky; that
day I had passed within perhaps ten miles of smoking
hills, but it was only when the lurid flame glared red
in the darkness that the extent of the conflagration
could be seen. From our point of view the fire
seemed to extend in one unbroken line for many
miles. Along one half of the line of fire only a red
glare could be seen, as some higher ground cut off
our view, but along the whole length of the other half

the living flame leaped up in some places to a seeming
c2
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height of about six feet. It was truly a fearful sight.
Even my camel was alarmed, and had shifted his
position so that he could lie down watching it.

The Mongols speculated excitedly as to the
locality of the fire, and then raised the all-important
question, ‘ How does the wind blow?’ One of the
number threw a handful of ashes in the air, and all
felt relieved as the dust was seen to float slowly from
the tent towards the fire. A good deal of rapid talk-
ing followed, all of which I could not make out, but
the drift of the conversation seemed to be that the
father judged the fire to have originated at the cul-
tivated land, and the son accounted for its doubling
back towards them by the fact that a rash neighbour
had been foolish enough to kill a goat. One of the
women asked an important question, ¢ Has it crossed
the great road?’ Sometimes, when the dry grass
catches fire, nothing but a great road will stop it.
Sometimes it is said that these fires rush along so
fiercely that even the tents cannot be protected from
them, but in our case the only question was the loss
of the pasture. If the wind had turned and blown
towards us, the whole plain might have been left black
and bare, and the inhabitants compelled to seek other
pasture. The cattle, during the winter, had rendered
the tents safe by cropping all the grass close away, and
as there was still a great road between the fire and us,
we said our prayers and prepared for bed.
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The sight of the fire, I think, rendered the Mongols
more fervent in their devotions, reminding them how
utterly helpless they were in the presence of such a
phenomenon, and how completely, in such circum-
stances, they were dependent upon a Higher Power
who ruled the winds. The husband counted his beads
and mumbled his charms; the wife asked him to
remove the loaded gun which he had placed near the
altar, and then went through a long series of prostra-
tions, accompanied by muttered prayers. Though
they were more devout than usual, they looked about
and made remarks in a manner which proved that, as
usual, their worship was that of the body and the lip
only, extra fervency of devotion being manifested in
the increased quantity, not in the quality, of the
worship.

Finally we all lay down to sleep, the Mongols to
dream of the wild fire, and I thankful that I had
been detained in this tent, in which I had so many
opportunities of instructing this family in the things
of Christ.

After a good night’s rest, broken occasionally by
confused visions of fire, great roads, cross roads, stone
folds, and three-mouthed wells, daylight began to
peep into our tent, and warned us that the night was
past. In the morning no trace of the fire was visible
anywhere necar ; what in darkness had seemed near
was indeed miles and miles away.
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After drinking tea my host pointed out my way
so clearly that, though a little intricate, I threaded it
out without much difficulty. I never saw him again,
but I retained the most lively sense of his kind-
ness, and feel sure that he called me not ¢ A wicked
Russian,” but a ¢ Russian indeed.’
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CHAPTER 1II

THE FIRST JOURNEY ACROSS THE DESERT
OF GOBI

IN May 1870, James Gilmour reached Peking, and
became attached to the London Mission in that city.
He had been there only a little over a month when
the massacre of Roman Catholics at Tientsin took
place. It was in keeping with the character of the
man, that at a time of difficulty and danger, when
the air was full of rumours, and when many of the
most experienced missionaries were anxiously con-
sulting how to secure personal safety for themselves
and their friends, his chief concern was how to get
the work done for which he had been sent. He
finally resolved to get that work done by doing it ;
and so, ignorant of the language, an absolute stranger
to the country, taking his life in his hand, with
childlike trust in the loving care of the God to
whose service he had fully consecrated himself, he
left Peking and went forth to attempt to conquer
.Mongolia for Christ. Missionary annals of the nine-
teenth. century abound in heroic and self-denying
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deeds, but even they can furnish no finer example
of whole-hearted devotion to work.

It was also characteristic of James Gilmour to
keep a full record of his daily experiences, and of
his spiritual state from time to time. His diary of
those early and lonely days and years of Mongolian
life is unique. This generation will never again see
through eyes so keen and so sympathetic Mongol life
and character in all its freshness. Hence it has been
thought advisable to put on permanent record, in an
easily accessible form, his own story of his hopes and
fears, his wearying journeys, his strenuous toil in
acquiring the language, his willingness to share all
the hardships of winter life in a Mongol tent, if by so
doing he could master their hard speech, and finally
obtain an entrance into their still harder hearts.

As this experience will probably never be repeated
by any European who can, or who will, so record its
varying daily incidents, the diary is printed exactly
as James Gilmour wrote it, with the sole exception
that passages dealing with purely temporal and
passing details have been omitted. The only other
departures from the text of the manuscript are few
and trifling, and have been made solely to render the
writer’s meaning more intelligible to the general
reader, The extracts begin with the entry for the
day on which he left Peking for Kalgan, en 7zoute for
Urga and Kiachta. While perusing them the reader
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will remember that no thought of publication entered
the writer's mind. It is hoped that most will feel
that to be thus enabled to live day by day with the
writer in the midst of his novel scenes and experi-
ences compensates for lack of literary and narrative
finish.

Friday, August 5, 1870.—Rose early and set
about starting. Chair came at breakfast time,
and after inspecting it set about getting away in
earnest. When we were about to start, it was found
that the mule for the baggage was only a donkey!
That was sell number one. Started about 10 A.M.
Bad streets ; turned up one to avoid water,and found
ourselves confronted by almost a quarter of a mile of
water, which we had to pass. Got clear of the city
and suburbs, when, as soon as we came to a plain
place and I was looking with admiration on the first
field of Kao Liang! I had ever seen, 1 was conscious
of the stern of the chair descending. I at once
leapt out, and found the rear mule peacefully re-
clining on the ground. We got the creature and
the chair up, when down went the animal again. It
did not repeat the experiment to-day, and I hope
it will not try it to-morrow when we are in a diffi-
cult pass.

People everywhere polite enough, but given to

! A kind of tall wheat or millet,
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staring a good deal. Were joined by two or three
more chairs about 3 o’clock, and it was well that it
was so, for a short time after we came to very bad
roads, so bad that one chair, mule and all, went down
a bank into water, not doing much damage besides
smashing some water melons which seemed to be the
sole occupants of the vehicle. My chair also came
down at the same point, but I was not more nearly
concerned in it than being a spectator. For a great
part of the road this afternoon it may be said that
what is commonly the road is now a stream, a canal,
or a lake, as the case may be. We had frequent cases
of come-down this afternoon, and that was no dis-
grace to the mules—they are good, sure-footed
beasts—but of the roads. Came upon a finely built
bridge of two arches, granite, standing away up
out of the stream, utterly useless, as the stream
has changed its course and found a much lower
level.

The view of the mountains was very good to-day.
At first they were distant, but we came up to them
gradually till we were moving up a semicircle, the
mountains stretching away behind us. Sunset was
grand. One side of the mountains was dark, and
pieces of mist rose up from the bosom hollows. One
piece near the top flowed up into the light of the
setting sun and was tinged to red. Clouds also were
beautiful. Here at Hsi Kuan we are about eighty
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li! from Peking. We are close to the mountains
here and I hope to have more cool weather to-
Morrow. )

Saturday, August 6, 1870.—Awoke about 4.30.
Started about 6 AM. Nan Kou 845 AM. The
passage hither was pleasant, road good, as we are
now on sand and stones; as we came close to the
town here all was large stones and boulders from the
mountains, Kao Liang plots got fewer and fewer.
The mules have a great fashion of going into it and
treading it down on purpose to rub off the flies, The
Kao Liang is from eight to ten feet high, and the
stalk is largely used for fuel. There is rather a small
head on it this year, which is said to be on account of
the excessive wet and heat, but I suspect that it
never has a large head. To-day the rear mule lay
down once.

The sight of the mountains is quite refreshing,
but the temperature has not fallen much as yet.
The mountains came down quite abruptly to the plain.
The outline is good, other peaks looking out from
behind. The structure of the mountains reminds me
much of the appearance of the Red Sea mountains
close to Suez, only here they are not barren as there,
This inn is not a very first-class affair, but it has
good trade, evidently, and plenty of noise, I have
made a good breakfast.

! There are three li to the English mile.
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On leaving Nan Kou I saw my luggage tumbled
right off the back of a donkey. The whole load fell
on the corner of the portmanteau, and caved that in.
Almost the whole day after the luggage was behind
out of sight, and I felt a little anxious about it, as it
contained about 50/ or 60/ of silver. I think I
must shift it to-night into my chair, as it is rather
much to lose. There was in our company to-day a
man travelling with a donkey-load of silver, and I
noticed that said animal was always in front of his
chair. The silver is going up to the Mongols.

We have travelled to-day only about eight hours,
as far as I can make out, interrupted by repecated
reclinations of my rear mule. I am amused to see
how quietly the men take the thing altogether. They
simply set about putting the animal square again,
omitting the usual English preliminary of cursing
and thrashing. Why they don’t thrash the animal I
don’t see. Is a mule incapable of being taught ?

The scenery to-day was grand in the extreme.
Nan Kou is a real mountain pass; the stones and
general roughness are something that makes it next
to a marvel for a mule to get through ; yet we never
came down to-day accidentally, and I must say for
that mule that it has sense enough to choose good
places for resting. There were one or two places
really fearful to look down over out of the swinging
chair. I cannot attempt any description. Hills,
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rocks, passes, water, greenness with little temples
perched here and there, which with the winding group
of travellers added greatly to the picturesque. I
think I am safe in saying, that in all the essentials to
good scenery this pass is not behind anything that I
have seen in Britain or elsewhere. Then there is the
quantity of it. I slept through part of it. The
battlemented walls running up hillsides to the towers
on the top give it a great advantage over similar
scenery at home.

* The pass is strongly fortified in various parts, but
the fortifications, though too strong to crumble to
ruins, betray the dilapidation of neglect. In great
gateways the gate is one half wanting, the other part
immovable. Perhaps the most remarkable thing
was the manner in which a cart was dragged over
the stones. Judging @ priori the thing was impossible,
but it wasdone. The cart must be strong, no European
wheels could stand that. At some places we could
see the marks of cart-wheels worn deep into hard
stones; at other places were elaborate bridges or
raised platforms for passing dangerous parts of the
stream, and altogether there are indications that this
pass was once an object of great attention. There was,
no doubt, a good road once. Now how changed !

Sabbath, August 7, 1870—Started this morning
about 5.30, and set away downwards, but not de-
scending much. There was a vast oblong space in
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front hemmed round with mountains. We were pretty
near, comparatively speaking, to the mountains that
bounded on the west. The elevation of this gently
descending tableland is evidently great, as it is much
cooler here, and the vegetation is very sparse and
poor compared with that met with in the rich plain of
Chili. At 10 A.M. we arrived at Huai Lai Hien,
which is a pretty busy town. About 4.30 P.M. came
to Sha Cheng, which is larger and evidently impor-
tant. Its gates and fortifications are immensely
strong, but in a sad state of disrepair. I do not
know if a single gate can be shut. Mule lay down
once this forenoon, several times in the afternoon. At
the inn, which was very much crowded with pack
cattle, spoke with a Chinese dealer in Mongol goods.
He spoke a little Mongol. Went to bed in chair, 8 P.M.
Awoke 2 AM, cold, did not sleep much after that.
Tried to think over the rightness and wrongness of
Sabbath travelling. I do not think it right. I do not
know but that I am doing wrong in travelling to-day.
Reading at Eclipse of Faith.

Monday, August 8, 1870—This morning we
started and headed steadily for a prominent hill
called Chi Ming, or ¢ Cockcrow.” The country is a
little richer than yesterday, but not much. As we
came towards Chi Ming, we had a better view of this
great plain, though we kept close up to the moun-
tains, It is alluvial sand or mud, without any cohesive
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element ; you just make a break or hole in a stream,
and that goes on ad nfinitum. We were greatly
troubled by these excavations ; they commence some
where away down in the lower levels of the plain
and as the water rushes down from the mountains
they rapidly run up backwards towards the hills.
One of these rapidly travelling excavations that we
fell in with was, say, eleven feet deep and twenty
feet broad, and gave signs of rapidly increasing
in length. The paths are much disturbed on this
account, and though a man may have done the
journey twenty times, he has to look out his way
when he passes for the twenty-first time.

Mule lay down about 8 A.M., and I walked till it
lay down again, about 8.30. I was glad to walk, as
the wind was really cold, coming from these mountains
and heights that face us to the north. Cockcrow Hill
has a large monastery on the top. The altitude of
the hill I do not know. At the foot of the hill lies
the town of the same name. It is not seen till quite
near, and from the outside evinces a state of good
repair. As we came close to it we met a string of
camels, tended by three Mongols in reddish clothing.
The burdens were skins. I counted seventeen loaded
animals, all strung together and led by one man
mounted on a camel. In the rear were other two
men on camels, As we passed the chain broke, and
one of the camels lay down. One Mongol rode
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forward to put things to rights, but as my chair just
then was swinging on the top of a wall with water on
one side, I could not look back to see what ensued.
Outside the city were several large threshing-floors
in full operation. Horses or donkeys trotting round
with a conical stone roller in a frame, and men
throwing up the grain to be winnowed from the chaff.
We are in an inn just outside the city.

