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THE DALAI LAMA
FOREWORD

In the natural course of things the older generation gives way to the younger
generation. And yet the spirit of the one is passed on to the other. The younger
generation in Tibet is just as determined to maintain their identity and to
struggle for justice and freedom in their own land as those who remember life
before the Chinese occupation. Similarly, our Muslim brothers and sisters
retain the spirii of iheir ferefathers in being proud to assert their identity as
Tibetans, specifically as Tibetan Muslims. Their solidarity is precious source of
encouragement for us all.

Irecently had the pleasure of meeting a group of Tibetan Muslims in
Dharamsala who had attended the First Conference of Tibetan Muslims. Like
a dream, meeting them reminded me of the days of my youth in Lhasa. When
we think back on those times an image of our Kashmiri merchants peacefully
conducting their business and engaging in animated conversation in the market
often comes to mind. They were an established part of Tibetan life. Similarly
our Muslim brothers and sisters from Ladakh, while observing their own
religion, seemed in every other respect to be following the Tibetan way of life.
This is why I have often noted that although Tibetan culture has been strongly
influenced by Buddhism, Tibetan Buddhism and Tibetan culture are two
different things.

This book Tibetan Caravan gives a vivid account of life in the Land of Snow
from the perspective of a Tibetan Muslim. As this story shows, when we were
free, we all lived together like members of the same family. We worked
together, undarwent hardship together and ate and drank together. Many of us
too have since experienced the ups and downs of life as refugees together. What
we all look forward to as Tibetans, whatever our religion, is living together
once more in friendship and harmony in a peaceful, free Tibet.

: "L\/
s

May 10, 1996






ISLAM IN TIBET






José Ignacio Cabezon

Islam in the Tibetan Cultural Sphere!

José Ignacio Cabezdn

Students of Tibet and its surrounding areas often treat Tibetan
culture as if it were homogeneous: ethnically, culturally, lin-
guistically and religiously. But this is of course far from true.
Walking the streets of Lhasa (the capital of Tibet) even today—
during a period of Chinese occupation, when the movement of
peoples is strictly controlled—one is struck by the diversity of
the city and its inhabitants; and one wonders what this Hima-
layan urban center must have been like before 1959, when people
from India, Nepal, Bhutan, Ladakh, Central Asia, Mongolia,
China, and even Southeast Asia had greater access to the “Place
of the Gods.”? Even though the confluence of peoples from
different cultures is only a shadow of what it once was, it is
nonetheless possible to imagine, even today, how diverse this
great city (and Tibetan culture generally) really was.

It was during a visit to Lhasa in 1991 that | saw my first
Tibetan mosque. Of course, Tibetologists like myself are not
unaware of the fact that Muslims exist and that they play an
important function in Tibetan society, but being concerned
principally with Buddhism (and to a lesser extent with Tibet’s
native religion, Bon) we—unconsciously, I think—work under
the presupposition that Tibetan culture is monolithically Bud-
dhist.’ We glean how unfounded that presupposition really is
only when confronted by something that challenges that ste-
reotype: a mosque in the heart of Lhasa, a walk through its
Muslim quarter, a conversation with a man who looks more
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IstaM 1IN TiBET

Kashmiri than Tibetan, and of course, the present book.

[t is one of the great virtues of the work contained in
these pages that it helps to break the stereotype of Tibetan
cultural homogeneity by providing us with a different perspec-
tive on Himalayan life in the period from World War I to the
final takeover of Tibet by the Chinese in 1959. More impor-
tant than the Himalayan societies that are the subtextual focus
of Abdul Wahid Radhu’s memoirs, however, is the lens that is
Radhu himself, for the author was a Ladakhi Muslim who trav-
eled throughout Tibet and Central Asia and lived for portions
of his life in Lhasa. Belonging to the family responsible for
transporting the offerings of the Ladakhi king to the Dalai Lama
(in the famous Lo phyag caravan?), his work provides us with
an invaluable insider’s perspective on Islam in the Tibetan cul-
tural sphere.’

Little has appeared in Western languages on this impor-
tant topic. The only full-length monograph on the subject is in
Urdu, and apart from an occasional short article,® we tend to
find only passing references to Islam in works that deal other-
wise exclusively with Buddhism in Tibetan culture.” Given this
state of affairs, the remarks that follow are meant at most as an
impressionistic (and necessarily incomplete) overview of Islam
in Tibet and its surrounding areas. It is my hope, however, that
this essay, together with the work presently being done by a
new generation of young Tibetan Muslim scholars in exile, will
one day lead to a more detailed and scholarly study of this
field, whose full and systematic investigation remains one of
the great lacunae of Tibetology.

Islam spread to Tibet from two directions. Moving from
Arabia through Persia and Afghanistan, it reached China
through the ancient silk routes in Central Asia.® From Ningxia
and other points in China it moved into eastern Tibet (Amdo).
Chinese Muslims, known as Huis,” eventually settled in Siling,
and the Kokonor region generally, and from there carried on
trade with central Tibet.'® Though many of these merchants
remained permanently in eastern Tibet, where large pockets
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are still to be found, some, like their brethren from the west,
eventually moved to Lhasa,!' where they preserve their religion
and customs in a small and tightly knit community to the present
day. The Lhasa Muslim community is composed of Chinese,
Kashmiris, Nepalese, Ladakhis, and Sikh converts to Islam (the
latter being descendants from prisoners taken during the Dogra
wars)."? They are divided into two quite distinct subcommuni-
ties: those of the Chota (Small) Masjid, who are principally of
Kashimiri origin (though those of Nepalese, Ladhaki and Sikh
origin are also affiliated with this group),"’ and the Bara (Large)
Masjid, who are primarily Chinese.'* Each group had its own
ruling council and leader (dpon po), with administrative ties to
different ministries of the Tibetan government.'

Known as the Ho pa/po gling pas, for the area of the
city (Ho pa gling) in which they dwelt and had their mosque
(the Bara Masjid = “Large Mosque,” also called rGyal lha khang
= “Royal Temple”),'® the Chinese Muslims of Lhasa tended to
be butchers'” or vegetable farmers (see Radhu’s account below).
Like the Kashmiri Muslims, they belonged to the Sunni sect of
[slam (Hanafi tradition), had their own imam, their own
Madrassa or religious school—in which the Qur’an and the basic
tenets of Islam were taught'®*—and had a separate cemetery
known as the Kygasha, 15 kilometers outside of Lhasa. Their
burial customs seem to have varied from that of their Kashmiri
counterparts.

Islam also spread from the West: from Turkestan,
Baltistan and Kashmir into Ladakh and principally through
Ladakh to Western Tibet and Lhasa. It appears that Baltistan
was conquered by Muslim forces around the beginning of the
15th century. Originally Tibetan Buddhists, the Baltis were con-
verted to Islam.'” In the late 16th century, during the reign of
the Ladakhi King ‘Jam dbyangs rnam rgyal, the Baltis, under
the leadership of Ali Mir, invaded Ladakh and “burnt all of the
religious books with fire, threw some into the water, destroyed
all of the temples, whereupon they again returned to their own
country.”® Although it disappeared throughout substantial por-

15



IstAM IN TiBeT

tions of Central Asia,?’ Buddhism was revived and thrives in
Ladakh until the present day. However, in the mid-17th cen-
tury the reigning king, bDe legs rnam rgyal, was forced to con-
vert to [slam (and to build a mosque in Leh) as a condition for
receiving the help of the Moghul ruler of Kashmir to fend off
the invading Mongols.?? His heir, however, continued the spon-
sorship of Buddhism. Later Ladakhi kings would at times show
an interest in Islamic culture of their own free will (see below),
and today there is a sizable Muslim community in Ladakh (in
its capital, Leh, but principally in Kargil, western Ladakh) that
consists of both Ladakhi and Kashmiri Muslims. Islam also pen-
etrated Nepal, where pockets of Muslims are found—even in
the culturally Tibetan portions of the country—to this day.?

Unlike Ladakh, the area we consider to be Tibet today
experienced neither Muslim conquest nor forced conversion to
Islam.?* A variety of Tibetan sources attest to the fact that Ti-
betan rulers conquered large portions of Central Asia up to
Persia.”® There are also reports of Muslims ruling (and even
founding!) Tibet,? but all of these accounts must be taken in
context. During the 8th and 9th centuries, Persians, Uighurs,
Turks and Tibetans vied with one another for control of por-
tions of Central Asia.?” In one particularly interesting episode
we find the ruler of Kabul, originally a vassal of the Tibetan
king, converting from Buddhism to Islam (sometime between
812 and 814 A. D.) and capitulating to the Arabian ruler Al-
Ma’mun. As a token of his sincerity he is said to have presented
what, from the descriptions, appears to have been a gold Bud-
dha statue to Al-Ma’mun, who sent it to Mecca, where it was
melted down to make coins.?® However, these and other such
incidents occurred in a portion of Central Asia that, though
part of the Tibetan empire of the day, has for centuries been
outside of the sphere of Tibetan influence. Despite the fact that
Tibetans and Arabs were in contact even from this relatively
early date, it seems that Muslims began settling in the region of
Western and Central Tibet consistently only in the twelfth cen-
tury.?



José Ignacio Cabezén

Although Muslim traders were already a well-established
presence in Lhasa and in other major cities in Tibet consider-
ably before the 17th century,"" the reign of the fifth Dalai Lama
(1617-1682) marks a turning point for Islam in Tibet institu-
tionally. According to oral tradition, a certain Pir or Ahon”
living in Lhasa in the 17th century used to do his prayers on an
isolated hill at the edge of the city. Ngag dbang blo bzang rgya
mtsho, the “Great Fifth Conqueror” (rGyal ba nga pa chen po),
as the Fifth Dalai Lama was known, spotted the man doing
“prostrations” (phyag ‘tshal) every day on the hill and asked that
he be brought to him. The Pir explained that he was worship-
ping according to the precepts of his religion, and that he did
so on the hill because no mosque existed in the area. The Dalai
Lama then sent a representative to a site near the hill and had
him fire arrows in each of the different directions. A house was
built at the place from which the arrows were shot. The plot of
land within the confines of the arrows was then bequeathed to
the Muslim community, and the area came to be known as
rGyang mda’ khang (The House of the Far-Reaching Arrows).
It became the site of the first mosque and cemetery. But the
fifth Dalai Lama provided more than land to these Muslims of
Kashmiri origin. He is said to have given official patronage to
the 14 elders and 30 youths who were the original occupants of
this site.” The fifth Dalai Lama’s proactive stance in regard to
the Muslims of Lhasa seems to have been part of a larger policy
of encouraging ethnic, cultural and economic diversity in the
country (mi sna mgron po, lit. “the invitation of peoples”).” De-
spite the fact that prosyletization was prohibited, the policy
otherwise entailed complete freedom of religious practice and
exemption from restrictions that were recognized to be grounded
in Buddhist morality and customs (e.g., the prohibition against
eating meat during the Buddhist holy month of Sa ga zla ba,
and against covering the head in the presence of the monastic
community during the sMon lam festival).* In addition, Mus-
lims were given considerable freedom to settle their own legal
affairs internally in accordance with Islamic law (shari’ah),* to
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open their own shops and to trade freely without having to pay
taxes.”

Traditionally, Tibetan Muslims have adhered to the di-
etary laws of [slam: eating only meat that has been slaughtered
in the appropriate way (halal). The wealthier members of Lhasa’s
Muslim community would make the Hajj pilgrimage to Mecca
at least once in their life, and the Kashmiri portion of this com-
munity even had agents (associated with the Monnara Masjid
in Bombay) to help them in this regard.?®

Today the rGyang mda’ khang, bequeathed by the fifth
Dalai Lama, is also known as the Kha che gling ga (Muslim
Park), since a portion of the land is used as picnic grounds and
site for communal functions by the Muslim community of
Lhasa.” Recently, a traditional Tibetan arch or “gate” (sgo) has
been built to commemorate the spot where the original house
stood. Eventually, a mosque was built in the center of Lhasa
(the Chota or “Small” Masjid), but the mosque at the rGyang
mda’ khang was originally the only place for prayer and Friday
meeting, and it was for this reason that it came to be known as
the The Friday Masjid. The Muslim men of Lhasa would walk
the several kilometers each Friday for the meeting and then
share the traditional Friday meal together. Leftovers would be
brought back to Lhasa as “blessed food” (tshogs)* to be shared
with those who could not come. Although it is the Lhasa Chota
Masjid that is the main center of regular worship today, the
rGyang mda’ khang mosque has been rebuilt and is occasion-
ally used, especially during festival days. In addition to housing
the cemetery and park, the area is also the residence of the
imam of that community.

Although Buddhism was known to Muslim historians
much earlier, Muslim scholars began writing seriously about
Buddhism from about the I1th century.’ The Tibetan Bud-
dhist intellectual community, on the other hand, probably first
began hearing about Islam from the monks of Khotan and other
parts of Central Asia as they emigrated east after Muslim in-
cursions into those areas.* As is almost invariably the case when
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cultures and religious traditions first come into contact, there
was at this time considerable misunderstanding between Bud-
dhists and Muslims. Many of the Tibetan works written, as we
have said, after—and therefore influenced by—the Muslim con-
quests of Central Asia and North India refer to the Muslims as
foreigners, using the perjorative term kla klo (sanskrit, mleccha),
though the term is not synonymous with the word “Muslim.”*’
Still, texts like the Kalacakra Tantra, which was transmitted
from India to Tibet in the eleventh century, often use the term
to refer almost exclusively to Muslims.* One of the most inter-
esting accounts of Islam in Tibetan Buddhist texts is found in
the writings of the 16th century scholar, Taranatha.*

Other texts are usually more laconic in their reference
to Islam and Muslims. A biography of Padmasambhava, one of
the founders of Buddhism in Tibet, mentions that he used his
magical powers to sink the boats of Mo la da na (Multan) of
sTag gzig (Persia) when the latter attempted to attack Uddiyana
(the Swat Valley)." Many sources attest to the presence of Mus-
lims in the Mongol courts, even after the Mongols had been
converted to Buddhism. A biography of the 13th century bKa’
rgyud pa master ‘U rgyan pa mentions that he tricked the Per-
sian door-keepers of Kublai Khan by making himself invisible.*
Finally, it is worth mentioning here the great 20th century Ti-
betan polymath dGe ‘dun chos ‘phel, who is one of the few
Buddhist scholars of Tibet who ever took an active and sympa-
thetic interest in Islam (see Radhu's account of meeting dGe
‘dun chos ‘phel below), to the point of actually using examples
from the Qur’an in his most important philosophical work, the
kLu grub dgongs rgyan.*®

Chinese historical sources tell us that a certain Mahmud
was responsible for leading a Dsungar Mongolian caravan bear-
ing gifts for the Dalai Lama in the year 1747. On the latter
Petech writes, “It is surprising to see a Muslim in charge of a
Lamaist mission whose purpose was in the main religious; it is
a striking example of the good understanding reigning between
the various religions in Central Asia in this period.”®
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Most Tibetans, however, had little knowledge of the
historical and religious texts just mentioned. Their encounter
with [slam came in the form of the direct contact they had with
ordinary Muslim traders: in the east from China, and in the
West from India (Bihar, Kalimpong, and especially Ladakh and
Kashmir). Indeed, the Tibetan word for Muslim, Kha che, also
means “Kashmiri.”® Even before the economic incentives es-
tablished during the reign of the fifth Dalai Lama, Muslim trad-
ers from the West were already one of the major sources of
many items indispensable to Tibetan life.>! These included prin-
cipally saffron (kha che skyes, kha che gur kum,? kha che sha
skam/kha ma), dried fruit, sugar and textiles. The merchants
returned with Tibetan shawls, salt, gold, Chinese turquoise,
yak tails (sold to Hindus for use in ritual), but especially wool,
musk and tea. Some of these merchants had their permanent
residences outside of Tibet proper, but many, as we have seen,
settled in Tibet’s larger cities, where they became the nucleus
for small, but often prosperous and culturally thriving, Tibetan
Muslim communities.”® It was not uncommon for the men of
these communities to take Tibetan Buddhist wives (who then
converted to Islam). Although they sometimes wore dark head-
coverings on special occasions, Tibetan Muslim women were
never veiled, and, as is the case with their Buddhist sisters,
enjoyed considerable freedom in Tibetan society, having an
especially “strong say in commercial matters.”**

Little is known about the Muslim communities in other
parts of Tibet. We know that mosques existed, for example, in
Shigatse, Tsethang and Siling, and that the first two of these
communities had imams associated with them, but apart from
this we can say little else. Before 1959 the greatest number of
Muslims seem to have been located in Lhasa, where their popu-
lation is estimated as being upwards of 2000.%

Only further research will be able to determine the ex-
tent of mutual influence and syncretism between Buddhism and
Islam in the Tibetan cultural sphere. From the material pres-
ently available one gets the impression that the two communi-
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ties kept their religious and cultural identities fairly separate.
However, there are some indications that the boundaries be-
tween the two was, especially in the Western Himalayas, some-
what fluid. In regard to Purig, located between Baltistan and
Ladakh, Francke states, “even nowadays a traveler to this dis-
trict can make interesting observations with regard to the half-
Lamaist kind of Mohammedanism (sic) prevailing there.”*® The
fluidity of religious and cultural boundaries is evident among
people both high and low. There are cases, for example, of
Ladakhi kings adopting Turkoman dress.’” More significant,
perhaps, is a Persian translation of an inscription said to have
been preserved at the Awwal Masjid in Srinagar, founded by
the Ladakhi®® king “Rinchan Bhoti” (Rincana Bhotta, and ac-
cording to Francke the Lha chen rgyal bu Rin chen of Ladakh
historical records, mid-14th century), a Buddhist convert to
[slam who also usurped the throne of Kashmir. The inscription
says of Rincana that “his face claimed Islam and his hair adorned
Paganism. He controls both Paganism and Isam, and takes in-
terest in both.”” Equally interesting is the case of the Ladakhi
king Tshe brtan rnam rgyal (b. 1711), whom Petech describes
in detail in The Kingdom of Ladakh.®® Though beginning his life
as a Buddhist, this fascinating figure, who had an addiction to
Central Asian horses, showed a consistent interest in things
Muslim. His second and third wives were Muslim. He is said to
have been inclined to the Shi'a form of Islam, took the title
‘Agibat Mahmud Khan for himself, and introduced Muslim
type coinage into Ladakh. Finally, to turn to the common folk,
Francke tells us that on his tour of the Indian-Tibetan border
regions in 1909 he found in “Chigtan” a Buddhist temple “in
charge of two Muhammadans (sic) who said they were descended
from its Buddhist keepers. Their house-name is Lha-khang-pa
(temple keeper) or dGon-pa-pa (monastery keeper). These people
still light the butter-filled lamps in the temple, and look after
the altar. They told us that the temple was still visited by their
Buddhist neighbours from Da and Hanu who pay adoration to

NGl

its old deities.
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Of course, Buddhism and Islam mutually influenced each
other not only at the political and folk levels but in the artistic,
scientific and literary spheres as well. The influence of Islamic
art and architecture (from Persia, Kashmir and Moghul India)
on their Himalayan counterparts is well known.® In the field of
music, Butt mentions the popularity of the Nang ma (possibly
from Urdu Naghma) style of classical operatic song, which he
says was introduced by Muslims into Tibet at the turn of the
century.®” Muslims also made contributions to Tibetan medi-
cine, one of the more famous practitioners of this science being
Kha che pan chen zLa ba mngon dga’, the author of several
well-known medical treatises in Tibetan.* Tibet’s most famous
Muslim literary classic, The Autobiography of Kha che Pha lu
(Kha che Pha lu’i rnam thar) has been translated into English.*
Written in the genre of “words of advice” (legs bshad), it is par-
ticularly interesting for its synthesis of Muslim and Buddhist
ideas into a harmonious whole. It is this fact that has made it
endearing to—and even claimed by—both Muslims and Bud-
dhists. However, references to Godhar (one of the names of
Allah), to the unity of God, and to other tenets of Islam, make
it clear that Phalu (possibly Fazur-allah) was a Muslim. What is
more, a bilingual Arabic/Persian manuscript of the text is said

