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PREFACE

In the following pages I have attempted to nar-
rate briefly the events of four years' residence and
travel among the Tibetans (1895-1899). The work
does not aim at literary finish, for it has been writ-
ten under the stress of many public engagements,
It is sent forth in response to requests and sugges-
tions received from friends in all parts of the
United States and Canada.

If I may succeed in perpetuating and deepening -
the widespread interest in the evangelization of
Tibet, already aroused by the press and platform
accounts of the missionary pioneering herein
described, I shall be glad. To this end I have
incorporated in the narrative as many data con-
cerning the customs, beliefs and social conditions of
the Tibetans as space would allow. My close con-
tact with the people during four years has enabled
me to speak with confidence on these points, even
when I have found myself differing from great
travelers who, because of their brief sojourn and
rapid progress, necessarily received some false
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impressions. The map accompanying the book
shows the route of the last journey undertaken in
1898 by my husband, myself and our little son, and
of which I am the sole survivor. Leaving Tankar
on the northwestern frontier of Chinese or Outer
Tibet, crossing the Ts’aidam Desert, the Kuenlun
and Dang La Mountains, we entered the Lhasa dis-
trict of Inner Tibet, reaching Nagch'uk'a, a town
about one hundred and fifty miles from the capital.
In describing this journey, such portions of Mr.
Rijnhart’s diary as I was able to preserve, and also
his accurate geographical notes, have been of inesti-
mable value to me.

My thanks are due to Rev. Mr. Upcraft, Baptist
missionary at Ya Cheo, China, for photographs from
which some of the illustrations were made. And I
am especially grateful to Prof. Charles T. Paul, of
Hiram College, who placed at my disposal the fruits
of his many years’ study of Tibetiana, and rendered
me invaluable assistance in the preparation of the

manuscript.
Susie C. RIJNHART.
Chatham, Ontario, Canada,
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WITH THE TIBETANS

CHAPTER 1
TO THE TIBETAN BORDER

Mission in a Buddhist Lamasery—Preparation for the
Journey—Across China—Impressions by the Way.

On the slopes of two hills in the province of Amdo,
on the extreme northwestern Chino-Tibetan frontier,
nestles the great lamasery of Kumbum, famed among
the devotees of Buddha as one of the holiest spots on
Asiatic soil. As a center of Buddhist learning and
worship it is known in the remote parts of China, Man-
churia, Mongolia, and in all the Tibetan territories,
even to the foot of the Himalayas, and is estimnated to
be second in rank only to Lhasa, the Tibetan capital.
It is the seclusive residence of some four thousand
lamas and, at festive seasons, the goal of pilgrimages
from all Buddhist countries contiguous to Tibet. Desir-
ing to carry on missionary work among the Tibetans we
left America in the autumn of 1894, having Kumbum as
our point of destination. We expected to make our home
and establish a medical station at Lusar, a village
which may be called the secular part of the lamasery,
where the lamas do their trading, and which is only
about five minutes’ walk from the lamasery proper.

9



10 WITH THE TIBETANS

The considerations which led us to select Lusar as a
basis of operations, besides its proximity to the lama-
sery, were as follows: My husband, Mr. Petrus Riju-
hart, about three years previous had conceived the idea
of entering Tibet for missionary purposes, from the
Chinese side. From the experiences of Huc and Gabet,
the Lazarist fathers, who, following a route through
Tartary and China, had gained free access into the for-
bidden land, he was convinced that the antipathy to
foreign intrusion everywhere manifested in the vigi-
lantly guarded passes of the Himalayan frontier south
and west did not exist to any extent on the northeast-
ern border between Outer Tibet and China. In this he
was right. Crossing the Chinese Empire, he had
reached Lusar in 1892, had resided for ten months in
the vicinity of the lamasery, had been well received by
the priests, who called him a “ white lama from the
West,” and had labored diligently to make known the
Gospel. His work had consisted principally of private
conversations with the lamas, and of short journeys
among the nomads of the surrounding country, preach-
ing and teaching, and wielding what little medical
knowledge he possessed in the treatment of the sick.
Among his patients were people of high and low de-
gree, lamas from the great monastery, Tibetan and
Mongol chiefs of the Koko-nor tribes, officials, mer-
chants, shepherds, and even robbers. The interest with
which his ministrations were received gave him great
encouragement and deepened the intense longing he
had already conceived for the evangelization of the
Tibetans. Many with whom he came in contact had
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never seen a European nor heard the name of Christ.
Some of the lamas said the Christian doctrine was too
good to be true; others inquired why, if the doctrine
were true, the Christians had waited “ so many moons ”
before sending them the glad tidings. During one of
his itinerating journeys “a living buddha” with his
train of dignitaries came to the tent, having heard, as
he said, that a man with a white face had come, and,
gitting at the feet of the white stranger, the Buddhist
teacher listened with rapt attention to the wonderful
story of the world’s Saviour. During his sojourn no
official, either Chinese or Tibetan, asked for his pass-
port, or questioned him as to his intentions of penetrat-
ing to the interior. Thus under circumstances unex-
pectedly favorable, surrounded by good will and hos-
pitality, and free from that prejudice and espionage
with which foreigners approaching the Tibetan border
are usually regarded, he had had ample opportunity of
studying the life, needs and disposition of the people,
and his knowledge gave us assurance of the reception
that awaited us at the lamasery village. Again, Lusar
wag advantageous from a topographical standpoint, be-
ing situated near the juncture of several important
highways; one leading to China, another to Mongolia,
and still another, the great caravan route, leading to
Lhasa. Here we could easily receive supplies, and
would be likely to come in contact with the people on
a large scale, owing to the amount of traffic that passes
along the great roads. Also, the surrounding country
being inhabited by a cosmopolitan population compris-
ing Mongols, Chinese, Tibetans, and a few Turkestani
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Mohammedans, it was a good place in which to become
conversant with the languages we should require, look-
ing forward as we were to a life-long sojourn in the
regions of Central Asia. We left America for our dis-
tant field without any human guarantee of support,
for we were not sent out by any missionary society.
Although, through Mr. Rijnhart’s lectures in Holland,
the United States and Canada, considerable interest
had been aroused and many friends won to the cause of
Tibetan missions, yet our visible resources were limited
at best. We went forth, however, with a conviction
which amounted to absolute trust that God would ful-
fil His promise to those who “ seek first the Kingdom,”
and continue to supply us with all things necessary for
carrying on the work to which He had called us. From
the outset we felt that we were “thrust forth” spe-
cially for pioneer work, and although anticipating dif-
ficulties and sacrifices we were filled with joy at the
prospect of sowing precious seed on new ground.

Our party, consisting of Mr. Rijnhart, his fellow-
worker, Mr. William Neil Ferguson, and myself, sail-
ing from the Pacific Coast, had decided to follow sub-
stantially the same route across China which Mr. Rijn-
hart had taken on his former journey. From Shanghai
up the Yangtse to Hankow we would go by steamer;
thence by house-boat up the Han as far as Fancheng,
situated about four hundred miles up the river. The
remainder of the journey would be completed overland
by cart and mule. We had endeavored, before leaving
America, to equip ourselves as well as possible, not only
against the long journey, but also, in view of our pros-
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TO THE TIBETAN BORDER 13

pective residence far from civilization, with the possi-
bility of being temporarily cut off altogether, owing to
the frequent rebellions that take place in Central
China, rendering the passage of mails and supplies un-
certain. Our stores were contained in thirteen large,
ponderous boxes, and consisted of clothing, culinary
utensils, and other portable domestic necessities, medi-
cines, dental and surgical instruments, fire-arms and
ammunition, photographic materials, books, including
copies of the Scriptures in Tibetan, and stationery, be-
sides compasses, thermometers, a sewing machine and a
bicycle. In Shanghai we added drugs, clothing, food
for the river journey, Chinese brazen oil lamps, trinkets
for bartering, and other articles. Knowing the advan-
tage of traveling in native costume, each of us donned
a Chinese suit. It was my first experience with oriental
attire, and I shall not soon forget it. After adjusting
the unwieldy garments to my own satisfaction, I at-
tended a service in the Union Church, where, to my
consternation, I discovered I had appeared in public
with one of the under garments outside and dressed in
a manner which shocked Chinese ideas of propriety.
Mr. Rijnhart, on account of his thorough knowledge
of Chinese, was able to make excellent arrangements
for our passage into the interior. As the war with Ja-
pan was then raging and the country in an unsettled
state, there were difficulties to be anticipated; nor was
there anything inviting in the thought of doing two
thousand miles in midwinter under such exposure as
would be entailed by the primitive modes of oriental
travel. Yet, if one holds to progress with any comfort
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worthy the name, there are reasons for making the
journey during the hibernating period of the greater
portion of the inhabitants of China, namely, the ver-
minous!

Our first stage up the Yangtse was made in a steamer
manned by English officers and a Chinese crew. There
was a sense of security, which afterwards we sadly
. lacked, in the fecling that the great river was but an
arm of the gentle Pacific that laved our native shores,
stretched far inland as if to assure us of protection.
Our first stopping-place was the city of Hankow, an
important commercial centre situated at the confluence
of the Han and Yangtse rivers, and, following the sinu-
osities of the Yangtse, distant about eight hundred
and fifty miles from the seaboard. The city was full
of stir on our arrival. The people were intensely ex-
cited over the war, and signs of military activity were
on every hand. The spacious harbor at the mouth of
the Han presented the appearance of a forest of masts
in which all the ships of Tarshish and of the world had
congregated in one dense fleet. = They were chiefly
house-boats and cargo junks that usually ply up and
down the river, but conspicuous among them were the
high-pooped transports, their decks crowded with blue
and red jacketed soldiers on their way to the scene of
action.

We took passage for Fancheng in the inevitable
house-boat, & long, clumsy-looking scow divided into
three compartments; the captain’s cabin at the stern,
inhabited by himself, his wife and little child; another
long cabin for the passengers, situated amidships and
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separated from the former by a movable partition; and
a space at the bow where the crew discharged the func-
tions of eating, sleeping and working. = Under each
compartment was a hold for the belongings of its occu-
pants. On the rare occasions when the winds were
favorable the sails were sufficient to propel the awkward
craft; otherwise she was pulled along by the sturdy
trackers on the shore. In deep water the captain
steered by means of a prodigious rudder; in the shal-
lows he managed with a long, stout bamboo pole. This
mode of traveling was not without its amenities. The
weather being fine, and the scenery along the river
banks charming, we frequently disembarked and went
afoot, and occasioned no little commotion as we passed
through the villages, a foreign woman being an object
of especial interest. Crowding around, the people
would handle my clothing and ply me with questions,
evincing astonishment at the size of my feet.

The villagers were mostly of the agricultural class,
and appeared to be very industrious. The door-yards
were tidy, as were also the farms, every available foot
of land being cultivated. Everything about the houses
betokened an air of freedom, even the pigs and chick-
cns being allowed to go in and out at will. Signs of
religious life were not wanting. In one village we came
across an old temple mostly in ruins, in the one re-
maining corner of which were ten idols, some incense
bowls and sticks, while near by lay the huge bell, silent
and long since fallen from its lofty place. In the even-
ing the people flocked to the old ruin to worship amid
the sound of firecrackers and the beating of a huge
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gong by the attendant priest, and as the weird sounds
were carried afar and re-echoed in the cold, still even-
ing air there was about the whole scene a touching
picturesqueness not unmingled with solemnity. Christ-
mas day found us still on the house-boat, and with it
came many pleasant memories of that glad, festive sea-
son in the homeland, and ‘many reflections concerning
China’s teeming millions to whom the Christ of Beth-
lehem was still a stranger.

On January 7 we reached Fancheng, none the worse
for our river journey. A hearty welcome was given us
by the resident Scandinavian missionaries, Mr. and Mrs.
Matson, Mr. and Mrs. Woolin, and Mr. Shequist, whom
we found engaged in a most valuable work. Besides
preaching, they conducted a boys’ school, and at the
time of our visit were erecting a school for girls. Our
stay in Fancheng was brief, just long enough to get
through the unenviable and seemingly endless prelimi-
naries to an overland journey by cart. The hiring of
the carts was itself no little matter even with the assist-
ance of our Scandinavian friends, but finally the piao
was signed, by which we sccured two carters, with two
large carts and a small one, to take us to Signan. By
the word “ cart ” this Chinese vehicle is but faintly de-
scribed. It comsists of a clumsy, bulky frame set on a
single axle, innocent of springs, its two wheels fur-
nished with tires several inches in width and in thick-
ness. The frame is covered by an awning of matting to
shelter the traveler and his baggage from the heat and
rain. The smaller carts, constructed on the same plan,
are generally painted and have a cloth covering with
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windows in the sides. These carts are drawn in China
by mules or horses, in Mongolia by camels or oxen. In
many of the principal roads deep grooves have been
worn by the constant passing of the great wheels, and,
the length of the axle differing in the various districts,
the grooves are not equidistant on all roads, so that it
occasionally happens that at certain junctures all axles
have to be changed. At Tung Kuan, for instance, a
town situated at the meeting-place of the provinces of
Shensi, Shansi and Honan, this operation is necessary.

On January 11 we were ready to start. We had
taken the precaution to furnish our cart with a straw
mattress, some pillows and comforters, to provide
against the jolting which we knew awaited us. Our
boxes being already in position, after Scripture reading
with the missionaries our little caravan moved off.
Two of the missionaries accompanied us outside the
city gates to bid us God-speed, and it was only after we
had parted ways with them that we realized we had
actually set out on the most difficult part of our jour-
ney across the Celestial Empire. The road from the
start was very uneven, a fall of two feet being not un-
common. I received a severe bump on the head, and
experienced so many changes of position and came so
frequently and emphatically into collision with various
portions of the cart as to have remembered that springs
are not a luxury of cart travel in China.

Carters are supposed to make a certain stage each
day, and inns are found at the end of each stage for
the accommodation of travelers. In order to cover the
required distance we were frequently on the way in the
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middle of the night, and even though traveling from
long before daylight until dusk we were not always
able to reach an inn. At such times one must either
sleep in the cart or put up in a farmhouse. Even the
regular inns are by no means inviting. We first
stopped in one of these thirty-five miles from Fan-
cheng. It was a flimsy structure, with great crevices
gaping in the walls, in which were rude lattice win-
dows with paper panes; the ceilings were composed of
bamboo poles nailed across the rafters, from which
cobwebs hung in profusion; the sleeping-room had no
floor, and the bed was as hard as boards could make it,
springless of course, and destitute of covers. But one
welcomes any variation from the tedium of a Chinese
cart journey, and after the jolting of the first day can
rest even in a Chinese inn.

One night, having failed to make the required stage,
we sought shelter in a native hut on a hillside and
slept on the k’ang, an article of furniture which no
traveler in Western China soon forgets. The ¥'ang is
a sort of elevation built across one end of the room, re-
sembling a hollow platform, the top sometimes cov-
ered with flat stones. It serves the purpose of all the
principal articles of furniture in an occidental house—
chairs, stove, bed and table. It is warmed by a fire
placed in the box, and, when the surface is moderately
heated, one may recline with comfort; but on this
night the ¥’ang was so hot that we soon became uncom-
fortable, being almost roasted on one side and frozen
on the other. We were finally obliged to get up and
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rake out all the fire, and at last fell asleep from sheer
exhaustion and despair.