10.40 A.M. to 4.45 P.M. Without break from Chi
Ming to Hsiian Hua Fu, sixty li; this the most
startling part of the trip yet passed. From Cockcrow
we pass round an immense basin caused by the river
Yang. This great circular basin has at one time been
an alluvial plain on a much higher level than that to
which the river has now reduced it; at one place we
passed over the old level, which was being fast washed
away. It stood on upright but crumbling bank, some
fifteen or more feet high, and was so much indented
that at places it was dangerous to pass. Further on
we came to a part where all the soil had been washed
down, so that we had to pass along a very imperfect
track on the rock at the foot of the hill. This was
the worst part; so bad was it that the carts took to
the sand of the river in preference. After this we kept
away along the side of the river, in many places close
to it, at others going up very steep rocks, and down
the other side, by what would be called roads nowhere
else but in China. By-and-by we got down again to
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the level plains, and found that here the road was a
canal. We kept along the top of the banks where
possible. I read the Mongol words and phrases in
Edkins’ road map from ‘Peking to Kiachta, and
Eclipse of Faith, till 1 fell asleep. 1 was awakened
by shouting, and looking up, was just in time to see
our chair come into violent collision with a large cart.
No harm was done.

The city was visible in the distance. There were
two camps outside the walls, and lower down, towards
the river, a great display of flags. The city from
the outside—our inn is outside—has a fine appearancc.
Its walls look in good repair, and are rather imposing
on account of their length ; perhaps it looked better on
account of one whole length being seen at once. The
outer part of the town has been grand in fortifications
and walls in its day ; but it has had its day,and these
grand buildings are coming down, manifesting their
greatness in their fall. The fortifications mostly
seem to be giving way, and the wall en masse slides
down a little, and reclines far enough from the
perpendicular to show the good hard lime and fine
workmanship in the centre of it.

Here we are, sixty li from Kalgan. We hope to get
in early to-morrow ; I hope we may find it quiet and
less conspicuous there, i.e. soon get out of it, and
away over the desert on a cheap trip. The Kiachta
Russian has just come in, did not see him to-day

n
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before, but travelled since 10.40 with Walker, who has
gone on to another inn. Travelling together means
seeing one another once or twice in the twenty-four
hours. My luggage, I am happy to say, has'always
before this turned up at the inns ; it has not come in
here yet. It is surely a little venturesome to let two
boxes, with 50/ or 60/ in silver in them, be out of
sight so long ; but I cannot help it ; the mistake was to
put it in there at first. I tried on Saturday night to get
it taken out, but could not without attracting attention
and arousing suspicion, so it must continue as it is
for another day. God has kept me so far, and given
me deliverances and answers to prayer, and I think
He will not desert me now. The rear mule never
once lay down this afternoon, which I think is also
an answer to prayer, as last night I was earnest about
this matter, anticipating that if things did not mend
we should not get easily to Kalgan. Blessed be God
that He is my refuge and my resort, a present help in
trouble, always near, able for the greatest, and willing
to perform the least, since He counts the hairs of our
head.

This afternoon we met immense droves of sheep
on their way to Peking. Many of them were lame.
They were driven by means of very long whips
with heavy thongs. When occasion seemed to re-
quire it the whip was wielded with both hands, and
must have had telling effect, even through the wool,
which did not seem to be very thick,
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Saw a party of three or four Mongols. Would
that innkeeper would bring my supper, as 1 have
been an hour here! Like Peter, I must seek to
profit by the slowness of the cook.

Tuesday, Awugust 9, 1870.—5.40-9.30: Hsiian
Hua Fu to Lang Chin, thirty li. Do not think quite so
much of what I saw this morning of the Fu city
The walls were not quite so well repaired towards
this part. The wind also had blown the sand up very
badly, which spoiled the effect. The tower at the
corner we passed last was in very bad repair indeed.
Roads were very bad this morning. We had a
narrow escape coming over a quagmire just on comirg
out in the morning ; it was most alarming to see how
the ground trembled and shook under the feet of the
donkey even as it passed before us. More canals
to-day again. The road-makers are river-makers.
Good seamy alluvial plain. Passed over a clump of
porphyry rocks; seem to be rising every day, as I
think the uphills are much more and higher than the
downhills. This a wayside inn. I have no private
room, but have caten in public, and now my mule-
man wants to go on.

Kalgan: arrived here about one o’clock, and found
all things quiet. The Gulicks!had just finished dinner,
but I soon came in for a second edition, which was.

' Mr. and Mrs. Gulick were agents of the American Board of
Foreign Missions, stationed at Kalgan.

P2
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first-class indeed. They have a nice quiet place
here, comfortable as far as I see. It is a regular
Chinese house, with courtyard in centre; they have
a garden there also, luxuriant with Indian corn and
willows, or some such green trees. There is a fine
hill just looking down into the plain. Kalgan is
indeed a fine place for hills. They seem to be all
round, but I hope to climb some day soon and see
more of the scenery.

Went to hunt up thc Russians.! Had to be
carried twice across a stream, which has washed
away the highway to Mongolia,and threatens to wash
down all that is not live rock. Found the two
Kiachta men in Androniefski’s house. They are not
going till telegrams come, which are not due for ten
days, so I suppose I am here for that length of time.
It does not matter much, as all is quiet and no danger
feared Androniefski is a young man, say twenty-
five, was born in Irkutsk, speaks Mongol like a native,
can do Chinese fluently, and makes out a little
English even; he is very lively and kind. He is
going.to get me a cart and put meall right. He says.
Urga is a better place than Kiachta for the study of
Mongol.

Weanesday, August 10, 1870.—Rose about six.
Weather seems almost cold here. Slept under two.

! Some Russians in Kalgan from Kiachta, and about to return ;
with whom Mr. Gilmour hoped to, and finally did, travel,
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blankets, and was right. This morning toes are cold.
If I stop here ten or twenty days I should know more
Mongol, and I can live here cheaper than north, so
that my money would be gathering. Camels, too,
come cheaper a little later on. Praise God for all
His goodness!

6 P.M. To-day at Mongolian, reading the alpha-
bet, getting words from the teacher, and committing
those and others on Edkins’road map. Four Russians
called, and I could speak only Chinese and English.
If I am going north I must learn some Russian, and
that quickly. Thunder came on and broke up our
party before tea was brought.

Thursday, August 11, 1870.—Rose 6.35. Nice
and cool; did Mongolian alphabet, run short of
work, and am now about to write a part of a home
letter. Had Mongol teacher in afternoon, and then
called on Mr. Androniefski; found his court-yard
crowded with things and his house with people that
had just come from Kiachta. They were bound for
Tientsin, but were going to stay with him for the
present. On coming home Mr. Gulick suggested
that they had left Kiachta before the news of the
Tientsin affair arrived, and as they have been forty
days on the road it is very probable.

Kalgan is a very large town, lying alongside of
a stream which threatens to wash everything away
before it. It has hollowed out the mountain gorges
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above Kalgan, and has attacked the suburbs. Away
up the stream the view is bounded: by mountains;
down the stream is a wide plain, also encircled by
mountains ; opposite are mountains with the Great
Wall running over their crests ; behind are mountains,
and on this side the horizon is bounded by a distant
range of mountains, along which the equidistant
towers of the wall can be seen dotting the horizon
away into the dim distance.

Friday, August 12, 1870.—Thought much of a
speedy start last night and this morning ; the Russian
telegrams cannot come before ten days, perhaps not
for more, and when they come they may say, ¢ Don’t
come.” In that case I would be in a fix, and if I can
get away alone I shall go decidedly. Called on
Androniefski, who promised to see the Mongol to-
day and call and report progress in the evening. It
is now 6.20, and he has not come ; cannot come now,
as the gate would be shut in a short time, and I feel
greatly annoyed and vexed at his not coming, as I
think it means that I am to be detained here longer,
onc way or other. I feel very much annoyed, and
can neither study, pray, nor do one thing or another.
If we were moving on towards Kiachta, I would not
care how slowly, I would be quite contented; but
this helpless, handless waiting as we drift down the
stream of time tries me and vexes me beyond all
endurance. I had to wait nine days at Shanghai,
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four or five at Tientsin, and now it seems I am to be
detained for an indefinite time at Kalgan, without
being able to move a finger to get myself out of it.
God give me patience !

Saturday, August 13, 1870.—9 A.M. and no word
of Androniefski; I wish he would come. If he does
not come, I think I shall go and call upon him again
this forenoon and see what I can make of him. The
people tell us that a French circus has come from
Kiachta, but we don’t believe it. I came here on
the idea that I would not be delayed more than
two days, and now departure seems quite indefinite.
4.30 .M. Called, with Gulick, this forenoon on the
Russian, and found a Mongol in waiting. Bargained
with him, and found he wanted first 110 afterward 8o
taels for taking me and my baggage to Urga. This
would not do, so we came away. Perhaps in two
weeks, says the Russian, there may be plenty of
camels in the market for hire. I hope I may get
away 7ot later than that date.

Sabbath, August 14, 1870.—Fine clear morning.
I pray that God may give me a day free from care to-
day, and of rejoicing in His presence. The Lord did
hear my prayer, and has quieted my mind, and enabled
me to settle for the present and feel comfortable. Praise
the Lord ! If I would only take time to think of God’s
goodness and of His answers to my prayer, how happy
should I be. Service at 11 A.M. in Chinese. Gulick
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preached. Mission work in the lower city is stopped
at present on account of the people being afraid to
identify themselves with the Christians far enough to
enter the chapel. Perhaps this is wise. The Christians
can be taught privately without being pointed out to
the public, and should the foreigners have to leave,
the less conspicuous the Christians, the less per-
secution will they have to bear.

Monday, August 15, 1870.—Nice clear morning.
If I cannot get away soon I almost think of taking
up my abode in a lama temple some two days out
of Kalgan on the road to Kiachta. I could, per-
haps, be there a while, and when war came start over
the plateau, without coming into Kalgan at all.

Rouenoff, the Russian, called and offered me a
cart. His interpreter told me of some four or five
camels that want a return cargo to Kiachta; I hope
they may come. In evening went down with the
Gulicks to the lower city. People friendly and
curious ; was allowed to enter a mosque with new
boots on! The Gulicks were visiting sick people.
All seems quiet here; praise the Lord! Amen.
Heard on Saturday that France and Russia arc at
war! If this be true, it will probably delay the
settlement of the Tientsin affair. I am not at all
astonished now at the story of the old Mexicans
keeping records by means of knotted cords. The
Mongol writing seems to be borrowed from that
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practice. It would be quite possible, I think, to
devise a system of knots that would be quite as
readable as the Mongol character. To look at a
Mongol word, it looks exactly like a knotted cord.

Tuesday, August 16, 1870—Rose 6 A.M.; clear
and cool. Wonder if that Mongol will turn up
to-day, and if I shall be able to come to terms with
him? Went to the lower city : found all quiet. In
afternoon letters came from Peking not at all re-
assuring. Visited two Russians in the afternoon;
drank the regulation tea. Postmaster expects letters
to-day or to-morrow, to say when he is to go. Two
others are going with him. He says he has engaged
camels to Urga at twenty taels for a cart, ten for
a load. I should like t6 go with him. Saw the
manager of the circus, which /as arrived; he is
French, and speaks English a little. Kiachta, he
says, was a fine place—plenty of money. At Urga
he built a cirque, and the mandarins forbade the
Tartars to come to the place! He was about fifty
days in the desert, and had about fifty camels. He
wants to get to Shanghai.

Thursday, August 18, 1870—Dull and cool ; rose
6 AM. Must try and go on with Mongol. 7.30. Just
finished my letters, and was about to have devotions,
when a Mongol came and offered to take me to
Urga for fifty taels. This is the kind of interruption
that disturbs quiet study. In a short time he came
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again, saying he would take me for forty, and start at
once. Gulick was finishing his meal, so we agreed to
speak of it after breakfast. After breakfast we talked
over the matter. It was seemingly all right, when in
came the Mongol I could not arrange with yesterday.
I felt that they wanted to take me. They were for
writing the contract at once, but we said we would
go and see about the cart first. They objected, and
said Urga fashion was for the man to write the con-
tract in his own house. We saw they did not want
us to go to the Russians. I said if they wanted us to
write the contract here we would come back. Mean-
time, they were to wait till we rode up and back
again. As we got to the Russians’ house we saw the
Mongol after us. We spoke about the cart, started
to see it, while Gulick slipped off to the postmaster’s
to see if he had ordered my cart. Gulick came back
laughing from ear to ear, saying that the Mongol had
followed him, and was the same man who was taking
postmaster in a few days for thirty taels, making the
passage in twenty-two days, whereas I was to be
thirty days! The postmaster had told the Mongol
of me and bespoken’ camels. The man had come
down to try and get ten taels out of me. He would
have started me to-morrow or the day following, and
walked slowly till the postmaster’s caravan came up
with me, and we would have entered Urga together, /
paying ten taels more and being eight days longer on
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the road! I always heard the Mongols were simple,
but this fellow seems to be up to a thing or two.

