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Innocent of the rest of the world, Tibetan civiliza-
tion developed over the centuries with unparal-
leled purity and verve. It was a brilliant, joyous,
inspired culture whose sciences, arts, and even
politics flowed from spiritual beliefs and practices.
That culture was shattered suddenly and forever in
1950, when the Chinese invaded Tibet.

Austrian mountaineer Heinrich Harrer had
been in Tibet for seven years when his time in
Lhasa came to a swift end. As he fled, he brought
with him negatives of the pictures he had been
taking with left-behind film and borrowed cam-
eras, pictures documenting life in Lhasa, candid
images of the people who had made him almost
one of their own. His Seven Years in Tibet, which has
sold three million copies since its publication in
1953, is illustrated with only a few of these
photographs.

Lost Lhasa presents 200 of Harrer’s extraordi-
nary images, capturing the luminous, exotic world
of Tibet before the invasion. With an intimacy and
understanding that only Heinrich Harrer could
impart, the photographs give us a last glimpse of
life in and around Lhasa, Tibet's capital city and
the locus to which all Tibet gravitated.

Arranged thematically and energized by Harrer's
detail-rich commentary, these pages are a powerful
and moving resurrection of life in Lhasa—from
Buddhist ceremonies to family celebrations, from
outings in the countryside to men'’s and women’s
games of chance, from spirited athletic contests to
the sad flight of Harrer's avid pupil. the
eighteen-year-old Dalai Lama.

To set the stage for his photographs, and with
nearly forty years of hindsight since the publica-
tion of Seven Years in Tibet, Harrer refocuses his
Tibetan years in the text he has written for Lost
Lhasa. Photographcr/mountaincer Galen Rowell’s
Introduction gives a shining perspective to Harrer's
achievement and helps make this important book,
in Harrer's words, “the culmination of my half
century of involvement with Tibet.”

200 black-and-white illustrations
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Heinrich Harrer {b. 1912, 1s one of the great
explorers of the twentieth century. The first climber
to scale the sheer north tace of Lurope's notorious
Liger, the intrepid Austrian set out for the
Himalayvas before he was thirty vears old. He
reached Lhasa only after escaping from a British
mternment camp i India during World War
Two and spending two harrowing vears on foot in
the Tibetan highlands, Onee accepted by the
Tibetans, Harrer became an ofticial i the Lhasa
government, befriending the voung Fourteenth
Dalar Lama and tutoring him unul the Chinese
invasion of Tibetat the end of 1950, Honored by
virtually all the world's great exploration and
mountameerng socicties, Harrer lives today

Licchtenstem with his wile Carma.

Jacket front-"The vounyg Nyari Rmpu(]n‘, the Dalat
Lama’s voungest brother. with the Potala in the
1\A1(kg1‘uund. Photegraph by Hemrck Harrer: Jacket back
Hlemvich Flarrer and friend at 20,000 feet on

Chomo Thart Tibet

[ Tarry NL Abrams, Ine.
100 Fitth Avenue
New York, NOY. T0OOT ]

Printed i the Unired States of Ameniea



'S route

Harrer

Delhi
L2

74
e &/ & §

%







LOST LHASA



- . With the Potala in the
- - - 3 -

backoround vove 1
r.h(\;romul Qovernment

nnis de horses led

by red-katted servants



The Western Gate and the Potala



LOST LHASA

Heinrich Harrer's Tibet

Text and photographs by Heinrich Harrer

Harry N. Abrams, Inc., Publishers, New York & Sumnue Publications, Inc.. Hood River, Oregon



Acknowledgments

1 would like 10 thank the following individwals who have belped me with this book:
Samuel Antupit, Leslie DiRusso, Adele Hammond, Jobn Harlin, Carina Harrer,
Judith Henry, Julia Moore, Bill Phillips, Hugh Edward Richardson, Steve Roper,
David Swanson, Jigme Taring, Rinchen Drilma Taring,
Rakra Rinpoche (T.C. Tethong), and Dadul Namgyel Tsarong ( George)

ProjecT MANAGER: Jutia MOORE

Ebimor: Jorn Harume U
DisioNer: ApELE HAMMOND

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data
Harrer, Heinrich, 1912-
Lost Lhasa: Heinrich Harrer's Tibet/text and photographs by Heinrich Harrer;
introduction by Galen Rowell.

. cm.
Includes bibliographical references and index.
ISBN 0-8109-3560-0
1. Lhasa {China)—Social life and customs. I. Title.
DS796.L46H37 1992
951" .5—dc20 92-7211

CIP

Text and photographs copyright © 1992 Heinrich Harrer
Introduction copyright © 1992 Galen Rowell
Maps copyright © 1992 Summut Publications, Incorporated. Cartography by
Matthew Kania; adapted from original work by Heinrich Harrer and Zasak ]. Taring
Chapter head drawings of Tiberan lucky signs copyright © 1992 Phunstok Dorje

Published in 1992 by Harry N. Abrams, Incorporated, New York

A Times Mirror Company

All rights reserved. No part of the contents of this book may be reproduced
without the written permission of the publisher

Produced by Summit Publications, Incorporated, Hood River, Oregon

Printed and bound in the United States of America



For the children of Tibet



gkas on the Potala

Giant than



ONI

WO

HREL

1OUR

FINVE

CONTENTS

Preface
Message from the Dala Lama
Introdicction [{\' Calen Rowell

THE STORY

Maotomtam Dreams

Escape to Tibet

1 hasa

THE PHOTOGRAPHS
Escape 1o India

Epilegue

qE e E AT,

1t

18

0
N8

F

204

208



In part to combat the influence of

gambling, 1 introduced the blanket toss and

.\T\'l'hll (‘1/3!'!’ J[IGI'I\' 1o lll‘["



PREFACE

Heinrich Harrer

Soon after he received the Nobel Peace Prize in I989, His Holiness the Dalai Lama
declared 1991 as “The Year of Tibet.” Four decades had passed since the Chinese
invasion of Tibet in 1950. Three decades had passed since the Dalai Lama's sad flight
from his homeland. For much of this time, Tibet slipped from being the “Forbidden
Country” of legend to being the “Forgotten Country.” With his declaration, the Dalai
Lama intended to rouse the world's attention to the Tibetan cause. Comfortably
ensconced in my home in Liechtenstein, I heard the call. My response is this book.

Locked in my drawers lay several thousand photographic negatives of Tibet from
before the Chinese invasion; most had never been published. So I made prints from the
negatives, and with a suitcase full of a thousand precious pictures, I took off for India.
There I visited old Tibetan friends who had lived with me in Lhasa during the 1940s,
when it was still the capital of a free country. In Rajpur, India, I met the great old
gentleman Jigme Taring and his charming wife Rinchen Drélma. Both have published
excellent books on Tibet, and I think they have unsurpassed knowledge of their lost
homeland. In Kalimpong I met Dadul Namgyel Tsarong, better known as George,
one of the few Tibetan officers who had risked taking pictures himself.

Showing my friends these photographs had an incredible effect. Immediately I was
surrounded by three generations of Tibetans and in no time my neatly organized
bundles were chaos. Monks from the nearby monastery joined our group, children and
servants showed up, and the world around us was forgotten. Relatives were pointed out
with shouts of joy, but quict tears fell when the Tibetans recognized fathers or brothers
who had lost their lives opposing the Chinese. Even so, the pictures brought back happy
thoughts and memories of a relatively carefree time in a Tibet that is no longer.

Moved by this enthusiasm, I went on to Dharamsala, India. to show the pictures to
the Dalai Lama. With his blessing, I was finally poised to fulfill my long-held dream
of a photo book that would show Tibet the way it was and be a testament to the high
standard of its old culture.

So much has been lost since my unforgettable five years in the city. To Western eyes,



this was a strange place full of the inexplicable and the occult. Tibet was, and still is,
a country with a people who respect nature and mystery, who believe in a god-king,
magic, and spiritual adventurc. Perhaps more than ever, Tibetan culture and religion
fascinate the world.

The Tibetans’ profound faith in old manners and customs made it extraordinarily
difficult to photograph festivals, processions, and high ofticers during their intimate
rituals. Their love for old customs was deeply anchored and deserved respect. As I had
become a trusted government employee, I took pains not to hurt the feelings of the
Tibetans. And it was probably my esteem and love for these hospitable people that
allowed me eventual acceptance into their society. Although I risked offending their
sense of privacy, I felt it important to document Tibetan culture, and this book is the
fruit of my discreet labor.

My journey to Lhasa with Peter Aufschnaiter took two years, during which time we
lived and worked with farmers in the south, staying in their homes, eating their food.
We took shelter in the warm tents of nomads in the north, bartered with traders and
caravan guides, and finally arrived in Lhasa, starved and nearly penniless. At all times,
even during the extremely cold winter months we had made drawings, kept drarics, and
learned to read and write Tibetan. In the capital we soon realized that this society,
medieval and feudal though it was, showed great wisdom and intelligence. We often
found that our pride and conceit in Western achicvements were inappropriate.

It's with an eyc to the richness of the past and the potential of Tibetans left to
themselves that I offer this book. Other literature—even my own previous books—
provides geographical information, adventure stories, and exquisite photography. But
little presents a view of the past, especially the daily life in the “Forbidden City.”

With their deep faith, the Tibetans have survived incredible sufferings. They
continue to be indestructible and united in their sense of nationhood. In this spirit, |
dedicate this book to the children of Tibet, with the hope that they never forget their
origins. Whatever fate dectdes for Tibetans, their snow-covered mountains, the throne
of their gods, will stand unchanged. Unchanged also are the flights of wild geese and
black-necked cranes in the cold, moonlit nights over Lhasa. Their wingbeat make a
sound like Lha Gye Lo: The gods shall prevail!

Memories make me happy, for only nice things stay clear; therefore the work on this
book has given me great pleasure. I do hope that the Tibetans and their friends will also

find pleasure and happiness in these pages.
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MESSAGE

Heinrich Harrer and I first met because he and my clder brother, Lobsang Samten, had
become good friends and even got up to mischief together. Eventually I asked him to
come and see me on the pretext that he could help me work on the generator for my
movie projector. We too soon became friends. Now, as we both grow older, we
remember thosc happy days we spent together in a happy country. It is a sign of genuine
friendship that it doesn't change, come what may—once you get to know each other,
you retain your friendship and help cach other for the rest of your lives. Harrer has
always been such a friend to Tibet. His most important contribution to our cause was
his book, Seven Years in Tibet, which introduced hundreds of thousands of people to my
country. Still today, he is active in the struggle for Tibetan people’s freedoms and rights,

and we are grateful to him for it.

™ Tenzin Gyarso

The Fourteenth Dalai Lama



Chinese pagodas and Chagpori, atop which sits the medical school



INTRODUCTION

Galen Rowell

The legend about Heinrich Harrer arriving in Lhasa as a prison-camp escapee in the
disguise of a Tibetan nomad is not entirely true. After escaping, he spent two years
trying to reach Lhasa; but despite his intense blue eyes and matted blond beard, he wore
no disguises during the journey. By the time he arrived in Lhasa, he had essentially
adopted the lifestyle of a Tibetan nomad.

When World War II broke out, Harrer was on a mountaineering expedition in India.
Because he was an Austrian citizen, the British placed him in an internment camp. After
their escape, he and his Austrian climbing partner, Peter Aufschnaiter, were immersed
in the culture of Tibet as deeply as any Westerners in history. They lived with the local
people and traveled like nomads as they made their way across high plains and passes.
Their goal was not to tour, document, or plunder Tibet, but to escape the persccution
and stress of a world in chaos in the way they knew best: to head for the mountains.

In adventure movies we are used to seeing disguises come off to reveal our hero with
a superweapon. But as Harrer and Aufschnaiter entered Lhasa on an icy January day in
1946, their tatcered sheepskin cloaks hid only starved and blistered bodies. They had
lived off the land by a combination of ingenuity, stealth, and the natural generosity of
the Tibetan people. They arrived in Lhasa with no money, no weapons, and no cameras
or film. But they had learned to speak the language, and they were thinking about staying
for the rest of their lives. In the best tradition of a Tibetan pilgrimage, they had
undertaken a difficult journey to a holy place with few possessions and no promise of
external reward. Because thcy were not required to proceed and their motivation came
from their hearts, Lhasa had become their Nirvana. The attitudes of the other pilgrims
they met in the frozen highlands paralleled Harrer's own as he had approached the
mountains of Europe: voluntarily confronting adversity for the intense feeling of
liberation of the spirit that comes with the experience.

They werc also moved by the frequent sight of wildlife at close range, much of it
tound nowhere else in the world. “When we traveled through the westernmost part of

Tibet, the drong [ wild yaks ] and kiang [ wild asses] accompanied us all the time. The kiang



were curious and unafraid. And then there werc the nawa [ Tibetan blue sheep], the nyan
[great argali sheep), the gowa [gazelle] and the chiru [antelope]. The hoofed animals were
always in herds and were part of our everyday life. The kiang were always interested to
sec us. They would come look and then suddenly the stallion would give the order and
take them all off. Then they are standing there again along your route, watching you.”

In October 1950, nearly five years after Harrer and Aufschnaiter reached Lhasa, the
Peoples Liberation Army of Communist China marched into the interior of Tibet. If
it had been an isolated act of Communist aggression, the free world might have focused
on it, but clouds of political change had been sweeping the Asian continent for the past
year. The United States had just gone to war against Communism in Korca—a battle
that engaged the Chinese—and chose not to assist Tibet in its resistance to Communist
China. On January 20, 1951, an Associated Press story about Tibet hinted at the
presence of the two Austrians alongside the Dalai Lama during his escape from Lhasa:
"The flight of the young Dalat Lama from his capital in Communist-invaded Tibet was
one of the strangest journeys ever made by a monarch. [An] aide and two European
technicians, who accompanied the Dalai Lama, said the Red Chinese flag already was
flying over the old Chinese residency in Lhasa, the capital, when plans. .. for the Dalai
Lama’s dramatic trip over a perilous icy trail were made in utmost secrecy. . . . Stars
glowed with winter brilliance as the Dalai Lama made his way from the palace alone
about 2:00 a.M. the next morning. . . . Ten miles from Lhasa the boy king descended
from the palanquin (covered chair) and gazed back at the white mass of the Potala
Palace lighted by the first rays of the morning sun. . .. It was apparent from questions
he asked that he was uncertain where his travels would end.”

After Harrer returned to war-torn Europe, he lay awake, homesick for Tibet. He
settled in neutral Liechtenstein and sat down to finish Seven Years in Tibet, which was
published in 1953. In Tibet he had kept a detailed personal diary, and even as he was
fleeing he began work on his book. One reason he wrote his story, instcad of
immediately assembling his photographs into a more visual book, which would also
have sold, was American journalist Lowell Thomas's parting remark at the end of a brief
visit to Lhasa in 1949: “If you don’t do your biography soon, I will.”

The book was an instant bestseller, translated into forty-eight languages. In parts of
the world Harrer's incredible tale of adventure and courage sold second only to the
Bible. (It was the first of two dozen works by Harrer on mountains, adventures, and

cultures around the world.) He became a celebrity overnight, and the 3,000-0dd



negatives and slides he had carried across the Himalaya took on a significance for him
quite different from his original intention for them. They served as validation of the
verbal account of his adventure, rather than wordless memories to contemplate or share
with his Tibetan friends. In the forty years since he left Tibet, Harrer has published only
a handful of those pictures, until now, with the publication of Lost Lhasa.

On the whole, Harrer photographed Lhasa and Lhasans in order to have a visual
diary, rather than to titilate the public for commercial gain as was so common among
other photographers of the period who documented exotic cultures. The sensitivity of
his “style” was ahead of its time, coming long before it became fashionable for
photographers to immerse themselves in a culture to show its inner values. Harrer made
no effort to focus on unusual customs with an eye for the attention they would grab
from the folks back home. He wasat home. The implied comparison of “us” and “them”
in order to exploit the strangeness of Tibet is not part of his work because, as he explains,
“I tried to behave like a Tibetan. I avoided trying to make close-ups of the Dalai Lamna,
because no Tibetan would think of doing that.” This attitude sets Harrer's images far
apart from pictures made by the few other Western photographers who spent time in
Tibet before 1950.