A foreigner’s passport in China enables him to pass
free of charge all customs, and also the ferries that are
usually found, in lieu of bridges, plying across all the
rivers of considerable size which cut the great high-
ways. The ferry which took us across one large river
was crowded with people going to market on the other
side, paying their passage, some with vegetables, some
with cash. The ferryman collected the fee as he sat on
the ground in front of his straw wigwam. After con-
gratulating ourselves on the safe passage of the river,
one of the wheels of our heaviest cart sank fast in the
sand, and two extra mules had to be hitched on to pull
it out.

Our carters were interesting fellows, but their knowl-
edge of Chinese politics, as of things in general, was
limited. Referring to the war with Japan, one of them
informed us that Li Hung Chang had been made Em-
peror of China. Some of the people through whose
territory we passed had heard nothing of the war, and
others said that the Emperor’s subjects in France had
rebelled !

China is favorable soil for the flourishing of the
older cults, Buddhism, Confucianism and Taoism
standing side by side and being largely intermingled.
A Chinaman may with no sense of incongruity profess
all these beliefs at once. He would not appreciate Dr.
Martin’s statement that logically the three are irrecon-
cilable, Taoism being materialism, Buddhism idealism,
and Confucianism essentially ethical. Like the state,



20 WITH THE TIBETANS

he makes a unity of them by swallowing a portion of
each.* As we journeyed onward the monuments to
this complex religious life increased in abundance.
Here, passing through a city, we beheld the “ gates of
virtue,” immense, carved stone arches spanning the
streets, and erected to the memory of some sage, or
pious person; there, on the hillsides, reared to some
Buddhist saint, “stones of merit,” on the tops of
which little bells are fixed so that the wind causes them
to ring out the praises of the great man long since
passed away. Caves also, formerly the abodes of her-
mits, were pointed out to us, and colossal statues of the
Buddha hewn from the solid rock, gazing down upon
us with an air of sublime and majestic calm, still bear-
ing witness to the zeal of the early Buddhist bhikshus
who wandered forth from India to make known  the
Teacher of Nirvana and the Law.” In Western
China nearly every farm has its contiguous graveyard
in which may be seen the tables whereon the people
place their offerings to the spirits of the dead. As we
reflected on the part that the great non-Christian reli-
gions have played in China, and on the deep-grained,
age-long impress they have made upon her people, the
magnitude of our mission to a people not less religious,
more superstitious, and enchained in a denser igno-
rance and a more blighting system, grew upon us in
unwonted realization.  Yet our faith did not waver.
In much weakness we were going to undertake a stu-
pendous task—not in our own strength but in His who
when He commanded His disciples to “go and make
* A Cycle of Cathay, p. 289,
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disciples of all the nations,” also promised “ Lo, I am
with you all the days, even unto the end of the world.”

Crossing a stone bridge of stately and antique archi-
tecture, we reached the city of Signan, the old impe-
rial capital of China, and at present the capital of the
province of Shensi. Here our carters made arrange-
ments with other carters to take us on to Lancheo, they
themselves returning to Fancheng. Signan is the most
important trade centre of the northern interior, the
home of the Emperor of a former dynasty, a city of
heavy walls, paved streets, stately palaces and hand-
some governmental buildings. It is the site of the
famous Nestorian tablet which bears record of Chris-
tian missions in China as early as the seventh century
of our era. The surrounding country, relieved by un-
dulating hills, is particularly charming; great roads
branch off in all directions, two of the main. ones lead-
ing to Kansu. The merchants of Signan carry on
trade in all the surrounding provinces, and even in
Mongolia, Tibet and Turkestan.

With our new carters we set out once more, although
unfortunately for us it was the Chinese New Year, and
consequently very difficult to buy food, as during that
festive season all the shops are closed for days together.
However, we did not wish to tarry at Signan. Bright,
sunny days and cloudless skies, with nothing more ad-
verse than an occasional wind or dust storm, such as
are common in Western China, seemed to us to be
favorable conditions for pressing on.

One of the important functions in connection with
the celebration of the New Year is the lantern festival
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observed on the fifteenth of the first moon. Arriving
at a large city one night, intending to put up at an inn
in the suburbs, we found ourselves in the midst of the
festival. The long street was lined on either side with
lighted lanterns of exquisite and varied designs.
Crowds of people surged up and down, and all was life,
movement and jubilation—a weird scene, the moon’
shining down in icy calmness upon it all. Our horses
becoming frightened at the tumult and glare of light
and at the passing of a long string of camels with ring-
ing bells, almost upset our carts in their frantic efforts
to hide somewhere. We thus attracted attention even
against our will, and it was with difficulty that we our-
selves avoided being mobbed. Relieved indeed we felt
when we reached a miserable inn, which in our thoughts
was transformed almost into a palace, as it afforded
us a haven of rest and safety from that brlllmntly
lighted festive street.

It was a happy day for us when we reached Lancheo,
the capital of Kansu, for we had looked forward to a
few days’ respite in that city. Shortly after we had
taken up quarters in an inn, Mr. Mason, of the China
Inland Mission, came with a message from Mr. and Mrs.
Redfern, extending to us a pressing invitation to stop
at their home. He had brought the mission cart to
transport us, and we soon found ourselves enjoying the
hospitality of the missionaries. At Lancheo we formed
the acquaintance of Mr. Wu, a Chinaman who had
studied eight years in America, making a specialty of
telegraphy. He had been up in the new province super-
intending the laying of tclegraph lines, and in com-
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pany with his companions in Lancheo, was now return-
ing to Peking. The day before we had arrived he had
entertained Messrs. Redfern and Mason at a feast in a
restaurant, where, of course, according to Chinese eti-
quette, ladies could not be present. Wishing to enter-
tain us all, he prepared a second feast, which was served
in the sitting-room of the mission house, so that the
ladies might with propriety attend. Everything, in-
cluding dishes, was brought from the restaurant. While
on the road we had had considerable practice in using
chopsticks, and we thoroughly enjoyed the food, which
was dainty to the palate and artistic in appearance.
Knowing our views regarding the use of wine as a bev-
erage, Mr. Wu had provided delicious tea in elegantly
decorated covered china cups, and sweatmeats by way
of compensation. Chinese politeness ruled the feast,
each one helping with his own chopsticks another to
whom he wished to show courtesy. Among the many
delicacies there was a sucking pig cut into little pieces
and cooked in a perfect manner, also bamboo sprouts,
lily tubers and other dishes of which at the time we
did not even know the names. Western people are mis-
taken who imagine that the only items in the Chinese
menu are rice and rats. As cooks the Chinese vie even
with the French, and some of the most delicious meals
we partook of while abroad were prepared by the Chi-
nese. In acknowledgment of Mr. Wu’s hospitality,
Mrs. Redfern in turn prepared a feast for him; it was
a proper English dinner, with several kinds of dessert;
yet we must confess, in point of delicacy the Chinese
feast was superior.
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After a few days, Mr. Rijonhart and Mr. Ferguson
went up the big cart road to Sining with the luggage,
while I remained behind with Mr. and Mrs. Redfern,
until Mr. Rijnhart, who would go on from Sining to
Lusar to rent a house, should return for me. I shall ever
gratefully remember the intervening pleasant days spent
at Lancheo and the kindness received from the mission-
aries. Within a few days Mr. Rijnhart came back and
announced that he had been successful in leasing a
house, but that considerable repairs would be necessary.
We left the next day for Sining, Mr. Rijnhart riding on
a horse and I on a donkey, both of which had been gen-
erously loaned us by Mr. Ridley, of the China Inland
Mission of Sining. The two animals had been com-
panions for so long that wherever the horse led the
donkey followed, a fact which I appreciated on this, my
first donkey ride, as it solved for me the anticipated
difficulty of guiding one of these proverbially stubborn
animals along steep and difficult paths. Not far from
Lancheo we arrived at the branch of the Great Wall
which crosses the Yellow River, and found the ancient
structure in a very dilapidated condition, broken by
great gaps and much worn by the rains of centuries.
It was not more than five feet in height, and however
cffective a defence it once may have been against the
incursions of Turks, Mongols and Manchus, it would
not be a serious obstacle before a modern army. There
are two roads from Lancheo to Sining; one for cart,
the other for mule travel. The carts make the journey
by the “big road ” in ten days; by the “short road ”



TO THE TIBETAN BORDER 25

over the mountains, the one we had chosen, mules ar-
rive in half the time.

The Kansu country presents an elevation varying, ac-
cording to Rockhill’s itinerary, from four thousand to
nine thousand feet. Hilly ridges run in several direc-
tions, sheltering from the cold winds the fruitful valleys,
remarkable for their luxuriant production of grapes,
melons, peaches, apricots and all kinds of grain.
Around the city of Lancheo tobacco is grown in large
quantities and forms the basis of the city’s industry.
Part of our route lay beside the Yellow River, and for
a time, also, we followed the rushing waters of the
Hsi-ho, one of its tributaries. We saw Mohammedan
merchants coming down the river with their cargoes of
vegetable oil, destined for the Lancheo market, on
rude floats made of inflated cowhides lashed together.
How exciting it was to see the skillful boatmen guide
one of these heavily laden floats around a sharp bend
in the river, where the water boiled and foamed over
the shallows. Just when it seemed certain that de-
struction against some sharp ledge awaited the craft,
by a dexterous thrust it would be sent out into the cur-
rent and carried past the point of danger amid the
shouts of all the spectators.

Passing over the ruins of many villages which had
been devastated in the Mohammedan rebellion of 1861-
74, we came eventually to a narrow gorge of consider-.
able historical importance. Ascending the road that
skirts the precipice, we saw the river boiling below,
beating itself into foaming rage in protest against its
sudden limitation. It was in this pass that the Mo-
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hammedans held the Chinese army at bay during that
bloody period forever memorahle to the inhabitants of
Kansu, and where again, in 1895, they placed them-
selves thousands strong, and sought to repeat the tac-
tic. Little did we think, as we passed along the river
edge on a beautiful sunny day, beneath an over-arching
sky of cloudless blue, and amid the peaceful solitude
of the mountains, broken only by the patter of the ani-
mals’ hoofs and the low monotonous thud of plunging
torrents, that this very place was within a few weeks to
be again the scene of military tumult, filled with le-
gions of infuriated, bloodthirsty rebels; and we
dreamed even less that the massing of the Mohamme-
dans here to check the advance of the Chinese army,
was to be the providential dispensation which would
prevent them from sweeping down on Lusar and Kum-
bum, where they would have found us an easy prey.

The people of Kansu we found to be gentle and
obliging. They quite sustained their reputation of
being less disagreeable than the natives of other prov-
inces, for they treated us with the utmost kindness and
did all in their power to expedite our journey. On the
fifth day after our departure from Lancheo the walls
of Sining loomed in the distance, and we were within
the gates in time for afternoon tea at the China Inland
Mission Home, where we were cordially welcomed by
Mr. and Mrs. Ridley and Mr. Hall. Fifty It westward
lay Lusar, where our house had already been secured,
and the glittering turrets of the great Buddhist lama-
sery of Kumbum.



CHAPTER 1II
AMONG THE LAMAS

Arrival at Lusar—Strange Lama Ceremonies—Medical
Work—Our Tibetan Teacher—First Experience With
Robber Nomads.

The western portion of the province of Kansu, vari-
ously denominated by geographers as part of Chinese
or Quter Tibet, is known to the Tibetans as Amdo, and
the inhabitants are called Amdo-wa.  According to
Chinese ethnographers the foreign population of Amdo
may be divided into two great classes, the T'u-fan, or
“agricultural barbarians,” who have a large admix-
ture of Chinese blood, and the Si-fan, or “ western bar-
barians,” who are of pure Tibetan stock. The Si-fan
live, for the most part, a nomadic life and are organ-
ized into a number of bands under hereditary chiefs
responsible to the Chinese Amban at Sining, to whom
they pay tribute. Chinese authors further say that the
present mixed population of Amdo is the progeny of
many distinct aboriginal tribes, but there are some ele-
ments of it that must be accounted for by later immi-
grations. Westward from Sining the road leads
through a highly cultivated plateau; the farms are
watered by a perfect system of artificial irrigation,
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bearing evidence of the industry and skill of the peas-
ants. The houses in the villages are all built of mud
and have flat roofs. On the road one meets groups of
merchants, partly Chinese, but bearing a strong resem-
blance to the Turk and distinguished by a headdress
which seems to be a cross between a Chinese cap and a
Moslem turban. These are Mohammedans going
down to trade in Sining. Next comes creeping along
a small caravan of camel-mounted Mongolians or Tib-
etans, clad in their ugly sheepskin gowns and big fur
caps, on their way to sec the Amban of Sining, or per-
haps going to Eastern Mongolia or Pekin; or one may
meet a procession of swarthy faced Tibetan pilgrims
returning single file, with slow and stately tread, from
some act of worship at Kumbum, to their homes in the
valleys north of Sining. The entire western portion
of Kansu, so far as its inhabitants are concerned, marks
the transition between a purely Chinese population and
a foreign people, the Chinese predominating in the
larger centers but the villages and encampments being
made up largely of foreign or mongrel inhabitants.
Mr. Rijnhart had left me at Sining and had gone on
to Lusar to complete the preparation of our house;
but I had become impatient, not having too much con-
fidence in masculine ability to set a house in order in
a way altogether pleasing to a woman, so I rode up to
Lusar with Mr. Hall. Half a day’s journey brought us
within sight of the hills that surround Kumbum, and
as we approached we could sce some of the lamas at-
tending to their horses or gathering fuel. But the
strangest sight of all was that of Mr. Rijnhart and Mr.



AMONG THE LAMAS 29

Ferguson in European clothing ; so accustomed had our
eyes become to oriental attire that they appeared more
grotesque even than any of the fantastically arrayed
travelers we had met on the road. Assisted by some
native carpenters, they had been very busy at the house,
but when I arrived I found everything in confusion,
just as I had anticipated. Yet I was thankful that our
long journey had been completed, not a single accident
worthy the name having happened to us since we left
the Pacific Coast of America six months before.

Lusar boasts of a single main street with mud-brick
flat-roofed buildings on either side, and, at the time of
our arrival, contained about one thousand inhabitants,
evenly divided between Mohammedans and Chinese,
with a sprinkling of Tibetans and Mongols. These dif-
ferent peoples could be distinguished by their general
appearance as well as by their speech. The Mongol,
with his broad, flat, good-natured countenance and
short-cut hair, clad in his long sheepskin robe, with
his matchlock thrown over his shoulder, could not be
mistaken as he waddled through the street followed by
his wife a few paces behind him; the pure Tibetan,
likewise robed in sheepskin, heralded his nationality
by the sword he carried in his belt. To mistake a
Chinaman was, of course, beyond question, while the
Mohammedan of Turkestani origin could be recognized
by his aquiline nose, slender face and straggling beard
or moustache. Being the trading station of the Kum-
bum lamasery Lusar is visited by merchants from
China, Mongolia and various parts of Tibet. Especially
during the great religious festivals held from time to
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time at the lamasery a brisk trade is done in altar-
lamps, charm-boxes, idols, prayer-wheels and the other
paraphernalia of Buddhist worship. Near the village
is a remnant of an old wall which evidently at some
time had been used as a rampart of defence. In Huc
and Gabet’s narrative no mention is made of Lusar for
the reason that it probably did not exist when these
travelers passed that way, the business of the Kumbum
lamasery being done formerly at Shen-ch’un, a few
miles distant from Kumbum.