Friday, August 19, 1870.—Fine weather as usual.
Went in afternoon to the top of the hills to the west
of our place. Bird-catcher up there. Came to the
old wall of China. Built here of stone ; mud ridge
in the centre, but does not rise high. Broad at
the base, narrows to a point at the top. Parts fallen
down. Alas! the labour spent in vain! Fine view
of Kalgan and surrounding places. Came down
by the Russian valley. Mongol teacher put on my
sea-boots, wrong feet, and stalked about, saying he
was English.

Saturday, August 20, 18370.—Rose 6.25; fine clear
morning. I think of going off to the hills to shout
Mongol, as I must be disturbing people here. 1 P.M.
Just returned from chasing the Great Wall over hill
and dale. Here it is built of stone, and in some
places is in perfect repair, with even the lime on the
top all right. In many places it has crumbled down.
The towers are in a bad state generally. It is alarming
to think of the labour expended on this wall. Mon-
gols in town seem more numerous ; people quiet and
respectful. Heard a beggar singing a song which
went to an air that much resembled the trip of a
negro melody.

6.20 P.M. Just returned from visiting the circus.
. They have had no answer from Peking, though ten
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days have passed since the writing of their letter. They
give a very alarming report of the state of matters in
Urga. There is. an Englishman among them who
asked for books. We must try to hunt up some for
him.

Went in the afternoon with Mr. Thomson to a
smith’s shop to get some silver cut up. He hada
piece of silver of about fifty taels. First came the
bargaining as to how much the smith would do it for.
He asked a hundred, but consented to eighty cash.
The lump of silver was then placed in the fire and
made red-hot. Then three men flew at it on the
anvil with three great hammers, and by repeated
heatings and severe hammering got it flattened out.
It was then cut into oblongs and cooled; the hammer
finally severed the parts. My little eight-tael piece
came next, and was treated in the same way for fifty
cash. Peking mail came in to-day ; nothing for me,
as I am supposed to be in the desert. More news of
Tientsin ; nothing definite yet.

Monday, August 22, 1870.—Rose 5.20; cool, dull.
Wonder when I shall get away. Is there any danger
from the disturbances in the North? I try to leave
all these things for God’s disposal, knowing that if
He wills He can keep me safe, and that if He does
not keep me all is vain. Since I have done all I-
can about camels, and have failed, I believe it is
God’s will that I should wait a little. How long?
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In place of hurrying on the men who are coming
before we can go, I think it better to tell God my
case, and ask Him to arrange it all, and hedge up my
way so that I cannot leave the right path, and also
to spur me on, so that I may not be in danger of
lagging behind through idleness.

Had a good morning at Mongol. Thunder came
on at 12 noon. Hurried away to go to the circus
with books, but turned at the gate on account of
threatening rain. Bought apples, came back, and
found that no rain came just then. Visited the
circus with Spectator and four Shanghai Weekly
Heralds. learn that the sccretary of the French
I.egation is coming up to take the circus through.
Letters of an alarming nature from Peking this even-
ing. Things look worse at Tientsin, and Stanley
urges the Americans to evacuate Tientsin.

Tuesday, August 23, 1870—Rose 6 AM.; cool
clear morning. What tides and fluctuation there are
in. men’s minds at present! Last night, before
Stanley’s letters came, we were almost sorry that
we had written to friends in an alarming strain.
After reading Stanley’s letter we were glad we had
done it; after reading one which had come from
Dr. Blodget the old calm feeling came back again,
and we went to bed in the belief that there was to be
no disturbance till spring. I thought this was the
general conclusion, and so wrote letters to go with a
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helper who was going to Peking on some business.
This morning at breakfast I find that the tide has set
in the other way again, and that the Gulicks meditate
a speedy departure for the North. So much have
their plans changed, that I am not sure my letters go
at all in the meantime. Things are quiet here, but
not settled. May my mind be kept in perfect pcace
because I trust in God, and may God help me to go
on with study even in these distracting excitements.
Yesterday, when the Peking letters came, Mr.
Thomson left his silver out, and found that one flake
of about two taels has disappeared. He thought that
another piece had been substituted for it, and that
made it difficult for us to fix suspicion on anyone.
The boys in this establishment could not have silver
in their possession. On another inspection it was
discovered that no piece was substituted. Russians
called about eleven o’clock, and while they were in
the Gulicks instituted a search—it was commenced
before they came—and found the missing silver in
the cook’s box, along with a silver-plated teaspoon
which had disappeared before. The spoon was
hammered till it broke enough to be evident that it
was only plated. Suspicion pointed to this boy about
a year ago, but no proof could be adduced. The
Gulicks are intent on giving him a chance of redeem-
ing his character. As Mrs. Gulick had taken care to
lock the gate when the search commenced, he could
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not get away : he tried to. After a time he broke
down and wept, and at present he is still where
he was.

Russian postmaster did not expect to go before
fourteen days. I did not hear this till he had left.
In the evening I went up to the circus people, and
was told that the French secretary and a mandarin
from Peking had arrived to take the circus through.
It is hoped that this act of the Government may have
a good effect on the people here at present. I was
very much cast down in spirit about waiting two
weeks longer, when the circus Englishman told me
the new postmaster had come in that afternoon, and
showed me the carts. I called for the postmaster;
he was out—his men said he was out, but that they
were going in about three to five days. So I am
glad after all that I did not break the bargain again.
The Mongols were there on the alert. This I regard
as another of the many answers I have received to
prayer. This morning I prayed specially for this
man’s speedy arrival, and here he is on the afternoon
of the very same day. Praise God for His goodness !

5 .M. Visited the Russian postmaster this after-
noon. He goes on Sabbath; I go on Saturday, and
wait up at the edge of the desert for him. Bought
tin goods, 270 cash. A horse came, and on looking at
it we discovered it was the same that had been
offered at forty dollars in the morning! Mr.Thomson,
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as before, offered fifteen dollars; some speaking en-
sued, and he rose to eighteen. The men went off in
high dudgeon, naming, however, twenty-five dollars.
After a time they returned, offering it at twenty
dollars; but Thomson was firm. Later on,and in the
dark, they sent in to ask if he would not give eighteen
and a half, but still he was firm, and so the thing
ended for the night; the buying of a horse could not
be settled on account of a matter of 500 cash.

Thursday, August 25, 1870—To-day have done
almost nothing. In the morning Mr. Thomson was
going away ; he started about ten or eleven o'clock.
Then the man came with my oatmeal. Then dinner ;
and that was late on account of the number of
Chinese visitors who crowded the house. In the
afternoon the Russian postmaster called, and talking
with him took up a time. In the evening I went out
to buy things, and now I am waiting tea, which is
thus late.

Friday, August 26, 1870.—Had a busy and bother-
some day of it, arranging and fixing matters ; think
it is almost all over now. Went up with my boxes
in the evening ; called on Ruenoff and his conpadore.

Saturday, August 27, 1870.—5 p.M. We are at a
roadside inn, the horses being fed, the carter drinking
tea. We have thirty li to go yet, and don’t get to the
place we should have reached after all. We did not
start till 1.30 P.M. in place of 7 or 8 A.M. as should

— e — . e e -
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have been the case. The cart did not come for me,
so, as soon as I was quite ready, I hired a cart, and
came up to the postmaster’s. I found the Mongols
all busy, but far from ready. Put my things into my
cart, and waited in it until at last we did start.
Meantime, talked with the circus men. I feel much
condemned at the thought that I did not take that
Englishman and assault his soul. I ought to have
done it; I am sorry I did not. God forgive me, and
help me to lose fewer opportunities. The baggage-
train of our party has just passed, and is raising a
cloud of dust in the distance. They are singing
after their fashion, and the head man has left his
party to drink tea with us here. His camel is
hard by. .

Sabbath, August 28, 1870.—Awoke about 5 A.M.
just as it was drawing towards light, and saw that we
were right out into the plain. There is a Mongol
abode near us, of three tents, and away forward a
little is Tau tai Miau, a temple that looks well in the
distance. Took a walk up a hill, keeping in sight of
the cart. Had peripatetic devotions. Came back,
cooked breakfast, and washed, and now I am writing
up my diary with a lot of people looking -into my
cart. I have just given them a Mongol catechism,
and I hope it may do them good. God, do Thoy
bless it to them! Would I could speak to them, but
] cannot. I am glad to be saved the trouble of

E
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travelling to-day. My mind feels at rest for the
present. I am looking about me, and having my
first look at the life I am likely to lead. There are
several more Mongol dwellings within sight ; plenty of
camels, horses, and oxen. The Mongols have a tent
of their own, and the ‘commandant’s’ tent has also
been put up. This, taken with the fact that the
camels have gone off to graze, looks as if we were not
to travel to-day, but wait till posty comes up.

A Mongol has just come up and changed his dress,
his cloak serving him as a tent meantime. I am hesi-
tating whether to try to read in my cart, or go off a
little way with my plaid and umbrella. Had not a
very intellectual or spiritual day after all. Went in
the afternoon away to the east. Had a good view
and a time of devotion at a cairn from which an eagle
arose as I approached. Returned to the camp, and
bought milk and sour cheese. Intended to make
porridge, but the fire was not good on account of the
blowing, so I drank off my milk, ate some bread, and
went to sleep. About 10 PM. I was aroused by
some one calling me. Rose, and found it was
Androniefski, who had come with the postmaster
escorting him, and looking out for shooting. There
are also two or three more Kalgan Russians with
them after shooting.

Monday, August 29, 1870.—After leaving the inn
from which I wrote on Saturday, we came to a
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closing up of the ravine. I saw no way out of it, but
rising dust indicated that the path lay over the
mountain in front of us. We were coming to the
Hiugan Mountains and pass, marked in the map as
5,400 feet above sea-level. We went on as rapidly
as possible, but not rapidly enough for me. The sun
was near setting, and I was anxious to have the view
which so many people speak so much of when they
find themselves lifted above the plain. Just as we
came close to the foot of the real ascent, we came
upon long trains of ox-carts coming down laden with
nitron. The pass is single-file breadth, and our
course was delayed by train after train of these
waggons, coming down. The only way was for me
to run up and stop the train at convenient places, to
let my cart come up step by step.

Got up at last, but when the summit was gained
darkness had fallen over the landscape, so that sight
is still in store for me. We went on in the dark
swiftly, I thinking that every light I saw would be
the inn at which we were to stop ; but one light after
another we passed, till at length we left the road, dogs
barked, the cart stopped, and we were at our Mongol
encampment. Just before I had been thinking of the
nice hot things I should call for at the inn, and had
resolved on them, when all at once I was set down on
the desert beside a tent half put up, and a fire that -

would not light
E3
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I walked abcut for a time, and at last saw a fire
lighted up in the commandant’s tent! The Cossack
grew remorseful about smoking his master out before
he got into his new abode, and dragged the fire
outside, thus extinguishing the whole affair. It was
soon lighted again and put all right. We gathered
round to see the Cossack cook his supper. It was
meat and rice cooked together. The meat is eaten
with a knife. The lump is taken hold of with the
hand, then seized with the teeth, and the knife like a
flash cuts it off close to the mouth. The Englishman
of the circus described it truly when he said, ‘ You
would think he meant to cut off his nose.” Afterwards
I made tea, and devoured half of a chicken, gnd went
to bed.

Sabbath was spent by the Mongols in rearranging
baggage, putting things on the cart, and trying how
the various camels would draw. We had a most
beauteous sunset. We had sky and cloud, tint and
shade, red and lots of colours. One most effective
thing was a shower that came towards us from sun-
set, and that was red down to the top of the hill that
made our horizon.

This morning the Mongols were astir before day-
light,and I thought they meant to start at once. But
tea was made at a slow fire, various cookings went
on, and now, 8.15 AM, we are just loading the
groaning camels. These creatures do make a most
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hideous noise when they are being loaded. They
look about and give vent to another expression of
dissatisfaction as each bundle is put on. As soon as
they start they are silent, and do very well indeed.
It is a slow and troublesome business to get started,
though the Mongols are deft at their work. Most of
our camels are now loaded, and the sportsmen have
gone on in front to get game for us.

This morning I was on a hill to see sunrise ; it
was grand! Went to a stream and washed. Came
back and saw a Mongol breakfast. It consisted of
tea, boiled in a greasy pot, and oatmeal. The meal
was put into a bowl, and a ladleful of tea poured on
it. The tea was drunk off, and the dough licked up
with the tongue. Then more tea added, and tea-
drinking and licking repeated. The camels are de-
claiming loudly against their treatment, and rising
when they should not, and attempting to roll over on
their burdens. Mongol knives are most formidable
things; they are long and business-looking, and
have the depression along the blade like the sword.
The Cossack was chopping wood this morning with
his sword !

9 AM. to 2 P.M. Started, but had great bother
with the postmaster’s harness; it was new rope,
and not pliable enough; it came off frequently.
In about an hour and a half gotinto a good pace, the
whole party mounted. About 2 P.M. a halt was
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called, and we encamped. Boiling water was pro-
cured, and we had tea. Shortly after, some change
of opinion pervaded, and we set about dinner. The
four huntsmen joined us, Androniefski having brought
down four birds, the others none. We had a good
time together till the sportsmen had to leave;
Androniefski, being mounted, left later. We did
Russian and English together, and he left after
sunset. We started at 8 P.M. and travelled con-
tinuously till 4.15 A.M. next morning—that is, more
than eight hours. Dogs began to bark, and we were
aware that we were near Mongol huts. Slept till near
sunrise, when people came about, from whom I got
some Mongol words.