® From these few examples it is clear that Mus-

to exist in India.
lims have made lasting contributions to the classical arts and
sciences of Tibet. In some instances they have even achieved a
kind of synthetic holism in their work that allows the beholder
glimpses of two worlds simultaneously: the Muslim and the
Buddhist, the Tibetan and the Arabic. Apart from some of the
cases mentioned above, it seems to me that Mosque architec-
ture in Lhasa is another fine example of this phenomenon.
Though well integrated into Tibetan society economi-
cally, culturally and linguistically, the members of Lhasa’s Mus-
lim community probably maintained a stronger sense of reli-
gious and ethnic self-identity than that found in the border
regions. This is to be expected, given their commitment to pre-
serving their religion in the face of the overwhelmingly Bud-
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dhist world that surrounded them. But despite their strong iden-
tification with Islam, the Muslims of Lhasa considered Tibet
their homeland. In 1959 many members of this community
pressed for their being considered foreign nationals (that is,
citizens of India), but this was seen by them primarily as a po-
litically expedient move.®” After the final Chinese takeover of
Tibet in that year this was to prove to their advantage, as it
allowed the Indian government a basis for claiming them as
Indian citizens.®® Even after Indian intervention on their be-
half, however, only a few hundred Muslims made it out of Ti-
bet. They settled as refugees principally in India and Nepal. We
find today concentrations of Tibetan Muslims in Kathmandu,
Darjeeling and Kalimpong, though the largest community is to

% Their plight and frustrations

be found in Srinagar (Kashmir).
during the first two decades of life in exile is recounted in a
moving article in Tibetan Review.”™ After a period of tremen-
dous hardship in Chinese-controlled Tibet”'—a period that in-
cluded boycotts (even with regard to food!) of the Muslim com-
munity—those in Tibet who survived the Cultural Revolution
find themselves in a relatively better position today. Like their
Buddhist brothers and sisters, however, Tibetan Muslims con-
tinue to be victims of an authoritarian Chinese regime that still
deprives them of even the most basic human rights, like free-
dom of speech. If nothing else, it is my hope that the present
work will help in some small measure to focus attention on the
Tibetan Muslim community, both in Tibet and in exile. May
the hardships of exile, diaspora and life under Chinese colonial
rule not weaken the resilience and determination for survival
that these remarkable men and women have shown through-
out generations in their Himalayan homeland.
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Notes

I. This essay was written during the tenure of an Alexander von Humboldt fel-
lowship at the Institut fiar Kultur und Geschichte Indiens und Tibets at the
Universitit Hamburg. I take this opportunity to thank the A. v. Humboldt Stiftung,
Bonn, and my colleagues in Hamburg for making my time in Germany as pleasant
and fruitful as it was. For references provided, I must thank Prof. David Jackson,
Mr. John Bray, Mr. Hubert Decleer and Prof. John Newman. Mr. John Bray and
Prof. Jane Smith were also kind enough to read the manuscript of this introduc-
tion and to make suggestions.

2. The literal meaning of the words lha sa. Dawa Norbu, “The Europeanization of
Sino-Tibetan Relations, 1775-1907: The Genesis of Chinese ‘Suzerainty' and Ti-
betan ‘Autonomy',” Tibet Journal, vol. XV, no. 4 (1990), pp. 29-39, also points out
that up to the 19th century century Lhasa was “for Asian standards, a fairly cos-
mopolitan city,” and that “what caused Lhasa to tighten its doors to Westerners
was the rise of British imperialism in South Asia which since the 1840s expanded
into the Himalayan regions which had traditionally been a Tibetan sphere of
influence.” The point to be emphasized here is that Lhasa became the “Forbidden
City” only to Westerners (and then only after the mid-19th century). Other—
especially, though not exclusively, Himalayan—peoples (including even the Arme-
nians) continued to travel in a relatively unhindered fashion in Tibet and main-
tained their access to its capital until the country came under Chinese rule.

3. Nor are Western Tibetologists the only ones with such a bias. mGar stse rTa
mgrin rgyal, “Bod kyi chos lugs grub mtha’ so so'i ming byung tshul rags rtsam
gleng ba” (A Rough Overview of the Origins of the Different Names of Tibet's
Religions), Bod ljongs Zhib ‘jug, 1987 (no. 2), pp. 130-137, includes a discussion of
Bon, but fails to mention Islam. A glance through current periodicals published in
Tibet and China confirms the dearth of material on Islam in Tibetan language;
see, for example, Per K. Sorensen, A Provisional List of Tibetological Research-Papers
and Articles Published in the People’s Republic of China and Tibet, Nepal Research
Center Publications, no. 17, ed. Albrecht Wezler (Stuttgart: Franz Steiner Verlag,
1991).

4. For a more scholarly treatment of the Lo phyag see Luciano Petech, The King-
dom of Ladakh c. 950-1842 (Rome: ISMEQ, 1977), p. 78 passim. For a discussion of
the Lo phyag during the period of British colonial rule and its political implica-
tions (or lack thereof) see John Bray, “The Lapchak Mission from Ladakh to
Lhasa in British Indian Foreign Policy,” Tibet Journal, vol. XV, no. 4, (1990), pp.
75-96.

5. The work can be compared to the memoirs of Khwajah Ghulam Muhammad,
a Kashmiri Muslim who traveled from Kathmandu to Lhasa in 1882-3, and whose
work provides us with valuable insights concerning Muslim life in Tibet in an
earlier period. See M. Gaborieau's translation, Récit d'un Voyageur Musulman au
Tibet (Paris: Librarie C. Klicksieck, 1973).

6. H. R. H., Prince Peter of Greece and Denmark, “The Moslems of Central
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Tibet,” Journal of the Royal Central Asiatic Society, vol. 39, nos. 3-4 (1952), pp. 233-
240, where several earlier references to Muslims in Tibet are also cited; Ataullah
Siddiqui, “Muslims of Tibet,” Tibet Journal, vol. XVI, no. 4, (1991), pp. 71-85;
Abdul Ghani Sheikh, “Tibetan Muslims,” Tibet Journal, vol. XVI, no. 4 (1991), pp.
86-89; Masood Butt, “Muslims of Tibet,” Tibetan Bulletin, Jan.-Feb. 1994, pp. 8-9,
16; Masood Butt, "Muslims of Tibet: Past and Present,” typescript of lecture deliv-
ered on tour of Germany (1994), unpublished.

7. For a recent example see G. Samuel, Civilized Shamans: Buddhism in Tibetan
Society (Washington: Smithsonian Institution Press, 1993), p. 112.

8. R. A. Stein, Tibetan Civilization, trans. from the French by J. E. Stapleton
Driver (London: Farber and Farber, 1962), p. 71, mentions the role of Khotan as
a Muslim center after 1006. On Islam and Muslims in Central Asia see, for ex-
ample, Rahula Sankrityayana, History of Central Asia: Bronze Age (2000 B.C.) to
Chengiz Khan (1227 A.D.) (Calcutta and New Dehli: New Age Publishers Private
Ltd., 1964), and Luc Kwanten, Imperial Nomads: A History of Central Asia, 500-
1500 (Leicester University Press, 1979).

9. On the Huis, and on Chinese [slam in general, see Raphael Israeli, “Islam in the
Chinese Environment,” Contributions to Asian Studies, vol. XVII, pp. 79-94; Dru C.
Gladney and Ma Shouquian, “Interpretations of Islam in China: A Hui Scholar’s
Perspective,” Journal Institute of Muslim Minority Affairs, vol. 10, no. 2 (July 1989),
pp. 475-485; Peter Humphrey, “Islam in China Today," Religion in Communist Lands,
vol. 10 (1982), pp. 168-177; and Francoise Aubin, “Islam and the State in the
People’s Republic of China,” in Islam and the State in the World Today, ed. Olivier
Carre and Imtiaz Ahmad (New Dehli: Manohar, 1989, reprint of the 1982 ed.),
pp. 159-178.

10. Butt, “Muslims of Tibet: Past and Present,” p. 3. In contemporary times, the
most famous of these Sino-Tibetan Muslims was probably Ma Pu-fang, the gover-
nor of Tsing-hai, who is perhaps best remembered (negatively) for his role in the
events surrounding the 14th Dalai Lama's exodus from Amdo as a child. See, for
example, Gunther Schulemann, Geschichte der Dalai-Lamas (Leipzig: VEB Otto
Harrassowitz, 1958), pp. 423-424.

1l. Concerning the origins of the Chinese Muslims of Lhasa, the theory that they
were originally part of the entourage that accompanied the Chinese princess who
would become the wife of the Tibetan king Srong bstan sgam po in the 7th cen-
tury is undoubtedly spurious; the theory that they were part of the entourage that
accompanied the Chinese Amban who came to Lhasa at the time of the 7th Dalai

Lama, though otherwise unsubstantiated, is perhaps more plausible. See Prince
Peter, “Moslems of Central Tibet,” p. 239.

12. On the conversion of Dogras to Islam in Tibet see Abdul Ghani Sheikh,
“Tibetan Muslims,” p. 87. In Lhasa they are known as Sing pa Kha che, or "Singh

Muslims,” because many of them bore the surname “Singh.”

13. Prince Peter, “The Moslems of Central Tibet,” p. 234, states that the Muslims
of the Chota Masjid are also known as Lhasa Muslims (Lha sa kha che), as opposed
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to those of the Bara Masjid, who are known as Ho (originally Hao) pa gling Mus-
lims, or Hui-hui, the name under which the Chinese know them.

14. Tashi Tsering, “The Advice of the Tibetan Muslim ‘Phalu’: A Preliminary
Discussion of a Popular Buddhist/Islamic Literary Treatise,” Tibetan Review, Feb-
ruary/March 1988, part 1, p. 10, mentions a third group of Tibetan Muslims, the
Gharib (lit. “the poor ones”), but states that their origins are obscure. Although
Tashi Tsering does not state his source for this, it is almost certainly Gaborieau,

Récit, pp. 19, 26-7, 29.

I5. Prince Peter, “The Moslems of Central Tibet,” pp. 234-235, states that Chi-
nese Muslims were responsible to the Ministry of Agriculture, since they originally
arrived in Lhasa as prisoners of war, and were given to this office as agricultural
workers. The Kashmiri Muslims were responsible to the Ministry of Finance, since
they originally arrived in Lhasa as traders. According to M. Gaborieau, Recit, p-
24, the Kashmiri Muslims were led by the kha che ‘go pa, and a council of four,
comprised of the imam of that community and three elected officers. The other
Muslims of the city had parallel governing bodies. The members of these bodies
were given official status by the Tibetan government. Apparently, a similar gov-
erning structure was intact among the exiled Tibetan Muslim community until
fairly recently.

16. Tibet Handbook: A Pilgrimage Guide (Chico, Ca.: Moon Publications, 1990), p.
201, states that this mosque was built in 1716, rebuilt and expanded after it was
destroyed by a fire in 1793, and rebuilt again after it was destroyed in 1959. The
area occupied by the mosque covers, he says, 2600 square meters, and it attracts as
many as 600 people for Friday worship. He states as well that Chinese annals
written during the 18th century give the Moslem population of Lhasa as being
under 200. Triloki Nath Sharma, “The Predicament of Lhasa Muslims in Tibet,”
Joumnal of the Institute of Muslim Minority Affairs, vol. 10, no. | (Jan. 1989), p. 22,
states, based on a Chinese source, that the Chinese (Large) mosque was built in
1766, and being the only place of worship at the time, was originally shared by
both the Chinese and Kashmiri/Ladakhi Muslim communities. He states further
that it was repaired thrice: in 1823, 1890 and 1965.

17. David Snellgrove and Hugh Richardson, A Cultural History of Tibet, (London:
Weidenfeld and Nicolson, 1968), p. 203, imply that Ladakhi Muslims were also

butchers.

18. According to Prince Peter, “Moslems of Central Tibet,” pp. 235-236, the Qur'ans
of these two communities were in Arabic, but only the imams had knowledge of
the language. The medium of instruction, at least in the case of the community of

Kashmiri origins, was Tibetan.

19. A. H. Francke, A History of Western Tibet: One of the Unknown Empires (Lon-
don: S. W. Partridge and Co., n.d.), p. Y0; Stein, Tibetan Civilization, p. 83, states
that this took place in the 16th century.

20. A. H. Francke, Antiquities of Indian Tibet, Part Il (Calcutta: Superintendent
Government Printing, 1926), p. 106. The excerpt is from the La dvags rgyal rabs
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(Geneology of the Ladakhi Kings), translated by Francke. The Tibetan (p. 38)
reads: gsung rab thams cad me la brscgs/ la la chabs la bkal/ gtsug lag khang thams cad
gshig nas/ rang gi yul la log song/. | have replaced Francke’s original “monasteries”
with the more appropriate “temple.” It is not uncommon for the few authors who
write on the subject of Tibetan Muslims to paint too rosy a picture of the relation-
ship between Buddhism and Islam in the Himalayas. Like most religious communi-
ties living in close proximity, there have at times existed tensions, and outright
hostility, between the adherents of these two religions. This seems to have been
especially true in the early Mongol court; see Igor de Rachewiltz, et. al., eds., In the
Service of the Khan: Eminent Personalitics of the Early Mongol-Yuan Period (1200-
1300) ( Wiesbaden: Harrassowitz Verlag, 1993), pp. 555, 579-80. Even in the carly
20th century there have been instances of the desecration of Buddhist sites by
Muslims, something that occured, as we see here, much more frequently in the
heyday of Muslim power in Central Asia. For a description of a more contempo-
rary incident of this kind see A. H. Francke’s account of the destruction of a stupu
by a "Muhammadan” just three years prior to his visit; in Antiquities of Indian
Tibet, Part I, “Personal Narrative,” (New Dehli: S. Chand and Co., n.d.), reprint
of 1927 edition. But if Muslims have at times committed atrocities against their
Buddhist brethern, so too have Buddhists against Muslims. After the conquest of
the Turks by the Ladakhi King bKra shis rnam rgyal in the 13th century, he is said
to have built a “protectors’ chapel” (dgon khang) over the dead bodies of the de-
feated Muslim soldiers; recounted in the La dvags rgyal rabs, see Francke, Antiqui-
tics, Part II, p. 103. We know as well of the execution of a group of fourteen
Chinese Muslims in Lhasa (probably for proselytizing) during medieval times; see
Siddiqui, “Tibetan Muslims,” p. 76. Still, considering that they shared over 500
years of history in the same geographical area, Muslims and Buddhists in the
Tibetan cultural region have a comparatively good record of inter-community
relations.

21. Giuseppe Tucci, Travels of Tibetan Pilgrims in the Swat Valley (Calcutta: The
Greater India Society, 1940), pp. 12, 30, stresses the extent to which Buddhism
declined in the Swat Valley in the three centuries (13th to 16th) that separated the
two pilgrims whose accounts he examines; see also pp. 39, 77, for accounts of their
interactions with Muslims and for details of funerary practices in the region.

22. Francke, A History of Western Tibet, chapter 1X. Interestingly, it was during
the reign of bDe legs that the treaty with Tibet leading to the institution of the Lo
phyag caravan (described in this book) was signed.

23. The one and only Muslim invasion of Nepal occured in the year 1349. It was
then that the Muslim ruler of Bengal, Sultan Shams ud-din llyas invaded
Kathmandu, damaging or destroying many of the Hindu and Buddhist holy sites
of the valley. See Luciano Petech, Mediacval History of Nepal (c.750-1482), 2nd ed.,
(Rome: sSMEQ, 1984), pp. 124-127.

24, Although see Stcin, Tibetan Civilization, p. 83, who states that “the Sultan
Said Khan of Kashgar and his general Mirza Haidar had, for instance, penetrated
to Central Tibet in 1531-1533."

25. See, for example, the portion of the Geneologies of Zha lu translated by Tucci,
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Tibetan Painted Scrolls, p. 656. Of course, the fact that Tibetan kings ruled por-
tions of Central Asia is attested to in a variety of Tibetan-language historical
sources. The La dvags rgyal rabs (Petech, Antiguitics, Part 1I), for example, recounts
Khri srong Ide btsan’s (late 8th century) conquest of Turkestan {p. 87), and Ral pa
can's {early 9th century) conquest of much of Central Asia “up to Persia” (p- 90).
On knowledge of the Tibetan threat to certain Arabian caliphates see Christo-
pher Beckwith, The Tibetan Empire in Central Asia: A History of the Struggle for
Great Power Among Tibetans, Turks, Arabs and Chinese During the Middle Ages
(Princeton: Princeton University Press, 1987); also Butt, “Muslims of Tibet: Past
and Present,” p. |, Per K. Sorensen, Tibetan Buddhist Historiography: The Mirror
Illuminating the Royal Geneologies, An Annotated Translation of the XIVth Century
Tibetan Chronicle: rGyal-rabs gsal-ba’i me-long (Wiesbaden: Harrassowitz Verlag,
1994), p. 452 n., mentions that sKyid-lde Nyi-ma mgon (late 8th, early 9th cen-
tury) had two consorts, one of which, from the name (s Tag-gzig-gza’), appears to
have been Persian.

26. Siddiqui, “Muslims of Tibet,” pp. 71-72. See also Abu Bakr Amiru’d-Din
(Nadwi), Tibbat aur Tibbati Musalman (Tibet and Tibetan Muslims, Urdu) (Lucknow:
Nadwatul Ulema, 1979), the only full length monograph on the subject. A por-
tion of Beckwith's annotated bibliography (The Tibetan Empire, pp. 238-240) deals
with the Arabic sources relevant to this period. See also Md. Mahmud's letter to
the Statesman (Dec. 15, 1950) cited in extenso in Prince Peter, “Moslems of Central
Tibet,” p. 239; as well as the latter's account of “Timur (Tamerlane’s)” incursions
into Tibet.

27. See Beckwith, The Tibetan Empire, especially pp. 154-168.
28. Beckwith, The Tibetan Empire, pp. 161-162.

29. See Tashi Tsering, “The Advice of the Tibetan Muslim ‘Phalu’,” p. 10; also
Butr, “Muslims of Tibet: Past and Present,” p. 1. Petech writes that in the 13th
century the llkhans of Iran, entrusted by the Mongols with overseering portions of
Western Tibet, "kept their representatives in the P'ag-mo-gru fief and built and
endowed Buddhist temples in their Iranian territories. Kjan Argun (1284-1291)
was surrounded by Buddhist Monks, some of them Tibetan. After his death, how-
ever, the llkhans accepted Islam and in 1295-96 Buddhism was suppressed and its
temples and monasteries were destroyed. The connection with Tibet had prob-
ably ceased before that.” Luciano Petech, Central Tibet and the Mongols: The Yuan-
Sa-skya Period of Tibetan History (Rome: ISMEQO, 1990), pp. 11-12.

30. In his 1952 article Prince Peter, “The Moslems of Central Tibet,” p. 234,
mentions that, in addition to Lhasa, Muslim communities were known to exist at
“Shigatse, Tsetang (in the Yarlung valley), Lha-tse dzong and Dri-kung (north of
Lhas.a)." He gives the approximate population of Muslims in Lhasa, Shigatse and
Tscthang as 350, 150 and 20 families, respectively.

31. M. Gaborieau, Récit, p. 17 cites a line from a 10th century Arabic text that
mentions the existance of a mosque in Lhasa by this date.

