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Women EXPZOTEYS IMVE bé’t’ﬂ fompared to s/vadows

Alitting across a landscape.” Few have left records.
Their footprints have vanished in the sands, and their

memoirs have often been published anonymously.

Janet E. Wulsin arriving by camel in Yirgo, Shansi, October 1921.







VVomen EXPIO?’E dyj"erentlyfrom men:

they often let their instincts guide them,
following the trail wherever it leads.

Janet Walsin was no exception.

Opposite: The end of the line: the railroad station in Kweiwhating, Shansi. “An excellont narrow gange
railsvay, built by French capital, crosses the mountains of Fastern Shansi, and ends at Taiywanfus, the provincial capi
tal. The mountains are covered with snow in carly November, and the shrubs on the platform are carefidly packed in
straw 10 protect them from frost.” —Frederick R. Wulsin (ER.W.), November 1921

Janet preparing to travel by mule litter on her first expedition, Taiyuanfu, Shansi, 1921,




While traveling with her scientist husband,

she recorded the sights, sounds, and smells of
the now-vanished kingdoms she discovered,

bringing them to life in her writings.

Janet at Ta Shui K'o, an Alashan Deserc oasis, in front of a Mongol yurt, April 1921,

Page eight: Temples outside Wang Yeh Fu, Mongolia on the edge of the Alashan Desert,
Kweiyuanfu, Shansi, May 1923.







Among the bills of the Tibetan borderlands,
the sands of Inner Mongolia, and the fading glory
of Imperial Peking she found fulfillment

never equaled in ber ly‘e in America.

Jauet and her husband, Frederick R. Walsin, on the steps of their temple lodgings,
Shansi, October 1921. The country Buddhist shrines resembled medieval monasteries,
with a few monks who welcomed travelers.

Frontispiece: The Chanting Hall at the Grear Monastery at Labrang, Tibet, August 1923-
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TO JANET JANUARY ELLIOTT

out from the shadows at last

Janet and the mother of the Prince of Alashan in court dress, Wang Yeh Fu, Mongolia, May 923






‘PREFACE

In April of 1921 Janet Elliott Wulsin set out with her husband Frederick Wulsin for
China. Although her husband's interest in China’s natural and culeural history pro-
vided the stimulus for their journey, Janet Wulsin was not a passive bystander to
his pursuits. During their residence in Peking and travels in northwestern China,
she prepared specimens for transport, developed and documnented thousands of
photographs, and recorded her vivid impressions of the people and landscapes she
encountered. Janet Wulsin's diaries and letters to her family and friends reveal a
sometimes reluctant but always obscrvant traveler. Her words and the Wulsins’
photographs have been beautifully woven together by her daughter, Mabel H.
Cabot, in such a way that we can both see and read about Mongol caravans, the
great lamasery at Choni, remote villages in Kansu, and elaborate Buddhist rituals.
Mabel H. Cabort has produced a book in which words and photographs meld to
create a set of dramatic images.

Vanished Kingdoms chronicles Janet Wulsin's growing self-confidence and incer-
est in China’s western frontier. During many months of arduous and sometimes
dangerous travel, she met people and experienced places that were completely for-
cign to what she had heretofore known as the sheltered daughter of a prominent
Boston family and dutiful wife of an aspiring naturalist. Her descriptions—still
fresh—retain a sensitive directness that make them not only informative but also a
pleasure to read.

The Wulsins traveled and collected during a period of great change when
exploration was giving way to more institutionalized forms of research and study.
Their standards for success were very much those of the nincteenth-century
explorers whom they respected and emulated, and Janet Wulsin describes their
frustrations and triumphs in this regard. Also striking ace her intimate passages
about expedition housckeeping—packing camcls, meals good and bad, finances,
specimen preparation, hospitality received and offered, and the social life of
Peking’s foreign community during the carly 1920s.

Both Janet and Frederick Wulsin became proficient photographets, although
Frederick was responsible for the bulk of the expedition’s photographs. Through

reamwork, the photographic record that the couple created and documented is sig-

Oppostte: Tibetan kitchen with a macchlock gun hanging on the wall, Archuen, Kansu, 1923.

nificant in both its breadth and detail. Their photographs are extraordinary not
because of their technical or artistic virtuosity (although they are certainly good),
but because they offer rare glimpses of a part of China’s visual past that has been
poorly documented. In some cases, present-day travelers can see what Janet Wulsin
saw more than seventy-five years ago, but for the most part the temples, towns, and
villages pictured in these photographs no longer exist or have been dramatically
altered. And, of course, the people and many of the customs the Waulsins capeured
on film have disappeared forever.

The Wulsin Collection, the source of many of the photographs that appear
here, was donated to the Peabody Museum in the 1g50s. It contains a remarkable
archive of over 1,900 photographs, negatives, and lantern slides augmented by writ-
ten materials. More than two thirds of this collection pertains to China and
Southeast Asia. In 1979, an exhibit, China’s Inner Asian Frontier: Photographs of the Wadsin
Exprdition to Northwest China in 1923, and a book by the same title highlighted a selec-
tion of photographs from the collection. Vanished Kingdoms is an important addition
to this earlier work and to the published work of Frederick Wulsin himself.
Together these publications provide different but complementary perspectives on
an expedition and a time and place that continue to command our interest and
attention. Through painstaking rescarch using photographs, family records, and
archives at Harvard University, the author has produced a uniquely readable and
visually compelling account of a remarkable journey through the eyes and pen of
Janet Wulsin. Once again, it is exciting to see this collection come to life. As direc-
tor of the Peabody Museum and as someone with a long-term incerest in China, [
arn very grateful for the author’s skill, sensitivity to detail, and perseverance in

bringing to light her mother’s extraordinary travels in China.

DR. RUBIE WATSON
Director, The Peabody Muuseum of Archacclogy
and Ethnology, Harvard University
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BOOK I

~ PARIS TO PEKING ~

WHERE IT ALL BEGAN

Litcle in Janet Elliotc Wulsin's background had prepared her for her adventures
in the far reaches of China, Tibet, and Mongolia. The daughter of the president
of the New York, New Haven, and Hartford Railroad, she had been raised in
the sheltered microcosm of affluent Boston and New York during the fading
years of the Gilded Age. Hers was the cloistered world of Edith Wharton,
where decorum and manners were of primary importance. Janet studied litera-
ture, poetry, music, and some history, but her exposure to mathematics and the
sciences was minimal, First and foremost, her Southern mother schooled her in
the domestic arts in preparation for a good marriage. She was educated at Miss
Porter’s School, a finishing school in Farmington, Connecticut, but was forbid-
den to apply to Bryn Mawr by her autocratic father, who decreed that “ladies
don't go to college.”

While she was growing up Janet had often traveled with her railroading
father, cxploring the Pacific Northwest. These journeys nurtured her innate
sense of curiosity about new lands, which would become a defining element of
her character. An adventurer at heart, she was intelligent, imaginative, and head-
strong, with dark hair, large, dark cyes and an infectious laugh.

During her carly twenties, as World War [ progressed, Janet became

increasingly restless. The superficial social life of her world in New York bored

LEDITOR’S NOTE: Chinese place names used ace those in common usage in 1921-1925.

See pages o181 for an itinerary and modern Pinyin glossary.

her. On her twenty-fourth birthday, she responded to a summons from the
American Red Cross that requested “two thousand women for canteen and hos-
pital and hut service in France.” They called for “the highest type of American
woman . . . strong, cheerful, energetic, self-reliant, and cypically American, capa-
ble of self-sacrifice and devotion™ —a description that suited Janet perfectly.
In October of 1913 she sailed for France on a troop ship of sixteen hundred sol-
diers and sixteen Red Cross nurses and aides. She wanted to support the war
cffort—and to be near her fiancé, Frederick Roelker Wulsin. an officer on the
Belgian front.

Frederick was a handsome twenty-six-year-old who had graduated from Har-
vard in 1913 with a degree in engincering. Fascinated by tales of cxploration and
foreign adventure ever since he was a boy in Cincinnati, after graduation he had
spent a year traveling through East Africa and Madagascar collecting specimens for
Harvard's Museum of Comparative Zoology. At the conclusion of his trip to
Africa he wrote to his mother in Paris, “I really think now that this—a mixture of
scientific exploration and collecting—is the work I was born for, and [ sce that 1
have a fair sort of knack at this and what | want now is training in zoology.
botany, geology, anthropology and practical astronomy;, so that when [ travel [ can
do every bit of scientific work that circumstances permit and do it properly."

Upon his return to America, Frederick took a job as an engineer in the

Allied Machinery Company. At the outbreak of the war in 917, he enlisted vol-



‘estern Hills outside of Peking, dressed in boots from Traly

nd black felt hat from New York, spring 1921

ong skirt from Paris

untarily in the army and achieved the rank of first lieutenant. He had been
impatient and unchallenged at the company, and resolved not to return to it but
to pursue a life of exploration after the war.

He and Janet met at a ball in Boston in 1917. The crisis of World War I
quickly propelled their courtship from dancing at house parties on Long Island
to weekends with friends in New Hampshire. There they motored in the coun-
try, walked in the woods, and talked for hours about Frederick’s travels in Africa
and his dreams of further exploration. Janet had never met anyone like him, and
was enthralled. He was charismatic, intense, and used to getting his own way.

In September 1917 Frederick wrote to his mother:

II ‘S»/VH””V\‘ we seem to /)ﬂ\‘f ['ff” ['VL‘“\)"I” IllI m ”H(f/,' ’I.'[ same way, ﬂ”d /.Hl\'l' 1//'[' same

point of view on many little Il'mgs With each day that passes, even when we are apart,

we seem to grow closer together. Being with ber is not like being with somebody else, but

like /wmﬁ with myself .mup/z‘h, and the rest gf the time ['rm: about l:.z_/r' a self: S/’r_/:'r/s

the same way.

After meeting Janet’s father, Howard Elliott, later in New York and offi-
cially asking for her hand, Frederick proudly wrote, “I think the day is won.”
He continued, “Janet wants to wait 'til I am back from the war for the wedding,
so we will do that. I surreptitiously sneaked into Cartier’s and Tiffany’s yester-
day, and looked at some rings.” Despite the fact that he was going through what

he called “a period of acute poverty,” Frederick sold some shares of stock to

buy Janet a ring. “I want to give Janet all I can now, while I have the chance,” he
wrote. “After the war I can make more [money].”” In the meantime, he presented
Janet with a duck-shaped pin given to him by his mother, adding two sapphires
to symbolize the two most important women in his life

Despite Frederick’s limited finances, he never neglected his charismatic
and domineering mother, Katharine Roelker Wulsin, who lived in Paris.
During the war he managed to send her hundreds of pounds of sugar, oatmeal,
cornmeal, and hominy, provisions unavailable in war-torn Paris. She was the
most influential person in his life, and Frederick continually confided in her

Although she would often challenge him about affairs of state as well as his



Katharine Roelker Wulsin with her two sons, Frederick (left) and Lucien (right),

Cincinnati, Ohio, 1903

As Frederick wrote

own life, theirs was a deep intellectual and emotional bond
to her in 1921, “You can be sure that I will never take an important step without
consulting you first.”"

In the few weeks that remained before he was sent to the front, Frederick
and Janet spent as much time together as possible. The starry-eyed young lieu-
tenant wrote to his mother, “You have no idea what a wonder she is."" Frederick
joined his Forty-second Infantry Division in October 1917 and proceeded to Bel-
gium, where he saw active duty and for his valor was decorated by the Belgian
government with the Belgian War Cross. He wrote to Janet frequently during the
war, but shielded his mother from the knowledge that he was often caught on

sosted to Paris

the line of fierce battles. Finally, in late December 1918, he was r

in the Signal Corps.

Frederick Roelker Wulsin as a young lieutenant in the United States Army during World War [,

Paris, 1918 t: Janet (left) as a nurse’s aide in the American army hospital in Paris, where she

became the Red Cross director of thirty wards, May 24, 1913,

PARIS, 1918

When Janet arrived in Paris on December 3, 1918, she went immediately to the
apartment of her future mother-in-law, whom she had never met. It was only
weeks after the armistice treaty ending World War I had been signed by President
Woodrow Wilson and Maximilian, Prince of Baden.

Katharine was the first female intellectual that Janet had ever met. She was
also the first person to take Janet's quick mind seriously—as seriously as Janet’s
own mother took the arrangement of her wardrobe. As a young woman, Kather-
ine had married Lucien Waulsin, chairman of the Baldwin Piano Company of
Cincinnati, and raised their two children in their palatial house, “The Her-

mitage,” while he directed his company to a large fortune. After Lucien’s death



in 1912, swathed in elegant widow's weeds and ropes of pearls, Katharine broke
with tradition and returned to Europe, where she had been educated. In her ele-
gant eightecnth-century bérel particulicr she hosted international political and mili-
tary leaders before and during World War I. Aubusson tapestrics, busts by
Houdon, and the only known life portrait of Benjamin Franklin by Greuze wel-
comed the steady stream of visitors as they entered the parquet entrance hall.
She was painted by many of the leading French painters of her day. and was at
easc in the world of foreign intellectuals and politicians. Katharine remained in
Paris throughout World War 1, reading voraciously in several languages and writ-
ing a voluminous correspondence to her family back in Ohio. In Janet she found
the daughter she never had, and she set about cultivating Janet's capable young
mind. Katharine introduced her to a new world of literature and ideas, and
opened intellectual horizons alien to Janet’s staid, conventional family. Janct
wrote home, stating, “Each day is full to overflowing with things of great inter-
est and some of historic values.”"

Meanwhile, the small print of Janet’s contract with the Red Cross in France
revealed unexpected challenges. Not only would her position require that she “run
a branch of the Government Quartermaster’s store, dispense hot soft drinks, run
the Red Cross hospital library, {and] initiate the holding of classes and lectures,”
but she would also “gather casualty information, in a work requiring great cact,
sympathy and resourcefulness, write letters for the soldiers, and perform many
other tasks for which the nurses have no time."" Despite the hard work, Janet
enjoyed the challenges and excelled at her duties. Her Red Cross supervisors quickly
recognized her eremendous administrative skills, and after less than a year of
service she was put in charge of all Red Cross activities for thirty wards at the
American Army hospital in Paris.

Janet’s life in France was a mosaic of contrasts. By day she would comfort
dying soldiers, write their final lecters home, and ligh their last cigarettes. By night
she would sit at Katharine's gleaming table, discussing the reconstruction of France
with key officials, journalists, and intellectuals while eating delicious food and sip-

ping the finest wines.

20

She was crestfallen to be so late in serving in the war cffort, but deter-
mined to help in the reconstruction of shattered France. Her first letter home
shiminers with excitement as she describes the entrance of President Wilson into
Paris after the armistice: “After breakfast I looked out of my window on the
Place du Palais Bourbon right across at the Chambres des Deputics where masses
of people were waiting to warch Clemenceau come out and enter his motor.
Most of them were women, in the decpest mourning with little children—and
some were soldiers in their beautiful blue.” They had a spectacular vista:

Such a view—the Arc de Trinmph on one end and the Place de La Concorde on the

other—and all along the line of march the French poilus [regular French iroops], just as

they came home from the

ddy uniforms, knapsacks. . .everything. They were mag-
nificent, and they were our defenders. Here and there was a group of young lancers on their
horsts carrying their ved and white regimental colors. But the French poilus made e weep.
People were wup in the trees, on the roofs, at the windows, vegetable carts bad been dragged
over and whole families sat on top, many brought ladders, and old women, girls, boys,

wounded men sat on each rung—and . as we looked down on the crowds, you could see

every nationality—our own dough-boys [enlisied soldiers] and sailors, Tonmmies [British
troops ], Anzars, Hacks from Africa, Belgians with their picturesque headdresses—and girls
in all manner of uniforms, and the young French girls heavily draped in black. Pretty soon
the sun came out, the poilus stiffened up—and there was a great sound of whistling and
movement—and a lovely Airedale tore down the Avenue. Everyone cheered and said, “go it
boy.” Then after several minutes arrived the gendarmes on their bicycles, all in their dark
bl uniforms and their capes, and then, before we knew it the open carriage with the two

Presidents—our own smiling and bowing to everyone—and all the people waving hand-

kerchiefs and American flags and crying “Vive Wilson. ..”"

This infectious atmosphere swept up the young American Red Cross
worker. “I stopped and bought all sorts of things for my men, American flags,
French rosettes, tiny Dough Boy and poilus hats made out of tin that one can
pin on one’s coat. Everywhere the Dough Boys salute us—it is a real tribute to
the Red Cross, but makes me feel very awkward as I never know what to do in

recognition—women are not supposed to salute”»
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Later that same evening, Janet continued,

L went to a dance at my hospital—part of my duty. It was fun. I have never been such

a belle and from 8:30 until eleven I was literally whirled off my feet. We danced on the

marble floor in the /'l‘g ball and it was a saving grace to wear W o00len \hnl'm‘-\'f and low

shoes with rubber heels And how the men love to dance and

how well they dance—
you \\‘\VHI{I ['I L“Ihl:l’n[ [/‘L:\ Al/”l\\\/ /"\‘Il{ you /IL'L' a gt‘/ll/[/?’xl/’ .‘;\'((/41 n”’.{ are most

COUTIEOUS In eVETY wWay,

The sheltered New York debutante was beginning to enter the real world
of war-torn France, and she clearly found her new life enjoy able. Janet contin-
ued, “Only the Red Cross girls are allowed at these dances, for they do not
want to let in any of those professional creatures of Paris. These are all enlisted
men—and some day I shall tell you all about them

A cleaner, more wholesome
I~‘[ of l'«?\\ you cannot “]L‘L’”\L’,H

Four months later, after a telegrammed approval from her family,

The telegram from Frederick to his mother, Katharine R. Wulsin, in Paris, announcing his
engagement, 1917
Frederick and Janet were quictly married in the American church of Paris

{bove: Licutenant Frederick R. Wulsin and his bride, Janet January Elliote
Waulsin, on their wedding day, Paris, March 12, 1919.



on March 12, 1g19. with a handful of French and American friends in atten-
dance. Frederick wore his licutenant’s uniform and Janet wore a simple, long-
sleeved white chiffon dress (sec page 21). Mr. and Mrs. Elliott declined to
cross the Atlantic for the ceremony, saying that they did not want to miss the
birth of Janet’s sister Edith’s second child. But Janet also sensed their subtle
disapproval of her marrying a Cincinnati man in Paris, far from the confines
of her family’s insular world in Upper East Side Manhattan. Nonetheless,
Katharine Wulsin and a small gathering of friends toasted the couple with
champagne, and they sped off to their honeymoon at a country inn in

Saint Germain-en-Laye.

Their bliss was shattered a few days later, when news arrived by cable
that Janet's sister Edith had died in childbirch in New York. Waves of grief,
guilt, and isolation sweprt over the young bride. She longed for the safety and
comfort of her family, despite the fact that she had rebelled against this protec-
tion only a year before. This deep conflict would never be completely resolved
as she traveled further and further away from the protective influence of her
family. Yet a year later she reflected, "l am every day more thankful that I went
to France and unconsciously and consciously absorbed a different atmos-
phere—otherwise I should be as blind as many seem to be on this side to what
their men really went through.”*

It was not only her experience on the war front that transformed Janet.
Equally important was her growing relationship with Katharine, who challenged
her mind, and encouraged her to reach for new intellectual horizons. During
their frec moments, she and Katharine attended the theater and the opera. They
roamed the art galleries and museums, and in the evenings they often read aloud
by the fire. Janet's French improved dramatically, and her mind was ignited by
the stimulus of Paris. Although Janet cared deeply for her own mother, it was
Katharine who became her role model. To Janet, she embodied a probing,
informed mind while still maintaining her charm and femininity. She and Janet
remained close friends throughout their lives, exchanging books, articles, and

candid thoughts in their frequent letters.

22

NEW YORK, 1919

It took four more months for Frederick to be discharged from his post. Both
Katharine and Janet's father worked hard to get him an carly discharge from the
army, but the burcaucracy moved slowly across the Atlantic and many American
troops were not discharged for over a year. Finally, in late June 1919, the couple
returned to New York City. Frederick attempted to please his father-in-law

by rejoining the Allicd Machinery Company as an account executive. He also
joined the Explorer’s Club and became the vice president of the Young
Republican’s Club.

The transition from Paris to New York proved difficult for the pair. Freder-
ick wrote to his mother, “The cost of living here is appalling. Higher than Paris!
The impression of oozing wealth and of bustle nearly knocks you down when
you first get here.”* Frederick's vigorous, energetic nature chafed at the routine of
office work, and he was miserable in the business world. After a year of borcdom
and restlessness, he turned his attention back to his real passions—exploration,
archaeology, and cultural anthropology.

Inspired by a brilliant lecture by Roy Chapman Andrews at the Muscum
of Natural History, and encouraged by his mentor, Dr. Thormas Bacbour, at
Harvard, Frederick set his sights on China. The Harvard Museum of Compara-
tive Zoology offered him a small stipend to enlarge its China collection. After
carefully weighing his options, he wrote his mother that he had decided to
“go to China as a scientific traveler, learn Chinese, go into official and other
society all I can, and travel through the interior sufficiently to get a thoroughly
good idea of it and to make uscful scientific records—zoology, metcorology,
geology, and botany if possible—and thorough economic and political and
social observations.”

Katharine sent her son a typically candid answer. “As long as [ have known
you science has bored you—jyou can't improvise technical attainments of that
kind, nor can you give yoursell the obscrving eye which notes unconsciously

cultural phenomena,” she wrote.



Your mind runs in a different divection. Economic, political and social observations are more
in your line, and if you give yourself up to studics on those subjects, you certainly ought to be
able to achieve good results and not merely amatenrish judgments which will carry no weighi.

In order 10 carry out these studies practically, you ought to go to China with a job. You will

learn more of economic, social and political conditions in a month if you are doing practical

work than you will in a year if you are going about as a traveler.

Katharine concluded, “Your old mother sympathizes with your vision and
has faith in your brains and actions, but she also wants you to keep your feet on
the ground. Get a definite business proposition in going to China which Mc.
Elliott approves of, and I will give you all the help I can"

Janet's father supported Frederick's idea, but also strongly urged him to seck
out business opportunities while in China. He initiated discussions with the
board of the Northern Pacific Railroad to explore the possibility of employing
Frederick in the development of a trans-Pacific trade that would bring freight to
the railroad. Frederick also approached Allied Machinery with a plan as a consul-
tant, but recession was already in the air in New York and jobs were scarce. All
that Allied would offer him was a leave of absence. No one was willing to make a
firm commitment to support an untried young man's endeavors in China. “If we
go we gamble on a big success, the worst that can happen is that they [Allied
Machinery] won't want me back,” he wrote to his mother in January 1921, “There
is less risk in that than in staying, with the practical certainty of being let go in a
few weeks to reduce expenses.” As the financial situation in New York grew
tighter still, a move to China looked increasingly attractive.

Despite the risks involved, Janet remained supportive of Frederick's desire
to become an explorer and scientist. Although she respected Katharine's opinion,
she reminded her skeptical mother-in-law, “Remember, this trip may lead to
fame, if not fortune for Frederick.” Frederick recognized Janct's support. “Jan is
perfectly splendid—juse as loyal and full of pep as she can be. It is much more of
a leap into the unknown for her than for me, but she has the right spirit."

After cight hectic wecks of purchases and preparations—tents from Aber-

crombic and Fitch, anthropological instruments, fine thermometers, drawing

materials, saddles, camping equipment. medicines, and innumerable guns and car-
tridges—the supplies were packed and ready. Frederick went to Washington to
meet with the Secretary of State, Charles Evans Hughes, and other Wulsin family
friends. He arrived home armed with “more letters of introduction to different
people than the mind of man can imagine.” Frederick referred to these lerers as
“soup letters [see page 24]" As Peking was the intellectual, diplomatic, and polit-
ical capital of China, the Wulsins decided to head there first, despite the fact that
they had few friends, no job, and no idea where they were going to live.

On April 2, 1921, the young couple, full of typhoid inoculations, settled
into Janct’s father’s private railroad car and headed by rail for Seactle. After four
days crossing the continent they boarded the IWenatchee, a brand-new steamer
making her maiden voyage across the Pacific. On April g they sailed for China,
stopping for several weeks in Japan and Manila on the way. Their greac adventure
had begun,

Despite her misgivings, Katharine gave them her blessing: “I like to chink of
you off by yourselves, leading your own lives on your own way outside the fever-
ish current of New York. I hope, darling, that all will go well with you and that
you will be very successful."* She continued, “Lots of people envy you and Jan
and your quest of the Golden Fleece of knowledge and adventure.”" Frederick
responded, “As we crossed the Pacific we both fele the lure of the great things
that will come some day in this part of the world. I think Jan feels it too. Our
horizon before was so much smaller. I feel an incredible sense of joy and relief

having the world before me.”*

CHINA, 1921

Six weeks after lcaving Seattle, Janet and Frederick landed in Shanghai early on the
morning of May 1, 1921. Already, Janet was becomning a more seasoned traveler
and observer. In her letters she urged her family to “please remember that in every

place we visit there are three distinct impressions—the firse or initial one; the
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Lerer of introduction from the French Ministry of Forvign Affairs, The Office of the
Minister, to the French Ambassador in Peking introducing the Wulsins with instructions to
accord them “the best welcome.” January 1g22.

second after the place becomes a bit habitual; the third, after leaving and looking
backwards.”~

Her first impression of Shanghai was not pleasant. The rain came down in
sheets, the air was muggy, and the customs officials were irritable. Luckily, howev-

er, the Wulsins mounds of baggage, including nine trunks and cleven picces of
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hand luggage, went through without any trouble. Their guns were released in only
twenty-four hours, despite the warnings of the Chinese legation in Washington
that it might take several months.

However, their ammunition—sent from Holland and Holland in London—
required a heochow, or pertnit, from the Imperial Government in Peking, as the
importation of ammunition was illegal. The cartridges were sealed in large tin
boxes and included one hund.rcd rounds for the .465 bore express cordite rifle,
forty rounds of solid nickel 480-grain bullets, and sixty of 480-grain soft point
bullets.” The US. consulate had sent up for a permit on May 12, but it had not yet
arrived, and Janet and Frederick were forced to wait for it for several weeks. These
delays for special permits and permissions would plague them throughout their
travels in China and Tibet.

They found Shanghai a strange city. “It suggests Constantinople in some
ways, in others Marseilles, and it is quite different from cither of them,” wrote
Frederick. “The foreign concessions, areas governed by foreigners through their
own municipal officers, cover most of the city’s territory. These areas are well
paved, well lighted, clean and well policed. One has practically no occasion to go
outside them, One can buy automabiles, silver, cyeglasses and so on. There are half
a dozen department stores. The place is full of clubs, including country clubs far
finer than most of those at home."”

Finally, armed with their letters of introduction, the Wulsins departed
Shanghai by train to Peking, stopping briefly in Nanking. They sped through the
impoverished Chinese countryside as starving peasants flung themselves cowards
the tracks, begging foreign passengers to throw food from their windows,

Despite the scenes of starvation and social unrest around them, Frederick
remained optimistic about his prospects professionally.

The apportunities here in China are perfectly marvelons for what I want to do——science,

writing, then politics. There is a big field for anthropology and investigation of aboriginal

tribes in certain provinces, and for digging up things like Troy which will show the carliest
history of Chinese civilization and the early connections with the West. The entire place sim-

ply seethes and recks with politics. One bears it all the time. Indications are that some day



there will be a war between us and /n]mn Out here pm/)/r frrl it 1s a certainty, It is

ml_\‘ a question «"f tine.

ARRIVAL IN PEKING, 1921

On their arrival in Peking, the Wulsins stayed at the Hotel de Pekin while making
the social rounds, leaving their cards on silver plates at various legations and pri-
vate homes. An old friend of Janet’s from Boston, Julia Deane, had moved to
Peking with her husband, Fritz. They immediately took Janet and Frederick under
their wing and helped them find a small house, complete with a domestic staff, to
rent for six months,

In 1921 Peking was a fascinating international city, the grandeur of its Imper-
ial past juxtaposed with a teeming, industrialized city pushing its way into the
twenticth century. As Janet and Frederick discovered, “The town like the country
had shown the same power of taking fresh masters and absorbing them. Both have
passed through dark hours of anarchy and bloodshed.”

The ancient city was originally conceived on a grand design, with the nobili-
ty of its surrounding walls and gates, the splendor of its palace squares, and the
vivid colors of its Imperial roofs. Seen from a distance, with its walls and gate
towers sharply defined against a background of hills, Peking looked little changed

a Tartar

from when it first became the capital of China in the Middle Ag
encampment in stone. Gazing at the temples, walls, tombs, and palace halls, Janet
could easily imagine Peking’s history—its bitter sieges, martyrdoms, and religious
struggles; Tartar, Mongol, Manchu, and Chinese conquests, Western invasions, and
Persian, Indian, and Jesuit influences. She envisioned gorgeous pageants, traitors
and soldiers of fortune, and the great Kublai Khan, who made Peking the capital
of one of the largest empires the world has ever seen.

Peking had remained for centuries a place of mysteries, of closed gates and
barring walls. The greater the beauty of a rich man's house in Peking, the more

carcfully it was hidden. Even when the main gates were thrown open, the view of

Janer and Frederick in a temple courtyard, Kweiyuanfu, Shanst. “Temples g

is not like @ Christian

inns, when one arrives early enowgh to bunt wp the priest. For a Chin

building meant only for worship. It bas far more the character of a medieval mon:

shrine where services are sometimes beld” —F.R.W., Seprember 1921



the buildings and gardens within was blocked by a “spirit screen” that ensured
additional privacy and protection from evil influences.* Once these interiors
were revealed, the wonder and delight of the temples and palaces surpassed
all expectations.”