Tuesday, August 30, 1870—Took a long walk.
Came back ; made porridge and tea for breakfast.
Started at 9 A.M. and travelled till 12 noon, when we
encamped by the side of a little valley or depression
that ends itself by running down into a small lake.
Felt very sleepy this morning ; slept an hour and a
half, and was not worth much the other hour and
half. The commandant has gone. off with his gun,
and I have heard two shots. 5 P.M. to 1 A.M. A good
walk. 1 slept great part of the dark time. Fine
scenery at sunset.

Wednesday, August 31, 1870.—Was awakened by
the commandant asking me to drink tea; got up,
found it was about 5 AM. Made porridge, tea, and
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partook of a part of an old hen, the present of the
postmaster on Monday. It is now about 7 AM.
Heavy Scotch mist clearing off. Just starting.

6.50 AM. to 12.40 P.M. Richer country, horses,
one long, wide wave of country after another. Camels
groaning badly, soon start.

5.15 P.M. to 2.25 AM. Long but not very good
walk, frequent stoppages this morning, good grass
but bad argols! Could scarcely get my porridge
made, did get on at last, and feel all right.

Thursday, September 1, 1870.—Yesterday after-
noon, as we were starting, the commandant brought
down five good-sized wild ducks out of a flock of
eight. I changed places with the Cossack, and rode
his camel for more than two hours. It is not difficult
to do, and the pace of the camel does not disturb me
much. Slept very badly last night, and afraid I must
suffer for it to-day. We have a good strong wind
with us. If it were against us, we would feel cold.

8.10 AM. to 2.30 PM. Long and good walk.
Commandant brought in another large duck. Latter
part of the road rough, over a hill, past the Gyrgelu
Rocks—at least, so I take it. Encamped by a well,
but could not get any but bad argols, and these with
trouble. Thought I would be beaten in cooking
dinner, succeeded and well; invited to the com-
‘mandant’s dinner on the strength of his ducks, and

' Camel dung, used as fuel,
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did them justice. Inthe desert stomach is expansive
and contracting according to circumstances.

These long walks in daylight are not profitable ;
in about four hours the camels get displeased, their
loads disarranged, one breaks loose, another lies
down, and the sixth hour is more trouble than the
other five. But these long stages are done, I suppose,
to get from one water to another, and save the trouble
of carrying it. '

Little study can be done in travelling here.
Camping time is taken up almost wholly in cooking
and eating, washing, and perhaps going to a hilltop
or writing a little in a diary. Part of the light
travelling time is taken up with sleeping, as rest is
usually broken at night by travelling. Then, again,
there are numerous instances when it is necessary to
jump off and walk, or perhaps assist in some critical
case. There are four Mongols, one a girl, and seventeen
camels with one horse. The Cossack mounts a camel,
and takes care of that ; each of the three cart-camels
requires constant leading. We should have another
Mongol, in fact. There is the commandant and his
wife, and four children. There is also a little dog,
which mounts with the Cossack. An old cat and a
young one ride in the carts. Some hens, whose lives
and misery have been prolonged by the sacrifice of
the ducks, remind me to enumerate them in the list.
They emit a feeble cackling, as is consistent with a
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ife in a coop above a cart in the desert. The cavalcade

consists, then, of : seventeen camels, one horse, four
Mongols, three Russians, four Russ children, one
Scotchman, one dog, two cats, hens decreasing.

6.15 P.M. to 2.30 AM. Long walk, pretty good.
Clouds and wind behind us. Lanterns expired all
over, and what matter, for my camel leader slept
almost all night. Several times he fell forward and
lay, but never fell off, and the camels stopped. I got
up and at him with my stick. Part of the road not
good. Commandant asked to get out and walk;
rattled his bottles first. Came to camping ground
about the above time,

Friday, September 2, 1870.—9 AM.to 4 P.M. Long
cold walk in the rain ; no rain now, but clouds and cold.
Water and argols slow in coming. Water and argols
came at last, but the water was bad, and had to be
sent for again. I now set to work on my dinner, but
the wind went down and almost defeated me, as I
had set up my fire to suit the wind which was blowing
strongly then. It was dark by the time we finished
dinner and cleared away, and the rain was on before
we could start. Yet two Mongols went on wet and
weary though they must have been, singing away
over the bleak expanse of the raining Gobi. The
singing was put on, I think ; the rain soon washed it
off. Not only did it cease, but the march also, and
we drew up shortly after starting. I went off to
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sleep again, to the tune of the Mongols driving in the
wooden pegs to secure their tent.

Saturday, September 3, 1870.—At daybreak this
morning I found the Mongols packing to go without
breakfast. I looked out and saw the tents where we
got water and fuel last night distant about 1} mile;
still they would go, anxious, I suppose, to secure a
start before the rain comes on again. Everything
has the appearance of more rain. The sky is a dull
leaden expanse, which may come down in rain or
clear off, we don’t know which. This is scarcely
Gobi yet, but it is surely the preparation for it. The
soil is poor and sandy, the vegetation is dry-looking
and thin. Perhaps last night's rain may do it good.
It is quite providential that last night I boiled an
extra stock of jerked beef and saved a bottle of good
tea. This with bread may make a put-off till a more
formal meal comes to hand.

5 AM. to II AM. nearly. Sufficiently miserable
this morning ; everything wet, cold, damp. One
camel (commandant’s eart) gave in, and could hardly
be thrashed along ; waited for it. Roads excessively
bad. Small hare chased by four men, one horse, one
dog; double-barrelled gun fired, no effect, long chase,
and dog brought it up at last. Chase did us all good,
poor hare alone excepted. Mongol horseman in at
the death, one stirrup came off! Encamped beside a
lake, and lots of carts also. About one hundred
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camels at grass coming up in night to drink at the
lake. High drying wind now, hanging out all our
things. Drying nicely. Many skeletons of oxen
lying about to-day. I set up my poton three vertebrz,
and it did nicely. Fried two oatmeal cakes, as I had no
porridge this morning. I regard the cake system as
a means of eating oatmeal raw. My pot is becoming
too small for me! This is Gobi, and a fine place it is
in a wet morning. It is a good deal better now
Sang Scotch psalms and paraphrases this morning,
and cheered on the camel.

Bad walk. Constant interruptions and stoppages
till at last we squatted down right on the road wherc
we were in the sand. We have fifty li of bad road in
this place, and till we pass it there is no peace to us.
It is sand drifted (?) from higher ground, and makes

a wretched road. One of the commandant’s carts .

seems to be heavier than the others, and constantly
sticks.

Sabbatl, September 4, 1870—5 AM. to 12 noon.
Very bad road. Sand wheels sinking. Road better
now, and to be better, we are told, further on.
Encamped in a very desert place, but with huts all
about at wide distances. Sheep farmers here, I think,
but miserably poor. Bones of oxen lying scattered
about, as when one cutteth and cleaveth wood upon
theearth. Cold, changed my light things for warm,
and put on underclothing. Don’t like Sabbath travel-
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ling. Had a good time of it, however, and prayed
a good deal for absent ones. At first I kept away
from the carts, but seeing one of the camels distressed,
I began to question whether it would not be more
of the Christian spirit to go and assist. Went and
assisted.

Had a‘bad night of it last night with colic and
diarrhcea. Better now. Took brandy. How am I
to get these poor people told of Christ and His love
to them? I suppose I must go about the desert,and
search out the lost sheep. God help me. Amen.

5 P.M. to I AM. Good walk ; roads much better.
Went spanking along in the moonlight merrily.
Fished out my tremendous great-coat, and slept in
it. Feet cold.

Monday, September 5, 1870.—Awoke before day-
light, and found that the Mongols were stirring.
Looked out and saw most of the burdens on the

‘camels! So, then, they mean to go at once and
without breakfast, thus reducing the one-meal-a-day
habit to a system! Beautiful red along the horizon.

5 AM. to 11. Felt out of sorts this morning.
Perhaps it was nothing more than ill temper at
being done out of breakfast. Theland was but thinly
inhabited. Large droves of horses, some herds of
cattle, some camels, and plenty of sheep. The land
very level and wide-lying. Now we have got to a
well, about which is a great concourse of cattle. We
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have sent for water, but it has not come yet. Read this
morning about Elisha, and also the Eclipse of Faith.
I don’t like this one-meal-a-day system, but perhaps
we travel all the quicker on account of it. I wish the
water would come. I am afraid that this system
will tell heavily on my boho-bag. The mirage is
playing its pranks here, though the heat is not at all
great.

At the well there is an encampment of carts. A
company of camels have just come in the opposite
direction from us. There are two companies of carts,
and some mounted shepherds are driving their sheep
to the well, some are driving them from it. What a
time that water is in coming! That girl must be
flirting with the shepherds. Did it never occur to
you that while all the fine flirtation mentioned in
Genesis was going on at the well old Laban was
fuming for his supper? N.B.—Don’t send Rebecca
again for water to a busy well. There seems to be
great trouble at the well to keep the flocks and herds
distinct. :

Made and ate breakfast and dinner together.
Bottled up tea. After dinner visited the company
with camels. Found about twenty camels, two
Chinamen, and about four Mongols going with a lot
of general merchandise to Kalgan. They were
twenty-six days from Urga. Evidently they did not
travel quite so smartly as we; they came almost at



78 MORE ABOUT THE MONGOLS

the same time with us, and we were off long before
them.

4.20 P.M. to 3.35 A.M. Long, rapid, and successful
walk over good level hard roads. We have thus
travelled 17} hours out of the 24, counting from
daylight to daylight, which is the proper way to
reckon a desert day. The last few li the road line is
sandy but level, and the sand is not deep. The
moon is fine to travel by just now. A good many
tents after leaving yesterday’s encampment. Good
many in view here also. Gobi is more regularly
inhabited than some other parts of the desert that
have better grass and pasture. Why is this? Had
water for tea this morning; plenty of fuel, but the
buckets leaked and we had tea only, which was
immensely good on this cold morning. Saw frost
yesterday morning, but did not awake early enough
to see it this morning.

7.30 AM. to 12.12 PM. Good walk, though slow
a littlee. Came upon a wide valley with a salt lake in
it; water dried up and a great many companies
getting salt. Met some carts of salt just left for
Kalgan. Commandant and I started for game, but
found none. Had a bad creak in one shoulder early
this morning. Slept on the other side, and got it in
the other shoulder. Made dinner, and forgot them
both. Took breakfast and dinner together to-day.
No water here, and buckets let out mostly the half
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of their contents. I have worked on short allowance,
and am not sure whether I can get enough for tea
without robbing the commandant’s children. A
great many ox skeletons.

Tuesday, September 6, 1870.—Going about to-day,
we are told that a disease carried off all the cattle,
and therefore we can get no milk. With the excep-
tion of draught cattle, I think we have seen only two
cows to-day.

Admire the manner in which the Mongol mends
his saddle-girth. He takes some hair from his
horse’s tail and makes a band of it! The girthisa
plaited camel’s hair rope. Frequently girths are made
of plaited thongs, which are very hard in the edges
and sore on the animal. A crupper is not worn; in
place of it a girth goes back over the belly, and is

"strapped tight. Almost any animal that has been
ridden bears traces of these straps by white lines
where the straps have been.

4.40 P.M. to 3.30 AM. Long and good walk over
a high tableland. Country formed for great part at
first by stratified rocks on edge. Road a little rough
in consequence. Afterwards came stones ; this morn-
ing we are in a granite boulder country. Last night
in the moonlight we passed numerous lakes. Little
lakes are the characteristic formation of this part.
They arc mere hollows in the rock, just as we see
little cups of water in rocks at the tops of mountains,
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Commandant brought in a duck last night from
one of these lakelets after sunset. He is washing his
gun this morning, evidently intent on further murder.
This morning at daylight found that there was good
water, argols plenty. Iwasglad. Yesterday I made
my tea of muddy water. How thankful we become
for our customary mercies when we are deprived of
them for a little! Health too, and freedom from
pain, we never think (hardly) of these things till they
are taken from us. My little stiff neck opens my
eyes of thankfulness to thousands of mercies sparing
me from thousands of distresses. I find myself in
much better humour this morning, having had por-
ridge and tea. I find that for my character as a
pleasant travelling companion I had better keep my
distance from the others on the one-meal days till I
have had that one meal.

8.30 AM. to 1.10 M.  Good walk. Saw another
temple. They are visible at great distances. Crossed
another salt valley, small, went to the dried-up lake,
and saw how the salt protrudes itself from the ground
so that it can be gathered free from soil. Road has
gravel, bad for camel's feet. There are four or
five huts in the hollow where we now are, some
camels, sheep, and some goats, which last have
taken possession of a small hillock a little way ahcad
of us. Water, as usual, a long time in coming.
Perhaps, though, it has to come a long way, as
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the man and camel have gone down out of
sight.