The Chinese carpenters made characteristically slow
progress with our house. The noise that accompanied
the work was at times almost deafening, the workmen
all shouting at once when anything urgent was to be
done. The house, situated at the foot of a hill, the fa-
cade pointing toward the main street, was a substantial
mud-brick structure with flat roof, built entirely ac-
cording to Chinese ideas of architecture, and after we
had the premises put in order the disposition of the
apartments was about as follows: The main gate led
into an outer courtyard, walled but not roofed; from
the outer court a dark, narrow passage led to the cen-
tral or inner courtyard, around which the rooms were
arranged on all sides. In one corner was the kitchen,
and diagonally opposite to.it a storeroom, and in an-
other corner the stable, while along the sides nearest
the entrance were the two guest-rooms, one for men
and the other for women, the latter containing a cup-
board for drugs. The guest-rooms we destined for the
reception of visitors coming for medical treatment or
to inquire about spiritual matters. The walls were

-
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hung with colored Bible pictures which did us good
service in suggesting topics for religious conversation.
Many of the pictures represented scenes in the life of
Christ and aroused the natives to the asking of ques-
tions which opened for us golden opportunities to read
the New Testament and to tell them more fully the
Gospel story. The furniture was plain and scant, a
large table four feet square, a few high, straight-backed
and very uncomfortable chairs, and the indispensable
K'ang. Opposite the guest-rooms were our dining-
room, study and bedroom. On the two remaining sides
were Mr. Ferguson’s apartments, our Chinese servant’s
bedroom and & sitting-room where we all met for
prayer, Bible study and conversation. Access to the
flat roof of the house could be had by means of a ladder,
and oftentimes when the weather was fine we repaired
thither to take our constitutional, or to sit basking in
the sun. Behind the house on the hill we afterwards
prepared quite a large piece of garden, in which we
raised several kinds of vegetables from seeds sent to us
by a friend in Canada. Our housekeeping was reduced
to simplicity. Han-kia, our Chinese “ boy,” aged about
twenty-two years, soon learned under my tuition to pre-
pare many kinds of food in English or American style,
and twice a week he regaled us with m’ien. Having
no oven in our stove, we extemporized one out of a
paraffin tin, in which we could roast meat and bake
cookies. Altogether we did not fare badly at Lusar;
in the market we could buy mutton, eggs, milk, vege-
tables, flour and rice. Custom soon introduced us to
our new surroundings, and when the carpenters had
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finished, we were, taking it all in all, as happy in our
far-away, isolated home as we possibly could have been
in America. i

Not long after our arrival we were visited by Mr.
and Mrs. Ridley and their little baby Dora. They had
come up for the purpose of recuperating their health
among the hills, and during their sojourn we witnessed
the interesting ceremony of burnt offerings celebrated
near the Kumbum lamasery. Crowds of Chinese and
Tibetans, men, women and children, had congregated
to sce the procession of lamas issue from their temple,
and, discovering that some foreigners were among the
throng, they turned their attention to us, almost over-
whelming us with their friendly curiosity. It seemed
at times that we would be crushed to death. Being sur-
rounded we could not return home, and we were
obliged to devise at once some means of protection.
Inviting the native women to sit down beside us we
were soon in the midst of a large group squatting
tailor-fashion about us, serving as an effective bulwark,
preventing the crowd from surging in upon us. Mrs.
Ridley drew the women into an interesting conversa-
tion, taxed to the utmost all the while to keep them
from laying violent hands on her baby.

The Tibetan women were to us an especial object of
interest, conspicuous in their long, bright colored
dresses fastcned around the waist by green or red
sashes, their clumsy top-boots and their elaborate head
dress. The hair was done up in a number of small
plaits which hung down the back and were fastened
together with wide strips of gay colored cloth, or by
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a heavy band of pasteboard or felt covered with silver
ornaments, shells and beads, and on top of it all was
a hat with white fur brim and red tassels hanging
from the pointed crown. From the ears were pendant
great rings, to which were attached strings of beads
hanging in long loops across the breast. The Chinese
women with no hats, their black hair shining with
linseed water, their common blue dresses and deformed
feet, were not nearly so attractive as their neighbors,
the Tibetans.

Presently the sound of horns, cymbals and gongs
announced the approach of the procession, and all in
confusion rushed off to see the sight. Hundreds of
lamas, clad in their flowing robes, issued with solemn
tread from the lamasery, some of them carrying large,
irregular wooden frames painted red, blue and yellow,
and huge bundles of straw. The frames were set up in
an open place, the straw arranged around them, and
the ceremony of burnt offerings was ready to begin.
The lamas fired off guns, chanted some unintelligible
incantations, blew deafening blasts on their gigantic
horns, and then set fire to the straw. The frames
were soon reduced to ashes, and the purpose of the cere-
mony, we learned, was to ward off the demons of
famine, disease and war.

As soon as the people found out that we were pre-
pared to treat their ailments and dispense medicines
they came to us quite freely. The Chinese were the
first to approach us, but soon the Tibetans came, even
the lamas, and it was not long before we had as much
medical and resultant guest-room work as we could
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attend to. As it is impossible to get a crowd of
Tibetans to listen to a discourse, our evangelistic work
consisted chiefly in conversing upon Christianity with
the people who came to see us, and from the very be-
ginning we were able to interest them in the teachings
of the New Testament. The Tibetans themselves hav-
ing no medical science worthy the name, the treat-
ment given by the native doctors generally means an
increase of agony to the sufferer. For headache large
sticking plasters are applied to the patient’s head and
forehead; for rheumatics often a needle is buried in
the arm or shoulder; a tooth is extracted by tying a
rope to it and jerking it out, sometimes bringing out a
part of the jaw at the same time; a sufferer with
stomachache may be subjected to a good pounding,
or to the application of a piece of wick soaked in burn-
ing butter grease; or if medicine is to be taken in-
ternally it will consist probably of a piece of paper on
which a prayer is written, rolled up into the form of
a pellet, and if this fails to produce the desired effect
another pellet is administered, composed of the bones
of some pious priest.

Although the natives appear to have great faith in
the native doctors, yet they were quick to bestow their
patronage upon us. Among the common ailments we
were called upon to treat were diphtheria, rheumatism,
dyspepsia, besides many forms of skin and eye disease.
One morning a woman brought to us her husband, who
was suffering from diphtheria, and asked us to give him
medicine. After explaining that the discase was very
fatal, and that her husband was so ill that he would
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probably die, adding that we would not be responsible
if he did, we gave him what treatment we could, includ-
ing some medicine to be taken at home. The next
morning his wife came to announce that he could not
take the medicine. I then offered to go to the house,
purposing to clear away some of the membrane and
relieve the sufferer, but on our arrival we found that
a lama had pasted a notice on the door forbidding any-
one to enter because, he said, a devil had taken posses-
sion of the house. We were obliged to turn away and
our hearts were saddened to hear two days later that
the man and also one of his little children had died.

Since it was our intention to work principally among
the Tibetans, we at once faced the problem of acquir-
ing the language, although we might have got along
with Chinese alone since all the Tibetans on the frontier
speak that language as well as their own; but knowing
that the Tibetan language would be to us a means of
closer communication with the natives, we set about
to find a teacher. As the lamas are the sole possessors
of Tibetan letters, the great masses of the lay
population being unable either to read or write, they
were not over pleased with the thought of communicat-
ing their sacred language to * foreign devils,” and we
had great difficulty in persuading any one to teach us.
Finally a young, rather good looking lama, named
Ishinima,* consented to give us instruction for a
nominal sum, on condition that we would not let it
be known, for he seemed very much afraid lest some-
one might accuse him before the sung kuan, or dis-

® Pronounce E-sheé-ne-ma.
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ciplinarian of the lamasery, of being on too friendly
terms with the foreigners; for of course as yet we were
looked upon with more or less reserve and perhaps with
a little suspicion. Ishinima was of medium height,
well built, and favored the Mongolian type rather than
the Tibetan, although he always said that he was of the
latter parentage. His face was pockmarked, but not
devoid of expression, and when he smiled his whole
countenance glowed with good humor. He did not be-
long to the highest class-of lamas, yet, not having
to do menial work, he was well dressed, wearing the
lama’s ordinary habit—a sleeveless red jacket, a full
skirt girded around the waist, and a long, wide scarf
carelessly, yet always in the same manner, thrown
about the shoulders. His garments were dirty, but not
ragged. The first money he received in payment for
his lessons he invested in cloth at Sining, and I made
him garments of it on my sewing machine. He told
us that the lamas were not allowed to wear sleeves,
trousers or socks exeept upon special occasions, and
added that on this point the lamasery had a code of
very strict laws, violation of which entailed severe pun-
ishment, sometimes even expulsion. Though Ishinima
could read the Tibetan character well, we found to
our disappointment that he could not explain it at all,
8o our lessons took a more practical turn, we giving him
Chinese words and phrases which he translated for us
into Tibetan. He came to teach us every day except
Sunday, on which day he always attended the religious
service held in the guest-room.

Tibetan belongs, philologically, to the Turanian
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family of languages. It is essentially monosyllabic,
resembling in this respect many of the languages of our
North American Indians. The verb system is built
up on roots with prefixes and affixes, the syntax is com-
paratively uninvolved and the idioms clear and ex-
pressive. The alphabet, adapted from the Sanskrit by
Tou-mi-sam-bho-ta, a noted Tibetan scholar and states-
man, about 623 A. D., affords a character simple and
casily formed, contrasting strongly with the cumbrous
glyphics of the Chinese. There are two principal
dialects of the language—Lhasa Tibetan, supposed to
be the standard of excellence, and Eastern Tibetan,
which varies from it to a considerable degree. The
Koko-nor Tibetans, in fact, have great difficulty in
understanding the speech of Lhasa traders and lamas.
For colloquial purposes we were particularly interested
in the Eastern Tibetan, though of course if one desires
to read, the Lhasa dialect must be learned, as that is
the literary language of the country.

Our professor yielded to none i the matter of un-
cleanliness, hence we made it our endeavor to instill
into his mind some idea of hygiene. After some in- -
struction he learned to use the towel and soap, and
though the lamas have a rule not to allow scissors to
touch their heads when having their hair cut, he al-
lowed his head to be shaved by the clippers, which
were an endless source of wonder and interest to the
natives. By degrees he took on an appearance of de-
cency, and began to show some signs of interest in new
ideas. Being somewhat of an epicure he went freely
into the kitchen, supervising the preparation of the
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dainties for which he had a preference. He taught
our Chinese servant to make oma-ja, a decoction which
the Tibetans drink with great relish. The ingredients
are implied in the name—a piece of brick-tea is put
into a pot of water and allowed to boil a few minutes,
then about half as much milk as water is added, and
the whole brought to boiling point again. When later
we were without a servant, our boy having gone to
enlist as a soldier, Ishinima would make the m’ien.
Instead of cutting it into strips he would cut it into
squares, and add it to water, meat and vegetables,
making a palatable and substantial dish. Though we
studied hard at our Tibetan and endeavored to under-
stand the people and to communicate with them, we
did not make the progress we should have made, the
cause of this being that he taught us a mixture of
Tibetan and Mongolian, which was to a large extent
unintelligible to either people. In this and other
things we found him unreliable, and some of his actions
bordered on dishonesty.

Soon after we had made his acquaintance, Ishinima
invited us to his home in the Kumbum lamasery, and,
having set his house in order for our visit, he came to
escort us thither. Crossing the ravine which divides
Kumbum into two sections, and threading our way
along narrow alleys and past rows of whitewashed
dwellings, we finally stood before one of the outermost
and best houses of the lamasery. The courtyard presented
a tidy appearance, and was graced by a flower garden
in the center, in which some yellow poppies were in
bloom. Several red-robed lamas with bare heads and



AMONG THE LAMAS 39

smiling faces gave us a Mongol welcome, holding out
toward us both hands with the palms turned upward,
and immediately ushered us through a small room into
a still smaller one, of which the k’ang covered the en-
tire floor. Upon the door hung a curtain, laden with
the dust and grease of ages. The furniture was that
usually found in a lama’s home. There was the
K'ang table, about ten inches in height, on which were
placed some china basins, a brightly-painted fsamba
dish, and a wooden plate containing bread fried in
oil, none too inviting either by its taste or smell. The
walls of the room were adorned with the pictures which
we ourselves had given to our host, and which with
their western flavor seemed quite out of keeping with
the rude interior. During a very pleasant conversation
about the great monastery with its revered lamas and
sacred traditions, about Lhasa, the home of Buddhist
learning, and of the great Dalai Lama, about the doc-
trines of Christianity, and about the great western
world, of which Ishinima knew next to nothing, we
drank tea and partook of other refreshments which the
latter had prepared with his own hands. According to
custom he offered us a large lump of rancid butter,
which, had we been as polite as our host, we should have
dropped into our cup of tea in lieu of sugar; but know-
ing Ishinima so well, we refused the dainty morsel, al-
though to have done so under any other circumstances
would have been considered little less than 1nsult. He
was, moreover, 8o thoroughly charmed with Mr. Rijn-
hart’s telescope and camera that we might have ignored
all Tibetan politeness with impunity.
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After tea we were conducted across the courtyard
to Ishinima’s private chapel, or room containing his
household altar and instruments of worship. Upon
the altar sat several diminutive but none the less
hideous brass and clay idols, representing various
Buddhist divinities, before which were burning small
butter lamps, also of brass, filled with melted butter,
each furnished with a wick and darting up its little
flame. Other flat brazen vessels of water, some khatas
or “scarfs of ceremony ”—narrow strips of veil-like
cloth, corresponding in use to the western carte-de-
visite—, a few musty-looking tomes of Buddhist litera-
ture, completed the equipment of this domestic sanctu-
ary. We found Ishinima withal a most genial host,
exercising every art within his grasp to make our visit
pleasant; yet we were glad when the time came to
return to our own clean and airy dwelling at Lusar,
and we left conscious that we had done Ishinima good
service in ridding him of a generous share of the vermin
in his sacerdotal abode. Our battle with this unwel-
come company was to begin when we reached home.

Through our friendship with Ishinima we gained a
knowledge of Kumbum and all that pertained to it,
which otherwise we might long have sought in vain.
Shortly after our visit to his home he accompanied us
again to the lamasery to witness an elaborate cere-
mony on the occasion of the ordination of the priest
who was to serve as lamasery doctor. Ishinima having
some scruples about appearing publicly as our guide,
walked about fifty yards ahead of us, never, however,
turning a corner until he assured himself that we were
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following. Having arrived in the courtyard of the
temple where the ceremony was to be held, we took
our places, Ishinima standing at some distance opposite
us and scarcely taking his eye off us from first to last.
The walls of the temple court were hung with all man-
ner of fantastic pictures executed in flaming colors by
Chinese artists. In the middle of the enclosure was
a long narrow table, similar to those often found on
American picnic grounds, on which were placed rows
of decorated plates and brazen vessels of various
shapes and sizes, containing #samba, rice, barley, flour,
bread, oil and other catables. These, we learned, were
offerings which had been brought to be sacrificed in
honor of the new candidate for the position of medical
superintendent. A large crowd of spectators had con-
gregated and were gazing with reverent and longing
looks upon the feast prepared for the gods, when sud-
denly a procession of about fifty lamas broke into the
courtyard, arrayed in red and yellow robes, each one
carrying in his hand a bell. As soon as they had seated
themselves on the stone pavement, the mamba fuyeh,
or medical buddha, came in and took his place on an
elevated wooden throne covered with crimson and yel-
low cloth. He wore a tall, handsomely embroidered
hat and brilliant ceremonial robes, befitting the oc-
casion. The ceremony began by a deafening clatter
of discordant bells, each lama vying with the others to
produce the most noise from his instrument. The
music was followed by the muttering of some cabalistic
incantations and the weird chanting of prayers. Im-
mediately in front of the mamba fuyeh was a large
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urn in the bottom of which a fire was smoldering, send-
ing up its vapory clouds of smoke and incense. At a
given signal some of the lamas rose and, each one tak-
ing up in a ladle a portion of the delicious viands that
stood on the table, walked gravely to the urn and
dropped it into the fire as an offering in honor of the
new mamba fuyeh, and finally a stream of liquid which
we took to be some kind of holy oil was poured in from
a little brass pot. Then there werc repetitions of the
prayers, incantations and bell-ringing, and it was a
long time ere the mamba fuyeh was declared duly in-
stalled. The position of medical lama is considered one
of great importance. The office in the Kumbum
lamasery is held for varying periods of time, depend-
ing partly on the incumbent’s efficiency, but more per-
haps on the number of his influential friends.