32. Pir (Urdu), and Ahon (Chinese), are the terms used to refer to a Muslim who
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is religiously cultivated, often a religious teacher of Islam (a mulla), or a saint. The
particular Pir in question has been identified by M. Gaborieau as Pir Poroa’ola =
Khairu’d-Din, who, together with Maulana Bashir Ahmad, appears to be one of
the two chief Muslim saints venerated by Kashmiri Muslims in Lhasa, but see also
Gaborieau, Récit, p. 25, for the names of other saints venerated by Kashmiri
Muslims in Lhasa; see M. Gaborieau, “Poivoir et Autorité des Soufis dans
I'Himalaya,” in Pretrisc, Pouvoirs et Autorité en Himalaya, Etudes Réunies par V.
Bouillier et G. Toffin. Paris: Editions de I'Ecole des Hautes Sciences et Sciences
Sociales. Collection Purusartha 12 (1989), p. 222. The version of the legend that
follows is based on my interviews of Muslim informants in Lhasa. For different
versions of the legend see Gaboricau, ibid., pp. 222-226; and also the memoirs of
the Kashmiri Muslim traveler translated by Gaborieau (Récit, p. 17, 115-117).
Another version of this legend is found in Prince Peter’s “Moslems of Central
Tibet,” p. 238, where he states, “The first theory (on the origins of the Muslim
community in Lhasa) is that the Great 5th Dalai Lama applied to the Mingol
emporer of Dehli for advisers, and in reply received a certain number of Muselmans
who set themselves up at his Court. A second theory is that the same 5th Dalai
Lama, desirous of showing that he was the ruler of the Universe and that people
from the whole world attended his tem-del (levees), caused Moslems to come to
Lhasa in a purely representative capacity; a Persian is supposed to have come first,
others from India following afterwards. A fresco in the Potala palace is said to
represent this attendance of turbaned outsiders on ceremonious occasions.” (first
insertion mine).

33. 1 have found this oral tradition mentioned only in whose version differs slightly
from the one given me by my Tibetan informants. The next closest reference to
this account is to be found in Prince Peter’s, “Moslems of Central Tibet,” p. 238,
where he states, “The first theory (on the origins of the Muslim community in
Lhasa) is that the Great Fifth Dalai Lama applied to the Moghul emperor of Delhi
for advisors, and in reply received a certain number of Musulmans who set them-
selves up at his Court. A second theory is that the same Fifth Dalai Lama, desirous
of showing that he was the ruler of the Universe and that people from the whole
world attended is tem-del (levées), caused Moslems to come to Lhasa in a purely
represenative capacity; a Persian is supposed to have come first, others from India
following afterwards. A fresco in the Potala palace is said to represent this atten-
dance of turbanned outsiders on ceremonious occasions.” (first insertion mine).

34. On Muslim and other foreign emissaries to the 5th Dalai Lama’s court sce
Giuseppe Tucci, Tibetan Painted Scrolls (Kyoro: Rinsen, 1980; reprint of the 1949
ed)), pp. 71-73.

35. Siddiqui, “Muslims of Tibet,” p. 74.

36. In fact, Lhasa Muslims had their own courts and police force, the latter manned
by the Gharib Muslims of the city. When a dispute involved non-Muslims as well,
the case was heard by a joint Muslim/Buddhist juridicial body. See M. Gaboricau,
Récit, pp. 26-27; and Rebecca Redwood French, The Golden Yoke: The Legal Cos-
mology of Bucddhist Tibet (Ithaca and London: Cornell University Press, 1995), pp.
167-169, 278.
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37. Siddiqui, “Muslims of Tibet,” pp. 74-75; also, Tibetan Review, vol. XIIL, no. 11,
p. 26. Although Prince Peter, “Moslems of Central Tibet,” p. 237, states that his
Tibetan informants (from the Lhasa kha che portion of the community) com-
plained of having to pay a tax for each child born to them.

38. Prince Peter, “Moslems of Central Tibet,” pp. 237-238, who states as well that
he had heard reports of Arab Hajj agents visiting Lhasa in the late 1940's!

39. On a mention of what appears to be this “park” or “garden” in a mid 18th
century Chinese source, see M. Gaborieau, Récit, p. 14.

40. The Tibetan word tshogs, literally “accumulation,” is of course borrowed from
Buddhism, where it refers to the food offerings made in the context of Buddhist
(especially Tantric) ritual practice. For those of us concerned with the complexities
of the translation of Indian Sanskrit words into Tibetan, and of Tibetan (Bud-
dhist) nomenclature into English, one of the most interesting aspects of the study
of Tibetan Islam has to do with the question of translation: in the latter case, the
translation of Arabic and Urdu (Islamic) nomenclature into Tibetan. The present
example is case in point. Perhaps more than anything else it shows that Tibetan
Muslims did not find anathema the practice of borrowing terminology from their
Buddhist brothers and sisters.

41. For references see Eric ]. Sharpe, Comparitive Religion: A History (La Salle, I1.:
Open Court, 1975), p. 11. See also M. Gaborieau, Récit, pp. 15-16.

42. In the 8th century. See David Snellgrove, Buddhist Himalaya: travels and studies
in quest of the origins and nature of Tibetan religion (Oxford: Bruno Cassirer, 1957),

pp. 147-148.

43. The Tibetan scholar Thu'u kvan bLo hzang chos kyi nyi ma says, for example,
that “it seems that most of those who belong to the system of the barbarians (kla
klo) are non-Buddhists who, relying upon neither logic or meditation etc., instead
crookedly expound the confusion that is the irrcligiousness of the world, and
strongly advocate violence as their religion. It scems that those called Hou zi and
Thean ku'u in contemporary India? China? (rgya) etc. belong to the lineage of the
barbarians”; Thu'u kvan grub mtha’ (Kan su'u mi rigs dpe skrun khang, 1989}, p.
468. See also Stein, Tibetan Civilization, p. 55.

44. See Tucci, Tibetan Painted Scrolls, p. 598f. See also John Newman, “Islam in the
Buddhist Kalacakra Tantra,” paper read at the 1989 annual meeting of the Ameri-
can Academy of Religion, unpublished. Related to the Kalacakra it is interesting
to note the legend popular among Balti Muslims that associates the Tibetan epic
hero Gesar, in his role as the Kulika king Rudracakrin of the Kalacakra paradise
of Sambhala, with the Islamic antichrist (the dajjal), who will attempt to convert
Muslims to Buddhism but who will be defeated by the Imam Mahdi and killed by
Allah at the Al Aksa mosque in Jerusalem in the final days; see K. Sagaster, "Gesar
the Islamic Antichrist,” Journal of Central Asia, vol. X, no. 2 (1987), pp. 5-12.

45. See Laufer, Loan Words in Tibetan, T'oung pao 17 (1916), p. 484. The passage is

found in Taranatha’s History, dPal gyi ‘byung gnas dam pa'i chos rin po che 'phtllgs
pa’i yul du ji ltar dar ba'i tshul gsal bar ston pa dgos ‘dod kun ‘byung, ed. Antonius
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Schiefner, Taranathae de Doctrinae Buddhicae in Indi Propagatione (Petropoli: 1868),
Suzuki Research Foundation, Reprint Series 2, p. 63. See Schiefner’s trans. in
Taranatha’s Geschichte des Buddhismus in Indien (St. Peterburg: Commisionare der
Kaiserlichen Akademie der Wissenschafter, 1869), p. 79; and Lama Chimpa and
Alaka Chattopadhyaya’s in Taranatha’s History of Buddhism in India (Calcutta:
K.P. Bagchi and Co., 1980), p. 117. The Tibetan reads: dus de tsam na kla lo'i chos
dang por byung ba’ang yin te/ kha cig kha che’i yul du btsun pa dpal len ‘das pa’i dus su
byung zhes zer la/ ‘ga zhig btsun pa ku na la'i slob ma yin yang zer te/ mdo sde ‘dzin pa
mang du thos pa yin yang dad pa med pa gzhon nu sde zhes bya ba zhig byung ste/ de
bslab pa ‘chal ba dge ‘dun gyis gnas dbyung byas pas cher 'khrugs te/ sangs rgyas kvt
bstan pa la ‘gren par nus pa’i chos rtsom mo zhes tho gar gyi yul gyi rgyab shu li ka zhes
bya ba'i yul du songs/ ming ma ma thar zhes par sdpos/ cha lugs bsgyur nas ‘tshe ba chos
su smra ba’i kla klo'i chos brtsams te/ tha min gyi rigs kyi gdon chen po bi sli mli gnas su
sbas shing grad do/ bdud kyis byin gyis brlabs tc/ gyul las rgyal ba la sogs pa’i rig sngags
mang po’ang grub bo/.

46. In the early Bth century? See Giuseppe Tucci, Tibetan Painted Scrolls (Kyoto:
Rinsen Book Company, 1980), reprint of the 1949 ed., p. 87. Interestingly, the
word gying (derived from Arabic jinn) is also used in writings associated with
Padmasambhava; see Laufer (Tibetan Loan Words, p. 484) foir a discussion and
references.

47. See Tucci, Tibetan Painted Scrolls, p. 159. On Muslims in the Mongol courts,
and on Kublai Khan's edicts against the practice of Muslim customs after the
death of the “Saracen” Ahmad, sce Igor de Rachewitz, et. al., eds., In the Service of
the Khan, p. 117 passim (especially p. 555, 579-80). Stein, Tibetan Civilization, p.
163, also mentions Mongol-sponsored debates between Nestorian Christians,

Muslims and Buddhists.

48. This work is currently being translated by Donald Lopez.

49. Luciano Petech, China and Tibet in the Early 18th Century: History of the Estab-
lishiment of Chinese Protectorate in Tibet (Leiden: E.J. Brill, 1950), p. 183.

50. For an alternative etymology see Siddiqui, “Muslims of Tibet,” p. 76.

51. This is not to say that Muslims were the only traders. Even the Tibetan
government was actively involved in trade. One of the most famous instances of
this was the annual cha-pa (tea) caravan from Lhasa to Leh. See Bray, “The Lapchak
Mission,” p. 86. See also M. Gaboricau, Récit, p. 18.

52. As Laufer, Loan Words in Tibetan, pp. 474-475, has shown, this Tibetan word
comes from a Persian source (kurkum, karkam, karkum). A plethora of other words
for specific spices, fruits, plants, vegetables, metals, cooking utensils, precious gems
and different types of cloth are also borrowed from Persian (Laufer, pp. 474-483);
and still others, related to Islam as a religion and its practices (e.g. ma si ta/masjid
= mosque, da fan/dafan = burial, ma zar/mezar = cemetery, ha lal/halal = meat
properly slaughtered) are borrowed from Arabic (Laufer, pp. 483-485). To con-
clude this discussion, it may be of interest to cite Laufer at some length. "The
Iranian loan-words in Tibetan are all derived from Persian, not from Pahlavi or
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Sogdian. The only traceable Pahlavi prototype may be the tribal name Tadzik
(Persian Tazi) that underlies the Tibetan transcription Ta-zig, or in more Tibetinized
writing sTag-gzig... The Tibetan name usually relates to Persia and the Persians,
designated, though more rarely, also as Par-sig. Taranatha employs Ta-zig also
with reference to the Moghuls of India. It is difficult to determine the route over
which the Persian loan words may have migrated. Many may have come from
Hindustani; others may belong to an earlier period, and be due to a direct contact
of Persian civilization with western Tibet. Arabic words are partially borrowed
from Hindustani, partially from Persian, or were spread also by Mohammedan
(sic) traders in Tibet” (pp. 406-407).

53. My Tibetan informants mentioned especially Chamdo and Shigatse as areas
where large Muslim communities were to be found.

54. Prince Peter, “Moslems of Central Tibet,” pp. 236-237.

55. My informants in Lhasa gave me the figure of 2000, which is also the size of
the community given by Siddiqui, “Tibetan Muslims,” p. 84, and in Tibet Hand-
book {p. 201). But Thomas Arnold, Preaching of Islam, (Lahore), p. 296, estimates
it to be more on the order of 2000 families. It may very well be that the number
2000 has achieved a mythical status (like the traditional numbers given as the
populations of Tibet’s three largest monasteries pre-1959—3300, 5500, 7700), which,
though perhaps accurate at a certain point in history, may today represent more a
collective memory than an accurate representation of the actual Muslim popula-
tion of Lhasa. On the size of the Muslim population of Lhasa see the discussion of
M. Gaborieau, Récit, p. 20 and notes 48-50. Triloki Nath Sharma, “The Predica-
ment of Lhasa Muslims in Tibet,” p. 24 and notes 17 and 18, also discusses the
number of Muslims in Lhasa and concludes that at the time of the writing of his
article (1989) there were approximately 1757 Muslims of Kashmiri/Ladakhi ori-
gins and 1034 Muslims of Chinese origins; he also discusses Chinese census fig-
ures, which give the total number of Muslims (= Chinese Muslims) at 1650,

56. Francke, A History of Western Tibet, p. 95.

57. See Francke, Antiquities, Part I, p. 77.

58. Luciano Petech, The Kingdom of Ladakh ¢. 950-1842 (Rome: IsSMEQO, 1977)
makes a case for the fact that there is not sufficient evidence “to specify the specific
Tibetan country from which Rincana Bhotta came” (p. 21).

59. Francke, Antiquities, Part [, p. 108. Of course it is impossible to say whether
“Paganism” refers to Hinduism, Buddhism or both, but this interesting figure was

a Buddhist before his conversion. In any case, the inscription attests to the fluidity

of boundaries we are discussing here.
60. Chapter 8, “The Twilight of the Ladakhi Kingdom.”

61. Francke, Antiguities, Part [, pp. 100-101 (my insertions). See also his remarks
in A History of Western Tibet, p. 95.
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The Kha-che mosque immediately following the Friday prayer.



Tibetan Muslim woman resident of A Muslim gem store owner.

Kha-che lingka.

[man Habibullah of the Kha-che mosque in central Lhasa.




Prayer Hall of the Kha-che mosque.



Iman Abdul Haleem in the Kha-che lingka park. This land was given to Pir Yakub for the
Muslim community by the Fifth Dalai Lama around 1650. A cemetery was established, as well
as a mosque which was later enlarged in 1775. A new mosque was built nearby in 1989.

Young Tibetan Muslim
women who live at

Kha-che ling-ka.
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Entrance portico of Gya Kha-che mosque,
focus of the Chinese Muslim community.

Chinese Muslim men.




Tibetan Muslims on lefi, Chinese Chinese Muslims.
Muslims on right at Kha-che mosque.




Chinese Muslim restaurant manager, Father and son Tibetan Muslims at
Lsaba. the Gya Kha-che mosque.

Tibetan Muslim school children at Gya Kha-che mosque.




The Gya Kha-che mosque is a blend of Tibetan and Chinese architectural details.
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62. See, for example, Francke, Antiquities, Part |, p. 89. Also, Anne Chayet, Art ct
Archéologie du Tibet, (Paris: Picard, 1994), pp. 181, 208. As an aside, she mentions
as well that Benjamin de Tudela (12th century) knows of Tibet as the source of
silk, lapis, gold and musk. Giuseppe Tucci, Transhimalaya, trans. from the French
by James Hogarth (Dehli: Vikas Publishing House, 1973), p. 143, recounts an inci-
dent in Rin chen po's (958-1055) life in which he commissioned a statue from a
Kashmiri Muslim artist, which he (Tucci) says “once again confirms the part played
by Kashmir in the formation of Tibetan art”; see also p. 180, where he speaks of
the influence of “Iranian and particularly Ghaznavi art” on Tibet.

63. Muslim violinists and flautists also seem to have been favorites as entertainers
in the social events sponsored by Lhasa’s aristocracy. See M. Butt, “Muslims of
Tibet: Past and Present,” p. 6. In fact, the Nang ma style may be much older than
Butt supposes, dating from as early as the time of the 5th Dalai Lama's regent,
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67. There was already precedence for Tibetan Muslims being considered citizens
of India, as the British had in earlier times claimed the Ladakhis and Kashmiris
resident in Lhasa as citizens of British India, which, according to Prince Peter
(“Moslems of Central Tibet,” p. 235), “occasionally led to trouble with the Tibetan
government." John Bray informs me that as early as 1910 Muslims acted as inter-
mediaries between the Chinese and Tibetans, considering themselves to be citi-
zens of British India.

68. Sce Siddiqui, “Tibetan Muslims,” pp. 79-81.

69. Originally the Tibetan Muslims were settled in and around the Idd Gal sec-
tion of Srinagar. After the Dalai Lama's 1971 visit to the settlement, and as a
result of his intervention on behalf of the Tibetan Muslim community there, they
were granted new land and housing in the Hawal area, where a new mosque has
also been built with funds from an anonymous Saudi benefactor. See Debra
Zickafoose, “The Tibetan Muslim Community in Srinagar,” unpublished indepen-
dent studies project, 1988, directed by Hubert Decleer.

33



IstaM iN TIBET

70. Tibetan Review, vol. XIII, no. 9 (September, 1978). For a more recent assess-
ment see M. Butt, “Muslims of Tibet: Past and Present,” pp. 7-8.

71. After the final Chinese occupation of Lhasa in 1959 several of the more promi-
nent leaders of the Lhasa Muslim community were imprisoned and tortured; see
Triloki Nath Sharma, “The Predicament of Lhasa Muslims in Tibet,” pp. 23-26;
and M. Gaborieau, Récit, pp. 28-30.

34



William Stoddart

The Differing Viewpoints of Buddhism
and the Other World Religions
Regarding Ultimate Reality

The following has been extracted from Qutline of Buddhism
by William Stoddart with the permission of the

Foundation for Traditional Studies of Oakton, Virginia.

Buddhism, at least in its Hinaydna form, is virtually
unique amongst the religions of the world, in that it envisages
“Ultimate Reality”, not as a Supreme Being (Almighty God),
but as a Supreme State (Nirvdna). Because of this seeming ab-
sence of the concept of God, at least in the manner envisaged
by the Semitic religions, some have gone so far as to call Bud-
dhism an “atheistic religion”—a contradiction in terms—while others
have alleged that it is not a religion at all, but a “philosophy”.

Both of these views are incorrect. The “Supreme State”
in Buddhism and the “Supreme Being” in the other religions
are each expressions of the same transcendent Reality: That
which is absolute, infinite, and perfect. Thus, the apparent dif-
ference between Buddhism and the other religions is in fact a
difference of point of view or angle of vision. The essence of
the matter is that Buddhism, like the other religions, has both
its origin and its goal in the Eternal, the Sovereign Good. This
is the nature of Ultimate Reality, and it is with Ultimate Real-
ity that religion as such is concerned.

Buddhism is neither “atheistic” (in the usual connota-
tion of this term), nor a “philosophy” (in the sense of being
man-made); it is a revealed religion, coming from Ultimate
Reality and leading to Ultimate Reality.

There is no religion without revelation, that is to say:
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without revealed truth and without revealed sacramental means
of liberation, deliverance, or salvation. These fundamentals
are present in Buddhism, as in every other traditional and or-
thodox religion, and constitute its essence and its raison d’etre.

Every religion—be it Semitic, Hindu, Buddhist, or Sha-
manist—takes account of the two divine aspects of Transcen-
dence and Immanence. These can be expressed by different
pairs of terms: Height and Depth, Above and Within, Remote-
ness and Proximity, Transcendent Being and Immanent Self,
Divine Object and Divine Subject. One could say that reli-
gious law pertains to Transcendence, whereas the voice of con-
science pertains to Immanence. Ultimate Reality is both Tran-
scendence and Immanence, and every religion, in its theology
and spirituality, expounds and has recourse to these two divine
aspects in its own way. In the history of religions, and particu-
larly in modern times, some heresies have had their origin in
the neglect of one or other of these realities. In general terms,
one might say that “transcendentism” without “immanentism”
can lead to a kind of deism, whereas “immanentism” without
“transcendentism” can lead to subjectivistic illusion. The ma-
jority of contemporary cults could be said to be “immanentist”
heresies.