4.45 P.M. to 2.30 AM. Our head man left us after
dinner. We were short of a man before, now we are
short of two men. This was a long walk, good
moonlight, but much interrupted by camels breaking
loose ; and then who was to put them right? Some
trees seen here. Good breakfast by a well, plenty of
fuel.

Thursday, September 8, 1870.—7 AM. to 12 noon.
We are come at last, after many vexatious stoppages,
through camels coming loose, and no one to put them
right, to a pretty decent valley. At the well here we
are going to get milk. To-day passed several trees
in (cart just knocked down from its stand) a curious
bed. They were to appearance not good for much.
Bark very thick and rough indeed.

Was sleeping about 9 A.M. in cart, turned and
looked out, saw commandant going towards two
little flags that fluttered a little way from the road;
he waved, and I followed. We found the corpse of a
Mongol laid out on the bare ground. The body had
no covering but a piece of paper over the face, and
a large piece inscribed in the Tibetan character,
coming from the shoulders to the knees. The body
was not ‘laid out,’ but left in the posture the deceased
had been in at the moment of death, legs doubled
and crossed, arms crossed. To all appearance the

F
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body had not been out long, perhaps a day, or two
at most. The paper that fluttered about was not de-
stroyed much. The body for the most part promised
not to corrupt. The person had been old and
shrivelled, and the wind and sun were completing
what old age had begun, and converting the body
into a mummy until such time as rain should come,
or wild beasts and birds make havoc of it. It was
still untouched. There were two cloth flags on a
small staff, both picces, one white,onea faded yellow,
covered with dimly inscribed Tibetan characters.
There were also little cones of a dull yellowish sub-
stance placed on stones at regular distances around.
These cones also bore Tibetan characters.

Dined on millet boiled with stewed fruit. Com-
mandant says he can get neither meat nor milk in
this Gobi. After all, was it not rather a bad lot of
it these Israelites had in the desert so long without
their leeks and flesh pots? Commandant also says
this is halfway to Urga, and that to-morrow we are
to have fresh camels. To make this arrangement, I
suppose, our head man left us yesterday.

A great bulky rock here, which the sca cvidently
found much harder to wear down than the rest of the
country. Huts here, one halfway up the rock quite
picturesque.

5.40 P.M. to 1.40 AM. Long walk in beautiful
full moonlight. Two hours after starting we passed
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a part with wells, roads bad, rough and sand; got
through it with some difficulty, and came away on.
Our three men did as well as they could, but that
was only three men’s best in place of five.

While taking in water at the well, a grecat herd of
camels came walking down upon us to see what was up.
I started out and drove them off. They were led by
one large one ; they are timid, and make a stampede
directly when any demonstration is made against
them.

As we walked in the dark, or light rather, com-
mandant told me that to-morrow we come to a Miao,
where are many Mongol priests, and where we get
fresh camels for the remainder of our journey to
Kurin. The six or seven camel-loads of provisions
which we are taking up with us are for the temple, so
that there we get rid of our large train, and, being
reduced to more modecrate size, we hope to get on
faster. The saving of time will be in loading and
herding, and the shorter the train the fewer the breaks
likely to occur in it.

As we came to our encampment last night, our
men left my cart turned partly to the wind. It was
about 2 A.M,, and that I might get four hours’ good
rest I got out and myself turned the cart round. I
was not long inside again when I heard the people
come and take the cart to turn it round! Turn it

round they did, and I had to get out and make them
F2
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turn it back again. I was highly satisfied that I was
able to wind up the whole affair by pronouncing the
Mongol word for ass, though, as Mongolia has no
asses, I am in doubt as to whether they understand
that as a term of reproach.

Friday, September 9, 1870—Had a good sleep,
and awoke to find ourselves quite in a desert place.
On examining the buckets found great part of the
water gone. There was still enough left to make
tea, and our valiant Cossack in the process lost a good
quantity of it by the upsetting of a pot. We all
drank tea, however, though no attempt was made at
a formal breakfast. The Mongols drank tea over
oatmeal. These people live hard. I cannotdo it yet ;
raw oatmeal does not digest, simply passes through
the stomach much as it was.

7.7 AM. to 4.30P.M. We are told that the temple
was not far off, and started in that hope over dale
after dale. About noon the templc was still not
visible, and the camels began to get troublesome.
There were only two Mongols now—the girl and
the old man—to put things right. The camels
had not been allowed sufficient water last night, It
was pitiful to see how every one of them strained last
night to reach the water when we were filling our
buckets, but no water was given to the poor creatures.
To-day was hot beyond usual, and we were passing
over mile after mile of the untoughed desert pasture
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land, wondering if it would ever come to an ‘end.
The Mongols themselves did not seem to know very
much about it. The camels sometimes lay down,
and we were not in the best of humours, having only
a limited allowance of tea for breakfast. Gaining a
height, the Miao was visible at immense distance on
the very other side of the wave of desert on which
we were just entering. The mirage also played all
manner of freakson it,and we faced away towards it not
in the best frame of mind. Antelopes seen to-day in
great number; none came within range. After a long
time came to a hut and filled a bottle of their tea,
drank it, and think was never so much refreshed
by tea in my life.

Came to our anchorage near the temple; found
fresh camels, milk, and mutton. Argols and water
in abundance. I made porridge. Went up and
had a distant view of the Miao. It seems small.
Think there can’t be over 100 people about it al-
together. The great full moon rose as the sun set.
The missing camel came in about an hour after
sunset. Our new camels are tied to a rope along the
ground all ready for us. Drank tea with comman-
dant, and made a desperate attempt at conversation.
Went to bed, leaving the Mongols getting up a feast
in a full pot.

Saturday, September 10, 1870.—5 AM.to 9.30 A.M
Took in water and set off We are to have two men
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to take us to Urga. One, an old man and servant,
evidently made frequent applications to the arika!
bottle which was deposited in my pots and pans
basket at the front of my cart. We stopped, and
were hammering the commandant’s threatening wheel
when our old governor and our new one overtook us.
The old man of the arika forthwith struck up a
rebellion, and seating himself on the ground talked
loudly, fast, and incessantly, the burden of his speech
being, I am told, that he refused to go any further.
The new governor took the reins and led away,
leaving the old governor to bring the drunken man to
his senses. He joined us by-and-by, and not long
after fell from his camel, hurting the back of his head.
He gradually got out of his fuddle, and now is lying
sleeping among the luggage, the new governor having
gone 1 know not whither. I have taken possession
of the objectionable bottle, and placed it at the
back of the cart, where there is no danger of his
getting it.

2.40 P.M. to 1.40 AM. Struck away across the
desert. Dull, but no rain. No huts visible. Part-
ridges, but killed none. Beautiful by moonlight.
Full moon. Struck the road 8.10 .M. Fine smooth
and partly level road. Walked an hour or two at
different times. Felt happy in spirit. Sang Scotch
psalms and paraphrases. Came upon a log and

1 A kind of spirits.
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wheels; thought it a tent. Encamped by a well,
Beautiful moon.

Sabbath, September 11, 1870.—Astir by daybreak.
Camels watering ; made porridge and tea. This is
the Lord’s day. Help me, O Lord, to be in the
Spirit and to_be glad and rejoice in the day which
Thou hast made. Several huts in sight. When
shall I be able to speak to the people? O Lord,
suggest by the Spirit how I should come among
them, and guide me in gaining the language, and in
preparing myself to teach the life and love of Christ
Jesus. Oh, let me live for Christ, and feel day by
day the blessedness of .a will given up to God, and
" the happiness of a life which has its every circumstance
working for my good. Amen.

7.15 AM. to 12.15 P.M. Good swift walk across
the shallow broad valley. 10 AM. We are at the
well on the other side, and taking water into our use-
less buckets ; Mongols caulking them. Good many
huts here. Numerous skeletons of oxen lying about
close to the well. In some instances parts of the
flesh have not decayed, but become dried meat. They
are perhaps draught oxen, as the shoes remain on the
feet of some to this day. The land we passed over
is almost wholly barren. It is a mouldy sand, and it
is strange that that low-lying part should be more
barren than the hills or rising ground on either side.
The mirage in all its glory. Dined on the ridge
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of that long land-wave, the trough of which we were
crossing for five hours to-day and an hour or two
last night, or this morning rather. Reading Bible
and ‘Addison on Milton. Short of water to-day, of
course, as we are not at a well, but got on nicely.
The plain is lively here with the chirruping of a kind
of grasshopper, which makes a noise with the voice of a
ratand the note of a nightingale. Thus God is praised
even on the desolate plain of the desert of Gobi.

4.15 P.M. to 12.45 A.M. Slept till sunset, and after
that again till 8.30 P.M. After that drank tea, ate
rusks, got out and walked, rejoicing in the light of
the full moon. Came upon three or four encamp-
ments of carts about 10 P.M. There must have been
several hundreds of carts. There was an immense
fire blazing away in the midst between (two?)
encampments. The light made it cheerful, notwith-
standing the full moon. Camped at 1 AM. at a
small lake and well.

Monday, Septemnber 12, 1870.— Got up by moon-
light and set to breakfast ; light soon came, and there
came defiling down by the side of the lake over the
hill on the other side from us say 150 carts. There
are scveral huts here, and the country last night was
more or less inhabited. There are great stones and
rocks cropping out of the ground, over some of which
I saw the commandant’s cart go last night. There
is some prospect of milk here to-day.
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7.15 AM. to 11.25 AM. Good swift walk. First
part of the road excessively bad with stones, latter
part smooth and sandy. Met several companies of
camcls to-day. Two wells here; one fallen in, the
other built up largely with ox skulls, horns and all.
Got a little milk here, milked my bottle of tea,
and made a compound of milk and flour. Intend to
read Eclipse of Faith again. To-day cleared out my
cart. .

4.30 P.M. to 12.30 AM. Good walk, but did not
see much of it. Had a chase after a Will-o’-wisp,
which turned out to be a fire in a tent; returned in
time to escape the dogs, which soon opened on us.
Camel of the commandant’s cart much distressed at
last.

Tuesday, September 13, 1870.—Awoke about
2 AM., when my cart went down. The Mongols had
been moving and speaking a few minutes before, but
when called to now were quiet and fast asleep. By-
and-by I heard the noise of a camel being thrashed,
and in came our Mongol with water. I called him,
but of course he could not hear, so I took him by the
sleeve and brought him to me and made him set up
the cart, and again made him put stones to the wheel ;
failing to do this did all the mischief, and if they go
on neglecting this they will break my cart-shafts
before we get to Urga. Scarcity of water this morn-
ing; camel drank up a pailful, and got what was
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profitable for its doctrine, correction, and instruc-
tion.

8.5 AM. to 1240 P.M. Good walk. Came upon
large encampment of carts at g AM. Shortly after
had an adventure with Mongol dog. It came bark-
ing at a safe distance, and I gave it a stone that sent
it howling home. The plain may be said to be over
now. Mountains rise in the distance ; not far off is
a good range. There is a stretch of plain visible yet,
but it is between hills and mountains. Here we have
hills and rocks, though not high. Commandant says
we leave Gobi to-morrow night.

4.45 P.M. to 10.30 P.M. Passed some very large
rocks about sunset. Gathered a fragrant shrub, low-
growing, very like our ¢ Apple ringy’ or Southernwood
at home. Wind blowing hard about 10 P.M. ; suspect
that was the reason that we came to anchor so
soon. '

Wednesday, September 14, 1870—Awoke this
morning after a fine sleep and found that it was
6 AM. The tents were up, the fireplace dug, and
all ready for the water. Our Mongol was away for
that. We are beside a lake as usual. There is one
tent, from which we got fuel, and a large cart
encampment not far from us. A cart and some
camels came over the hill some time after ; supposed
to be a Chinaman inside.

8 A.M. to 12.30 P.M. Commandant brought in a
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duck soon after we started, and later a waterfowl.
There were three or four encampments of carts in
place of one, as I saw from a hill soon after starting.
"We are not going on the road now, but are taking a
short cut through the country. Bought a sheep to-
day for three roubles. Encamped by a well where
there was plenty of argol fuel left by some former
camel encampment. Spiritually and intellectually in
a low state.

3.30 P.M. to 10 P.M. Fine walk through a nice
undulating country ; tents here and there. Threatened
rain.

Thursday, September 15, 1870—Awoke in the
midst of a fine scenery. Mountains all round, and a
fine sunrise, enhanced by clouds all about. Moun-
tains near, and more distant, some of them with fine
rugged tops. Water a-wanting. We have been
waiting a long time for it, and are likely to wait a
while, as the girl has gone for it, and gone down over
a pretty distant horizon. The Mongols are making
breakfast from some filthy water they wanted us to
take. Another half-hour’s walk last night would
have taken us to a well, but here we are perched out
in the cold, where both fuel and water must come a
long distance.

8 AM. to 12 noon. After breakfast I took off to
a hill a good way off and had a fine view. Counted
between eighty and ninety huts scattered over the
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rich pastoral and well-watered plain. There were
several lochs about and a large river, round which
were clustered a large number of tents. I did not
count them, but there might be perhaps sixty or
seventy.” The commandant was after wild-fowl,
which abounded, but did not succeed in bringing
down any.