Only during his last days, when rumors of the Chinese invasion reached Lhasa, did
he set out to photograph with what could be called documentary intentions. “T knew
it would be a long time before I saw Lhasa again, so I bade farewell to all the places |
had come to love. One day I rode out with my camera and took as many photos as I
could, feeling that they would revive happy memories in the future and perhaps win the
sympathy of others for this beautiful and strange land.”

Harrer's inhibitions about photographing the Dalai Lama lessened as he fled Tibet
to a border town in the Chumbi Valley, where he again spent a few months with the
young ruler, knowing that he might never see him again. Harrer's main coverage of Tibet
had been in black and white, but he had saved a few frames from his only two rolls of
color film, which Lowell Thomas had given him. The fact that Harrer’s last photograph
of the Dalai Lama in Tibet became the first color cover of Lifr magazine is less
coincidental than it sounds. Not many covers for the magazine came from amateurs,
but in those final days Harrer had begun to think journalistically.

Harrer's principal camera, a 3Smm Leica, was bartered from a Tibetan noble who
brought it from India. His black-and-white film came from a hundred-meter roll of

35mm motion picture stock that had been left in Lhasa by an carlier expedition and



preserved by the cold, dry climate. He cut it into rolls for the Leica and processed it in
Lhasa with the help of a Mohammedan trader who did some portraits for people there.
“When we looked into the chemicals, out came the shadows of the dark clouds and the
white buildings [of a test roll shot of the Potala Palace] . . . you can't imagine how happy
I was!” Occasionally he borrowed a bigger, medium-format camera, for which both film
and developing had to be procured in India—with a long delay for the two crossings
of the Himalaya—but most of the work that appears in this book came from the Leica
and the hundred-meter roll of movie film found in Lhasa.

After he returned to Europe and processed his few color slides, “no one would
believe the colors—the film, everyonc said, must be faulty and the colors not true: no
sky could be that blue, no water could sparkle that green.” Harrer knew otherwise. His
eyes had seen a similar world with “these incredibly intense colors, that hard azure-blue,
that eye-calming green of the grass,” which his excellent exposures brought out. The fact
that he knew this saturated color would be absent from his black-and-white work may
have influenced how much his Tibetan coverage focuses on the culture, rather than on
the natural mountain landscape that was so dear to him.

In Tibet, Harrer was not in a position to be an innovator in photography. He had
his hands full just trying to make his images come out. We can be thankful for this,
because photographs by amateurs whose intentions are simple and direct, as Harrer's
were, often end up being far better documents of vanishing cultures than the work of
professionals with artistic or commercial motives. The record of the American Old
West, as an example, is far more truthfully and powerfully revealed in albums of family
snapshots than in more technically perfect images of people in their Sunday finest posed
against contrived backgrounds by professionals. Harrer's Tibet imagery has the
integrity of a family album, but with great attention to particulars.

Harrer's approach to photography reflects the same dedication to dertail and
excellence that is the hallmark of all his chosen pursuits. He learned the radically new
technique of parallel skiing well enough to compete in the 1936 Winter Olympics.
Harrer's 1938 first ascent of the north face of the Eiger in Switzerland was long
considered the most difficult climb in history. Before Harrer’s ascent, eight out of ten
climbers had died during their own attempts on the face. He made the climb with the
clear intention that it would be a stepping-stone to the Himalaya. He wanted to be
chosen for an expedition becausc otherwise “to get to the Himalayas onc had either to

be very rich or to belong to the nation whose sons at that time still had the chance of



being sent to India on service. For a man who was neither British nor wealthy there was
only one way . .. do something which made it impossible for one’s claims to be passed

"
over.

Harrer lived in Lhasa for two years before he met and befriended the Dalai Lama.
Following custom, the Dalai Lama was kept sequestered from all but his spiritual and
political advisors. As the spiritual and temporal ruler of his people, the teenager was
unable to walk the streets of Lhasa. His passage through town was always prepared in
advance and accompanied by great festivity and ritual that screencd the normal lifestyle
of his people from his view. Within the walls of his summer palace, the Norbulingkha,
he had a private garden filled with plants and wild animals that roamed free. His winter
palace, the Potala, was considerably more bleak inside, even though it was one of the
most beautiful buildings in the world from the outside. An insatiably curious teenager,
he often sat on his roof with a telescope trying to observe everyday life in the town
below, longing to be a part of the lightness and laughter.

Some ice skates left behind by a departing British legation helped bring the Dalat
Lama and Harrer together. (In this book you'll find several variations on the exact events
leading up to their first meeting. They haven't been “cleaned up” into complete
consistency, because they're all true. In their variety they reflect real-life history filtered
by forty-plus years of memory.) Being a great lover of fun and sport, Harrer founded
a skating club with some Tibetan friends on a frozen pond not far from the Potala. The
sight of robed monks flailing and crashing on the ice astonished and amused the
populace. Monks, children, and even one of the Dalai Lama’s older brothers, Lobsang
Samten, joined in the fun. When the crowd laughed uproariously, the sound drifted
upward in the quiet winter air to the quarters of the Dalai Lama, who couldn’t quite
see the frozen pond from his rooftop observation post.

The thirteen-year-old Dalai Lama heard about the new sport from his brother and
tried to figure out a way to see this “walking on knives” for himself. Because protocol
made it impossible for him to go there personally, he came up with a novel plan. Out
of the bluc he sent a small I 6mm movie camera to Harrer, whom he had never met, with
instructions to film the skating. The first film took two months to process in India. The
Dalai Lama responded to it with tremendous interest and a critical eye, which was
evident in his messages to do more films of different subjects and in his precise

directions about how to make the best use of light and form. Thus Harrer became the



Dalai Lama’s personal photographer before the two actually met.

Harrer tried to avoid being conspicuous with the movie camera, especially at festivals
and religious ceremonies. He operated on his own feelings and the Dalai Lama's
expressed desire for candid films. As it became known that Harrer was working at the
request of His Holiness, the filming became less candid. Like a modern press
photographer, he was given special access to events and an open ficld of view. He
discovered the power of the camera to alter its own reality through such incidents as
asking the most stern and feared Tibetan guards to pose for him. Their gruff demeanor
instantly faded away and “they obeyed like lambs.” And wherever Harrer took the Dalat
Lama's movie camera, the little Leica was with him too.

The one exception was when he went to see the Dalai Lama; then he always left the
cameras behind. “I thought it was better to keep this friendship and my ability to see
him,” Harrer says today. He saw many scenes that he knew would have made lovely
photographs, such as “when the giant door leading into the Yellow Wall was secretly
opened and through the opening crack there pecked a monk, and above him, His
Holiness was gazing down on me.” He also reflects, “I was always rather disappointed
that foreigners who came for a few days were permitted to take pictures of His Holiness,
while I never got to do it.” Harrer’s trade-off was well worth it in the end.

As the two Austrians stayed on in Lhasa, their status improved. They became
permanent residents and officials of the Tibetan government. Aufschnaiter worked as
an engineer on the construction of a small hydroelectric plant, a dam, and some canals.
They planted willows to provide wood fuel for the frequent festivals without damaging
native trees. But when Harrer began to work personally with the Dalai Lama, he felt that
his “life in Lhasa had entered a new phase. My existence had an aim. I no longer felt
unsatisfied or incomplete.”

“Many people say I was a tutor of His Holiness,” Harrer comments, “but 1 don’t.
We were just friends and he was interested to hear from me. I had a chance, for the first
time in my life, to use my training as a geography teacher. The Dalat Lama was brought
up by monks who had never left Tibet. They taught him religion, meditation, and
whatever was important then to the Tibetan government. And suddenly along comes
Harrer and explains how the carth is round. How to shake hands. Science and
geography. ... I was the link between his medieval world and his future life in the West.”

During the five years that Harrer and Aufschnaiter were in Lhasa, the power

structure within Asia changed more drastically than it had in the previous 500 years.



In August 1947, the British formally gave up their control of India and prepared to
leave the subcontinent after the strength of Mahatma Gandhi’s nonviolent philosophy
of ahimsa proved too much for their weary empire to endure. The Dalai Lama very much
believed in Gandhi's ways, but he also took notice of the violence that followed in the
wake of Gandhi's assassination and British attempts to establish two new independent
nations out of old India. What separated predominately Hindu India from Muslim
Pakistan was less a border than a festering wound along an arbitrary line drawn by the
British when they gave the two countries their “freedom at midnight.” Millions died
in the fighting that ensued. When the fighting spread to the Himalayan mountain
kingdom of Kashmir, where the British hadn't extended their arbitrary line, the two
countries drew their own by sword. The United Nations was called in to monitor a
“cease-fire line” along this boundary. To avoid putting United Nations observers
virtually onice, the line stopped about a hundred miles southwest of Tibet in the middle
of glacier-draped peaks where no humans had ever lived. This set a precedent not only
for the Dalai Lama’s appeals to the United Nations just two years later, but also for that
body's failure to take a stand in Tibet.

In early 1950, the Dalai Lama’s eldest brother, Tagtser Rinpoche, traveled overland
1,000 miles with a dire warning. The Chinese were coming. The People’s Liberation
Army had already seized Kumbum Monastery near the Dalai Lama’s birthplace in
northeast Tibet, where Tagtser Rinpoche was the head lama. The Chinese authorities
had asked Tagtser Rinpoche to tell his brother to give up the throne, demanding that
he kill the Dalai Lama if this did not happen. If he cooperated, they said, he would be
installed in his brother’s place as the governor of Tibet.

Instead, the courageous Tagtser Rinpoche warned his brother to arm the populace
and prepare for war. The young Dalai Lama would not consider a militant strategy. It
violated the Buddhist tradition of compassion toward all sentient beings, a tradition
that had been nurtured toward philosophical perfection in the rare air and empty spaces
of Tibet. The Dalai Lama, who believed in the power of positive thought, had had no
experience to make him think there were people he and his countrymen could not get
along with. Tagtser Rinpoche firmly told him that he would not be able to reason with
the Chinese Communists and that they would lose their country unless they fought or
got outside help.

After the Dalai Lama's unsuccessful appeal to the United Nations in 1950, he tried

to open up discourse with the Chinese. Meanwhile, Tagtser Rinpoche gave up his lama’s



robes, left Tibet on a quest to save his homeland, and took back his informal name of
Norbu. But that is another story—wonderfully told in Tibet Is My Country, written jointly
by Harrer and Thubten Jigme Norbu, the former Tagtser Rinpoche, who went on to
become a professor at Indiana University.

Harrer's narratives are full of the same decisive life force that permeates his being,
even in old age. From behind the facade of an eighty-year-old man in a sports jacket,
dancing bluc eyes peer with the eager anticipation of a child. Before meeting Harrer, I
had not planned to bring myself into these introductory comments. After meeting him,
I changed my mind.

Just before flying to New York City in October 1991 to meet Harrer for the first
time—at the opening of an exhibition of some of the photographs in this book—I took
my customary Tuesday run with a neighbor. As we ran, I mentioned that I was finally
getting to meet one of my heroes, someone he had probably never heard of—a
mountain climber who crossed Tibet and had taught the Dalai Lama.

“What's his name?” my friend Brian asked.

“Heinrich Harrer.”

“I'know exactly who he is. When I was a teenager, ] used to carry a quote from his
book The White Spider about willing yourself to push the limits of the possible. I read it
for inspiration before every race.” Brian Maxwell went on to become Canada’s best
marathoner and a member of the Olympic team.

Iremember asimilar “chance” happening in 1975 in a hotel room in Pakistan. While
held down by bad weather before flying across the Himalaya to begin an expedition to
K2, T happened to meet the American zoologist George Schaller, the major character
in Peter Matthiessen’s bestseller The Snow Leopard. We spent the entire night talking about
the Himalaya, its wildlife, and Tibet, where Schaller wanted to go more than any place
in the world.

In 1954, Schaller had attended a lecture on Tibet while a student at the University
of Alaska. When he learned that guest lecturer Heinrich Harrer was looking for a
climbing companion, he volunteered to join him on the first ascent of Mount Drum,
a glacier-laden volcano that rises 12,000 feet from almost sea level in the Wrangell
Range. While on the climb, Harrer told Schaller about the wildlife he'd seen in Tibet
and how plentiful and virtually unafraid the animals were.

Schaller’s interest had been fired. During our conversation twenty-one years later, he

told me about his passion to someday explore Tibet and survey its wild animals. On U.S.



Army maps drawn from satellite imagery he had seen recently built roads tracing much
of Harrer’s route across Tibet. When Tibet opened to the West five years after our
meeting, Schaller began his quest; he has now spent most of the last twelve years
surveying Tibet's remaining wildlife, which the Chinese occupation has decimated into
a shadow of its former glory. In the wild, roadless plains of the Changthang in the
northeast, he found large herds much as Harrer had seen them, and in 1990 convinced
the Chinese to set aside a huge nature reserve the size of Colorado.

These indirect but very personal contacts with Harrer's legacy were only part of what
made me feel as if I had known him all my life before we finally met in New York. As
we talked, my thoughts went back to the summer of 1955 when I turned fifteen. My
father had given me a copy of Seven Years in Tibet to take on a two-week wilderness trip.
Iremembered reading it and doing a little climbing, but I had no memory of consciously
trying to follow Harrer’s footsteps. Yet the parallels since then are remarkable. I have
climbed big routes in my home mountains, gone to the Himalaya, traveled through
Tibet, met the Dalai Lama, written books about Tibet, and photographed the country;
I still climb there for the fun of it. The places we have both gone, the people we have
met, and the things we have done coincide at so many points that it would be easy for
me to speculate on a mystical connection. But neither Harrer nor [ incline toward
mysticism, and netther of us is a practicing Buddhist. We both take pride in our
practical, no-nonsense natures. Fate or destiny did not bring Harrer from India to
Lhasa; he had consciously willed it to happen. Similarly, my meeting with Harrer
happened because of lifetimes of choices we both made. On the most basic level, those
choices have kept us alive, despite our adventurous lifestyles.

In the introduction he wrote for Seven Years in Tibet, the great British explorer Peter
Fleming declares, “It is the luckiest of chances that Herr Harrer should have had, and
should have madc such admirable use of, the opportunity to study on intimate terms
a people with whom the West is now denied . .. contacts.” Harrer, of course, disagrees
about the role of luck and chance, insisting that every “lucky” cvent in his life has been
foregrounded by thorough preparation, including his ability to survive the two years
spent crossing Tibet. Still, one cannot help wondering about the role of chance in
Harrer's finding a hundred meters of unexposed film. Without that film, would we be
holding this extraordinary, enduring book of pictures of a Lhasa that is lost forever? And
would we have had one morc chance to hear from the man whose visionary eye and hand

captured these precious moments?






THE STORY



In the Dolomites, 1934



MOUNTAIN DREAMS

Once, when I was visiting the young Fourteenth Dalai Lama in Lhasa, he said to me,
“You know, when somebody brings an application up to my seat in the uppermost story
of the Potala, he has to go up step by step. He has to climb up and up for many hundreds
of steps until he can finally hand it over to me.” I think that life is the same. You can't
jump directly from the ground floor up to the tenth floor in the Potala, and you can't
do it in life either: You have to go up gradually, step by step.

I was born in 1912 near the villages of Knappenberg and Hiittenberg, in what was
then the Carinthia region of the Austro-Hungarian Empire—and s now southern
Austria. I never knew a life ofprosperity—quitc the opposite, in fact. And I never had
time to play, because | always had to do something. I had to pluck berries, of which we
had enormous numbers in the garden; or fetch wood or water; or help in the kitchen.
It was understood that I would do these chores in addition to going to school. Our
village was tiny. Most of the few hundred men who lived there worked in an
underground iron mine. But my grandfather had a little farm and my mother’s mother
came from peasant stock.