The Semitic religions—except occasionally in the con-
text of their mysticism or spirituality—tend to emphasize the
aspect of Transcendence (the Divine Being), whereas Buddhism
tends to emphasize the aspect of Immanence (the Divine State).
Nevertheless, the transcendentist—or “theistic’—perspective is
also present in Buddhism, and characteristically comes to the
fore in the Mahdydna school. In his Outlines of Mahdydana Bud-
dhism (chapter [X), D. T. Suzuki writes: “God, or the religious
Object of Buddhism, is generally called Dharmakaya-Buddha and
occasionally Vairochana-Dharmakdya-Buddha; still another name
for it is Amitabha-Buddha or Amitayur-Buddha, the last two be-
ing mostly used by the followers of the Sukhavati (‘Pure Land’)

sect of Japan and China.”
Suzuki states further: “The Dharmakdya assumes three
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essential aspects: intelligence (prajid), love (karund), and will
(pranidhanabala).”

Even in the Hinaydna school, the theistic perspective is
by no means absent. Moreover, it is an interesting and signifi-
cant fact that, in several Theravada countries—Ceylon and Siam,
amongst others—the nearness of Hinduism served to reinforce
the theistic component in the prevailing spiritual climate.

In summary: whereas most religions emphasize the “tran-
scendent” aspect of Ultimate Reality, namely the Supreme Be-
ing or God, Buddhism characteristically emphasizes the “im-
manent” aspect, namely the Supreme State or Nirvdna. Never-
theless, Buddhism, in its total breadth, contains both aspects,
the immanent and the transcendent, recognizing Ultimate Re-
ality either as a Supreme State (Nirvdna) or as a Supreme Being
(Dharmakdya). In either case, the essential nature of Ultimate
Reality remains the same: it is absolute, infinite, and perfect.
Thus, in its conception of Ultimate Reality, Buddhism is essen-
tially in accord with every other world religion.

William Stoddart

There is an Unborn, Unoriginated, Uncreated, Unconditioned. If that
Unborn, Unoriginated, Uncreated, Unconditioned were not, there could
be no escape from this that is born, originated, created, conditioned. But
because there is That which is Unborn, Unoriginated, Uncreated, Uncon-
ditioned, an escape from this that is born, originated, created, conditioned
can be proclaimed.

Khuddaka-Nikaya, Uddna, 80 f.

Note on the Terms Hinayina and Theravida:

Buddhism is divided into two great schools—the Southern school
Hinayana (“small” or “narrow vehicle”) and the Northern school, Mahdydna
(“great” or “broad vehicle”).

The Hinaydna school originally contained many branches, includ-
ing Theravada, Mahasanghika, Vatsiputriya, and Sarvastrivada. Of these only
Theravada (the “Doctrine of the Elders”) survives. The term Hinayana (“nar-
row vchicle”) refers to the original monastic or ascetic Way, and is not
disparaging.
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The Southern school, Hinayana (in fact, Theravdda), comprises
Ceylon, Burma, Siam, Cambodia, and Laos. The Northern school,
Mabhaydna, comprises China, Tibet, Mongolia, Japan, Korea, and Vietnam.
Both schools and their many branches (past or present) are intrinsically
orthodox.

There is also a third school, which developed within Mahaydna
and is known as Vajraydna (“the diamond vehicle”). Also called Tantrayana
(the vehicle of Tantra) and Mantrayana (the way of the invocation of a
sacred formula), it is sometimes referred to as the Third “Setting in Motion
of the Wheel of the Law” (Dharmachakra Pravatana).
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Marco Pallis

PREFACE

Marco Pallis

The request for me to contribute some introductory comments
to the present book has been the outcome of a long friendship,
starting from the time when [ first met the author at Kalimpong,
at the Indian end of the caravan route from Lhasa, during the
early months of 1947 while awaiting permission to visit inde-
pendent Tibet, as it then was. With the author’s family my
acquaintance dates back further still, to the year 1936 when |
visited their homeland of Ladakh at the western extremity of
the Tibetan world. At that time Ladakh was included in the
Indian state of Kashmir. What took me there together with
two companions was a wish to extend my knowledge of that
Buddhist tradition | had first encountered three years earlier
while taking part in a mountaineering expedition to the west-
ern Himalayas. The Satlej valley with its high peak of Riwo
Pargyul which was climbed by us for the first time was the na-
tive home of people who were Buddhists by religion and cul-
ture and spoke a Tibetan dialect; a detailed account of those
two journeys is covered by my first book, Peaks and Lamas, a
work which subsequently has served many readers by way of
introduction to Buddhist teachings and practice as well as to
the Tibetan tradition generally; that book, after passing through
a number of editions including translations into Spanish and
French, went out of print some years ago but later got repub-
lished by Frank Cass, when | took the opportunity to include
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there a certain amount of fresh material gathered in Tibet itself
during my one and only visit to that country. Some of the
things described there link up with observations to be found in
Abdul Wahid’s reminiscences, a fact which renders the present
preface all the more appropriate.

One incidental result of my visit to Ladakh was to in-
troduce me, side by side with Buddhism, to another very differ-
ent tradition, that of Islam, in the person of Abdul Wahid’s
maternal grandfather Hadji Muhammad Siddiq, the same who
figures so prominently in the early part of his grandson’s story;
his title of “Hadji” refers to the pilgrimage to Mecca he had
accomplished. Visits to his home afforded an insight into what
life lived according to the Islamic pattern might imply in terms
of dignity and generosity—coupled with a spontaneous piety
colouring everything a man might think, feel or do. All this
was exemplified in the character of this grand old patriarch, a
fact to which his grandson pays repeated tribute in the course
of his narrative.

Moreover it was while staying at Leh, capital of the
ancient kingdom of Ladakh, that I first heard the sounds of the
[slamic call to prayer. [ still can recall the emotion I experi-
enced when walking past the old town mosque as the magical
accents of the muezzin’s call suddenly struck my ears. Every
Muslim man or woman is expected to obey this call five times a
day throughout life, thereby imparting a rhythm to earthly
existence through its constantly repeated allusion to the one
thing needful; but as any sensitive soul who has listened to “the
call” can see for himself, its providential message need not stop
short at the [slamic tradition alone; logically it concerns all
men as such, regardless of the particular form of their religious
affiliations. To heed it is to be kept facing in the right direction
and whoever does so might fairly claim the quality of a Muslim
by analogy or for that matter of a Buddhist in the sense of one
who is seeking Enlightenment while profiting from whatever
means his own existential situation has brought within reach. This
is the message of the call to prayer, for those who have ears to hear.

44



Marco Pallis

If the present book offers itself primarily as an account
of one man’s experiences during a time of unprecedented
changes, it also affords a vivid impression of the community of
Muslim traders to which that man belonged by race, whose
caravans kept plying their way to and fro across the broad table-
land of Central Asia until the Communists closed the ancient
routes. The high respect these traders’ business acumen and
integrity earned them in all the far-flung regions they linked
together as middlemen is proved, among other things, by the
fact that they were entrusted with the special task of transport-
ing the periodic gifts which the Ladakh Buddhists were wont
to send to the Dalai Lama; the first part of the present story
describes the lengthy trek from Leh to Lhasa in fascinating
detail and, in so doing, offers us a vivid picture of what life was
like in a caravan on the move and of the human problems this
could give rise to from day to day.

To hark back a little to the author’s early years before
he was ready to take the road in company with his elders, one
is allowed to gain an insight into a question that was troubling
many young people of his generation, namely whether or not
to seek the advantages, real or supposed, of a Western-style
education or else to continue in the traditional ways their fa-
thers had followed hitherto; for a Muslim at that time and place
this meant a choice between a local school whose teaching was
given in Urdu with a strong Islamic flavour running through
the tuition offered there and one of the various educational
establishments run by Christian missions where English was
the official language and where a schooling along modern lines
could be had at relatively small cost, leading eventually, so it
was hoped, to some post or other in government service under
the colonial regimen then in force. Once the wish to follow the
latter road had gained a hold both with parents and their chil-
dren, it counted for little in their calculations that the mission-
aries themselves evinced no love, nor even an elementary re-
spect for the religions professed by their prospective pupils and
indeed had founded these schools for the express purpose of
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converting them eventually to another faith; such has been the
common experience in all parts of the East in recent times.

What the author tells us is sufficient to illustrate the
nature of the problem his own family had to face when making
their decision concerning his future schooling. One cannot say
they took the plunge without considerable hesitation because,
unlike so many others similarly placed, they were people who
valued their tradition and certainly did not wish to undermine
it in the case of their own son. As the book shows us, the two
views at issue became respectively personified in the young man’s
grandfather and his great-uncle Abdullah Sha, and if the latter’s
advice seemed to prevail at the outset this was not the end of
the story as far as the author himself was concerned since, as he
tells us later on, he eventually came to the conclusion that after
all it was his grandfather who had been right in principle; but
at the same time he gives us to understand how irresistible the
lure of a partial modernisation had seemed when first encoun-
tered: it would be both unrealistic and unfair to underrate the
pressures felt in all similar cases, whatever may be the direction
in which one’s ultimate sympathies happen to lie.

Howbeit as things proved, love for the ancestral tradi-
tion was too firmly rooted in Abdul Wahid'’s soul to succumb,
as so often happens, to those profane teachings which what
passes for an adequate education in the West invariably com-
prises, whether covered by a thin veneer of Christian ideas or
otherwise. There is no doubt that veneration for his grandfa-
ther acted, for him, as a psychic life-line, in gratitude for which
he gave his eldest son the name of Muhammad Siddiq as an
ideal to live up to of which any man might be proud.

As one threads one’s way further through the pages of
this thought-provoking book, it becomes increasingly plain that
another salutary influence came in later on to supplement for
the author, the noble example of his grandfather; this was the
influence of Tibetan Buddhism as witnessed in action during
the years he spent at Lhasa, which thus came to serve as a
concordant factor in favour of what his own Islamic formation
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had already given him. There was no question here of a sys-
tematic study of Buddhist source material; for the author it was
simply a case of seeing what was visible and drawing the obvi-
ous conclusions while at the same time transposing them into
the [slamic spiritual language; the idea of a conscious point to
point parallelism did not enter in at all.

In fact this way of assimilating knowledge is one of the
salient traits which this account of the author’s life reveals as it
unfolds; whatever he has observed in passing he has then pro-
ceeded to relate to what he already knows without his feeling
any prior necessity to analyse his own impressions, and still less
to justify them argumentatively. It is moreover this characteris-
tic of his which, to my mind, constitutes the peculiar value of
this book as a document; whether a matter of specifically reli-
gious import by under discussion or else some historical inci-
dent he has personally become involved in, the same air of
impartiality remains in evidence, thus adding credibility to
whatever the author has chosen to enlarge on. Had this book
taken the form of a personal apologia as it easily might have
done, with the inevitably tendentious selection of evidence
which goes with such an intention, these reminiscences would
have forfeited much of their effectiveness.

As far as his ability to bridge the gap between various
traditional forms instead of resting content with what an un-
conditional conformity to a single form might have given him,
the author was much aided, as chapter VII of his book ex-
plains, by his discovery of the writings of a French writer of the
name of René Guénon which he got to know through two
English translations [ had shown him; he also lists the names of
several other writers, knowledge of whom had come to him in
Guénon's wake. The fact that Guénon himself, who entered
Islam in middle life, subsequently bore the name of Abdul
Wahid, can hardly be dismissed as mere coincidence, as far as
the author is concerned, since it corresponded, for him, but
one more pointer to an awareness towards which his own intel-
ligence was already tending.
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A country dwelling in apparent peace and contentment
on the eve of an impending disaster will always present in ret-
rospect, a tragic spectacle. Had the Tibetans but known it, the
to them inexplicable withdrawal of the British from their former
imperial possessions in India had left behind it a power-vacuum
for which they themselves were sadly unprepared. The British
had made it their policy to favour a sheltered and militarily
weak Tibet as constituting a buffer-state between India and a
possible expansion from a Russian direction; the invasion of
Tibet under Colonel Younghusband in 1903 had no other pur-
pose but this; his forces withdrew as soon as the Tibetan Gov-
ernment had agreed to renounce all diplomatic relations in fu-
ture except with British India and China. These new arrange-
ments, though accepted under duress, were not found altogether
unacceptable by the Lhasa authorities, since these seemed to
carry with them a certain implicit protection for Tibet’s politi-
cal independence while at the same time not constituting any
threat to existing Buddhist institutions. This, however, did not
prevent the Chinese in the last years of the Manchu empire
from invading Tibet in their turn, only to be driven out when
the Manchus fell in 1912 giving place to a republic of suppos-
edly Western type. A further advance eastwards by the Tibet-
ans took place in 1918, after which the position became rela-
tively stable until in August 1947. With the emergence of the
new Indian State, Tibet’s security was once again put in jeop-
ardy, with little time left for its habitually cautious and conser-
vative rulers to face up to the problems of defence and political
reorientation such as this changed situation urgently called for.
The few uneasy years which followed before the Communist
victory of the forces of America’s protege Chang-Kai-Shek are
the ones covered by the latter part of Abdul Wahid’s chronicle
of events; it is the fact that he knew personally so many of the
leading actors on the Tibetan side that lends so much interest
to all he was enabled to observe during that distressing time.

In his appreciation of personalities our author expresses
himself more charitably than has been the case with many other
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commentators, including some Tibetans. Blackening the old
order in Tibet and those who formed its governing strata has
been a practice to which what passes for educated opinion in
the West has shown itself inordinately prone: the readiness with
which people supposedly brought up in the habits of fair criti-
cism have been content to accept and repeat catch-phrases culled
from Communist propaganda has been worse than disappoint-
ing in the so-called liberal countries. People by now should
surely know that in the Marxist jargon such expressions as “feu-
dal”, “theocratic” and where Africa is concerned, “tribal” have
become nothing more than dirty words devoid of any intelli-
gible content: thus “feudal” no longer means a particular social
system linked to land tenure (with or without the additional
obligation to render military service), a system moreover which,
across the inevitable ups and downs affecting all human insti-
tutions, has prevailed over large sections of the earth during
lengthy periods. It is simply treated as a synonym of brutal
exploitation with landlords as its villains; according to this clas-
sification, a good landlord is a contradiction in terms regard-
less of context or historical circumstances. Again the word “theo-
cratic” is treated as if this were tantamount to organised obscu-
rantism trading on the superstitious fears of a credulous popu-
lace for the material advantage of a small class of Lamas. That
the ideal animating a theocratically ordered society might be a
high one, let alone beneficent in practice is, for the dabbler in
Marxist thinking including some who actually style themselves
“conservatives”, a virtually unthinkable proposition, whereas
accusations of wholesale exactions at the expense of the poor
and the needy, backed up by brutal punishments on occasion,
are swallowed without a qualm. One would have expected, from
an educated public, some attempt to corroborate these dark
allegations or else to disprove them by first finding out what
foreign observers who had lived in Tibet had reported from
time to time concerning what they found there. A good deal of
literature exists on the subject, compiled by persons who do
not express themselves like men lacking in the critical faculty;
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that they found Tibet on balance a happy country free from
the dreadful material ills observable in many other places surely
constitutes a criterion not easy to brush aside, to say nothing
of intellectual, artistic and other cultural benefits in which the
entire population shared, as these same writers have demon-
strated. That the author himself, took so balanced a view of
the feudal set-up where many others have yielded to a now
fashionable prejudice is a tribute to his own discernment.

That he was not blind to the existing faults in the upper
reaches of society is evident from his many critical comments
to be found throughout the present book towards the end.
However, he expresses the over-all opinion on the strength of
his long experience that the feudal form of society, as prevail-
ing in Tibet, could claim some credit in terms of average wel-
fare; it should also be pointed out in passing that examples of
peasant proprietorship were also to be found in places, not to
mention the nomadic shepherds and yak herds roaming over
the vast northern prairies. In the not infrequent cases of bad
landlordism one heard about, the kind of motives which com-
monly operated could be the wish to make good heavy losses
incurred as a result of unsuccessful business ventures or else
while playing mah-jong for heavy stakes, a pastime to which
Lhasa high society was inordinately addicted. One must never-
theless take due account of the existence of other landowners
whose record could not be bettered; for my own brief experi-
ence | can confirm the author’s view by saying that [ visited a
number of estates where the resident owners quite evidently
cared deeply for the welfare of their tenants as well as for the
land itself.

Having said this much, | must nevertheless express the
opinion, as formed on the spot, that the feudal arrangements
were now showing signs of immanent break-down, chief of which
was the rapidly increasing incidence of “absenteeism” which, as
history elsewhere as shown, is a defect fatal to what should
remain essentially a family affair in which a landowner and his
tenants together with their respective dependents will share,
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each in his own way: this is what a certain peasant said when
invited by the Communists to denounce his old master for his
alleged habit of oppression; his erstwhile tenant merely an-
swered, not that his master had been good or bad, but that he
and the peasant himself had each had a job to do and had
carried it out properly, that was all that was to be expected: for
this matter-of-fact reply the peasant himself was put to death.
Recent years in Tibet had witnessed a marked preference on
the part of members of the landowning caste to stay in the
capital whence they sallied forth periodically, not in order to
visit their ancestral homes, but on shopping expeditions down
to Calcutta and other Indian centres where watches and cam-
eras were easily procurable and the cinema could be enjoyed
daily. Once these tendencies had gained a hold, especially among
the young, the thought of prolonged sojourn in some secluded
and beautiful valley where the family seat itself was situated
seemed an unutterably boring prospect. An aggravating factor
in this loss of genuine values sprang from the fact that it had
also become usual for the said aristocratic families to despatch
their children, of both sexes and at a very early age, to seek an
English style education at one of several missionary establish-
ments at Darjeeling or Kalimpong; a certain snob value came
to affect this choice of a school just as a knowledge of the En-
glish language became a hallmark of education as such, apart
from anything else that might be picked up via the linguistic
medium in question.

Under the unfamiliar social pressures to which the Ti-
betan newcomers were thus exposed of which an enforced com-
petition with a majority of Indian and Anglo-Indian classmates
was one of the most trying, they often developed a distressing
sense of inferiority which manifested itself in all sorts of ways; a
persistent preference for wearing European-style clothes was
one of them. As for the claims of religion, these were virtually
ignored both by the parents concerned and, astonishing to say,
but the authorities at home whose motto, in regard to this vital
matter, might well have been “out of sight, out of mind.”
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Quite obviously, given that certain forms of informa-
tion had become a practical necessity under pressure of the
times, the only solution to this new educational problem that
made sense would have been to set about creating schools in
Tibet itself so organised as to include in their curriculum the
subjects in question. Hitherto village schools where children
were taught little more than their letters were to be found in
many places endowed by the local landowners, while higher
education, on lines reminiscent of the “Scholastic” centres of
medieval Europe, was only to be had in the monasteries. What
was now needed would have meant taking trouble coupled with
not a little practice and imagination; it also would have en-
tailed the engaging of a certain number of foreign staff, who
moreover needed to be carefully selected for reasons over and
above their academic qualifications. Two short-lived attempts
had in fact been made to set up schools under British auspices,
in which political motivation also played a part; one of these
schools was started at Lhasa and the other at Gyantase. Of the
two, the latter was by far the more successful because more
imaginatively run, as [ learned from Abdul Wahid’s friends the
Tendongs who had attended this school in their younger days:
certainly their feeling for tradition has not been impaired as a
result, but here doubtless the fact that both their parents were
people of intelligence as well as of great piety had counted most
of all. Incidentally, both the Tendong parents (who died young)
and their sons were known as model landowners whose love
for their dependents and vice versa showed what the feudal
bond, when mutually observed, could mean at its best.