Not until 1860, when Prince Kung gave special new orders, werc forcigners
allowed to walk along the ramparts. This became a favorite stroll for Janet and
Frederick. as they could see the original plan for the four cities from the heights of
the city walls. In the center lay the Forbidden City—the innermost heart of
Peking, soaked in history and mystery—surrounded by two miles of massive pink-
washed walls, with four gates and a pavilion at each of its four corners.”

As steeped as it was in the past, Peking was entering a period of great social
change, moving from a feudal past to a modern democracy. Under the last
Empress Dowager, Tsu-Hsi, certain improvements had greatly altered the face of
the city: newly paved streets made way for automobiles, and a new police force
struggled to contain the roiling tide of traffic. Tien Amien Square was drastically
altered to accommodate railroads and electricity. Even the ancient stone lions
guarding the gates were moved—to honor the tradition of feng shui, however, the
statues were blindfolded before being moved so that they would not be trauma-
tized by their dislocation.”

By the time the Wulsins arrived in 1921, anarchy was in the air. Foreign lega-
tions continued to host scholars, intellectuals, diplomats, and adventurers from all
corners of the globe, including many Western writers—such as André Malraux,
André Marois, and Bertrand Russell—who were fascinated by the profound social
and political changes. Prominent Chinese, like the infamous Sung sisters, were now
being educated abroad and returning home to take part in the New China. Peking
was electric with a sense of excitement and challenge. The old order had passed,
and a new one was struggling to emerge from the shadows of Chinese history. No
one knew exactly what form the New China would take.

Peking was a cauldron of contrasts and contradictions: opium dens flanked
the recently constructed Rockefeller hospital; Western charities existed alongside

deep corruption on all levels; beauty, fantasy, and mystery glimmered amid fear,
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poverty, starvation, and disease. Regardless of the chaos, China continued to fasci-
nate the West and, like a magnet, drew entreprencurs, intellectuals, and adventurers
from overseas.

Despite the growing civil war in the south, Janet and Frederick had already
begun to formulate plans for an expedition during their crossing of the Pacific. By
the time they reached Peking, Frederick had abandoned all thoughts of joining an
American business. There were few positions available in American companies, and
the invigorating atmosphere of exploration in Peking was contagious.

They believed that their stipend from the Baldwin Company and the grant
from the Zoological Museumn would enable them to organize a modest cxpedi-
tion into the neighboring province of Shansi. An elated Frederick reported back
to his mother in Paris, “Your little son is not going to be idle for the next few
years. That much is perfectly evident. Being a well authenticated and endowed
explorer calls for sweat in large measure. But [ am enjoying it greatly, and I think
I shall thrive on the work.”*

During their early months in Peking, Janet and Frederick were quickly
welcomed by the international community. Several thousand foreigners lived
behind high walls with their large staffs, primarily near the legation section of
the city. They constantly entertained each other—English- and French-speaking
Chinesc officials as well as visiting scientists, writers, philosophers, and explorers
from abroad.

The Wulsins labored daily at Chinese with their teacher, Mr. Wu Tze Pin,
known as Mr. Wu (see page 28), and sought out people with a real knowledge of
China’s interior. Their circle included explorers, missionarics, scasoned travelers,
and geologists scarching for oil on behalf of large American companics. Travel
and exploration were considered an art in Peking, and the traveler who had braved
unknown regions was widcly admired. Many wrote about their adventures, and
small publishing houses privately published volumes of exotic travel writing.

Soon after their arrival, the Wulsins sought out the renowned explorer Roy
Chapman Andrews, whom they had first met at a lecture in New York. Andrews

was a charismatic explorer—eventually immortalized as “Indiana Jones”—who
h tic expl Ily lized Ind I
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Henry Crosby Emery (Harry) and Susanne Allinson Emery, dressed for a luncheon, Peking, 1921

gave fascinating lectures throughout the United States to help attract funds.
Both he and Frederick were eager to make their names and reputations in the
exploration of the vast lands of western China. In 1921 Andrews had not yet dis-
covered the giant dinosaur eggs at Bayan Zag, the Flaming Cliffs, which would
establish his international reputation. Competition among these young adventur-
er-explorers was fierce, and was felt by the wives as well. Janet wrote home that
Roy treated Frederick quite differently when Frederick later captured a rare Chi-
nese dn]p]\m. “Mrs. Andrews gu.shcd over me pmfuwl\' since | spent the sum-
mer in Southampton, and was probably ‘some one’ at home. Maybe I do them an
injustice, but their worldliness is always so apparent.”” Despite these initial mis-
givings, the Wulsins and the Andrewses eventually became great friends.

Janet often entertained at her Chinese house, gathering friends in the
lantern-festooned courtyard and showing Chinese shadow puppets after dinner.

She and Frederick spent their weekends visiting friends who had rented temples

in the Western Hills outside the city walls. One of their favorite destinations
was a hillside temple rented by their new friends Susanne and Harry Emery,
another American couple. As chairman of the Asia Bank, Harry had use of a
hrgr car and chauffeur, and the four would ride out of [’rklng in luxury, passing
villages and leaving a cloud of dust and scattering chickens in their wake. At the

temple, they would read, hike through the hills, and explore other temples.

SUSANNE AND HARRY EMERY

The Emerys would play a crucial role in the Wulsins' life in China. The two cou-
ples were introduced by a letter from Alice Roosevelt Longworth, the flamboy-
ant daughter of President Theodore Roosevelt. At twenty-four, Harry had been
the youngest tenured professor of political economics in the history of Yale
University. A brilliant economist with a gift for languages, he later became chair-
man of the prestigious Tariff Commission under President Taft. In 1916, on the
eve of the Russian Revolution, he was sent by the Guaranty Trust Company to
Moscow to preside over its offices there and encourage new business.

His wife, Susanne, the daughter of the chairman of the Classics Depart-
ment of Brown University, was from an old Pennsylvania Quaker famuly.
Although not a beauty, she was tall, straight and slim, and full of charm, humor,
and a “delicious independence."** She raced through her social obligations in
Peking to allow more time for studying Chinese, reading, and riding with Harry.
She was an avid horsewoman and great dog lover, and her house was always full
of strays she had rescued from the streets of Peking. After graduating from Bryn
Mawr College, where she studied architecture, she worked on archacological pro-
jects in Greece. In 1917 in Saint Petersburg, Russia, she married Harry—her
father’s brother-in-law, and many years her senior.

Shortly after their wedding, the Emerys were forced to flee for their lives
across the ice in fur-lined sleighs through the Red and White Guard barricades

to the Finnish Aland Islands from the Russian port of Abo.* The Germans



captured them there on the island of Marichamn in a surprise raid, and interred
Harry in a prison camp at Fuchel, but freed Susanne to travel to Stockholm.
After ten months, they were reunited in New York and eventually sent to Peking
by the Guaranty Trust. There, Harry served as chairman of the Asia Bank. In
Peking they were considered important hosts, entertaining a constant flow of
diplomats, journalists, intellectuals, and adventurers. Janet initially thought that

they were an ideal couple.

THE NEW CHINA

By 1921 the new Chinese Republic was losing control of the old Ch'ing Empire,
9 F g g
causing chaos and the erosion of civil order. “The Central Government has no
power,” wrote Janet.
The local Tuchuns (military governers)—an outerowth from the days of Yuan Shib-Kai
)& g 2ys.9
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prefer to deal directly with the Tuchuns instead of through the Central Govt.*

Despite the evident corruption and growing chaos, many in the expatriate
community in Peking clung to their sheltered world of luxury and social rituals.
The regatta on the lake outside of Peking, coinciding with the Henley Regatta in
England, still served as a high point of the Westerners’ social season. Clothes
were sent from Paris and New York, and women discussed fashion in one breath,
conjecturing about the falling regime and the civil war in the next.

Nonetheless, the turmoil was beginning to permeate their sheltered world.
The sumptuous supper parties at the Peking Hotel, the dances until dawn, and
the annual American Bachelor’s Ball of seven hundred foreigners continued, but
poverty and unrest among the Chinese population grew. Fear filtered through
the local community like the ever-present opium. While warlords swept through

the neighboring hills, the Chinese army disintegrated into bands of marauders,

Mr. Wu Tze Pin, former cavalry officer, Chinese teacher, and Chinese manager and guide of

both Wulsin expeditions, 1923



and the foreign community fled to houses by the sea or temples in the Western
Hills. A sense of unease secped into every aspect of city life. As Janet's friend
Julia Deane wrote home to Boston, “We are due for another revolution. The pre-
sent government is a mess.”*
Frederick described the complex political sicuation to his mother.
Each Chinese province nowadays is ruled by a military governor, known as a
Tuchun. Some are super Tuchuns, with a number of provinces under them. Two of
these worthies had a falling out: Chang Tso Lin, an old scoundrel and former brig-
and chief, super Tuchun of Manchuria, and W Pei Fu, a very brave and appareni-
Iy honest and patriotic officer, who is the super Tuchun of the Yangtze valley. Chang
has been making and bnalring proml's{sfor some time, putting in one rogue after
another, all of them looting the treasury for Chang’s benefit. Finally, Wit protested
in a series of red-hoi telegrams to the world at large during the Washington Confer-
ence. Now, Chang has moved 70,000—80,000 troops inside the Great Wall with
the avowed imiention of suppressing Wit Pei Fu. However, Wu knocked the sposs off
bim in a series of engagements. Chang is now making tracks for Manchuria, and bis
troops are being rounded up and disarned. This last scrap took place on a little line
south of the Peking Tientsin railway. We were out at our Temple when the firing
began. We could hear it all day, but could see nothing from the hilltops except the
praceful plain, even with field glasses. In the afternoon the soldicrs from the Peking
garrison brought word that we ought 10 go home. Similar instructions came from the
Legation via the Emerys’ chauffeur, so we got into their car and came back..... A
couple of days later, there was a sharp burst of firing near our howse, just outside
the city wall, It developed that some of Chang’s roused men bad iried 1o force a city
gate in a train. The garrison shot them wp. Throughous Peking the Peking garrison
preserved excellent order and kept out both sides..... The South is still in a ghastly
mess, with brigands operating in bands of 600 10 800. Sun Yat Sen, the talking
calamity, who is the cause of most of the trowble down there and the bar to rewnifi-
cation, seems much weaker of late.*
With warlords and their armies prowling the Chinese countryside, danger

Wwas never fﬂl’ away.

PEKING, SUMMER 1921

By the time the steaming heat arrived in July, Janet and Frederick had established a
daily routine. They had breakfast at cight, followed by Chinese lessons all morn-
ing—Frederick at home with Mr. Wu, and Janet with Julia Deanc at her house. At
one o'clock they shared a modest fiffin (lunch) and then continued their Chinese
lessons for several more hours until they had “tea” in front of Julia's electric fan,
consuming a cold glass of grape juice or ginger ale. After Janet’s return home in
the late afternoon, the Wulsins’ groom took their horses outside the city walls,
where they rode until dusk. Janet claimed thac “the sweating does us both lots of
good and the sweat rolls off me in buckets."* The twilight was long and they
would return home and dine at nine o'clock in their cooled courtyard.

Despite the ferocious heat, the Wulsins occasionally visited the polo grounds,
swam in a legation pool, and artended dinner parties including diplomats, visiting
doctors preparing for the opening of the Rockefeller hospital, and businessmen try-
ing to figure out how to conduct business in a country with no government. Foreign
movies also provided occasional outings to the local theater, the Peking Pavilion,
where crowds of upper-class Chinese, Russians, Japanese, French, British, Dutch,
and Americans relished the latest antics of “Tarzan of the Apes.”

The Peking lights were “nil” at night, as the central power was not sufficient
to illuminate the whole city, so Janet and Frederick read by an American oil lamp.
Janet scattered candles throughout the house as well. Their social life was quiet. “It
is really too warm to do much, and besides almost everyone has left town for the
hills or Peitaho [the seashore],” Janet reflected.

During the weekends they went sightseeing.

In the morning {we went] to what is called the Winter Pulace, being a collection of palaces, tem-

ples, shries, marble bridges, etc, situated on the “Three Oceans”—which are in reality three

lakes. They wert formerly marshes and were drained off by Kublai Kban. Now they are very
shallow and covered with beawtifil lotves blossomns which at this time of year are in their glory
with their buge pink and ohite blossoms on long slender stewns sticking ous of the water Chinese
architecture bas no originality, so after one bas seen several temples or palases they become monoto-



nows, except for the charm of their surroundings. The “devil screen” 1o keep away the bad spirits is
one of the famous sights at the Winter Palace. It is ont of doors, made of glazed tiles, 50 feet long,
12 or 15 feet bigh, and the design is nine coiled dragons cach 1rying to catch a pearl®

“A Chinese dragon is always trying to catch a pearl. I wonder why it is,” she

mused.“ They also rode out to the Temple of Heaven, where they saw the Altar of

Heaven—

... a massive marble platform open to heaven, where cach year the Emperor went and
consecrated himself. At that time no ene was allowed to see the emperor travel from his
pahm to this lnnplz_ and all the sbops and houses aloug bis route were ligbll)' shut. The
Emperer and all these who took part in the ceremony wore blue; the sacrimental [sic]
vessels were blue, Nnylln'ug blue, the color of Heaven. . .. Today all the lmlpl[ bm’Hiugs
bave roofs of a deep cobalt ble.”

Janet and Frederick were busy trying to understand the complicated Chinese

schooled myself not to look abead. With Fs temperament it is easier for me not to, and anyway
the money end is taken care of F feels quite confident that there is a big field for him here, bus
it takes time. I think bis studying Chinese is a wise beginning, and will be a valuable asset
She closed by saying, “We arc all well and flourishing, though a cool swim in
Southampton would be paradise.”™
By late July the ferocious heat had scttled over Peking.
This life is certainly resiful if one could only accept it, but wnfortunately I am a restless soul
and long to “do” That seems to be the only verb I understand and I only wish that long ago 1
had learned to “think” so that maybe as I approach the borrible age of thirty I might be even
able to acquire the art of meditation. New York to Peking is a great jump . .. However, do not
think that I am wnhappy—if it were cooler I conld “do” more, and not be forced to “think” so
miech. But then it is a good plan to learn the latter, and what betier place than bere?!

She was impatient to put her studying to the test and begin to explore China.

political situation. Understandably, the Peking papers were preoccupied with the
crisis. Janet observed that the papers were barren of any US. news. “Everyone out
here is much interested in the coming Pacific Conference. ... China is wondering

whom to send as her delegates. This country is a fascinating political study."*

On July 17, 1921, Janet informed her family that
F. [Frederick] has put in for permits to go into Shansi, Chili, and the 3 Manchurian
Provinces. We shall in all probability go into Shansi near Swiyuan, NW corner, about Sep-

tember first. As to when we come out, where we swill be mext winter, eic., I cannot say. I have

Janet's mule litter before the high walls of Suiyuan, Shansi, August 1921, “It is a most perfect and
delightful way to travel. There are two long poles, the ends resting on a mule in front and one in back. String
betwween these poles are ropes and over all a matted top which is covered by Chinese oileloth to keep out the rain. Over
the ropes we puet two big bags of straw, then a picce of ‘ewe-bo’ [oileloth ] then a blanket and with five cushions, coats,
cameras, guns eic., 1 felt like a gueen.” —Janet E. Wulsin (J.E.W.), September 1921
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BOOK I1I

~ HE FIRST IREK:
SHANSI, JULY 1921~

By the end of the summer of 1921, the Wulsins’ Chinese was now adequate for
limited conversations, and they could recognize nearly one thousand written Chi-
nese characters. They had studied the geography and the history of Shansi and
counseled with knowledgeable travelers, hunters, and missionaries about the
region in great detail. They planned for a five-month expedition that would cover
over five hundred miles into some of the most remote corners of the province.
Throughout the summer, Janet had busied herself “buying equipment too
in the way of cxtra riding togs, pongee [raw silk] pajamas and undergarments
(feas hate pongee).” Janet described her hectic preparations for the journey. “Boys
to engage, tents to get for Ho (the taxidermist) and W, the Chinese teacher, food
supplies, camp clothes put in order and all the thousand one things.” she wrote.*
Janet’s extensive inventorics reveal her attention to minute details in packing
for the expedition. ['rom basics such as guns, cameras, and medicines to lists of
the developing materials necessary for film processing in the field, she and Freder-
ick recorded the contents of their saddlebags, including “toilet articles, a mirror;
toilet paper, a flash light, 2 notebooks, 1 sweater, 2 films, 1 package of tobacco and
2 slabs chocolate.” Janet added a bottle of malted milk, a bottle of Epsom salts in
asock, a can of insect powder, a book of the essays of Rabelais, and a collection

of O. Henry short stories.* She and Frederick left lerters of credit and Janet's few

pieces of jewelry at the International Bank, and opened a checking account with
the Bank of China that would enable them to draw money throughout their jour-
ney in the post offices in the larger towns.

They hired their Chinese teacher, Mr. Wu, to help manage the expedition
and assemble the team. An ex-cavalry officer, he was a born leader and gifted
linguist who spoke many dialects. He commanded attention wherever he went,
and, although rather inscrutable in his bearing, could erupt with a ferocious
temper when the occasion demanded. He enabled the Waulsins to better under-
stand the communities chey visited by translating and explaining the local his-
tory and customs.

Janet and Frederick dispatched the first part of their team wich Mr. Wu
and the horses ahead of them on August 13. Two days later they paid off their
remaining household servants, closed up their house, and set out from the gates
of Peking. Leaving the stultifying heat of the city behind, they headed for the
great plateau of central Shansi—southwest of Peking, three days by rail—to
acquire new specimens for the Agassiz Museum of Comparative Zoology at
Harvard University.

The earliest annals of China describe Shansi’s fertile Wei River valley, nes-
tled along the middle course of the Yellow River and the upper Han River, as the



seat of the first agricultural kingdom. Shansi had becn the national capital during
thirteen of China's dynastics, an important political and cultural center that
reached its zenith during the T'ang dynasty when Xi'an had a population of one
million. By the early part of the twentieth century, Shansi had declined in cultural
importance. and was the scenc of innumerable famines and floods and well as sev-
cral Muslim rebellions.” Despite these troubles, however, Shansi was rich in animal
life, and Frederick was convinced that he would be able to capture zoological spec-
imens not yet known to the West.

In a jaunty interview in the Prking and Tientsin Times on the eve of his
departure, Frederick described the life of a zoologist as mostly a matter of luck:
“1 once spent months in Madagascar and British East Affrica collecting speci-
mens, and when 1 returned, I found that the only new varicties I had were some
lizards I had captured in a hotel bathroom.” Shansi, however, beckoned as a
region containing many rarc specimens “with unpronounceable names and
unlovable dispositions,” according to Frederick. The article concluded, “The
interior of China is a vast zoological museum, for the most part unlabeled
and un-catalogued.””

On their departure Katharine warned Frederick, “This is Africa over again
with its long waits, only this time you are not alone, but have dear Jan with you. ...
Take care of her and remember that a woman can't do as much as a man no matter
how much she loves him and may want to.”*

Their journey began on the night express train from the crowded Peking
station to Hankon. From there, they boarded another train to Taiyuanfu from
where they would climb into the mountains of the western border of Shansi.
They hired a new young servant, Bill, as their “boy"—the term commonly used
at the time to refer to onc’s manservant. Bill accompanied them, checking thir-
teen picces of baggage, including army trunks, duffle bags, cartridges, and food.
Stowed into their small compartment were an additional seventeen odd pieces,
including cameras, suitcases, books, magazines, a box of candy, and several guns.
Luckily, wrote Janet, China was “a country of coolies, and there is always an

eager jabbering throng ready to earn a few coppers by carrying things."*

TAIYUANFU:
MANAGING A MULE LITTER

At five p.m. the next day they reached Taiyuanfu, where they met Mr. Wu and the
rest of the expedition team. Frederick referred to his team as his “army.” It now
included four servants; their “boy,” Bill; a cook; a coolie, or porter, whom they
called Aristotle because of his vast knowledge of the arca; a mafi, or groom; Mr.
Ho Ting Sho, the dour but experienced Shanghai taxidermist and botanist, with
his assistant; and the invaluable Mr. Wu.

Janet further described their team. “The boy was a tall, slender, Chi-
nese, very clean about his clothes and person, ‘elegant’ describes him. He has
brains, is quick, silent, without humor, understands some French, but
quickly grasps my poor Chinese.” Their cook was “short, stocky, with a
round, smiling face, and short stiff black hair.” He spoke quite good Eng-
lish, and was “brimful of humor and initiative.” Janet found him a great
talker and a good mixer with all the country folk, whereas the boy was a
snob about the people of rural Shansi.” Aristotle, the porter, had been
trained in his previous position by Mr. Wu. He was always on the job—as
Janet put it, “the man who always has string or a nail just when you wane
it.”" He was cager to learn English, as his only vocabulary was, “God damn,”
“"yes," “copper,” and “alright.” “He is very ugly, with a huge mouth full of
teeth, but is never afraid of work. He looks after the horses, cleans the
shoes, does all the thousand and one odd jobs.”* Janet was often impressed
by the fact that no one was afraid of hard work in China. “After chis life
with men servants,” she mused, “I sometimes wonder if I can ever go back to
women [servants] with their aches and pains and nerves.”"

Their mule team consisted of seven mules for baggage, and two additional
ones for Janet's mule litter. They christened their horses. Mr. Wu rode “Cream,”
Frederick traveled on “Oatenmeal,” and Janct named her horse " Talachey”—the

ery of the beggars on the Peking strects—because he was continually begging

for food.



Loading the expedition's carts in a temple courtyard, Shansi, September 1921.

According to Frederick, the capital city of Taiyuanfu had become “one of
China's most progressive cities” under the leadership of its “model governor,”
General Yen.

With its well-paved streets, its public museum, its college; its electric lights and telephones, its

clean and well-disc np[mrd soldiers, it is an example of what the Chinese can do for themselves

when the curse of misgovernment is I]erf Here one sees the process of u/wr[wug»/‘mm the West
in full swing—not the Westernizating [sic] of the Chinese, but the turning of Western ideas
to Chinese uses. For that ingenious people always tests, accepts, rejects and tests again, but
eventually makes over what it adapts into a part of its own strong civilization

While the rains continued, Mr. Ho and the mafu repacked their baggage and
caught up on the local gossip. Soon the days became clear and cool. Janet tucked
away her copy of Henry Esmond and the party made their final preparations to

drp.\r(. Frederick was “done up in khaki shirt, coat, breeches,” wrote Janet, “and

Janet in her dja-wher, or mule litter, ready for travel, Shansi, September 1921.

I am in a khaki skirt, coat (mother’s old one) and an old white waist, old white
tennis shoes, and brown stockings, and to top me, my black sailor hat"* At the last
minute Frederick and Janet rushed to the local bank where they drew enough
money for the journey, communicating in a mixture of Chinese and German.
All their financial needs were converted into Mexican silver dollars—the standard
foreign exchange in China at the time—at the equivalent of twenty-three cents to
the US. dollar.

The mules arrived two hours late for their departure, and the crew was in a
ﬁcnly of last-minute preparations as Janet walked down to the mission courtyard
to watch the packing: “Boxes of tinned foods, army trunks containing our personal

things, sacks with tents, bedding rolls, queer Chinese packages holding our boys’

ts, one full of kerosine [sic] for the stoves

belongings, two big cans in wicker bas|

and lanterns, and one full of alcohol for the specimens”” were loaded carefully. The



The Wulsin caravan proceeding through northern Shanst towards Tatu
“One mule will be between the shafts as wheel borse for nurning, while nwa or three othe

or donkeys or sonetimes axen, pull through ropes which ran from their collars to the bed of the cart
or axle” —ER.W,, October 1921




courtyard was alive with men, boxes, and the squeals of mules. After several hours,
the chaos subsided and the caravan lurched slowly out of the gates of the mission.

Janet climbed into her dja-wher or mule litter, which had been well padded
with numerous cushions. The cook, Aristotle, Bill, and the other servants perched
atop the mounds of baggage, looking very uneasy. Frederick, Mr. Wu, and Mr. Ho
rode their horses. According to Janet, Frederick was so excited that he looked
“positively gray."* Janet's shining blue enamel chamber pot, lashed to the top of
the highest load, gleamed like a beacon light. The day was glorious, clear and
warm, and spirits were high.

This was Janet’s first time in a Chinese mule litter. Although they forded the
river “constantly .. . my ‘dja-wher’ [mule litter| was always dry.”* This was the cus-
tomary mode of transportation for many travelers in the rural areas. The litter was
built on a frame of poles shaped like a hospital stretcher, with one mule in front
and another behind, while the mule driver ran alongside. The top was made of
bowed wooden slats covered with matting and Chinese oilcloth to keep out the
rain, open at the front but closed at the rear and sides. Once Janet had crawled in
from the front and installed herself on the cushions, four men would first lift the
back poles of the litter onto one mule, then hoist the two other poles onto the
front mule.” Janet sat on this “and surveyed the countryside, or lay feet foremost
looking over her toes, at a patch of sky beyond, which danced as the mules jogged
Alnng.“ ' “Perched in my dja-wher clad in khaki and black sailor, I felt like a queen
travelling through unknown parts of her kingdom,” she declared.

Janet was apprehensive, however, when the time came to ford her first river in
the mule litter. The water rose over the mule's shoulders. “I felt a bit timid at the
thought, as I perched on my dja-wher, but an army of Chinese Adams, clad like our
first ancestors nml)‘ minus the (ig leaf) led my mules over \nl'c]‘\‘. while my mule-
teer, with his baggy trousers tied around his neck, and his shoes tucked into one of
the mule’s pack saddles, waded over.”

Mules and carts were the mainstay of travel in Western China. The Wulsin

Fiederick aeitachin/Janet's mule ditter: Tatynanfo: Shanst 15 the Chinese-arnnili ltrer i the dicr word i expedition used mules for bad mountain roads, and carts for better ones; they had

luscurious travel"—F.RW., August 1921 two types of carts, both without springs and almost impossible to destroy, even if



Part of the Wulsin caravan being led across the Wei River. “We forde river. L felt a bit timid at the

thought, as I perched in my ‘dja-~wher”but an army of Chinese Adams, clad like vr first ancestors, (only minus the
fig leaf) led owr mules over safel, while my muleteer, vith bis baggy trovsers tied around his neck, and bis shoes

tucked into one of the mule’s pack saddles, waded over” —].E.W., September 1921

t]n‘y [opplm{ from a lug]\ bank or bumptd over boulders. The \l)‘[ls]l Pckmg cart, a
small-bodied two-wheeled carriage with a hooded top and a bagg.\gc rack behind,
was used as a taxicab in the towns and for the \vcddlngs or funerals of important
}WOPIC in the C()lll‘lll"\'hldl‘. The ldl'gcr two-wheeled wooden carts, without hoods,
were used for carrying [v.lggagi‘ and fl’(‘lgh(. One mule would be I‘Osl[l()m‘d
between the shafts, while two or three others, mules, d()nkcl\'s. or ()\'ca,sl\)ln\“y oxen,
}‘Hl[cd []nough ropes which ran from their collars to the bed of the cart or axle.

“One sees a cloud of dust, then one of these great road \'hl}‘.\ m\'klng .\[nng over

ruts and through quagmires, every animal straining when the driver cracks his
whip,” wrote Frederick. “One wonders if such a enormous load will ever reach the
next town, but it always seems to, and the next day it goes on over awful roads for

another twenty or twenty-five miles.”*

However, even the hardiest of Chinese carts could not travel everywhere.
Many mountain trails were only three feet wide, with steep rocks rising on one side
and a sheer drop on the other (see page 43). To travel roads like this, the expedition
hired additional mules in nearby villages and then loaded its supplies onto mule
trains. Each mule would be loaded with up to two hundred pounds of baggage,
with a driver for every three or four animals.

These mule drivers generally worked for local innkeepers. Travelers hired the
transportation by specifying the destination, the number of days it would take to
get there, the marches and halting places along the road, the weight of the baggage,
and the number of animals and carts required. After much negotiation, a price was
agreed upon and the sum paid in advance, with the innkeeper held liable for the
contract’s execution. The Wulsins’ servants continued to ride either on top of the
mule packs, precariously balancing themselves amid the stacked baggage, or else

pcrchcd Jlong the shafts of the more stable mule carts.

GINZA: AT HOME IN A TEMPLE

After a long, bumpy first day of travel, Janet, Frederick, and Mr. Wu arrived ac
the small town of Ginza, twelve miles outside Taiyuanfu. By the time the rest of
the group finally straggled in at dusk, they had set up camp in the courtyard of a
local inn.

“Everything is like the Bible days, and the people seem much like those we
read of in the New Testament. They are always amiable, and kind. and curious.
Many of them have asked whether we were Japanese, as they have never seen Amer-
icans and some have never heard of Americans,” Janet wrote to her family.*

The expedition party was constantly on the move. Each day at lunchtime
they stopped for a hot meal prepared by their cook. They slept mostly in their own

en then, Janet and Frederick

tents, but nccasmmll_\' s!\\p}‘cd at roadside inns. E
considered most of them excessively notsy and dirty. They often set up tents inside

the inn courtyards to sleep in their own linens, amid chickens, pigs. and dogs,






praying that no wandering mule or camel would trip over the tent’s ropes and
bring it crashing down upon them. In bad weather they put their cots on top of
the inn's kangs, or raised wooden beds, placing strips of Chinese oilcloth on the
floor to protect themselves from fleas.