[ felt sheltered in the harmony of a great family, and I have wonderful memories from
my early years. From our village we could see limestone mountains far to the south.
wanted to go there one day, for I already had the idea that I would like to see really big
mountains and exotic countries with foreign people. My uncle collected little books
telling of people with different customs and skin colors. I have long felt that the
important dreams of life begin in youth—and here, looking at my uncle’s books and
at the distant mountains, is where my own dreams began.

Later I went to secondary school in nearby Graz, followed by studies at the university
there. This was when I started skiing, making my own skis from the wooden planks of
wine barrels. At first I engaged in many sports and did well in track and field. Training
came naturally, because I often had to run ten mules just to get to the local competitions;
in the evening I ran home again. I won a few prizes—not trophies or money, but usually

wreaths that I would give to my parents, who seemed very happy about it. One day I



came home with my wreath, but it was made from oak leaves and not laurel, as was usual.
My mother didn't even glance at it; she just put it aside. Much later she told me she had
been disappointed because she couldn't use the oak leaves to spice her dishes, which is
what she did with the laurel.

I'm convinced I got a lot of what Thomas Mann called “prenatal merits” from my
mother’s ancestors. | had the ambition to be better than the others and to have the will
to follow a goal. Later I called this, “have a plan and stick to it,” which has been once

of my guiding phi]osophics. As a young man I evcntua]]y discovered

I was raised on the monnmamsede that to become the best in a sport, I had to concentrate. I decided |

near the village of Knappenberg. oyl ski during the winter and climb in summer.
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Five years went by and some of my long-range plans began materi-
sisier Lyda. alizing. A good downhill racer, I was invited to join the Austrian
Olympic Team for the 1936 Winter Games in Garmisch-Partenkirchen.
The next year I won the downhill event at the World Student
Championships. In the summer I did many difficult climbs, but I also
had to pay for it: one day I barely survived a 170-foot fall. Some of my
climbing companions had already fallen to their deaths in the moun-
tains. Gradually my climbs became more and more difficult as every year
I visited the Dolomites or the Western Alps, and T often made first
ascents.

My father was just a simple postal officer, but my mother managed

to save money for my university studics. Along with sports, | studied
geography, a field that certainly helped me later in life. During my student days T also
became a member of the Austrian Alpinc Club, where 1 learned abour the Himalaya;
[ loved the understated style of the British expedition books. By studying geography,
I became acquainted with explorers like Alexander von Humboldrt, who became a role
model. I also loved to read books by the legendary Swedish explorer Sven Hedin, who
once came to give a lecture at the University of Graz. After the lecture I collected his
autograph, the only one I have ever asked for in my life. I shall never forget the moment
when he looked at me and asked what [ was studying. And onc day I read the works of
Alfred Wegener, who had dcvclopcd the then-controversial rhcory of continental drift.
I think 1t 1s wonderful to have role models like these people I admired.
My expeditions in Europe grew bigger and bigger, and I made cver more new and

difficult ascents. In 1937 1 got to know Fritz Kasparek from Vienna. We made some



difficult climbs together, then decided we should try the unclimbed north face of Eiger.
I was highly ambitious; I often thought that if you can be the first, it doesn’t particularly
matter what you are the first at. In mountaincering you have a lot of chances to be the
first—at lcast you did during the 1930s when 1 grew up.

The story of our first ascent on the Eiger is well known. Most of the difficult walls
in the Alps had been done and the north face of Eiger was the biggest and hardest one

left. It was 6,000 feet high and considered almost impossiblc to climb. ) L
Muyself making tea “above on the

Kasparek and I thought we could do it because we felt confident in  qrand brvonac durmg the first

ourselves; we were certain we would succeed. When we arrived at the dnr of the narth face of the Eiger
. i below . This climib oprum’ marny
wall, there were already two other chaps there attempting what somany . )
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We introduced ourselves to Ander]l Heckmair and Ludwig Vorg and R B MG
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were very pleased to join forces with these superb mountaineers. The
climb was certainly a credit to Heckmair, who was a tough and excellent
climber; I'm sure that he even saved our lives. Before the climb we werc
rivals, during the climb we became partners—and now, more than fifty
years later, we are still friends.

When we came down from our successful four-day climb, we were

met by many journalists. Soon our names became known, and the next
year, when I was participating in making a skiing movie in the Alps. a
telegram arrived saying that I could be a member of the German and
Austrian 1939 Himalayan expedition, a reconnaissance to Nanga
Parbat in what is now Pakistan but was then part of India. This was my
big drecam; in fact, I climbed the Eiger hoping that this would get me
invited on a Himalayan cxpedition—after all, I had no money to pay

my own way. | had even turned down important job offers that would

have kept me from going to the Himalaya if I was invited. So when the
news came that I could go—provided I could leave in four days—I was very excited.
I quit the film immediately and joined the expedition in Antwerp. The leader of our
group was Peter Aufschnaiter, a well-known Austrian mountaineer who had partici-
pated in the Kangchenjunga, Nepal expeditions of 1929 and 1931.

After many months of reconnaissance around and on Nanga Parbat, we eventually
arrived in Karachi, India (in present-day Pakistan). This was on August 8, 1939. The

‘reighter that was to take us home didn’t arrive. War seemed immuinent, and we were in
freighter th to take ush didn't W, d t, and



British territory. A proclamation had just come out that no foreigner could lcave the
main trunk roads or main railways. Anyone who did would be subject to a ten-year
prison sentence. But I tried to escape toward Persia with two companions. We slipped
away from our guards and drove north a few hundred miles through the desert. But the
British captured us and brought us back to the superintendent of police in Karachi.

We had violated the rule on travel, of course, but the superintendent said to us, “Well,
gentlemen, you lost your way while hunting, didn’t you?”

We looked at cach other and finally one of us said, “Yes, sir!” So that was it, and we
went to have a beer in the garden together. But a few days later, when hostilities began,
we were arrested and put behind barbed wire.

Later we were transferred to another camp, this one near Bombay. Then we were
shipped farther north in India, to a place called Deolali. Much later we were moved to
yet another camp, this one near Dchra Dun, in the foothills of the Himalaya. I was back

near the mountains art last.
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ESCAPE TO TIBET

Even before reaching Dehra Dun, I had already tried escaping, without success. But here
in the foothills of the Himalaya, I knew without a doubt that I would try to flee north
across the mountains to Tibet—even though I had read that the people there were rather
inhospitable to foreign travelers.

Fortunately, our little group of conspirators had a Tibetan dictionary and some
books and maps. The officials in Karachi who had searched our luggage hadn't cared
about such material. The maps were crude, but they were maps. I started studying
Japanese in case I should get through to allies of the Austrian forces. I also studied Hindi
to get along while in India and, naturally, learned a few words of Tibetan.

I tried to escape several times in 1943. The British attitude about escape attempts
was that they were all right if you did them in a sporting style; in that case they treated
you tolerantly. But if you tried to cheat them—as when they were unarmed on an
excursion—then you were punished much more severely.

One time, after I had been caught following a month of freedom, our camp’s
commandant, Colonel Williams, lectured me. “You made a daring escape, Mr. Harrer.
I admire you, but I still have to give you twenty-eight days solitary confinement in
accordance with the Geneva Convention.” He sent me to a cell with a wooden plank
to sleep on. Every day I had to go out for a seven-hour work detail. An unarmed sergeant
major came with me. He sat in the shade while I dug ditches, then filled them in again.
“Mr. Harrer,” he would say, “don’t work so hard. It doesn’t matter what you do, you
just have to do something.” I told him I had to train for my next escape, which only made
him laugh. He would then take myself to the kitchen, where we'd be served the finest
cuts of meat—much better than what the other prisoners ate. After twenty-eight days
of such treatment, I was fit and well fed.

(Many years later, shortly after my book Sevent Years in Tibet came out, I gave a lecture
in the Royal Festival Hall in London. I read a letter to the audience that I found lying
on the podium. It was from the same Colonel Williams, and it said, “As commander

of your camp, I had to take the blame for your successful escape. Tonight, to add insule



to injury. I had to pay to listen to you tell how you did it.” The audience roared with
laughter.)

On April 29, 1944, Peter Aufschnaiter and I, along with five others, made our final
breakout. Two prisoners split off immediately for the lowlands; five of us made it to
Tibet after a harrowing eighteen-day journey. We crossed into the notorious “Forbid-
den Country” ata 17,200-foot-high pass. Here a stone cairn and prayer flags indicated
that we stood facing an entircly different world.

The air was thin and our stomachs empty; we saw nothing but mountains and ice
and snow. The only fuels we could find to build fires to ﬁght off the frigid nights were
some thorny bushes and a little dried cow dung. But we enjoyed a new sense of security
because we knew the British were powerless here: Tibet was a neutral country.

The first people we met were just as inhospitable as we had heard. The Tibetans had

a simple way of keeping out foreigners: they didn't give you fuel for
Coldbseindfarcd osan o

building fires, and they didn’t give you food. Without these two things,

the mountams and across i . .
Tibet's plains, enabling proceeding was difficult. They never had police, customs guards, or

Slapping praver flags to send military along their border.
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After several days of walking we reached a village called Tsaparang,
famous in Tibet's history because in the seventeenth century some
Catholic missionarics had established a small church there. We could
find no trace of the church. In the same town an unfriendly local official
told us he'd give us food, transport, and fuel only if we went back to

India; otherwise we would get nothing. Using the universal finger-

across-the-throat sign, he indicated that the government would slice off
his head if he let us continue inside his country.

While debating what to do, we explored our surroundings. Cliffs rose everywhere
around Tsaparang, and caves at their bases were filled with offerings. Thousands of
devotional clay figurines called tsatsa lay around, along with fragments of old manu-
scripts and books. One day we opened an ancient door and looked down upon a tall,
golden Buddha.

After days of negotiations, the official finally agreed that we could go to the town
of Shangtse and thence into India. He gave us a soldicr and some donkeys. And so we
marched through this far-western part of Tibet, a fascinating region. Days later we
crossed back into India, as required by the officials, at a low pass near Shipki.

We had been gone from India about six weeks, and we felr thar even if we had to go



back to our prison camp, our hardships had been worthwhile. The soldicr and the
donkey driver who accompanied us gave us encouraging words at the frontier, telling
us of Lhasa with its pretty girls and good beer. “Perhaps one day we shall meet in Lhasa,”
the donkey man said with a smile.

We were determined not to go back behind barbed wire, so when we reached
Namgya, the first village in British territory, we said we were American soldiers on leave.
We bought new provisions (we had earned money in the internment camp in various
ways) and again headed north, past towering, ice-covered mountains. Soon we realized
that we had crossed into Tibet again. Here we pretended we were British soldiers on
leave and told them we intended to go to the holy mountain of Kailas.

We soon saw enormous herds of yaks, and in one of the herders’ tents we were
hospitably received. A young nomad with a pigtail said that if we wouldn't tell anybody,
he knew where to get wonderful game. With an old muzzleloading musket, some lead
bullets, and some gunpowder, he took us hunting in the nearby mountains. He shot at
lots of wild sheep but missed every time. Instead of sheep, we collected handfuls of wild
onions. Back in the tent, the nomad’s wifc laughed; she was used to her husband’s
misfortunes. She picked up an enormous piece of aging venison and started preparing
us a wonderful meal. When her heavy fur garment hindered her movements, she
surprised us by stripping down to her waist and carrying on happily.

We enjoyed the freedom of this life, for we had been prisoners for so long, and so
we stayed on one more day with these hospitable people—the first friendly Tibetans
we had met. We were not afraid of being caught here since we were far from any British
influence or Tibetan officials.

All too soon we descended to the upper Indus Valley. Along the way we saw large
herds of kyangs, beautiful wild asses. Two stallions fought as their mares danced about.
It was an unforgettable sight, one we would often see later on.

Our group of ex-prisoners was now down to three, Aufschnaiter, Hans Kopp, and
me; the others had split off during the previous wecks. We marched together alongside
the tiny Indus River for five days before arriving at Gartok, the capital of a province
in western Tibet, a place said to be the highest capital in the world, well over 13,000
feet. As we neared this site, we saw a few tents and mud huts—that was all. This was
a capieal city?

We cntered onc of these ramshackle dwellings and met the local governor. He was

a true nobleman, quite unlike the provincial official we'd met in the first village after
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leaving India. The atmosphere was pleasant, and he gave us tea and dried fruits, Our
conversation was fluent because by this time we had learned quite a number of Tibetan
words. We mentioned that we were not pilgrims, but prisoners of war and that Tibet
was a neutral country where we would like to stay.

After I gave this man a few presents, he said he had a colleague. We knew, of course,
about Tibetan government officials; there were always a minimum of two with the same
rank, one a lay person and one a monk, and this man said his colleague was on a
pilgrimage to Mt. Kailas. He would soon return, and then the pair would decide
whether or not we could travel through their province.

Soon the other fellow arrived, and he went first to a monastery chapel to thank his
God for his safe arrival. After a couple more days of waiting and negotiating, the two
governors gave us permission to travel within their province if we would then cross into
neutral Nepal. We had to swear that we would not continue our travel out of their region
toward central Tibet. They also gave us permission to buy food. Even more important,
we could also buy yak dung to make fires at the caravan stations en route.

At last, on July 13, we bade farewell to Gartok, accompanied by some Tibetans and
possessing an extremely valuable travel document. After days of easy and comfortable
walking along the caravan route that connects western and central Tibet, we fell into
a routine. We would pitch our little tent in the early evening and have warm tea. The
next morning we would march on to one of several caravan sites, where we would change
animals.

Finally, we reached the holiest of all the holy mountains in the world, Mt. Kailas.
Although only about 22,000 feet high, this is surely one of the most beautiful
mountains in the world. At a sacred lake called Manasarovar I tried to take a bath, but
Ifell into aswamp and started sinking. I threw myself flat on the mud and rocked myself
back into safety.

Later, we crossed a pass and arrived at the upper reaches of Tibet's largest river: the
Brahmaputra, or, in Tibetan, the Tsangpo. It was fascinating to travel in the region so
well described by my old hero, Sven Hedin.

Soon we reached a place called Tradiin. Here, in this caravan town, we were received
warmly because of our special travel papers and our ability to communicate: our Tibetan
skills had greatly improved, especially Peter Aufschnaiter’s, who already spoke it
fluently.

In Tradiin we met two high officials from Lhasa who were collecting taxes from the



big caravan route. They were beautifully dressed in yellow silk-and-brocade robes. We
ate with them and they promised to send a letter to Lhasa for us, asking for permission
to travel farther cast. They suggested that instead of going into Nepal, we should stay
in a room in Tradiin until word from Lhasa arrived.

We made many excursions in the ensuing wecks; sometimes we sketched the two
famous mountains we could see rising in the south, Dhaulagiri and Annapurna. We saw
many different animals, including gazelles, herds of which roamed across the high
plateau.

By this time we realized that the higher the rank of the officials we met, the easier
they were to negotiate with. They were all considerate and seemed to understand our
position. But weeks turned into months as we waited for the reply from the capital. We
began to lose patience and get on each other’s nerves. Hans Kopp opted to head for
Nepal, Ieaving in late November.

Now only Peter Aufschnaiter and I were left from the original group. Lamas who
came through with the caravans told us that it was only two-and-a-half months from
Tradiin to Lhasa, so Aufschnaiter and I kept dreaming of continuing our trip toward
the “Forbidden City.”