To return to the question of the two schools aforemen-
tioned, what eventually led to their closing were the objections
raised by influential members of the monastic Establishment
who argued that the existence in Tibet of schools of a novel
type under foreign management might become a cause of psy-
chic infection to the detriment of the Buddhist tradition. The
fact that the Government bowed to this pressure is far less sur-
prising than its failure to see that sending numbers of children
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of leading families out of Tibet for years on end and placing
them in the unsupervised charge of foreign teachers who, to
say the least, cared nothing about Buddhism was ten times more
dangerous than having these same children educated in the
home country, admittedly on somewhat alien line, but at least
under the watchful eyes both of their parents as well as the
authorities of the State. What was above all missing when try-
ing to cope with such a problem was the presence in Lhasa of a
few men of the intellectual and moral calibre of Hadji
Muhammad Siddiq and endowed with his combination of prac-
tical shrewdness and deeply spiritual insights; doubtless such
men are uncommon everywhere and an emergency rarely finds
them just when their presence is most required.

Since it was “absenteeism” which provoked the present
discussion in the first place, it should be pointed out that this
particular evil could obviously not arise in regard to such es-
tates as were the appanage of monasteries while following the
feudal pattern in other respects. Whether abuses sometimes
occurred there also, [ did not have adequate opportunities for
judging. At least one can say that in the case of monastic es-
tates there could not be any interruptions in respect of per-
sonal contacts between the monastic authorities and their lay
tenants, a fact which in itself provided a certain natural safe-
guard; this is all the more true, since members of a monastic
community would be normally recruited from peasant families
belonging to the adjacent districts who, besides contributing to
the sustenance of their own children during their novitiate and
after, had every opportunity to visit them and vice versa. This
constant intercourse between monks and laity moreover pro-
vided an ideal means for diffusing Buddhist spirit throughout
the population: it would be difficult to imagine a better way of
keeping a sacred tradition alive.

Whatever the facts about landed estates may have
amounted to in the aggregate, there are good reasons for think-
ing that the Fourteenth Dalai Lama, left to himself, would have
favoured a far-reaching land redistribution whereby the major-
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ity of his agricultural subjects would have become self-owning
peasant proprietors, while the former owners of the land would
have been equitably compensated for what they had to give up.
Self-evidently this would not have suited the Communists’ plans
for Tibet; that a popular reform should be brought about purely
thanks to Tibetan initiative and under the seal of religion was
the last thing they wanted. [ think however that the author is
right in supposing that the Chinese at first had hoped that the
collectivsation they envisaged might be brought about through
a gradual squeeze and not by violence; it was the events of 1959
which caused them to throw off the mask of moderation in
favour of more brutal ways of coercion, with the nameless in-
dignities of Mao’s “cultural revolution” to follow a few years
later, under which both the Chinese and Tibetan peoples had
to suffer alive.

There is one feature of the Tibetan Theocratic Polity
which deserves special mention, if only because the author did
not find occasion to refer to it specifically: this is the practice of
entrusting all important offices of State, including provincial
governorships, to two persons jointly, the one being a layman
and the other a monk; a whole class of “monk-officials” existed,
trained for this purpose. There is no doubt that, had Tibet
been possessed of a seaboard, a monk-admiral would have been
appointed to exercise the naval command side by side with his
lay colleague. In practice of course individual character would
often determine which of the two partners took the real deci-
sions; while staying at Shigatse | had occasion to do business
with “the Castle” and soon saw who was the man in charge
there, namely the layman, with his amiable but otherwise inad-
equate clerical companion playing the part of a “sleeping part-
ner” whose chief interest in life seemed to lie in the breeding of
charming Lhasa terriers. In other cases it might be the monk
who had the upper hand, but theoretically the responsibility
for decisions lay with the pair acting in common.

A slightly cynical attitude on the part of the public to-
wards officialdom generally has been usual in many places be-
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sides old Tibet; it is but a historical truism to say that the seats
of powers and patronage are where a maximum of venality and
corruption are always to be found. This is true at the best of
times as at the worst; where temptations are strongest the cor-
responding sins will be most conspicuous. One has the right to
criticise the shortcomings of one’s officials, but not to exagger-
ate them; to keep to what is fair discrimination in this respect is
not always easy. It is worth pointing out in this connection
that government servants in Tibet were not as a rule paid sala-
ries in cash, as in a modern administration; they derived this
main income from perquisites to them from their clients, the
scale of which was determined by traditional custom and not
according to a written code. Such abuses as occurred were due
to the fact that some officials exacted from those who applied
to them more than traditional usage warranted; complaints on
that score were heard fairly often, but the form of the corrup-
tion in question—call it accepting bribes if you will—remained
relatively petty and individualistic by comparison with what
can go on under cover of a sophisticated bureaucracy; both the
scale and the character of official corruption will then tend to
match that same sophistication and so will its results.

Fairness requires one to add that many Tibetan officials
one has known personally gave evidence of a devotion to duty
that left nothing to be desired, even if only a few reached the
heights of excellence of a Lukhangwa (this would be rare any-
where), to whom the author pays a just tribute in his later
chapters; to call him “the Tibetan Aristide” best befits this
noble patriot who was summoned to preside over the national
assembly at the height of the crisis as the one man whose integ-
rity no one would think of challenging. If His Holiness was
later compelled to retire him under Chinese pressure, this was
not before he had managed to stand up for his people in the
face of the occupying power, with only his own moral qualities to
lend him strength: this is something to be remembered with pride
and gratitude by those whose rights he did his best to defend.

A brief word must be said about the monastic congre-
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gation, the Sangha, who in Tibet amounted to an unusually
high proportion of the population, as compared with other
countries. With such large numbers involved a modest level of
intelligence is all one could expect on average; but even so,
men of saintly character were by no means uncommon, whose
serenity, compassion and deep spiritual insights spoke for them-
selves without the need to resort to hypocritical affectation of
any kind. Meeting these people in all sorts of places as if by
chance was one of the rewards of finding oneself in Tibet. By
no means all of them were to be found in the ranks of ordained
monks; particular account has to be taken of certain
contemplatives dwelling on the margin of society who are best
described as “consecrated laymen” since they often were mar-
ried like Marpa, the teacher of Tibet’s celebrated saint and poet,
Mila Repa.* These were, and still remain, the torch-bearers of
wisdom and method under their Tibetan Buddhist form just
as, in Islam, it is the great Sufi Masters who fulfil a similar
function. It does not fall within the scope of a preface like the
present one to go deeply into such matters, yet they had to be
mentioned, failing which the Tibetan scene would have lacked
an essential dimension.

The object I chiefly have had in mind when compiling
this introduction to my friend's book was to afford European
and American readers a certain impression of the conditions
prevailing in the Tibetan world during the middle years of the
present century; such subjects as have proved controversial in
the past have received some added emphasis by way of restor-
ing the balance. More than once [ have called attention to the
historical importance of what the author wrote; in case the

*The biography of Mila Repa as taken down from his master’s life by his
pupil Rectung is a supreme masterpiece of the spiritual life; its translation
into French by Jacques Bacot is itself a work of genius. This text is now
available in the Editions Fayard and includes a preface by the present writer.
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reader, however, has been led thereby to expect something like
a piece of meticulous scholarship on academic lines, with chap-
ters and verse provided at every turn, let me undeceive him at
once, for the present work is not like that, nor could it have
been so. Except in the opening chapters describing the long
trek by caravan, where he was able to refer to a rough diary he
kept at the time, Abdul Wahid has had to rely almost entirely
on his memory of events dating back three or four decades.
Despite efforts on the part of himself and his translator to verify
such details as dates, place names, etc., certain points of doubt
remain which, in all frankness, will have to be accepted; even
so, one cannot but marvel at the retentiveness of the author’s
mind and accuracy of his reporting.

To call this book a valuable historical document as well
as an enthralling personal account is to do it no more than
justice, but this is not the end of the story. In Tibetan Caravans
there is much besides historical reminiscences and personal ad-
ventures to be found by a perspicacious reader prepared to read
between the lines, but this is something that he can best be left
to discover for himself. To try and prompt him would be going
beyond what my personal assignment as a writer properly implies.
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Trans-Himalayan Vocation

CHAPTER ]

TRANS-HIMALAYAN VOCATION

It would never have occurred to me to consider myself a note-
worthy person with any sort of claim to distinction and | was
far from thinking that my life, vagabond and eventful, richer
in set-backs than in accomplishments, was worth recounting.
However, amongst the few privileges which destiny held in store
for me was to have established some solid friendships with Eu-
ropeans who were particularly interested in Asia. If | now un-
dertake to relate the story of my peregrinations in Tibet and
neighbouring countries, this must be acknowledged to be more
the result of their insistence than a deliberate initiative on my
part. Already for several years whenever the opportunity arose
to meet in Delhi, each of these friends enjoyed hearing me re-
call some episode from my excursions beyond the Himalayas
and they inevitably concluded our meeting with this remark:
“You must definitely write a book of your memoirs.”

One day when one of my usual interlocutors, almost
angry to see that | had written nothing, blamed my “Asiatic”
laziness, | finally decided to shake it off and get down to work.

My first concern then was to look through old chests for
the diary which I kept fairly regularly during the time [ was a
cravaneer in Tibet. It didn’t take me long to find the black,
linen-covered notebooks into which | had had ample free time
to record the details of the journey, thanks to the slow gait of
the mules, our principle means of transport in those years. |
had also expressed in these diaries the states of soul of an ideal-
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istic young man open to the modern world, who conformed to
the merchant tradition of his family as a matter of course. Fresh
from the Indian university of Aligarh, | had kept this diary in
English to provide me with practice in this language which
Tibet would provide me with practically no occasion to use.

The first notebook opened with an especially important
event in the life of Ladakh, my native land: the departure of
the ‘Lopchak caravan’. Every two years this official expedition
left Leh, our small capital, to go to Lhasa to deliver gifts to the
Dalai Lama. This caravan thus contributed to maintaining good
relations between Ladakh and Tibet, two countries which in
reality formed one nation, even if the former was politically
answerable to Kashmir and therefore India, whereas the latter
looked for ways of officialising her de facto independence. This
event marked my effective entry into the family profession. With
the passing of the years, | have realised that it was the begin-
ning of a very long journey which was never to end since it
would allow me an almost uninterrupted inner journey from
that time on.

[n the evening of this memorable day, after having gone
a little more than 20 kilometres, we arrived at Matro. Having
settled down for the night in one of the village houses, I inau-
gurated, by candlelight, my diary, the first page of which is

transcribed here:

Today, 19 September 1942, the twentieth day of
my life as a married man, | left my family, my wife,
aunt and sister. | left for Lhasa to learn the trade of
being a merchant, supervised by my Uncle Abdul
Aziz, head of the Lopchak caravan. In the 17th cen-
tury the king of Ladakh, Delek Namgyal (1675-1705)
signed a treaty with the Lama Mipham Wangpo,
representative of the Dalai Lama, at the end of which
it was agreed that a Shungtshong (government) cara-
van would go every year from Lhasa to Leh to main-
tain good relations of friendship and commerce be-
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tween Ladakh and Tibet. Reciprocally, it was agreed
that a Lopchalk (biannual) caravan would be sent to
Lhasa every two years by the gyalpo (king) of Ladakh.
Both caravans would have the right to freely trans-
port merchandise within the territories of the two
countries.

The government of Kashmir had put an end to
the treaty a few years previously. At the request of
the Tibetan authorities, it was re-established in 1938.
This is the caravan that my uncle is now directing.
However, no official of the State of Kashmir could
give us the least bit of information as to the real
objectives of the mission. The authorities concerned
seem indifferent to its political and diplomatic im-
plications. Every time my uncle tried to question an
official such as the wazir-i-wazarat (the first agent of
the government) or the local tehsildar (administra-
tor of the district), Uncle found that they preferred
to avoid talking about the caravan. The authorities
in Lhasa, on their part, take a keen interest in these
caravans and they wish to see them continue. As
for the commercial and political agents of the Brit-
ish government in Lhasa and Leh, they are also
favourably disposed toward the caravans.

The head of the preceding Lopchak had written
a detailed report of his journey to Tibet and about
his contacts in Lhasa. He had sent a copy to the
Government of Kashmir by intermediary of the wazir
of Leh and another to the British resident in Srinigar.
Whereas the latter immediately testified to the im-
portance he gave to the Lopchak, we learnt at the
beginning of the year that the other copy had not
even left the wazir's office in Leh!

This morning before the departure, lively activ-
ity animated the courtyard of our house. The bag-
gage that our servants had prepared was carried out
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but we lost time waiting for the respas (pack ani-
mals). When they finally arrived there weren’t
enough of them, which forced us to leave six loads
and these should reach us tomorrow here at Matro,
our first stop.

Upon leaving the courtyard of our house, musi-
cians, singers, beggars and other bearers of good
wishes crowded against both sides of the doorway
to greet us. Finally we got under way. And there we
were, embarked on a journey which is to last three
to four months until we reach Lhasa...

The day was very difficult. It was hot. A strong
wind was blowing and all sorts of thoughts went
through my mind, dominated by the pain of separa-
tion.

We arrived in Matro at 5 o'clock in the after-
noon. In spite of the excellent welcome waiting for
the caravan from the gopa (village chief) the sadness
of having left my home didn’t loosen its grip on me.

Today, re-reading these notes 38 years later [ again see
the young man, full of contradictory feelings, who wrote them.
Aware of the commercial and political importance of our expe-
dition, [ still suffered a good deal for having had to so quickly
interrupt the happiness of a marriage which had been celebrated
less than three weeks earlier. The profession of caravaneer in
Central Asia had certainly not made our elders sentimental,
and if [ wanted to follow the family vocation [ would first of all
have to learn to get over many attachments. [ was still far from
this and my eyes were wet with tears as | put out the candle to
forget my sorrow in sleep.

Matro, the terminus of the first lap of our journey, is a
typical Ladakhi village with a Buddhist monastery perched like
a citadel on a rocky spur with numerous chortens or stupas ris-
ing in layers on the foothills of the Zanskar. This Himalayan
chain closes in the high Indus valley to the south to form Ladakh
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properly speaking. To the north, the peaks of the mountain
chain called Ladakh rise more than 6,000 metres, passable by
an ascending track up to the Khardung La pass above Leh and
opening onto the valleys of Shyok and Nabra whence one from
where one can see the gigantic peaks of Karakoram. To the
West, the valley slopes gently down toward Baltistan and Gilgit,
today administered by Pakistan. To the East, the valley nar-
rows, rising toward western Tibet where the river has its source.

Forming a slope of the “Roof of the World”, Ladakh at
this time was one of the most isolated countries of the globe.
Srinigar, the capital of Kashmir and the nearest city, was twelve
days journey away on pony-back. The road, or rather the car-
riageable track which now allows lorries and jeeps to cover the
same distance (434 km.) in two days, didn’t exist and nobody
dared land by plane in such a high and lost land (3400 metres).

Ladakh offers only scanty resources and the inhabit-
ants lead hard lives. At the end of that September of 1942 the
scenery was austere. The barley having been harvested and
the meadow grass yellowed, almost all the green had disap-
peared. Only the willows and poplars which grew near the
streams still kept their leaves, as well as the apple and apricot
trees which surrounded several farms. Snow already powdered
the peaks. In two months it would cover even the bottom of
the valley but with only a light layer because the climate is
relatively dry behind the Himalayan barrier. At that time we
would be crossing even higher and more austere lands, through
frozen deserts where the mere thought of the Ladakhi home-
land would conjure up the sweetness of living...

An important crossroads of the caravan tracks of Cen-
tral Asia, it was due to its geographical location that Leh be-
came the capital of Ladakh, if the title of capital can be applied
to such a modest township. This, then, explains my family’s
vocation,

However, it was not in order to trade that our ancestor
Sheikh Asad Radhu came to settle in Ladakh two centuries
ago. This religious man had left the pleasant valley of Kashmir
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to preach [slam to the inhabitants of this high country whose
climate is so harsh. Some people, it seems, were receptive to
his words. In any case, his memory is not totally forgotten
and a Persian inscription in the Sunni mosque in Leh men-
tions his name.

His father, Sheikh Muhammad Radhu, had been an
eminent religious figure since he had the honour of depositing
the reliquary containing a hair of our holy Prophet in the cel-
ebrated sanctuary of Hazratbal in Srinigar. This sacred relic is
still there. The Radhus were descended from a Hindu-Brahmin
family belonging to a sub-caste of “Kashmir pandits” named
Trakou, a name that still exists in India. They were converted
to Islam at a time difficult to specify.

The first Radhu who settled in Ladakh, Sheikh Asad, had
left brothers in Kashmir whose descendents still live in Srinigar.
His son, Farug Radhu, was the first to become a caravaneer
merchant. Thanks to this long distance commerce, our family
was to acquire great fame on the tracks of Central Asia.

Farug Radhu seems to have maintained close relations
with the gyalpos, the reigning princes of Ladakh. The memory
of his name which became Parok (Ladakhis aren’t able to pro-
nounce “F”) has remained attached to the village of Stok near
Leh where a royal castle is located and still inhabited by the
rani, a highly respected descendent of the former dynasty. Faruq
had received a piece of land there where he had a house built in
pure Tibetan style.

The deep, ancient roots of our family thus permit us to
affirm our adherence to the country as much as our co-patriots
of the Buddhist religion. Although the Muslims remain in the
minority in the high valley of the Indus, it is false to claim as
certain observers have done that they make up a foreign ele-
ment in Ladakh. In fact, Muslims have been present there for
centuries. An integral part of the population, they have lived
in perfect harmony with the tenants of other religions and have
even often realised a harmonious symbiosis of the two cultures,

Buddhist and Islamic. My grandfather, Hadji Muhammad
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Siddiq, beloved patriarch and respected by everyone, was a
particularly remarkable illustration of this typical Ladakhi syn-
thesis: his face, his clothing, his manners, such as the way he
had furnished and decorated his home which was always wel-
coming and where he always appeared in garments quite simi-
lar to Tibetan dress but wearing a white turban.

| can affirm that in Ladakh [ never experienced any
animosity due to the difference in religions. In the villages Bud-
dhists as well a Muslims called us Akhon Pa, a Central Asian
expression which originally designated mullas, or religious
teachers of Islam. The title of Khodja, or khwaja which we
normally bear, comes from Kashmir and is used mostly in
Leh. Moreover, a fact which seems incredible in Indian soci-
ety compartmentalised into castes, there even exist alliances
amongst families of the two communities.

The Lopchak caravan bore witness to these excellent
relations. Directed by a Muslim, it was carrying the official hom-
age to the Dalai Lama from the Ladakhi Buddhists who
recognised him as their supreme spiritual authority. In addi-
tion, amongst the servants of the caravan appeared two or three
youths who were committed to becoming admitted as novices
in the monasteries of Tibet.

The day after our departure was already a day of rest and
inactivity since we had to wait for the six pack animals which
had missed our departure the evening before in Leh. My diary
also notes that Khwaja Abdul Aziz received a telegramme from
the wazir of Leh authorising the caravan to carry a certain
quantity of grain for our use. In fact, the Government of Kash-
mir had just decreed the prohibition of exporting cereals to
Tibet, a probable consequence of the war which had turned
the world upside down but which nobody thought of behind
the Himalayan barrier.

21 September 1942
We took leave of the gopa of Matro. Climbing the
length of the track to Martselang, we took a last glimpse

-
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at Leh. The weather is fine and sunny and we are trav-
elling at a pleasant pace.

We stopped at three in the afternoon at Martselang
where we were offered tea, then we left for Opshi, the
end of this lap. We arrived at six and the luggage not
until nine when we had already had supper. Everyone
was tired. We only set up the small tents and the ser-
vants slept under the stars.

22 September 1942

[ awoke after a good sleep but it was terribly cold
early in the morning. After having shaved, prayed and
had breakfast, | was ready. Our cook left first. With the
head of the caravan, the servants and mule-drivers, we
did not leave until eleven o’clock. The day was very
hot. At two o'clock we arrived at Miroo and found a
warm welcome with the gopa. The cook had had time to
prepare everything. We had tea and savoured all sorts
of sweets.