Like most lamas, Ishinima had many strange tales
to tell of the Koko-nor, the blue inland sea, that lies
away to the west of Lusar and Kumbum, far up into
the grass country. Many an evening he entertained us
detailing in reverent tones something of the wealth of
legend which tradition and the popular fancy have
woven around that body of water. It is known by
Tibetans, Mongols and Chinese, each calling it by a
different name, but the Mongol name ¢ Koko-nor,”
meaning “ Blue Lake,” seems to have gained ascend-
ency. Its religious importance is recognized through-
out a large portion of Central Asia. Even the Amban,
the Chinese Ambassador or Governor of North-eastern
Tibet, who lives at Sining, makes a pilgrimage to
it once a year and pays it homage. The immediate
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effect of Ishinima's representations was to arouse in
us an intense desire to visit the lake, to make the
acquaintance of the Koko-nor tribes and to ascertain
the prospects for missionary work among them. As
Ishinima had never seen the lake himself, he seemed
overjoyed when we asked him to accompany us.
The date for the departure was set in the month of
June when the hills had taken on their luxuriant car-
peting of green, and all nature seemed to conspire in
producing ideal conditions for such an excursion. As
W. W. Rockhill, the American traveler, had written
about the opposition of the Amban and other Chinese
officials to Europeans going into the grass country, all
our preparations were very quietly made. We em-
ployed a muleteer with four animals, collected stores
for the entire journey which, going and returning, we
calculated would last about twelve days, and in the
highest spirits started off, leaving our home in the care
of a servant. Ishinima, perched high on a load con-
sisting of the tent and bale of food, wore a large straw
hat with the wide brim of which he carefully con-
cealed his face until we got out of the locality where he
was known. Reaching Tankar late in the evening, we
pitched our camp outside the gate. Anxious to avoid
officials, we arose at daybreak and passed through the
town to the west gate, being frequently accosted by
men who wanted to drag us before the lao-yeh at the
yamen; but we escaped into the grass country, and
passed the monastery of Gomba Soma, although every
one we met was looked upon as some official who might
possibly forbid us to go any further. Ten miles from



44 WITH THE TIBETANS

Gomba Soma, and still a long way from the lake, we
camped for breakfast near a bend of the Hsi-ho, or
Western River, in a beautiful grassy spot studded with
pink flowers. On the other side of the river was spread
a charming panorama of rolling hills which in the
early morning looked like the grey, slumbering tents of
some giant army. Never shall I forget the calm of
that beautiful day on the oriental plateau far away
from the turmoil of civilization, nor within sight or
sound of the rudest encampment or settlement of any
kind.

But out of this tranquil environment there was to
grow a great unrest. While Ishinima was gather-
ing argols (the Mongolian word for the dried excreta
of animals which the nomads use for fuel, and which
must be used in fact by all travelers, as these wild
regions are bare of wood) our mules broke away from
their tether and had soon scampered out of sight. Mr.
Ferguson and the muleteer set out in search of the
missing animals. All day Mr. Rijnhart and I waited,
wondering how both the mules and pursuers fared.
We knew nothing definite until Mr. Ferguson’s return
at eleven o’clock at night, and he could only an-
nounce that no trace of the runaway mules had been
found, and added, to our horror, that he had become
separated from the muleteer and did not know what
fate might have befallen him. He might have lost his
way somewhere on the dreary plain or among the wind-
ing hills, and there was the graver possibility of his
having been eaten by wolves or having fallen into the
hands of the redoubtable Tangut robbers who lurk
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in the ravines ready to pounce upon any prey, great
or small. Clouds of anxiety hung on Ishinima’s dusky
face. He could not sleep. Time and time again he
went outside the tent, casting his eyes far and wide over
the starlit waste, eager to catch any sign of the lost
muleteer, but in vain. His anxiety was not without
cause, for if anything should have happened to the
muleteer he would have been held responsible. A feel-
ing of insecurity pervaded the whole camp, Ishinima
having succeeded in persuading us that the Tanguts
might swoop down upon us at any moment. The agony
and stillness of that awful night, broken only by the
subdued sounds of our own voices, the distant howl of
a wolf, and the monotonous babble of the Hsi-ho rapids,
were not soon forgotten. At daybreak next morning,
just as Ishinima was preparing breakfast, two of the
missing mules, quite mule-like, returned of their own
accord, and soon after, to our great joy, our muleteer
came running into camp. The faithful fellow had con-
tinued his fruitless search away into the night, and,
having lost his way, had crouched down behind a rock
to rest till daybreak; he seemed quite compensated for
his trouble on finding that two of the mules had come
back. One black animal being still astray, Mr. Fer-
guson went out again on the search. As he did not
return after an unaccountably long time, Mr. Rijn-
bart took the sweep of the horizon with the telescope
to see if there were any trace of him, and, after a short
absence, came running to the tent shouting, “ Get the
guns ready! There are six wild Tibetans after Will!”
Excitement reigned supreme and every preparation
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was made to show the enemy our ability and readiness
to defend ourselves and our goods if need be. Mr.
Ferguson rode well, outstripping his pursuers all but
one, a big Tibetan armed with a spear, who followed
closely on his track. We knew that Mr. Ferguson was
quite capable of looking after himself, as he carried a
revolver, and usually the sight of foreign arms of any
kind has a salutary effect on these wild nomads. Soon
not only Mr. Ferguson but the six Tibetans had reached
our tent, and the latter were preparing to help them-
selves to our possessions when Ishinima remonstrated,
informing them that we had foreign guns, whereupon
they threw their rude matchlocks and clumsy spears to
the ground, sat down beside them, filled their pipes
and smoked and chatted in a very friendly manner.
Presently another group of Tibetans came galloping
toward our tent. They were ten in number, and as
they drew near we espied our lost black mule among
their animals. These Tibetans were well dressed in
garments of various and gorgeous colors. We did not
know their intentions, but they kept assuring us in
the name of Buddha that they were good men, and if
any proof were wanting they triumphantly added that
one of their company was a lama. At the same time
the predatory instinct began to manifest itself; the
newcomers insisted on having first one thing and then
another of our belongings, and were only restrained
from looting the entire camp when Mr. Rijnhart
threatened to shoot if they laid hands on a thing.
After some further altercation we gave them some
cash for catching our mule—Ishinima gave them a
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mani, or rosary, of great value, and the entire band
rode off. The question now was: should we continue
our journey to the Koko-nor or return home? I was
ever so grateful when Ishinima declared that the
Tibetans who had just left us were Tangut robbers,
and that they would most assuredly return presently
with reinforcements to attack us, for that announce-
ment led to an immediate decision to turn back. Al-
though later we made the Koko-nor journey with no
fear, but with greater experience and knowledge of
the grass country and its inhabitants, for the mo-
ment the vision of the Blue Lake grew dim, and load-
ing our mules we leaped into our saddles, and were
soon galloping toward Tankar, with sweet dreams of
the safety and shelter that awaited us in our little home
at Lusar.

Deviating a little from the road by which we had
come, we arrived at Chang-fang-tai, a Tibetan village
nestling on the edge of a small stream. The country
hereabout was quite fertile, although in an unculti-
vated state. Roaming along the bank of the stream, we
gathered specimens of ferns, grasses and wild flowers.
The inhabitants seemed to be peaceably disposed, com-
ing into our tent and taking tea with us. Here, by the
way, I tried my first dish of ¢{samba, the staple article
of diet throughout Tibet, taking the place of bread in
other countries, and which I had always imagined must
be very delicious from the zest with which Ishinima
invariably devoured it. Tsamba is a kind of meal
made from parched barley, which, after being thor-
oughly kneaded with the fingers in a mixture of tea



48 WITH THE TIBETANS

and butter, is taken out in lumps and eaten from the
hand. Though Mr. Rijnhart added sugar to make it
more palatable, I could not eat it.

In the midst of our enjoyment at this village we
heard the first alarming tidings of the terrible rebellion
which shortly broke out in full fury among the Mo-
hammedans of Western Kansu. Faint rumblings of
the storm had alrcady been heard, but we had not con-
sidered the outlook serious. During the day we had
noticed clouds of smoke rising in the distance, and
these, a Tibetan courier informed us, marked the scene
of the beginning of Mohammedan depredations. A
column of the rebel fanatics had swept across the North
country and fallen upon a Chinese village, killing all
the inhabitants, setting fire to the buildings, and leav-
ing nothing but ashes, smoke and charred corpses.
Hastily we pulled up our tent, and, though the night
was dark, we rode off toward Kumbum, with great
difficulty following the trail which wound in and out
among the hills, while every dark object became to our
excited imagination a crouching Mohammedan ready
to dart his merciless spear. A gigh of relief escaped
us as we arrived at the gate of Lusar, yet we knew
more serious news awaited us as, contrary to custom,
the gate was closed and carefully guarded. The old
gate-keeper, whom we knew well, opened to let us in,
and informed us of the danger that like a dark cloud
had fallen on the village since we left. At any moment
the Mohammedans were expected to rush in from some
neighboring ambush. But amid the gloomy forebodings
that for the moment filled our minds, there was a
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tremor of joy at the thought of our good fortune in
returning to Lusar when we did. The Divine Prov-
idence had indeed overshadowed us and directed our
movements. Had we gone on to the Koko-nor and at-
tempted to return later, we should have found our way
intercepted by the Mohammedan stronghold which a
few days afterwards commanded the roads from Tankar
to Kumbum.



CHAPTER III
A MOHAMMEDAN REBELLION

Moslem Sects—Beginnings of the Struggle—Our Ac-
quaintance with the Abbot—Refuge in the Lamasery
—The Doctrine of Reincarnation.

Among China’s four hundred millions the Mo-
hammedan element, though comparatively small, must
be counted as a significant factor. Like a fomenting
leaven, a hotbed of domestic turmoil within themselves,
and ever and anon working to the surface of the na-
tional life, the followers of the Prophet have proved a
constant source of trouble to the Chinese authorities,
especially in the provinces of Shensi, Yunnan and
Kansu, where they have planted their most extensive
colonies. According to Dr. Martin, there are about ten
millions of them throughout the empire, although
other authorities place the number much higher. They
are known by the general appellation of Siao-chiao,
that is, adherents of the “small religion,” as opposed
to the Chinese, who, with their complex cult of ancestor
worship, idolatry and incense burning, are of the
Ta-chiao, or “great religion,” the comparative magni-
tude of the two religions being estimated of course by
the relative number of their adherents. The Moham-
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medans are further distinguished from the Chinese by
their abstaining from opium, wine, tobacco, pork and
other meats except when killed by a Mohammedan
slaughterer who has been specially authorized by the
ahon. Travelers, for this reason, may always be cer-
tain of getting good, clean meat from Mohammedan
butchers, whereas the Chinese do not scruple to cut
up and offer for sale an animal that has died of dis-
ease. Besides being generally clean, the Mohammedans
are industrious, making a success of whatever calling
they embrace, be it that of a merchant, muleteer, carter,
cook, innkeeper, or worker in copper, silver or iron.
Their restaurants along the great highways enjoy the
liberal patronage of all classes, while on the other
hand no Mohammedan will partake of the  cere-
monially unclean” dishes of the ordinary innkeeper
of the Ta-chiao persuasion.

The Mohammedans of the province of Kansu, num-
bering about one million and a half, constitute one-
fourth of its population. In the principal cities, such
as Lancheo, the capital, and Sining, they monopolize
the suburbs, and whole villages and towns of them are
to be found in various parts of the province, even as
far west as the Tibetan border. Besides being known
under the usual designation of Siao-chiao, to distin-
guish them religicusly from the Chinese, they are also
called by the latter Huei-huei, while the Tibetans and
Mongolians speak of them as K’a-che. Though now
having lost to a considerable extent their racial char-
acteristics through intermarriage with the Chinese,
they are still recognized as the descendants of the great
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migrations which came from Turkestan, Kashmir, and
Samarkand nearly five centuries ago. They are di-
vided into two sects, called the “ white-capped ” and
“ black-capped,” the latter being identical with the
Salars, who are much more fapatical and exclusive
than the other sect. In the Sining district the two di-
visions are known as the Lao-chiao, or “old religion,”
and the Stn-chiao, or “ new religion,” the latter being,
as far as we could ascertain, the same sect as the Salars,
or ‘“black-capped” Mohammedans. They have not
merged nearly so agreeably with the Chinese as the
former, for, while they are usually ready to rebel, the
Lao-chiao, as a rule, remain neutral, or even co-
operate with the Chinese.

The Salars who boast of their Samarkandi origin
are settled around Hocheo, Hsuen-hua-ting, Mincheo
and Taocheo, the first mentioned town of thirty thou-
sand inhabitants being their stronghold, where the
Chinese have to keep a large body of soldiers, as nearly
every year for the most trivial reasons there is trouble.
The Salars speak their own language, which is under-
stood by travelers from Kashgar, and when we visited
their country in 1897, Rahim, our Tibetan boy, a
native of Ladak, was delighted that he could converse
in their own tongue, which he had learned on his
journeys into Turkestan. The men have a purely for-
eign look, good figures, oval faces, aquiline noses, and
wear the Chinese queue, while the women do not bind
their feet, though the Mohammedans around us were
as much in love with small feet as were the pure
Chinese. They are all supposed to be conversant with
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Arabic, but, as a fact, have not usually much knowledge
of it, except the ahons, some of the latter being Tur-
kestani. Occasionally some great mufti from Mecca
or other important Moslem center visits the faith-
ful in Kansu, exhorting them to greater zeal;
while the many mosques that tower above the Chinese
dwellings, the dogged fidelity with which the devotees
perform their religious services, and the death-em-
bracing fanaticism with which in times past they have
fought for their faith, all attest the vigorous hold which
Mohammedanism has gained in the land of Confucius.

The religious dissimilarities between the two sects
are trivial, the lines of cleavage being quite as insig-
nificant as some that divide Christendom. The chief
bone of contention is a difference of opinion as to
the hour at which the fast may be broken during the
Ramadan, and as to the propriety of incense burning.
The cause of the dispute which culminated in one of
the most sanguinary and disastrous wars that ever took
place in Western China was the question as to whether
or not 8 Mohammedan might wear a beard before the
age of forty!