The inns had a universal plan of a great courtyard with stalls and mangers
along two sides for the animals, and a few bare small tooms for travelers. Inside
one inn, Janet and Frederick found a dark, low-ceilinged common kitchen and
dining room with a large brick cooking stove in the middle and chipped black
benches and tables at the sides. "A perspiring inn-kceper presided, bowing and
fAourishing a napkin, bawling at his minions, counting coppers, directing the serv-
ing of food and directing the flow of traffic,” wrote Frederick.” “The air was
thick with clouds of acrid smoke above and a layer of vermin below.”** The
Wulsins preferred to have their own chef prepare their Chinese meals with West-
ern additions of jams, fried eggs, and biscuits, and usually dined outside on tables
and chairs that the servants had unloaded from the mule packs. The Chinese staff
ate inside, where they exchanged gossip and information with the locals and
learned about the next day’s marches.

Throughout their travels, the Wulsins preferred to stay at temples wherever
possible. These country Buddhist shrines resembled medieval monasteries, with a
few monks who welcomed travelers. The temples usually consisted of several
buildings that faced tree-filled courtyards, allowing a peaceful resting place. The
rcmplcs varied greatly from the splendid to the derelice, ruined by neglec[ and
weather. Often, inside the central building, facing the gate, there were mythological
paintings on the walls and statues of gods in bright red, blue, and white plaster.

Temples served as community centers. Janet and Frederick surmised thac
they were supported through some sort of community subscription. Occasionally,
the temple bells would sound alacms for fires or even civic disputes, which had to
be resolved by a gathering of the townsfolk. The Wulsins often slepr in che small
temple schoolrooms. At one temple they met an old schoolmaster whose pupils
were hard ac work studying primers of classical Chinese, squatting on the raised

schoolroom kangs and wearing blue caps copicd from Europcan sailor’s hats.

The southern town gate at Dung Shen, Shansi. August 1921. The southern gate was the

entrance of the good spirits rom the south and welcomed travelers.

Janet was often an object of curiosity for the local villagers who had never
seen a Western woman before. In several small villages Janet gave sewing demon-
strations while the local women crowded around to peer and smile, always courte-
ous, interested in Janet’s clothes as much as her needle and thimble. One woman
gave her a Shansi thimble, a big brass ring worn on the second joint of the chird
finger for greater leverage with heavy twine and thick cloth.”

In late August the caravan climbed into the hills. “We lunched at a little hill
town called Dungshen (sic], where no whites had ever been seen before,” wrote Janet.

There was a lovely little temple up on the bill where we walked while lunch was being cooked.

The old priest very courteously gave us tea while a crowd stared at me. At the inn, we were

surrounded by the entire village, until finally we had to sond them out and shur the gate while

we ate in F(ﬂ[f. E\r'l" ’h(" ’bo’ Wﬂ‘lld ﬂ"d pl"ld l’mmg’) 'b’ [’ﬂlk.‘ ﬂ"d fli"'bfd on ll!arb)’
r00fs 10 look at the white tai-tai [lady or wife] »

HUNG DJEN DJUN

Their journey continued along the Wen Shui River, through steep gorges up to
high alpine meadows, passing through flocks of wild black sheep, goats, and car-
pets of bluc and yellow wildflowers. When heavy rains made the river impassable.
they paused in the mountain village of Whey Li Tsum, where Janet “took my first
tub in our folding tub. and a good one it was."”

The frequent torrential rains often forced them to run for shelter under the
overhanging roofs of the village gates and seek refuge in small temples along the
way. The river was now so swollen that the party was forced to camp for several
days, as there were no bridges.

Fording rivers was a constanc challenge. Frederick described the scene on
their way to Hung Djen Djun the next day: “The back mule of Janer’s litrer fell in
midstream at the crossing, and she had to crawl out onto the shoulders of a pass-
ing Chinaman who chivalrously carried her ashore. Then she waded in again and

held the front mule while her Sir Galahad and the muleteer got the back mule



onto his feet again. Other mules had been falling too, with trunks and boxes.”
According the Frederick the weaker ones were beginning to show up.

The Bays were riding the rules, perched on their hams on top of the parks. The cook grinmed

cheerfully and kicked bis mule in the neck when it stumbled; Bill wore a doleful countenance, as

if be oxpected to be drowened thar day without fail: the local coolie (bis name was Lew, meaning
laughter) ahways looked bopeful and entirely unworried, though his imule was the worse subma-
rine of the lot, and Wics servant, an ex-soldicr, bad improvised reins and was riding like an
accomplished cavalryman. Ho's assistant, with bis pleasant face and slightly gray hair, rode

soberly and genitly along, with no sign to show that be had been pitched off twice on bis head *

By early September Frederick was anxious to move still higher into the
mountains to search for wild boar. deer, and lynx. They proceeded on to a small
lumber town on the north bank of the south fork of the Wen Shui River at nine
thousand feet. “Here we are in the middle, or near it, of North China, in the little
village of Hung Djen Djun, living very comfortably in an old temple, and with 3
servants to wait on us, feeling much like feudal lords of old,” proclaimed Janet to
her family."

One day Janet and Frederick were given a sheep they named “Berenice.”
Anistotle tried to lead her along the road, but she rebelled and would not move;
bracing all four feet, she struggled and protested loudly. She finally lay down flat
and had 1o be dragged. A crowd gathered around the resolute Berenice, offering
advice, but she remained on strike, absolure and unmovable. Finally, in desperation,
Aristotle picked her up, ran along the road, and packed her, with all four feet ticd
in the air, in the back of Janet’s mule litter, where she would occasionally bleat
from behind the cushions. Later, she was allowed to nibble grass between the
temple courtyard stones. When that supply was exhausted, she was marked with
an identifying ink stain on her forehead and left with a local shepherd to wander
with companions and get fat.

At Hung Djen Djun their serious mountain hunting began. Throughout the
journey Mr. Ho had put up signs in Chinese offering to purchase wild animals.
The country people responded enthusiastically, bringing birds, snakes, toads, frogs,

deer, and some small mammals. The animals were usually presented dead. Janet

42

and Frederick then measured the specimens and recorded them in several canvas-
bound collection logbooks. Most of the specimens would be preserved in arsenic
or arsenic salt and alum. Capturing birds proved to be a challenge, as they were
skirtish. Wild pigs, decr, and lynx could only be found higher up in the mountains.
Each cvening Frederick and his young groom hunted birds, and they often dined
on extra pheasants. Janet served as the “tracker” and found both wild boar and
leopard tracks for the hunters to pursue.

Hung Djen Djun offered minimal accommodations. After the muleteers were
paid off, the horses were stabled at the local inn with Mr. Ho, Mr. Wu, and the rest
of the staff. Janet and Frederick set up camp in a small, peaceful temple nearby. “We
have much Chinese oilcloth on our floor, our two cots, our own chairs and table,”
wrote Janet from her new temple home." As the temple rapidly became a dispensary,
Janet wrote, “the people of the neighborhood think we can cure any diseasc and
every morning they come to us. We do what we can, but most of them are incurables
or need surgical attention. I am keeping a careful history of each case for a record™

Fortunately, she had carefully packed a broad range of Western medicines in
case of emergency, including alum, calomel, permangate, quinine, tubes of
Ichthyol, and opium, as well as bandages, adhesive plaster, and elemental surgical
tools. Frederick, too, was affected by their visitors’ needs:

Every morning the sick came to us and kept us busy all morning. They leave us weary and

depressed as many of them are beyond our help. Many have chronic diseases or wounds that can

only be cured by prolonged treatment and good nursing or the wse of the knife. Except for a fow
with fresh cuts, constipation, or sore eyes, sve can give little help. These people seem: to doctor
thewselves until they get too sick for the traveler 1o do anything, then they come to him. We had

one blind man brought to us twice. Fortunately, no one brought a corpse to be resurrected.

THE HUNT THAT FAILED

Camp life was never dull. One night Frederick was routed out of bed by a local

farmer who whispered loudly, “san jew” (three pigs). With groans of sleepiness,



1he doaded mules Ainamng to the it on the loghs narrows monntan pass back 1o Linvaanto.

Shasist, roes

Frederick. Mr. Wa. and the fiemer disappeared into the hack night, across the
river and |ng]\ up onro a mountunside ficld, where other farmers were watchmy
for wild boars. The boars habitaally deseended rom the high mounrains o cat
the eraps at mighe, The party waited and listened for hours, only to hear 1 G
trottng sound in the distance.

Ihe expedition dhrived on deer—and the occasional wild pig—which
Frederick shot. They ate deer liver. deer chops, deer steaks, and deer stew. and
Janet was proud that her hunang husband had acraally provided their food.
“We asked Mr. W to dine with us and eat some more deer” Janet recounted.
“and there we chree sat. inside our snug lieele tent, talking and understanding
Chinese. and discussing, wich much laughrer, the American game of poker and
the Chinese game of Ma-pan ™

Thewr daily routine began at dawn, when Bill brought hot tea to them in
their tent. Aleer breakfast, che cook appeared under che canvas awning ot their
tent with Tus account book of hus purchases the day before, and to be yiven
orders for the dav. Chickens cost anvwhere from nine to fitteen cents. Vegeea-
bles. such as string beans, eggplant, parsnips, and cabbage, could be boughr for a
few coppers. Later. when the theemometer plunged, they tound that bowdlon
cubes and malted milk were constant lifesavers, as they could be quickly pre-
pared with boiling water and were a pleasant change from the usual reas At the
end of therr stav, with much regrer, Beremee was eventually served at chew table.

ey spent ther mornings labeling, measurmy, and writing full desenp-
tions of their Latest specimens. The werght. dimensions, and color of cach one
had to be recorded in the collections books. By noon, when the noonday sun
had warmed their tent, the couple bathed i 1 collapsible canvas culv In the laee
alternoon they set off to visic their traps and hunt. The evenings were speat in
Chinese lessons wich Mr Wu.and all exeept Frederick were i bed by nine: he
often staved up late writing in his journals and reading screntific texes. e was a
peacetul routine broken by occastonal moments ot drama.

Janet rejorced in camp lite and the wonder of the counteyvside, The prul’ll-

sion of wild(Towers reminded her of those she had seen in Yellowstone with her



The mafu (groom) serving tea outside the tent at Pa Shut Ko, Shanst. “Outside our front door we

have a canvas fly, and wnder that e have our 1abl, chairs, folding wash basin, and a clothes rack (inade of two poles
with a eross picce nailed on top). Here we sit and cat and wash—and ever before ws is that wonderful wide view,

—JE.W., September 1921

father. The autumnal skies were brilliant, but the nights were growing colder.
Despite the faint heat of her oil camp stove, Janet slept in an orange wool
sweater with a goatskin under her mattress and numerous army and camp blan-
kets piled over her.” There were few sounds but the music of birds, the insects,
the wind, and the wild creatures. Occasionally a Chinese chant, let forth by a
farmer as he plowed, broke the silence.

During one quiet lunch in the tent, Janet heard a loud voice. Suddenly
the cook appeared, crying “Missi come see.” Janet emerged from the tent to
face a local farmer grasping a snake five feet long and quite fat. The creature
was still alive, and fearing he could be poisonous, Janet immediately grabbed it
and dumped it into the large alcohol tank. In a combination of Chinese,

French, and English, she began to interrogate the farmer to glean scientific

information, with the cook serving as translator. Janet recorded the facts,
paid the farmer, and settled down to finish lunch and read. A woman with an
infected tooth soon interrupted her peaceful interval. Janet operated as best
she could with her forceps, swabbing cotton and disinfectant without any
Jn(\‘l]l‘[lc. ()HCC thl‘ Sllrgk‘r)' was fol'n}\lc[(‘d. rhf woman rose, 3!11116&1. Jnd

du.\p]w.\rcd on her way.*

Although Frederick had been tracking eagles for many hours one day,
he, Janet, and Mr. Wu decided to stalk wild boar that same night. The band
started off, Mr. Wu in a long European-style raincoat and high felt hat and
13!” mna ]\”]g Pﬂdd(‘d (ﬁvh]n(‘i\‘ g()\\'l] of gl'ﬂ)' cotton, “']\lk‘]] ]\[‘ llfrk'd U}‘ 1|k? an

old-fashioned lady when crossing a muddy street. Mr. Wu's assistant, dressed

in old soldier’s clothes, followed behind Frederick, a towe

ing giant in macki-
naw coat, high hunting boots, and wool pants. Janet brought up the rear in
her many sweaters, pink leather coat, and four-dollar tweed hat from Peking.
Under the full moonlight they crossed the fields and hills and finally came to a
field surrounded by three wooded gullies. Here they stationed themselves,
armed and poised with guns ready. They waited for hours. The Shansi guide
curled up like a dog and slept soundly. Every shadow seemed a boar. Finally,
after sitting for hours without moving, the party cursed loudly, and marched
silently back home.*

Ice was beginning to form on the ground in the mornings. It was time to
return to Taiyuanfu and to explore further north. Janet sent a glowing report
home. “The collection has gone very well. We received a letter from Glover

Allen, the m.]mm.ll(»gxst at the Harvard Museum, and ,\}\]mrrnlll\' we have gotten

just the specimens he wants. F. [Frederick] is thriving and slim like an Apollo,
though his face is like a brown Indian."* Their efforts had paid off, and the
growing lists of specimens were dispatched regularly back to the museum at
Harvard. Their team was working well, and Janet and Frederick were glowing
with happiness in their success, far from the constraints of urban life. She wrote

home, “I love the trips, for one seems so free and all of life seems joyous. It is

in the cities that problems come up.”*



Shansi vinegar in large wooden casks covered with straw headed to market, Taiyuanfu, Shansi,

Qctober 1921,

RETURN TO TAIYUANFU

On their return to Taiyuanfu, Janet's dja-wher again slipped off the mules with a crash.
This time, however, she was on hard level ground, and there was no excuse save the
sloppiness of the muleteers. Frederick believed that Janet had narrowly escaped
breaking her bones. Furious, Janet stalked along the narrow path for the next thirteen
miles to the village, more secure on her own feet than in the capricious licter.

The following morning, Frederick and Mr. Wu rode ahead of the proces-
sion, out the ancient gate in the heart of the town, across an open courtyard with
children playing, and onto a terrace with a view of trees, temples, and the valleys
far below. Marble bridges and balustrades, which led to the nearby houses of
pricsts, gleamed in the morning sunshine. The locals recognized Janet and Freder-
ick along the return route, and greeted them with bows, smiles, and occasionally

bouquets of flowers.*

Exhausted and ravenously hungry, they hailed a passing cart. Frederick crawled
into the back and rolled into a ball, while Janet and Mr. Wu rode on the shafts and
the driver ran alongside the mule. They bounced through the deserted moonlit streets,
and finally found on the outskirts of the town a small restaurant that was still open.

To their amazement, the restaurant offered them a Chinese banquet that
began with hors d'oeuvres of Chinese sausage, tiny pieces of cold chicken, and
shrimp with herbs and mushrooms. These were followed by main dishes that
included a steaming fish with a delicate sauce, hot roast mutton and potatoes, a
pork soup, flour cakes filled with jam, and for dessert, bowls of rice mixed with
sugar. Their meal was frequently punctuated by a young boy passing bath towels
dipped in hot water as communal napkins. They drank two kinds of warm yellow
Chinese wine, as well as innumerable cups of tea. Janet struggled with her chop-
sticks, two-pronged forks, and round bowl spoon. At the conclusion of the feast,
cups of water were passed around and the guests rinsed their mouths before spit-
ting into one of many spittoons. The Wulsins and Mr. Wu staggered out into the
cool winter air, rode home, and collapsed onto their cots. They had not eaten so
\VC”, or so muCh. m mon[hs."

Now, back in Taiyuanfu, they began to hear news of the Chinese Civil War.
In October 1921, General Sun Yat-sen had organized an army of several divisions in
Canton and had proceeded to march on Peking. The growing war raised alarms
throughout China, but Janet and Frederick were determined to continue on to new
hunting grounds. They were energized by the success of the expedition, and the
promised rewards in the high mountains. Although most people considered Shansi
to be relatively safe, the expedition was now traveling through uncertain regions
where no one could afford to take safety for granted, and foreigners were not
exempt from the spreading terror.

With civic unrest in the south now penetrating into the north, the provincial
hsien goen, or governor, of the county provided them with a miliary escort to the
‘swank’ being led by this khaki-clad

individual, with his cotton shaes, for both fighting and riding"* Nonetheless,

next county seat. They felt uncomfortably

Janet was somewhat relieved by his minimal protection.



Bundles of mail filled with news from home greeted them back at the
mission in Taiyuanfu. Janet's parents had summered in Southampton; Katharine
Walsin had vacationed in an English country estate in Yorkshire with her sister,
and was returning to Paris after motoring through Scotland. Family babies were
being born, aunts had the flu, and brothers were traveling. The family news
seemed very far away to the young explorers on the other side of the earth. They
devoured every scrap, and Janet read all the latest journals. Pleased letters from
Glover Allen at the Harvard Museum provided great encouragement and further
incentive for the explorers to continue the search and enrich the collection with
still more exotic specimens.

On October g, after ten days at the mission spent repacking the collection
and skinning a large collection of birds caught by Mr. Ho, they departed for their
northern journey. Janet settled into her mule litter, glad to be back on the road
apain. Three horses drew a ].u‘gr cart for the heavy 1\.\gg,\gr followed l»)' two smaller
carts for the servants, the food, cooking utensils, and bedding. Janet often broke
the steep journey by walking two or three hours beside her litter. Their route north
followed a high road with deep ruts through the loess region, a strange geological
formation that reminded Janet of the Dakota Badlands. At times the road sunk
from fifty to one hundred feet below the bank, and they traveled for hours through
narrow canyons between the sandy cliffs.”

A week later, they followed the rocky bed of a dried stream, with the cart
ponies straining over every bolder. At dusk, after a steep mountainside ascent, they
stood on one of the old watchtowers of the Great Wall of China, built centuries
before to keep out the northern hordes.

Near the sea in the cast, the Great Wall was tremendously impressive—

a monster serpent of masonry with towers that followed the mountain crests as
far as the eye could see. In this western outer region, however, the Great Wall had
sadly fallen from its early grandeur. An ancient, massive gate still blocked the road
and the pass, but on either side the hills were bare, with only an occasional watch-
tower pointing towards the sky to remind the traveler that the Great Wall had

once defined the \.md\m]\r “Beside this gate,” wrote Janet, “is a charming old
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monastery, where the old Buddhist priest showed us about. The inner temple was
most interesting with its pictures of the most horrible creatures, and its great gold
sensual Buddha, gazing down upon the offerings before him. These consisted of

fruit and grains, and the all important money.”* Despite the decay, the scene was

deeply moving to Janet and Frederick. “There is still a sort of spiritual identity,
for once through that gate there is a feeling of Mongolia’s open spaces, an absence
of that surrounding protection of the Wall which one feels inside China."*

Leaving the Great Wall, the small caravan rode for three more days, crossing
a vast plain until they finally arrived at Tatungfu in the pouring rain. They had
already traveled 215 miles of steady marching, averaging twenty-six miles a day:
“a pretty stiff pace, tiring to men and animals,” according to Frederick.

On their journey north the landscape changed dr amatically. Outside the
Great Wall camel trains grew more numerous across the prairies, and the expedition
met solitary Mongols in their grease-smeared finery riding great shaggy camels. The
Chinese camel drivers walked and led their animals; the Mongols rode, often at a
trot, and slept in the saddle, with their arms clasped around their camel’s hump,

Janet was dismayed to find the people in these outlying villages “unspeakably
filthy, men and women dressing much alike, tho’ the women's feet are the smallest

we have seen, many of them can't be more than 2 in

es Inng.'

BEYOND THE GREAT WALL—
KWEIWHATING

Outside the Great Wall the Chinese were spreading fast, and taking their civilization

with them into the new frontier. Janet now saw a blending of cultures and civiliza-

tions. The temples began to show strong Mongol and Tibetan influences in both

their decoration and their unusual two-storied buildings. The streets were filled with

Mongols on foot and on camels. The railroad from the east ended near Kweiwhat-
be !

ing, and Janet sensed the frontier in the bustling, heavy trathc Men just in from an

cighty-day march across the Gobi Desert from Turkistan passed black-turbaned



Muslim soldiers from Kansu. Merchants who came to buy wool could be found
threc days later in cheir stores on the coast in Tientsin, surrounded by the ships of
a dozen nations. Trading and commerce were in the air. The plain beyond, dotted
with prosperous Chinesc villages, was surrounded by high, bare mountains.

In the sprawling suburbs, the caravans loaded and started out over the
desert. Camel trains passed continually, as chis was the road to the Gobi Desert
and countries beyond. One large caravan, headed for Urga, five weeks away,
included 140 camels. Because of the troubles on the Kalgau road to the south,
much of the traffic was rerouted to this heavily traveled road that wound through
the dramatic, eroded cliff formations.

In busy Kweiwhating the stores were full of foreign goods, cigarettes, whiskey,
and the ever-useful enamel basins. Here, where civilization and desert met, the mer-
chants thronged to buy furs, wool, and horses. The Mongols came to spend their
money and refit for their long journeys. The town's whole spirit was vibrant, expan-
sive, and slightly lawless. On their arrival there Janet and Frederick spent several
hours in a merchant’s back room inspecting winter coats made of sheepskin with
woolen linings. The shop was famous for the curing of skins. Visitors crowded in
while the Wulsins sat on the kang with clbows on a low table, drinking tea, smoking,
and exchanging the compliments of the season while they viewed the coats brought
in for display. It was an old-fashioned Chinese office, unchanged since the days of
Marco Polo. An old scribe hovered near a high desk and from time to time wet his
brush in the flat dish of ink to draw characters in his account book. The shopkeeper
and local visitors, courteous and substantial merchants, stood about in their long
gowns dnving bargains, bowing, spitting on the floor, and emitting clouds of smoke
from their long pipes. The only modern touches were a dlock upon the wall that had
stopped and a few cigarette posters. Janet purchased a short goatskin coat and hat,
fur-lined gloves, and coarse, woolen undergarments “an inch thick” to prepare for the
arctic weather ahead. Frederick bought a long, fur-lined Chinese gown for twenty-
eight Mexican dollars.

November beckoned the winter in, and Frederick was anxious to push north
quickly in search of the rare, elusive Shansi wild sheep that would be a prize for
his collection and the Harvard Museum. He and Mr. Wu led the group on their
white ponics while Janet walked beside her dja-wher as it was too cold to sit.

West of Kweiwhating, the steep, narrow ravines cventually opened into a wide
rolling valley with high snow-capped jagged mountains on all sides. Icc appeared in
the streamns, and snow banked in the shaded areas. There were no trees and little cul-
tivation in this bleak landscape. But partridges were feeding in the ficlds and on the
slopes, and cventually, one of the team spotted a wild sheep in the distance. As they
ascended they entered a different world, scarcely inhabited, with occasional poor
hamlets huddled in the valleys and clinging to the slopes. Everyone wore sheepskin
garments or padded coats as a shield against the bitter cold.

The mountains became steeper and there werc few trails over the high passes.
The expedition was forced to follow a circuitous route along the ridge. They spent
the first night in a village of two mud houses at the base of the steep mountain.
One house called itself an inn. Inside were two huge kangs with a mud stove—also
used for cooking—in onc corner. One kang was already partially occupied by smok-
ing and sleeping mountain travelers. Janet and Frederick chose to spend the night in
their tent outside, despite the bitter cold. One traveler had his opium pipe and a lit-
tle lamp to cook the opium. Opium was smoked frequently, as the region was
renowned as a smuggling route from the interior to the coast. Frederick told the

team that he would do nothing to help them if they were ever caught smuggling."

YIRGO: WINTER COMES
TO THE MOUNTAINS

On a cold afternoon the expedition finally reached the primitive hamlet of Yirgo,

perched 5,240 feet above sea level. There Mr. Wu, Mr. Ho, and the groom were
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Members of the hunting party in search of mountain sheep—a local hunter, Mr. Ho the

raxidermist, Frederick, and Mr. Wu—Yirgo, Shansi, November 1921.

billeted in farmhouses, and the staff took up residence in a mud house that also
served as a kitchen. Janet and Frederick lodgcd in the dxlapldah‘d main lcmp]r
nearby. On either side of the main door were Chinese windows covered with red
and white paper, casting an eerie light, punctured with holes through which spar-
rows flew. Papier-miché Buddhas, some grimacing and some beatific, lined the
altars on the walls; the main Buddha had a golden face and long, black musta-
chios cascading around his ears. The Wulsins placed their cots at one end of the
temple, and here, under the gaze of the Golden Buddha, they ate, wrote, read, and
measured their specimens (see page 49).’

The strong northwest wind blew snow flurries into the village, and despite
the valiant efforts of the Perfection oil stove the temple’s temperature never
climbed above forty-two degrees in ten days. Bundled in sweaters and Chinese

fur-lined coats, with goatskins wrapped around their feet, Janet and Frederick

remained warm, if clumsy. Janet felt “square” in her new ankle-length Chinese
coat, but it defied the cold and she remained comfortable despite the increasing
chill in the air.#

“The country is much like Montana,” wrote Janet, “and the Cascade
Mitns. .. rolling valleys, herds of sheep, cows and ponies grazing on the mountain
slopes, and then the steep mountains, ridge on ridge."” The bitter cold made
hunting difficult. Nonetheless, the zoological collection grew daily. Each dawn
Frederick and Janet set out with their guide, in his long black queue and baggy
cotton-padded trousers, keeping well ahead of the eight other hunters who chatted
J“’.]y. Sf.\l'll]g .1“ “'Ildll.ff \\'][hln a n\llk‘. —1-]‘“‘ (‘hln\‘.\f Cﬂnsldl‘rl\‘d ]1lll1[lllg to [)F a
convivial outing—like a picnic. Frederick and Janet would often escape with the

guide into a side valley to stalk their prey in quiet.

CAPTURING THE GREAT RAM

On November 4, Frederick and his guide took a slightly different route. They kept
marching for miles over the uplands and the tops of ridges without sighting sheep.
Discouraged and frustrated, they stopped for a quick lunch of four “Shansi
sinkers” (lumps of steamed bread), which the guide had produced from the space
between his shirt and his hide, and morsels of chocolate offered by Frederick.
They discussed the situation, each understanding little of what the other had said,
erick.

After lunch I}lc}' 5}\0Ir\‘d a small herd of ewes and young with one mag-

as the local dialect was mcompxrl1cx1~xl~lr to Fre

nificent ram in the lead. Cautiously, the excited hunters continued to stalk the
enormous ram, detouring the valley to cut the ram off. He continued to lead
them up steep cliffs, only to disappear into ravines on the other side. The ardu-
ous chase took several hours, the ram sliding down a snow-covered cliff, with
Frederick tumbling behind him and breaking his favorite corncob pipe from
New York on the rocks. The ram raced up the opposite ridge where they spot-

ted him over a mile to the south. Then they stalked him along a sunken road



that led to a village. There, Frederick waited in the dirt on his stomach for the
ram to move from the underbrush. Gradually the great ram came into sight,
fled up the hill a little way and stopped. The first three shots made him move
and the fourth shot knocked him dead. All in all twenty-four shots had been
fired, but the prize was worth it.

Frederick and his guide performed an elated war dance as they started for

the carcass, while a young cowherd wakened the villagers nearby with his shouts

that a blg ram had been hit. The ram seemed to Frederick “a big brute, almost the

size of a pony.” He was impossible to move. When Frederick tried to turn him
over by the horns, both hunter and prey slid together down the steep cliff.

Eventually, they commandeered a small donkey to help move the enor-
mous carcass. It took two hours to skin the great beast, and finally, at dusk, the
procession headed home. As they forded a half-frozen river in the dark, the donkey
stumbled and fell midstream, losing its cargo in the river. They dragged and
pushed the ram ashore and loaded him onto the donkey once again by the light of
the thin moon.” After another hour of rough going up a steep rocky cliff, they
spotted a familiar tree and votive stone pile marking the north pass of their valley.
I'he lantern Janet had set out was shining in the distance. At nine o’clock the small
procession finally reached Yirgo, where Janer, the rest of the team, and the villagers
greeted them enthusiastically.

After their triumph, illness plagued the hunters. Frederick became so dizzy
and shaky that his treasured shotgun slipped from his hands and slid down a steep
hillside into a puol. Janet became the nurse and ordered him to bed with all of his
clothes on. She then piled all of her own extra clothes on top of the bedding,
tucked two hot water bottles under the covers, and administered a shot of strong
brandy. Frederick was still chilled and weak, but after “roasting” for a day, his
symptoms seemed to disappear, and he was able to continue. Mr. Ho suffered a
different malady, and was treated with bleeding and Chinese herbal medicines.

Frederick also gave him brandy, cough drops, and balme analgésique.

The numbing cold of winter paralyzed the travelers. It was difficult to

Frederick with the ram’s head (now in the collection of the Smithsonian Institution),

Yirgo, Shansi, November 1 write any of the inventories or measure the specimens or cure the >hccp‘k|n~






properly, for the preservatives froze on the surface. To everyone's relief,
Frederick decided to head for a fresh hunting ground at lower alticudes with

a warmer climate.