An old family friend came at five o’clock with a tea-
pot and some gifts. What a fine way to greet guests!
There is something very admirable about the manners
of these people toward each other.

We talked leisurely and spoke of the future. Tibet
will not be able to remain a passive spectator. She must
change. The old traditions of the fifteenth century, even
that which is best of them, must give way to the culture
of the twentieth century. | am fortunate to have grown
up within the framework of an ancient and beautiful
culture. But | was later re-moulded by a modern educa-
tion, with its qualities and defects. At present, | feel it
will be difficult to re-adapt myself to this world where
nothing seems to change.

At this time, all our family lived in areas which had
escaped colonial domination and the impact of modern
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civilisation. The two older sons of Faruq Radhu, Haider Shah
and Nasr Shah, had established a flourishing commerce in
Ladakh. His second son had settled in Tibet where he had mar-
ried a Chinese Muslim. Relations remained very close between
the cousins of Tibet and Ladakh, and intermarriages were com-
mon. My paternal grandfather, son of Haider Shah, had mar-
ried a Buddhist of Tsethang, a town located several days walk
from Lhasa.

Members of the two older branches had also developed
their commercial exchanges beyond Karakoram, in Sinkiang
or Chinese Turkestan where some took women and acquired
property. Thus did the blood of the principle races and nations
of Asia mix in the Radhu veins.

Those who had gone through Western-type schools, as
one of my cousins and | had done, remained very rare excep-
tions. The contact which the others were able to establish with
the outside world was still very limited.

Residing initially at Stok, some fifteen kilometres from
Leh, after the family became important they built a beautiful
house in the little capital very near the royal palace and on the
same crag. Still called Khangpa Nyingpa (old house), it has re-
mained the property of a cousin. | was born in one of the houses
which was built later and located a little farther down.

[n Leh, the Radhu’s held an eminent and envied posi-
tion. They were wealthy, possessed beautiful property and large
amounts of merchandise passed through their warehouses.
Everyone in Ladakh knew them and their reputation spread to
neighbouring countries, in particular to Tibet where they main-
tained relations with the best families of the nobility and even
the direct entourage of the Dalai Lama.

Several members of preceding generations attained high
social positions and were even granted official distinctions. It
is thus that Ghulam Muhammad, who was on the best terms
with the court of the Maharaja as well as with the British resi-
dent at Srinigar, was authorised to add the title of Khan Sahib
to his name. He was introduced into the leadership circles of
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Tibet where the English political agent had wanted to make his
son, who unfortunately died prematurely, a sort of head of the
Muslim community of Lhasa.

As for my great uncle Ghulam Rasul, he had received
the title of Khan Bahadur from Lord Minto, vice-king of India
in recognition of services rendered to the Swedish explorer Sven
Hedin, who often mentions our family in his work Trans-
Himalayas. Known for his simplicity, piety and generosity, out
of loyalty to the tradition, he had refused the offer which the
famous traveller had made to him to send his son to the West
to give him a modern education. It was in the same spirit that
my grandfather Hadji Muhammad Siddiq had tried in vain to
oppose my departure for Srinigar where [ was to follow courses
in an English-type school.

On this issue, my grandfather disagreed with his cousin
Abdullah Shah, who, on good terms with the British adminis-
tration, had been named aksakal which means in Turkoman
language “the man with the white beard.” This function con-
sisted mainly of overseeing the activities of the Turkmenian
merchants of Ladakh. To carry out his duties, he depended on
the official called charis officer, “charis” meaning hashish, a grass
which Chinese Turkistan cultivated in great quantities and
which circulated in India. It was an officially controlled traffic
and, as aksakal, Abdullah Shah was part of this system of control.

A supporter of modern ideas, he was of the opinion
that young people should have a Western-type education and
this drew the reproaches of my grandfather.

“You are going to give these young people over to the
Shaitan” (devil), he told him.

Hadji Muhammad Siddiq, my grandfather, was a patri-
arch who reigned over a household of some twenty people,
members of the family and domestic help. He himself was one
of the most eminent and popular persons of Leh where he was
happy enough to have been able to preserve the family tradi-
tions intact until his death.
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His prestige and authority had won him the privilege,
sometimes shared with the Buddhist family of the Shangara, of
directing the Lopchak caravan. Every time he led the caravan,
he recorded a description of the journey in Urdu or Persian
upon his return. These notebooks were veritable guides for
Khwaja Abdul Aziz when it was his turn to direct the Lopchak.
He accompanied us in 1942 and in the evening of the journey’s
lap or during the long days of inactivity which the vicissitudes
of the expedition imposed upon us, | consulted these notebooks,
often beneficially.

23 September 1942

It is around five in the afternoon and [ am in Gya
where we arrived around one o'clock. Our watches
stopped last night in Miroo probably due to the alti-
tude. We reset them according to the projection of the
shadows on the ground.

Gya is a large and beautiful village. The Lopchak is
well received here according to custom. The new gopa
belongs to a wealthy family of the area. His welcome is
in conformity with the traditions, notably that of the
kalchor.

This latter term, borrowed from Ladakhi dialect, refers
to the welcoming ceremony or of leave-taking celebrated for a
guest of note and includes offerings like milk, chang (a light
beer in countries of Tibetan culture) or even cool water some-
times, dried fruit, rice or barley flour used to make tsampa. It
was usually the children and elderly people of their grandpar-
ents’ generation who brought food and drink on beautiful, brass-
wire trays and offered them to the travellers. The latter, in
exchange, gave a few coins as symbolic payment. Moreover,
the entire kalchor celebration was symbolic since the guests
hardly touched the offerings. But at that time I saw in all this
mainly a sort of tribute due to the persons responsible for a
caravan as important as ours on the part of the villagers.
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24 September 1942

We left Gya with kalchor and other traditional greet-
ings of the local people. This is the last village of perma-
nent habitation before the deserts of western Tibet, the
immensity of which we have now penetrated, although
politically the highlands of the Rupshu which we shall
have to cross these days are attached to the states of the
Maharaja of Jammu and Kashmir.

On this 24th day of September | reflected a great
deal. However, it was the hardest day since our depar-
ture from Leh. Normally the day’s walk ended at
Debrengma, but the Rupshopas (nomads of the region)
were not able to receive us. We therefore had to con-
tinue to Zara. We are at the foot of the Taklang pass
where the track goes through leading to Gartok in Ti-
bet. [ found the road terribly difficult. We were walking
against a wind of sand that fustigated us. [ then recalled
the ideas of Rousseau on natural education. He taught
that it is by instruction and experience of the natural
elements that we become true men. In any case, I feel
that nature has just taught me a lesson. Pass after pass,
valley after valley, all this walking has made me unbear-
ably tired. And at such an altitude—probably approach-
ing 5000 metres—we are suffering from altitude sickness.
Almost everyone has colic or vomiting. We can barely
drink or eat.

[ feel worse than last year when [ easily climbed the
peaks to the West of Toklang whilst taking mountain
walks in that same region. Today a few steps takes a
great amount of effort. My health must have weakened,
undoubtedly because of my prolonged stays in India.
Physically [ led too easy an existence there and now I
am no longer able to live normally as a Tibetan.

We arrived in Zara at about four in the afternoon.
We were received according to the Lopchak traditions
but the Rupshopas refused to set up our tents. We had
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to do it ourselves, at the same time feeling the difficult
effects of the altitude.

This evening | understand how important it is to
have a good tent. Outside the wind is blowing in a rage.
Tomorrow is the 15th day of the eighth Tibetan month
and the night promises us a splendid full moon. The
Rupsho gupa (chief of the camp) invites us to stay here
in Zara tomorrow to watch a horse race. We're obliged
to accept because no one will provide us with horses to
continue our journey. We can already hear music and
drums in the evening.

25 September 1942

The night was bad and we slept restlessly. Khwaja
Abdul Aziz is suffering from a severe migraine and |
myself feel dizzy. No one feels well but uncle has experi-
ence of these regions and, knowing the cause of these
discomforts, is not worried.

The gopa came to have a talk with us. He notified us
that an officer from the Mines sent by the Government
is in the region because the mountain chain which ex-
tends into Tibetan territory is rich in sulphur and bo-
rax. In spite of the difficulties in exploiting these miner-
als, there is a lively competition amongst rival compa-
nies, each one attempting to obtain the monopoly.

The music reminds me that the horse race has be-
gun. [ can’t resist going. Our two servants Lobzong and
Rabgyas accompany me.

I've returned from the festival. This magnificent spec-
tacle gave me an impressive glimpse of the life of the
Rupshu nomads. What a hard life they have! They ap-
peared to me at once innocent, dirty and happy.

Now again it is with joy that | recall this gathering of
Rupshu nomads and their horses. None of the races which |
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watched later in Calcutta or Darjeelung gave me as much plea-
sure. Here at nearly 5000 metres of altitude in the austere back-
ground of the region near the lake which maps generally call
Tso Morari, the race represented an extraordinary performance
of sport. The horsemen, young and of a mature age, were soaked
in sweat as well as their intrepid little horses which, in the thin
air, breathed like bellows and shared in the general excitement.
The spectators, many of whom were women, clapped to the
rhythm of the drums. Food and drink were served and our
servant Rabgyas, who had swallowed large glassfuls of chang,
the Tibetan beer, had difficulty returning to his tent. But the
pleasure of the festival was not merely profane, because rosaries
and prayer wheels were seen in many hands and the sacred
mantra remained present.

26 September 1942

The morning was very cold. Uncle seems to feel bet-
ter, although he slept badly. As nobody was ready, we
didn’t leave until noon. The lap went as usual. We
stopped at Thukje where we had a splendid view of the
lake formed by the accumulation of water coming from
several valleys. As we approached we noticed many
ducks and other beautiful birds. We arrived at Nganor
at 5 o’clock. The moon rose and is reflected in the lake.
A pleasant, light breeze is blowing. There is no one to
help us here and we have to depend upon ourselves.
Lopzang, Rabgyas and Qadir have gone to collect wood
so that we can heat our tents.

27 September 1942

This morning a beautiful sun shone on the lake and
the surrounding snow-covered peaks. A marvellous spec-
tacle.

Whilst riding [ reflected a good deal on the life which
was already behind me, on my years of college and uni-
versity and on the few months [ had just spent at home.
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As for the future, far too divided between the high aspi-
rations of my soul and my material ambitions, [ can’t
envisage it.

| was still absorbed in my thoughts when we arrived
at Angano. It was two o'clock. | am writing these notes
on a beautiful, sunny afternoon. We are waiting for our
baggage to arrive to set up our tents. The Qorzogpas
have welcomed us warmly but the supplies destined for
our caravan are hardly satisfactory. Nevertheless respa
ponies have come from Qorzoq with yaks, so we won'’t
have to wait for them tomorrow.

28 September 1942

Our departure was delayed because the Qorzogpas
had not sent enough men for the number of animals.
Our servants had to go ahead by themselves with the
load assisted by several Zorzogpas who were present, so
we weren'’t able to leave until the beginning of the after-
noon. Passing through Puga, | noticed workers on near-
by mountains working at sulphur mining, an abundant
mineral in this region.

Today’s lap was the longest since our departure and
we arrived here at Langsham at 7.30. We were put up in
the kotih (travellers’ rest house) which is nearly accept-
able. We have two rooms, one for uncle and me, the
other serving as a kitchen and dormitory for the ser-
vants. Padma Tsering, another of our servants, left Leh
several weeks before us and has joined us here. He went
all the way to Gartok (western Tibet) which he left 17
days ago. He had to delay in Demchocq (the first Ti-
betan town after the Kashmir border) waiting for news
of our caravan. He also obtained some information as
to the whereabouts of our merchandise expected from
Tashigang (in the same region).

In effect, during the preceding Lopchak two years
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ago the threat of the Hasakapa raids (a Tibetan term
designating the Kazakhs) had forced Khwaja Abdul Aziz
to delay considerably his journey to Lhasa and to leave
most of his merchandise as well as a hundred horses in
Tashigang. Now we had to collect them to take them to
their destination. The people who were to assure our
transport have made unacceptable demands and are
charging double the normal price. This affair is going to
oblige us to extend our stay here. While we were wait-
ing, Rabgyas, Lobzang, Padma and Rasul charmed us
by singing very beautiful traditional songs of Ladakh
and Baltistan, called junglus.

After crossing the Indus at the Choklamsar bridge sev-
eral kilometres from Leh, our route had gone along the left
bank of the river and left the river at Opshi. From there we
headed south. We went further and further away from the river
until we reached Tso Morari which my journal calls Nganor
Lake. In fact, in these regions which have never been precisely
documented, place names are irregular and the few maps at our
disposition have considerable differences. Nevertheless, after
having passed near Qorzog along the bank of this lake our
caravan continued east again and approached the Indus Valley
as well as the frontier of Tibet properly speaking. From then on
we were entering the most hazardous phase of the expedition
and were to face risks coming from men as well as nature.

First of all, there were the famous Hasakapas or Kazakhs
who made the track unsafe. Muslim nomads, they had pen-
etrated into the high plateaus of Tibet, starting from Sinkiang.
Usually native of the USSR, they had gone into Chinese terri-
tory to escape religious persecution. Small groups had also in-
filcrated Kashmir but the Maharaja, himself of the Hindu reli-
gion, didn't look favourably upon these newcomers who didn’t
fail to swell the Muslim population that was in the majority in
his states. Some Muslim princes of India then agreed to receive
them and it is for this reason that ever since then there have

76



Trans-Himalayan Vocation

been small communities of Kazakhs in cities like Hyderabad
and Bohopal.

In Tibet, the Hasakapas hadn’t come with hostile inten-
tions. They were merely in search of pasture for their herds in
the vast area of Chang-Tang. Nevertheless, there were some
run-ins with certain Tibetan nomads of a quarrelsome nature
who claimed to be the only masters of these deserts. The scuffles
degenerated into raids, then into punitive expeditions, and on
both sides bellicose instincts took over. The result was a gen-
eral impoverishment of the population, already much decreased
in western Tibet, and for caravaneers, the risk of being pil-
laged, if not assassinated.

As for nature in the Trans-Himalayan highlands, she
could be mercilessly rigourous. Our people had already had
several bitter experiences such as that of 1932 which turned
into a veritable disaster.

Snow fell that year in the Tibetan Chang-Tang desert,
the likes of which had never been seen before in living memory.
Accompanied by an uncle and three cousins, my father, Khwaja
Abdul Karim had left for Lhasa with a caravan of mules loaded
with merchandise. In the region of Kailas they encountered a
layer of snow so deep that the animals were immobilised and
all perished down to the very last one. By an almost incredible
feat they managed to save their own lives and reach Lhasa, but
they had lost all their cargo.

| was a child at this time and the image of my grandfa-
ther overcome with worry remains in my memory. He only had
two daughters, and my father, who had married one of them and
for whom he had much affection, was his principle collaborator
and successor assigned to head the family commerce.

In the morning and evening it was his habit to take a
walk in the streets of Leh, and the people, knowing there was
no news of the caravan, shared his anxiety. Finally a telegramme
arrived which announced that all the men were safe and sound.
My grandfather’s face brightened, tears came to his eyes, and
he immediately withdrew to pray.
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He returned saying, “Let us rejoice. They are alive! And
let the merchandise stay where it is!”

As for my father, his financial situation was jeopardised
since his merchandise had remained under the Chang-Tang
snow. He returned to his brother-in-law of course who lived in
Lhasa, but it wasn’t to his relatives whom he turned to in order
to obtain the necessary assistance for re-establishing his busi-
ness. He took a lively interest in the culture and customs of
Tibet where he had numerous friends, particularly amongst the
Khampas whose dress he often wore. [t was the Khampa mer-
chants who lent him enough money to enable him to obtain
some 15 mules as well as servants. I still remember his return to
Leh with his new caravan, himself dressed like a Khampa.

Now my father, resolved to persevere in the rectifica-
tion of his situation, was above all determined to repay the
Khampa merchants the money which he owed them. Against
the advice of Hadji Muhammad Siddiq who, aware of his poor
health, would have liked to have kept him for some time in
Ladakh, he left for Lhasa with his caravan soon after that.
Suffering from a stomach ulcer which he had never taken care
of, he was to die en route, in the middle of the desert, soon
after crossing the Mayum La pass, which is located between the
Indus and Brahmaputra basins.

After burying him, his servants, none of whom were
Muslims, began to quarrel amongst themselves over the mer-
chandise of the caravan. One of them, a particularly loyal and
faithful Khampa, succeeded in persuading the others that the
cargo should be transported intact to Lhasa where the opinion
of Hadji Muhammad Siddiq would be sought. At Shagatse some
of my father’s cousins, knowing that his mules were carrying
gifts that were destined for them, wanted to take possession of
the caravan. The servants were absolutely opposed to this. They
responded to the cousins’ insistence by threatening to use their
weapons and did not allow anyone to touch the merchandise
except a representative duly sent by Hadji Muhammad Siddiq.
The latter, informed of the situation, asked his other brother-
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in-law, Abdul Aziz, who was in Lhasa, to take care of the cargo.
The premature death of my father was one of the causes
of the decline of the family. To replace him, Hadji Muhammad
Siddiq asked Abdul Aziz to leave Lhasa and come settle near
him in Leh. Although he was more Tibetan than Ladakhi, my
uncle accepted and thus undertook the journey accompanied
by his wife and nine year old daughter. He had loaded his goods
onto my father’s mules and took a few of the same servants.
The caravan followed the usual track passing through
Shigatse, Lhatse and the high Brahmaputra. Arrived in Togsum,
three days walk from Mayum La, the travellers heard that
Khampa brigands infested the region and had already attacked
and pillaged several nomad camps. Khwaja Abdul Aziz was
not a man to be stopped by such rumours. He only took the
precaution of verifying that his Mauser rifle, which he carefully
cleaned, was in good order. And the caravan went on its way.
After the caravan had crossed the Mayum La an epi-
sode occurred which has remained famous in the family an-
nals. Abdul Aziz and his companions set up their bivouac on a
deserted plateau at a high altitude. As usual, they let the mules
graze around the campsite during the night. In the morning
the servants had gone to collect them when my uncle noticed a
group of horsemen in the distance. At first he thought it was a
caravan but when they approached their gait seemed unusual
to him and his suspicions were aroused. The strangers came up
to the bivouac and whilst conversing amongst themselves, be-
gan to attach their mounts to tent pegs. Abdul Aziz noticed
that each one was armed with a long flint rifle with a powder
keg as well as a sword. One of the two servants who had re-
mained in the bivouac, himself a Khampa, pointed out to them
that no one had authorised them to touch the tents, to which
they replied with arrogance that they had no authorisation to
take anything from anyone.
So Khwaja Abdul Aziz, holding his Mauser, approached
and sought to drive them away: “You have no business here.
Go away. All this is ours.”
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“Who are you?” asked the bandits.

“I'm going to show you who I am,” answered uncle in a
tone expressing not the least fright but rather growing anger.

Then the bandits began to load their rifles. Abdul Aziz,
even angrier, cried out to them:“Do you think we came into
the desert without better weapons than yours? For us, your
rifles are only sticks.”

At that moment, the little girl, frightened, began to howl
but her mother, who was calmly eating her tsampa, ticked her
off sharply, “You should be ashamed to cry. Tears have never
helped anything!” And, baring her chest she turned toward the
marauders, “Just kill us if it pleases you!”

Less courageous, the cook of the caravan, a Ladakhi
Muslim, prostrated, terrorised, before the bandits crying,
“Kutshai, Kutshai! Mercy, mercy!”

Abdul Aziz's indignation reached its peak. He railed at
his cook: “You're as crazy as you are cowardly if you think
people like this know what mercy is! You’re no man!” And he
spat in his face. Then, aiming his rifle at the closest bandit, he
shouted to them, “If you want to fight, I'm ready. But whatever
happens, don’t forget that there is law in Tibet and the Gov-
ernment have means of arresting criminals like you and pun-
ishing them as they deserve.”