3.15 PM. to 11 PM. Good walk through the
same picturesque country. We are not on the road,
but are taking a short cut along a kind of bridle-
path. The scenery is most magnificent. Mountains
near and in the far-off distance. Clouds casting light
and shade, which play among the hills. Some very
rugged hills far away seawards are very beautiful, as
they have their hollows darkened and lighted up as
the sun veers round. Altogether to-day the scenery
of earth and sky has been so beautiful that it is
almost wrong to do anything but look at it. Sunrise
and sunset are, I think, more beautiful here than a
sea. Is it because at sea it is so distant? Here
sometimes we can get the sun to set behind some low
hill, which lets us have the tinges in the clouds much
more overhead than is possible on the ocean.

Friday, September 16, 1870—Encamped in a
picturesque and rather deep valley. Fuel for the
cooking, but water not yet arrived. Delectated camels
with Psalms, Decidedly cold. We are told that we
will do Urga within the stipulated time, twenty-three
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days. In that case we will arrive on Sabbath evening,
and if we get away quickly and get to Kiachta in five
or six days we may arrive there also on a Sabbath.
It is painful to travel on Sabbath, but more painful to
have that day the most exciting of the seven. Com-
mandant knocked down three small birds with one
shot.

6.15 P.M. to 12.50 A.M. First-rate walk over good
roads, camels doing well. Wet on starting. One
hundred and twenty camels coming down with
various merchandise, some of them with logs of wood.
Two make a load, and a bad load too, as they bob
up and down at every step, as if in a short chopping
sea. Shortly after met carts coming in a double line,
We passed between the ranks. I did not count
them, but think there must have been more than
350 or 400. One troop came on after another as if
they would not end, and the uprights seen in the
distance against the sky, which still retained a dim
light from sunset, looked like the masts of a long
line of ships. Later in the night we met another
line of say about seventy ox-carts. Walked a good
while in the clear moonlight of midnight. Wind
gone down, therefore not so cold.

Saturday, September 17, 1870—Encamped on a
fine plain far from huts. Don’t know where water
came from this morning, but it was terribly dirty.
Made a good meal notwithstanding. Either no huts
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visible or so far distant that I can’t be sure that
they are huts. Think there are some away ahead.
Commandant says we get to Kurin on Monday or
Tuesday.

7.45 AM. to 1.30 PM. Good walk, passed two
cart encampments, each computed at 200 carts.
Passed good rugged hills, and recognised the place
on Edkins’ map. Tremendous row going on just
now between the Russian and Buriat on one side,
and the old Mongol on the other. The old Mongol
is a blockhead, and 1 think the row is about water,
but 1 don’t know.

5 P.M. to 1 AM. Beautiful sunset this evening.
We were on a hill-top, and looked away westward to
another range of low hills. Between us there lay an
expanse of field seeming as level as a lake, and to
carry out the watery analogy we saw the mountain
pass we were to go through, entering betwcen hills
and still keeping the level of the plain. It was like
a lake exactly. Awoke, and walked a little in the
moonlight. Met thirty camels and a line of 109
carts.

Sabbath, September 18, 1870.—Encamped just
over the plain we saw at sunset last night. We are
some distance from the real exit, but not far. This
is the Lord’s day. God help me to be in the Spirit,
notwithstanding all distractions. Oh, that God
would give me more of His Spirit, more of His felt
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presence, more of the spirit and power of prayer, that
I may bring down blessings on this poor people of
Mongolia! As I look at them and thcir huts, I ask
again and again, how am I to go among them? In
comfort and in a waggon with all my things about
me, or in poverty, reducing myself to their level? If
I go among them rich, they will be continually beg-
ging, and perhaps regard me more as a source of
gifts than anything else. If I go with nothing but
the Gospel, there will be nothing to distract their
attention from the unspeakable gift.

8.15 AM. to 3.15 P.M. Good long walk. Met
camels, and came upon a cart encampment; esti-
mated at 170. Know where I am on the map.
There is a camel encampment where we are. Two
huts from which comes fuel. Read to-day in
‘2 Chronicles: Asa, &c. God never -failed thosec who
trusted in Him and appealed to Him. God was
displeased with the King of Judah, because after the
deliverance from the Lubims, Ethiopians &c. he
.trusted to the arm of flesh to deliver him from the
Syrians. Do we not in our day rest too much on
‘the arm of flesh? Cannot the same wonders be done
now as of old ? Do not the eyes of the Lord run to
and fro throughout the whole earth still, to show
Himself strong on behalf of those who put their trust
in Him? Oh that God would give me more practical
faith in Him! Where is now the Lord God of
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Elijah? He is waiting for Elijah to call on Him.
God give me some of Elijah's spirit, and let ‘my
power be of God, and my hope from Him for the
conversion of His people.

It is nothing to the Lord to save by many or by
them that have no power. Help me, O God, for I
rest on Thee, and in Thy name I go against this
multitude.

6 P.M. to 2 AM. The last hour a guess. Good
walk at first ; 10 P.M. came to steep descent. Ground
quite level before that. Came to a cairn, and at once
the descent began. Tied one wheel, and dragged
down. Got down all right, though with some diffi-
culty. Good level walk after that. Don’t know
where we stopped, but was awake at 12.30 A.M.

Monday, September 19, 1870.—8 A.M. to 3.30 P.M.
Mountains, rugged mountains all about this morning.
Two camel encampments beside us. Mountain
scenery really grand. There is wood on some of the
hills even to the top. Wind blowing cold. 2 P.M.
I forded the Tola; that is, the main stream of it.
There were various little streams or pools to cross
after that. After a time came near enough Mai
Mai Chen to see what it was like. Long before we
had a view of it, it stretched like a long wall away
across the valley, or like a fortification looking up
towards the source of the Tola. The wind blew
with great violence, and filled the plain with dust, so
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that the first view I have had of the place about
Urga reminds me a good deal of one of the most
impressive views I had of Tientsin, ie. a dust
storm. This plain seems a great level, with the river
winding away down through it. I have not yet seen
the place so fully as I hope to see it before I go, so
I shall reserve the description of the plain till then.
We were stowed away in the lower portion of
the Consulate, which, after our being in the wind and
cold, feels as warm as if the heating apparatus were
lighted. On coming in I really thought it was, and
it was only after feeling about that I was assured
it was only the effect of the sun shining in his
strength. Coming along I had noticed a curious
phenomenon. It was the blurred air rising from the
ground as it does in a hot day, and yet with the
furious wind coming down from the mountains it was
almost intolerably cold. I am afraid that when
night closes in and there is no sun it will be cold
here. ' , :
I have been appointed to a nice little room here,
where I think I will do for a day or two. We expect
to get away the day after- to-morrow. The whole of
the edifices here are of wood, houses and fences. I
notice in the rooms a little picture or cross, put up
with a little candle stuck in front of it to be lighted
on occasions. 1 also notice that almost every window
and doorway has the cross smoked upon it above
G
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with the flame of a candle. We have had a visit
from the postmaster. Letters go to-morrow.

Returned from a hill-top, where I had a view of
the landscape. The standpoint is a stony hill behind
the Consulate, and as there was a bitter north wind
blowing I turned my back on that and looked about
me. The whole scene was bounded in every direc-
tion by mountains, more or less high and more or
less distant. They were ncarest at my back, and per-
haps the lowest there. They were next nearest right
in front over the Consulate. To the left up the Tola
was a good open space, and to the right, down the
Tola, was a still wider and more extensive open
space.

To the left was Mai mai Chen, to the right Kurin.
Kurin is rather a large place, and seems to have
numerous religious buildings which are prominent.

Right below was the Russian Consulate, standing
in a rectangular piece of ground fenced off with wood.
There are said to be 150 soldiers in it at present.
There was wood nowhere but in front, along the
range of mountains that fenced off the low ground
towards the south. The wood looks very brown,
and does not come down to the plain. It always
leaves off before that. At the very top of the hills
the wood looks blacker, from some cause or other.
Perhaps it is a different kind of wood, that likes to be
high ahd dry. The wind was cold, and I was glad
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to come down again quickly, stopping only to note
a Mongol jogging along a road not far off very
snugly on a black bullock.

As I came down I saw a mode of conveyance
new to me. Itwas a contrivance compounded of the
Chinese cart, the mule litter, and the hybrid between
these two. Safely escaped two dogs, and was glad
to come in out of the bitter cold. I hope Kiachta is
not so cold as this.

Rode with commandant over to Urga. It is a
good distance. Find that the Mongol way of sitting
to one side is a good dodge. Called on a Russian
firm. I admire the simplicity of the Russian mer-
chant’s furniture. Saw in the distance an immense
temple, gorgeous to look at. Saw a couple of
Mongols making prostrations on sloping boards, and
a Mongol girl measuring the road with her body. I
hope that they may soon be taught a more excellent
way to heaven than that.

Urga is a wooden construction, houses and every-
thing that I saw, except the Russian stores, which are
brick. All shops and houses have the space about
them enclosed by wooden railings, consisting of poles
set closely together, and these in many cases are
plastered over on the outside with mud. The
Mongols out of town plaster over their enclosure
fences also, but with the stuff of which argols are

made, Roads here are very stony, and tremendous
G2
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gashes are formed in the ground at several places
by water rushing down from the higher ground. A
Mongol has just come to treat about camels.

3.45 t0 6.45 or 7 P.M. Started on foot for Mai mai
Chen. Perambulated that. It is all wooden, and
not a bad little town. There are some opulent-
looking establishments in it; there are also a good
many small retail shops. There are a good number
of Mongols about the streets, and I saw to-day the
best-looking Mongol girl I have yet set my eyes on.
She was evidently of the richer class, as her dress I
took to be of silk. She was bent on a shopping
excursion, as she carried half-a-brick of tea in her
hand. She was clean (for a wonder), and really
looked well with her fresh, ruddy face. Perhaps all
the Mongols would look better a good deal if they
had plenty of soap and water, fine clothes, good food,
and less exposure to the weather. In almost every
yard of any importance that I looked into there was
the inevitable Russian brass tea-urn. Saw a Mongol
girl with three bricks of tea on her arm. Saw a
company of Mongols quarrelling. After doing this
town I struck along the plain towards Ta Kurin. I
did not know whether or not I would have time to
visit that also, but the sun seemed pretty high, and I
would at least make for the plain. Coming nearer,
I steered for the most prominent temple-looking
edifice, and after encountering some dogs in close
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combat obtained a view of it all round. Itwas grand,
and glittering in the setting sun with brass, gold, or
gilt ornaments above and in front. The dome was
painted various colours and devices, and the gentle
evening breeze made some sweet-toned bells tinkle
pleasantly.

As I came up two Mongol girls entered the enclo-
sure, and on looking in to see what they were after,
found them going round the building setting in motion
a lot of cylinders that were placed under a little roof
coming round the temple. The cylinders would be
about two feet high and ten inches in diameter, and
were covered with writing in Tibetan. The girls
passed round the corner, and as I stood and gazed
up at the dull, dead-looking edifice (all the windows
and doors were closed), I could hear the noise made
by the cylinders as they were set in motion. By the
time I got round the outside of the enclosure the
girls had made the round of the cylinders inside, and
betaken themselves to a long, narrow, low shed close
at hand, in which stood a long row of larger cylinders
inscribed with very large letters in Tibetan, and
pasted over with Tibetan writings. Beginning at one
end of the shed, the girls gave each of them a turn or
two. Some of the cylinders were very large and
hard to turn, wanting oil badly, and almost took two
people to turn them. I noticed that in a good many
cases both girls took hold of the same cylinder to-



102 MORE ABOUT THE MONGOLS

gether, and thus helped each other. I suppose the
efficacy of the prayer was none the less. A man,
evidently coming home from his work, was also
engaged at the same thing, though he commenced at
the other end of the line. Coming home I noticed
several very large praying machines in private houses
by themselves.

Wednesday, September 21, 1870—Rose at day-
break, and set off to view Urga afresh. Had a good
walk, and went round the most of it. A good many
people giving the praying wheels outside the town a
turn as they passed. Met one man with a finely
polished brass one mounted on the end of a stick
Attached to it was a short chain, with a little weight
at the end of it. As he walked along he made it
whirl round. Saw another lama travelling by pros-
trations. He had a piece of wood in his hand, and
with it marked the ground as far forward as he
could reach, then got up and walked forward to the
mark, taking care, however, always to keep a good
way inside it. He was constantly muttering some-
thing or other, both when upright and when prostrate.
Saw a lot more wheels all about the city; from
their position I think it is intended that they should
be in as public places as possible. There were also
numerous flags put up beside doors, said flags being
covered with inscriptions in Tibetan.