Finally, in December 1944, after four months in Tradiin, news came —_ »

hroughout our journey we
from Lhasa that we had official permission to go via the shortest route  would come across large flocks
to Nepal. What we had feared had come true: they didn’t want us to of skeep. Their wool wus

N - . Tibet's tnost important expart.
proceed through Inner Tibet. So we said farewell to our many new

friends in Tradiin. They gave us food, and we had some horses and yaks
to carry our belongings. They also gave us many yak loads of dried dung, *ags

and we needed it: the temperature was ten degrees Fahrenheit. A soldier I
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accompanied us, carrying our official travel document wrapped like a

sacred relic; he was to deliver this to the governor of Kyirong, near the

Nepalese frontier. We were curious to see this document and so one day
when the soldier was sleeping, we carefully opened the letter. Aufschnaiter made a copy
of itand we sealed it up again. Later, he translated it. It said we were on our way to Nepal
and that people should help us with provisions.

We crossed some high, cold passes and after a week reached Dzongka on Christmas
Day. With a hundred mud-brick huts clustered around a monastery, this was the first
real town we had encountered. We got a room and soon a leg of mutton was boiling in

our cooking pot. We celebrated the holiday by lighting a few butter lamps.
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According to our trave] documents, we were supposed to leave the next morning, but
we were fortunate: by dawn two feet of fresh snow had fallen. There would be no
possibility of leaving with our yak caravan to travel farther south. We spent a month
in Dzongka, making excursions around the town.

When the weather finally cleared, it was frigid. but we were asked to leave because
a large yak caravan was heading in the direction we were supposed to go. Ahead of us
in the deep snow, yaks acted as snowplows, clearing the way. As we descended through
valleys and villages, it got somewhat warmer: we were approaching the tropical zone.

Eventually we arrived in Kyirong, the “village of happiness.” I shall never cease
thinking about the beauties of this place, which lay just north of the Nepalese frontier.
The surroundings were incredible. Kyirong was about 10,000 feet high and around it

were woods with rhododendrons and other flowering trees. The eighty-
Ihe exiended tengue shows — odd houses looked something like those in Switzerland because they
repect and ;la m:d":"m; had slanted roots and the shingles were weighted down by stones to
orecting 1o onc @
) ‘:,i.b,,tm,,i,_ kcep them from blowing off. Instead of chimncys, however, the roofs
were marked with prayer flags.
We were quartered in a very small room, so small that I preferred the
nearby barn. Aufschnaiter took the room, coping with rats and bugs;
but I had to contend with mice and fleas. All this, of course, really didn't

matter, for we were still free in Tibet.

The local governor had read our travel documents and expected us

" to lcave soon for Nepal, but Aufschnaiter and I didn’t like the idea of
ending up behind barbed wire again, as would probably happen if we continued to
Nepal, so we applied for another stay. He agreed, saying he would write an application
and send it to Lhasa. Of course, we knew this would take a long time, so we waited
happily with this reprieve.

We made excursions in all directions, visiting monasteries and the meadows up in
the mountains. Everywhere we were received with great kindness. We got butter to cat,
we visited hermits and monasteries, and we explored all the valleys around Kyirong. In
some we found enormous numbers of wild strawberries, but unfortunately we also
discovered beastly leeches. These are the plague of many Himalayan valleys, and we were
helpless against them. They would even creep through the cyclets of our shocs.

Months passed in Kyirong. Springtime came and went. The local governor finally

received a message from Lhasa: we were supposed to leave soon for Nepal. In the



meantime, we had heard that the war was over, but we still knew we would be imprisoned
if we went back to India. We promised the governor to leave in the autumn, though we
didn’t tell him of our secret plan, which was to continue our journey toward Lhasa.

Soon it was November and our permitted term of residence was coming to an end;
we had been in Kyirong for more than ten months. Our departure was dramatic. The
people realized that we were not planning to go south toward Nepal, and, scared of the
local ofticials, they tried to prevent us from leaving. But by this time we were determined
to go. So Aufschnaiter went first, and a few days later, under the cover of night, I
managed to leave town and rendezvous with Peter. That night, for the last time in many
years, we slept in a forest.

We crossed back over the mountains once again, this time bypassing Dzongka.
Winter arrived as we carefully wound northward, skirting villages and often traveling
at night to avoid detection. We crossed the Tsangpo at Chung Rivoche, and everyone
we met warned us not to go further north; the brigands living up there would certainly
kill us. But we disregarded these warnings and moved north for weeks, in temperatures
as low as forty below zero. Our motto by this time was, “On to Lhasa!”

To avoid large cites, we decided to move even farther north, into the Changthang
region—the famous Tibetan Plateau. Here we would see only nomads and brigands;
government officials avoided the area. We were setting out into terra incognita, and a
feeling in the pit of my stomach reminded me of how I felt the night before tackling
the north face of the Eiger.

For days we traveled northeast into the unknown, facing snowstorms, hungcr,
frostbite. Aufschnaiter and I had long talks about turning back. Our yak was starving
and we could not go on without him. We resolved to keep on for one more day, and
then to make a decision. Fortunately, we crossed a pass and descended into a snowless
region with ample grazing for our poor yak.

We encountered nomads often; we ate in their tents, got warm in front of their fires,
and learned about their primitive way of life. Their entire lives are organized so as to
make the most of the scanty aids to living that nature provides on the Changthang.

It was still bitterly cold as we marched onward toward the “Forbidden City,” making
as much as twenty miles on a good day. The nights were absolutely miserable; we lay
closc together. unable to sleep because of the cold and the countless lice that crawled
over our emaciated bodies.

One day we encountered brigands; we had been warned about these cruel rebels who

+
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would even kill you for your possessions, but we hadn't taken the advice seriously. The
robbers tried to scparate us but we noticed the ruse and managed to get away—barely.
We would have given anything for a rifle, but we had almost run out of money. We
carefully avoided their encampments from then on.

One day we crested a ridge; ahcad was the loncliest landscape we had ever seen. A
sca of snowy mountains stretched onward endlessly. We loped for hours across virgin
snow in temperatures that might have been as low as forty below zero. I was tormented
by visions of warm, comfortable rooms and delicious hot food.

The next day, fortunately, we met a caravan of friendly nomads and traveled with
them toward Lhasa, now fairly close. They moved too slowly for our taste, however, and
after a few days we set out on our own again. It was Christmas Eve, 1945.

During the next few weeks we met more nomads and brigands. We were not generally
harassed by the latter since we looked so wretched, especially after our yak was stolen
one night and we were reduced to walking along like starving beggars.

The final obstacle before Lhasa was a formidable 20,000-foot pass called Guring
La. A pilgrimage path across it was used all year round, and we saw many pilgrims. The
fact that we had no travel papers made no difference; apparently it was assumed that
foreigners who got this far into Tibet must obviously possess a permit. The closer we
got to the capital, the less trouble we had. We met up with various nomads and military
outfits and traveled with them in relative luxury.

Then, one fine day in mid-January, we came out onto the plains of Lhasa. The Holy

City lay just ahead.
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LHASA

When we first spied the golden roofs of the Potala, the winter residence of the Dalai
Lama, we felt like knecling down and thanking the gods. We had been twenty-one
months on the way and had crossed sixty-five mountain passes. We thought of our
adventures and of our comrades still in the internment camp at Dehra Dun.

Immediately after our arrival—on January 15, 1946—we were placed under a kind
of house arrest in the home of a man named Thangme, a nobleman who befriended us
the moment we reached the Holy City, Within a day, however, we were given clothes,
all the food we could eat, and even haircuts! At the same time, Thangme talked with
the higher authorities, who said we wouldn't be deported. But they politely requested
that we stay indoors until the Regent, the man who was ruling the country until the
Dalai Lama came of age, decided our future. We were delighted; a few days’ rest was
exactly what we needed.

Eight days passed. Then, to our surprise, we were invited to meet the parents of His
Holiness, the Dalai Lama. This meeting went extremely well, and loaded with gifts and
escorted by servants, we returned to Thangme'’s house. Our stock rose considerably
after visiting the holy parents, and soon we were free to go into the city.

We made a point of paying courtesy visits to the four cabinet ministers, on whose
good favor our continued stay in Lhasa depended. We noticed during these meetings
that the dignitaries often smiled with amusement when we spoke with them; later we
discovered that they found our strange dialect very funny—we spoke like the farmers
and nomads we had associated with for a year and a half.

After staying nearly a month in Thangme’s house, we were invited by Tsarong, a
celebrated minister, to move into a bungalow in his compound. This gave us more room,
and we greatly appreciated the gesture.

Pcter Aufschnaiter, with his polite demeanor and modesty, was well liked in Lhasa,
especially by the monks. It was a hopeful omen for our future when a few months after
our arrival he was summoned by a high monastic official and commissioned to build

an irrigation canal. Aufschnaiter was an agricultural engineer, so he really was able to



help: he soon taught workers the principles of building irrigation ditches.

During that first year also made myself useful, designing and creating new gardens,

I built a fountain for Tsarong's family; I gave lessons in various subjects; and sometimes
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I went out of town to help Autschnaiter with his canal work. During
these times the local people were so curious that they surrounded us to
watch what we were doing.

We were once asked to devise ways of improving the sewage system
and water pipelines. Aufschnaiter told them that before we began, we'd
have to have an accurate map of the Holy City. This proved to be
unforgettable work. Using an old theodolite we had found, Aufschnatter
created amap of Lhasaand its surroundings as far down as Norbulingkha,
the summer palace. I visited all the houses in the city and measured their
interiors, calculated the sizes of the shops. and so on.

There was little wood in the region; the forests had long since been
destroyed. Dried animal dung was used to make small fires to heat water
and food, but firewood for heating purposes was unknown. We could
warm our cold hands only by dipping them into an carthenware pot
filled with warm ashes from the kitchen. Meanwhile, I suffered greatly
from sciatica, perhaps because I had slept on one side on the frozen
ground in central Tibet. A local doctor told me to sit on the edge of a
chair and roll a stick back and forth with my bare feet. This helped, and
when the weather got warmer [ was cured.

Early on we lived always with the fear that the authorities would ask

us to leave. Indeed, they sometimes came to talk with us, saying that the

British lega[ion was rcquesting that wc lC?lV(‘ fh(‘ country. Bll[ wce h(’ld long ilgO lcarncd

the customs of Tibet: given cnough time, things would work out. We wrote a new

application, which took months to negotiate. Afterayearand a halfthey stopped asking

us questions—and only then could we relax and live happily like the Tiberans

thcmselvcs.

By then Aufschnaiter had been asked if he could improve the local electric plant,

which worked only occasionally, and he lived there, outside of town. But when

Christmas 1946 came around, he staycd with me in Lhasa. We decided to give a

Christmas party, and a friend of mine said we could use his house. I decorated a tiny

juniper with candles, apples, nuts, and sweets: it looked very much like the real thing.
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I invited a number of friends and we passed the evening eating, drinking, and playing
games. After we played “Silent Night” on the record player. I must confess that T had
a sudden attack of homesickness.
We soon adjusted our way of living; in Tibet there was no rush and no stress. We had
plenty of time to become friendly with the famous families of Lhasa. I lived in Tsarong’s
house, where I had a beautiful room with a big window, but I soon exchanged my
Tibetan furniture for Europcan designs; no longer did I have to sit cross-legged on low
cushions. I set up a writing table, on which 1 kepr my detailed diary. Unfortunately, as
I became accustomed to life in Lhasa, I lost interest in writing, thinking that I would
remember everything—which is, of course, not the case.
I attended many big parties, which lasted for days, sometimes weeks. I began to give
parties in return; mine often lasted three days because the first day you could invite only
the highest officers. The next two days were reserved for the lesser ranks. We would
borrow little tables and cushions from other houses—and also their cooks. I spent most
of my money on these parties because I thought I should give something in return for
the hospitality the people had shown us.
I would say that there is no other country in the world where two fugitives would
be as welcomed as we were in Lhasa. The British Mission, located just
outside town, also became friendly with us after a while. Eventually they My beuse s Tsarong's compornd,
permitted us to send our mail via the British representative to India, Tk mowntam i the background

% - 5 4 3 . ; 1s Grphe ('lSI, which rises f'rl‘nn{
This means of communication was rather complicated, but it did get i

the Drepung Monasten.

letters to Europe. So, three years after our escape, our families heard for
the first time that we were alive and that we lived happily in Tibet.
As the years went by, we became a part of Lhasa and were employed
by the government, receiving a monthly salary from the foreign ottice.
We took part in local events whenever we could. One of my favorites

was what one could call a “festival of light,” or Ganden Ngamcho. This

event, which took place in the middle of December, honored Tsong
Khapa, the Reformer, the Founder of the Yellow Sect (the Gelug Order) whose tomb
was in Ganden Monastery. Thousands upon thousands of butter lights covered the flat
roofs of Lhasa. Not only was Lhasa full of lights: the surrounding mountains and all
the big monastertes were as well. It reminded me of Europe on June 21, when we would
go up into the mountains and light fires on the ridges and summits. In Lhasa the main
ceremony took place on the inner ring road called the Barkor. The Dalai Lama walked

49



slowly around the street, always clockwise. Following him were the ministers and high-
ranking monks and ofticers, among whom I recognized many of my friends. All were
carrying smoking incense sticks. Nobody 1s supposed to be higher than the Dalai Lama,
so the rooftops were empty; I hid in the first Hoor of one of my friends” houses and
watched the proceedings. The townspeople are supposed to prostrate themselves betore
His Holiness, but it was so crowded therc was no room; instead, they simply bowed in

respect. [ had seen these kinds of obeisance to the Tibetan Living God

The Yellow Wall wi b before, but I was always impressed. It was a vision from another world.
.\'\‘rl'nhngl'/m Belund ths
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where the Dalar Lama hned King of Tibet, this Fourteenth Dalai Lama. During the time I worked

Soon 1 would learn much more about the life of this Living God, this

I the forgground one cansee o improve the Holy Mother's gardens, I became closc friends with

that these pardens were - - .
i et 1 obsang Samten, an older brother of His Holiness. Lobsang was one
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of the privileged few who went up to the Potala to speak f-rccl)' with his
brother. He told His Holiness what we were doing together—swim-
ming and ice skating and other fun activities; the Dalai Lama had
actua”y seen some of this with his binoculars from high above. He, of
course, was not allowed to leave his palace. One day in 1949, His

Holiness sent word to his brother that he wanted me to build him a

movie theater; he evidently desired to sce something of the outside
world and movies were his only possibility to do so.

I built the theater inside the Inner Garden of the Norbulingkha and soon thereafter
came an cvent that seemed unbelievable: the Fourteenth Dalai Lama sent word he
wanted to see me. Surprised and excited, I rode a horse down to the summer palace. First
I went to the Holy Mother's bungalow; she put me at case, telling me to go immediately
to sce her son. This, then, was the first time 1 walked through the gate of that sacred
vellow wall. As it turned out,  was to visit His Holiness many more times and developed
a strong friendship with the god-king.

The fifteen-ycar-old boy had never had playmates other than occasional visits from
his siblings. Only old monks attended him, and thcy rarcly spokc. He had teachers and
tutors, but they also were old men—and none of them had ever left Tibet.

Several of these old men hovered around His Holiness as greeted him the firse time.
They were as unhappy as the boy was excited: he wanted me to show some films that
had just arrived. We watched movies depicting World War 11, and the vouth was

mmpressed by General MacArthur; but he also admired the Japanese. I remember



something else about this first meeting: His Holiness asked me, “Why do you have hair
on your hands like a monkey?”

His Holiness soon asked me to make movies of events in the city, scenes he couldn’t
see for himself. Soon everyone in the Holy City knew that I was making films for His
Holiness. I tried to keep in the background as much as possible, but the Dalai Lama
always smiled at me when he was sitting on the throne or being carried in a procession.

From then on I could use horses from the stables of His Holiness, a special privilege,
but rather difficult nonetheless. The horses were huge and unaccustomed to traffic;
whenever I rode through the town, they would shy, often throwing me off. One wasn’t
allowed to ride the same horse over and over until we got used to each other.