RETURN TO KWEIWHATING
AND PEKING

On their final night in Yirgo, a howling galc shook the little temple and blew
snow in through all the windows. The next morning, their caravan assembled—
a motley collection of three camels, three mules, cight donkeys, and che cver-
faithful Oatenmeal and Talachey, the two white ponies. Under a brilliant blue
sky, the entire village of Yirgo turned out in the clear, shivering cold to see
them off. Their caravan reminded Janet of a traveling circus, and she felt certain
that they had left the villagers as mystified as they were impressed.

For their return they decided to take the shorter, though much more
difficult, erail over the mountains. All eyes were fixed on the narrow path, often
only two feet wide, which led them back. Finally, from atop the last and highest
mountain the expedition had a stupendous view out over the Suiyuan plain,
with the ancient walled city of Suiyuan beside its more modern sister city of
Kweiwhating. To the west stood range upon range of bare, majestic mountains
with the purple shadows of the setting sun upon them.

During the descent, Janet headed the procession on her donkey. Frederick
rejoiced in the spectacle: “Jan on her donkey was delicious to behold—leaning
back in her green leather coat and an orange scarf on a little beast the size of a
jackrabbit. She yelled at him in approved Chinese fashion, tugged at his halter,
beat his hindquarters with her stick. All she needed was sails and a rudder to
pose for the apotheosis of transportation.”*

Janet isisted that they keep moving until they finally arrived in the dimly lit

streets of Kweiwhating, At the best Chinese inn in town they were startled to dis-

Janet on her donkey descending from Yirgo, Shansi, November 1921.

cover a modern office with a large foreign clock on the wall, a telephone, and a
clerk sitting at a semi-modern desk. They were back in civilization.

The expedition now divided, one group headed north and Frederick, Janet,
M. Wu, the groom, and Bill headed south. The wind blew biteerly as the Wulsins
set out across the plain toward the mountains. Although they had three carts and
two horses, it was too cold ta sit, so the entire group walked twenty miles to the
next village, Shiu Ussutu.

While they camped, Janet wrote a reflective letter to her mother on her
twenty-cighth birthday.

E [Frederick] is tremendously interested in his work, and in China and all her problems. His

mind is of a scholarly tuurn and all the problans here open up fascinating avenes for him. [

think be can make quite a career for himself out here, bus the problem comes up abows me. At

present this life is fun and interesting, but I don't want it forever. ... How can both be

worked owt? I love E and I understand bis talents, and ambitions, tho’ they may not be

mlirely mine. ... There will be a solution in time, and in the meantime our ly'l i very inter-

{J'h‘g ﬂ"d l IUIOW l’]n' '"ﬂ”'y wonien \W“Id ‘"‘7 me®

She admonished her mother not to share this incrospective note with the rest
of the family, and ended her leteer by cheerfully saying that they were both “four-
ishing”and the next day heading thirty-five miles into the northern mountains
where there was abundant game. She never mentioned her misgivings to Frederick,
but added, “I think often of these things.™

But Janet's enthusiasm for the journey continued, and only after two more
weeks of poor hunting did the party finally head back to Peking. It was bitterly cold
as they bounced over the rough road to the station at Kweiwhating. Janet expected her
feet to “just drop off into the road as two lumps of ice. Late the next evening the
main pulled into the Peking station. Janet and Frederick plunged through the excited
throng as coolies pushed and shoved, relatives shouted greetings to cach other, and the
team struggled to assemble the scattered baggage. Susanne Emery was there to meet
them and whisked them away in her grand car. Seeing an automobile for the first time

in five months gave Janct a start—she realized just how long and far she had traveled
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BOOK III

~ YHE GREAT TREK THROUGH
THE ALASHAN DESERT~

PEKING, 1922

News of the Wulsins’ return quickly spread through Peking’s international com-
munity. Friends, scientists, and other cxplorers gave them an enthusiastic welcome
back to the city. In their first expedition, Frederick and Janct had traveled 525
miles in five months, camped in twenty-nine different places, and marched the
entire length of the province of Shansi, venturing well outside the Great Wall of

China.* In less than a year they had managed to establish themsclves as serious

explorers with a real purpose. Frederick was thirey-one and Janet was twenty-cight.

After carefully repacking their delicate zoological specimens, they shipped
the impressive collection back to the Agassiz Museun at Harvard. These included
some last-minute additions from Mr. Ho, who had “arrived a few weeks later
from the Yangtze with a bully collection, including four rare river dolphins and 1t
or 12 Yangtze alligators ... and a fine scrics of birds and some monkeys and
frogs.”* Harvard received the collection with enthusiasm. This recognition, too,
strengthened Frederick’s reputation in the field.

Their great success came at a price, however, for Frederick had contracted
amocbic dysentery in Shansi. His dysentery was followed by a bout of “Gerruld's
catarrh,”* a serious intestinal ailment suffered by many cxplorers in the region. As

a result, Trederick spent most of the winter and spring of 1922 quictly recuperat-

ing in their new house at 34 Shui Mo Hutung. There, in his small study, he wrote
up a report of the Shansi expedition and continued his daily four hours of
Chinese lessons with Mr. Wu. He and Janet also labeled and cataloged the hun-
dreds of photographs and specimens from the expedition.
Meanwhile, Janet turned to Katharine for advice. Her sense of alienation and
concern puzzled and worried her. Her cry for help took two months to reach Panis:
.. 50 with two sick peaple, in a climate where nerves are proverbially on edpe, we bave said
and thought things, more from physical irritation, I kope than from anything clse. I mest
think that, for we cannot allow bickerings and difference in taste 1o make a gulf between us.
At bottom I know e love cach ather mmml_y but e are so djﬁ‘:mll. L want so 1o b{lp
F [Frederick] but bew? My talents, if 1 have any only seem to anney him. . . .
I have a good mind, but It not an intellectnal person, alas, and when I might kelp
E by bringing intellectual people inte onr hous, or making the surronundings agreeable and
easy, he slinks into his study—it is a sad realization to love a person passionately, and, at
the same time _ﬁ{[ lom"y mmPnH: of giving him those lbmgs that e crivves.
But I knnore we will work out our problem—a love as big as ours can't bz flung
away. Maybe you can help me see where 1 have fallen down*
Frederick's recovery was slow. With his energies spent and his future uncer-
tain, his mood became increasingly somber. His finances dwindled as the Baldwin

Company cut its dividends due to the recession in America. Despite increasing



financial pressures, however, he remained determined to keep exploring. He defend-
ed his decision to his father-in-law, who had urged him to return ro the stability of
a business career.

Frederick explained,

Business epportunities. ... arc poor now, for business in China is as poor as everywhere

else. ... scientific opportunitics abonnd [in this] immense and varied country. Comparatively

little rescarch has been atrempted, and 1 bave gotten muc interested in the movements of peo-

ples et here. There arr a number of non-Chinese tribes in the country, some of which have
not adepted Chinese civilization. Most of then are in the South Western China, where zoo-

’tglml work will take me?

He continued,

1 fecl that if I can make a good study of thest tribes when 1 go that region for zoology, i will

bring me a great deal of credit in the academnic world, and probably the offer of a job in the

Harvard Mustum. My own feeling is that Janet and I wwill both be happicr, and I a good

deal more useful 1o the world, if I am a scientist and eventually a teacher, with politics as an

activity if it comes my way than if I am a business man.*

Janet, too, clarified the situation to her worried father.

F [Frederick] bas definitely decided once and for all that he is never going back into busi-

ness. 1 may nof be mlir{f)‘ in s_vmparb)v with his point of view, but that is bis decision. ...

He wants a scientific, academic life, with China as his field of study, and after bis years of

research out bere to devote bimself to writing. If our present income fails, then be will try 1o

teach or become a curater or something.”

As he convalesced, Frederick dreamed of a more extensive journey into the
Kweichow region of southwestern China. He drew up plans for several expeditions,
combining zoology and anthropological research among tribes of non-Chinese
natives, hoping the Harvard Museum of Zoology and the Smithsonian Institution
mighe find them appealing. He estimated that these trips would cost between five
and ten thousand dollars. Sponsorship by a well-funded institution would be cru-
cial. Frederick realized that he should return to the United States to raise the nec-
cssary funds himself, as Roy Chapman Andrews had done. His poor health was a

further incentive to return home and undergo a complete medical evaluation.

While Frederick recovered, Janet turned her energies to fixing up their new
house and reading extensively in preparation for future expeditions. She and
Susanne Emery took daily excursions through the streets of Peking, hunting for
furniture and fabrics in tiny shops. Susanne, who had a “genius” for decorating,
had become recognized as the preeminent interior designer in Peking’s foreign
community. T heir excursions led them through a maze of back streets and narrow
butungs, or alleys, where the two women bargained with vendors in a mixture of
sign language and Chinese. She explored the hutungs in the section of the city that
the forcign residents called “Piccadilly.” She described the market street and its
smells of roasted chestnuts and sweet potatoes, the displays of “all pares” of
roasted pigs. and “many little cakes rolled out on tables that art dealers would sell
for thousands in Fifth Avenuc.” In the evenings, silk merchants came to the
Waulsins’ house and spread out their magical materials: shimmering fabrics for
curtains, bright-colored silks for cushions, and pieces of old embroidery for the
dining room. “The riot of color makes me mad.” wrote Janct. “I want ic all™*

Maintaining the house was a challenge. They had no clectricity or running
water, and a special bed had to be built to accommodate Frederick's lengthy
frame. Janet also ordered extensive carpentry and papering to ensure that their
walls would protect them against the bone-chilling cold of the Peking winter.
Even the cold was not as bothersome as the violent windstorms that swept across
the city, carrying silt from the Gobi Desert miles away all the way to Shanghai.
The fine sandy film seeped through every crack, covering every surface in the
house, and the servants spent hours gendly dusting it away.

Janet rerained the same team of servants that had accompanied the expedi-
tion to Shansi. Although they were willing to learn, the “boys” had been raised
and trained in the country and knew nothing of the traditions of service in cos-
mopolitan Pcking. They dropped dishes during dinner parties and rattled the
teacups in their saucers. Janct also found the cook, while good in the field, woe-
fully inadequate when compared to the fine chefs of the city. She eventually
replaced him with a cook traied at the British legation, who served up “such

morsels as I never tasted.””



Although she was adventurous, Janct always created a comfortable home
for a "base camp.” "Now we are all settled in a charming little Chinese house
with ies courtyards and thoroughly enjoying the comforts and luxuries of a civi-
lized existence...” she wrote, “We have no modern plumbing, but with coolies
galore, I know we are far more comfortable than our [New England) great-
grandparents. As | write, the sunshine is pouring in from the courtyard, and my
Chinese living room with its many potted plants, its dark Chinese furniture,
bright cushions and brocades is delicious.” On Christmas day, she further
described her surroundings.

I am writing at my Chinese desk with its quaint all-brass bandles, dipping nty pen into an

old Chinese lacquer inkstand. Hanging on the wall above the desk is a gorgeous red silk

banner, with picturesque Chinese characters, made of gold paper and pinned on the silk.

They mean good luck, kealth and prosperity 1o the new bouse. Mr. Wa and Mr. Ho sent us

the banner the day we moved in. We have a nice Chinese rug, some lovely Chinese chairs. ..

a nice comfy sofa, small tables, everywhere potted flowering plants, and brass candlesticks.

[Oil] lamps and candles give our only light at night.”

Janet hoped that the peaccful environment would speed Frederick's recovery
and lift his spirits. She inspected the kitchen and pancry daily, insisting on the
constant use of boiling water and Lysol to fight bacteria, and vowed that the
smell of Lysol would “equal any hospiral.”* One of the few joys of their diffi-
cult winter was a puppy named Marco Polo, given to them by Susanne Emery.
The house was becoming a menagerie, observed Janet: “Now. .. we have fish,
fowl and beast. 6 gold fish in the dining room, Ferdinand the parrot in his cage
in the living room and Matco everywhere." The puppy also served as a hot
water bottle, perching on Frederick’s stomach as he read hour after hour.

While Frederick rested at home, Janet dipped into Peking’s swirling social
life. She actended lavish riffins—Chinese luncheons of innumerable courses—at
foreign legations and palatial private homes. She attended the leccures of noted
international scholars such as Sir Oswald Siren, the great Swedish authority on
Chinese art, who passed through Peking frequently. Though she often felt under-

dressed, Janct’s charm and her fluency in French enabled her to be included

everywhere, and she enjoyed listening to Peking's scorching gossip. One promi-
nent scandal concerned the Italian Minister’s wife, who had walked into a room
at the Wagon Lits Hotel one night and “beat up another Italian lady within an
inch of her life,” using both a carving knife and the butt of a revolver. As a
result of the fracas, one of the secretarics at the [talian legation commitred sui-
cide, and the minister and his wife were immediately deported back to Italy.*
The general attitude among the more cosmopolitan set, observed Janet, was
“when husband can't amusc or adore, there is always the ‘lap-dog’ (official name
for lovers ouc here)." In this exotic atmosphere, far from home, liaisons and
love affairs flourished and were openly discussed.

There was, however. a more serious side to Janet’s life in Pcking. Famine
was spreading throughout southern China. Although it had not yet infected
Peking, and much of the foreign community remained blind to its existence,
many of the churches and missionaries had established relief agencies within the
city to collect moncy, clothing, and food to send to the hungry. Janct and
Susanne were active volunteers in this effort, and spent part of each day helping
the relief work.

The tableau of daily life on Peking’s streets struck foreigners as both exoric
and fascinating. “It is these daily incidents which make life out here so infinitely
full of both interest and profound human sympathy.” observed Harry Emery.

One time it will be a gorgeons wedding procession or the barbaric trappings of some great

nmn'x_fnntmlﬁ"mg a long stretch of a street. But the best of &t all are the listle country

scenes which seem 1o transport ane back through the centuries to biblical or lassical duy, the
daif'y rigbl c_rf the listle lbmbingﬂoorx, and the gn'uding gf she corn in the opent b_\ band or

by a listle blindfolded donkey. The big funerals are i

whereas while the linle lolmlvyflmtmb. .- 8o mmblmg Ibrougb one’s heart. In then there

ing, but tend 10 be b 3

is nolbing ludifrous—nolbing but bmnl)' andfmlb. Also out on some Jnsl'v road in the
country one sees the familiar sight of a mother with ker baby on a little donhey, and the
Sfather trudging along by the side, going on to some distant destination. It is the Flight inte
Egypt over again, and I have seen it 5o often in a coloring and setting which makes one

think it is a Tintoretto come to life



To help Frederick recover his strength, he and Janer traveled out to a small
hillside temple, Tung Wau Tang, that they rented in the Western Hills. By April,
their courtyard was ablaze with peach blossoms. For several weeks, they led an
idyllic country life, reading, walking the hills, and investigating the surrounding
temples, monasteries, and ancient cemeteries. Frederick retreated to secluded spots
in the hills, where he stripped to the waist and took long sunbaths.

After six months, Frederick's health finally returned. He had lost fifty
pounds, and remained weak, but now was well enough to travel. On May 22, 1922,
they boarded the S.S. Che Foa Mara to Yokohama, changing to the S.S. Empire State

in Yokohama and continuing on to San Francisco.

RETURN TO THE UNITED STATES:
NEGOTIATIONS WITH THE
NATIONAL GEOGRAPHIC SOCIETY

After landing in San Francisco in June, Janer and Frederick continued on to
New York. They spent the summer and early fall preparing expedition proposals
for submission to the National Geographic Society and to Harvard. In carly
November Frederick traveled to Washington, where he met the National
Geographic Society president, Gilbert Grosvenor, and presented his plans for an
extended expedition into the Kweichow region of southwest China. This was a
crucial moment in the Wulsins’ careers as explorers. Their fate rested in the
autocratic hands of one powerful but difficult man.

Protracred negotiations with Grosvenor ensued over several months.
Frederick sent additional proposals, calculated a series of budgets, and carefully
wrote and rewrote lists of the equipment and supplies that he would require.
The Narional Geographic Society formed a special committee to review his
proposals and drew up their requirements for sponsoring the expedition.

Finally, in December 1 , the society agreed to sponsor an \‘.\p\'dumn to be

known as the National Geographic Central China Expedition. Frederick, as the
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norninal leader, would receive eight thousand dollars a year for two years, begin-
ning on January 1, 1923. The Waulsins' responsibilities would include making
zoological, botanical, and ethnological collections, taking pictures, and writing
articles for National Geographic magazine. The National Geographic Society
claimed the right to approve all personnel, as well as all museums where the col-
lections would ultimately reside. The society also retained the exclusive option
of publishing in its magazine every article, book, or map based on work done
by the expedition. All cquipment purchased from the National Geographic
Society’s funds remained the property of the Soctety, and would have to be
returned to Washington or disposed of at the discretion of the director. Finally,
Grosvenor insisted that the Wulsins take out their own life insurance policies,
for the National Geographic Society would not be responsible for its explorers
or their safety.

The budget would be strained as this would be a much more ambitious
expedition than originally projected. The National Geographic kept its explor-
ers on a tight leash, and their auditing procedures were stringent. Each audit
would have to receive the personal approval of Gilbert Grosvenor before funds
for the expedition could be transferred to the Central Trust Company in
Cincinnati. The Wulsins would need to provide detailed and explicit justifica-
tion for every expense, no matter how trivial.

Much of the eight thousand dollar grant would go toward paying the
expedition’s team. Immediately upon their return to Peking, Frederick would
need to hire a team of qualified scientists to help him gather and catalog the
botanical and zoological collection. “My old Chinese crew [from the Shansi
trip] will do much of the zoology for me,” he wrote. “I am to hire a Chinese
botanical collector. The ethnology, photographing and writing fall wholly to
me.”” The National Geographic Research Comumittee stipulated that only upon
reccipt of the expedition’s first season’s work would it consider the assignment
of additional scientists to the ficldwork of the expedition. The Wulsins would
need to continually substantiate each step taken in order to ensure financial

support for their scientific team.

PEKING, 1923: ASSEMBLING THE TEAM

The National Geographic Society was committed to keeping its membership high
by making the magazine attractive to the general public, “primarily through pub-
lishing beautiful pictures.” Frederick was well aware of the challenge before him.
“He [Grosvenor] cares more for the pictures I am to send him than for any other
fruit of the expedition, and it behooves me to send him very fine ones if [ wanc
to keep his support,” he wrote to Katharine."

Lam going to make photography my very first business, as it is certainly my most impor-

tant activity if the expedition is to continue. The grant is made for two years, but it is

subject 10 renewal after that and everybody concerned hopes that the expedition’s success
will justify frequent renewals. So, if all goes well, I may bave the beginning of a lifes job
before me. Mr. Grosvenor has emphasized to me again and again that the pictures are bis
prime concern. Apparently the articles worry him less, for an article can abways be patched
while a picture cannot*®

The Wulsins, neither of whom had much experience with photography,
would be competing against some of the finest photographers in the world, and
they were nervous about meeting the challenge.

Frederick asked his mother to dispatch the latest photographic equipment
from London and Paris. He spent $443 in one afternoon at Hathaway Dunn in
New York, buying items ranging from tripods to the latest filters. His total pho-
tographic bill amounted to over $1,300, 2 sum considered astronomical at the
time. He read the latest photographic manuals, and Janet trained herself in cur-
rent developing techniques.

Throughout their months in the United States, Janet and Frederick
remained focused on their return to China. “Except for one short trip to
Washington to talk botany, the rest of my time was spent in New York,”
Frederick reported to his mother. “We both worked like beavers, and got all
our shopping and packing done. The NGS paid for much of my equipment,
praises be; but there were other parts that [ had to pay for, so I am not rich.

That will correct itself as soon as I get into the ficld, where my expenses, out-
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return to China.

In January 1923, the Wulsins set sail for China once again. On arriving in
Peking they returned to their beloved house at 34 Shui Mo Hutung, where their
domestic staff set to work unpacking their trunks. Janet was thrilled to be back in
Peking. “Here I am writing at my own desk surrounded by the lovely familiar
Chinese things that I had such fun in acquiring and I must say that there is an air
of home around me,” she told her parents. “And the house! Even a Dutch house-
keeper (I believe they are the most particular) would have been thrilled over it.

The place fairly s

hone, brasses glistening, stoves blackened to shimmering, and
over all the soft light of candles and lamps.”*

Peking was as enchanting as ever, but the political situation in China had
deteriorated even further during the Wulsins’ absence. Janet and Frederick were
.\'\'Unn(‘d o ﬁnd a hl"'ﬂ]l] h(‘ad ll'nP.llCd on a FL‘HCL‘POSK b) rh(‘lr gﬂl’t‘-a gr“]]
reminder of the chaos surrounding them. Justice was swift and brutal to robbers
and brigands who were captured. Rumors of kidnappings swirled through Peking
dinner parties, and on several occasions the foreign community fled to the tem-
ples of the Western Hills when the city gates were closed against invasion.

In May 1922, brigands hijacked the Tientsin-Peking train and took several
foreign hostages. A more dramatic threat would occur only a few months later,

when robb

s attacked another train and seized forty Americans as hostages—
including John D. Rockefeller's sister-in-law. As Janet’s friend Julia Deane
exclaimed 1n a letter home:
Lsn't it extraordinary to live in a country where such things happen all the time? It
has created the most awful excitement out bere. It is just as if brigands bad held up
the Boston-New York train and removed everybody, shooting a few people for luck
on the way... I think this will bring home to the Americans better than anything else
could do the state that China is in. As ]ong as there had to be a }:oldnlz, we are all

cheering out here that Rockefeller’s sister-in-law was among the ones who got held

up because there is likely to be more reaction 1f an important perso is involved.

was rather Im“:_',‘ and Lot a bandit who treated her well. She buried some ‘Zf her

Mongols and their mules on the outskirts of Paotow loading water in preparation for their

trek into the desert, Shansi, March 1923



Jewelry under a rock and now we all wonder if she will ever be able to find

that rock again.!

The warlord demanded a ransom of twenty-five thousand dollars, and even-
tually the American government paid it, over the protests of the French that the
Americans had allowed the ransom bar to be set too high.

The region south of Peking, too, had grown politically tense—and increas-
ingly dangerous. Many territories were overrun by civil wars. It quickly became
apparent that the Kweichow expedition, which Janet and Frederick had so carefully
planned, would be far too dangerous to undertake. “Conditions in the South and
Southwest of China are unusually bad,” wrote Frederick. “There are a number of
wandering armies in the field which live as they can, largely as brigands. Oc-
casionally they capture a large town and then clamor for recognition as a political
faction and incorporation in the regular forces with pay and food."*

They decided to change the expedition’s route to a more peaceful region:
Kansu province. “South China is in turmoil this year, so it is out of the ques-
tion,” Janet told her parents. “Therefore we shall go to Kansu, a long way off, but
a peaceful Province and full of game and vegetation.”* On February 24, Frederick
wrote to Gilbert Grosvenor to tell him of the change in plans. He was careful to
emphasize that Kansu, like Kweichow, would produce a photographic record wor-
thy of National Geographic. “Remembering what you told me, I considered first what
photographs we could get by going to Kansu,” he reassured Mr. Grosvenor.

Kansu is the meeting ground of Tibetans from the regions south of Kokonor, Turkish peoples

of Central Asia, Mongols, and Chinese. As a result there are a lot of interesting types.

Kansu is also the chicf scat of Mokammedans in China, and contains Kumbim and

Labrang, two famous Buddhist monasteries, with gorgeous and impressive buildings which

rise in wild solitudes. .. Altogether I think it should afford better photographic material than

Kuweichow, and more of it, with more propitious conditions for producing good negatives and

keeping them without deterioration after they are developed *

Aside from photographs, Janet and Frederick recognized that the success of
the expedition rested heavily on attracting good scientists. This was not an easy

task, for Western-trained botanists, zoologists, and geologists were difficult to
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A page from a letter from Janet to her mother-in-law describing the Chinese expedition team,

Paotow, March 24, 1923.

find, and scientists who were willing to travel into remote areas for over six
months harder still.

Frederick retained his longtime Chinese teacher, Mr. Wu, to again serve as
the transport manager and boss of the Chinese part of the team. Mr. Wu had
proven himself indispensable during the Shansi trip, and Frederick's admiration
for him was unbounded. “Mr. Wu himself is a corker, not only a charming gen-
tleman of the old Chinese type, but a practical traveler and caravan head of the

first order,” he wrote. “If T have any success it will be due primarily to him."~



Janet also relied heavily on Mr. Wu. She and Susanne cnjoyed watching him
about the courtyard in his long fur-lined black I-shang coat, “smoking his long
Chinesc pipe with a green jade mouthpicce as he inspects his horses. His face is
so wisc and so kindly and so humorous. And in his foreign riding clothes,
mounted on one of the new ponies for a ride, he is equally delightful.”*
Togethcr, Frederick and Mr. Wu bcgan recruiting a team of three pcrsonal ser-
vants, taxidermists, botanist. mafus for the horses, and a cook. They would hire
camel drivers later, when the expedition reached its departure city of Paotow on
the Mongolian border.

Frederick had grear difficulty finding a Chinese botanist who spoke both
English and Mandarin and would agree to accompany him into the field. He con-
tacted the Canton Christian College, Nanking University, and National
Southeastern University, as well as the Arnold Arboretum in Boston and the
Edinburgh Botanical Garden. Finally, his search was rewarded when he contacted a
botanist named Mr. Ching. “I was lucky enough to find a boranist who will prob-
ably be the ideal man for our work,” he reported.

He is a graduate student of botany in Nanking University who bas already done field work

in Hupeh, and who is very anxious to make botany bis life's work. He is a big, strong man,

well edwcated, who speaks and writes English fluently. Consequently he will be able to write
first-class labels and descriptive matter on the plants that be collects. 1 have arranged for Mr.

Ching to join me on March 1! and make the trip with we as botanist.”

As an avid hunter and gun collector, Frederick was especially eager to find
an expert zoologist to join him on the expedition. He finally setcled on Mr. Lin
and Mr. Chang, two skilled taxidermists, along with Jow, “a boy who has done
much hunting and some skinning for me in the past, and whom I have sent down
to Shanghai for further instruction before we start.”*

In preparation for the extensive anthropological fieldwork that they planned
to undertake in Kansu, Frederick and Janet spent much of the winter of 1923
researching the tribes of Inner Mongolia and Tibet. Much of their work would
focus on measuring and photographing the native people whom they encountered

in the field, in accordance with the anthropological methods of the day. “This

season’s work in anthropology will consist in getting photographs of the many
different racial cypes which appear in Kansu,” Frederick explained. “There are
Tibetans, Mongolians, Turks, Chinese and, [ believe, occasionally villages of ‘abo-
rigines.’ Actually this ought to give better material for the magazine than would be
obtained in Kweichow. It has a bearing on the question of the non-Chinese races,
and is a picce of work which would have to be done sooner or later.”"

Berween assembling their team of Chinese assistants, gathering supplies for
the expedition, planning their route, and preparing their equipment, Frederick and
Janet were inundated with work. Their house was never still as they hurried to
prepare for the departure from Peking, scheduled for the end of March. “For the
last month I have led such an insane life that it has been impossible to write you,”
an exhausted Frederick told his mother.”

In addition to their preparations, Frederick and Janct faced another difficul-
ty: their close friend Harry Emery had lapsed into a deep depression, accompa-
nied by a ferocious bout of drinking. “On arrival here I found that Harry had
been drinking like a fish,” wrote Frederick. “It 1s an old failing of his. He had
straightened out since he married nearly five years ago, but had begun to relapse
last spring. Since they got back to Peking last fall he had gone from bad to worsc,
completely saturated most of the time, and going at such a pace that he must kill
himself if it continued many months more.”*

This state, which Harry called “the cnemy” in his letters and journals, made
Susanne frantic with worry (years later, she would edit out all references to Harry's
condition in their letters in heavy black India ink). She was unable to control Harry
when he drank, and once he had begun a binge her efforts to keep him away from
aleohol were futile. During Harry's lapse the previous spring, Janet and Frederick
had offered Susanne their support, and she had never forgotten it. In March 1922,
after Harry had begun to recover, Susanne sent a long letter to Frederick.

1 started this letter really to tell you bow awfidly grateful I am to you, Freddie, not only for

all you'w dour, lrulforyour woud(rfu’pnluult and x)unpnllyy and mlrftr:lamfmg. I conld

never have pulled through without you, and I dow’t know anather person anywhere who could

bave done what you've done. Thank you from the bottom of my heart.#



The worst was over, she believed, and she hoped that “the enemy” would
remain at bay: “I feel quite encouraged about Harry. I think he’s coming on
all right"

Unfortunately, Harry’s grip on sobriety proved to be tenuous. By the time
Janet and Frederick rcturned to Peking from the United States, he had plunged into
another binge. He would disappear into the smoky labyrinth of Peking bars and
opium dens, not to resurface for days, when Susanne would discover him in a hope-
less state on their front steps. He had resigned his position at the Asia Bank on
January 1, 1923, and the lease on the house that Susanne had so carefully restored was
up on the first of March. “The situation was pretty desperate,” wrote Frederick.
“They must either go home, get another house in Peking—which simply meant
more drink—or take some radical step which offered a chance of curing him."*

Susanne was distraught, and once again, she approached the Wulsins for
help. “The only hopc secmed to lie in getting Harry far out into the country,
where he cannot get anything to drink, and where the out-of-door life will build
him up,” Frederick continued. “Consequently, Susanne was most anxious to start
with us on our next collecting journey.”” If she and Harry paid their own way,
she appealed, would Frederick allow them to join the expedition as guests?