The brigands made hesitating movements, looked at each
other and exchanged a few words which the Khampa servant
understood. They wondered if they weren't in the presence of a
high-ranking official and if it wouldn’t be more prudent to let
him remain alive. At the same time they noticed the other
servant coming back with the mules. So they withdrew, untied
their horses, jumped into their saddles and galloped off.

Abdul Aziz followed them with his eyes and saw them
reach a glen where some companions were waiting for them.
He remained turned in their direction for a long time, his rifle
in his hand, ready to fire at the first one who still dared to
approach.

The little girl who was so frightened was later to be-
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come my wife. She kept all the details of the episode engraved
in her memory.

Nevertheless, the caravan set off again with no further
mishap. At the next lap, nomads who already knew what had
happened came and prostrated in front of Khwaja Abdul Aziz.
It seemed miraculous to them that he had escaped from the ban-
dits when so many of their own people had fallen victim to them.
He himself only made this brief comment about the incident.

“If those villains hadn’t made me so angry, we would all
be dead.”

Uncle had, in fact, a strong temperament and he wasn’t
lacking in pride, perhaps he kept something of the arrogance of
certain aristocratic Tibetans with whom he had been in con-
tact for so long in Lhasa. Such a character undoubtedly made
him a respected and even feared leader, but did not perfectly
suit the occupation which was to be his from then on in the
trading company directed by my grandfather Hadji Muhammad
Siddig. With his wife and daughter, he moved into the big
house in Leh over which the patriarch reigned and with whom
he became the principle collaborator in place of my father. It
was thus that he was assigned to lead the Lopchak first in 1940
and then in 1942 when | accompanied him.

However, certain indications already made us sense that
the days of the trade caravans were approaching their end. My
cousin Abdul Haqq, who didn’t like the precarious existence
that these long expeditions into high desert lands forced one to
lead, was interested in new means of transport and in the pos-
sibility of travelling more rapidly and safely between Leh and
Lhasa through India. He had taken the opportunity, which he
thought good, of selling the mules and all the caravan supplies
that we still owned and the family bitterly reproached him for
this. Consequently, at the time of the 1942 Lopchak, we no
longer had a caravan which belonged to us. We were entirely
dependent on the supplies of the Tibetan administration who
put at our disposition 200 to 250 mules whereas on the Indian
side, the government of Kashmir advanced us the modest sum
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of 10,000 rupees.

At the end of that September of 1942 when we went
down toward the Indus after having crossed the Rupshu, also
called Ladakhi Chang-Tang, and when we approached the bor-
der of Tibet, Khwaja Abdul Aziz at least had the satisfaction of
telling himself that he was going to cross it as an official. As for
myself, [ was not easily consolable, having had to be separated
from-my young wife. All sorts of confused thoughts rushed
into my mind. My diary is a witness to this. I also express in it
the confused hope of finding light at the end of the way and |
wrote:

“Lhasa, perhaps will give a direction to my life.”



Traditions and Prestige

CHAPTER I

TRADITIONS AND PRESTIGE

The insecurity caused by the Hasakapa incursions and the steps
taken to recover the merchandise left in the region two years
before forced us to stay in Langsham until 3 October, not far
from the Indus valley and the Tibetan border. Of this pro-
longed stop my diary especially recalls the hot bath I was able
to take in the kotih which lodged us, a particularly welcome
event as it was the first since our departure from Leh.

Finally our caravan set off again. It stopped before sun-
set in a vale whence we could already see the river.

Surrounded by glaciers, rocky crests and arid slopes,
| delight in looking at the grassy valley, yellow now,
and the pure, blue Indus which flows southward. What
a beautiful evening. The sky is clear. A pleasant breeze
is blowing. Uncle is busy writing his journal and Rasul
preparing the evening meal. Rabgayas and Padma have
gone to collect dry brush to make a fire.

[ am thinking of the heavy responsibilities my uncle
has, of the life which we must lead together and the
work of the servants. Certainly, their task is hard...

The next day, 4 October 1942, as we were walking in
the direction of a horizon lightly powdered with snow, an un-
pleasant thought came to my mind: the war. However, behind
our Asian mountains, the terrible events which were turning
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the world upside down seemed of little concern to us.

In this desert where everything is so peaceful and
harmonious, what should one think of the civilised
world? What do all these battles, this destruction, this
human loss, this diplomatic maneuvering mean for
civilisation? Where are these confrontations going to
lead us? In any case we must prepare ourselves for a
world overturned by convolutions and revolutions. One

has to adapt oneself to it. Even Tibet herself may be
affected.

On 6 October we arrived in Demchogq, the first loca-
tion on the Tibetan side of the border, which used to belong to
Ladakh. In the seventeenth century the gyalpo of Ladakh, Delek
Namgyal, unwisely intervened on the side of Bhutan in a war
opposing Tibet. The government of the Dalai Lama retorted
by sending an army consisting mainly of Mongols against the
gyalpo. The Mongols, after having fought the Ladakhis, were
stopped by Kashmiri troops who had come to the rescue. A
peace treaty was then negotiated between Lhasa and Leh, and
Ladakh had to give up the high Indus Valley as far as Demchoq
with the exception of the enclave of Mansar where we were to
stop several days later.

[t is this same treaty which instituted the Lopchak, and,
inversely, the Shungtsong. The status of the two caravans in-
cluded great advantages because in Tibetan territory they were
authorised to levy any requisition which they might need and
call for the work of the serfs for their transport. In the State of
Kashmir the system was obviously different and the govern-
ment paid subsidies to cover their costs.

After being guests of the village leader who extended
real cordiality to us, we set off again the next day for Tashigang.
The welcome there was much less keen and we had to set up
our tents ourselves. We had to stay there two nights because
Rasul, our Muslim cook, was suffering.
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[ now wonder whether this health failure was not linked
to the profligate life which he led. At almost every village where
we stopped for the night, Rasul succeeded in winning the favours
of a girl. These successful attempts, to tell the truth, did not
testify to a particular ability to seduce, taking into account the
loose morals widespread amongst many peoples of the Mongol
race. The fact is that he suffered from an unrespectable ailment
from which he was never to completely recover. During this
journey, when he found himself incapable of fulfilling his func-
tion as cook, he was replaced by his assistant Lobzang, a young
Buddhist of 16 years who had left his village of Sabu, near Leh,
to enter the monastery of Tashilumpo as a novice in Shigatse
and we couldn’t complain about him.

Despite the inconvenience of the time lost in our un-
comfortable camp of Tashigang, | was seized by the powerful
charm of this high country. And I noted in my diary:

This Tibetan land blessed with such magnificent
natural landscape but so sparsely inhabited is at once
light and darkness. | feel more and more at home in
Tibet, with its immensity, the men [ meet here, with its
birds, climate, its light and dark visions, with its past,
its present and its future... My mirror reflects the image
of my face bearing the mark of sunburn and frost bites.
l am happy to feel that | am physically adapting to the
country.

It was a young man of twenty years and with a romantic
temperament who wrote these lines. Re-reading them now, I
am inclined to smile but [ also see in them an expression of this
fascination with Tibet that | had felt from my first stay in Lhasa
two years earlier. During the entire Lopchak, the thought that
I would soon be in Lhasa stimulated me and dissipated the
melancholy which sometimes overtook me.

On the morning of 9 October Rasul’s condition was
well enough to permit us to lift camp and set off again. After
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losing our way in the scrubland of Gar, we made our entrance
into Gargonsa, or Gar Dzong, one of the two “capitals” of the
province of Ngasikorsum, the other being Gartok or Garyarsa,
two days walk to the east. The place consisted of nomad tents
and a few houses, as well as hovels. Qur caravan was warmly
welcomed here. We were lodged in the “residence” of one of the
two governors (in the Tibetan administration, all posts of any
importance had two officers, one civil and the other religious)
where we were to spend three nights.

In Gargonsa we had difficult accounts to settle with the
cattle breeders and shepherds of the region. For several genera-
tions our family had been owners here of a fairly large quantity
of cattle, especially yaks and goats, and our renewable property
rights were transferred to the herds. The breeders profited from
this but they owed us dues which they paid mainly in the form
of butter. This produced accounts which were even more com-
plicated by the fact that the lists attached to them were written
in Tibetan characters which we could only decipher with diffi-
culty. Moreover, the poverty of these people prevented us from
exacting the entire payment from them. [ even came to ask
myself if this system was morally justified and if it were permis-
sible to levy taxes from cattle which our ancestors had acquired
so long ago.

Confronted with these inherited customs of the past
and, in a general way, in contact with these peoples who still
escape all modern influences, [ often reacted in conformity to
what | had learnt during my studies. Assuredly, | remained
attached to the traditions the value of which [ discerned; | re-
spected and admired a man like Hadji Muhammad Siddig, my
grandfather, who personified them. But the modern mentality
had penetrated me through my teachers and the books they
had made me read. | had become in a way one of those many
orientals who with a Western education, were caught between
two cultures and had lost the homogeneity of their personality.

[n Ladakh we remained relatively distant from modern
influences. The life of the people had hardly changed during
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the preceding centuries. The wheel was not used and electricity
was totally unknown. However, one suspected that beyond the
peaks a world of unheard of possibilities and irresistible seduc-
tion opened up. Already as school children in the primary classes
in Leh we admired our elders who had crossed the passes lead-
ing to Kashmir to experience this modernism whose marvels
haunted our imagination.

My first school was a traditional Qur'anic maktab. It
was run by an old beloved and respected master whom we called
Maimai Lasa. Amongst the students, | believed myself to be
particularly important since | was the only male descendant of
Maimai Siddig Mal, as my grandfather was usually called, and
who held considerable prestige. With my classmates, boys and
girls, we sat on the ground around Maimai Lasa, who often fell
asleep in the middle of the lesson, and who unfortunately died
shortly afterwards.

| was then sent to Maimai Ghulam Muhammad, the
muezzin of the mosque, whom we called “Akhon” (preacher).
Thanks to him, | made good progress in Urdu and Arabic.

Then [ was made to enter the secondary school of Leh.
A high level of instruction was assured by Kashmiri pandits
who were certainly better than teachers nowadays. Their meth-
ods were undoubtedly less modern but they were more effica-
cious in any case. High caste Brahmans, they strictly observed
the rules of their community and with their wives regularly
attended the Hindu temple of Leh. This did not at all prevent
them from being very close to their students of a different reli-
gion whom they sometimes invited into their homes and in a
like manner we received them into our homes. One felt that
they belonged to the same traditional world into which we were
all integrated.

The first language we learnt was not our native lan-
guage, Ladakhi, a Tibetan dialect, but Urdu. Moreover, the
Muslim students had to follow courses in Persian as a second
language, so we did not even have the opportunity to learn the
Tibetan alphabet. In practice, the Tibetan lessons were reserved
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for the Buddhists and I always regretted not having been able
to attend them.

On the whole, | wasn’t a brilliant student, but average,
and | passed my examinations without too much difficulty, de-
spite a weakness in mathematics. The programme obligatorily
included gymnastics and sport, in particular, field hockey, which
I didn’t like at all.

Outside of school the young men had a preference for
football. They played it mainly in the winter because the layer
of snow was never too deep. Although less popular than in
Gilgit, polo was sometimes played on our little Ladakhi ponies
and | remember the surprise caused one day by the arrival of
polo players mounted on Kashmiri horses which seemed gigan-
tic to us.

Whenever a representative of the Maharaja Government
of the British administration arrived from Srinigar, all the school
children of Leh were mobilised to welcome him. Under the
supervision of the physical education master, we lined up along
the high street to greet the important person, which we did
willingly because his visit gave us a day off.

According to the English system, the final year was the
eighth. When 1 left school a decisive episode occurred in my
life. I was fourteen years old. Most of the students who had
reached this level learnt a trade or went to work in some family
business. My grandfather strongly desired that I also begin an
apprenticeship in the trade which he managed. He had already
envisaged entrusting me to one of his nephews who knew the
trade well and who had experience with the caravans.

However, | had a strong desire to go see the outside
world of which so many amazing things were said. This desire
was aroused by the proposals that my great uncle Abdullah
Shah, the Aksakal had passed on to me. According to him,
only a modern type of education would turn me into an impor-
tant person and worthy of the social position of the family. |
allowed myself to be all the more easily convinced that, in fact,
the rare “educated” men whom we had known in our valley
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seemed to carry an aura of all the prestige of civilisation. Cer-
tainly the English who sometimes visited Ladakh seemed strange
and disconcerting to us, but being adolescents, we would have
been ready to imitate them in everything, for example, to give
up the koss, the Ladakhi dress, which we always wore and wear
trousers like they did.

Although during most of the year no English people
stayed in Leh, there was a delegation of the British administra-
tion which was much more prestigious than the office of the
wazir representing the government of the Mahraj. The least
important of its pen-pushers was already a person of rank.
However, the British administration did not get involved in
local affairs and occupied itself exclusively with what was called
the “Treaty Route”, that is, the caravan track which, starting
from Srinigar, crossed Ladakh and by way of the Karakoram
led to Sinkiang. The treaty in question was the one which the
government of India had signed following the military cam-
paign led by Lord Durand in 1891 in the northern-most part of
the state of Kashmir in order to assure the liberty and security
of the commerce along the tracks leading into Chinese territory.

In actual fact, this British post wasn’t very important.
It was rather a pole of attraction and a reminder of the supreme
power which ruled over the Empire of India. Its presence in-
spired ambitious Ladakhis with the desire to learn the language
of these lords and educate themselves in the same way as they
were. The Aksakal in particular enjoyed great respect because
he maintained close relations with the British. He even received
the British commissioner into his home when the latter came
to Leh for his annual stay where he owned a beautiful summer
residence. The Aksakal spoke English and had adopted certain
modern habits and in particular had European-type chairs in
his house.

My grandfather strongly opposed these tendencies as
well as all foreign influences which penetrated Ladakh little by
little and damaged our traditional customs. For example, those
who drank their tea in the English style irritated him.
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“Why are you so intent on putting sugar in your tea,
much more expensive, whereas in Ladakh we have always put
salt, which in reality you prefer since you have drunk it like
this since your childhood? By drinking English tea, you imitate
even the gestures of the English and make fools of yourselves.”

We, the younger generation, were more and more in-
clined to view him as “backward” and “old hat.” I often told
myself that [ would have to shake off the weight of his tutelage
if | wanted to “progress”...With the passage of time and given
the present state of the world, it seems evident to me that in
the final analysis it was he who was right...

In fact, Hadji Muhammad Siddiq realised to some ex-
tent at least the necessity of adapting oneself to the modern
world. For example, understanding that a merchant should
know English, he had sent me to take lessons at the Moravian
mission of Leh whose headquarters were next to our house.

Ever since the last century, these Protestant missionar-
ies who were still widespread in other regions of central Asia,
mainly in Sinkiang, had played a special role in the history of
Ladakh whence they established the first relations with the West-
ern world. The two most noteworthy were A.H. Francke and
H.A. Haschke, authors, one of respectable studies on the his-
tory and culture of our country and the other of a Tibetan-
English dictionary which is still useful.

The titular of the mission in the days of my childhood
was the Reverend Peter with whom my two grandfathers had
maintained very close friendly relations, although marked by
different nuances. Hadji Abdul Ghaffur, my paternal grandfa-
ther, admired and sought to imitate the lifestyle represented by
the modern West, whereas Hadji Muhammad Siddiq was abso-
lutely against it. However, this did not at all prevent him from
getting on very well with Mr.and Mrs. Peter and even carrying
out some business transactions with them. It was thanks to this
intermediary that he was thus able to import from Germany
various quantities of amber and coral which he then resold in
Lhasa where these articles were in high demand.
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Reverend Peter was succeeded by Reverend Driver who
was my first English master. What fascinated me more than his
teaching was the pipe he smoked whilst settled in his armchair
as he made me repeat the rudiments of his language. Its per-
fumed tobacco had a smell which [ much preferred to that of
my grandfather’s hooka (waterpipe) even though he always put
flower petals in the water which made the smoke gurgle. My
visits to the mission also familiarised me with the customs of
the West which contrasted so sharply with our traditional life.
In fact, at home we didn’t even sleep in beds but on mattresses
which we spread out in the main room as in early times. The
Reverend, who knew Ladakhi quite well, also spoke to me of
life in the West, of London, where he was from and his talks
stirred my curiosity. In any case, thanks to his lessons, I made
tangible progress in English, which contrary to the wish of Hadji
Muhammad Siddiq, increased my desire to leave Ladakh and
go acquire this prestigious education, the key to power and
success.

In the opinion of my grandfather, a Western type of
education was mainly suitable for administrative careers. Now,
he had almost no respect for such careers which, to his mind,
partly included servitude which an independent merchant was
exempt from.

“Your veritable education,” he said, “you will better get
by experience and example of your elders than by spending
years on the benches of those colleges and universities.”

When 1 finished school in Leh, then, the big question
being debated in the family circle was to decide whether [ should
be allowed to go to Srinigar to complete the ninth and tenth
classes. Onc of my cousins, Ataullah, was already there and his
academic results were very encouraging. This precedent was a
strong argument in favour of my departure. But the patriarch,
who had the last word, was not yet ready to cede.

My mother realised that she played an important role
here. She was a modest, effaced and innocent woman. Illiter-
ate, she was incapable of counting beyond twenty. Yet she was
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generous as the beggars who came and presented themselves at
the door of our house well knew, and she wanted happiness for
everyone, especially that of her son. Seeing how much I wanted
to go to Kashmir, she began to plead my case with her father.
My younger sister was also on my side. Finally Hadji Muhammad
Siddiq, whose health was already deteriorating, had to resign
himself to this.

However, he believed he had found an intermediary
solution which, whilst responding to my desire to discover the
world beyond the peaks, would perhaps prevent my final en-
trance into the modern academic system. He thus decided that
I would leave for Srinigar under the direction of Khwaja Abdul
Aziz, his brother-in-law, giving him instructions to show me
Kashmir whilst drawing my attention to the negative aspects of
life in this region where | would inevitably feel isolated and
homesick. He also advised him to carry on the journey to the
Indian plain and to show me Lahore, perhaps even Peshawar,
in order to satisfy my curiosity. And then he had added:

“Try to persuade him to return of his own will. Try to
make him give up this idea of college and modern education!”

Uncle did exactly the opposite. As I realised later, he
himself was under the influence of Abdullah Shah, the Aksakal
whom he greatly admired. Thus, when we were in Srinigar, he
did not make the slightest attempt to make me give up the idea
of college.

“The best thing you can do is to acquire a modern edu-
cation. Your grandfather doesn’t see things as they are. He
really doesn’t know what the modern world is and doesn’t un-
derstand that new weapons are necessary to confront it.”

When he had to let me leave, Hadji Muhammad Siddiq
was determined to organise my journey in such a way as to
already interest me in the traditional commercial activity of the
family. He entrusted to his brother-in-law, who was assigned to
escort me, an entire cargo of merchandise to be sold in Srinigar
or perhaps even in Lahore. It included mainly rugs and other
products of Tibetan handicraft. The load also included silks
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and brocades of Chinese origin as well as bricks of black Ti-
betan tea which would easily find a buyer in Kashmir. This tea
came from Szechuan and in this compressed and agglomerated
form it was sent to Lhasa where the Tibetans were great con-
sumers of it. Some quantities were loaded onto caravans des-
tined for Leh whence they were sent to Sinkiang and some-
times also Kashmir. This trade was one of my grandfather’s
specialities.

Thus, my first departure from Leh was that of a small
caravan. This was our only means of communication with the
outside world. During the preceding days, Hadji Muhammad
Siddiq had personally supervised the preparations, inspecting
the equipment and baggage, designating the servants and the
cook who were to accompany us. Then he organised a big fare-
well dinner.