During our unforgettable times together, certainly the best of my life, I was able to
tell this young boy something about our Western culture. He was bright, curious, and
tull of energy. He continually astonished me by his powers of comprehension.

These years in Lhasa were a fantastic period for me, but they passed too quickly. By
1948 the Chinese Communists had already begun threatening to “liberate” Tibet. The
British, meanwhile, had left Lhasa after India gained its independence. (The Indians
replaced them in their mission.) These and other things—Ilike when the giant thangka on
the side of the Potala ripped during a windstorm—were serious omens to the Tibetans,
who interpreted them as portending disaster. They erected new prayer flags and an
enormous chérten, into which they inserted tsatsa offerings made of clay. Prayer wheels
went up on the ncarby mountains. Early in 1950, Aufschnaiter and I began stocking
asecret cache high up in the mountains in order to be able to escape at a moment’s notice

should the Chinese make a rapid invasion.
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Good-luck Scarves

ood-luck scarves, most commonly
called khatags, played a big part in the
lives of Tibetans, When you arrived ac
somebody's home, said good-bye to a
friend. petitioned an official, or asked
for blessings from a lama, you would
always have a kbatag in your hands. The
most important khatags were over nine
feet inlength and decorated with good
luck signs and wishes.

To present a kkatag, you would hold
out both of your hands, bow, and roll
open the scarf. When saving good-bye,
the custom was to bow, fold your
hands, and almost touch forcheads with

the person vou gave the scarf to. Relatives
would give newly married coupleslong, beau-
tiful kbatags called kbatag ashi. And when some-
onc was appointed to a very high post, he
would go to His Holiness the Dalai Lama co
thank him for the appointmentand to present
him with a Jong khatag. The Dalai Lama
would receive ir, bless it by muching it, and

return it to the newly appointed minister.
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A group of people ceremonially visiting
an incarnate lama or even a high dignitary
would lay their kbatags in a growing heap on
his throne as they filed past. The lama wouldn't
return the khatags; instead he would give back
colorful little strings called sungdu, which
were like good-luck charms, worn around the
neck. They had a special knot the holy man
had made resembling a thunderbolt. He also
blew on them as a blessing.

The most beautiful use for the kbatag was
in a religious ceremony given by high incar-
nate lamas, or rinpoches. There came a certain
moment, when he was sitting on the throne,
that hundreds or thousands of khatags were
sent flying through the air. It was incredibly
beautiful to see these kbatags flying toward
the n'npor/)e.

Kbhatags were also essential when you made
an application to an official. You would
come with a kbatag and put forth your request.
If you wanted to rise in the feudal system, say
you wanted a new governorship or a new

estate, then, along with the khatag, you put

down an envelope. In this envelope would be
a note saving that if you got this or that, you
would reward your benefactor later on. In
this feudal system people got little or no
salary, so these rewards were important.

I remember one funny time when I was
given a kbatag. When Peter Aufschnaiter and
I were on our escape route to Lhasa, we re-
ceived a very harsh reception from the admin-
istrator of Tsaparang Dzong, who wouldn't
give us food or fuel and made us stay outside
in a cave. Many months later a man came to
us in Lhasa. We didn’t recognize him at first,
bur he started prostrating in front of us, and
he gave us a bag of parched barley flour and
a huge piece of butter. We realized this was
the man who had treated us so badly in
Tsaparang. Now in Lhasa we were suddenly
more powerful than he was. He also brought
us very beauriful kbatags and tried to give us
money to make us forgive him. Of course we
did and we didn't want him to prostrate
himself in front of us. Bur we felt the incident

roundf:d out l'h(‘ StO["V Of our escape.
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The Dalai Lama’s Family

hen Peter Aufschnaiter and I reached
Lhasa in 1946, we were immcdiately
placed under a sort of house arrest in
the Thangme home where we had been
first taken in. One day two of the Dalai
Lama's elder brothers, Norbu and
Lobsang, came to tell us that their
parents would like to meet us at their
home. We replied that we were not
allowed to leave the house. But when
we told Thangme of this, he was ap-
palled. He told us that when the Dalai
Lama’s family calls, you must go with-

out hesitation.
It's not hard to imagine how our
hearts werc trembling as we went to
visit the Holy Family at their home, called the
Yapshi Tagtser. We walked down the streets
looking not much different than when we
first reached Lhasa, but we had the impres-
sion that everybody noticed us and every-
body knew we were on our way to visit the
family of His Holiness. We felt important.
We entered the large house, noticing ser-

vants everywhere, and were received very

kindly by the Holy Family in the big recep-
tion room on the first floor. On the highest
scat, which was really like a throne, sat Tagtser
Rinpoche, otherwise known as Thubten Jigme
Norbu. As an incarnate lama, he sat higher
than even his own parents. Lobsang Samten
interpreted for us because his parents spoke
the Amdo dialect and we spoke only dialects
from western Tibet (we later learned the
Lhasa dialect as well).

The Holy Family gave us many wonderful
gifts. First they had servants bring us loads of
rice and tsampa and a huge ball of butter
enclosed in skin. Then came two tsugtrgs,
those famous Tibetan blankets which are made
of very long wool, in which you wrap yourself
for the night. Thosce were followed by two
lambskin coats, with the wool facing inside to
keep you warmer as was the Tibetan custom.
They also gave us cach a 100 sang note, the
highest denomination in Tibet. We never spent
these notes, but kept them like good-luck
sceds, which kept on growing for us. This
first visit provcd very impormnt; afterward

we were permitted to travel frccly in Lhasa.
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As time went by, we came to know many

members of the Holy Fanmly very well.
Lobsang Samten became one of my best
friends. He was a really gav man who was
\'\Pcn‘{lll\'(lnsvand]wl}\{lxl[0lnsln'ol]u‘r,lln‘
Dala Lama. When they were vounger they
often plaved together i the Potala. Tt was
Lobsang who first took me to see the Dalai
Lama and who helped me i many other

ways, The Dalar Lama jokmgly called us

dzabeben, meaning “maughty” or muschievous
regarding government rules.

The Dalat Lama's tather unfortunately
died within a few weeks of our arrival, but his
mother was alwavs kind 1o us. She encour-
aged my visits with the Dala Lama and even
scolded me when T was late for an appomt-
ment with s Holimess. She was addressed
1'0\]\‘(1111]1‘\' a8 (i}'.ll)'um Chemo and was

VOry 1‘1]](‘ I.IL[\'. S]](H'l[\’ ‘lirlt‘l' oL .111'1\'11 m



Members of the Dalai
Lama’s family: His
mother is flanked by his
eldest sister, I\'z'rzr{g
Drolma, and his
youngest sister, /:‘{.iml
Pemala, all in brocade
dress [far left]. His
brother /c/'\.ms‘

above | was bis
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[n’m,y.! in the field
outside the Holy
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Lhasa. she gave birth to the last of her
fourteen children, seven of whom lived. Ac
that time nobody yet knew that this son, too,
would be discovered to be an incarnate lama
{ac which time he was given the name Ngan
Rinpochc\,.

I also came to know the Dalar Lama's
eldest brother, Norbu, quite well. T visited
him often at the Drepung Monastery where
he lived. Later, after the Chinese invaded
Lhasa, we stayed together in the south of
Tibet for a month and made lots of excur-
sions in the beautiful forests there; we even
crossed the border into Bhutan.

Yapshi Tagtser, the Holy Family's house
in Lhasa, was just cast of the Potala. We
played many sporting games there through
the vears. The young Dalai Lama would look
down into the garden with his binoculars and
telescope to sec us enjoying oursclves. The
boy could never join us in person, but at least
he could watch his family under informal
circumstances through his binoculars and in

the movies | made for him.
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The Young Couple and the Apricot

everal months after Peter Aufschnaiter
and I arrived in Lhasa, we were already
well-fed and had forgotten our hard-
ships on the road. During the period
surrounding Buddha’s birthday, we,
like everyone else, went around the
five-mile Lingkor encircling Lhasaand
the Potala. These were our poorest
months, but already we had everything
we needed, most of which we'd re-
ceived from the parents of His Holi-
ness, the Dalai Lama.

Among the many beggars sitting
along the Lingkor we saw a young
couple who waved to us. We walked
over and discovered they were the two

people we had met two months before on a
20,000-foot pass during our escape journey.
When we had seen them last, we were at the
end of our strength, stumbling along the
stony road across the highest pass in the
world that is open all year. This young couple
had suddenly caught up with us. The woman
was very pretty with rosy cheeks and thick

black pigrails. She was a gleamn of sunshine to

us in those hard, heavy days. Once, as we were
resting, she reached into the pocket of her
heavy sheepskin coat and smilingly handed
each of us a dried apricot. This was the most
precious gift I ever received anywhere in the
world.

Now here they were in Lhasa. They said
that they were on pilgrimage and had made
offerings in the central temple to the Jowo
Rinpoche because they had committed a sin,
they had run away from their homeland. Like
many nomads who arrived in Lhasa, they
admitted that life here was very difficult for
them and they thought longingly back to the
beautiful country in the Changthang, the
northern plains where the nomads lived. Here
in Lhasa they had to work very hard, while in
the Changthang they could travel around
with their herds to fresh grazing grounds.
They felt they didn't have to work at all as
nomads. Nature gave them everything: the
hair of the yak and the sheep to make cloth
for their tents, furs to dress in to keep them
warm. They felt no danger in their homeland,

they would never be afraid of not getting
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enough food for the next dav. But m Lhasa
things were difterent. They were surprised
that they had to work for daily necessities,
even it 1t was only a place to spend the might
oracup ofrea. They felt that people in Lhasa
were greedy, demanding things thae in che
Changthang you wouldn't think about.
Sothey were herc onthe Lingkor rying to
get enough money and sampa to walk back
across the passes to therr homeland. We
invited them to our modest home. where we
had loes of barley, rice, and butter, and we
supplicd them for their return to the
Changthang, thetr nomadic home, where they
had plenty ot meat, butter, cheese, milk, and

where nature could provide forall their needs.
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Reforestation

uring the multiweek New Year's Festi-
val in Lhasa, tea had to be prepared for
at least 20,000 monks. The govern-
ment supplied the wood and yak dung
used as cooking fuel. But there was
little of either fuel in the Lhasa region,
so people had to travel long distances
to gather enough for all the monks.
After Aufschnaiter and I were settled in
Lhasa for a while, one of the highest
monks asked us whether we had any
ideas on how to provide fuel wood for
the festival. We suggested planting wil-
low and poplar trees along the Kyichu
River, where there were large bare arcas
covered with gravel. We had workers
dig ditches two feet deep until we reached
groundwater from the river, then we set twigs
in the ditches and filled them up again. In
some places Aufschnaiter made an additional
canal for more water. Soon the twigs sprouted
leaves, and two years later we could cut
enough wood off these fast-growing trees to
cook all the tea during the New Year's Fesu-

val. It was the first reforestation in Tibet.
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Peter Aufschnaiter

eter Aufschnaiter was my great friend

and companion throughout my years

in Tibet. After escaping together from

the internment camp in India, we trav-

eled as a team for nearly two years

crossing Tibet and shared a house for

our first two years in Lhasa. Alrogether

I was with him almost fourteen years,

from the beginning of the Nanga Parbat

reconnaissance expedition, through

prison, and then seven years in Tiber.

During this whole time I couldn’t have

imagined a better partner.  don’t think

that either of us could have survived

alone during our longjourney to Lhasa.

Aufschnaiter was quietand introverted,

but the Tibetans could see immediately that

he was a good and generous man, and they
always respected and liked him very much.

Born in Kitzbithel, Austria, Aufschnaiter

had studied to be an agricultural enginecr.

His training made him very useful to the

Tibetans because nobody else in Lhasa had

his engineering knowledge. Not long after

our arrival, the government asked him to

build a canal that would carry water to some
dry fields near Lhasa. The Tibetans had tried
to dig a canal, but their system did not carry
the water far enough—they simply dug a
trench in the earth for the water to flow in,
and pretty soon the water level was below
ground. So Aufschnaiter found a sixty-year-
old theodolite at Tsarong's house, and used
this measuring device to help in surveying for
a canal with raised levies. We then buile this
canal, which worked perfectly. Then he ad-
vised the government on a dike to protect the
Norbulingkha from flooding; 1 supervised
the construction of this dike, which also
worked flawlessly.

But the most interesting work we did
together was measuring Lhasa to make a map
of the city. We had become jacks-of-all-
trades to the government, and they wanted us
to build a sewer system. In order to do this
work, we had to have an accurate map—all
that existed so far were very rough drawings.
We made our measurcments carly in the
morning because once crowds filled the ba-

zaar, it became mmpossible to use either our
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measuring tapes or the theodolite any longer.
Curious what we were doing, people would
surround us: they kept wanting to look inta
the instrument or into the houses we were
measuring to find out what we were looking
at. So we went out very carly every morming
with one Tibetan man to help us.

After many months of work we finally
had precisely measured the aty, the road o
Norbulingkha, and the fil’\'c—milc—long
Lingkor. Inside the Norbulingkha I had to
measure with the fengths of my steps instead
of with a tape measure because the Regent
did not approve of this work—he thought it
was too modern. So our measurements there
were very crude m comparison with Lhasa, A
vear later cour third year in Lhasa’, T mea-
sured the Tengths and widths of every house
and large garden in the city; at the same time
I collected the names of all the houses and of
all the shops i the bazaar—about a thou-
sand names n all.

After two yearsin [_hasa, Peter was sent to
work on installing a power station. He lived

for the next few years inanice little bungalow
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a few miles cast of town where he began work
on a by dam across the Kyichu Raver and on
a canal that would go down through Lhasa. 1
designed a plan for a new Lhasa that would
stand on both sides of dus big canal. |
planned new government buildings, and
most of the nobility, who were all well-
to-do. planned to build new houses there.
Autschnaiter enjoyed working on the dam,
but his greatest pleasure came when he was
making an excavation at the dam site and dis-
covered the tirst archeological finds in Tibet,

During our escape across Tibet to Lhasa,
Autschnaiter sold his watch, a Rolex thac he
liked very much. Some vears larer, a merchant
in the Barkor bazaar came up tome and asked
if T wanted to buy a broken watch. I looked
atit closely, and 1t was Aufschnareer’s Rolex.
So T bought it and brought it to a Moham-
medan who could work on such fine machm-
erv. He fixed the watch, and T was able 1o
make a present ol it to Aufschnatter for his
birthday; he was surprised and pleased o
have st agam. To was a great pleasure to bring

happimess to such a wondertul man.




eter 'h_/fwl’lhllh rona
mountam excursion

Iz_'/l and with a
caravan [above] next 1o
a little u”hl’rl.r‘\‘/ll the
Kyichu River. This was
one of the most /‘;’dn!_lm[
spots around Lhasa,
popu/xlr_!cr pn/ml’mg
Water spirits were said

to live here,
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The Dike

very summer when the remnants of the
Indian monsoon came to Lhasa, the
KyichuRiverspilled over its banks and
threatened to flood the Norbulingkha.
So the Tibetan government asked
Aufschnaiter and me whether we could
build a better dike than theirs. To
build their own, the Tibetans carried
tens of thousands of stones from long
distances and piled them vertically
along the river’s edge. Their dike was
around ten feet thick: but when the
monsoon came, the lower stones would
wash out and the whole thing would
collapse. Every year the same thing
happened.

So Aufschnaiter designed a one-mile dike
that sloped toward the river. We built up a
big wall of soil, and, on the river side of the
wall, we put stones—but only one stone
deep. The idea was that the water would slip
along this slanted wall and not wash away the
lower stones as it had with the vertical wall.
This was the standard technique for dike-
building all over the world, but the Tibetans

couldn’t believe it. They said that if their
thousands of stones didn’t hold, how could a
single-thickness layer on an carth embank-
ment ever last?