Frederick, already overwhelmed by the daunting task of organizing a large
expedition under the National Geographic Society’s watchful cye, consented
nonetheless. “Naturally I agreed to do all I could for them, but stipulated that
once we started [ was to be dictator, and that [ would use any degree of violence
that mighe be necessary to restrain him in case there was any danger of a relapse.
They both agreed o this.”*

Decply grateful, Susanne hurried to prepare for the long expedition ahead.
Harry vowed sobriety, but was unable to keep his promise. “We had him in the
hospital, in a hotel where two good solid German men took cate of him, at
home, and everywhere else we could think of” wrote Frederick. “He would sneak
out when nobody was looking, buy a bottle of gin in a Chinesc shop, and drink
all of it on the spor.”~ Consequently, “the whole of the past month has been a

struggle to keep Harry Emery from drinking himself to death”+

By mid-March, Janet and Frederick were eager to deparc. Their preparations
for the journey had been exhaustive—and exhausting. They quizzed everyone they
could find who had ever gone to Kansu, and heard advice ranging from “use only
mules, wear Chinese clothes, live off the country,” to “take only a case of jams. ..
never wear Chinese clothes.” Still others insisted that they “be sure to take your
own food; food is scarce on the way out, have Chinese padded clothes."* Janet was
continually advised not to undertake such a dangerous journey. No wives of other
explorers ventured into such unknown territories during these dangerous times;
even Roy Chapman Andrews's wife always remained safely behind in Peking while
her husband explored the wilds. Undaunted, Janet persevered. She and Frederick
pieced the conflicting opinions together as best they could. “All month I have
been preparing and packing for che expedition, keeping the social engagements
that J. {Janet] makes, and helping out the E. [Emery] family,” Frederick wrote
Katharine. “Whenever I saw a little light in one of these activities the other rtwo
would work up a crisis, so that for five weeks, I have been at it licerally every day

from 8 a.m. to midnight.”=

PAOTOW

Ac last, on March g, 1923, Frederick dispatched an advance party to Paotow, a
bustling city on the Mongolian border, where the expedition team would load the
equipment onto camels before setting out for the desert. The Emerys and their
servant left by train, accompanied by the two “solid Germans,” Mr. Heiss and
Mr. Karius, who had come along in order to “keep Harry in order for che fiest
few days."* Mr. Wu; Mr. Ching, the botanist; Lin and Chang, the two taxider-
mists; Sun, the mafy; and one horse made up the rest of the first parey.

As the Emerys’ party settled in Paotow, Janet and Frederick prepared last-
minute supplies. The night before they left Peking, Janct saw to one last necessity:
a haircut that would be practical in the field. “I have taken a radical step. in

tears—my hair is bobbed!” she told her parents. “And I have Chinese wadded

[



trousers. Can you picture me? Of course the hair is for sanitary reasons—but
when I brought home my little knot I felt as tho’ Janet Elliott had gone forever."

On the morning of March 14, Janet and Frederick set out for Paotow with
the rest of the Chinese team—their personal servant, Pu, the cook, Fu; and the
“hunting boy," Jow. They stopped at Kweiwha for a day to pay their respects to
General Ma Feng Hsien—the leader of the Chinese Mohammedans, whom Janet
described as a powerful figure in Kansu—and receive the general’s advice about
Kansu travel, and some guarantee for their safe passage through his territories.
The next morning they set out for Paotow, a day’s journey from Kweiwha by rail.
“We traveled up comfortably in a steel baggage car with various Chinese country-
men, soldiers, and merchants, all most interested in an American woman with
bobbed hair, viciously eating hard-boiled eggs and knitting socks,” Janet reported
to her family in Manhattan. “That was your once ‘delicately nurtured’ Janet—now
a wild prairie flower.”

The Emerys’ party met them at the Paotow railroad station and helped them
unload their “tons of stuff” including “food, guns, ammunition, tents, camp fur-

niture, clothes for every clime, medicines, cameras, traps, rubber bans, ink, and

soap.’*" At their inn, a one-story building with an enormous courtyard, they were
relieved to find fine, clean rooms and roaring coal fires. Coal was so rare in Peking
that the fires delighted the travelers, who considered them a great luxury.

In a letter to her mother-in-law, Janet searched for the words to describe her
exotic new surroundings.

We are up bere in lhs'/’mulm town (oni the border of Mongclm and near the Yellow River)

of 150,000 inkabitants the western terminus of the Peking-Suiyuan R.R., and on Monday

we start on a 24 day camel trip into space. Our wltimate destination is the royal palace of the

Prince \:fA]ash.m I(/l‘r[ as if we :mgbl be going to Mars—with Just as much pmlvn[vxlxl.\*

of return.?

The spring thaw had arrived and the world seemed made of mud,
thought Janet, with “mud walls, mud houses, muddy streets and mud hills, no
trees except for scattered rows of willows.” Brilliant sunshine flooded the

brown plain, which dipped into a low valley. It was festival time, the second day

Rug factory with wool drying in courtyard, Paotow. “The wool is hung up ready for dyeing. In the right
g ) g ) i Hptan SYEIg 3

hand corner are great blocks of famous Shansi coal —ERW,, March 1921

of the second moon, and Paotow’s muddy streets were jammed as revelers
ﬂood(‘d mto town to ‘\[ll‘nd (hf pllppl‘[ Ihln“rk‘S. M(\ngol&, m l]](‘“' blg bU()(S
and tall fur caps, filled the marketplaces. The shops were full of exotic peasant
gnnds—brlghl fl(7t11§, S]‘O(‘S. l‘»raSSCS, :lnd COPPC[‘ P()[}*flnd Cl()\\'dcd \\'”h
Mongol and Chinese shoppers, who bargained loudly with the merchants.
“Carts of Chinese girls in bright red coats, well-greased hair, and smaller feet
than I have ever seen” streamed in from the countryside. Shaggy ponies, with
their brightly colored saddles and bridles, were surrounded by excited specta-
tors, ﬂ“ ,\[Andmg ﬂgﬂln.\'l a b(’lckgl'()llnd Ul- 1\)ng alr!p: ()1- \{‘\'l‘d hl\‘(‘ cotton C[()‘I‘.
hung out to dry in the sun. In the evenings, “stilt walkers in fantastic costumes”
and “little children dressed as Chinese fairies” danced by candlelight at the inn.
Janet was captivated by her first glimpse of the Mongols in Paotow “in all their

barbaric Spll‘ndnr.”"



Each day Janet strolled through the narrow, muddy streets in her high
Italian leather boots, looking for opportunities to photograph the crowds. She
was fascinated by the Mongol women with their brilliant orange and magenta
robes, luxurious fur hats, and elaborate headdresses of coral beads and heavy sil-
ver that veiled their faces with a jeweled fringe. She and Susanne discovered a
perch over the west gate of the city, and Frederick joined them to lie in wait to
photograph the passing procession of townspeople and revelers. Camels, ox carts,
donkeys, nomads, merchants, and puppeteers all passed in the noisy traffic of
daily life.

One day Janet witnessed the funeral of an important merchant.

Two bandmasters, clad in white gowns, led the mrlzig(} orchestra of red-robed musicians

/;qumg IYHYHF:’[A, I'l(g[x‘f, ﬂul:’s‘ um{ a /drg( kettledr um ;lx\[vrvldnl ona ‘DQ/[, beaten /*\ three

musicians nnm[ldumuﬂ\‘ A pn\\‘n‘fn{ man ,\‘ml'mg cymbals I’mugl:l up the rear. The proces-

sion wove through the muddy streets under red flags, eight enormous lanterns on poles, huge

or

green fans, large parasols, and fluttering blue banners. Along the side a man distributed paper

money from a sack
Janet was dazzled by the pageantry of the scenes before her. “It has all been

very gay, and colorful,” she wrote.

Frederick] has photographed copiously and

I hope with success—for pictures of excellent quality mean more funds for later
expeditions.”

Meanwhile Mr. Wu negotiated for the numerous camels, horses, and camel
drivers that the expedition required. Since the Wulsins and Emerys would spend
much of their time on horseback, it was essential that they find strong, depend-
able horses—qualities that all of the horse dealers promised, but few could actu-
ally provide. Mr. Wu worked tirelessly, and the bargaining was fierce. “We bought
ponies, little strong I\«Iungu[ animals capable of much endurance,” wrote Janet,
"and we engaged our camel caravan with much palaver and queer contacts.”

Before leaving Peking, Frederick had sent a preliminary expense account to

the National (u\‘gr.\)\ln( Society for }V|mlugr.1phl( equipment, arms and ammuni-

tion, scientific instruments, and “gifts to natives"—including tin cups, hairpins,

bandages, and other trinkets—at a total cost of $1,311.26. A tireless list-maker, he

Funeral procession for a leading merchant, Paotow, March 1923

now spent hours packing and repacking, checking and rechecking the equipment.
The lists of necessities that he drew up were endless: an iron stove, a primus stove
and a supply of oil, a large water can and dipper, and Mongol copper pots; hatch-
ets, picks, and shovels for digging wells and fire pits and pitching tents; candle
lanterns, oil lanterns, and Hashlights. Janet prepared a large supply of medicines,
and the Emerys dragged along an entire trunk filled with books. Frederick also
urged each member of the party to carry an individual stash of “essentials,” which
would include, at minimum, a sheath knife, a revolver, a box of cartridges, a roll
of emergency rations, a large tin cup, a can of Sterno to light the portable stove,
matches, a compass, a barometer, a notebook, a thermometer, a candle, a lantern,
pen, raincoat, camera, extra film, snake bite needle, field glasses, a shotgun, and a
rifle strapped to the saddle.

Janet was amazed at the amount of equipment that Frederick insisted on

packing for the journey. She dryly reported to her mother-in-law that they had



Janer restraining an inquisitive crowd while the camel caravan is loaded in the inn courtyard

Paotow, Shansi, Marct

“baggage by the ton, but an extra 500 lbs. worries E [Frederick] as little as an extra hand-

kerchief worries us common mortals—so we are loaded for every clime and emergency. F is

carrying a traveling desk with all bis old receipted bills, our old telegrams of ‘bon voyage,

every note since 1921! 1 /"np: the papers will enjoy the trip.”

FINAL PREPARATIONS:
THE CHIAO TZU

T'he chiao 1zu was an ingenious Chinese invention for desert travel. These large can-
vas “poodle baskets,”” as Frederick called them, were built on a wooden frame,
the bottom woven with ropes and the whole covered inside and out with heavy

blue Chinese cloth “and \\]\}‘('ndl‘l{ on either side of the camel.”” In case of high

winds, a dust storm, or fatigue, travelers could climb into their chiao tzu and ride
in comfort, protected from the elements. Frederick ordered two chiao tzu custom-
made for the expedition. Skilled carpenters spent several days constructing them
in the inn courtyard at Paotow. The frames had to be perfectly balanced across the
camel’s backs, so at the final fitting, the carpenter told Janet and Susanne crawl to
into their chiao tzu, then forced the camel to rise so that he could adjust the bal-
ance. A loud chorus of yells and kicks accompanied this quest for precision. Janet
and Susanne spent days decorating their two chiao fzus. Janet concluded that “ours
were the most elaborate, I feel sure, that ever crossed inner Mongolia.” They
installed windows made of thin Chinese gauze, curtains to hang down in front

and roll up, countless ]‘ockrl\ cushions, and fat straw mattresses for comfort.

When they were finished, wrote Janet, “Any small girl would have loved them for

a doll’s house.”

Frederick had dc\lgmlui Janet as the v\pcdllmn\ ‘commissaire,’ and she
worked hard to gather several weeks' worth of tinned goods and essential Western
supplies such as coffee and chocolate—as well as “whip the fat cook Fu into
shape,” as she put it.* For camp rations, Fu packed large bags of rice and hsiao
(Chinese yellow millet) to be used as gruel, mush, or little cakes. The heavy crates
of food were strapped onto camels and mules. They included marmalade from
Fortnum and Mason, syrup, bacon, hardtack, dehydrated vegetables, malted milk,
and even canned baked beans. To supplement the diet of canned and dried
Western foods, Frederick hoped to shoot birds and antelope and buy sheep,
chickens, and eggs. On their final days in Paotow, Janet scoured the markets for
fresh fruits and vegetables

Guns were a particular passion with Frederick. He had shot in Europe and
Africa, and was an expert on firearms. In letters home he justified the guns as cru-
cial for the zoological collection. In reality, he was also keenly aware of the dan-
gers of civil war in the south, and knew that the warlords were penetrating Kansu.
T'he guns would not only be necessary for hunting game and shooting zoological
specimens—they would be crucial to the expedition’s safety while traveling

through China’s war-torn countryside.



Susanne Emery, March




The National Geographic Society’s Central China Expedition heads into the desert from Paotow to Alashan, March 26, 1923.

The days of preparations, wrote Janet, were “a mass of confusion.”
Frederick, so nervous and excited that he could hardly sit still, directed his
assistants as they crated up guns and ammunition, personal belongings, and a
towering pile of delicate scientific equipment—including botanical presses,
taxidermy instruments, and of course thousands of dollars’ worth of cameras

and film. Excitement was everywhere. Janet stood guard at the inn's entrance

gate to krc}\ the crowd of curious Chinese onlookers from l‘ngulﬁng the court-

yard (see page 66).

The final packing was a circus. The twenty-seven camels, scheduled to arrive

from the camel dealer at dawn on the morning of March 26, did not appear until

the middle of the afternoon. Rushing to beat nightfall, the expedition party

sprang into action, and soon the courtyard of the inn reverberated with the
sounds of packing, shouting, and the braying of camels. The camels were prod-
ded, with squeals and grunts of displeasure, to kneel down to be loaded. Under
Frederick's anxious direction, the Chinese team carefully balanced forty-three
heavy wooden crates upon the backs of the kneeling camels. The loading went
smoothly until Frederick realized that an extra camel would be necessary for the
cook’s equipment. Mr. Wu rushed back to the camel seller, made a hasty deal, and
returned, breathless, with one more camel. Janet dashed off a last quick letter to
her family in New York, reassuring them that, “we are very well, excited and
happy.... I will try to get off letters from every P. O. but they are few and far

between so you mustn't worry,” she reassured them.



After months of preparation, negotiations, cables, and bureaucratic stalling,
the camels finally rose to their feet at 6:t5 p.m. on March 26, 1923. The sun began
to set, casting long golden shadows over Paotow. “You can't imagine what a
momentous occasion it was,” Janet wrote. “F. [Frederick] dashed about on his
small prancing Mongolian pony, equipped for battle in khaki, campaign hat, two
guns; the servants were perched on top of various camels looking very ill at ease,
but knowing that they had to do it."* A dust storm was rising, so the camel dri-
ver strapped on the chiao 1z, and motioned for Janet and Susanne to climb
aboard. “We did, with fear and trembling,” wrote Susanne, “and then the camel
got up with grunts and slants and jerks, accompanied by screams from Jan and
me and giggles from the surrounding multitude.” Janet explained further. “You
climb in while the camel is on the ground and then he rises, or rather unfolds,
lurches forward, then back, and is up. But what an arising! The drop in a huge
elevator is as nothing compared to it~

M. W led the caravan triumphantly through the gate of the high walls of
Paotow and out toward the Ordos Desert. In addition to the Wulsins and Emetys,
the caravan now included twenty-cight camels, four camel drivers, six horses, ten
Chinese from Peking, and ten Chinese from Paotow. “The flight of the children
of Isracl from Egypt had nothing on us,” recalled Janet* The great plateau of
Han Hai, ancient Chinese for “rolling like the boundless occan,”™ lay before

them—and an adventure that would change all of their lives.

INTO THE ORDOS DESERT

The great Gobi Desert lay just to the northwest of them, serving as a barrier
between the northern nomads and the more settled lands to the south. In 1923
it was a void skirted by Silk Road merchants as they drove their camel tratns
between east and west, a remote and hideously inaccessible area—yet crossed
often, though with greac hardship, by conquerors from Attila to Genghis Khan.

Many had traveled the historic trade routes from Baghdad, Ulaanbaatar, and

Chinese Turkistan. their caravans laden with wool, hides, gunpowder, textiles,
and spices. The Gobi—a Mongolian word meaning “watering place” or “gravel
desert”—is the northernmost and least populated desert on the planet, cover-
ing more than half a million square miles and receiving fewer than three inches
of rainfall per year. In the heart of this rocky, wind-scoured deser, in the far
reaches of northern China, lay the Alashan plateau, the expedition'’s firsc desti-
nation.” Crossing this vast wasteland was the first of many challenges thac the
Walsin expedition would face during its trek to Tibet.

Their route followed the course of the Yellow River northwest to the
Ho Lan Shan mountain range. After they became accustomed to the lurching
motion of their camel, Janer and Susanne sank into the cushions of their dhiae
tzu and relaxed. watching the horses and camels plod along ahead of them.
“Camel travel is peaceful and slow and delightful,” wrote Janet.* "We bobbled
along many a mile while the camel ogled us with his great supercilious eyes.™
They had everything at hand in their wall pockets, and spent many hours
as “prairie flowers” rolling through the desert. Their camel had a way of
expanding his stomach at intervals against the sides of the dhiao £zu, which was
disconcerting at first, but became almost comforting once they accustomed
themselves the sudden heaving motion. Susanne’s tin washbasin, strapped to
the top of one of the camel’s loads, caught the moonbeams as night fell.

From Janet’s cozy perch in her chiao tzu. it looked to her like a glitcering planet
across the sands.

After cheir first moonlit march, during which they passed “endless cara-
vans, often over two miles long traveling. .. in never-ending lines in the moon-
light noiselessly, but for the clink of the camel bell... hung on the last camel
of each string,” the caravan spent the night at a Chinese farm.” The farmers
welcomed them as visiting royalty, and accorded the Wulsins the wedding
chamber of a newlywed couple, where they slept in their bedrolls on a kang, or
wooden platform. The following day they forded a branch of the river, with che
camels slipping and stumbling over the rocks. Frederick and Harry distnounted

and hunted antelope until dusk.
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After a few days’ march, they arrived at low flat plain that stretched to the
Lan Ho Shan mountains in the west. Occasionally they passed a Mongol yurt or
crumbled temple, but for the most part the distance spread before them like a
calm sea. On April 3, at a small trading post called Tsai Yuan Tzu, they met a
"picturesque” Mongol crowd who were fascinated by Janet's brushes and combs,
and watched with suspicion as Frederick and Susanne wrote in their journals.
The Mongols loved to barter, and Janet exchanged a small tool kit for a gold ring
from one of the nomads’ fingers. These negotiations were conducted in “the lan-
guage of the desert”: pidgin Chinese mixed with Mongolian and much sign lan-
guage of hands and face.”

Sketches of numerical hands signals used by Mongols in the Alashan Desert by Frederick R.
Walsin in his journal, Li Dja Sha Wo, Inner Mongolia, September 1923. Above: The expedi-
tion's camp at Tsai Yuanze in the Ordos Desert northwest of Paotow next to a Mongol trad-
ing post. “For days we slept four in a tent and spent some swild nights hile the Mongolian winds shricked
around ws, and shook the tent as thowght it was made of paper. .."—].E.W., August 6, 1923

On the night of April 3 they camped at Wu La Ku Tu, a ruined
Mongol temple. Mr. Wu rode into a nearby town for supplies and returned
with reports of danger: a group of Chinese cavalry deserters had united to
form a robber band, and were marauding in the nearby hills and trading
posts. Soon a group of soldiers arrived to warn the expedition about the
brigands. They presented Frederick with their captain's card to use as a pass
in case of an attack, and he tucked it safely away. Luckily, the robbers fled to
the southeast as the caravan headed north, narrowly avoiding danger.
Frederick, immensely relieved but still on edge, stored the card just in case.

Two days later the expedition passed a ransacked farm where Mongol soldiers



had captured two of the robbers. Their severed heads swung from wooden
poles as a warning to all who passed.

Danger averted, the caravan continued slowly across the countryside, moving
at the camels’ lazy pace, camping in ruined temples and abandoned farms. The
vast prairies spread endlessly about them in all directions. After many days they
camped by the Chia Ho River. Here the expedition discovered a marshland full of
exotic birds on one side of the river and big game in the mountains on the other.
The oasis was a welcome relief from the endless monotony of the desert, and
offered an ideal area for collecting specimens. They camped for five days, hunted
ﬂnd Sho( a \'ﬂl'ict)‘ Of birds, two Mong()hﬂn nn[(‘lope, Jnd two l'()Ck goa[s.“

Sandstorms often funneled across the skies, engulfing the caravan in a blind-
ing cloud of dust and debris. These storms brought two enemies—sand and rob-
bers. One day a sandstorm blew ferociously among the camels and horses, causing
(he h()rs[‘s to b()]t and bIlllL‘“rlg ﬂny()nf.' Wh() \-Ould not Shif‘ld thL‘lr l‘yebﬁ Hlln]ﬂn
voices arose out of the noise as a clattering, galloping band of bandits rode by.
They did not seem interested in the Wulsins’ caravan, but at the next watering
hole, the party was told that the robbers had beheaded a man for his silver and
ridden on. Later they passed a robber's head suspended in a wooden cage. Justice
was swift and final in the desert.

The caravan’s daily routine was dictated by the needs of the camels. As Janet
wrote, “We had to change our habits of life quite a little, as the camels wouldnt
Ch{\ng(‘ []1(‘”’.\. .rh(‘}' nsist UP()” grulng on Stllbl)lc or stones or Jn)‘ 0[115[ [rﬂSh
from 4 am. until noon, then marching from noon until dark or later.”” Their
march began at 1 p.m. and continued through the afternoon until dark, when they
pitched camp. The travelers had a big brunch (or “munch”) at i1 a.m. and dinner
at g p.m. after they had set up camp. Their servants prepared an afternoon “tea”
en route that included cocoa, ham, and occasionally even eggs. The camels rested
during the night and then grazed from dawn until 1:30 a.m., when the drivers
rh(’n blﬂ”gh‘ t]](‘nl mn Jnd g:l\'l‘ lhfn] ﬂn()lh(‘l ((‘(‘d {[‘0”\ |1()$l‘l)llg5 \Vhilc [}‘l‘ A\fdll’

ous reloading of trunks and boxes went on.

Justice was swift in the desert. Ordos Desert, Apnil 1923.




Harry Emery with camel, Ordos Desert on the route to Alashan, April 1923,

The Chinese camel drivers worked their camels all year long, noted

Frederick, unlike the Mongols who let theirs graze for six months of the year.
Consequently the Wulsins' camels had to be “fed and watered every day.

They had no big stores of fat to draw on,” and they could only travel fifteen
to eighteen miles a day, which was slow in comparison to the progress they
had been able to make in Shansi a year before. Occasionally they were able to

travel faster, but only under pressure. They always paid for it “by doing less

than usual in the next two days

Frederick asked his drivers whether they
could not march early in the day, and let the camels feed before dark. He
was told that the camels fed best only after they had rested. The caravan
often met other caravans traveling at all hours of the day, but their contract
specified 1 p.m. for starting. Frederick felt that their camels required all the
favoring he could give them, and said nul]ung more.” The stubborn beasts

ruled their days.

Janet, for her part, enjoyed the camels once she got used to living on their

schedule.

“amels are f‘rlghtﬂllly funny crmmrcs—[]wy are so like pcoplc,n she

wrote home to her family. “Every night when we got unloaded they would form

in a circle, sit down and begin munching the leftover lunch. We called them the
sewing circle and there was Mrs. Cabot and Mrs. Lowell and Mrs. Sears who

always munched and gossiped together in the most supercilious wa

THE GREAT MONGOLIAN PLATEAU

The Great Mongolian plateau, with its grasslands, flocks of sheep and goats, and

an occasional herd of cows, spread out before them day after day. The expedition
often traveled well into the night. A full or waxing moon transformed the desert
in its silver light, and made the mud-walled farms appear like Arabian palaces.
Night marching was glorious.

Frederick originally assumed that the caravan would be able to cross the
Yellow river on the ice. He had, therefore, not anticipated a Mongolian jour-
ney. Thus, accommodations across the desert were crowded. Frederick brought
only three tents: one for Mr. Wu, Mr. Ching, the groom, and the saddles; one
for the cook, his works, and the other five servants; and one for the four
Americans. Frederick admitted that the tent was “pretty crowded” for use day

after day. He and HJ]‘I\' had to take great pains to allow their wives even a

small degree of privacy. The two men would smoke outside the tent until

].me( and Susanne were in bed, then crawl in themselves; in the morning, they

would rise first and leave the ladies alone to dress. As Frederick said later,
a result T lost a lot of time that could have been used for sleep, writing or
reading if we had had separate tents, to say nothing of the obvious charms of
privacy.”” Frederick vowed to take more tents next time. Even at the inns and
trading posts, space was limited. “We usually slept four in a room, and the

boys were very careful to put the two wives next to each other with each hus-

band beside his lawful wife,” Janet wrote.



Janet bundled against the desert winds, Ta Shui K'o trading post, April 20, 1923 The days in the

4 but don't want to repeat. Ten bours of

ady marchi

Alashan Desert were

days are

rees like

then a hole in the san ich brackish swater that even the borses won't touch, it is no fun. But thos

mermories now, and I am glad to have seen those acres and acres of sand, rolling sand and weird dwar

a forest bewitched"—].E.W., August 6, 1923

Many were our nightly companions—puppies, cats that insisted on trying to use nty head

fora ‘mllow, 6 little piggies whose owner told us were motherless, a setting hen _(/(pl close

to Susanne one night without uttering a sound and then in the morning burst forth into
torrents of abuse; ‘g"um‘ room wa.rj a butcher sEop where legs of lamb, dried hearts, livers,
bung over our heads like “Swords of Damocles.” For days we slept four in a tent and spent
some wild nights while the Mongolian winds shricked around us, and shook the tent as tho’
it were made of paper”

Trading posts were important refuges for caravans in the desert. These
isolated trading posts existed about ten miles apart. They were often huge
enclosures with many rooms and courtyards, run by individual Chinese mer-
chants who bought hides and wool from the Mongols and sold tea, boots and
hardware in return.” As the Mongols did not trade, manufacture, or till, the
Chinese settlers ran the shops. Some of their inn enclosures were two hundred
yards square, with chief accommodation for the livestock (small herds of cattle

and many sheep and goats) that “were the chief possession of the Mongols
and governed their lives.” There was also sufficient room for some families to
have separate rooms, which seemed luxurious to the travelers.” In the inns
weary travelers would spread out their bedrolls on wooden bed platforms or in
the courtyards. Frederick described one inn as a “barnyard”: “Both sleeping
platforms were crowded with camel-drivers, peasants, and travelers. One look
at this squalor, and we set up out tent in the courtyard, among pigs, donkeys,
and oxen.”

As they moved further into the stony desert, the expedition spent five or
six days traveling without seeing a trading post or habitation. “For days we never

saw a human soul, maybe in the distance a Mongol with his camels silencly mov-

ing across the landscape, or a few Mongols with their flocks and herds,” wrote

Janet. “They are picturesque smiling people of great filth and huge feet.
One day they passed a great caravan of nearly five hundred camels laden

with wool and hides coming from Kansu or Chinese Turkistan, an eighty-day

march. The great caravan was a wonderful sight. The camels were festooned with

robes of brilliant purple, red, and yellow cloth. One had a red fringe around his
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hump and a framed picture propped in front of his hump. Behind him on a white
horse was scated a boy of cight or nine wearing regal yellow robes. He was the
newly incarnated Living Buddha, or Hur'uki', the Mongol word for “onc who
returns.” “The Living Buddha at Lhasa is called Hut'ukt'u,” noted Susanne, and
“now most Mongol monasteries have their own living Buddha or avatar.”* Two rid-
ers in red quilted robes. leather boots and fur caps, and a lama in brilliant yellow
towing a camel followed him.

The caravan continued mile after mile, watching camels graze over the vast
panorama spread out before them. Mongol camel drivers often strapped newborn
camels to their mothers' backs or slung them in a bag for travel. They were carried
all day long for their first month, and did not begin to go the full day’s march until
they were three months old. Janet described them as “the softest lictle gawky things
with their fuzzy two humps that hadn't hardencd enough to stand up."

THE SEARCH FOR WATER

A month after their departure from Paotow, the expedition party was out of
water. They entered a magnificent gorge surrounded by Mongol shrines with
sacred piles of sticks and stones called obos and spotted camels and a few
Mongol tents. but no spring. They scumbled on through the dark, holding
lanterns, until they saw a campfire flickering in the distance. They pressed on to
find a startled Mongol and his camels. Scowling suspiciously, the lama grunted
that there was water  lirtle way to the west, retreated into his tent, and “slammed
the door so to speak,” wrote Susanne. "After urging him in vain to guide us we
stumbled on in the dark."* Finally, in the darkness, they found a small spring in
the sand. Janct and Susanne crawled on their hands and knees in the darkness,
scarching for fuel, and returned to the camp with Janet’s leacher coat full of dried
camel dung. At last they built a fire and relaxed over a cup of cocoa under the
stars. They christened the tiny spring “Sour Lama Camp” in honor of the surly

lama who had refused to help them.*
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From then on, the quest for water was incessant. The next day they were
told that there was “dead water” ahead, which meant that the wells they found
might be dry. The camels were tired as the grazing was poor, and they refused to
travel long distances. The team filled every possible container, including four hot
water bottles, which Janet packed in the pockets of her chiao 1zu. The next Mongol
trading post was forty miles ahead. There they would surely find a reliable
spring—and, Frederick hoped, a guide to lead them through the last leg of their
desert trek toward Wang Yeh Fu.