It need not be wondered at that terror filled the
minds of the people of Lusar and Kumbum, and of all
the surrounding villages, when the news spread that the
Mohammedan sword was again unsheathed; for fresh
in their memories were the terrible atrocities perpe-
trated during the former uprising, which was one long
intermittent period of bloodshed and pillage lasting
from 1861 to 1874, both parties, however, assenting
to a cessation of hostilities each year during seedtime
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and harvest. The government troops sent to subdue
the rebels had been, on account of their inadequate
numbers, hewn down, harrassed and beaten year after
year, and only succceded finally in quelling the out-
break because of a dissension among the Mohammedans
themselves as to whether the Koran sanctioned the use
of tobacco. Our own little Lusar had in those troublous
times been twice destroyed, while before the rebellion
Kumbum, the great monastery, had been the residence
of 7,000 lamas, hundreds of whom dyed their temple
thresholds with their blood, falling in defense of their
treasures and their homes, repulsing the rebels barely
in time to save their treasure-house, and to keep unholy
hands from ravishing their gold-tiled temples. When-
cver the lamas look at the bullet-pierced silver bowl
which is still in service on one of the altars, they re-
member that Kumbum’s palmiest days ended in that
great struggle, for never since has it contained more
than four thousand lamas.

Although the Chinese had finally subdued the rebel-
lion, they had not quelled the fanaticism that gave it
rise. They forbade the Mohammedans to reside within
the towns and cities, but this only led to their gathering
in thousands outside the walls or in separate settle-
ments, where they brooded over their lack of freedom,
and cherished a hatred towards the Chinese, fanned by
the memory of the treachery by which during the war
the latter had beguiled them into many a bloody snare;
and throughout all the intervening years, up to the time
of the fresh outbreak in 1895, the ahons had done their
part in keeping the fire of hatred and dissatisfaction
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burning in their hearts. The vague rumors of trouble
at a distance that had reached us before our departure
for the Koko-nor had caused little alarm in our dis-
trict, but on our return the reports were distinct and
dire enough. The little fire so recently kindled was
already assuming uncontrollable proportions. A dis-
sension had occurred in the Sin-chiao on account of the
beard question already referred to, and swords were
drawn ; the Chinese, who, while inert enough in most
emergencies, seem to be ready to interfere in Moham-
medan disputes, stepped in to settle this one, and the
progress of the campaign until it reached the immedi-
ate vicinity of Kumbum had been, we learned, as fol-
lows.

The quarrel between the two sects having broken
out eighty English miles from Sining, and the district
inhabited by the Salars being governed from that city,
a Major Uang had been sent with two hundred sol-
diers to make peace, which apparently he had suc-
ceeded in doing; but suspicions of his failure were
aroused when, on the 13th of March, the Tao-tai
of Sining was summoned by the Governor-general
of Kansu to Lancheo and despatched with more
troops to Hsuen-hua-ting, the seat of the trouble. The
latter official did a most imprudent thing in seizing and
putting to death a prominent chief and three or four
others, for to avenge this outrage the Salars, largely
forgetting their own differences, rose en masse against
the Chinese, imprisoning the general and several
other officers who had been sent from Hocheo to
aid him. Reports that the Salars were advancing
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and that other Mohammedans were joining them,
threw the Chinese of the Sining district into the
wildest exicitement, and soldiers were sent into the
villages not as yet affected by the rebellion, to in-
quire into rumors and exhort the Chinese and Mo-
hammedans to live together in peace. By the end of
March the truth about Major Uang’s defeat was
learned. A “ white-capped” Mohammedan, a sup-
posed ally of the Chinese, but really in league with
the Salars, offered to guide the Major to a position
from which he might crush the rebels at a single blow.
The Major and his men followed the guide over the
treacherous river and along its southern bank, until,
arriving at the juncture of two valleys, they camped
for the night, the Yellow River on the north of them,
and a ridge of high rocky hills on the south. Here,
when wholly unprepared, they were surprised by the
Salars into whose hands they had been secretly be-
trayed by the would-be guide, seventy-four of their
number being killed, while the others, having given up
their rifles on the promise of mercy and freedom, were
immediately afterwards shot by their enemies.

The news of this disaster having reached the Gov-
ernor-General, he issued a proclamation ordering the
extermination of the Salar sect, root and branch. Two
days later a fresh proclamation was affixed to the city
gates, couched in milder terms, saying that a distine-
tion was to be made between good and bad Salars, that
only the latter were to be killed. But no reverse tide
of second thought could dam back the mighty cataclysm
of bloodthirsty revenge which had broken out over
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the land. This first proclamation had done the
work ; already the blacksmiths were busy night and
day sharpening old swords and making new ones, and
people from the villages were flocking into the cities
with their families, furniture and grain. TFarming
was suspended, and a general panic prevailed as it
became known that the Salars had risen up in the ful-
ness of their strength, all joining swords from various
motives—fear, zeal, revenge, and the hope of gain
through success and plunder being the chief ones. De-
tachments of imperial soldiers came up from Lancheo
and Liangcheo, but the Mohammedans had congre-
gated in such overwhelming hordes that the Chinese
could not begin to cope with them.

About the end of April the imperial troops had suc-
ceeded in taking three Salar villages, but at the same
time the operations of the rebels became more exten-
sive. The Chinese government, now realizing the mag-
nitude of their undertaking, appointed to the com-
mand of the imperial troops Brigadier-General Teng
of Sining, a man of rare decision and military reputa-
tion, who, departing for the seat of trouble, defeated
the rebels near the city of Hsuen-hua-ting, a victory
with which further uprisings in the vicinity of Hocheo
were simultaneous; nor was his victory accomplished
without extreme difficulty and much bloodshed. The
enemy having been apprised of the Brigadier-General’s
start from Sining, had come to meet him, and but for
the timely help of the Tibetans, his army would have
been annihilated. It became evident that the rebellion
was no longer confined to the *black-capped” sect,
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and when the news spread that Hocheo, the Mecca of
Kansu Moslemism, the site of Moslem colleges and
mosques, had become a center of rebel activity, it was
felt that the worst had only begun. General Teng
with the resources at his command adopted the most
vigorous measures. In the beginning of July he in-
flicted a severe defeat on the enemy, killing 700 of
them, but its glory was dimmed by the ominous rumor
that 10,000 Mohammedans in the suburbs of Sining
were about to join the rebels.

As the reports that reached Lusar and Kumbum be-
came more and more alarming, the people were thor-
oughly aroused, lamas and laymen joining heart and
hand in offensive and defensive measures to be em-
ployed against the rebels, whom they now no longer
spoke of as Huei-huei, or Siao-chiao, but by the more
appropriate title, as they thought, fseh. .

Activity in the collection of old iron increased, the
furnaces glowed day and night with an intenser heat,
and louder rang the anvils under the blows of an
army of smiths in response to the general clamor for
swords, spear-points and guns. On all the main roads
leading to the village fiao-lo were built, two-storied
mud-brick towers, a gateway underneath, and a room
above through the wall of which were loop-holes for
guns, while a small rampart branched off on either side.
The Sin-chiao Mohammedans living in Lusar gradu-
ally and quietly sold their property, or taking it
along with their families, Jeft for Topa, the rebel
stronghold on the Hsi-ho, where there were soon 40,-
000 fighting men. We little suspected that even Mo-
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hammedans who had become our friends, particularly
one old man who lived almost next door to us, were
so soon to take up arms against their fellow-citizens,
ourselves included.

The lamas provided themselves with arms of every
kind, were organized into an army under the leader-
ship of Shertoch Fuyeh, one of the “living buddhas”
of Kumbum, and met on the hills for drill, besides
being as busy as bees at the construction of strong
brick towers for the protection of their homes and
temples. Ishinima, though an arrant coward, pre-
pared a spear for himself, and our lessons in Tibetan
became very irregular and almost useless, for our pro-
fessor had utterly lost his equilibrium. The inhab-
itants of Lusar carried all their valuables over fo
Kumbum and placed them in the hands of the lamas,
intending to flee to the lamasery should the rebels in
strength attack the village, knowing that the lamas
would die fighting for their treasures, and so the lives
of the sojourners there would be comparatively safe.
Refugees from isolated villages swarmed to Kumbum
for safety, and soon, as a result of the overcrowding,
diphtheria and smallpox were raging, while food,
fodder, and everything had risen to such exhorbitant
prices that beggars were added in immense crowds to
the already existing number, occupying every cave and
stable, in fact, every available corner they could find.
Many of our friends in Lusar advised us to leave for
home, or at least go to Sining, which had a good wall
and an army to defend it; but we felt that we had not
unprovidentially arrived in Kumbum at that especial
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time, and in order that we might not thwart the plans
of Him whose work we were doing, we remained among
the people, and made preparations to save our goods in
the event of an attack, by putting them in a cave off
our storeroom.

Barely had we decided to share the fears and fortunes
of our Chinese and Tibetan friends, by facing with
them the dreadful possibilities of a long and bloody
siege, when an event of no small importance occurred,
one, in fact, which to a great extent changed the cur-
rent of our lives and affected the whole course of our
future relations with the people. To our amazement
we received from the kanpo an invitation to take up
our abode in the lamasery during the rebellion, an
offer which, needless to say, we eagerly accepted, not
only because of the safety it offered us, but also because
of the prestige it would give us in the eyes of those
whom we were seeking to help. This apparently sud-
den kindness on the part of the abbot was dependent
upon an amusing incident during Mr. Rijnhart’s visit
to Kumbum in 1892. One day he was sent for by
one of the “living buddhas” of Kumbum, and, ex-
pecting to have a pleasant and profitable conversation
about spiritual matters, he went immediately to the
buddha’s apartment, where he learned with some dis-
appointment that he had been summoned not from any
religious motive, but to be consulted about a music-box
which the buddha had bought as a curiosity when on
a visit to Pekin. The music-box was, to express liter-
ally what the lama had said, “sick,” and had ceased
to give forth music; and the lama had concluded that
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since it had been made by foreigners it could surely
be cured by a foreigner. Mr. Rijnhart carefully ex-
amined the instrument, and finding it only needed
lubricating, gave it a liberal treatment of castor-oil,
the only kind available, whereupon its powers re-
turned, and the wonderful box was, as the lama ex-
pressed it, “ cured.” He had therefore conceived great
confidence in the skill of the foreigner, for if he could
cure a sick music-box with one dose of medicine, how
much more could he do for a sick man! The result of
an apparently insignificant act of kindness cannot be
estimated. The music-box incident, though forgotten
by Mr. Rijnhart, had evidently left an impression on
the lama, who had in the meantime risen to the dignity
of the abbotship, for he it was who now again sum-
moned the foreign doctor with his magic oil to come
and treat the treasurer of the lamasery, who had fallen
ill, although he did not know at the time that Mr.
Rijnhart was the same foreigner who had “cured his
sick instrument.”

Following a guide, we climbed up steep, stony
paths until we reached the most imposing of the
buildings, the kanpo’s residence, in a part of which
the treasurer resided. Ishinima had often spoken
of the Fkanpo, or fa-tai, the great man who pre-
sided over the spiritual welfare of the four thousand
Kumbum lamas, assuring us that he could only be
seen when, clad in his saffron robes, crowned with his
glittering mitre, and followed by a long retinue of
attendants, he descended from his lofty and sacred
abode to preside over some important religious func-
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tion. Ishinima’s surprise may well be imagined when
we told him we were going to the kanpo’s residence to
visit such an illustrious patient as Hsam-tso, the treas-
urer. Indignantly he repudiated the possibility of such
a thing, for the entrance of foreigners into the sacred
residence of the great incarnation of Buddha was un-
heard of. Yet to the equally great surprise of Ishinima
and ourselves, we not only visited the treasurer, care-
fully diagnosed his case, and gave him treatment, but
by special invitation were ushered into the audience
chamber of the kanpo himself. Climbing a steep stair-
case, we arrived in the courtyard immediately con-
fronting his apartments, where we saw a youthful
lama with flying red garments, bare feet, and counte-
nance wreathed in smiles, rush across the courtyard
and enter a room as if to apprise his master of our
approach, and when we reached the door he was there
with characteristic oriental obsequiousness to usher us
in. Another moment and we were standing in the
presence of the greatest Buddhist dignitary of all
northeastern Tibet, the man who was looked up to as
spiritual guide and teacher not only by the lamas who
sat under his immediate tutelage, but by thousands of
laymen outside, to whom his personality was known.
Sublime in the consciousness of his own greatness, he
did not descend from his throne on perceiving us; in
fact, his stolid countenance betrayed no sign of pleas-
ure or surprise, for why, indced, should the calm and
monotonous flow of his feelings be disconcerted by the
arrival of a couple of foreign teachers more than by
the worshippers of high rank whom, from far and
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near, he was accustomed to receive daily? He asked us
to be seated on some beautiful rugs, while his lama
servant brought us tea in china basins, which were
placed before us on little tables ten inches high, painted
in bright colors. During the conversation the kanpo
explained that a past experience with a foreigner had
given him the desire to meet another, and great was his
pleasure when he found out that Mr. Rijnhart was the
identical foreigner who had “ doctored ” his music-
box three years previous.

This brief visit was preliminary to many others that
followed in quick succession, resulting in an intimate
acquaintance, mutually agreeable, which soon ripened
into & firm friendship. The kanpo was particularly
interested in the fact that Mr. Rijnhart had a wife,
and as more ominous reports of the progress of the
rebellion reached the lamasery, he evinced a sincere
anxiety about our welfare. He had indeed a greater
surprise in store for us than the privilege of paying
him a visit, for he told us very cordially that his own
home in the lamasery was at our disposal, and bade
us move our goods at once to his apartments and take
up our abode there until the rebellion was over. “If
the Mohammedans attack Lusar,” he said gravely,
“ the people will take shelter in the lamasery and leave
you to be killed.” We could but feel that the kanpo’s
offer was providential, so, accepting it as heartily as
it was given, we removed those of our valuables which
were not hidden in the cave, over to his house, where
we found he had prepared for our occupancy two large
rooms and a kitchen.
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Our life in the lamasery was a busy one. Hundreds
of diphtheria cases were dealt with, and many wounded
people were brought to us from the surrounding dis-
tricts. In connection with medical work in the
lamasery, a very interesting and pathetic incident oc-
curred, that served to give us a clear idea of one of
the fundamental beliefs of Buddhism, viz: re-incarna-
tion. A young lama came requesting us to visit a lad
who was very ill—a little fuyeh, or buddha, about ten
years old. Following a guide into the capacious court-
yard of one of Kumbum’s best residences, past many
rooms decorated in gay colors, with windows of lattice-
work covered with bright paper and colored glass, we
came to the door of a suite of apartments, where stood
an old lama with white beard and hair, down whose
cheeks flowed copious tears, as wringing his hands he
- besought us to do our best for the boy and not let him
die; as if he died, he, the lama, would have seen his
elder brother die a second time. Though the little
fuyeh was that old lama’s nephew by birth, he was
looked upon as his elder brother; the latter had died
ten years previously, and the soul, it was believed, had
returned into the body of the little boy, to spend an-
other period on its progress toward Nirvana, the state
of blessedness. Hence it was that the man who now
confronted us was in such great sorrow fearing that he
should a second time witness his elder brother’s death.
We promised all the help we could give, and were
ushered into a small, beautifully adorned room, where
we saw reclining on the kang a sick child, a glance
at whom told us that we were in the presence of a
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victim of a virulent type of diphtheria. Upon care-
ful examination we felt that there was scant hope of
his recovery, and informed the old man that the only
chance for the patient lay in our staying with him.
Whereupon the old lama told us to do what we thought
best, adding that he would procure for us anything we
desired, no matter what the cost would be, for, he
added, “that boy has great wealth—thousands of
horses, cattle and sheep and valuable property are his.”
We prepared the necessaries for the treatment of our
little patient and settled down beside the kang to
watch him.