I supervised the construction, which be-
gan early in the summer. In the Tibetan
system, bringing the stones was a form of
taxation paid by the population. But it was
difficult to get enough workers, and we were
in a hurry to build the dike before the mon-
soon arrived. So I suggested that I could get
workers if I paid them, like in Europe. At the
end of each work day, alaborer would get one
silver tranka. In addition, I insisted the work-
ers get tea twice during the day and soup at
the end of the day. Wi ith this system, 1t was
no problem to get 700 or so laborers.

Maybe ninety percent were women, be-
cause nearly one-fifth of the Tibetan men
were in monasteries and there was always a
surplus of women. They were not very strong,
but they aided themselves by attaching ropes
to the shovel. One woman would guide the
shovel’s handle and one or two others would

pull on the ropes, thus forcing the shovel into



The Kyichu Ruver

flowed past Lhasa
Lhasa is in the center
of the photo, the Potala
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their inspection tour
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for their work
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the ground. They carried carth and stones in

baskets on their heads.

Lvery day had its distractions. Over and
over worms would be dug up. Since Tiberans
never kill, the women would scream and carry
the worms to saf—c[}'. Also. paving for this
kind of work was an entirely new concepr.
After several days of carning a tranka cach day,

fewer and fewer workers came back: Thev

couldn’t sce any point in continuimg to labor

when they already had enough money for the
next several weeks. Tt became a big problem.

Finally, as the monsoon approached, we

recruited beggars. Bue the same thing hap-
pcm‘d with them—after two or three days of
pay, they would go sit down on the Barkor,
turn the praver wheel, and collect alms. So 1
finally used some of the Dalai Lama’s 500
bodvguards to finish the work, just in time.

All four cabiner ministers came on an
official inspection once the work was done.
They and other officers went out in vak-hide
boats as Aufschnarter and [ explained how
the new dike worked. It was an unforgeteable
dav for me. The dike didn't wash out, and |

became very proud of it.
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Farmers

he Tibetans had carcful systems for
tilling their fields. rotating crops so the
ficlds could recover. In the south, m
Kyirong, the ficlds had a cycle of seven
vears. Usually the farmers would plow
the ficlds with vaks. but somctimes
they worked all day with primive
spades. After turning the carth in the
fall, they flooded the fields with water.
The water froze and prevented erosion
by the sandstorms.

The rypical farmer's home had a
flat roof with prayer flags at the cor-
ners. There was also lots of thornwood

and dried dung on the roof, both ot which
were being kept for cooking 1n the winter.
During the cloudless winter months people
would sit on the roof in the warm sun and
spin wool or knit.

After harvest, the farmers often threshed
the grain with a flail. Other times the bundles

were leS[ SPTC‘ld out on [I1(‘ gl'()und and

You can see the Potala

n[vo\‘r‘ bebind thes
wonan ’l)"!‘j/f”’g [\'r]l:\‘
at the castern outskirts
of Lhasa. Cats, like the
one ta her right, were
very rare; dogs werc the
commen ammal. A _few
ymiles vast of Lhasa,
near where Peter

/ll!fi:’},‘lltll!f/‘ lived,

farmers ulled r/:rn"flr[r{:

with \,rmfr: /n(g}:l' In
the {'mkg!mm.‘i wa
typual farmer s bonse

with 1 ,n‘.l\rr'!/u!:\‘



animals like yaks and donkeys walked onit in

acircle until the grain had come out. The yaks
didn’t always want to do this, but they liked
to hear singing, so the farmers would sing to
them, In the afternoon when the wind always
came up, the farmers would throw the thresh-
ings up into the air so the wind could separate

the remainder of the chaff from the grain.
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Games and Gambling

hether commoners or noblemen, Ti-
betansloved to gamble. The most popu-
lar game was called sho and involved a
wooden bowl in which two dice were
rolled. Everyone played the game, even
people like Tsipén Lukhang, Tibet's
auditor general, who was well known
for not gambling. The wealthy people
in Lhasa played many other games, but
among the populace, sho was played
with especially great passion.

On the big caravans carrying wool
to India or crossing central Asia to
China, Tibetans wore large lok-pa,
sheepskin furs, Above the belt they had
alarge pocket called an ambag in which

they transported nearly everything they needed
for daily life, including tsampa, butter, and
bowls. But most importantly, nearly cvery-
body carried the game of sho in his ambag.
While on a caravan, which could last for
months or even years, people would sit down
after unloading for the night, make a wall
with the goods to protect them against wind

and storms, cook their tea, and play sho for

hours on end. They slipped off the right
sleeve of their fur coats and with the bare
right shoulder and arm, they let our a loud
scream as they threw the dice onto a round
leather pillow. The game often led to quar-
rels, which could grow rough, especially when
the players had too much chang, the Tibetan
barley beer.

Another game better reflected the light-
hearted side of Tibetans. Using a diagram-
thangka, two people would throw a pair of
dice, which instead of dots had the holy
words om mani padime hum ,"hail the jewel in the
lotus flower.” The winner was the one who
first reached nirvana on the thangka.

The wealthier citizens of Tibet played yet
another game, mab-jong, which was imported
from China. In the night when you walked or
rode through the narrow streets of Lhasa, you
could hear through the windows the clinking
sounds of ivory “stones.” People played the
whole night through—often with lots of
moncy at stake.

Women played agame called bagehen, which

also involved wvory stones. They usually sat



IJ/‘[v‘, ing sho, the
Tibetan national
passion. The swastika
on the wall is a Tibetan
good luck sign that has
been used for thowsands
of years, directed [{‘fr

or ngf.‘l «{(}‘z‘/h[l”g on
which V[[ls‘l\‘l!.\‘ school

it was related to
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Even monks weren't

J[\‘\T ('l‘l;l“”\s A'I‘v"‘. e/,
as ("lhi(”(l‘n{ {'\ l}‘l one
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in this game. Women
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separately from the men.and men and women

rarcly gambled rogether. And there were games
using ibetan cards, round cards from Indua,
and for bridge. Luropean cards.

There 1s one more game, called mig mag,
that plaved a big part in Tibetan culture. My
mag translates as “the war ofmany eves.” The
game requires great intelligence; it is as difhi-
cult as chess. In Lhasa the most tamous
plavers were the Mongol geshes, monks who
taught i the big monastery of Drepung.
Other famed plavers included some ligh
Thbetan nobiliny ke the cabimet misters
Surkhang and Ragashar, These noblemen
would send therr horses tive nules o the
Drepung Monasteryto tetch A\gr.\'/:r to }\1.1\‘ m

Lhasa and stav overnighe. Normally monks

were not allowed to gamble, but mig nug was
not as severeh: prohibited. She was definitely
forbidden to monks. Onee, when 1 photo-
graphed monks secretly plaving the pame,
they requested that I not show the picture to
anvone because they were afrad that che
Regent would punish them. When Tibetans
plaved mig mag agamst the highly educated
Mongol geshes, thev were always surrounded
by onlookers—hike we see in Earope around
chess plavers.,

I personally never plaved any of chese
games tor money and often tried to get the
Fibetans away trom therr gamblimg. When |
mtroduced many of my friends to sports. it
was parth man ettort o divert them from

this Tibetan obsesston with gambling,



Sp orts

ome Western sports had been intro-
duced to Tibet during the time of the
reform-minded Thirteenth Dalai
Lama; there had even been a Lhasa
soccer team. But the monks didn't like
“foreign” behavior like soccer-play-
ing. Perhaps they were afraid of losing
power. So when the Britsh searted a
school in Lhasa and engaged a soceer
coach, the monks eventually drove
him out. After the deaths of the Thir-
teenth Dalar Lama and the hiberal ve-
gent who succeeded him, the strict
Tagdra Regent came to power and
even torbade soccer-playing. Sull, |
thoughtmtroducing sports tomy Lhasa
friends might divert them from doing
so much gamblmg.
We started our athleties quietly, without

teams and trving not to attract attention. We

would go to the river. where [ taught some of’

my friends to swim. and in winter we even
started skating. To the southwest ot Chagpori
was a branch of the Kyichu River where the
water [roze the carliest. [t was not very deep

there, which made i safer m case the iee broke,

[he Liberans called
\k‘umu\: ‘ml/ﬂ'u{g on
ke T was iy
favente sport M
amd aitracted u for of
attenton e ot
branch of the Kyrchi
Rever was hocared
helow ('/:;(gln‘v':






FFor skates. | screwed some old blades |

found—Ileft by a British trade mission—onto
LS. Army surplus boots.

At the beginning of our stay in Lhasa, the
British tried 1o have Peter Aufschnaiter and
me forced out of Tibet, but eventually they
gave up and the British and we became great
friends. Later on I even built a tennis court
within the Briush Mission's compound, which
was located just below and west ()f(‘,h;lgpori.
I spread very fine gravel and flattenced it. then
spread vak dung on top of this. The dung
worked like gluc on the gravel, giving us a

very good surface.

Gathergs at the tennis cowrt with the
British. and later on with the Indians, became
social events, We pl.lyvd tennis at feast once
a week, and i the evening we played bridge
and cnjoyed [iuropean dinners Jthe Britsh
Mission had an Indian cook who knew how
to make [turopean food’. The gatherings
soon became popular with all the foreigners.
The ambassador of Nepal. a round litde
fellow, was very agile and fast. He was one of
our best renmis plavers. And the Chinese
secretary to the ambassador also enjoved
tennis with us. And of course | lwmug]n some

of my Tibetan friends to play. Wangda, the



Tennis became
,!(v;rn(m after I built a
court out of yak dung

[left]. We played
many other sports in
the Igun{nlh [n‘/.m‘gn_‘\\
to the Dalai Lama’s
parents [right The
mHz‘rlnun»:«lp/u\nxg
tobleman on the /:'N

[below] was the

Dalai Lama’s rl'nj
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Traditionai Tibetan
sports included J‘:ulzrig
arrows for distance
r‘l‘g"/ and at targets
while ‘;ja//u/»mg a horse
At ceremonies [above
they wsed special
arrowheads that made

a \\/‘I\I/m‘i' noise
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Tsedrung monk was especially interested and
would also have liked to play soccer. The best
tennis player was the British Mission’s leader,
Hugh Richardson.

Tennis, swimming, and skating became so
popular that we started doing more and more
sports, and with the children I started addi-
tional games, like the blanket toss. The Dalai
Lama's family grew very interested in these
activities, and soon we erected a tent in his
parents’ garden and played various sports
there over several days while being fed by
their cooks and our own, whom we brought
from home. These were unforgettably beau-
tiful times.

The new activities gradually became
known around Lhasa, especially skating,
which the Tibetans called “walking on knives.”
We often had spectators by the frozen river.
One day the Dalai Lama asked his brother
Lobsang to have me make movies of our
skating. Showing him these movies became
my first meeting with His Holiness, who was
only fourteen at that time. I told him that

even the ancient Romans and Greeks found

sport an important part of life—and of
running a government.

Of course I had to proceed slowly and care-
tully so as not to offend the ruling monks. But
eventually, I had one big advantage, and that
was that I had become a friend of His Holiness.
Everyone in town knew that "Henrig"”—that
was what they called me—was taking pic-
tures of these sports for His Holiness.

Of course there were also traditional Ti-
betan sports. They did archery at targets and
for distance. They also shot at targets while
riding full speed on horseback, firing first
with their old muzzleloading guns, then
changing as quickly as possible in order to hit
the next target with an arrow. And chere were
whistling arrows, where the arrowhead was a
little wooden case with holes; when the arrow
flew through the air it made lovely whistling
noises. They also had wrestling, weightlifting
using stones, and horse racing. They even
raced horses without riders, with people shout-
ing at the horses to make them go faster.

The Dob-Dob, those monk policemen

who looked so fierce during the big ceremo-



,\\\‘HHHHHL‘ was ot veny

pepudar i Tibet, i
part because the water
was very cold Here we

are at the Kywehu Rver

l1ik“5. were \\'l‘” kn()\\'n {0[‘ (hClI‘ 0own .\}1(”-(5.
They knew that I Tiked athlenies, <o they
imvited me after one of the ceremonies o
come do some with them. Having heard of
our jumping achicvements in the Wese, they
said they would show me that they could
jump twice as far as we could. There was an
open space below Drepung Monastery where
they had set up a kind of springboard. and
down the slope was some sand. They jumped
from this board and Hew downhull through
the air for at least lhirr'\'—ﬁ\'c to fortl\' feet. It
was spectacularly onpressive seeing them
Aving through the air wich their robes billow-
ing about.

I was rather reluctant to do it myself, but
I had to participate. Jumping barefoor on the
rough surface, 1 covered maybe half their
distance. They also had toot races. One day
[ was racing them uphill and T somehow got
imto the lead. The winner had to touch a
stone first. and just betore | reached 1t a
competing monk held me by my belt and
passed me. There was an enormous roar of

jov that the Tibetan had beaten me.
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Washing

uring spring and summer, you could

often sec women washing clothes on

the banks of the Kyichu River. The

standard laundry practice involved

stamping the garments with your feet

or beating them against stones. Some

women used soap. but mostly they

used borax, which was plentiful in the

highlands. Spring was the scason to

clean the fur coats and lambskin trou-

sers worn in winter. They would pour

wet sand on the fur side of the skins;

when the sand dried, they would beat it

out of the fur with sticks, singing all

the while. The garment turned fluffy

and fresh again. In Tibet's cold win-

ters, fur was essential daily clothing, and it

was always worn in the warmest fashion,

which is with the fur on the inside against

your naked skin. The Tibetans asked me

again and again, “Why do your women in the
West wear the fur on the outside?”

Most books on Tibet describe Tibetans

as dirty and unwashed. But one must under-

stand it is bitterly cold in the winter through-

out Tibet, especially tn Lhasa, and there was
no heating. Water had to be warmed on a
yak-dung fire. All this made washing difficult
and unpopular. It was also less necessary to
wash in Tibet, because there was practically
no decay—or foul odors—in the cold, dry,
high-altitude air.

Since they had no running water in Lhasa,
residents had a special system for washing
their hands, using aladle. They would put the
ladle between their teeth, or squeeze it be-
tween chin and shoulder, and bend forward,
dribbling water on both hands. The well-to-
do would have their servants pour the water.
Onc day a Tibetan told me, “We Tibetans
are actually cleaner than you because you
wash yourself in your own dirt.” He meant
that | used a washing bowl, scrubbing my
hands in the water without replacing it, while
the Tibetans used continuously fresh water
pouring out of the ladle.

To wash their hair, Tibetan women used
a coarse soap, borax, or a bark extract, then
put a lot of butter in their hair and madc

braids. One day when 1 passed a woman



After [V[(l\ll{g tennis
and other sports, we

cleaned up under a

makeshift shower—a
jerry can filled with

water heated on a

yak-dung fire
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To wash clothes along

the banks of the
Kyichu River [above],
women would stamp

the garments with their

feet or beat them

against stones. Hands
were washed [right]
under n‘mmucuf[\

runming water
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washmg her hair and upper body T asked,
“\\']1'\ don't vou wash )'«)Lll‘,\cllAirurlhu' down:”
She looked very astonished. and said. " Dende
a vor,” meaning, “Doces anvone do thae:”
After Lintroduced some sports hike rennis
tomy frends i Lhasa, we had to think about
cleaming the sweat off. So [ bult a shower,
filling a jerry can from India from surplus
American statt with Tukewarm water and
suspending it from atrec i the garden. [ then
anscrewed the id shightlyv, allowing the water
to trickle down, This makeshite shower be-
came very popular. The water we used was
alwavs a licele brownish because e had to be
heated on a yak-dung Gire. The smell of the
duny penetrated the water. When you entered
atent or a home m Tibet there was always a
mixture of the smell of butter tea mosdy
rancid L sweat, and smoke. But after vou lived
there vou got used to thes smell and eventu-

.l“\‘ vou came o L‘I]jk‘\' s PL‘I'\'J)I\'L‘HCS).