On April 20, after several tense days of searching for water, they met a
knowledgeable Mongol who agreed to serve as a guide. Frederick was immensely
relieved. “Just as we were leaving the Lord provided a guide—a wall-eyed individ-
ual traveling alone on a white donkey,” he wrote in his journal. “He lives in these

parts and knows of abundant water en route."*” Their new guide wore ragged
white trousers, a purple waistcoat, a violet turban, and a long sheepskin coat. His
native language was Mongol, but he spoke a half-Chinese jargon that everyone
seemed to understand. Walking beside the lead camel driver, the new guide set out
to lead the party safely to the water that they so desperately needed.

The following day they heard a dog barking near several yurts, and found
more nomads, but lictle water. The days grew hotter and hotter. Dust blew into
the eyes, mouths, ears and nostrils of the travelers. Everyone wore goggles and
covered their faces as much as possible, but there was no escaping the broiling
sun as it rose overhead. They stopped for lunch under a canvas awning, but the
shade did little to cool them. Finally, late in the afternoon, they discovered a
muddy trickle on the sandy ground. Cautiously, they followed it into the mouth
of a gorgeous ravine with high red sandstone cliffs—a place known locally as
Ta Shui K'o, or “Great Water Gorge.” Within the canyon, the trickle became a
gurgling brook: water at last! In jubilation, the weary travelers kicked off their
boots and plunged their tired fect into the water. The women followed the
stream up to the sccond waterfall, pulled off their shoes and stockings, and
rejoiced as they waded. Safe at last, they prayed that the worst part of the

desert crossing was now behind them. That night they camped in the wide



The Sour Lama Camp, where the expedition stayed during the long search for water, April 1923,

circular alcove, surrounded by cliffs of red sandstone, on a flat sandy floor cut

by the stream of ice-cold water.

MONGOLS IN THE RED GORGE

The gorge proved to be a meeting ground, with a steady procession of lamas,
shepherds, and merchants who stopped to water their animals. The next morning
a long Chinese caravan of 140 camels passed, carrying hides and wool to the rail-
road in Paotow. A blond camel, with beautiful saddle blankets, inlaid stirrups, and
great brass watering cans gleaming in the sunlight, lumbered in for a drink. The
Mongol driver followed, clad in brightly colored robes and a tall peaked fur hat

with a turned-up brim. More muted were the Buddhist lamas, who wore the

traditional dull red or yellow cloaks. “All the Mongols we meet are friendly in the
extreme,” Frederick noted in his journal.*

“As sun was getting low, and we were coming over the crest of the plain,”
wrote Harry, “we met... A family of Mongols, men, women and children, each on
their magnificent, shaggy camels, in their colorful costumes. They smiled broadly
and wiggled their thumbs at the Americans.”* "“The Mongol greeting, we learned,
is to wiggle your thumbs,” wrote Susanne, “and now that we do that and smile on
all occasions we get on better."* Some of the children tumbled off their camels in
such haste that they fell flat, but no one noticed. All of them found the cameras
fascinating. The old lady, “a frolicsome old dame” who stood about four feet high,
wore a shiny gray-green gown that had once been purple, a yellow peaked bonnet,
goggles of horsehair netting, and a yellow cloth strapped over her mouth to keep

out the wind (see page 79). Her great leather embossed Mongol boots were as



The camels stroll towards water and grazing lands on the hillsides after the desert crossing

Ta Shui K'o oasis, Inner Mongolia, April 1923




A Mongol family with camels, Ta Shui K'o oasis, Inner Mongolia, April 22, 1923.

large as Frederick’s, and she gleefully played a game of comparing foot size with
him, stamping delightedly on his feet with roars of laughter. She was intrigued by
the women—the first Western women she had ever seen, and felt them up and
down to make certain of their sex. She rode the largest and most magnificent
camel they had ever seen, with fat, stiff humps and thick fur as a testament to his
health.” “Grandma,” as she was affectionately nicknamed, wiggled her thumbs
excitedly and proceeded to charm the party. She danced around Janet’s small don-
key, feigning fear and laughing all the time. At eighty years old she was considered
a lama in her own right.”* After the Mongols had directed the travelers to the next

well, the two parties w}\u.\lml with friendly greetings and shouts across the desert.

Everyone felt that they had met “the Mongolian of the Mongols
For the next few days, their one-eyed Mongol guide on his white donkey suc-
cessfully led them to another great water gorge and, eventually, across several long

stretches of dry, sandy desert. “Though his estimates of distance were vague in the

A Mongol grandmother in her goggles with her daughter-in-law and grandchild, Ta Shui K'o

oasis, Inner Mongolia, April 22, 1923

extreme, he always found water for us at night,” wrote Frederick in relief. For two
days they crossed high sand dunes thickly studded with dry, gnarled, miniature trees,
so stunted by their harsh environment that they grew only a few feet tall.

One night, however, it became clear that even the guide had lost his way. At
ten o'clock one of the camels fell and refused to get up. Frederick sent Mr. Wu and
the camel driver ahead to look for water. An hour later Mr. Wu fired a rifle shot
from the distance to signal that he had found water at last, and as midnight
approached, the Chinese “army” hurried to set up camp at the well. Fu, the cook,
prepared a satisfying late-night meal, and Janet and Frederick were eager to crawl
into their tent for the night. After dinner, Frederick bid Mr. Wu goodnight with his

usual Chinese salutation of “Nin cherla miao (Have you eaten) " Mr. Wu said noth-

ing. Frederick pressed the point, and discovered that none of the staff had eaten
dinner: apparently the well water was too salty for even camels to drink. The horses

had sniffed the water and refused to touch it, and the servants were unable to use it



for cooking. Mr. Wu and the others were going to bed hungry and thirsty after hav-
ing served the Americans a dinner of soup and cool water from the previous night's
well. Janet and Frederick, touched by their staff’s quiet generosity, gave Mr. Wu and
the others cans of soup and the last few cups of water from their canteens.

It appeared that the expedition’s water bags had remained mistakenly
unhlled from the last watering hole. Such carelessness resulted in much finger-
pointing and blame despitc the fact thac Frederick had been warned that the arca
was full of alkali wells. Nerves were on edge. Finally the guide found a well some
five miles away. With water, the Mongolian desert was a place of vast, harsh beau-
ty: wichout water, the expedition learned, it could quickly become deadly.

Harry, meanwhile, was impatient to keep going. He had regained his health
and physical stamina, and bragged that, although ffty, he was in better shape than
any of the younger men. Each day he rose early, started the fires, walked a few
miles out into the desert, and returned to rouse the rest of the party. He felt that
the expedition lacked order, and shared his thoughts with Susannc and his sister
far away in Providence, Rhode Island. As an economist and business leader, he
was used to precision and order. Life in the desert offered neither. Frederick
coped as best he could with his “team,” the camcls, the collections, and the unex-
pected demands of the journey. Harry's determination to beat his “enemy” had
paid off, however, and Frederick was relieved to report that Harry had “straight-
ened out completely and is a charming and considerate companion.”* Frederick
complained to his mother, however, that “two women in a party are four times as
much trouble as one, and one is more trouble than four men.”” He planned to go
alone on his next expedition.

Afier over a month of hard travel, the expedition grew weary. Mr. Wu was
tired of negotiating the constant conflicts that arose between the camel drivers,
grooms, guides, and Fu, the temperamental cook. His choice of cook, a tinker
whom he had hired in Peking, had proved a poor one, as he was argumentative
and moody. As Frederick complained, “Chinesc cooks are plenty in Kansu, and

this man will have a chance to walk home unless he reforms very soon.””

8o

Nonetheless, all agreed that there would be no rupture for fear that he might
desert them. The motto became, “Once aboard the camel the cook is ours.”*

On the night of April 24 they made camp at a spot they called “Mud Well
Camp,” where the team desperately dug a makeshift well. The water was so muddy
that it was barely fit for the animals to drink. They lined the well with a tin can
and waited overnight for the mud to settle. Despite a ficrce desert wind that raged
all nighe, shaking the walls of the tents and howling across the dunes, the well
water scttled enough by dawn for the expedition party to fill cheir canteens. Janet
figured that a little more mud wouldn't hurt her.

The morning of April 25 dawned gray and dreary, and by afternoon the
expedition was caught in a nasty hailstorm. They stood with their backs to the
wind for an hour, and finally pushed forward when the icy gusts subsided. As they
sky cleared, they beheld a waterlike sheen in the distance each time they came to
the top of a rise. They pressed on toward the shimmering lake, hoping it would
prove to be more than a mirage. The desert had many illusionary tricks, and the

weary travelers had learned to suspect their first impressions.

THE SALT WORKS

At three in the afternoon, after crossing a serics of dunes but never encountering the
lake, they came to a large stone-lined well next to a well-built Chinese house. The
caravan had finally arrived at the trading post of Gi Lan Tai Yen Yen Hou—the Salt
House—where they found an excellent well, a well-kept road, and good grazing for
the animals as well as a beautiful campsite. This trading post, on the edge of high
sand dunes, was surrounded by vast salt fields. Salt was the most highly valued nat-
ural resource of the desert, and the only source of wealth. Salt administrators were
always powerful and rich men, and control of salt wells was fiercely contested and
often led to bloodshed. Here Janet and Frederick met several armed soldiers in the

small community that worked the salt wells.



As the weary travelers soon discovered, saltwater pools were wonderful for
bathing. They disappeared out into the desert until they found a good deep pir,
stripped off their clothes, and plunged in. The water was so salty that they floated
or swam in any position. Suzanne posed with her arms, her feet, and her head all
raised without sinking. The temperature was cool enough to be refreshing. When
they came out and dried in the sun they all looked as if they had been rolled in
flour, and had to peel the salt from their bodies in layers.»

The expedition now began to sense that their desert crossing was drawing to a
close. They relaxed for a few days, watered their animals and let them graze on the
stubby desert grass, and explored the neighboting sandy hill. Janet and Susanne
hiked to the top of a secluded dune where they sunbathed and watched a convoy of
black beetles crisscrossing the sand. With water and some rest, tempers were restored
and high spirits returned.

At the Salt House the expedition’s faithful one-eyed guide, with his fleece coat
of many colors, his purple turban, and his white donkey, bid farewell and returned
to his territory. Their new guide was a tall, slender Chinese man, with a long queue
hanging down from under his black velvet bonnet. He wore blue corton Chinese
trousers, black leather Mongol boots with green trimming, and a gray cotton shirt
with a high standing collar and long slecves piped with black. Around his waist were
tied various colored scarves with silver and embroidery. He often stood motionless
smoking his long pipe with its green jade mouthpiece clamped in his teeth.* He
was originally from Paotow, but had grown up in this region and worked in the salt
works. Frederick paid him five dollars to guide the caravan to Wang Yeh Fu, with a
one-dollar bonus if he guided them safely out of the desert.

After the Salt Well Camp the caravan came to a parting of the trails, one
leading southwest to western Kansu, and the other south to Wang Yeh Fu, a hun-
dred miles away. The following two days the party “ate bitterness” again as they
stumbled along poor trails and searched for hidden wells. High winds blew and
filled their eyes with sand. The camels grew increasingly weak, and at times the dri-
vers had to flog them onwards. Skeletons of dead animals lictered the sands sur-

rounding the wells. Camels lacked the spirit of horses and men, the camel drivers

explained; once worn out and discouraged, they lie down with their [oads on their
backs, and refuse water and food until they die—sometimes only feet from the

wells.* The expedition struggled on.

The markers in the desert now changed from piles of stones to high stacks of
twisted branches and roots called obos, which marked the trails. Each time a caravan
passed, the travelers would deposit a branch on top of the pile. These large obos
dotred the landscape and gave the guide mysterious directions, obscure to the for-
eign travelers. The branches proclaimed the availability of tees, and where there

were trces, there was water. The caravan lumbered on.

THE FINAL OASIS

More sand dunes rose ahead. The camnels strode on undaunted, but every man on the
tearn had to push and pull the carts through the deep sand. This slowed che journey
down and they crawled through the heavy dunes from Hato Kutuga, with its small
trading post, to U Djor Tau Li. Finally, the countryside fartened. At Cha Hor Lei
they camped at the site of a ruined trading post near a large, clear spring. Here they
met a caravan of one of the local lords, Ta Tung Kung, who arrived with Mongol
soldiers as escorts. A beautiful Mongol girl was also at the well with her camels. Janet
and Susanne were a novelty to the Mongol girl, and she showed off her beautiful ear-
rings and elaborate coiffure. Janet, in turn, displayed her watch, bug lights, and
sewing kit. She gave the girl a needle and some chocolate, concluding that they had
been able to express chemselves “in the untversal language of womanhood.™

The next morning the caravan was awakened by a group of stallions, mares,
and colts that arrived at the well for a drink. Later, more caravans arrived. Dawn
brought a group of Mongol women with she-camels and their young, a Hock of
baby camels of all ages and colors, including a pair of pure white three-month-olds.
The oasis grew busier as the morning progressed with flocks of goats and sheep,
camels and horses, some fierce Mongol dogs and mules. There was a continual air-

cus performing for the expedition as they sat happily in silence on the grass.



T'he caravan unloaded for the night, trading post yard, Ch-ang Fan Ch-uan, Inner Mongolia,

April 7, 1923
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The Little Poplar Temple altar with praying dieties, Wang Yeh Fu, May 192
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Temple courtyards in pure Tibetan style, the Great Monastery ac Kumbum

Qinghai, September 1923

Right: Prayer wheels in the courtyard of the monastery at Kumbum, Qir

September 1923
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The expedition pauses in
the Tibetan grasslands,

Qinghai, September 1923

Right- T'o Run villagers
returning home with their
goats, Wei Yuan Pu,

Kansu. “On

September 1923
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A typical black Tibetan tent made of yak hair, Qinghai, September 1923
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Tibetan cowboys rounding up yaks near Lake Kokonor, Qingha, September 1923,
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T'he Yellow River with

where the Wulsin expedition raft was loaded, ¢



T'he National Geographic Central China Expedition floating down the Yellow River from

Lanchow to Paotow on their return from their journey of nine months, October 1923
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The East gates of Wang Yeh Fu, Alashan, Inner Mongolia, May 1923, “It is & fairy ity w ith its
towers, and pagoda, its fresh greeit trees that onr eyes devoured, and its old lama tewple of brilliant colors and

peacefitl courtyards."—J.E.W., August 6. 1923




THE KINGDOM OF WANG YEH FU
The expedition had now finally reached the end of its long camel journey
across the desert. They had traversed 450 miles over arid, desolate plains,
marching for twenty-nine days and pausing for ten to collect specimens,
rest, and shelter themselves against violent dust storms.’ They were tired
and dirty, but exhilarated to find themselves in a verdant landscape.™

At sunset, six days from the Salt House, Janet was overjoyed to
glimpse a farmhouse with trees and a brook in the distance. They rode
on, and soon green fields with lush grass and a roaring stream welcomed
them from the desert. That night they camped by the stream. Janet lis-
tened to the animals grazing and the stream flowing as she fell asleep.

On the ﬂ)llm\'mg morning, May 3, 1923, the caravan rode on, catch-
ing glimpses through an occasional gap in the hills of the medieval walls
and towers of Wang Yeh Fu, capital of the Mongolian state of Alashan.
At last the meandering city wall came into view, “a fairy city with its tow-
ers, and pagoda, its fresh green trees that our eyes devoured, and its old
lama temple of brilliant colors and peaceful courtyards.”* All was silhou-
etted against the snow-capped, ragged crests of the Ho Lan Shan
Mountains on the far horizon while Mongol caravans passed slowly in
the distance.

AAS ‘]]f\' Pr\)c('\:dtd K]]TOllgh Ihk‘ (7llt5k]rr5 Of (]')C town, (]]L"\' Pﬂ)S(\d
busy farms with trees, lively brooks, and large cultivated gardens.
Suddenly, from a small rise, Janet saw the full panorama spread out
before her. Ancient adobe brick walls surrounded the town in a long
oval. High, pagoda-like watchtowers perched above the wall, reminding
Janer of those in oriental manuscripts. On each side of the walls she saw
lﬂl'gl \)Pl?n g.“'dfn\. -lnd ]\)\\ hUlL\L’}. more \}‘:‘CIOIIS [hﬂ” (]]USI‘ )l‘lf [\-1d

seen elsewhere in Mongolia. The walled rown was surrounded l\)’ reen

hills with dense forests on all sides, which added to the weary travelers The east wall of Wang Yeh Fu, May 192

sensation that they had finally stumbled onto Shangri-La."



Janet reflected:

The days in the Alashan Desert were something we were glu.f we did, but don’t want to

repeat. Ten hours of steady marching and then a hole in the sand of such brackish water that

even the horses won'’t touch it, is no_fun. But those days are memories now, and I am glad

to have seen those acres and acres gf murf, m[[mg mm{, and weird d\va!/m' Irees, like u_ﬁ‘n

est bewitched.'

The kingdom of Alashan stretched for about three hundred miles from east
to west, with its southern edge resting on the Great Wall of China and its northern
border lost in the Gobi Desert. It had been established in 1760, when the Eleuth
Mongols defeated the Kholkeit Mongols from the Tibetan region of Kokonor. The
victorious tribe then sought recognition from the emperor of China, who granted
them the lands and ordained the new territory of Alashan under Chinese adminis-
tration. The province eventually included a mixed population of approximately

three hundred thousand Mongols, Manchus, and Chinese. The walls of Wang Yeh

Fu still bore a Chinese inscription to commemorate the city’s founding.

The people of Alashan were primarily nomadic herdsmen, although there
was something of an official court in Wang Yeh Fu. The kings of Alashan had
become popular with the emperors of the late Manchu dynasties, and they married
several daughters of the Imperial family. Consequently, a few rich Manchu families
still remained in this remote kingdom. The present government was a monarchy
under old Mongol laws. The king derived his wealth from the export of salt, the
equivalent of gold in the desert. The salt was shipped from Tongkow, the other
small city in Alashan, down the Yellow River to Peking by raft. These salt revenues
served to finance the kingdom.

T'he king himself lived in Peking and left the administration to his younger
brother, the regent of Alashan, who soon became a great friend of the Wulsins.
However, the real power lay with the Chinese magistrate at the Chinese garrison
nearby, as Alashan shared the fate of other principalities of Inner Mongolia—the
gradual encroachment by Chinese settlers onto agricultural lands. It was evident to
Janet and Frederick that soon most of the lands of Inner Mongnlm would

become Chinese hsiens, or boroughs.

A Mongol family strolling along the walls of Wang Yeh Fu, May 1923.




Wang Yeh Fu was scparated from the Chinese valley of the Yellow River by
the high, narrow range of mountains, the Ho Lan Shan, which towered up ten
thousand feet. The town encompassed one amin lama temple, in half-Tibetan style;
the King’s semi-modern house, set behind a large garden; the yamen or government
office, a row of plain brick buildings behind an ornamental arch; and the homes of
many lamas and rich Mongols, who lived in spacious houses with fine furnishings.”

As soon as the caravan traversed the dirt road over a wooden bridge with
mud parapets into the town, they happily paid off the camel drivers, and were
rather unceremoniously dumped in the muddy courtyard of a rundown Chinese
inn with low rooms opening onto the courtyard. Janet described the scene:
“The roof has just leaked onto my bed, and we are in one of the filthiest holes
imaginable. I am huddled in a fur [sheepskin] coat with my feet encased in huge
boots, which are resting on the table to keep them off the damp, mud floor.™~

Over the next three days, Janet and Frederick were objects of fascination
for crowds of curious townspeople who came to have a good look at the unusu-
al strangers. The crowd gathered around the doors and windows to stare inside
and wandered into the rooms the moment Janet and Frederick turned their
backs. For three days, they could find no privacy. “When we closed the door of
our room the more curious would squeeze close to the window, block out all
the light, and poke holes through the paper windowpanes with their fingers,"
wrote Frederick. In desperation, he and Janet washed their hands and flung the
suds and water into the courtyard, causing a shower that allowed them a tempo-
rary reprieve from prying eyes. When all clse failed, they resorted to climbing
onto the roof and pulling the ladder up behind them.

They finally found comfortable new quarters in the house of Mr. Mung,
the postmaster, whom Janet described as “a shrewd Chinese who has become
almost a Mengol, but tho’ suave in manner he is a rascal in reality™ Mr. Mung
was a prominent citizen who ran the grain and feed store, the wine shop, and the
post office. On the lower level of his grain shop was a donkey-powered flour
mill. Wearing a long black pigtail and richly brocaded robes, he served as the
party’s guide throughout their month-long stay (sce page 16).

14

The Wulsins house, on “East Wall Strect” near the main gates, was quict
and beautiful, with a kitchen, a taxidermy room, and wooden lattice shutters
welcoming the cool brecze from the surrounding hills. Janet and Frederick rent-
ed six rooms to share with the Emerys, for which they paid the equivalent of a
dime a day per room. The staff stayed in the inn, nearby. As a protection
against lice they had the rooms whitewashed, then proceeded to set up their
camp cots, stack their books in a corner, and install themselves in relative com-
fort after their long descrt journey.™

Janet settled into her new home with pleasure. “The weather was perfect,
food was plentiful and if you ever saw joy radiate from humans you ought to
have seen us when we ate our first spinach. We hadn't tasted a green thing for
weeks,” she wrote.” She commissioned the village carpenter to create a few
pieces of office furniture for Frederick and large work tables for the taxider-
mists to work on their specimens. From the rooftop, Janet could sec Wang Ych
Fu spread out around her, the walled city rising to the north and the flat roofs
shaded by groves of trees. Three mud forts on the northern wall broke the sky-
line. Each evening she watched the town trumpeters sound the daily retreat
from their medieval towers."

On her frequent strolls along the city walls, Janet passed lamas in their
deep red robes, soldiers off duty, officials who still wore the colored caps with
buttons of former Manchu times, and rich Manchu ladies in fine silks who
strolled with dignity on tiny feet. Wang Yeh Fu was a special oasis for Janet.
There she and Frederick found privacy and united in their efforts to document
the fascinating life of the town.

Janet and Frederick's days were busy, as they created a makeshift dark-
room in their house and roamed Wang Yeh Fu, taking photographs that they
printed in their darkroom late at night. Janct helped develop all of the film,
and carefully inventoried cach negative in small negative binders that survive to
this day."

The long strect of blacksmiths, coppersimiths, and carpenters became their

favorite photographic hunting ground. The carpenters used logs that had been



Trumpeters sound the retreat from the ramparts of Wang Yeh Fu ar dusk, May 1923

transported by donkeys down from the mountains, sawing them with large old-
fashioned Chinese double saws. They built frameworks and low doorways for
yurts, small portable cupboards, chests and boxes, watering troughs, and wooden
linings for desert wells.“ Nearby, coppersmiths hammered our large circular warer
casks, nearly two feet in diameter, to be hung from camel packsaddles. They also
forged pots for tea and small cooking pots.

Most of the commerce flourished on the shady side streets that opened
onto the main street of the town. A merchant usually stood behind his counter
with his wares piled on shelves behind him. His apprentices, in long blue gowns,
dashed back and forth to tend the stove or bring goods from the back room. The
smaller merchants set up awnings in the street and spread their wares out on the
ground. The blacksmiths set up their anvils and forges before a client’s house
under an awning, and worked right on the street. Dyers hung long strips of drip-
ping blue cotton cloth to dry in sequestered nooks throughout the town. Down in
the stony streams, half-naked young men set sheepskins and goatskins to soak,
then bear and scraped them for market.

On the main street, the big trading companies established themselves
behind imposing Chinese gateways in large courtyards. Here large camel caravans
unloaded their wares. In the quiet side rooms off the courtyard, merchants sipped
tea while bargaining ruthlessly. Most goods came to the town by caravan. One day
the town would be flooded with stamped tin washbasins, and the next week none
could be found. The Mongols from the region came into town to shop, leading
their camels from booth to booth. Once loaded, they returned to the desert.”

Janet and Frederick were fascinated by the short, stacky Alashan Mangols,
with their round faces and weather-beaten bronzed skin, who were different from
the Mongols they had encountered in the desert. Their eyes were dark brown and
their hair was black and straight, rarely worn long. In nearby Urga, the women
wore their hair in great horns created by filling the hair with glue and letting it
dry in chat shape. Janet tried to photograph them, but they were oo skittish. The
Mongol farmers who came to town wore enormous hobnailed boots with flat,

stiff soles that l'cqum‘d them to (rudgc with cheir shoulders forward, their heavy




feet set down as if stumps.” The local population was varied and inspired the
photographers.

Janer and Frederick now had new insights on field developing. Frederick
described their challenges:

l.ﬁ"J ,’:A” ’),'{ (“[‘f“ h'”k S)’,\‘Il'l“ ;:] df\‘([l‘}"”‘g [l”‘ﬁlnl \\'\V’".‘ \'f’j\' \\‘{'” TIH'Y{ are O”[)' wo
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room, and that it is very J_rffimh to get enough wash water. North China is quite a dry

country, and Mongolia is very dry indecd. Water is carried to our house in town in buckets,
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with buckets."*

To avoid this clumsy performance, Frederick asked his brother, Lucien, to
send him an Abercrombie & Fitch portable darkroom. These were made to order
and would take months to arrive in China. Nonetheless, Frederick wanted a solu-
tion to the darkroom problem—no matter how long it took.*

He continued, “The National Geographic Society persuaded me to buy a
4 x 5 view camera, fit only for tripod work. I have found that it is no better than
the Graflex for tripod work—Iess convenient, in fact—and very much below the
Graflex for everything else. ... Altogether, I think it is a lemon!"*

The cameras survived the desert crossing, but Frederick’s guns were in
serious disrepair. A rifle sight was broken, as well as a shotgun stock, and the
Parker 12 was so full of sand that it had to be dismantled entirely. There was
.IISH a rL’\'Ol\'l'r out “( Ordfr. ‘A rcmﬂrkﬂl7]c gunaml[h fr()"] [11(‘ Shﬂ"gha] ﬂrsfnﬂL
who mended the local soldiers’ rifles and worked on the side for special clients,
repaired the guns. Frederick had never seen better work in either New York
or Paris.*=

The urban Mongols of Wang Yeh Fu were relatively rich. They owned pros-
perous farms with irrigated fruit and vegetable gardens adjoining their houses on

the edge of the town, bur their gardeners were usually Chinese. In general,

Chinese staffs administered most of the work and trading for the largely Mongol
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A local lama sitting with Mr. Mung (right), the expeditions landlord and guide throughout

their stay in Wang Yeh Fu, May 1923.

population. One member of the Wulsin party asked Mr. Wu what a certain man
did for a living. He replied, “Oh, he's a Mongol and he just lives there.” Most of
the local Mongols were traders or minor government officials who followed local-
ized forms of Chinese customs.

An introduction to the royal family allowed Janet and Frederick to pass
through a special portal of local life rarely seen by foreigners. The regent of
Alashan, the younger brother of the king, remained in Wang Yeh Fu by royal
command. He was half Mongol and half Manchu, and spoke both Mongol and
Chinese. He was intelligent, somewhat traveled, and stuck in what Frederick
described as “this hole” with “nothing to do, and scarcely a shadow of power."
Slim and elegant in his black silk long Chinese gown, he was fascinated by

Frederick’s cameras and guns, and did nor hesitate to drop in at their compound



at odd hours of the day or evening. One d.‘ly he |merr|1pl¢\‘[ Frederick having a

haircut, but, undeterred, continued his friendly questioning. He and Frederick

became great friends. The regent qul/,/\'d him endlessly about machinery, customs,

and politics. He inquired if false moustaches were much used in America. He
viewed this as a serious question, and insisted on a serious answer.”

Janet became friendly with the local women. The dowager mother took a
fancy to her, and greatly admired her hair and her simple Western clothes. Janet
described her as “a dear old Manchu lady who had married the former Mongol
Prince” who “urged us to smoke her water pipe and admired [my] bobbed hair
and stroked [my] hands."

One evening the prince entertained them at a “ghastly Mongol feast of
fearful greasy, dirty dough cakes galore.”** They, in turn, invited the royal family
to dine several times at their compound, serving them canned foreign food and
cigars. Despite “the awful, greasy concoction tsamba [barley mush]” frequently
offered to her, Janet found this new friendship “delightful,” and she spent

ent’s family. Some of the women had

happy hours with the women of the r

traveled to Peking and were far more cosmopolitan in their dress and customs
than the local Mongols. They were very small and delicate and smiled only with
their eyes cast down. The spirited dowager mother, however, dressed in the fash-
ions of the late empress dowager, Tsu-Hsi, in silks and brocades, wore claborate
headdresses, and looked Janet straight in the eye. Although she smoked often,
she tried to conceal her water pipe from Janet's camera.” She was, in true
Chinese fashion, the power behind the throne, and ran the household as the

mother of the prince (see page 119).

de from Iw}vnmgmph\, Janet busied herself with chronicling the growing
inventory of mammals, birds, flora, and fauna that the team was collecting from
the high mountain gorges nearby. Mr. Wu had posted big red placards in Chinese
throughout the town offering to purchase any animals. Soon a steady stream of
people invaded their courtyard, from old men with a few eagle feathers to small
boys with very active mice held by the tail. Mr. Wu, M. Ching, the botantist, and

the taxidermists did the more serious collecting by scouring the nearby mountains

-

The Regent of Alashan in the roval courtyard with Frederick's Graflex camera on a tripod

Wang Yeh Fu, May 1923




anet with Mongol bride and her relatives, Wang Yeh Fu, 1923 A Mongol bride (right) laughs with her mother and sister as her mother attempts to concea

her pipe from Janet's camera, Wang Yeh Fu, 1923



and the high plateau for specimens.” The desert offered little in comparison with
this lush countryside.