Saw a very prominent and lofty-looking temple
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far off in the most distant part of the city, which
stood on higher ground than the rest of the town.
Made for it,and-on coming to it found it rather beau-
tiful with green glazed tiles and the heavy painted
eaves, which give an imposing appearance to many
Chinese edifices. This fine eave was covered with
netting to keep out birds, but some sparrows had
found a hole and taken possession of the interior. I
was disappointed in the height of the temple. Not
only in this case, but as a rule I have noticed that
buildings which from a distance appear very lofty
lose much of their imposing grandeur when viewed
more closely. This arises from the fact of the other
buildings and houses being so low that anything a
little higher towers over the whole neighbourhood
without being in reality lofty. Returned in time for
tea. _

3 P.M. to 8.30 PM. Was so late in starting, be-
cause, said the Mongols, the camels had run off.
Dined and started. Mongols stupid about the road,
as usual. Very cold. Two temples up the valley,
one with Tibetan on the side of the hills, and the
other commanding a view of the whole of Urga.
Looked well. That which looked most imposing was
the smallest when seen from a near standpoint.
Numerous human skulls lying just outside the town,
some of them fresh, and scarcely having the gristle
picked off the bone.
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Thursday, September 22, 1870.—Awoke by noises
about daybreak, a little earlier. Rose, and found the
landscape white with frost. The water-bucket all
over with ice, even though it stood in the tent in
which was the large cooking fire of the Mongols.
Wood for fuel. Took some hot water in basin and left
it on the ground till I drank tea, when I found it frozen
over. On taking up my tea-kettle I found the little
tea that was left in the bottom of it solid! On taking
up my pen, Darling’s patent, I found that also frozen!
Verily here it is cold. Yesterday morning I was
astonished to find the pools covered in Urga; this
puts that into the shade. I do not know what I am
to do to keep my pen and ink workable.

7 AM. to 2 PM. Good walk. Less than the
above. Mountains; men wanted too much for oxen ;
camels took up the carts, down the other side with
one wheel bound. Ground covered with hoar frost.
Earth is mould. Commandant’s cart broke down.
Woodland scenery from top of hill. Encamped on
low ground in open country; camel employing the
time by weeping, wants its little child. Between
seventy and eighty Russian carts passed our camp.
They are going on to Urga. Sun makes it less cold
now : tea leaves frozen in teapot soon after starting :
were thawed before we camped.

4.15 P.M. to 10 P.M. Fair walk, but interrupted
by one of our camels, which is weak indeed.
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Friday, September 23, 1870.—Awoke in the midst
of a fine plain, mountains all round. A good many
tents: pen frozen, ink-bottle also; tea-kettle burst.
7 AM. to 1 PM. Pretty good walk ; wood still about,
but not much at all, only patches here and there in
sheltered hollows of the hills; one camel decidedly
lame ; little wind, not so cold as yesterday; sun
shining into the cart so fiercely that it is almost too
hot. Mongols have taken us away past water, and
have to go for it. They are essentially more stupid
than either of the other two sets we had before. Had
a good Mongol lesson from the Cossack, sitting on
my shaft.

5 P.M. to 2 AM. Long but very bad walk ; long
and almost constant interruptions in a camel, that
was decidedly lame, refusing to go. Burden shifted,
scarcely go even then. Wake up in a fine scene at
5.45. Passed a pass: one hardwood, young birch;
other ravine and hill beyond, but close at hand. In
front mountain ridges running in between each other
just as when you show the fingers of one hand in
between the fingers of the other. Upset into a dry
ditch at midnight; nothing broken, but everything
flying about in a fine state. Candles &c. all over the
cart ; Cossack thrashes Mongol, commandant like-
wise. The commandant gets to see what is what. I
get off the large stockings and trousers and set to
work.
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Saturday, September 24, 1870.—7 AM. to 2 P.M.
Good walk. Awoke in a fine plain with lots of cattle
about. Started,and felt so sleepy that I went off and
slept till 11 AM. Then we were passing through
another plain, this one alluvial, with flocks and herds,
but mainly agricultural. They were winnowing grain,
treading it out with oxen. Came to a river and
camped. The Mongol who upset me last night
broke two bottles in unloading a camel.

5 P.M. to 3 AM. Quick walk first part; agricul-
tural Mongols ; good many of them. 9 P.M. Came to
great mountain, wooded ; bad road through the wood.
Oxen to commandant’s carts; two camels to mine.
Summit, 11.30 P.M. ; this side 12.30 A.M.

Sabbath, September 25, 1870.—Awoke 7 AM. in a
plain; some tents about and in the distance. Last
night’s mountain visible at a respectable distance.
Run a little better, I think. This is the Lord’s day.
I question much if my Russian companions know it,
or if they would make any difference, though they
did know it.

Reflections on Historical Books of Old Testament.—
Finished a day or two ago the reading of the historical
booksof the Old Testament, Samuel, Kings, Chronicles,
I mean. I have been much struck with the manner in
which God’s goodness is exhibited there. When there
is an evil king, evil is determined, but no sooner is
the least repentance found in him than God at once
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repents of the evil He has said He will do. Ahab
even is pitied, and though God will in no way show
mercy to evil-doers, He does have pity on men when
they do not harden themselves against Him. How
eagerly does God listen for the least sinner asking
mercy! How eagerly does He welcome the least
sign of repentance! When the prodigal is a long way
off how eagerly does our Heavenly Father run to
meet him ! I think that with these books of the Old
Testament alone a man may feel quite convinced of
the goodness and mercy. It is quite melting to
think of God’s love and pity manifested in these
books. Can a man read these books and have hard
thoughts of God or fail to hope for mercy? I could
see light through the blackest ranks of Calvinism with
these histories. In spite of the unpardonable sin and
everything else, I am certain from this history that
no one who asks for mercy will ever be sent away
without it. Bless God for that!

"I would even go further, though in a less impor-
tant connection. Do you remember that prayer of
the fellow who had cheek enough to pray, some-
where in Chronicles, that God would enlarge his
border, and keep him from evil, that it might not
grieve him? When reading that I could not help
thinking what a cheek the fellow had, but God
thought otherwise, and gave him the wish of his
heart. This may encourage us to come to God
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confidently with our worldly affairs, and reasonably
expect to receive His blessing in them.

Again, as to sickness and disease, take the case of
Hezekiah, who did go to God about his; and that
other wicked fellow, I forget his name, who was
smitten with disease, and of whom it is specially said
that he went to the physician and not to God. If
this is to teach us anything, it should surely make us
use prayer more largely in cases of sickness than is
usually done. We believe that sickness comes from
God, and that He can heal it, while the doctor knows
very little about it at the best. He that made the
body does He not know how to heal it ? Use means—
doubtful as the remedies of medical men are at best
—use means, by all means, but let the universal
and most depended on be that of prayer. Are we
not warranted from Scripture to expect far more in
relation to healing from prayer than men generally
do?

0.30 A.M. to 2.30 P.M. Good walk. Read Nehe-
miah, and finished Confession of Faith. Good scenery.
Commandant says Kiachta the day after to-morrow,
i.e. Tuesday.

Monday, September 26, 1870.—Started without
making tea or anything, the reason being that we,
6 to 10 AM, were not camped near water. There
was a river about an hour and a half further on, and
we supposed that we were to have tea there ; but the
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Mongols turned away up the country after we came
to the river. Commandant did not know what they
were doing at the time, but witness his wrath when
he discovered that they had left the river for good,
and that we had to cross a watershed before we could
come again to water. '

Along the river we saw eai‘ly were numerous huts,
with flocks and horses. The country around was
bleak-looking in the extreme, with, however, a good
many Scotch fir trees on the hillsides. They were
not quite like the home trees, being greener, and as
they stood more apart than is usual in a Scotch
plantation were more run into branches. Indeed, in
the distance, I thought they were elms or planes, not
Scotch firs. At one place we passed the few wide-
set trees had seeded, and a whole crop of young firs
were coming up, then about ten feet high. These
young ones looked more orthodox than their sires.

To-day we came upon numerous low rose bushes,
red with hips, which we picked, and, being breakfast-
less, wére glad to eat. I, in my present feeble state,
did not venture on many, buta few tasted very nicely
in the mouth. In the desert here there is a super-
abundance of magpies. With their butterfly rig they
seem very much out of place.

To-day saw in the distance a small wooden miao,
exactly corresponding to a drawing I have seen of
Senan’s. The plains that we now cross lie between



110 MORE ABOUT THE MONGOLS

mountain ranges not far apart and not lofty. The
soil is very rich, being alluvial, and seems to promise
a rich return to any one who would cultivate it;
seems, I say, for there may be some opposing in-
fluences of climate that would militate against suc-
cessful farming. The rivers (at present, at least) are
small, and the banks about six or eight feet high.
I don’t know how they do in a spate. The true
plain, as I said, ceases a short way off, and the barren
sand is marked by the low clumps of coarse bushes.

3 to 12 P.M. Long and good walk across country,
over mountains and down valleys, almost as often
with no track as with one. Camels doing well. Read
Esther and some Spectator. On coming to the top
of the saddle of a ridge had a fine view of a mountain
range, black, distant, and cloud-capped. Awoke about
11.15 P.M. and found that we were driving down a
steep ravine. It was very steep indeed, but the
cart did not go too fast, as there was good, deep,
hard sand, into which the wheels sank. I kept
thinking how about getting up the other side, but
when we got down we stopped for the night, being
near the river. I suppose that carts coming from
Kiachta would go round some other way, and not
attempt to go up that incline. There was wood near
it. There seems to be wood at no great distance
from any point between Urga and Kiachta,

Tuesday, September 27, 1870.—Awoke this morn-
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ing and saw the sun shining by the little blurred glass
pane in my cart. Looked out, and saw everything
covered with hoar frost. Instinctively tried my pen,
and found it empty ; filled it, and it did not freeze
till I had made and eaten my breakfast. It is cold.
Some drops of water from a pot on one grate fell
upon another grate close to it, and in the same
trench, and were converted .into ice upon the iron
rim, although the Cossack was busy kindling a fire in
it at the time.

8 AM. to 3 P.M. As we were about to start, com-
mandant came to say that we should reach Kiachta
to-day. I at once began to wonder what kind of
reception I would receive from Grant.!! Started, and
soon struck the river Iro, which is by far the largest
we have seen on the way up. There was deep mist
in all the valley of the river as we left it, and it was
some time before the sun broke through and showed
us a beautiful landscape of mountain and field. Passed
a ridge after a time. Here I enjoyed a camel ride in
a horse saddle. Commandant hunted up some grand
nuts, the winter store of some animal whose abode
we rudely assailed. Coming down from the height, we
passed through a most beautiful birch wood. The
leaves were yellow and soon to fall, the sun shone
beautifully, and we had a regular mellow autumn
scene.

' A trader from whom he expected assistance and advice,
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We are here encamped at what the Mongols say
is forty li from Kiachta, romantically beside a little
glen ; water at bottom, and birch trees in yellow leaf
lifting themselves a little above the level of the field.
Wooded mountain behind, Scotch fir wood before.
Hill sprinkled with wood to right, sun making shadow
on our side of a hill to the leftt Read Song of
Solomon ; can make neither top nor tail of it.

5.30 P.M. to 11.30 P.M. Good walk. After dark
crossed a very bad water. Stuck in the mud, and as
I passed saw commandant balancing himself on a
small islet. He was taken off by a mounted Mongol. .
After that through a fir wood, very picturesque; then
a plain and a wood again, shortly after clearing which
we camped for the night. We were to have reached
Kiachta to-night, but Mongol says we are ten li from
it—which, by the way, is the distance we have been
from it for a long time.

Wednesday, September 28, 1870.—6 to 11.15 AM.
Awoke, and saw Kiachta in the distance. Started
without tea away down to cross the valley to the
town, and got on well enough till we came to the
lowest part, in which was a morass. Attempted to
cross it and floundered Mongol’s pony several times.
Tried at another place, but that was no better.
Finally, had to double round the head of the loch
from which the water came; this lost about three
hours. Commandant brought down a goose,
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I feel a little of the disheartening feeling coming
over me that crept over me when I came to London
first, and found myself alone in a strange city with
indefinite prospects before me. It was not on my
first trip to London, when I appeared before the
Mission Committee—that passed off all right; the
time I refer to was after I had been accepted by the
Mission, and had come down to go to Cheshunt
College, and had had long argument about doctrine
with Dr. Reynolds, that this feeling came over me.
I was lodged among strangers, and as the Committee
mecting was on Monday I had left home on Friday
to avoid Sabbath travelling. This left me all Saturday
and Sabbath to ruminate in a state of inaction. The
parting from friends came upon me with fresh force ;
my prospect as to money matters was not very bright.
Would the College Committee receive me or reject
me? How would I get on, living in the new fashion
—new to me—of indoor college life? All these
things came upon me suffused with tender thoughts
of friends, and I remember standing on one of the
bridges—it must have been Westminster Bridge, I
think—feeling the weight very heavy, when there
passed ‘me on the bridge a poor old bent woman,
bowed down so that she could not lift herself up,
bent down and bent round so that her face looked up
again. I looked at her, and thought what a fool I

was to be thinking my lot hard ; thought of the poor
I
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- woman'’s state and of my own, thanked God and took
courage. God rendered my fears at that time ground-
less. I had a happy and prosperous time in England,
and left it rejoicing, having had all things supplied
me even as I needed them. O God, my God, my
help in times past, give me faith to believe that Thou
wilt still help me yet in all my difficulty and out of
it. O God, give me the close childlike faith that
will cling closec to Thee in all things. Turn Thou
the hearts of men, open my way or close it as Thou
seest to be best, and do Thou give me the happy
consciousness of being near to Thee, under the
shadow of Thy wings.