Yak-hide Boats

rofessional boatmen owned coracles
made of vak hides stretched over
wooden frames. The boatmen were
organized into a guild, and were all
carnest, proud, and extremely strong,
After floating downriver they had to
carry their heavy boats—abour 200
pounds cach when wet. and maybe 150
pounds dry—back upstrcam on therr
shoulders. Sometimes they hiked back
following the shoreline, but it was
often more direct to cross over high
passes instead of tracing the bends in
the river. These men typically had one
or two sheep who floated downstream
with them, and when the men carried
their boats upriver, the sheep carried little
loads on their own backs. These loads weighed
about twenty pounds and included blankets,
cooking utensils for tea, and barley flour. It
was touching to meet a boatman high in the
mountains with a loaded sheep following
him without a leash.
Lobsang. Jigme, Wangdii, and other

triends and I would often cross the Kyichu




When we tried to race
with coracles on our
["H'L.\‘ 1’7'(;:/,‘{ [, We
Jn'm\‘rn‘.f st how
strong the boatmen
[left] bad to be. Wer,
a coracle \\‘z‘lgl)x’ about
200 pounds. In the
middle q;' the p}m!c at
r{gFI 15 my great

friend, Wangdii
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River near Lhasa because we usually wenton
excursions on the other side of the river. We
always had great fun together as I tried to
distract them from gambling by introducing
them to alternatives like hiking. Onc of the
hardest things we ever did was to carry a
boatman's coracle in the thin high-altitude
air. The boats are carried on the shoulders
using one paddle laid cross-wavs as a yoke,
while the sccond paddle s lashed below.
Once we tried to race ecach other with these
boats on our backs, but we could only carry
them for about sixty feet. This taught us how

strong the boatmen had to be.

A boatman r‘l(gl.‘l will

row ol p‘lr'{\' across the
Kyuchi River above”
ononr of eur mann
excursions. Lobsang 15
l/)r oM \«‘mmtg g{um‘\,
Jigme 15 Lj/l q/'/:un and
I} mwdn at fur [{‘/'I
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Yar-so

ne of the most colorful events during
the multiweek New Year's festivities
occurred on the twenty-second day of
the first month of the year. Called
Yar-so, the occasion honored two
young men of high nobility. They had
to be very rich to accept this honor,
because they had to pay for the cer-
emonies themselves. Still, it was almost
impossible to refuse the appointment,
bestowed by the government on a ro-
tating basis to the noble families.
One of my closest friends became a
Yar-so “general” during the time I was
in Lhasa: the young D. N. Tsarong,
called George, in whose house I lived
during most of my first two years in Lhasa.
His father was the legendary Tsarong Sawang
Chenpo, who had become the “bright eye,”
or the favorite, of the Thirteenth Dalai Lama
after defending the ruler during his escape
from the Chinese in 1910. Soon Tsarong,
who was born a commoner, became one of
the highest ministers in the Tibetan govern-

ment. His son took the name “George” while

The two Yar-so
“generals” stand before
the master of ceremony.
When the Vf:rl{\‘z'rl puts
bis fifteenfoot pole
u[‘ng/‘l, it tneans the
Yar-sos must prostrate
themselves in front of
the Tsuglagkhang,
where the Dalai

Lama is upstairs
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In big fur hats imported
from I'mc/n' and old
czarist-Russian [‘Y’ﬂul({t‘
garmets, the Yar-so
“generals” [right ] enjoy
festivities in their

honor. Chang bowls

sit before them. George
[,\d"l‘”‘z xl[‘L‘\'(‘ 15
Sflanked by his “officers,”

all noblemen




attending St. Joseph's College in Darjeeling.

The entire Yar-so ceremony proved fasci-
nating. The two “generals” and their atten-
dants all dressed in expensive old brocades
from czarist Russia. George wore a blue fox
hat imported from Europe. Everyone drank
lots of chang, the Tibetan barley beer, and the
“chang-girls” who served it wore the most
expensive jewelry and the most elaborate
head ornaments in Tibet. It wasn’t their own
jewelry but was borrowed from various im-
portant families. There were six of these
women. two of whom were well known for
their knowledge of ceremonics. They were
employed at all the big events, including
marriages and births.

On the day of the Yar-so, George rode
into town from his house on the outskirts of
Lhasa. Along the way, he met the second
“general,” a young man from the famous
house of Sampho, a family whose ancestors
included a former Dalai Lama. They contin-

ued together to the Bharkor, the ring road in

the center of Lhasa, where two thrones had
been erected under umbrellas. People flocked
around, bringing presents to the two Yar-sos
and throwing them kbatags, which piled up by
their thrones.

After an hour or so they walked to the
Tsuglagkhang Temple, the holiest of all holy
places in Lhasa. Later they rode in procession
to the Trabchi plain behind the Potala, ac-
companied by several hundred soldiers dressed
up in old armor. The day-long Yar-so cer-
emony finished up at Yapshi Lhalu, a noble
family’s house just north of the Potala, where
there were a number of large tents covered
with good-luck embroidery. Here they played
sporting games, like archery, gun shooting,
and horse racing, both bareback and with
saddles. All the while, so much chang flowed
that most of the cavalrymen could barely
keep themselves upright on their horses. With
the Tibetans’ love ofpomp and fancy clothes,
the whole population of Lhasa loved Yar-so,

cven thOSC who could only watch.
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kaing

he Tibetans have always had a sense of

humor. In their gaicty. they would

poke fun at almost cveryone. Even the

highest officials, like the Regent, and

the most sacred, like the State Oracle,

would be mocked. Only the Dalx
Lama was spared this treatment.

They also love to gossip, and since

there were no newspapers. their favor-

it way to communicate was wir-h a

form of strect song. Usually these songs

had political themes pointed against

the cstablished aristocracy. People es-

pccially loved to criticize the n(‘Wl)‘

rich who had risen through bribery.

After the death of a Dalai Lama there

was always a time of turmoil when the large

monasterics vied for power and the big

families struggled to rise and place a family

member as a cabinet minister. This was an

especially fertile time for gossip and mocking

strect songs.
The lyrics of these songs, which were full
of rude sarcasm and rony, were sct to old,

cstablished melodies. Officially the song's

Tk younger brother Qf

Phala Dronver Cheme,
the Dl Lamia's r/:l{!'
chamberfam  above
enpeved niockmy the
history-plays performed
in the Norbudingkba
Though the Stare Oracle
was highly rrﬁ/m‘lm{,
Tibetans condd sudl bave
fien by imnating Funon
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author remained anonymous, though one
could often guess from the text the clever
person behind it. Even though his name
might be whispered, the author was never
punished. Pretty young girls walking in groups
through the Barkor would sing these songs,
as would workers swinging their shovels while
helping us on the dike. None feared any
consequences because it was all great fun for

the Tibetans.



The Potala and Buddha’s Birthday

he name “Portala” is not Tibetan, it's
Sanskrit, and refers to amythical moun-
tain on the southern point of the In-
dian continent. Tibetans usually call
the great building above Lhasa “Tse,”
which means “summit.” By any name,
this is one of the most impressive and
beautiful buildings in the world,.and
for 300 years it was the seat of the royal
as well as the religious head of Tibet:
the Dalai Lama.

Thirteen stories tall, the Potala 1s
said to have more than 1,000 rooms,
which I think is an exaggeration—but
it would still be a hopeless enterprise
to try to visit every room. There were

treasury chambers which required double
keys kept by special high officials—even
some which only the Dalai Lama could open.
Then there were deep, dark dungeonlike
rooms where there was no daylight at all. The
Potala’s interior was gloomy and oppres-
sive—a terrible contrast to its fantastically
beautiful exterior.

This massive structure was built on

The Potala, seen here

from just outside the

Western Gate, was
built 300 years ago by
the Fifth Dalai Lama
A fortress used by
former i(ll!;’_\' of Tibet
had stood for centuries
on the same site before
[‘f:':\;‘ .1’1’~Irnr\z'dY (‘

raiding Mongols
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Mapori, “Red Mountain,” by the Fifth Dalai
Lama in the seventeenth century. The build-
ing was not actually completed during the
Dalai Lama’s lifetime, but the regent with-
held news of his death for ten years so the
construction could be finished—he was afraid
the workers would not complete their ditfi-
cult task if they knew His Holiness had died.

Those laborers now have an unlikely
monument to their efforts: a beautiful lake.
Because the Tibetans had no cement, they
mortared with clay instead, which they dug
for the Potala from an ever-growing pit on
the north side of Mapori. A litdle creck
flowed there, and, eventually, the creek filled
the cavity, creating a lake. In the middle of
this lake was a little island on which a temple
was built and named Dzongyab Lukhang,
the “House of the Serpent.”

On the fifteenth of the fourth Tibetan
month—the month when Buddha was
born—thousands of people would flock to
this lake, where the steep walls of the Potala
reflected in green water. Wearing their finest
clothing, they would picnic in the shade of

willow trees and make offerings at the temple.

Dozens of boatmen would have brought their
yak-hide coracles there the day before and
camped around the lake. On the fifteenth
they would be busy giving rides to joyous
picnickers bringing kbatags to the Lukhang
and throwing tsampa into the air while shout-
ing, “So-so, so-so!”’ This would go on all day
long.

The nicest event came after people had
drunk plenty of chang, Tibetan barley beer.
Wooden planks would then be brought out
and lashed to the rims of coracles, whereupon
the revelers would dance, with their feet
making wonderful sounds on these boards,
loud and rhythmic. My friend Wangdi was
especially good at dancing and even put on
great shows with Western step-dances. He
was very popular with the unmarried girls, for
whom Buddha’s birthday was always a great
occasion to dress and flirt, drink and dance.
Of course these platforms lashed to the
coracles were not very safe, especially after
dancers had been drinking, and sometimes
the less skillful would plunge into the water.
When this happened, all the picnickers would
howl endlessly with laughter.
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Butter Tea

t was said that Tibetans drank a hun-
dred cups of tea a day, but that certainly
was not true. The legend probably
started because every time wealthy Ti-
betans sipped from their teacups, ser-
vants would add fresh tea. This they did
perhaps fifty or sixty times, but the
person drinking never actually finished
any single cupful.

There was another legend about tea,
and this was that Tibetans loved rancid
butter tea. True, Tibet's most popular
drink, butter tea, was usually made with
rancid butter. But most Lhasa residents,
even the wealthy ones, didn't have the
option to use fresh butter. The female

yak, sometimes called the dri, lived in the
mountains far from Lhasa and wouldn't give
more than one or two quarts of milk a day.
When a farmer started making butter out of
this small amount of milk, he could only get
atiny bit. Then he put this into a leather bag,
usually made ofyak hide. Strangely enough,
the hairy side of the skin faced inside (smaller

quantities of butter were stored in shecp,

goat, or yak stomachs and bladders). Every
now and then the farmer pushed a little picce
of butter into the bag, and every time he did
this a lot of oxygen came between the layers
of old and fresh butter. So it started getting
rancid at the very beginning. Since the farmer
only had two or three cows, it took him
weeks, maybe months to fill up a ninety-
pound load of butter. Once the bag was
finally filled, the farmer sewed it up and the
butter began its journcy toward Lhasa.
Travel from southern or western Tibet to
Lhasainvolved several hundred miles of travel
by yak caravan. The yak—this headstrong,
stubborn oxen who was the most precious
animal in Tibet—walks very slowly, at best
two miles per hour. Since the yaks weren't
fed, they had to graze as they walked and
during rest breaks. After four or five hours of
travel, the caravan stopped and the caravan
drivers used the yak loads to build a small
fortress against the wind while the yaks grazed
for the rest of the day. Weeks or months
passed like this before the caravan reached

Lhasa and the loads of butter were put into
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Noblemen and women
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vast government warchouses awaiting further

distribution. Sometimes a year or two could
go by from when the cow was nulked until
the butter was consumed. and it would be
hard to imagine 1t not being rancid after all
that time. But I never got used to the green or
vellowish surface film on the tea and 1 found
the smellnearly nauscating. Iedidn't help that
hair scraped off the inside of the bag often
swam on top of the tea. [ would usually blow
back the floating tat so [ could drink only the
tea undernecath.

Before pouring the tea, the server always
turned the teapot several times 1 a circle in
order to mix the bucter into the tea, Then he

put a cover on yvour drinking bowl. You

couldn't drink right away, but had to leave
vour tea standing for several minuces instead.
Then the server asked you to drink it. | never
knew why vou weren't supposed to drink
immediately; maybe 1t was to give the butter
time to float to the surface to prove that the
host used a lot of butter and was not stingy
with his guests.

Later on we sometimes got fresh butter
in Lhasa and I found thac butter tea is really
the very best drink vou can have at chis
altitude. In che thin, dry air vou lose water all
the time; at the same time, of course, vou lose
a lot of sale. Even when vou perspire vou
don’t see any sweat, but suddenly you notice

vou have salt on vour forehead. The Tibetan
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drink provides salt and Liquid. The tea gives
vou stamina, and you get vitamins, nourish-
ment, and calories from the butter.

During the festivals—and in fact cvery
dav at the large monasterics—it was a big
production to get tea to all the thousands of
monks. One after the other, in single file, the
cooks’ assistants ran out of the kitchen carry-
ing large containers of tea. Whole groups of
ten or twelve were running around to satisfy
the monks.

These cooks’ assistants were incredibly
dirty; their coats were shiny with butter and
they had a fantastic smell—a mixture of
rancid burtter. tea, swear, dirt, and smoke. 1
had not planned to take a picture of them
because I was afraid they might have felt
offended and they were known for being
aggressive, like the Dob-Dobs. But I madc a
joke: 1 asked them how often they bathed.
This made them roar with laughter, because
they never washed themselves. Then they

asked me ro take their picture.
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The Market

he big market in Lhasa centered on the
inner circle i the ciry, the Barkor,
which was bordered by the houses of
the well-to-do nobility and the central
temple, the Tsuglagkhang. In this ba-
zaar vou could find nearly anything
vou could imagine, from used sheep-
skin clothing to Thermos bottles.
When people died ormoved, nearly all
of their possesstons would be for sale.
even precious religious objects. Many
of the most Populm‘ goods were 1um-
ported trom India, including alumi-
num pots, which were cheap, light, and
casy to transport because you could
stack different sizes inside cach other.
Teawas. of course, the most important thing

sold. Many cups were drunk every day, and in

the marker vou could find bricks and balls of

tea from all over Asia.

Since the sun was so strong in the dry air
and high alttude, many vendors in the open
arca of the Barkor had peculiar awnings to
provide shade. These perched on a single

pole and vou could direct the cloth umbrella
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Butchers and Blacksmiths

ecause life was sacred to Tibetan Bud-
dhists, butchers were treated as out-
casts from socicty and had to live
outside the city limits. Typically, the
butchers were Mohammedans from
countries neighboring Tibet. In Lhasa
they used to live behind a wall con-
structed with animal bones and yak
horns, and even built their houses with
these skeletal remains. Later they buile
regular houses.

These people, called ragyapa, were
very important in Lhasa because they
removed dead animals from the
streets—most commonly horses and

dogs. They knew themselves to be irreplace-
able, and they were proud of their jobs, which
were handed down through the generations.
From time to time these ragyapa went to all the
houses in Lhasa and begged for alms. They
were quite successful, in part becausc people
knew they were important to the city. Bur

they also used a form of blackmail in their

begging: If they didn't get what they ex-
pected, they might get wild and aggressive,
yelling vile expressions at the stingy house-
hold. They might even put a curse on the
house. So everybody right away gave enough
to keep from being cursed.

When he had to kill a yak, the butcher
would bind its fect with a leather strap, then
throw it onto its side and harness it further.
He then opened the yak’s bcl]y with a knife,
and with his hand he reached inside the body
to tear the artery from the heart. The animal
died very quickly, and the precious blood
stayed inside the body and could be used
afterwards.