As in Shansi, Janet and Frederick again gained reputations as healers, and
their courtyard again became the center of a primitive clinic. Janet administered as
best she could to the ills of the population. She now had a wider range of medi-
cines than in Shansi, and could, at times, clean infections and bind wounds effec-
tively. The people were, by and large, healthy, but smallpox was a scourge.
Unf}n(umrv[y, Janet had no inoculation serum with her. Often the locals had their
own medical solutions. One herdsman came to the clinic with a high fever, and was
given quinine and ordered rest and a light diet. The following day, Janet saw him
outside the chief Buddhist temple, engaged in a long sertes of prayers and prostra-
tions that had been prescribed by a lama as an infallible remedy for fever.

In between adding to the collections, processing photographs, and cata-
loging new specimens, Janet and Frederick led a growing social life. Although
the townspeople of Wang Yeh Fu had initially viewed them with a mixture of
suspicion and curiosity, their warm reception by the regent of Alashan and his
family encouraged the rest of the community. Once the royal family had given
their permission to be photographed, word went out throughout the town, and
soon “all the great and powerful of the town came to F. [Frederick] to be pho-
tographed or doctored.”* With royal approval, Janet and Frederick pho-
tographed the wedding of the daughter of a rich local merchant. In their wed-
ding portrait the young couple is seated on either side of a table in typical
Wang Yeh Fu headdresses with their prized wedding gift, a clock, displayed
between them. The wedding’s hosts “tried to get us drunk on all sorts of evil-
tasting drinks. This is a favorite Mongol joke,"" wrote Janet. The foreigners
were gradually becoming an accepted part of the life of the town.

I'he Wulsins were entertained often by their new friends, who included a
Manchu family that lived in the southwest suburb, the local sculptor, a wander-
ing Mongol named Yang, the town jeweler, and Mr. Pa, the king’s representative.
Mr. Wu, who spoke both Mongolian and Chinese, often translated during these

social occasions, enabling the conversation to move more easily.

The mother of the Prince of Alashan with her daughter and grandchildren in the royal pavil-
ion, Wang Yeh Fu, May 1923

Their growing circle of friends also included the “High Lama Priest,”
who had been to Lhasa, the greatest holy lamasery in Tibet. He allowed Janet to
attend the services in the lovely old temple, which was half Tibetan and half
Chinese in architecture—a singular honor, rarely accorded to women. She
described the service as “barbaric in sound, great drums, gongs, trumpets six
feet long, small bells and the weird chanting of the ‘sutras. "

Frederick’s first impulse was to be skeptical of the lamas. However, as

time went by, he admitted,

as one gets to know individual lamas better, one’s impression changes. Many are sensible, kind

and devout men. Their religion offers no more violent insult to the human intellect than some

others. ... Iis effect on the Mongols has been excellent from the Chinese point of view, for it

ore and given barmless employment to the more active-

&

has moderated the Mongol thirst for

minded, besides moderating the growth of the [mpu/ulmu g
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The courty

of the temple in Wang Yeh Fu, May 1923

Outside of the town was a smaller country temple referred to as “the Little
Poplar Tree Temple”(see pages 92 and 121). This was a favorite haunt of the Wulsins'.
They made friends with the two lamas and were allowed to photograph them as well
as the altar of the temple itself with its gilded Buddhas and flower offerings.

After three weeks of processing and labeling their film, Janet and Frederick

carefully dispatched more than three hundred photographs back across the desert

to Peking—and eventually to Mr. Grosvenor at the National (irngx:\phlc Society.
Janet l|1nugh( some of them were unusually lovely and pmwd that Mr. Grosvenor
would agree.

During her stay in Wang Yeh Fu, Janet sensed that she had communicated
with the people around her. She felt settled, and she had reestablished her rela-
tionship with Frederick after their grueling passage across the desert. During their
stay, Frederick wrote a brief note to the Elliotts saying that they had a “swell

daughter,”” which conveyed much about his own )mmunvw, Little wonder that

Janet was reluctant to leave the tranquility of Wang Yeh Fu after what she called a
“perfect month.”*

Their departure was delayed by an important religious festival, traditionally
held on the first fifteen days of the fourth month. There were noisy services, of
“much banging of gongs and blowing of horns and firing off of powder,” accord-
ing to Frederick.”” Their departure was further delayed for six days by the late
arrival of the carts for the next leg of their journey. Mr. Mung, who was in
charge of their transport, seemed pleased that the delay would earn him another
weck’s worth of rent. Janet's assessment of him was correct: he was, indeed, a
shrewd businessman.

At last the six carts arrived, two for the Emerys and four for the Wulsins
and their staff, at a cost of $108 each for the journey of twenty days. They were
large enough to each sleep two passengers comfortably under their hooded roofs
of matting tied to wooden frames. Janet christened the carts “prairie schooners”
because they reminded her of the American “buckboards” as they rolled along the
Mongolian countryside over their large wooden wheels, five feet in diameter.
Loading the carts was a monumental task that took an entire afternoon and most
of the next morning. Everyone had purchased at least one of the colorful wooden
boxes made in Wang Yeh Fu; Mr. Ching purchased six for his botanical specimens,
and Mr. Lin purchased four. Frederick, a bit of a scavenger himself, nonetheless
managed to eliminate several hundred pounds of coal from the cook’s supplies, as
well as two enormous wooden packing boxes from Mr. Ching’s horde.*

Finally, on May 31, the caravan was assembled with “six huge carts drawn by

four mules each, like our U.S. prairie schooners, our six ponies, and ‘Dung Pi) the

donkey.”

After reluctant farewells, and a “big Chinese feast . . . with sixty to one
hundred dishes” hosted by the regent, the explorers were back on their trail of
adventures.” “We were the first Americans to go there [Wang Yeh Fu], and the
first scientific cxprdlrmn since the Russian (\')‘l\\n‘r, Kossof, I think, in 1900 or
1901,” wrote Janet.'!

Their journey took them south through irrigated farmlands with the distant

Ho Lan Shan mountains to the west and the sandy desert to the east. Janet could



“The Little Poplar Temple,” where the famas permicted the Wulsing to photograph che incerior

alaar adorned with offerings and flowers, Wang Yeh Fu, May 1923

see the amber glow of the desert’s heat in the distance. They traveled all day and
well into the evening under a full moon. The “prairie schooners” were on a
smooth sea for the time being, and the caravan found a safe resting place at a
comfortable inn late that night. The following night the party chose out of loyal-
ty to stay at another inn owned by Mr. Mung in a small trading post. At the inn
they met Dr. Enoch Anderson from the Swedish American Mission. He was the

At dawn the “s

first Westerner they had seen for over two months soners”
creaked out of the courtyard and headed for a pass through the Ho Lan Shan
Mountains. They passed broad valleys with Mongol shepherds tending large
flocks of sheep and goats, and an occasional farmer with carts of grain. Gradually
they climbed up the twisting, turning cart road. Janet glimpsed the walls and tow-

ers of Wang Yeh Fu disappearing in the distance far below.

NINGHSIA

During the days that followed Janet rode her pony, finding it “great fun, and
much more restful than a cart without springs."* Whenever she rode a camel, she
became dizzy and preferred to walk. The caravan finally reached Ninghsia, a big,
prosperous, sprawling city. The city had high walls, ornamental silos, and a bank,
where Janet and Frederick drew money to pay their staff and buy supplies for the
next leg of the journey. Their finances were complicated as the local bank only
dealt in Ninghsia taels that had to be transferred into Lanchow faels. These were
finally exchanged into silver Mexican dollars. A businessman's daughter, Janet
understood the elements of currency exchange, and oversaw the transactions care~
fully. Their funds were beginning to run low, as the expedition was costing more
than Frederick had .mnnpa[cd. Nonetheless, Janet and Frederick managed to pay
off their debts and the crew, using their letter of credit in Peking.”

Basic supplies were plentiful in Ninghsia. In the shops they found kerosene,
strong cigarettes, matches, candles, mirrors, and enameled cups. Canned food

offered a challenge. They purch.lscd three cans of pmc.\l\p]ci. The first one was



delicious, the second contained pears, and the third was full of peaches. One took
onc’s chances, despite the labels.<

During their brief visit to Ninghsia, Janet heard talk of streams of Russian
refugees who were fleeing the Revolution and its aftermath, making their arduous
way across to Peking without a dime to their names. Many died on their flight.
Occasionally Janet and Frederick found inscriptions in Russian on the walls of
their Chinese inns.* As the temperature now reached one hundred degrees by
noon, Janet and Frederick decided to rise daily at 2:30 am., load the caravan, and
depart no later than 4:30 am. to avoid the heat. The caravan then rested at mid-
day and traveled from dusk well into the evening, often by moonlight, stopping
late at night to sleep around a campfire under the stars. One afternoon, Frederick
spotted a herd of antelope, and spent the rest of the afternoon hunting one for
the collection. He also caught a fish a foot long that was swimming down the
road in water an inch deep, with half of its back out of the water. It too was
stored in the collection boxes."

Mr. Ching’s collection had now swollen into many more large wooden
crates. This required another total reorganization of the luggage. Frederick
described the challenge,

Just about so much bulk can be piled on and squeezed in, and e already bave reached the

limit. I bave four carts altogether. Mr. Ching’s collections take up most of one cart. The stores

of zoolagical collections take up another. The bagpage of the “Chinese arnty” takes up a third,
and Janet's bedding, baggage and mine, plus five trunks, two boxes of photographic equipment,
and one desk take up the fourth.”

The expedition still had many months of traveling ahead of them, some of
it over rough, steep terrain.

Night after night, week after week, the Wulsins and Emerys shared meals,
campfires, and the same tent. Janet reported home that she found the Emerys
“delightful companions, but the academic mind at times too persistent. ... The
atmosphere is a little too exalted for me at times. But it is fun to have another cou-
ple along””™ In Harry's determined battle against “the enemy” he became rigidly

disciplined, and somewhar controlling of the program and his interpretation of

their experiences. Janet liked him, and pitied him, but he was not a relaxed traveler.
Susanne, on the other hand, was casier, full of curiosity, and spoke even better
Chinese than Janct. The two women often cxplored the towns together. Although it
was never mentioned, there was an unspoken understanding between them about

Harry’s condition. Each kept a watchful eye on him. So far, all went well.

CHUNGWEI

Despite the heat and the carly hours, Janct found the trip from Ninghsia to
Chungwei extraordinarily beautiful. “I don't know when I have enjoyed a trip
more,” she claimed. The carts passed through rich, fertile valleys, ingeniously irri-
gated by a complicated system of dikes and canals. The new crops painted a vivid
green expanse dotted with white fields of opium poppies along the roadsides.
Small villages with whitewashed mud walls nestled in groves of lush trees. Scantily
clad children of all ages played in the fields near their mothers and their fathers.
Many of the farms had high walls with lookout towers and large arched gateways,
where grandparents sat to welcome their families home after a long day’s work.*

“At one time the country was full of robbers,” wrote Janet, causing the
farmers to fortify their farms. “Now [the province of] Kansu is ding ping (very
peaceful), and the bandits carry on their operations in more eastern provinces.” As
the caravan progressed Janet saw swamps full of “lovely water birds, ducks, cranes,
herons, gulls, and great trumpeting swans, all of which were added to the collec-
tion.” Two live baby cranes were captured and placed in a basket under Janet's cart,
where they swung for twenty days. She was amazed that they survived the journcy
to Lanchow.»

After four days of travel through the irrigated countryside, the caravan
began a slow climb to the top of a vast plateau, broken only by a small temple
and a few flocks of sheep. As they descended on the other side, Janet could see
the Yellow River winding its way through the cultivated plains far below. A patch-

work of canals and irrigation ditches marked the division between the sandy



Woman harvesting opium poppies in a field along the roadside outside Ninghsia, June 1923

desert country and the lush fields, often wmdmg into the desert as if seeking to
help irrigate the sand. The high wooden wheels of the “schooner” carts became
essential. Without them cargoes would have been flooded whenever the carts
crossed the marshy fields.

Late on the afternoon of June 10, they arrived at city of Chungwei with its

busy main street full of shops. Two American Baptist missionaries, Mr. and Mrs.

iott, welcomed Janet and Frederick. Janer questioned Mr. Elliotr about the pro-
fusion of opium poppies being cultivated along the roadsides. In response, he
described the local opium trade, known as the “opium squeeze,” in operation.
There were three men in Chungwei from Anwei, he told her, two of them offi-
cials who worked together. One distributed printed proclamations that prohibited
the planting of poppies while verbally encouraging the farmers to plant it, saying,
“proclamations are for form only.” The second official then fined the farmers for
planting the poppies, and the third man acted as a go-between. All three got rich
in the process. Mr. Wu added that one row of opium could be taxed or fined
thirty dollars a year, but that the crop would sell for two hundred dollars; a
farmer who planted an equal amount of grain would earn just thirty dollars.
Despite the scofflaws, everyone agreed that there was much less opium smoked

than before, because of the governments strict, though unevenly enforced, new

restricrions

Although Janet found many of the missionaries, whom she called the
“mishs,” a bit unsophisticated, she grew to appreciate their hospitality and respect
their deep knowledge of the customs, history, and terrains of the regions they
served. “The missionaries in my experience are always kind, and turn themselves
inside out to give the traveler everything that they have—often times going with-
out themselves.”* She found their “Lord will provide—Manna from Heaven
idea” a bit too fundamental for her taste, but after weeks on the move, it was a
relief to come to a welcoming mission, bathe, read the mail and newspapers, no
matter how out of date, and touch base with the Western world.”

The expedition abandoned their carts in Chungwei and continued by horse-

back and hired mule litters. The party had now expanded to four mules, six sad-



Temple in Chungwei, Kansu. “Here the desert of Mongolia comes down into
the Provinee of Kansu 1o touch the Yellow River. In the foreground is the beginning

of one of the canals which water the Ninghsia plain” —FER.W., June 1923




Crossing the Yellow River by ferry—Janet's mule litter is hoisted up the steep embankment

Ho Ts'wi Tze, July 192

dle horses, and rtwenty-eight lnnplr. xm]udln;y four soldier escorts. Large bales of
fodder for the horses were packed on top of the smaller wagons, causing them to
ult on the uneven ground
The new countryside differed dramatically. Gone were the lush fields, the
wamps full of birds, and the hillsides of bounding antelope. Now they
marched for days over an arid, unpopulated plain that gradually became a sandy
desert. “The road was "hung kow'—very bitter,” wrote Janet. “Bitter to the
Chinese traveler because the inns are poor, and food “'I‘}‘]‘ very, very meager.
Bitter to us was just monotony, for we had plenty of our own food and fuel”
anet watched with envy as a large raft floated quickly past her down the

Yellow River. Initially, it seemed an ideal way to travel, Later, however, she

heavy sand, Gan Tangze, Junc 14

The Expedition carts on a narrow trail in ve

glimpsed the raft stuck far out on a sand bar where it remained marooned for

the rest of the day.
THE GREAT SANDSTORM

Crossing the Yellow River by ferry the next day proved an arduous process. It
took two and a half hours to go upstream in the big boat of rough boards,
hauled by six men, and about the same time to return. At six the next morning,

three of the carts were loaded onto the boat. When the boat returned at eleven
n, causing an

1 heated debate about price broke out between Pu and the boatme



Sand Mountain above the Yellow River, Sha Ba T"ao, June 1923

“We crossed a sand mountain, straight wp four bundred feet of fathomless sand. The carts bad to be put on boats and were pulled around the foot of the mountain by

coolies. ..the horses went up over the mountain, two of them lost their footing and slid the whole way down, rolling over and over”—J.E.W., July 19, 1923

hour’s delay. Finally, at noon, the last three carts were loaded. The second trip,
however, hit a rock in the channel, causing another delay. Meanwhile Frederick,
Mr. Wy, the two grooms, and Mr. Ching’s local guide led the cart horses up the
steep, sandy incline over the mountain. Janet described the experience: “We
crossed a sand mountain, straight up 400 feet of fathomless sand. The carts had
to be put on boats and were pulled around the foot of the mountain by
coolies... the horses went up over the mountain, two of them lost their footing
and slid the whole way down, rolling over and over."*

Meanwhile, Janet and Susanne traveled around the mountain in their mule
litcers, following the shoreline of the Yellow River. Janet was terrified as she

watched the horses plunge down the four-hundred-foot sandy cliff above her. She

wondered whether she too would land in the river. Susanne’s litter did tip over

later in the afternoon, but not on the sandy slope of the mountain.”
Exhausted, the team finally reassembled at the top of the treacherous

cliffs. As they proceeded across the crest, a ferocious sandstorm arose, blind-

All eyes quickly filled with sand, despite

ing the travelers and the animals
goggles. The blinded party groped its way forward. The wind whisked sand
in long hissing streams from the tops of the dunes, whipping it across their
faces with a burn. More sand howled up from below, flew along the edge

of a dune, and sailed sn‘nlgh[ up n a plum(. scattering sand far and wide.

Frederick yearned to film the spectacle, but feared that the sand would ruin

his cameras.™



As Janet lurched forward, clutching her goggles against the wind, she pitied
the mule men who were struggling to control their terrified animals. The wild-
eyed beasts were ready to stampede over the cliffs to their peril. When the winds
subsided the party stumbled into a small temple to take shelter behind the walls.
There, a hospitable carctaker brought bowl after bowl of strong Mongol tea to
the weary travelers. This was the last habitation they saw for the rest of the day.

Thinking that the storm had subsided, the caravan sct out again. The wind
had now shifted from the south to the north, however, and began howling again
in cold gusts. The trail was blown from view, and visibility dwindled to a few fect.
Suddenly, a torrential rainstorm poured down on the windswept band, scaring the
animals once more. Soaked and caked with sand, the caravan crawled along the
ledge. At the end of the narrow trail Frederick spotted fossils of sandstone lying
exposed in the yellow sand. One scemed to be of an elk horn, others of plant
stems. The tired group gathered as many as possible, stuffing them into their sad-
dlebags and shirts. These fossils were an unexpected reward at the end of a haz-
ardous day. They were later considered one of the prizes of the collection.™

As they crossed the dry countryside of lizards and hard carth, water was
again in short supply. At the small village of Ing Pan Shuwei, they sent six donkeys
seven miles into the mountains twice a day to fetch potable water, as the local
water was undrinkable. Remembering their shortages back in the Alashan desert,
everyone dutifully filled their water bottles from the donkeys when they returned

from the mountains.

THE BRIGANDS ARRIVE
The desert was never quiet for long. Outside the village, their journey was sud-

denly interrupted when a group of cight men on horseback in Chinese army uni-
forms clattered past them. Several were armed with two rifles each. Janet noticed
that two other men had been riding ahead of them, each with a lead horse. They

were traveling fast and gave Frederick a perfunctory salute as they disappeared

128

into the desert. Moments later, a detachment of twenty soldiers rode by in hot
pursuit. They informed Janet and Frederick that the men were brigands who had
attacked a salt storchouse two nights before, killing a few guards and stealing their
rifles. The troops hurried on. Janet breathed a sigh of relief that their caravan had
not been the target for the robbers. She had recently read the gruesome tale of a
young missionary, Dr. Susie C. Rijnhart, who had traveled across the mountains
from Szechuan with her husband and young son in 18gs. Robbers murdercd her
husband and son, and the young widow was forced to procced, starving and bare-
foot, to the holy city of Lhasa. Although Kansu was considered safe, brigands
roamed widely throughout the territory, and Janet heard many blood-curdling
tales during her travels.

The following day Janet and Frederick stopped at the salt warchouse, where
a guard of twenty soldicrs greeted them. One man was barely alive, but recounted
the story of the massacre in halting gasps. Two members of the guard had
enabled the robbers to enter the warchouse while the soldiers slept with their guns
lined against the wall. The invaders shot and wounded the soldiers, scized their
guns and scveral thousand rounds of ammunition, and fled.

Frederick and Janet tended the wounded as best they could. The men, lying
naked under blankets on the straw-covered floor of a dark stable, were courageous
and uncomplaining. Tivo had been shot in the chest. Janet thought they would
recover, with the exception of one man who had been paralyzed by a shot through
his spine. The scene reminded Janet of her time in France tending soldiers during
World War 1. These men, however, were not so lucky, for there was no medical
help for miles.

Janet and Frederick departed reluctantly after doing all they could for the
wounded men. They pressed on towards a new landscape. After a torrential rain-
storm cleared the air, the caravan approached giane cliffs of yellow loess that rose
from the sandy valley floor. The canyons were a hundred feec deep and more than
a mile long, with sheer walls of earth rising on both sides. In one place a cart
road ran right over the brink at the head of the chasm. The dliffs looked as if

they had been sliced with a sharp knife. Janet was amazed to sec entire families



The water wheel on the Yellow River at Lanchow, July 1923

living in “queer little caves, with wooden doors and wooden windows” cut into
the face of the cliffs.” Traveling through the loess country posed serious problems
for carts. Their wide wooden wheels sank into the thick sand, and they could not
move. Only by hitching all the mules and the horses to each cart, one at a time,
could they be dragged to the edge of the sand. It took two long days for the
entire caravan to weave its way through the cliff to hard ground.

At sunset, the mule-filled courtyard of their ramshackle inn commanded a
magnificent view back over the sandy bluffs, with their deep gullies and the green
fields beyond. Far off, a tiny village perched perilously on the edge of the cliff in

the mist (see page 137).

LANCHOW

On June 20, “after many windings through what seemed never-ending, bare, yel-
low hills, we saw again the Yellow River and Lanchow in the distance. What a
lovely sight—a green plain full of ripening crops and gorgeous trees, and
Lanchow with its thick, irregular walls, its great gate towers, its temple roofs and
the towers of many mosques, for this is a city of many Chinese Mohammedans,
lay before us,” she wrote.” This was the expedition’s first encounter with the large
Chinese Muslim population on the frontier.

After weeks in the desert sands, the bustle of Lanchow dazzled the expedition.

We

rossed l}.‘t: amous American built steel ['m{gt over the Yellow River, J[cng the cobble
,\',\'”t't! street [’,‘n‘“g}: ,hr' ”\"'llf gl”l‘, ("h{ w L‘“’h{ ,}:7\."(&’}' many narrow streets 4"\‘\\1]('1{ \\'II':
shops, with farmers, merchants, gentry and children galore, until we reacked our inn.

) voice cried out, “How do yoit do>" There was

ed in Chinese

Just as we got off our ponics, a bre

M. Andrews, the missionary, a six foot two E!lghi}.‘!mm_ under forty, dres
clothes, behind a cart with Mrs. Andrews and Mervyn, aged six. Mr. Andrews piloted the
b

men of the party into the dank, narrow courtyard of the inn, and efore we knew i,
Susanne and I were put in the Andrews' cart, and off we all started for the Andrews’ house,

which is outside the south gate of the city. ... They gave us a huge British tea with luscions
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cakes galore, yak's milk (the first milk we had tasted in months) and apricots that one could
cat raw. We ate as though we had never seen food"t
Finding lodgings soon became their primary concern.

Mr. Andrev

had .xfru‘m{, Mr. Ma Yea, a Chinese Mobammedan, who had a /'mw'ror

rent.....so off we trooped. . . through wheat fields and fields of opium poppys »"51[ | with the
beautiful masses of white blossoms. Into a little courtyard with flowering pants in pots, and
great bowls of gold fish. [We] found Mr. Ma Yea at his evening prayer (called the li-1i)
(The Mokammedans worship five times daily, and this was bis sunset worship. The “li-Ii"
over, he was \\r//‘mg to talk business

[The house] had a lovely upstairs room with round moon windows, but it was
crowded \wl/.[/'::rnllmf and curios: too many things. But he had another house not far away.
So we started Dﬂ and had another Im'//' hour’s walk I’:wn‘g/: the fields, across little streams,
past lovely pinkish temples, and we came to Fung Djai Lo. There is an old garden, now a
mass of vegetables, but redeemed by the poppy blossoms and many trees, and the house itself
has two stories and the big upper room overlooks every direction to the Yellow Hills and
graves, and I/r;‘gr“((,v of Irm[l/r.w at the north, 11(1'053'])(1/!& and lanes mz.frﬂxv'm\' to the walls
and towers of Lanchow on the south, and to the east VN«‘H‘V/I:‘“( and rows of willow trees,

and the hills across the Yellow River—and the west, the m‘\'rr-m({m; grave mounds of the

[mg—/l\golh‘n dead and n/wrl_ys the sunsets.

We aglm‘/ to take both houses. The first one for Fs Frede | “army,” the taxider-
mists, Mr. Wu, the collections, and an office for E The second house was for the Ab-Wau (the
Widsins and the Emerys) and the living establishment—home” for a month at least. Sixty
Mexican dollars a month covered the rest for the two houses."

T'hey had traveled eighty-six days from Paotow and twenty-one from Wang

Yeh Fu, surviving drought, sandstorms, and brigands
Mr. and Mrs. George Findley Andrews ran the China Inland Mission in

Lanchow, comprised of a church, a school, and a hospital. Their reputation

stemmed, however, from the role Dr. Andrews had played after the devastating

earthquake of 1920 when he took charge of the agricultural chaos and organized

flood control projects throughout the region. His role in civic affairs was as

A man carrying water down a rural road outside the city walls of Lanchow near the

Walsins' house, July 1923 strong as his role in the church. “Their hospitality overwhelmed us,” Janet wrote.



inchow, with Frederick

on the balcony and the garden of

opium pop

In a short time Janet and Frederick were engulfed in a microcosmic foreign

community,

Social activities began with a whirl. The Andress must have us mezt all the local “lights.” So
/’.m‘/h‘ had we brushed the dust off our clothes, before there were lincheon parties, tea parties,
dinner parties, and Chinese feasts At one dinner]| there were nine foreigners, a beauti-

fully set table, flowers, good local wine, and it seemed hard to realize that we were near the

borders of Tibet I Iong;rj 50 to shed [my carmp clothes that [I] bought tweo old Chinese

coats of ga s, and they were [my] dinner gowns

We »'m_mf with the Andrews wntil June 26th, and we were lvu.{y having a Chinese
tailor make us Chinese clothes for summer, buying and bargaining for a little furniture
for our new house, and doing the social .1.I'(u[/ tilt. Mr. Chun, the Postal Commissioner,
gave us an elaborate semi-foreign dinner, and his queer little Cantonese wife received the
guests with I'nn—.]m/{ an advance from old China. The Tuchen [sic] gave F ‘['n‘va,'rh"":
and Harry a feast with all the local officials, and F. sat next to bim and bad a fine time
The Civil Governor called in bis chair with an escort of eighteen soldiers who quite filled

up the Andrew’s [sic] garden. He was an affable man who continually pulled his wispy

moustaches. Even Mr. Ma gave us a feast—syeur landlord feasting you—in one of the
lovely temples at "On Chuan” (five springs) on the hills just a mile or two south of the
city. Father Van Dyke, a Belgian priest, and a relative of the great painter, who bas been

in Lanchow for twenty years, reveled in talking French with F, and above all in dis-

cussing photography. He takes beautiful pictures, and E has him enthusiastic about pho-

ih
v

g for the National Geographic

T'he Wulsins reciprocated the hospitality.

We were a novelty to the little foreign community here, and they loved to come and
and they did come, and stayed for hours

On July Fourth, as the only Americans in Lanchow, we staged a “blow out"™—

a buffer supper—the house full of flowers and lanterns; lanterns on the upper porch and

ly fireworks, which Py operated in the garden after dark

Like all true July 4tbs, it rained in torrents. We had our water-proof tent put up in

the yard for ¢

en. and they ate at a ligsle table inside and loved it. They bad onr small
d food, and

Tibetan dog to play with, a present from Mr. Ma. Inside the grown-ups git



for once our dirty old cook did himself proud, with an ice cream made with yak’s milk.
Susanne cut out a paper donkey of blue paper, and we pasted it on a sheet and pinned red
tails on it. It made a great hit, and Mr. Chun won. There were also spraying fountains, and

all sorts of elaborate things that the Chinese make so well, The rain stopped a little for the

fireworks, which [were] really /m‘rl:\' "
Frederick’s thirty-second birthday provided an excuse for another celebration.

we had a surprise ['H‘I/n{d_\' dinner. It was very }o[[_v—d I‘Ig cake with I/.‘r'rl_\'—l\\a‘

candles, ice cream again and many amusing stories. The Andrews sent E [Frederick] a gor-

grous bunch of dablias which grected him at breakfast. [One of the nurses] brought him a
birthday cake. I gave bim a pair of local Lanchow-made camel hair blankets, not bad ones.
The Abs [Emen

ed bim with a straw bat and two fans and agmr{fxd[\- written note in Chinese. E was

] gave him a chopstick set and some little brass bowls. The servants present-

Y”“A”: [‘I[J.\Td

In a short time, Janet had managed to create a life for herself and Frederick
in this distant city.