Daylight faded into twilight, and the secular work
of the lamasery was done. As the tumultuous hubbub
of voices died away and even the sound of the water-
carriers’ footsteps had ceased, the lamasery was per-
vaded by a strange and melancholy quiet, indescribably
peculiar, but somewhat akin to that atmosphere of
gilent awe that fills the galleries and crypts of some
old medieval cathedral, subduing the voice and even
the thoughts of the traveler, as he stands with uncov-
ered head before the tombs of the illustrious and saintly
dead. And as that silence is sometimes broken by the
strains of the choristers’ song sounding soft and low
from their practice-room, or by snatches of muffled
harmony floating down from the organ-loft, so on that
night was the stillness broken by the musical voices
of the lamas chanting their prayers in the temples,
or on the housetops where they lighted fires of juniper
leaves, the smoke of which curled up and spent its
fragrance far and wide until the very air seemed re-



66 WITH THE TIBETANS

dolent with the sense of worship. In some respects
the aesthetic side of Tibetan Buddhism is irresistible,
and it is not surprising that it has thrown a strong
fascination over the credulous Tibetans. It is, how-
ever, like the Pharisaism of old, only a whited se-
pulchre, having a beautiful exterior, but full of rot-
tenness and dead men’s bones within. How forcibly
the wail of the white-haired old lama, with his rayless
belief in the doctrine of reincarnation brought home to
our hearts that night the unsatisfying emptiness, the
bitter darkness of a system which offers the human
spirit no brighter prospect than to be broken again and
again on the “ Wheel of Existence,” struggling in its
own strength for countless ages, with the forces of
evil, with no better promise than annihilation at the
end. Those who get their conceptions of existing
Buddhism from Sir Edwin Arnold’s “ Light of Asia”
would be sadly disillusioned could they see it as it is
really believed and practiced by the people of Tibet.
Night-time had settled down upon us in our places
beside the boy, all the lamas, even the old man, having
retired. We sat reading or conversing in low whispers,
our hearts awed by the strangeness of our surround-
ings, the dim light of the primitive lamp casting weird
shadows on some objects about the room, now in this
corner upon a spear and two guns ready for use, sug-
gestive of anything but peace, then upon a yellow
satin hat with wide brim and peaked crown, and a
yellow jacket belonging to the boy. He was not to use
them again, for from the bed came stertorous breath-
ing, which continually reminded us that death was
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claiming its victim. Suddenly through the impressive
stillness rang a shout, then another, some barking of
dogs, then a few shots, and almost in a flash from the
housetops near and far rang cries of “ Sha sa! Sha sa!”
(Eat meat! Eat meat!), the war-cry of the lamas. A
lama rushed through the room where we sat, calling
out, “ Where’s my spear? Give me my spear! The
rebels have come!”—and, having obtained it, joined
his comrades on the roof. Mr. Rijnhart said he would
go for a moment to the house-top to see if there were
really danger, and being alone with the child, I prayed
that God would preserve us from falling alive into the
hands of the Mohammedans. The noise soon ceased,
and, to our joy, we found that it had been a false alarm
caught up by the sentries around Kumbum, from those
about Lusar, who had seen a large body of rebels pass-
ing in the distance to pillage another village, and had
given the note of alarm, thinking that we were to be
attacked. This was only one of the many times that
alarms were sounded during both night and day for
the following months.

Early the next morning the young fuyeh died, and
his old uncle, to whom the little life was so precious,
shortly afterwards committed suicide by taking a large
dose of opium ; for he said he could not bear to live in
prospect of the known possibility of seeing his elder
brother die a third time!

Om mani padme hum, the Sunrise comes!
The Dewdrop slips into the shining Seal

So sings the poet, but for that old lama there was
neither sunrise nor shining sca, but, according to his
own confession, grief, despair and darkness.



CHAPTER IV
WITH THE WOUNDED

Refugees at Sining—Our Isolation at Kumbum—The
Siege of Shen-Ch’un—To the Battlefield—A Ride
for Life—Rout of the Mohammedans.

Preparations for meeting the rebels went on apace.
Sentries were placed on the lamasery towers and on
the almost contiguous hills, ready to give the alarm
when danger threatened. Crowds of lamas with drawn
swords surged through the streets, or assembled on the
house-tops to discuss the latest reports from the field.
Our co-worker, Mr. Ferguson, having important busi-
ness at Shanghai, decided to leave for the coast. It
was a hazardous undertaking, yet it seemed inevitable.
As the road was still open we accompanied him to
Sining. Anticipating perilous times during the months
to come, we thought we might not live to see him
again. Moreover we desired, while still possible, to
visit Mr. and Mrs. Ridley before being cut off alto-
gether from all intercourse with European friends or
from the sight of a white face, and again more par-
ticularly, our presence in Sining was necessary in order
to make final arrangements for Mr. Ferguson’s jour-
ney. As we went along there were no signs of

68
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trouble; in many of the villages the people did
not seem to appreciate the gravity of the situation,
for they were engaged in their ordinary avoca-
tions; and, except a body of red-jacketed Chinese
troops who crossed our path on their way to attack a
rebel encampment in a town two days’ journey to the
north, we saw nothing to suggest the terror which had
spread in other parts. Upon reaching Sining, however,
we found the rebellion had been raging in earnest in
the northern valley. Hundreds of homeless and
wounded people sceking shelter were flocking into the
already overcrowded city, where the temples were
turned into temporary hospitals, to which the Chinese
missionaries, Mr. and Mrs. Ridley and Mr. Hall, daily
repaired, ministering with soothing ointments to the
poor creatures who had been burned in the flames that
had turned their homes to ashes, and bandaging the
ghastly wounds made by Mohammedan bullets and
swords. Some of the wounded had crawled on their
hands and knees for distances as great as seventeen
miles, and arrived more dead than alive. As the
refugees increased in number diphtheria and small-
pox were rife, and Mrs. Ridley moved among the pa-
tients stricken with these dread diseases hoping against
the danger of infection to which herself and her
precious little Dora, only a few months old, were sub-
jected, yet not able to do otherwise than help to allevi-
ate the awful suffering about her. Travel to Lancheo
being still possible, though not very safe, Mr. Ferguson

adhered to his purpose to press on to the coast, so we-

said good-bye to him and reluctantly turned back to
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Kumbum, where we were soon completely isolated.
Ten miles to the northwest of us the Mohammedans
had massed in thousands at Topa, from which strong-
hold marauding bands of them scoured the country
between their own position and Kumbum, rendering
it unsafe for anyone to venture more than two miles
north of the lamasery; while five miles on the opposite
side, the village of Shen-ch’un, the Mohammedan por-
tion of whose inhabitants joined the rebels, became a
veritable seat of war. The combined rebel forces of
Shen-ch’un and Iangmaoko, another village over the
hills, blocked all the roads in their district and
massacred the Chinese by hundreds. Thus impris-
oned for nearly six months, we received no reliable in-
formation as to what was happening at Sining and in
other districts, but events around Kumbum were stir-
ring enough and quite sufficient to absorb our atten-
tion, until the road to Sining should be again open
and we could learn the intervening history of the
rebels’ movements.

Mina Fuyeh, for that was the kanpo’s name, gave
us every day new evidences of his friendship. Side by
side with the problems of defending the lamasery and
superintending the great priesthood, he seemed to have
placed that of our personal safety. He had devised a
plan whereby we might escape should the Moham-
medans in superior force attack the lamasery, and
should it become evident that the lamas could not re-
pulse them. Under cover of darkness he proposed that
we should flee with him to Kuei-teh, where he had a
house and where he would give us shelter, food and
clothing until we could hear from the homeland. While
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the road to Kuei-teh was yet passable, and the reports
kept coming in that the rebels were burning one village
after another, the kanpo sent trusty men thither with
boxes containing his precious treasures. Returning to
Kumbum the men were fallen upon by robbers, who
made off with the kanpo’s valuable mules, eleven in
number, and severely wounded two of the men. So
unsafe had the road become that even the kanpo’s
sacred possessions were not free from brigandage.

The discussion of plans for our safety was appar-
ently not premature, for every day came news of fresh
victories for the Mohammedans, whose arms seemed
to prevail on every hand. Every day refugees arrived
at the lamasery; sick and wounded were brought in
from all directions to receive our treatment, the news
having spread that the foreign doctors, under the very
roof and patronage of the abbot, were performing
miracles of healing and were prepared to treat all who
came to them.

Among the most interesting of our patients was an
old man, Chinese by birth, but possessing the courage
and daring of a Tibetan, who had been appointed a
leader over fifty of the local troops, and had set out
one morning to aid some Chinese in an adjoining
village to repulse an attack by rebels. Treacherously
one of his men, a carpenter, had stabbed him in the
elbow, some said because the former was in the pay
of the Mohammedans, who were anxious to be rid of
such an able opponent as Cheo Lao-yeh, the old man,
was proving himself to be. They remembered his
efficient service in the former rebellion, in which,
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though wounded seven times, he had dealt them many a
crushing defeat. The treacherous thrust had made an
ugly wound in his arm, but the family being rich, and
consequently able to give him every attention, while
I spared no pains to aid in his recovery, each day
marked improvement. His wife was a Mongol. His
only child was an attractive young married woman of
twenty wearing the Mongol costume, which was very
becoming to her, while her pretty little baby com-
pleted the family group and added much gladness to
the lonely hours the old man spent on the k’ang. Many
were the presents and incalculable kindnesses bestowed
upon us by this man, and when later he died while we
were away from home, he asked his daughter to give
each of us a rosary he had worn, gifts which we prized
very much for we knew they were tokens of sincere
gratitude and love.

Shen-ch’'un was the scene of much strife, at first
only between the Mohammedans and Chinese in-
trenched in their respective forts, and consisting of bat-
tles between small parties who would sally out to glean
in the fields, or gather fuel, the successes and failures
being about evenly divided between the opposing forces.
By degrees the strength of the Chinese portion of the
village had been reduced, the last detachment of young
men having been completely cut to pieces during a
sortie, so that the beleagured and helpless inhabitants,
consisting now only of old men, women and children,
appealed for succor to the Jamas’ army, and the local
Chinese troops. Contrary to the abbot’s wishes, the
lama soldiers, having taken all their arms to a temple
to be blessed, sallied out one morning to attack the
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rebels. Their priestly robes thrown aside for the mo-
ment, they wore the ordinary layman’s red and yellow
garments with multifold red turbans of raw silk wound
around their heads. Armed with guns, swords, and
spears, equally divided between infantry and cavalry,
the latter being mounted on splendid ponies, the dark
eyes of all flashing with rage and the thirst for re-
venge, they presented such a warlike appearance as
facilitated our realization of the gallant defense our
lama army would offer in case the rebels attacked the
lamasery fortress. Presently the Chinese soldiers
from Lusar having formed in battle array, some wear-
ing bright scarlet military jackets, but the majority
clad in the blue of everyday life, marched out to join
the lamas. A few were mounted and carried bright
colored flags, while the remainder on foot were fur-
nished with swords, and a few guns. The departure of
the two detachments was among the most affecting
and picturesque sights I have ever witnessed. The en-
tire population of Kumbum and Lusar was massed
on the flat roofs of the lamasery buildings to see them
off, while above the din that rose from the multitude
could be heard the click of prayer-wheels, ardent mut-
terings of the mystic phrase, om mani padme hum, and
low incantations of the remaining lamas, all of which
augured success to their brothers-in-arms. The more
daring mounted their horses and accompanied them to
the summit of a hill which overlooked the scene of the
impending battle, ourselves being among the number.
The morning sun, now high in the heavens, gilded the
crests of the distant hills and likewise threw his brill-
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iant sheen upon the turbans, red, blue and yellow robes
of the dusky lamas and bronzed-faced Chinamen, the
many-colored banners of the mounted ensigns, the
broad-bladed spears and swords, and the glittering
caparisons of the fiery steeds, while every remaining
dew drop amid the green sward over which they trod
added its ray of splendor to the scene. Having accom-
panied the troops to the brow of the hill, we watched
their winding course through the valley and across the
little river until they came into proximity to the Mo-
hammedan fort. On the trail at a little distance be-
hind the army stood the sung kuan, with sword in hand,
ready to kill the first Chinaman who should run away
from the fight. It appears that the Chinese had in
former crises left the lamas in the lurch, hence the
effective measure to prevent a repetition of such
cowardice.

The storming of the fort was soon in full swing, the
lamas doing the greater share of the fighting. In an
attempt to set fire to the gate they were met by such
showers of stones hurled down upon them from the
wall that they were obliged to retreat, not without loss.
But such fighting ability did they betray that the rebels,
fearing another onslaught, summoned the aid of five
hundred expert Salar marksmen, and reinforced by the
latter made a fresh attack on the Chinese fort opposite
them. While they had been engaged with the Kumbum
troops, the Chinese women and what few old men were
left, had placed great piles of stones on the walls, with
which they expected to beat back the Mohammedans,
or at least keep them from entering the gate; but the
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latter, during the night, had quietly dug through the
mud wall, several feet in thickness, and early next
morning effected an entrance. The Chinese women
fought like tigresses, and though many of them died
like heroines in defense of their homes, they were of
course overpowered. Almost the whole remaining
population was put to the sword, except only a few,
who made their escape to Kumbum. On the day of
their arrival there was almost as much excitement as
on the day of the departure of the troops. Again the
roofs of the lamasery were crowded, as well as the
streets, to see, as they passed through the gates, the
sole survivors of the long siege, a few old men, some
women and children, each carrying some sad memento
of the sanguinary struggle, a bag of food, a basin or
a brass pot, all that now remained to them in the world.
What tales of woe and suffering were written in their
sad faces! Fathers and brothers slain and homes de-
stroyed! Only a sense of fear seemed to be left in
their nature after so many long nights of dreadful
vigil in the fort, their hearts filled with horror by the
wanton cruelty and flagrant inhumanity with which
the Mohammedans had treated even defenseless women
and children. There were few dry eyes in Kumbum
that morning. The sentiment of revenge was high, and
what wonder? as tales kept pouring into the lamasery
of women and children burned alive, of little shepherd
boys pierced through and through while beside some
stream they watched their fathers’ flocks, of little in-
fants carried about on the points of spears, while ever
and anon some wound-covered victim, perhaps a
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Chinese woman with her small crippled feet, would
crawl into the lamasery weak from the loss of blood,
and death staring from the eyes. The Buddhist
lamasery of Kumbum, like the Chinese temple of the
God of Literature in Sining, had become a hospital,
and our hands were full. Among the patients whose
sufferings most touched our hearts was a child brought
to us with sixteen spear thrusts in his little body. Ten-
derly we cared for him, and to our great joy he got well.