Because the Tibetans thought blacksmiths
hurt horses when they put horseshoes on
them, the blacksmiths were often treated the
same as butchers. In the smaller villages, a
butcher might even double as a blacksmith.
When Peter Aufschnaiter and 1 were in
Kyirong during our escape to Lhasa, we had

to have our yak killed by a local blacksmith
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who was also a burcher. Later we decided to
ski on the neighboring glaciers, which had
never been done before. Without telling my
friend, I quietly found a forest with large
birch trees. I cut a large log with an ax
borrowed from a farmer and started making
the skis. The blacksmith who had killed our
vak made the ski bindings out of a piece of
iron. Aufschnaiter was surprised by the primi-
tive skis I'd made, and we had a wonderful
time on the glaciers. Finally the Tibetans told
us not to “ride on snow” anymore because
they were afraid we might offend the spirits
in the mountain and the spirits would then

destroy the season’s harvest.



Prostmting

uring Saga Dawa—rthe fourth
month—everybody from Lhasa and
thousands of pilgrims from elsewhere
went around the Lingkor, the five-
mile-long holy path encircling Lhasa
and the Porala. The most pious would
prostrate themsclves over and over
again, measuring the entire distance
with the width of their bodics as they
kepr their heads always facing the'holy
sites. To protect themselves against
the stony path, they wore gloves made
of wood and leather, sometimes rein-
forced with metal, and a large, heavy
apron made of sheepskin.

There was considerable ritual to
their movements: As they stood up, they
raised their arms, folded their hands in a
praying position, and touched their fore-
heads with their hands. They then kneeled
and prostrated, stretching their arms forward
as far as possible. There they placed a mark,
perhaps a shell or a rare stone like an ammo-
nite, and touched the ground with their

foreheads. Sometimes you would meet some-
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one with a bump, even a bulge like a lictle
horn, on the forchead from touching the
ground so often. Prostration could be painful
on the rough, stony, dusty pilgrim paths, and
those who did it earned considerable respect.
Some people prostrated ina hurry, not touch-
ing the ground with their foreheads. They
moved much faster but did not earn as much
respect for their achievernents.

Prostrations were done mostly by illiter-
ate people as compensation for not being able
to read the holy scripts; they intended these
acts of devotion to give them an advantage in
the next rebirth. But sometimes the educated
and even the nobility would prostrate along
the Lingkor. The Dalai Lama’s eldest sister,
Tsering Drélma, though physically unfitand
rather heavy, prostrated all the way around. It
took her five days (two would be considered
avery fast time), and she was accompanied by
a servant, who also prostrated. At the end of
cach day they placed a little stone cairn where
they had finished and went home. She was
deservedly proud of her accomplishment.

The most extreme acts of prostration

took years or even a lifetime. Pilgrims might
prostrate in body-lengths from Lhasa to the
holy mountain of Kailas, a distance of several
hundred miles. They would then prostrate in
body-widths around Kailas, facing the moun-
tain the whole time. This alone took amonth.
And then they would prostrate back to Lhasa,
and go around the holy city again. All the
while, they lived on alms. During our escape
through west Tibet, we encountered many of
these pilgrims, of both sexes. We pretended
to be on pilgrimage ourselves and often ex-
changed a sewing needle or a coin for some of
their tsampa. We always parted in good spirits,
having helped each other.

These prostrating pilgrims were very much
respected and were all considered religious.
Nomads and farmers welcomed them into
their tents and houses. They were even in-
vited to sleep in the little chapel room found
in every house. If pilgrims could read, they
were asked to stay and read holy books to the
illiterate householders.

In Lhasa people prostrated not only along

the Lingkor, but also along the shorter



Barkor, the tnner holy path. All vear round,

pilgrims and locals prostrated in front of the
Tsuglagkhang, the central temple in the heart
of the city. The stone slabs m front of the

temple had been polished to a shine by full-

body contact over hundreds of vears. I myself

prostrated once before the Tsuglagkhang
with two of my [riends. We borrowed felt-
padded gloves, and T did 1t tor the exercise.
That's when I noticed what hard work it s
o make these repeated prostrations in the

raretied air
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Lama Mani

endicant travelers called lama mani
showed up wherever pilgrims came in
great numbers. They brought with them
two or three special thangkas that had
often been handed down from genera-
tion to generation. Each of these
painted scrolls told the life story of a
saint or holy man. Among the most
popular figures depicted were Milarepa,
the famous twelfth-century poct and
yogi, and Padmasambhava, the founder
of Lamaism in Tibet.

The lama mani would pont to a
sequence of illustrations as he or she
sang the saint’s story: where he was
born, that he was poor, ran away from

home, lived in a cave pcrforming miracles,
became a guru, attracted many followers, and
so on. One story might take a half hour of
monotonous singing. But the stories were
usually touching and the people who stood
around listening then gave offerings of
money or food. The lama mani served a useful
function, as most Tibetans could not read.

Prayer wheels were valuable for the same
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reason. Learned monks. who could read. had

no need for either.
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livelihood, which made them rare and pre-
cious. The paint used natural colors from
herbs, seeds, bark, gr()und minerals, and semi-
precious stones like lapis lazali and tur-
quoise. To preserve these delicate colors, silk
curtains covered the thangka when it wasn't in
use and when it was rolled up for transport to
the next big festival.

Most lama mani wandered from fesuval ro
festival, always knowing exactly where to
find large groups of pilgrims who would give
them alms. Some, however, preferred 1o sit
around 1in Lhasa where there were many

prlgrims all year round.
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Criminals

riminals often showed up to beg for
alms along the Lingkor, especially dur-
ing the big festivals when many pil-
grims came to town. Thesc convicts
were usually chammed together at the
hands, and had iron bars or chains
between their fect to keep them from
running far from the prison in the
village of Shé, below the Potala.
Tsarong, my host during my early time
in Lhasa, told me that he once saw
prisoners whom he had sentenced wear-
ing just their hand-chains without the
anklebar; he scolded them and they
quickly went to get the bar. But once
Tsarong had passed by, they took it off again.
He laughed, ending his story, “nying je,” "1
pity them.” Though punishment wasn't typi-
cally severe, some criminals were flogged,
which was painful enough, especially when
they had committed a heavy crime. In that
case the criminal would be flogged unul the

sinews in the back of his knees had been cut
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and he was crippled. After this, he usually
didn’t stay much longer in prison; instead he
would be sent to be looked after by his
relatives or he would go begging. At one time
penalties for major crimes, such as stealing
from a religious site, included cutting off a
hand and sticking the stump in boiling but-
ter. This practice was abolished by one of the
former Dalai Lamas. Fora Tibetan, the worst
punishment was to be kicked out of Tibet, or
even just out of your home town. In the
traditional method, the offender was forced
to ride on a yak bull sitting backward, facing
the tail. The Thirceenth Dalai Lama abol-

ished rhis pracrice.
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New Years Eve Festival

he big New Year's Fesuval lasced for
several weeks, but before 1t could be-
gin there was a special ceremony o
destroy all the bad things from the old
vear. That ecremony took place on the
vwenty-ninth day of the twelfth month
of the Tiberan calendar. In the carly
morning, everyone waltked up the stone
stairs to the Deyang Shar, the castern-
most and largest courtyard within the
huge Potala. (1 later measured this
courtyard ar 1,900 square yvards., The
main building ot the Potala rose six
storics above the courtvard. This was
where the highest officers sat stratified
by rank. with the highest tloor, of
course, belonging to the Dalar Lama.

Asthe cabinetninisters drank theirmorn-
g tea on the fourth tloor, spectators from
Lhasa gathered on the roots of the lower build-
mgs. The lower officers meanwhile shivered
as they, too, sat on rooftops. It was very cold
in the morning and thev had to arrive carly
betore the numisters gou there, They also were

grouped by their rank in the feudal nobiliny.,




During the New Year's
Eve festival, the Dalai
Lama sat on the \'l,\ll"
or H'ppfuvn*slrl.l«‘x:r of
the center ['ml‘{mg {!’I/‘(
Potala _[m [z“” % the
RQ\'M( on :Iumb the
Cabinet Ministers on
l/‘m‘rlauz:/‘ and the
Dalai Lama }_mv.-u/y
on the third. Lower
mu('m.;v offtcers left
wore white hats made
of papier maché as they
watched ceremonies in
the I)r\.m\;' Shar

u‘url\.:rd’ above
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At the beginning ot the ceremony. His
Holiness sat behind a curtain on the highest
story. But he told me he didn't like to stay
there for very Jong, as it was rather cold and
he had to st quietly because everyone knew
he was there. Soon after the ceremony began
he would move to the corner room where no
one thought he would be and he could watch
candudly with his binoculars.

The band, scated under a large canopy.,
made a great nosse with all es drums, cvm-
bals. oboes, and telescopic trumpets. Two
trumpets, made of pure silver with gold plat-
ing. boomed with such decp resonance that
the whole area vibrated. Later. soldiers made

even more noise as thev bired thetr old muz-

zleloadmg guns, creating a grear cloud of

smoke. In between, other performers came
mto the by courtvard. Lvervbody admired the
tamous black-hat dancers, whose ricual reli-
gious dancing was so strenuous that they had

to practice tor months betore the ceremony.

But the real commotion came if one of

spring’s first big sandstorms arnived during

the ceremony. Evervone would duck and put
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their long sleeves over their heads, struggling
to hold onto their fancy hats. It was danger-
ous, too, because the band played under a big
canopy fixed with long ropes to the other side
of the court. When the winds came, this tent
would flap and threaten to blow away, drag-
ging the ropes with it. Sometimes the ropes
did break and the awning crashed down onto
the band. People screamed, a tongue of flame
leapt from the forma, and the soldiers shot
their guns—it was like a drama staged for a
great opera. Finally, the old year was driven
out.

Then came the reward. Everyone went
home and ate guthug, the so-called “soup of

nine ingredients,” which was a great enter-

tainment. The first time I had the pleasure of

eating guthug was soon after our arrival in
Lhasa, at the house of the famous minister,
Tsarong. It became a tradition for
Aufschnaiter and me to eat this meal with
him each year, even after we had our own
house. The soup didn’t have exactly nine
ingredients (the name stems more from the
date—the twenty-ninth). It consisted of a

few vegetables and a little meat, but the main

17
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The famous black-bat
Allhl rs p( rform }'(n
in the giant Deyang
Shar courtyard, which
I measured at 1,900
square yards. Lay

officers in the

Qovernment are siting

on the rooftop bebind

the dancers
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thing 1s that there were wheat-Hour dump-
lings. Inside one of these dumplings was a
lump of charcoal. Lvervone would pomt to
and laugh at the person who got the char-
coal—he was supposed to have a black, or
bad. mind. Then there was one dum}\lmg
with a hot pepper otz that meant the
reciprent had asharp rongue. In the next one
vou might find cotton or wool threads. and
that meant vou were a good, hard-working
person. You could also get a hitde broken
prece of poreelain; ths was good, but it made
the Tibetans laugh because 1 meant vou
iked o car but not o work, There were many

muore l]ll]]\\‘.\ Vol \'\Hllx‘l ﬂll\‘l m yvour \\\ll[,‘.

mcluding a tigure of aman carrving a clild on

his back. This was bad luck, chey sard. be-
cause children alwavs bring trouble. In the
end they pulled out the last big dough frgure,
which was of a witch. Everything that was in
the soup was collecred. carried outside on
embers, and thrown out wich a grear shout,
thus driving away the old year.

So the day, which had begun so carly.
ended with greac fun and jov. especially for
the children. Thevloved all this shoutng and
thev velled at the witeh to yo away. For che
grown-ups, 1t meant that the vear ended by
descroving all the problems that had plagued

their families.



Monk-Police

few days after the New Year's celebra-
tions came the Monlam Chenpo, the
Great Prayer. At least 20,000 monks
arrived in Lhasa for chis event. They
were led by the Drepung Monastery's
head proctors, called shiligos, who rode
into Lhasa on horseback in a big show
designed to impress the populace.
During the twenty-one days of cer-
emonies, the city magistrate and all the
lay officers withdrew while the shiliges
and theirmonk-police ruled over Lhasa,
controlling all Great Prayer—related
events. During their time in power, the
shaluges kept their own rooms in the
Jokhang. They were so domimant that
not even the cabinet ministers were allowed
to ride horses m Lhasa.

The monks kept the town very, very clean
during those weeks. Muscular, black-painted
monk-police punished any lircerers. But you
rarely saw anyone being punished, and the
dayv before the monks arrived women swept
the town with willow-twig brooms. Lhasa’s

populace was very much afraid of the shatnges.

Dhiring the Great

Praver, the Hlmk—[\‘fru‘
wore thick [u‘/.l'm‘g and
/J/Alrl'rm vhors 1o Hml‘f
themselves look even
(m&gn‘ than thiy u/ml./’\
MY amd lxmm/m/ thesy
aees w 1k soct 1o ook
frervee They carred
sticks and \\/:v}v\ fer

crowid control
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Despite this fear, evervone flocked mto the
streets for the ceremonies. When the crowds
grew too wild, the monk-police threarened
them with whips. The people would scream
and drop back, then quickly surge torward
again,

[Zach of the faculties from the big monas-
teries had two head proctors. They were all
tierce-looking men. With thickly padded
shoulders. platformy shoes. and stutting un-
der their robes, thev looked like yants. In
their hands chey carried a shag gvi a square
won rod that was an emblem ot authorny. Tt
stood about five feet tall and was covered
with yold and silver adornments. When the

shabiges demanded actention or silence, thev

thumped thewr rods on the ground. Some-
tmes they sentenced a rule-breaker to a whip-
ping. But the <hilgos would accept money
from someone who wanted to avoid being
whipped, and T was told thar thev would go
back to Drepung rather rich men.
Whenever the shiluges moved through a
crowd, monk-police with big sticks and
whips cleared the way tor them. With faces
blackened with soot, they looked terribly
ticree as they shouted, “Phar-gvir “Make
way!” Evervbody rushed aside ro avord being
whipped. The police didn't just look fierce,
manv actually were. Some even carried knives
in therr sleeves. Somie of these men were the

legendary Dob-Dobs who mvited me to do



sports with them at Drepung.

The Dalar Lama's personal bodyguards
were not as rough-looking as the monk-
police who ruled over Lhasa during Monlam
Chenpo. But they, too. wore heavily-padded
clothes that accentuated their already

legendary size. These guards averaged over

six teet wall. There was even a story of

someone who was almost erght teet all, but

he had dred vouny, betore 1 eame to [ hasa
During the theater ac the summer perfor-
mances in the yarden of Norbulingkha, these
guards shouted at the crowd when e gog
unruly. threatening e with whips. But the
whips were more or less symbolies as they

were .]lln().\l never A\'lll«]ll\ ll.\(‘\{.



Monk-police [right
awed the crowds ./mm&
the Great Prayer. As
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./:'m \}Mu“/m him
The Dalai Lama’s
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King of the Year

t the end of the second Tibetan month,

atter the Monlam Chenpo. the “Great

Praver.” there was another spectacular

festival called Tsongcho Serbang. In

this festival two people called lugeny

came, one from the south and one

trom the north. The one from the

south had his face pamted half-black

and half-white. He was called Lugony

Guvilpo, “King of the Year.” For the

Tibetans he was like a scapegoat.

In front of the Tsuglagkhang the

Barkor was crammed with people.

Lugong Gyilpo rushed around in the

crowd shouting and waving a black

vak-tail over their heads, thus transfer-

ring all evil to himself. It took no Jess

than Ganden Tri Rimpoche. this learned

monk wearing the peaked yellow hat of Tsong

K]mpa. to ﬂna”}' bring Lugong (])';ilp() under

control. The crowd would then scream at

Lugong Gyilpo to chase him away. This

ceremony was highlv exciting because every-
one was alraid of bad spirits and demons.

Before leaving Lhasa for his homeland of

Lhoka, he would go from house to house
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