Despite their busy social life, Janet and Frederick had much serious work to
do. The zoological collection needed repacking and overhauling after twenty days
of bumping over rutted roads in the wooden carts. Skins prepared en route had
to be done over, for many had been only superficially cured for lack of time.
There were inventories to revise, three months of mail to read, and correspon-
dence to the outer world to be finished before they could move on.

The Waulsins found Lanchow a fascinating city. Located on the banks of the
Yellow River, the city rested within oblong walls, surrounded by Muslim suburbs.
The big iron bridge, engineered by Harry Emery's friend Mr. Karius in 1907, cov-
ered the river on the north bank, supporting caravans from the Turkistan road.
Inside the town of seventy-five thousand inhabitants were inns, shops, yamens
(civic offices), and temples—all the important elements for the life of the city.
There were few local industries of any importance, and the Lanchow plain,
blooming with opium, was large enough to support only a small city. For the first
time during their travels Janet and Frederick sensed ethnic and religious tension

among the local population. While for the most part there was a somewhat
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Crossing a rural bridge outside of old Taochow in the river valley leading to Chont,

September 1923



strained civil order, the Muslims and Chinese fought frecly on occasion, usually
stabbing frays that arose from small quarrels.”™

After two weeks, the Emerys, accompanicd by the Andrewses, departed to
visit the Prince of Choni, who reigned in southwest Kansu on the Tao River. The
prince, a great friend of Mr. Andrews, was a Tibetan who ruled forty-cight wild
tribes that inhabited the Tibetan borderlands. Andrews wished to inspect the con-
struction of a new bridge over the Tao River that was being built in case of trou-
ble with China. The prince believed that the growing civil war in the south might
warrant a hasty retreat to his Tibetan stronghold in Choni, where he lived on the
Chinese side of the river. As history would prove, his fears were well founded.

It was a nine-day journey through the mountains. Mr. Lin, one of the taxi-
dermists, accompanied the party, and planned to collect for two months in the
region under the prince’s protection. He took two mules, the three-barrcled gun,
one thousand assorted cartridges, and two hundred dollars in cash. He was given
strict instructions not to travel outside the prince’s terricory and protection.™

Meanwhile, as Janet and Frederick remained working in Lanchow, the rest
of the team scattered. Mr. Ching was dispatched to “botanize” the countryside
beeween Lanchow and Sining, and the zoologists rode south with their two mules
and their guns to collect birds and mammals. Bad weather hindered them, but
they nonctheless managed to collect a substantial collection of rare species.

Lanchow seecmed a paradise to Janer.

Lanchow is a beautifil city of 80,000 people—-a delicious climate, good food, meat, vegeta-

bles, milk, delicious fruits, lots of foreign goods for sale, though prices are naturally high.

Marco Polo came bere and many travelers since. It has never been captured, and is in good

repair and quite dean. In many ways 1 should like 10 :pmd the winter Imf,_fw it is a virgin

field for many of the scientific undertakings that E [Frederick] loves and the province is
pﬂmfll[ so that work can be carvied on.”™

She concluded her letter saying, “I will have to go now and blow up the
cook, and get the packing started for Sining.”™

Despite her own happiness, she wrote her family chat Frederick “is rather

discouraged about things and I hope his mother will come out, for she seems to

be the one person who can help him.”** Clearly, Frederick's commitment to
explore Kweichow weighed heavily on his mind. As Janet continued.
E[Frederick] talks of going to Hong Kong, Canton and Manila in January 1924, and then
going to Kwweichow in the spring of 1924. ... If F goes into Kwrichow, I will go up the
Yangize River with him, see the gorges, start with him into Kweichow, then retuen doson the
river to Shanghai and sail for America. Bus, of course, no plans can be made so far ahead. ™
With Frederick nothing was certain. He continued to have doubts that he
would measure up to the rigorous standards set by the National Geographic, and

was worricd that the expedition was already over budget.

THE ROAD TO SINING:
MR. WU'S TRAVAILS

Days of torrential rains prevented Janet and Frederick from departing on sched-
ule. Finally, the caravan—consisting of ten mules carrying the baggage, the mule
litcer, Pu, the cook, Jow, two grooms, six mule drivers, four horses, Janet's trea-
sured donkey, Dung Pi, and Mr. Wa—departed Lanchow for Sining. “As usual
there was delay and more delay.” wrote Janet.
Cmnlbling at the loads, lame mules, one oxause after another, trying to substitute a Jonby
for a mule when our contract called jor ten lvnggag{ tnules and rwo mules 10 arry my litter.
At last all our belongings were loaded. The others stored in the Lanchow house were
locked up. “Arn,” the Tibetan puppy was given a last kg, and an extra dollar bestoved on the
caretaker with the bope that the little dog wonld be well fed in our absence, and we were off . .
There wwere two roads to Sining, one a cart road that takes ligbl da_ys, and the other a
mule trail Ialziug six dnys. Becanse of the b{my rain, we Ilmugl:l it best to £ by the big road.
So we crossed the river on the ln'g steel bm{gf and went west for 40 li [ﬁflml mill:] :‘im‘ng
the Yellow River with the bigh, yellow bills of loess to onr north:™
Mr. Wu “scemed to be utterly exhausted and looked very ill"™ He told
Frederick it was nothing, simply a stomach upset, but at noon, he collapsed. After

sleeping for a while, he scemed to grow weaker and feel increasingly sick. Janec
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found his temperature to be a litcle below normal. Frederick and Janet finally
placed him in her mule litter, and the party turned back to Lanchow. Besides Mr.
Wu, Frederick was concerned about the mules. There were six bad ones in the lot,
some of them very lame and scarcely able to hobble. Three of the mules had been
falling all morning. Once back in the city, Janet escorted Mr. Wu to the hospital,
while Frederick upbraided Mr. Ma, their old landlord, who had arranged for the
mules. Janet learned that, “though intelligent above the average, [Mr. Wu] had a
fear of foreign medicine, and he was most reluctant to be left at the hospital.
However, I insisted and Dr. King said that he would make a careful observation
for two or threc days and then he could follow us to Sining."**

After leaving the hospital Janet rode around the city walls, as all the gates
were closed, to Mr. Ma's house, which was in the Muslim suburb.

E [Frederick] swith the aid of Pu was busy reviling Mr. Ma, threatening bhim, screaming at bim,

which is most effective with an Oriewtal—and the wpshot was that if Mr. Ma did not produce

twelve good tmules for us by nine the next morning, F would take him to the Yamen. At cleven

pm., dfter a fruitless day of 80 li [30 miles], and many difficwdtics we fell asleep. . .1”

The following day,

No chances were taken this morning about the mules. Ve got up at six a.m., so that Mr. Ma

could not blame us for any delay. He was rather pertuurbed as be hustled his men with the

loading. When all were loaded, we made each mule walk around the stable yard in order 1o

see the condition of his gs and feet. Two we refused to take, and then the torrents of sound

that issucd from Mr. Ma! I was glad we conldn’t understand. Two new mules were forth-

(oming, an extra clawse was added 10 the contract that stated !f the mules ever dlla)'{d us jor

a day, we need not pay for that day™

Mr. W, however, remained behind in Lanchow with his servant and per-
sonal baggage. Anxious to hear the medical diagnosis, Janet and Frederick came
to visit him in the hospital on their way out of the city. The doctor assured
them that Mr. Wu would be well in a few days, but it would be three weeks
before they saw him again. When they learned the true cause of Mr. Wu's ill-
ness, acute opium addiction, Janet and Frederick were dismayed and angry.

Although he accompanied them throughout the rest of the expedition, Mr.
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Wu's addiction became more and more apparent cach day, and by the time they
reached Peking he was no longer a competent manager. Opium was easily avail-
able everywhere in China, and could be purchased out of sight of foreign cyes.
In contrast to the situation with alcohol, a quiet opium underground operated
throughout the countryside, and Mr. Wu and the “team” had little trouble in
buying it wherever they stopped along the route. The Wulsins were surprised
that Mr. Wu had managed to operate efficiently for as long as he had without
their detection.
After leaving the hospital, they continued down the road to Sining. Janet wrote:
The trail follows the Sining River, which flows into the Yellow River. The country is uninter-
esting, bare loess hills with here and there cliffs of red sandstone, narrow valleys with fields
covered with small stones (said to keep the moisture in), where luscious melons are grown. We
ate folu tfjﬁtmll Iu'm{s, mulalonyr, wa!trmzlom, and two others tasting like })onqdrw, but
smaller. They were most refreshing in the beat of the day, and it gave me quite a thrill to buy
raw fruit off the vine in China, and cat it without being boiled.
“We had an exciting day the second day out crossing the Yellow River. This
time the trips took only ten minutes,” wrote Janct.* Frederick described the scene:
The ferry was a big, ugly, flat-bottomed boat of rough boards, handled by two sweeps [oars]
near the bow and a third at the stern, each with several men to work it. They carried loads
onto decked portions of the boat, unsaddled the animals, and made them Jump on board in
shallow water. Some balked in spite of yells and cries behind them. Then, cach front foor was
mugbl ina rope and hoisted slpamltly over the gnnmls. The hind jm bari, p!(fom_ o fo”ow.
On the way across some of the animals shied at the swirling waters and rocked the boar. The
swift current carvied us down several hundred yards. The borses jumnped owt, and clambered
MP a S’ffp ‘7“"’(. Tb’ Pﬂfﬁﬂg{fa' lb[ Wboll caravan was S4.}OV‘AI
After the crossing the caravan marched all day. Lacer, by moenlight, they
passed the three great water wheels of Lanchow, and continued into the village of
Hsin Ching where they spent the night ac the inn.
Their route took them through an isolated rural village where the women
had amazingly small feet, only two or three inches long. The little girls three or

e

four years old already had their feet wound rightly in bindings.



Crossing the Yellow River by ferry, Ho Ts'ui Tze, July 1923

Further along the trail, the faces of the people they met looked different.
They saw “a good many men with brown or blond beards” and observed that
“coal black hair was by no means universal."* Feet were no longer so severely
bound. Many of the locals seemed to be Chinese in color and costume, but
their features were different. “Their faces now seemed more square, the front
part of the chin broader, and the eyes more horizontal than the Chinese.” They
also began to see locals “with copper-colored skin, broad noses, heavy mouths
and chins."*
Janet became fascinated by the rumultuous past of the region.

The road to Sinning [sic] is very historic as the scene of much fighting during the

Mohammedan Rebellion of 1895. There were many ruined villages, forts and towers,

but as we drew nearer to Sinning [sic] (one of the Mohammedan strongholds of China),
the w//{gfx seemed very prosperous, many nes buildings, good crops, lovely gardens and
orchards and everywhere the “Hwei-hwei”" (what the Muslims are called in China),

with their little black or white cotton caps."

SINING

Just outside of Slnmg, Janet and Frederick were dcllghtcd to meet up with Mr.
Ching, who had collected 430 new species of plants in the mountains along the
To Tung River. Despite the constant rain, which had made it difficult for him to
dry his specimens, he had achieved splendid results.

Upon their arrival in Sining, after a journey of six days and 143 miles, the
Waulsins called on the China Inland Missionaries, Mr. Learner and Mr. Harris.
“They have a large compound, two Chinese houses, a school compound, chapel,
stables, vegetable garden, gate-house, all in Chinese style,” wrote Janer.

Their interiors are comfortable, but in atrocious style—zgolden oak furniture, antimacassars,

terrible photos all over the walls. . .. I never can understand why the missionaries cannot use

some sort of the outward signs of beauty that the Chinese have so a bundantly. I sholdn't

think it would injure their inner Christian life. But they would a great deal rather own an




awful chiffonier from Montgomery Ward, than a charming red lacquer cupboard
made in China."

Janet found Sining wonderful:

)vnjn‘[ Tibet in the /:1(;:% winds and the bare hills and high p/almn all around
Sinning [sic] has an altitude of 7000 feet, a delicious dry climate, a real tonic in the
air, cold winfers, sometimes 12 Jr‘grm below zero, but very little snow. It is a Qreat
trade center for all sorts of manufactured articles going to Tibet, and a market for
wool and skins and famous Chinese medicines going into China. The city is well
built, the wall in excellent repair, and, though the streets are dirtier and more smelly
than any Chinese city we have been in, there is an air of bustle nmfvfr;r:{z:'r life

everywhere. The mixture of [n\‘plf\ is amazing Here is a real Asiatic Nu'[ml!" pot,

Mongols, ]l[n‘musrfrmn the Kokonor, Tauguts, Chinese, Chinese Mobammedans and a

few strange aboriginal peoples that F. [F

erick] is keen to study. Occasionally, one

sees central Asiat

rom Turkestan [sic], with their curly beards, their high leather

.\/Wg and Russian rrﬁlgrr\_ whose tales must be /'uzrm'm/:r."g if we only understood

them. Several Russians we

hear, are trying to get a start in the wool business here
Sining played an important part in recent history. In the Mobammedan rebel-
lion of 1895 there were terrible massacres here of the “Hwei-Hwei” and the
accounts of the sicge of Sining and the bloodshed and destruction of the east suburb
where all the “Hwei-Hwei” are vr‘fuumi‘ to live, :~gr“nle/\ l/'c‘:/‘w[[nm rr\ul:ng
T'he mixed ethnic population of Sining was in great contrast to the pure
Mongols of Alashan and the Chinese in the east, observed Frederick.
The Chinese Mohammedans are an interesting study. It is not definitely established

from whence they came, some may have come from Arabia, some from Sammarcand

and some are pure Mongolian type. One third of the population of Kansu is

Mohammedan. They are a shrewd, fearless people, great fighters, large in size and
quite insolent as compared with the gentle, courteous ways of the Chinese. Each time

they rebel they think they can gain complete control of China. The Chinese fear them

l. For

but respect them, and because the Kansu Chinese fear them, Kansu is peace

. . \ i Chinese in Kansu join the general wval of the rest of China, it
The Wulsin caravan’s dramaric ascent from Pai Yuan Jung to Gantu over a mountain if the inese in Ka J EARTE

pass at 10,250 feet elevation, August 1923

opportune moment for the “Hwei-Hwei” to rise, and then the Kansu Chinese




Following the narrow cliff trail high above the Yellow River gorge at Hsing T'ong, July 1923

Frederick considered this to be the first “bad cliff day” of many. The caravan progressed slowly

lost more than he has gained. The Tuchun of Kansu, a pure Chinese, bas very little

power in the province for nine big Mohammedan leaders hold the real control

Janet found it interesting to discuss “the Mohammedan question” with
different missionaries.

Some think that soon there will be another rebellion, and when China is in utter

chaos, the “Hwei-Hwei” will fight and win Others say that the Mobammedans hold
ortant posts they want, that it is they who hold the peace in Kanst and on
the N.W. Chinese border—Tibetan border, and tho’ few foreigners like them, they
think on the whole I/uj\‘ are .l‘gou.l element. Many of the Mohamedan women here
ear green or white or blue cloth hoods with a long cape-like piece hanging down

their backs, but none are veiled as their sisters further west."”

Loess canyons with rutted cart roads and a small village on the cliff, I Wan Chuonze.

With the high winds of spring, and the dovvmpours of rainn which come in the erasion is rapid,

pearance in a few kours; th

road may change its surface a ered compltely

—FR.W, June 1923

KUMBUM: THE GREAT MONASTERY

Janet and Frederick decided to take a detour to Lusar, a village close to the
famous [Am.h‘cr) of Kumbum, only a short day’s journey from Sining. As Janet
described their visit,

This great Lamasery ranks second to Lhasa, and we could not leave Sining without making a

pilgrimage to it. We started at 7:45 a.m. yesterday morning, the road deep in mud after a
.10\\’nlpunr Jmmg the prg/}l, and followed a v‘u.\'/‘mg stream for about /f[‘/:‘m miles to Lusar.
The road, which was nothing but a trail, wandered through groves of trees, ripening fields and

reen

hills, emerald green, with soft £rass w bere many borses were grazing [ haven't se

anywhere in China and it was a joy to the eyes



The great French explorer Alexandra David-Neel had spent more than two

years in the celebrated monastery at Kumbum translating Tibetan books just

before the Wulsins arrived. She described the magical setting of Kumnbum as a

né

of the surrounding
and forced themn 1o turn around the rocky summit which supported the gompa forming a sea

nfip in ranges [that] arvested the passage of the clowds,
of white mist, with its waves beating silently against the cells of the monks, wreathing the
wooded slopes and ereating a thousand fanciful landscapes as they rolled by. Terrible bail-
storms would often break over the monastery, due, said the country folk, to the malignity of
the demon who sowght to disturb the peace of the saintly monks.™

Janet wrote,

We passed lamas on their way to the village in their red and yellow robes. . .. When we got
to the temple two of Fs [Frederick's] visiting cards were sent somewhere and a lama more
intelligent looking than most, came ont, bowed, and appointed a young lama to be our guide
around the temple. The Lamastry is situated on the two sides of a little valley, with a soft
winding stream flowing bebind the billsides. The houses and living quarters of the priests are
in the billside, and the temples in the valley are on the opposite hillside.

We were taken first to the great kitchens where priests were brewing Tibetan iea in
great copper caldrons ten feet in diameter, beautifully chased with the Buddbist symbols.

The stoves were the wsual 1nd affairs and the fuel nothing but straw, which younger lamas
continually fed to the fire.

From the kitchens, we went 1o the great Gold Temple of Tsong Kaba. Tsong Kaba was
born on the site of Kumbum. He was a famous Buddbist reformer who lived in the four-
teenth century, founded the Yellow sect of lamas, and made many changes in the forms of
Buddbist worship. Many are the legends about him. He is thought to bave learned from a
wrstern saint whom many belirve 1o bave been one of the carly Roman Catholic fathers. The
“Golden Tiled Temple” is revered throughout Tibet and Mongolia. It is a small building with
a roof of pure gold plate. Inside, it is full of wonderful relics, great banners of silk brocade
called “katas” (1ankas), wonderful lamps of gold and silver, thowsands of simall vessels burn-
ing buiter, a colossal figure of Tsong Kaba, said to be made of gold. All is in semi-darkness
which adds 1o the mystical effect, and the gleam from the butter lamps throw into relief some
beawsifully wrowght temple vessels, or the queer blank face of some saintly Buddbist image.

Everywhere the smell of rancid butier! Everywhere butter is burned, is placed in dishes for
sacrifice, and the priests even rub it on their filthy, never washed, bodies.

On the porth of the Golden Temple, pilgrims prostrate themselves onte hundred times,
and the boards are worn into grooves where their feet and bands touch. Near the Temple, is a
huge stone-paved conrtyard, surrounded by temples in pure Tibetan style, buge prayer wheels
with the ever-recurring inscription, “Om mani padme bum” (Oh! Lotus flower, Amen).
When we came into this courtyard, bundreds of lamas swere there, playing a game, I thought.
Some were seated with their great ved capes on, and their yellow bats. Others were standing
lavghing at their seated companions, and clapping their hands. You never beard such a noise.
As they clapped, they screamed a jargon of sound. They were praying. It was one of the most
extraordinary sights and sounds that I ever saw or heard—quite hypnotic in its effect, and
we found it bard to move away [see page 99].

We were taken into one great temple capable of seating twenty~five bundred priests.
The great pillars were covered with brilliantly woven rugs, skins of animals and the bright
“pulo” cloth of the Tibetans. It was a mass of brilliant, garish colors and to my mind would
have been wonderful in a more subdued light. Lamas were polishing various altar vessels, and
seeing to the many butter lamps. The smell was most borrid. We were allowed on the roof of
this temple, and got a fine panorama of the whole Lamasery.™
The mystical scene had also captivated Alexandra David-Necl:
In the vast edifice scarcely lighted by the lamps placed before the magnificent tombs and gilded
statwes of defunct lamas, the monks were seated motionless, attired in dark crimson togas.
They were chanting in deep tones solemn sentences of mystic wmport or transcendental philoso-
phy, which raised the mind above captivating illusions.*
Janct described their introduction to the living Buddha:
We had brought gifts for the living Buddha, and now we were to be allowed to see him. We
crossed a bridge over the litele stream, climbed the bill to a house painted red on the outside
instead of the usual white wash of the majority of the lamas’ howses. A lama, looking like a
Chinest Malvolio, with thin curling moustaches, a wicked looking eye, led us into a conrtyard
typically Chinese in appearance where we waited.

Soon a nice old lama appeared, beckoned to s, and led us into another courtyard,

where pansies, asters and many flowers were growing up between the flagstones. 1 wondered



Polishing brass lamps in the courtyard of the monastery at Kumbum, Kansu. “Cosatless lirtl
. FRW, August 192



Graves, Kumbum. “Opposite the entrance of the whole lamasery stand bright, great chortens (monuments), which

The courtyard of the Great Chanting Hall, Kumbum monastery, Kansu, August 1923.
mark the graves of cight famous lamas who were all beheaded at oce. We had feared that the lamas would object to our

photographing, but, on the contrary, they paid o attention to it”—J.E.W., August 1—3, 1923
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if they might have been lamas in a previous existence! Soon, another old lama with an
exceedingly smart face, and speaking good Chinese, came and led us into the presence of the
poor little “Hulcutsdkuto,” or In‘mg Buddba. The present incumbent is a small Chinese l'o_v of
thirteen years, with soft, frightened brown eyes, and a timid expression. He stood up to
receive us, and was dressed in the wsual red robe, perbaps a little cleaner than the average
lama’s. We presented our gifts, an Ingersoll watch, which shines at night, a compass, some loaf
sugar and a pale blue “kata,” the silken scarf that the Tibetans always give with presents. The
gifts were seized by the three old lamas, and I think the poor little Buddba will bave small
chance of ever enjoying his Ingersoll.”

Janet was puzzled by the concept of transfiguration.

One of the old lamas told us that the little Buddba had been 1o I’/l‘mg, and died there, and he

bad then returned to Kumbum. All was said px‘[‘ﬂ‘(![\' 3111!1‘7‘('/)'. It was queer to have this

Buddhist doctrine of transmigration so naively expounded. E [Frederick] made some polite
remarks to the Little Bur]d/:n, I}:mug/: Pu, and the poor d hild looked even more bewildered
Then we ’t_‘ﬁ It is quite a thing to be received [7'\' a Buddbist divinity, and I guess not many
of the Junior League girls of New York can boast of it.”*

She continued,

On the way back to our house, we saw more temples, one full of relics, old guns, stuffed ani-
mals, whose skins were covered with sticky butter, and coins. Opposite the entrance of the
whole Lamasery stand bright, great chortens (monuments), which mark the graves of eight
famous lamas who were all beheaded at once. We bad feared that the lamas would object to

our [7’;0Iﬂgm[7/)mg, but, on the contrary, /fuj\‘ ]muf no attention to it

ted

Cn‘mm[_y this spot 1<an” of [’mul_y, and I];r»/b[/c\wr\ of Buddba could bave s

no more [er’(/'ul and /Jm\'rnfy sm’mmu{ums for their meditations One wonders ]/‘ this



outer beauty does, in any slight degrec, add any beawty to their souls. There are over three

thousand lamas, some little boys of seven, others aged men nearing the end of life.”

Janet added, “You may find Kumbum on your map, under Ta Er Szu. It
means the Temple of the Ten Thousand Buddhas.”s

She beeame increasingly infatuated with Tiber.

If Kansu were not so far away, it would be the most perfect place to come cvery summer.

The climate is perfect, excellent food, plenty of milk and honey, and, according 1o the bymu

that blesses the land, delicious fruits. . . lots of interests 1o study along every line of science,

and from the art viewpoint, the great lamaseries, and the ruins in N.W Kansw, a territory
we can'’t even peep at this year. It bas been an altogether delightful sunsmer, and I only hope
the resuilts will please those who grant the funds. F. [Frederick] has over 700 zoological speci-
mens and over 600 botanical specimens.

On their return from Kumbum, Janet and Frederick developed their ninery-
six photographs of the lamascry. To their despair, only Afty-three of the negatives
were worth keeping, as most of the interiors were hopelessly underexposed.™
Those that survived were later transformed into hand-painted colored lantern

slides in Pcking (sce pages 9,—99),

INTO KANSU:
SINING AND THE TO RUN

Meanwhile, Mr. Ching had informed Frederick of the existence of an aboriginal
tribe, the To Run, only thirty miles northeast of Sining. The tribe of approxi-
mately two hundred familics, also known as the Tu Jeu, and as the T"an Bun or
“earth men,” was supposedly descended from a conqueror of the Sung dynasty
(AD. 960-1279). Janct and I'rederick decided to spend time exploring Wei Yuan
Py, the To Run village, to document and photograph the vanishing tribe.
Photography, however, would be extremely difficult, as the To Run were reputed
to be shy and apprehensive. Nonetheless, this was a cultural anthropologist’s

dream, as the tribe had yet to be studied by Westerners. The To Run were simple

rural farmers—unable over the generations to compete against the more cfficient,
competitive Chinese. They had gradually retreated into their isolated villages, as
their population diminished.

Wei Yuan Pu turned out to be a walled village with an outpost of soldiers in
the middle of a fertile valley. The Wulsins had to wait for two days of torrential
rains to cease before they could wade through the mud to a small compound of
farmhouses inhabited by To Run families. Their first encounter was with a bare-
foot young woman with long black hair and a decorative headband of wide blue
cloth across her forehead who fled down the strect at the sight of Janet's camera.
At the next farm, Janet and Frederick were more discreet and passed the time,
while Pu translated, discussing the weather with the To Run villagers. Finally they
bought a pair of shoes and a scarf and Frederick was able to get ten pictures.™

Janet described photographing at random in the isolated village. “On the
way we met family after family of Tu Jeu, but when they saw che camera, they
fled. Finally, we lay down in wait behind walls, and F. [Frederick] laid concealed
in the grass, and we thinrk we got some pictures.”* They were eventually able to
take many pictures of the To Run as they returned home in the brilliant sun.
However, taking pictures without the To Run knowing it was, according to
Frederick, “a real sniper’s job.”=

To Run families were scattered in several locations throughout the region.
Some were governed from Sining, others from Taochow by the reigning Loo fami-
ly who had ruled the To Run for nineteen generations. The current prince was
only sixceen, so his mother ruled for him. She was the daughter of the current
prince of Alashan. For six gencrations wives of the Loo family had come from
the royal house of Alashan. The Loo family judged cases, collected raxes, and
raised a small brigade of twelve hundred soldiers who could be called upon by the
Chinese authority. Neither armed nor drilled, Janet wondered how they could be
effective in times of battle.™

The To Run had no written language, but spoke a unique blend of Chinese,
Mongol. and Tibetan, a language that was similac to Chinese in struceure, buc

lacked tonal variations. Most of the words were unisyllabic. As many of the To
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Run had intermarried with Chinese, they spoke fluent Chinese for business, but
used their own language at home.

The majority of the To Run farmed. Their chief crop was ching ko, a cold-
weather wheat. They tended yak and hunted deer with old gingals (bows). The
women were rarely seen without a narrow Chinese or Tibetan bladder hatchet at
the back of their belts for collecting firewood. Both men and women spun heavy
woolen thread for homemade cloth. They smoked tobacco, not opium.

Their houses were low log cabins, chinked with mud, with roofs of sticks
and dirt, built around an enclosure facing a central court. Several generations lived
together in one house, with their animals stabled next door. They slept on carthen
kangs under woolen blankets, but there were no shrines or musical instruments.
They cooked in large iron kettles, like the Chinese, with the smoke escaping
through a chimney on the roof, shaped like a little mud volcano.

The To Run men were of medium stature and wore jackets of coarse cream-
colored woolen homespun that was durable and resisted the wet. Their shoes were
of a style worn in China several generations earlier. The women wore unusual and
distinctive headdresses. Both men and women wore black or green rimless hats of
cotton decorated with a green star on top, and a large button of green cord on
top of their black, wavy hair.*” Unmarried girls dressed their hair in twenty to
thirty tight braids that hung down all around their heads, and painted large patch-
es of red on their cheeks. The married women did their hair in a small knot at
the back of their heads, covered with a little brass cap that was held in place by a
harness of red or black cloth. In contrast, the Chinese women of the region oiled
their hair and brushed it into stiff, formal shapes or knotted it through huge
disks of cotton cloth.

Their diet was based on wheat, and they cooked steamed bread from the
black wheat flour. Yak milk provided butter and cheese, and they also ate an occa-
sional chicken. They drank dark Mongol “brick” tea, which they broke off in
chunks and mixed with water. Overall, the Wulsins concluded, the To Run were
“poor farmers, no equal for the Chinese,” and barely maintained a subsistence-

level existence.”” Mr. Ching described them as “just wanting to eat.”**
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Just before their departure Janet wrote a letter to Frederick’s brother Lucien about
the possibility of their mother, Katharine Wulsin, visiting them in China.
We are crazy to have her [Katharine], and I think it will help . [Frederick] a lot. She helps
bitn more than anyone in the world, and he needs help to unscramble some of his weird prob-
lems. . .. bas been very well, so far during the entire trip, in fact I have never seen him in
better shape. He gets a bit discouraged sometimes about the results of the expedition and the
lack of response from those at hote. So far the expedition has over seven hundred zoological
specimens, and over six hundred botanical specimens. August, of course, is a rich month for
the botanist and we ought to have at least one thousand specimens before we leave Kansu.
E seems to realize that if people at home know nothing of your work, you are forgotten.
The National Geographic Socicty before he left Washington took special data for a series of

publicity articles, and Mr. Grosvenor told E that there was to be a notice of the expedition in



/e < ATo Run woman in her doorway, Kansu, August 1923.
A To Run man, Wet Yuan