Thursday, September 29, 1870.—Slept well during
the night; got up and finished home letter. Have
nothing in particular to do now but ‘realise my posi-
tion.” The tone of the Shanghai papers, which are here
up to September 7, is not reassuring, and if I were in
Peking I would not feel at all comfortable, and am
pretty sure I could not study to much purpose. I
am in difficulty here: I would be in hot water in
Peking ; and this is just the difficulty of being in
China and the mission field when troublous times
come upon us. And this is the time for trying what
a man’s stuff is that he is made of, and how he can
stand it, and how he will wear, and of what sort his
faith is, and how he can rely on his God, and how
far prayer will go. God, I thank Thee that I can
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come to Thee by prayer, and that Thou dost put it
into my heart to come to Thee. Oh give me more
power and might in prayer—power and might even
as Elijah had; help me to remove difficulties by
prayer, and to live by faith, and also to live rejoicing
in Thee, and in tribulation.

At Kiachta he was welcomed by Mr. Grant, a
Scotch trader, who allowed him to lodge in his house,
and did what he could to find him efficient teachers,
this being a matter of great difficulty.

Tuesday, October 4, 1870—Rose 7 AM. Awoke
earlier, and saw the light, but indulged in a snooze ;
bothered by my present uncertain position. Went
out after breakfast among Grant’s Buriat workmen,
and got about thirty words, mostly from the carpenter’s
shop. Grant is building here at a great rate. If the
whole place is not new I have some difficulty in
deciding on what is new. Watched carefully the
construction of log-house. It is scarcely possible to
conceive anything firmer than a log-house, at the
same time it must be an airy place if not plastered
inside and caulked outside. The Buriats work in
skin clothes even to the hands, which are enveloped
in a kind of mitten with all the fingers but the thumb
in one compartment. Gloves and all, they handle
their- little sharp, compact-looking axes with great
dexterity, and soon fit a log to the wall, or hew a
good squared-down beam from a tree. In this respect

H2
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they must resemble Canadian woodmen, I suppose.
Surely the axe of the Canadian is larger than this
one.

Inside the little workshop was an energetic-looking -
Buriat working away on a bench at what must have
been part of a door. He was mortising, and making
a good job of it, to all appearance. From him I got
the majority of my words. He said the Buriats have
no word for chisel (this is a Russian introduction),
and I believed him till he gave me what he said was
Buriat for a fancy plane (a plough?). If they have
no word for chisel, can I suppose they have one for
such a plane ?

After getting my quota of words I walked through
the town. The main object in it is the church, a.
large whitewashed structure, built by Mr. Grant’s
father-in-law—when he was a rich man. He was
made poor, comparatively speaking, in one night by
a great fire which burnt up all before it. In addition to
the church are some streets of Cossacks’ houses, very
wretched-looking, the streets desolate enough at best,
but rendered much more so this morning by the snow.
melting in the sun, which is still high, and manages
to thaw away all the snow that falls in places where
it shines, though it was frost all day in the shade.
Passing the town, I made for the river, which rolled
on quiet and cold. Passed through large orchards of
apple trees; doubled about, went to the extreme
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west, got on a hill, and came round home again in
time for dinner at 4 P.M. I felt very lonely, and not
having a teacher I am thrown idle, as it were, a great
part of the day, after I get my words. It is true I
am taking notice of all I see, but it always occurs to
me that this is not furthering the Mongolian Mission
in any direct way. I often think of what Dr.
Alexander said in his charge at my ordination : ‘You
do not go to discover new countries” Would I
had a teacher, that the language might go on full
swing !

To-day I felt a good deal like Elijah in the wil-
derness when the reaction came on after his slaughter
of the priests of Baal. He prayed God to die. I
wonder now if I am telling the truth when I say that
I felt drawn towards suicide. I felt that I was afraid
that if I remained long in this state I would be more
strongly tempted to it. Is suicide itself a sufficient
proof of insanity? O God! prevent me from this
end. I take this opportunity of declaring strongly
that I, as well as God, think it not good for man to
be alone, and that on all occasions two missionaries
should go together. I was not of this opinion a few
weeks ago, but I had no idea of how weak an indivi-
dual I am. My eyes have filled with tears frequently
these last few days in spite of myself, and I don't
wonder in the least that Mr. Grant’s brother shot
himself. I rather wonder that Grant himself and
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Hageman ! have not done likewise long ago. Would
I were down south again to be out of temptation! I
think if I had a teacher, and were going on with
Mongolian, I would be all right. My poor mother,
how she would feel if I did anything like this. Oh,
the intense loneliness of Christ’s life! Not a single
one understood Him! He bore it. O Jesus, let me
follow in Thy steps, and have in me the same spirit
that Thou hadst.

Grant came to-night about 8 P.M. bringing a
letter, three papers, July Chronicle and August Re-
corder. All well, praise God !

Wednesday, October 5, 1870.—Rose 6.50. Wonder
where I am to get my words to-day. The Lord will
provide. Amen. O God,do Thou convert Mongolia,
infuse spiritual life into the Greek Church, teach men
to be enthusiastic for Thee, and redeem from iniquity
this poor sin-stricken world. O God, hasten the
coming of the good time, put it into the hearts of
Thy people to pray earnestly for it, and then hear
the prayer. O God our God, satisfy us with Thy
mercy.

Grant says I must not go too far from the house.
A wolf bit a man in his own yard not long since, and
he died. They came along the other night, and ate
a horse about a mile from this. Grant started about
noon. I picked up thirty or forty words from his

! An Englishman in the employ of Mr. Grant.
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workmen, wrote them, took book in hand, and went
off to the most isolated Buriat village on the plain.
Examined a burying place. There had been a burial
lately, the appearance of a recent grave in front of
five newly erected posts, with the customary notch at
the head. Prayer flags attached, green, blue, orange,
white, red, little piers with devices painted on them
set all round at distances facing away from the grave.
Disordered paraphernalia of other graves about. Went
on to village, found twenty or twenty-five houses all
deserted. Sun so hot that it'was almost oppressive.
Feel very much better to-day, as I have plenty to do,
and the prospect of a teacher. Mrs. Grant is at
present calling on the Buriat judge about the matter.
I find that I am getting a good deal of Russian
among my Buriat, but that cannot be helped.
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CHAPTER 1III

WINTER LIFE IN A MONGOL TENT

IN non-Christian countries the value of time is but
feebly recognised. This is a very formidable hindrance
to missionary work. We have already seen how this
delayed Mr. Gilmour at Kalgan, and at Kiachta it
placed many obstacles in the way of his learning the
language. The teachers seemed to feel that if they
did not come to-day they could to-morrow, and on
the slightest pretexts their engagements were broken.
After six weeks’ unsatisfactory work and waiting in
and about Kiachta, another crisis occurred in the
affairs of James Gilmour, and again his method of
settling it revealed the man. If Mongol teachers
could not or would not come to him, why, he would
go to them. Thus he came to his famous resolve to
go and live in a Mongol tent.

Sabbath, Decemnber 11, 1870.~Dull morning, snow
falling ; went to the Greek service, but did not stay it
out. It was in the basement of the Russian church.
This seems to be the ordinary place for service on
Sabbath, On holy days they go upstairs. A good
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congregation, but small, considering that there are but
two churches in the town. Read a sermon of Spur-
geon’s, and a great part of the Life of Makomet, by
Irving. Atdinner Grant asked me how I was getting
on with my Mongol, and remarked that I did not .
seem to speak it readily yet; that two months’ study
should have made me fluent in it; that he would
undertake to speak it well in two months if he set
about it. This was a severe blow to me, and brought
me down from a lofty eminence of self-esteem to the
lowest depth of the valley of humiliation. I had
coaxed myself to think that I was getting on well,
and to be told thus that I was not getting on!
Serious reflection and calm contemplation, however,
softened the blow. One consideration must not be
overlooked, viz. that both at Kudara and here even
at present I have not had such a teacher as I could
have wished for, and that not having my passport!
I refrain from mixing among people so much as
I might have done had I not been living in Russia
merely on sufferance. Then again, for some time
back I have been hurrying on the reading of the
Psalms, in the hope of thus getting up a number of
words, collecting material as it came, to be licked into
shape when I mix among people, as I hope soon to

! He had not secured a passport before leaving Peking, and for a
long time it was doubtful whether he would be allowed to stay in the
country.
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do. Again, I think he under-estimates the difficulty
of the language. He says four years may do for
Chinese, and Edkins says that Mongolian cannot be
got up in one-third of the time necessary for Chinese.
This would give almost a year and a quarter to
Mongolian. But after all I admit the truth of his
remark so far. It was just what I was thinking
myself in a small degree that I was not good at the
colloquial—so far I admit the justness of hiscriticism—
and that I may have some more practice in speaking
I have asked an old man who lives on the premises,
and knows Mongol, to come to my room to-day
at noon, and I am thinking of making a raid into
Mongolia to-morrow.

Monday, December 12, 1870.—Rose 4.40 AM.
Had a fair day at Mongolian; called on Dashe,
Grant’s mother-in-law’s Buriat, and he said he would
get me a teacher. A short time after I heard some
one enter our premises,and on looking out saw Dashe
and another man going away. It turned out after-
wards that this was the teacher, and that they had
tried my door and gone away, because it was fixed.
The couple of asses, why did they not make a noise ?
I was inside. I could not see the teacher to-day,
however, as he had gone off and got drunk! Had a
visit from my bath attendant, and find that I cannot
hope to sharpen my Mongol much from him. Walked
to the market and tried on my Mongol there, but
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that was not very satisfactory, as everybody gathers
round in silence to wonder what kind of a man I must
be if I am not a Russian. A Russian suggested
that I was a Mongol! The Mongols would not talk
honestly and made faces, so I made off. Had a visit
from Grant’s contractor, and found from cross-exami-
nation that nothing whatever was to be hoped for
from the teacher he had mentioned. I have some
hope though of walking sometimes down to where he
lives, and perhaps there I may be able to get people
to mix in conversation. Finished the Life of Malomet.
It is a strange affair.

Tuesday, December 13, 1870.—Rose 6 AM. Colder
than usual, dull ; did not go to Mongolia as I had
intended, but waited at home.to receive my new
Buriat teacher, and he did not come, though I went
thrice to Dashe to ask about him. I suspect to-day was
some great day among them, and Grant says that,
judging from the quantity of spirit sold, it was. It
is most trying to wait on these useless fellows. To-
day a Russian called on me desirous of learning
English. I replied that, as I was arranging for a
new teacher, I could give no positive answer at the
present moment. He is to call again on Friday.

Wednesday, December 14, 1870.—Rose §5.15 AM.
Cold and a little dull. I am going to Mongolia
to-day to Olau Bourgass, the nearest cluster of tents,
to see if I can make arrangements for a teacher
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and arrange to live among them, and may the Lord
direct my steps! Found it cold on the road, and
arrived without particular adventure at the hut of
Grant’s contractor at Olau Bourgass. Found him at
his prayers. He motioned me to sit down, and when
his devotions were over he gave me a warm welcome.
He lives alone in his tent, having nothing to care for
but the horses for the courier service and a couple of
lamas to attend to his wants, one of whom goes
with the letters when they come. He prepared a
meal for me, stewed beef and nothing else, and put
it into a basin! We talked, and I learned a great
deal when at last I broke my mind to him, and was
glad to find that he received it favourably. I settled
to remain there during the night. Nothing very re-
markable happened, except that we were invaded by
a great blustering lama intoxicated. He came romp-
ing into the tentas if he would have knocked every-
thing down. After a time he went away and lodged
in the next hut. I went to bed about 10 P.M. and
slept well, though my feet were cold towards morning.

Thursday,December 15, 1870.—Rose with daylight,
learned some words, and started for Kiachta in the
lama’s gig about 11 AM. It was almost intolerably
cold, but I survived, and heated myself with walking.
On the road I agreed with the lama for half a rouble
per day. I to eat his food, and to give his servants
a gratuity of one kopeck each per day.
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Friday, December 16, 1870.—This morning set
about getting a fur coat. I went to Dashe and told
him what I wanted. He was just.on his way to get
two bottles filled with arika. He came out of the
shop saying they had a coat for sale. Waited till
it came. It turned out to.be a short old patched
thing, and of course I would have nothing to do with
it. Dashe did not seem willing to go to the bazaar
with me, and I went alone. Indeed, I suspect Dashe
has not only made no effort to secure me a teacher,
but done all he could to keep me to the present
teacher. I don’t think he at all likes the idea of my
going into Mongolia. Could find nothing to my
mind in the bazaar, came home, and determined to
take my mattress, plaids, and blankets to Mongolia
to-morrow, and make the attempt to stay for perhaps
a week. Now may the Lord bless this attempt and
help me to gain the language, and may He Himself
bless the people!

Saturday, December 17, 1870—I1 started for
Mongolia in Grant’s lesser tarantass about 1 P.M. and
arrived at the Mongol’s premises all right, but fearfully
cold. The wind was in my face. Had a pretty
decent afternoon of it, but a fearfully cold night.
There was a cold draught that I could stand against
in my fur cap, but could not bear my shoulders cold.
However, I endured patiently till morning, and then
had a cold walk.
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Sabbath, December 18, 1870.—Had a good day at
Mongol, but not in things spiritual, and I think I
shall try and be in Russia on Sabbath day after this.
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