Soon after the stirring episode of Shen-ch’un a body
of Chinese and Tibetan soldiers, armed with foreign
guns, under Commander Li, an old opium smoker,
came to Kiai-ya, a well fortified Chinese village one
mile from the cluster of forts that had in part been
wrenched from those brave Chinese women, and we all
felt that probably the day of retribution for the Mo-
hammedans was at hand. In the morning in good
order the former attacked one side of the rebel posi-
tion, while the lama army simultaneously assaulted the
other; bodies of Mohammedan horsemen were seen to
be parrying the attacks and endeavoring to mislead the
soldiers, but with great force the two opposing bodies
met and the Tibetans had at dark almost won the day,
when, for some mysterious reason, a retreat was or-
dered by Commander Li, and the whole army returned.
In the morning it was expected, of course, that another
attack would be made, but it was learned that so far
as Li Lao-yeh was concerned, the Mohammedans might
remain in peace; and it was so loudly whispered that
he had “ eaten Mohammedan silver,” or in other words,
been bribed, that he lost his prestige, and if he did not
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lose his head, it was only because the peh-sing, or com-
mon people, could not get their hands on him to carry
out the sentence which all had passed on him in their
minds.

Though numbers of the rebels had fallen during the
day’s fighting, the casualties among the Chinese and
Tibetans were also serious. Early in the day a band
of twenty soldiers came to the lamasery requesting Mr.
Rijnhart and myself to go to the battlefield and look
after their wounded companions, offering themselves
as our escort to the scene of carnage. The prospect of
riding to within a mile of the rebel position was not in-
viting, but when we thought of the sufferings of our
lama soldiers, and our ability to help those who had
risked their lives in defense of helpless women and
children, and who might ere long be called upon to de-
fend us at the lamasery, and remembering that we
were servants of Him who “ went about healing all
that were oppressed,” we hesitated not. Having pre-
pared our surgical and medical supplies we rode off
with our escort, each one of whom was armed to the
teeth. As we traveled on among the hills, some acted
as scouts to see that the road was clear, while the
others surrounding us sought to make us feel safe in
their keeping, at the same time expressing their grati-
tude to us for having come.

On our arrival at the village we found it teeming
with soldiers, some of whom ushered us at once into
the quarters of the wounded. We worked hard all
day bandaging cuts and extracting bullets, attending
to the most serious cases first, but at sunset we had not
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come to the end of the list. Feeling it was unwise
to pass the night so near the Mohammedan position,
especially as every available corner in the village was
already occupied by soldiers, we decided to return to
Kumbum, intending to finish treating the wounded
men on the following day. Silently, accompanied by
our escort, we traveled homeward under the light of the
harvest moon, our scouts peering through every valley
and defile, lest haply we might be fallen upon by lurk-
ing Mohammedan horsemen. On our arrival at Kum-
bum we found the lamasery gates closed, and as the
eye of the sentry caught sight of such a large body of
soldiers, he became suspicious and refused to admit
us, fearing some kind of treachery or strategem. The
lamas gathered on the roof, Mr. Rijnhart stepped out
where he could be heard and shouted to them that he was
the foreign doctor returning from a visit to the wound-
ed, and that the soldiers were his escort. I also spoke
up corroborating Mr. Rijnhart’s words, whereupon the
gate-keeper cautiously opened the ponderous gate and
let us in.

Shortly after sunrise next day we started again for
Kiai-ya. The morning air was crisp and exhilarating,
and we rode with a feeling of greater repose than on the
evening previous. As yet very few people were astir,
here a lama carrying a water-bucket on his broad back,
there an early traveler setting out for the Lusar market,
or a farmer with a donkey-load of straw, or fen-kuai-
tsi, argols pressed into brick form, to be sold to the
lamas. When we reached Kiai-ya we found our wounded
men doing well, and by noon we had attended to the
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cases left over from the preceding day. Our reputation
having spread through the village we were called upon
to visit a young girl of sixteen who had been accidentally
shot below the left knee two months before. The wound
was a ghastly sight, the leg being shattered for sev-
eral inches. Native doctors could do nothing; the limb
had not even been bandaged. Only after such a sight
does one appreciate the blessings which the sciences of
medicine and surgery lay at the feet of the sick and
suffering in Christian lands. We informed the girl’s
friends that only the amputation of the diseased mem-
ber could effect a cure, a proposal which they resolutely
refused to entertain, in accordance with the Confucian
teaching that a person should quit this life with an
entire body. And so we had to leave her, though the
whole house reeked with the stench of the wound, nor
were we surprised to hear shortly afterwards that she
was dead.

Our medical work being done, we were sitting in the
yamen being entertained at luncheon by the Chinese
commander, when suddenly the call to arms was beaten
and the alarm given that the Mohammedans in large
forces were issuing from their stronghold. While the
soldiers scized their weapons and rushed into battle
array, we demanded our escort and set out for home.
The first part of the way led along a hollow road worn
deep with the travel of ages, with sides so steep and
high, that everything was concealed from view, and
when we had emerged from it, on an incline overlook-
ing the valley, we saw galloping toward us a body of
rebel horsemen, who had seen us leave Kiai-ya and
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were endeavoring to head us off. The Tibetans spurr-
ing on our horses we rode for our lives, gaining in
speed as we galloped down the hillside, at times the
feet of our animals scarcely seeming to touch the
ground. There was not only the danger of our being
overtaken by our pursuers. Who knew but at any turn
we might be met by another band ? Perhaps already
they were hurrying to meet us along another road that
joined the one we were traveling on, not far from the
lamasery.

We were not the only ones who had taken to flight.
The feeling of alarm at the rebels’ sally having spread
among all the villages, and even among travelers who
had heard the news as they journeyed along, many
were fleeing for their lives on the same road as our-
selves. Not far off, galloping over the hills and
valleys we saw a Koko-nor Tibetan, preferring, accord-
ing to habit, the rough ground to the smooth road, pre-
senting a doubly awkward appearance in his bulky
sheepskin gown inflated by the wind, and his unwieldy
matchlock shifting about with every plunge of his pony,
which with shouts and various gesticulations, he urged
on toward the lamasery. Safely passing the junction
of the roads where we had feared to meet a second band
of rebels, and having far outrun our pursuers whom the
hills now hid from view, we dismissed our escort,
thinking the moment opportune for them to turn about
unobserved and go back to the village by another route.
Then scarcely slackening our speed we rode on alone,
overtaking many men and women who had been out
in the fields gathering argols and grain, now dazed with
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fear and running helter-skelter toward the haven for
which we also were aiming. On reaching the lama-
sery, we found the roofs crowded with our lama friends,
who had been apprised by the sentries of the rebels’
manceuvre, and had been anxious as to our fate. How
welcome the sense of safety as we passed behind the
huge gate that shut our enemies outside. Had our
ponies stumbled or any other accident impeded our
progress; had there been any difficulty at the gate as
on the preceding night, any delay of five minutes
would have made it forever impossible for us to tell
the tale. Jambula, an old Mongol lama living in the
room near ours, who had become very much attached
to us, almost wept when taking my husband by the
hands, he told us how concerned he had been for our
safety and how glad he was to see us back alive.
There was great rejoicing when it was reported that
General Ho in command of ten thousand soldiers well
armed with foreign guns had pressed his way past the
rebels who had been massed in great numbers in the
Stiao-hsia or “ Narrow Gorge ”, where they had hoped
to cut off the advance of the imperial troops. General
Ho’s army was so formidable that the rebels, on being
advised to disband rather than be cut to pieces, had
acted the part of discretion and left for home, thus
leaving free passage to General Ho, who soon arrived at
Sining and joined hands with Brigadier-General Teng,
the chen-tat, or chief military official of the city. The
chen-tat deserves the credit of keeping the rebels in
check until the arrival of the reinforcements; and the
excellent service rendered by the latter with their heavy
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cannon, well-manned, and firing balls strong enough
to shatter the Mohammedan defence-tower, temporarily
freed the city from danger and made it possible for the
united imperial troops to hasten to the relief of Shen-
ch’un. The announcement that the imperial army was
coming to storm Shen-ch’un caused thrilling excitement
and deep-felt joy throughout the villages near Kumbum
and on the road to Sining. The day that the army
was expected, nearly all the Lusar people went either to
a hill commanding a good view of the scene of battle,
or towards the forts in order to plunder as soon as an
entry into Mohammedan quarters had been made by
the conquering hero, Brigadier-General Teng, who was
to those Chinese what Lord Roberts is to the British
army and Admiral Dewey to the American, the idol of
the people. A squadron of cavalry came into sight
along the Nan Chuan or Southern Valley. We could
gee their numerous bright pennons waving in the
breeze, the great cannon drawn by mules, and the chen-
tat conspicuous by his brilliant uniform and white
steed, leading the procession. Then followed the infan<
try, all in much better marching order than any Chinese
goldiers we had previously seen. On they came amid
the cheers of the people on the hills and the quaking
hearts of the Mohammedans, who were no doubt watch-
ing from their loop-holes. Soon they had halted near
the rebel forts where they were welcomed by the Chinese
and lama leaders of the local troops that had gome
forth to meet them. The cannon was brought into
good position for aiming at the weakest fort, the sol-
diers were placed in battle order, while the Iangmaoko
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Mohammedans dashed courageously down the hills to
help their comrades even against such odds. A puff
of smoke from the cannon, a crash, and down went
part of the tower, attended by a dense cloud of dust
and deafening cheers from' our neighbors on the hills,
while a look through our telescope told us that one
end of the far from impregnable tower was gone. A
few more well-aimed shots reduced the wall, and Gen-
eral Ho, commanding a regiment, rushed upon one of
the forts, the general himself being shot in the thigh
as a result. Mohammedans fled in groups up the hill,
hoping to escape across to another valley, but they
only fell into the hands of soldiers who had concealed
themselves in a hollow road to cut off any retreat. Many
a mounted fugitive we saw fall from his horse, as sud-
denly a crouching Chinaman leaped up and transfixed
him with his spear. Those who got out of the reach of
sword and spear were picked off by the unerring bullet.
The entire hillside had become a battle-field, the
autumnal grass being literally stained with blood. It
was a terrible sight for us; but to the Chinese and
Tibetans there was in it the sweetness of revenge. Un-
speakable, indeed, was the retribution that now fell
upon those who, when they had the upper hand, hesi-
tated at no cruelty and stooped to every atrocity known
to the darkened mind of man. Several forts were taken
before dusk and as the Chinese object to fighting in
the dark, they withdrew, but General Teng placed his
forces so that the besieged might not escape during the
night. As we saw several wounded being carried in from
the field, we betook ourselves to their quarters to render
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them whatever service we could. We were shown into
a little room, a few feet long, with only a window a
foot square, from which a soldier, by vigorously using
a whip, kept the heads of the curious ones from shut-
ting out the light, while a number of orderlies amid
general shouting, kept us supplied with warm and cold
water, wood for splints and other necessities. When
we succeeded in extracting a bullet from a soldier’s limb
he would ask to see it, and when it was given to him
he would take it between his teeth and gnash and grind
it in revenge for the pain and suffering it had caused
him. Always we found that in the minds of the
wounded, the main hope of recovery as well as of the
cessation of pain, lay in the extraction of the bullet.
Darkness overtook us before we had treated all our
wounded that night, and as we wended our way through
the narrow streets of the small village of twenty homes
that quartered two thousand troops, we saw soldiers
sleeping spear in hand, lying in corners of courtyards
and along the streets all worn out with the day’s fight-
ing, yet ready on the slightest alarm to follow their
trusted leader to new dangers and new victories.

Just as we were ready to retire a loud knocking at
our front gate announced the arrival of visitors, who
proved to be some soldiers coming to invite Mr. Rijn-
hart to go with them to see a corporal who had been shot
in the mouth. Though conscious of the risk, he accom-
panied them to the village where the chen-fai was quar-
tered and was ushered into the presence of his patient,
who was swearing in a loud voice and abusing everyone
that came within his hearing. The bullet was imbedded
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between the gum and the cheek and had to be probed
for. During the operation the corporal swore and is-
sued rough commands to his men whenever the instru-
ment allowed him an opportunity to use his tongue.
Mr. Rijnhart maintained that there was a mingling of
the pathetic and ridiculous in the rage which his pa-
tient manifested over being obliged to carry in his
mouth even for a short time a rebel’s bullet.

The chen-tai, though such an efficient general, had
not made his investment of the besieged forts complete,
for during the night stealthily the Mohammedans with-
drew with their families and valuables. Making their
way through the ranks of the enemy, they effected
their escape to Topa, and the following morning the
goldiers and a swarm of peh sing who intended to loot
and plunder, entered the deserted houses, finding bread
half-baked in the fire, and other tokens of a hasty flight.
The Lusar people returned after they had secured their
booty, presenting an amusing scene with their prizes,
which were for the most part worthless baggage, old
tables, cupboards, broken pots, worn out bags with per-
haps a little grain. We realized how bitter was the feel-
ing against the rebels when we heard many express
such delight at the great massacre of Mohammedans of
the day before, for eight hundred had been killed.
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CHAPTER V
MISSIONS AND MASSACRES

Bible School at Lusar—Mohammedan Revolt at Sin-
ing—Terrible Slaughter by Imperial Soldiers—The
Fall of Topa—Peace at Last.

In the midst of these stirring times when thoughts
of murder and revenge were uppermost in the people’s
minds, we endeavored to carry on the work of preach-
ing and. teaching as well as of healing. The abbot’s in-
vitation to reside in the lamasery we could but inter-
pret as a divine call to a larger field of usefulness, and
the influence which his patronage gave us in the eyes
of the people was but another name for opportunity—
a sacred trust for which we felt we should be held re-
sponsible. Priests and laymen, women and children,
rallied round us, consulting us in their difficulties and
giving us every evidence of their trust in us. One of
the most encouraging features of our missionary work
was the Bible School, which was begun soon after our
removal to the lamasery, and held every Wednesday and
Sunday afternoon in our house at Lusar. The children,
who had become attached to us, even following us in
the street, were easily gathered in and became at once
interested in the colored Bible pictures that hung on

86



MISSIONS AND MASSACRES 87

our walls. The lessons embraced the salient points in
Bible history and doctrine, beginning with the story of
Creation and the Garden of Eden in the Old Testament
and ending with the death and resurrection of Jesus
in the New. We also gave them talks on the Life and
Journeys of St. Paul. How delighted they were at the
story of Jacob’s ladder, telling us, as they gazed on the
picture, that they, too, would like to climb that ladder
to be among the angels. Soon not only the children
but also the mothers came to the lessons. All were
touched by the story of the Good Samaritan. “ The
priest and the Levite are just like our priests,” said
one woman. “ They, too, pass by on the other side when
anyone is in trouble.” The women were particularly
interested in the miracle at the gate of Nain. Our pic-
ture showed a city gate just like a Chinese one, and
that made it so vivid; and then the women could enter
into the mother’s grief at the death of a son and share
her joy when the Great Physician restored the vital
spark. Other pictures and the lessons suggested by
them made deep impressions, viz: The Healing of
Blind Bartimeus, The Prodigal Son, The Death, Resur-
rection and Ascension of Jesus, Paul chained to a
Roman Soldier, and Peter in Prison.

Special mention must be made of one little Tibetan
boy who never forgot anything we told him ; the amount
of Bible knowledge he acquired was truly astonishing,
and I fondly believe that his heart was good ground,
and that some day the good seed sown in it will bring
forth fruit. T shall never forget how heartily the child-
ren sang the hymns which with great difficulty we
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taught them. The Tibetans, we found, possess much
better ideas of melody than the Chinese. The discords
at first were shocking, but by the help of Mr. Rijnhart’s
concertina and my violin the tunes were carried through.
On Christmas of 1895 we gave the children a feast of
waffles and milk tea. Some of the women present said
that if their people followed our doctrine they would
be better, and added that we taught the children only
what was good. Mr. Rijnhart spoke much with the
lamas about religious matters, losing no opportunity of
pressing the Gospel message. Ishinima declared that if
the Mohammedans did not come to attack Lusar and
Kumbum it would be because we were there and had
prayed to the “ Heavenly Ruler ” to guard us, and to
our certain knowledge Ishinima himself laid aside a
Buddha idol which he had always taken to bed for pro-
tection, and put his trust in the “ Heavenly Ruler.”

The Chinese said we were carrying on our mission for
the purpose of accumulating merit for ourselves, al-
though they did not dispute that our work was good.
They seemed incapable of conceiving the possibility of
a single disinterested action, much less a life of altru-
ism, and still less a mission of sacrifice and service out
of love to God and man.

The fall of Shen-ch’un, described in the preceding
chapter, led to the temporary opening of the road to
Sining, though as yet only large bodies of men would
attempt the journey, for thousands of Mohammedans
roamed about the valleys on either side of the Nan
Chuan sweeping everything before them. Strange as
it may seem, though Sining was not twenty miles from
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us, we knew very little about the progress of the rebel-
lion in its vicinity, so close had been the investment of
Kumbum and the surrounding villages. At length we
learned that for months after the rebellion broke out
the Mohammedans in the large eastern suburb of the
city had remained neutral, and had emphatically ex-
pressed their intention to take no part whatever in the
struggle of their co-religionists. But the Chinese did
not trust their word implicitly, and kept thousands of
soldiers on the city walls, being especially vigilant on
the side overlooking the Mohammedan quarter. The
double gates had been barricaded and all the houses
near the walls had been destroyed, lest they might be
used for protection in case of an attack. On September
1, owing, no doubt, to reported successes of the rebel
arms elsewhere, that which was long feared took place.
The Mohammedans in the suburb began to attack the
city, and their cannon played with great precision on
the troops stationed on the wall. The chen-tai’s gun-
ners also made good practice on the rebels who swarmed
on the walls of the suburb, and so courageous and
determined were the latter that when the man who
served the cannon was struck he was dragged away
by another, who took his place, and this was re-
peated six times. When shortly afterwards the gov-
ernment troops occupied the suburb a man was
found pinned to his cannon, having been killed while
standing bravely at his post. For days the Tong
Kuan, or “Eastern Suburb,” provided a safe re-
treat for rebels from surrounding districts who were
daring enough to brave the cavalry of the chen-tai,
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and approach the very wall of the city, while the thou-
sands of courageous inhabitants of the suburb seemed
to be filled with recklessness; for, devoid of all fear,
they swarmed over the hills adjacent to the city,
apparently unaffected by the rifles and cannon of
the Chinese troops, who were straining every effort
to hold the city until reinforcements arrived. Noth-
ing incensed the Chinese more than the willful
destruction of the beautiful Nan Hsi Si temples on a
hill just beside the city walls, to which the Sining peo-
ple resorted sometimes for worship, and sometimes to
witness theatrical performances. These temples were
the pride of the district and so strong was the popular
feeling regarding their destruction, that as soon as the
war was over, the chen-fai and his troops undertook
the work of rebuilding them, sparing no pains to restore
their former beauty and magnificence.

After ineffectual attempts to storm the city, the
Tong Kuan Mohammedans assumed an inoffensive atti-
tude, and finally tendered submission to the city gov-
ernment, an act that was never locked upon with favor
on account of their great treachery in rebelling at all.
When General Li with his troops arrived from Lan-
cheo at the city gates, he was not allowed to enter
because his coming had not been officially announced,
but being regarded as a sympathizer with the rebels,
was compelled to take up quarters in the suburb with
the Mohammedans. He it was who had advised the
latter to give up further resistance at the Siao Hisia,
and acted as arbitrator or mediator between the bellig-
erents, even calling a meeting of all the rebel chiefs
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from the Northern Valley and Topa to discuss terms
of peace. Communication with Lancheo was now
opened, bodies of soldiers were stationed along the roads,
and reinforcements began to arrive in large numbers
at Sining. We took advantage of the situation to pay
a visit to the latter city. With what delight we anti-
cipated, and how much we enjoyed, a reunion with
the missionaries there, may be imagined, for six long
weary months had passed away since we had seen a
white face.

Soon after our return to Kumbum some of the Tong
Kuan Mohammedans, fearing treachery on the part
of the Chinese, quietly left Sining for other places, and
one of them, disguised as an ordinary Chinaman, ar-
rived at Lusar, but was recognized by some one and
put to death. As his captors were cutting his throat
with a very blunt knife, he told them to use a sharper
one and to be quick about it. About noon that day a
young farmer came to our door bringing on the end
of a stick a human heart, saying that he had been told
we foreigners used parts of the human body to make
medicine of, and he had brought us the heart of a
Mohammedan for sale, expecting a large price for it.
He was disappointed and even incredulous when we
said we never used any part of the human body for
such a purpose. The belief of the Chinese that foreign-
ers in this way manufacture medicines is made much
of by the “Boxers” and other fanatics, and is the
cause that leads up to many anti-foreign riots, in
which mission houses are looted and the missionaries
themselves sometimes killed.
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There was considerable traffic on the Sining road and
by means of messages that came up, and our repeated
visits, we were thenceforth able to follow the course
of events in and around the city. Toward the end
of February General Wei arrived at Sining with his
army of soldiers from Central China, determined to
settle the Mohammedans of the Tong Kuan once for
all. For this purpose thousands of the Emperor’s
soldiers were quartered in the suburb. Eighty-five of
the young leaders were captured, led into the city amid
the cheers of the excited and delighted populace, and
beheaded in the front of the chen-tai yamen, the heads
and bodies being thrown outside of the western gate
where the dogs that had been half starved for months
snapped and snarled, while they feasted on human flesh.
The work of carnage then began in the suburb and thou-
sands of men, women and children were ruthlessly mas-
sacred by the imperial soldiers, some said by Hunan
men, others by Sining men, for all recognized that
the slaughter of those defenseless people was a breach
of honor, a disgrace to the army, and so endeavored
to shift the responsibility of the deed. Many a meal
of human hearts and livers was partaken of by soldiers,
who were anxious to possess the courage their enemies
had displayed; and believing that the qualities would
be transferred from the eaten heart to the one who de-
voured it, they lost no opportunity of in this way pos-
sessing themselves of the admired reckless daring of
the rebels.

As Topa had been the refuge of the Mohammedans
from captured villages, it was also the center from
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which the armed rebels had sallied forth on their war-
like manceuvres, and at the time General Wei had
arrived at Sining, was the stronghold where it was
estimated that forty thousand were prepared to make a
final stand against the government troops. The chen-
tai and his soldiers occupied Chen hai pu, a well forti-
fied impregnable Chinese fort a mile from Topa, which
latter was situated across the Hsi-ho river that pro-
tected it on one side as there was no bridge, while
hills surrounded it on the other sides, providing on
the whole, a strong position for defense. At the invi-
tation of one of the commanders of the Chinese army,
we went to the above mentioned fort, where we treated
all the wounded and sick soldiers during the remaining
time that hostilities were in operation. On our arrival,
we found the place full of troops, and were it not for
the influence of some leaders we would have had no
room to stay in; and even then, we shared one corner
of the ¥’ang where slept nearly a dozen men, women
and children who had vacaled every other room in
the house for the Sining troops, while the Hunan army
was stationed outside the fort in tents. We were not
long there before we had many wounded to treat, and
in the evening we mounted steps up to the wall and
had a good view of the great fort of Topa and sur-
rounding country. The suburbs of Chen hai pu had
been destroyed by the Chinese themselves, temples,
shops and houses having been almost razed to the
ground, while every available tree had been used for
fuel. The wall had heaps of stones that were intended
for use in times of attack, and little mud-brick houses



94 WITH THE TIBETANS

had been built only a few feet apart along the whole
length of the wall, to be used as protection during the
cold nights of the winter, while the appointed guard pa-
trolled the walls, the citizens taking this task in turns.

As we walked on the wall we met Brigadier-General
Teng, the chen-tat of Sining, an unassuming man
dressed plainly and with such a pleasant smile as he
greeted us in passing, for no one appreciated more than
he the services rendered the sufferers in the rebellion
by the missionaries in Sining and Kumbum. He re-
turned to the former place with all his soldiers the
following day and the task of reducing Topa fell to
General Wei, half of whose troops were quartered out-
side Chen hai pu and half at Heh tsui tsi on the river
five miles beyond, so that they held the Mohammedan
stronghold between two bodies of men, who unfortun-
ately, did not and would not work in unison during an
attack; yet they both did good service, as a result of
which thousands of Mohammedans were killed and
wounded, and the others became demoralized. With
other spectators we watched from the wall the bom-
bardment of Topa, on more than one occasion, and no-
ticed with what precision and order the foot soldicrs,
who had received foreign drill, marched onward in a
black mass to the attack, while the cavalry—who were,
as a rule, unaccustomed to ride over such uneven
ground as the harvest fields about the forts—rode on in
full tilt against the Mohammedans who endeavored to
meet the attacking party and turn it outside the fort.
Once the cavalry put one party of five hundred rebels to
flight back toward the gates which had been closed by
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the frenzied people within, and only a half dozen of that
party escaped, the remainder having been killed just
beside their own gates. The casualties among the
Chinese cavalry that day were large, but their victory
was a telling one, and had its effect in bringing home
to the Mohammedans the hopelessness of their struggle.

Another bombardment was planned in which the in-
fantry and cannon attacked one side while the cavalry
engaged the other. We repaired to the camps of the
soldiers as the wounded had begun to arrive, carried in
by their companions sometimes in a basket made from
a garment hung on a spear, sometimes on a man’s back,
but always with tenderness. They lay in rows in the
open beside the tents, while, as swiftly as we could, we
gave each one in his turn the attention he needed, the
patient’s companions running after water and whatever
was necessary ; and so for hours and hours, as the battle
raged outside, the men were brought in and laid down
to await their treatment. The hundreds of wounded
that received attention those days necessitated the use
of 8o many bandages and dressings that the demand for
suitable cloth was supplied by using our sheets and
pillow cases that had been provided for use in a hospital
which we had hoped to found at Lusar. The commander
had put at our disposal a puhtsi or shop, to which the
wounded who could walk came for dressings, and those
who could not come were treated in their tents in the
different camps. Our food was brought to us already
prepared from the commander’s kitchen, a great help
indeed, for the immense number of soldiers made food
very scarce, and, besides, we had mno kitchen in our
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“shop.” The men from Central China who had been
accustomed to rice food fared very poorly in Chen hai
pu, for only flour could be bought, and they did not know
how to prepare m’ien, but put it in large lumps instead
of thin strips into the water, and as a result ate indiges-
tible pieces of tough half-cooked dough. This lack of
proper food, the cold to which they were unaccustomed
and for which they were inadequately clad, the
deep cellars they dug under their tents to provide more
room for the thirteen men quartered in each tent, where
their cooking also had to be done, caused an outbreak
of disease among the troops, so that we had in all a thou-
sand or more patients. Many of the wounded men re-
ceived rice, vermicelli and eggs from us, or they would
certainly have succumbed to their wounds. Also, we
used our influence with the commanders, inducing them
to provide from their personal stores some suitable
food for their men.

The practice made by the gunners of these troops was
bad ; hence the cannon were of very little use, and the
land torpedoes that had been placed were of no avail,
for the Mohammedans did not pass over the spot where
they had been buried. One had in the night been put
just outside one of the gates of the rebel fort, where it
was discovered very early the following morning by a
little group of Mohammedans who cut the wire attached
to it, carried it into the fort and instead of knocking
it open, as a Chinaman would have done, buried it
where it could do no harm; but the torpedoes filled
them with fear and superstition, for soon afterwards
they proffered submission, which was accepted on con-
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dition that their leaders and all their arms should be
brought to Chen hai pu. This was done and bodies of
rebels guarded by troops marched past our door, with
large bundles of guns and spears over their shoulders,
and when they had deposited them at the yamen were
allowed to return to their homes, the leaders alone hav-
ing been retained. These latter, stripped to the waist,
were marched past our door two by two to the outside
of the city gate, and beheaded, each by one stroke of
a soldier’s knife. The bodies were buried and the heads
carried in baskets back to the yamen, one occasionally
rolling out into the dust in the road. Such scenes
have a demoralizing effect on a community, and in
this generation the evil effects of that rebellion with its
cruelty and bloodshed, will have worn away neither
from the Mohammedans nor Chinese.

Not long afterwards we were provided with a “ shop ”
in Topa where were quartered certain detachments of
imperial troops which had all left Chen hai pu, and
after a little hesitation I went with my husband and a
large escort of picked men well mounted into the rebel
town. We found that the suburbs had been almost de-
stroyed in the bombardment by cannon, also that the
Chinese temples having been used by the Mohammedans
as dwellings, were scarcely injured. There were two
walls around Topa, an exterior and an interior one, the
latter surrounding a closely built fort, separated from
the other by many buildings. Within the outer
wall had been dug deep trenches for further defence,
and it was plain that had the troops succeeded in forc-
ing an entrance into the outer fort, thousands would
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have fallen, for the Mohammedans were well armed
with guns, swords and spears, even foreign gums be-
ing possessed in large numbers. The Mohammedan
woman who owned the shop we were in, told me that
even before the final bombardment, many of the young
Mohammedan men had been killed, and she said that
most of them were pressed into the fray by circum-
stances and the commands of their leaders. She and
her husband, a shoe-maker by trade, had lived in the
suburbs of Chen hai pu, and having been warned by the
Chinese one day, had gone to Topa to sleep, not taking
anything with them except the clothing they wore and
a little money. That very night the Chinese had at-
tacked the suburb, stolen what they could and destroyed
every house and temple. They were then forced to re-
main in Topa, but her husband kept out of sight as
much as possible, refusing to take any part in the fight-
ing, until one morning he found a small piece of paper
at his door with an order from the leader or ahon for
him to join a sortie in the valley toward Sining. Hav-
ing no horse, but not daring to disobey, for that would
mean death, her husband took a spear and joined the
party of two hundred, only eighteen of whom returned
alive, he not being of the number.

The war was now practically over. A large propor-
tion of the fighting men of Topa had been killed, some
had submitted, while fully 20,000 fled toward Turkes-
tan, spreading consternation among the nomads of the
Koko-nor, as they passed through their country, plun-
dering and devastating without mercy. Many of them
perished of cold and starvation on the desolate plains.
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General Wei and his troops returned to Sining, while
General Teng, a military officer of still higher rank,
took his place, and, saying that his predecessor had no
authority to accept submission on the conditions he had
made, he demanded one thousand more heads of lead-
ers. These were reluctantly and yet speedily caught by
their companions, taken down to Sining and beheaded.
The remaining population of Topa were robbed by the
soldiers of almost everything of value they possessed,
and were then sent to the small northern valley where
they were permitted to reside, their lands having been
confiscated. Thus the Government of China had dis-
played, through the commanders of its army, such
treachery and lack of honor as might easily lead to
fresh trouble, and yet the Mohammedans around Sining
have received such a crushing defeat as to render them
unable to rebel, unless as a revenge for the atrocities
in the Tong Kuan, those of Hocheo should sweep all
before them, capture Sining, which would make an ad-
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