On the morning of the departure, according to custom,
a string to which was tied a small packet containing several
verses of the Qur'an was put around my neck which [ was to
wear on the right side. When everything was ready, men, horses
and ponies left the courtyard of the house and after 200 metres,
stopped on the Shagaran square. All the travellers, masters
and servants alike, lined up to pray, imploring divine protec-
tion all along their route. My grandfather, mother, sister, a
good number of uncles and cousins, friends and servants were
there to wish us well. After the prayer we embraced each other,
then Hadji Muhammad Siddig advised me to write to him of-
ten and gave me some advice which has remained engraved in
my memory.

“Always be happy, never reveal a bad mood to anyone,
smile at everyone. If lassitude overcomes you, don’t hesitate to
come back. You will always be welcome here and will always
find affection with us and something to occupy yourself.”

Qur little troop then set off along the track which de-
scended to the bottom of the valley and then followed the course
of the Indus in a southwest direction. At last [ was going to
traverse the mountain barrier which separated us from Kash-
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mir and the rest of the world. The thought of the discoveries
which awaited me filled me with excitement and pride.

Our laps averaged 25 kilometers. Toward the end of the
journey we were slowed down by floods and it took us twenty
days to cover the 434 kilometers separating us from Srinigar.
We would set off at dawn, fasting, then stop around ten or
eleven in the morning. Then we took a snack followed by a
meal which permitted us to avoid walking during the hottest
hours of the day, whilst the horses and ponies looked for grasses
to graze on, often without success. Then we set off again and
stopped before sunset. The tracks were most often deserted and
the only people we sometimes met were shepherds. In the vil-
lages the inhabitants almost always knew whom we were be-
cause the names of my grandfather and my uncles were known
in these regions, and they welcomed us warmly.

At this time the British had set up a network of lap
shelters called dak bungalows for their employees on tour. They
still exist all over India where they continue to serve the ad-
ministration and even foreign tourists very usefully. The repu-
tation of the family gave us the possibility of using these bunga-
lows and this contributed to the pleasantness and comfort of
the journey.

When there weren't any bungalows we were lodged with
the local inhabitants. This was the case at Khalatsay, two days
walk from Fatu La, a pass at an altitude of 4100 meters which
marks the culminating point of the route. We were to be put up
in the house of a former servant of the family, a Tibetan retired
in Ladakh where he was spending a peaceful old age. [ was
happy to get there because the girls of Khalatsay had a flatter-
ing reputation. However, [ have a detestable memory of the
night spent in the house of our old friend where the fleas were
so aggressive that we had to fight them off until the morning,
unable to get a wink of sleep. This annoying experience re-
mained unique and didn't even repeat itself at Kargil on the
other side of the pass, a place described by some travellers as
the “flea capital of the world.”
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During the twenty days of the journey, my relations
with Khwaja Abdul Aziz were not always very cordial and even
sometimes a little strained. An intrepid and experienced
caravaneer, he had a difficult character and it didn't take much
to make him angry. He was born in Lhasa where he had spent
his childhood and youth. He had a little wispy beard like Hi-
malayan and Chinese Muslims. He was not entirely acclimatised
to Ladakh where he had settled only after the death of his
father. Through his grandmother he had Chinese blood and
his manner reflected his close contact with the Tibetan nobil-
ity. He often seemed to me arrogant, especially with his inferi-
ors whom he willingly treated as if they were Tibetan serfs,
whereas Ladakhis considered themselves free men and expected
to be treated as such. [ often wonder whether the influence of
Islam had not contributed to making human relations less hier-
archical with us. However it was, as head of the caravan, Uncle
behaved as if “these people”, be they officers or bungalow ser-
vants, owed him everything.

At the end of the lap when we settled down to eat, the
villagers often came and sat near us and engaged in conversa-
tion. However, this irritated Uncle because he did not like to
be watched whilst he was eating, and he made them feel this.
They of course felt disappointed and offended and wondered
who this strange khwaja was who was so ungracious.

We usually had the use of relay horses and ponies, which,
upon payment, were arranged for us at each lap. As a general
rule, the guests of the dak bungalows were in this respect better
and more rapidly served than ordinary travellers. But the
haughty moods of Uncle often had the effect of cooling the
good will of the suppliers who then would only provide us with
animals of mediocre quality.

After passing through Kargil, half-way between Leh and
Srinigar, and ascending again for three days through the cold
valley of Drass, our caravan arrived at Zoji La (3800 meters)
which appeared to me as a door onto another world. The south-
ern side of the pass, covered with green vegetation, offered an
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entirely new spectacle for me and the warmer air gave me a
feeling of lightness, whilst walking alongside our mounts. We
followed the track carved into the rock which descended to-
ward Kashmir.

Our next lap was Sonamarg, now a holiday resort, where
Khwaja Abdul Aziz granted us a little rest. From there, two
days would normally have sufficed to reach Srinigar. But we
needed four because the river had flooded and had rendered
the tracks impassable which immobilised us in Kulan. Having
taken refuge in a village house, we were confined to one scanty
room from which we watched the rain fall, more abundantly
than [ had ever seen before. The few Kashmiris that I noticed
seemed real strangers to me, as much from their facial features
as from their dress. Uncle, unhappy about this forced rest, was
grumpier than ever. | began to think of the words of “Maimaila”,
my grandfather, warning me that the journey would not al-
ways be a pleasure and | would have many an occasion to miss
the family home of Leh...

Most certainly, the life of a modern college student which
I had obstinately wanted to lead held in store for me much
suffering and many difficulties in a milieu where | would inevi-
tably feel isolated. But on the other hand weren’t our elders who
were faithful to the family traditions not often exhausted and
suffering during their wanderings across the highlands of Asia’

Having experienced both types of existence, [ wonder if
they can be compared. It seems to me in any case that the
companions of my childhood and of my Tibetan caravans were
more at peace with themselves than the modern men with whom
my studies more or less assimilated me. When I already had my
university degree and followed Khwaja Abdul Aziz who led the
Lopchak caravan, | was struck by the company of the people |
found myself with who were more homogeneous, less compli-
cated and more accepting of their destiny than all my former
classmates and professors. Uncle himself, despite his irritable
character, was a balanced man and perfectly integrated into
the austere environment which surrounded him. As for the
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nomads and shepherds whom we met along the way, they were
poor, dirty and tattered, but their looks and the expression on
their faces told me that at the same time they were happy.

On the 13th of October 1942 then, after we had worked
out the accounts that we had with the people of Gargonsa and
had taken the delivery of their butter, the Lopchak caravan set
off again toward the east in the direction of the sources of the
Indus. Two days later it arrived in Garyarsa or Gartok, the
centre of caravan trade and “summer capital” of western Tibet.
In this large village where nomad tents were more numerous
than “solid” houses. We were extended an excellent welcome:

We were greeted by the representatives of the two
urkus (governors) who draped the traditional kharak
(ceremonial scarf) around our necks. Our arrival pro-
duced a procession which people watched from the ter-
race of their homes or from in front of their tents. Then
the servants of the urkus and the two officers in
Shungtsong presented us their gifts in the traditional
style. A very beautiful spectacle! The manner in which
these servants welcomed us testifies to a refined culture.
I'd like to be able to adapt myself to it but I still have a
lot to learn, and in particular [ should perfect my knowl-
edge of the Tibetan language.

During our stay in Gartok we heard quite alarming
rumours concerning incursions of the Hasakapas in the regions
which we had to cross to go to Lhasa. That is why it was a
relief for us to see the arrival of the atung, the delegate specifi-
cally sent by the Tibetan government to escort us all the way to
the capital.

This person who had come from Lhasa in 20 days, a
hitherto unheard of feat, had importance and power. Depend-
ing on his mission, an atung disposed of more or less extensive
authority. When it was a question of escorting a caravan com-
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ing from beyond the frontiers and having an official status as
in our case, he had the possibility of demanding what he deemed
opportune from the population. He took advantage of this to
the extent that his arrival was considered a calamity. If the
fresh supplies or the number of animals which he demanded
were not delivered rapidly enough, he had the villains flogged.
[t was said that his requisitions sometimes extended to the girls
which he wanted at the lap. When news came that the atung
was near and it was believed that the bells of his horse could be
heard, fear spread and spines began to shiver.

However, before setting off again on the route to the
east in good company, Khwaja Abdul Aziz had to settle a series
of business deals in the region. | accompanied him to Gar
Sharshan, a few hours from Gartok, a bazaar where the family
caravans never failed to stop. Merchandise from various places
was exchanged, mainly from India. [ took an active part in the
transactions and my diary dated 17 October notes:

We completed several negotiations. Uncle sold his
horse, in exchange for which he acquired some foreign
cloth, mostly Indian. It was today that | truly made my
entrance into the business profession. It is of course old,
traditional and primitive business. This is what my start-
ing point should be if I want to become a modern busi-
nessman.

The next day we returned to Gartok where we had to
stay several days doing nothing whilst waiting for our mer-
chandise from Tashigang. This loss of time worried us, for the
season was getting on and our caravan was the last one that
was headed for central Tibet before winter. It is true that the
weather had been fine until then, but we feared snowfalls, think-
ing of the disaster that my father went through ten years earlier
in these regions. Upon the advice of the atung and the urkus,
we decided then, on 26 October, to set off again.

After Gartok, we got father away from the course of the
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Indus which has its source in the northern mountains. We had
to cross the Sherko pass, approximately 5000 meters of alti-
tude, and come down again in the high Sutlej valley, a branch
of the Indus which rejoins it 1000 kilometres from there in
present-day Pakistan. These were very hard laps. It was very
difficult for us to obtain the mounts and pack animals which
we needed and without the intervention of the authorities and
of the atung we would have been immobilised. As it was, we
didn’t have enough animals and our servant Kadir had to be
content with riding a yak.

Mansar, sometimes spelled Mense or Missar on the maps,
where our caravan arrived on 29 October, had a very special
status. The place and the neighbouring territory constituted a
small enclave over which treaties had maintained the sover-
eignty of Kashmir so as to facilitate the pilgrimage of Ladakhi
Buddhists to the very sacred places of the region, Mount Kailas
and Lake Manasarowar. Thanks to the revenues of this far-off
possession, the gyalpo of Ladakh was said to have fueled lamps
with butter in order to illuminate the sacred mountain.

When we arrived there was no Kashmiri officer there.
The government of Srinigar must have made its authority felt,
however, since the inhabitants complained of having to submit
to double tax payments by paying taxes to the Tibetan admin-
istration as well as to the representative of the Maharaja. In
any case, discontent reigned, which did not facilitate the trans-
actions which Uncle had to settle.

The site was very beautiful. Unfortunately our lodging
conditions hardly corresponded to the pleasantness of the land-
scape:

We occupy a dark, dirty room almost constantly filled
with a pungent smoke which penetrates the lungs. Filth
and rubbish surround the house, the dust of which seems
to filter into the inside and mix with the smoke.

We very soon had had enough of the charms of the

local cuisine.

99



TIBETAN CARAVANS

This morning, the first of November we were fortunately
served a little milk. Otherwise the diet is as follows: meat
in the morning, meat at noon, meat in the evening.
However, [ was able to obtain a little rice and bread as
well as some tsampa for Uncle’s breakfast.

At least some good news reached us: thanks to the in-
terventions of the atung our servant Padma Tsering had been
able to leave Tashigang with our merchandise and was hurry-
ing to join us. Everyone was relieved.

We were then able to prepare to leave again. We still
had to wait because there were further delays in supplying ani-
mals. If the people of Mansar did not put their good will into it,
the insecurity caused by the Hasakapas gave them an excuse.
Finally we had to resort to loading yaks with baggage, mer-
chandise as well as servants. Only the two khwajas were on
horseback.

The laps which followed were veritable trials. The alti-
tude made every movement heavy and the northern wind
fustigated us. The horses advanced at a slow and tired pace.
We ourselves were close to exhaustion. On his mount, some-
what less foundered than mine, Khwaja Abdul Aziz had taken
the lead and'l dragged far behind, asking myself how to inter-
pret such a striking contrast between the majestic grandeur of
the surrounding nature and the insignificance of the small be-
ings, exhausted and suffering as we were.

Through sheer effort we nevertheless advanced. The
mountains which surrounded us seemed as if they no longer
belonged to the earth. We were approaching some of the most
sacred places of upper Asia.
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CHAPTER III

THE BEGINNING OF DECLINE

When [ arrived in the valley of Kashmir for the first time with
Khwaja Abdul Aziz, a pleasant surprise awaited us: a group of
college students, all native of Ladakh, came to meet us to wel-
come us and bring us fruit. There was another surprise, even
more unexpected than the first: my cousin Ataullah, who was
part of the group, had a contraption with wheels, the likes of
which [ had never seen before: a bicycle. He got on it, started
up, whizzed off like an arrow, disappeared round a bend, reap-
peared riding backwards, always going at an amazing speed
until he had rejoined us. His demonstration left me flabbergasted.

With electricity, telephones, radios, cinemas and all the
motor vehicles, Srinigar held many even more thrilling discov-
eries in store for me. [ soon realised that even the most extraor-
dinary technical novelties didn’t fascinate me for long and after
several days | was used to them. It is only interior discoveries
that one does not tire from.

Ataullah had followed classes in the missionary college
of Srinigar for two years. His presence contributed consider-
ably to facilitating my entrance into this new life. Thanks to
him, I didn’t feel too distressed and isolated. | therefore took
lodgings in the boarding house where a good number of other
students from the school lived. Finally, | was presented to the
director, the Reverend Bescoe.

This missionary had founded the first modern college
in Srinigar. He had obviously done it with the intention of
proselytising Christianity, but in this country where Muslims
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were in the majority, its successes had remained meager and
mission had only succeeded, it seems, in converting one or two
families of Hindu pandits. The school gave special solicitude to
the sons of several Christian families of Leh who attended the
school, arranging to obtain good jobs for them in the adminis-
tration. In any case, he welcomed me with much kindness and
I could but congratulate myself for the education [ received in
his institution.

At the beginning of my stay, Khwaja Abdul Aziz shared
the same lodgings, until he had settled his business matters in
Srinigar. Friends of the family came to see us and I above all
remember a former servant who had worked for us in Leh and
then worked in the house of an important person holding an
official position. Having learnt of our arrival, he brought us a
magnificent cake which he had baked in his employer’s kitchen.
When [ wanted to try some of it, my uncle objected claiming
that it should be saved for a better occasion. This occasion
presented itself a few days later in the person of another visitor
but when my uncle told me to take the cake out of the cup-
board where it was waiting, there was no longer any question
of eating it because it was black with ants.

Although [ often suffered from homesickness, even se-
verely sometimes, [ was keen to prove my strength of character
and | managed to overcome it even after the departure of
Ataullah who didn't delay leaving Srinigar to enter the Uni-
versity of Aligarh, south-east of Delhi. I soon became accustomed
to my new life of a college student which lasted two years.

Every morning, with my classmates, we left the board-
ing house which was near the “first bridge” on the Jhelum in
the new town where most of the English lived, then at a hur-
ried pace we covered the three kilometres which separated this
bridge from the school which was located near the “seventh
bridge” in an area mostly inhabited by high caste Hindus. Al-
though Muslims, Hindus and Buddhists made up the vast ma-
jority of students, as soon as they arrived at school they had to
attend a short Christian religious service with prayers and hymns.
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The headmaster was a Brahman who was nearly an oc-
togenarian and very respected, the pandit Shankar Kaul, who
also taught us Persian language and literature. Most classes were
given in Urdu but great emphasis was placed on teaching En-
glish. The academic programme was Western-style and the his-
tory courses were centred on England and the British Empire.
In a way, everything was organised so as to make us good ser-
vants of the British.

The discipline weighed heavily upon me, particularly
during the physical education classes. We also had to learn to
swim, a strange and not very attractive sport for a Ladakhi! I
didn’t like the fire drill exercises any better which took place
regularly in military style. But nothing was more detestable to
me than the obligatory boxing lessons. The Reverend Bescoe
himself excelled in the supposedly “noble art” which the end of
his nose bore witness to. For my part, [ found it humiliating to
be a party to these exchanges of punches, and this removed the
little that was left of my feeling of importance.

[n fact in Srinigar, to be the grandson of Hadji
Muhammad Siddiq was no longer sufficient to confer glory upon
me. There was an abundance of important people. Amongst
my classmates were several descendents of aristocratic families,
like Shawqat, the son of the prince (mir) of Nagar, a small state
neighbouring Hunza in the Karakoram chain. Living in the
same boarding house as me, he was treated like an ordinary stu-
dent, but had his own servants. A twenty-year old Shia Muslim,
he was especially strict in observing his religious duties.

In general, [ didn’t easily form close relationships with
Kashmiris properly speaking and most of my friends were like
myself, natives of the high frontier regions of Gilgit, Hunza,
Ashtor, Punyal. There was a great solidarity amongst the rep-
resentatives of these mountain countries so different from the
rest of India. However, my closest friend was a Ladakhi Bud-
dhist named Stobdan. After the departure of my cousin, I found
most comfort with him when homesickness overtook me.

Amongst the happy memories of these times were the
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two Christmases which the Reverend and our Christian class-
mates celebrated with us in accordance to European customs
with a Christmas tree, candles, songs and delicacies. The school
also organised excursions. In this respect, Kashmir has always
offered marvelous and countless walks and hikes in her moun-
tains and valleys. It was the time when winter sports were be-
ginning to be popular and there was a dramatic accident which
upset the whole region deeply. Seven young English skiers set-
ting off from Gulmarg, the famous station to the west of Srinigar,
were lost in the mountains and perished in the snow.

We all came under a very strong attraction for the mod-
ern West at this time. We were keen to dress like Europeans
and the highest ambition of many of us was to one day be able
to enter the British administration. In the meantime, there was
no greater dream, no privilege more sought after than to be
included amongst the few chosen each year to go to London
thanks to scholarships granted by the Government of the Ma-
haraja. For England was in the centre of our thoughts. | en-
tered the missionary college in 1936, the year marked by the
death of George V and by the abdication of Edward VII. We
followed these events with great interest.

Such was the mentality | myself had adopted after a few
months. [ was keen to be an independent and open young man.
My ambition went far beyond the Bescoe College and I wished
to continue my studies in a university in India like my cousin
Ataullah or like another Ladakhi whom [ especially admired,
Sonam Norbu. He had an engineering diploma and soon after
went on a training course in London making certain fellow
students ill with jealousy. This eminent Ladakhi was to become
minister in the Government of Jammu and Kashmir and re-
mained minister until his death in 1980.

After completing the tenth year, [ wanted to prepare
for my entrance into the University of Aligarh. However, news
from Leh had informed me that my grandfather was ill and his
life seemed to be approaching its end. | could not shirk my duty
of going to his side.
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Since my departure from the family home, he had writ-
ten to me himself almost every week, whereas | had only sent
him my news by letter or by telegramme, once a month or
sometimes at even longer intervals. | learnt later that he often
expressed concern when I remained silent for too long. In truth,
[ didn’t have a very good conscience when [ set off for home.

The journey was surprisingly rapid thanks to the facili-
ties granted by the father of one of my classmates who worked
in the postal administration. [ was able to join up with a small
caravan which took seven days to get to Leh thanks to some
excellent relay horses. This was equal to the speed of official
courters.

When [ arrived [ painfully realised that Hadji Muham-
mad Siddiq’s state was very serious. When [ entered the court-
yard of the house on horseback, he came down with great dif-
ficulty from the fist floor which he normally didn’t leave any-
more. In spite of the joy which he expressed embracing me, I
felt how weak he was. This however did not prevent him from
organising a feast to celebrate my return and all the guests con-
gratulated him on having found his grandson back again. |
then realised to what extent my absence had made him suffer.

[ was his only male descendent. He put all his hopes in
me with the idea that [ would be able to take over the family
patrimony. With the passage of time, | have understood the
entire meaning and greatness of this tradition which I wasn’t
able to maintain as he had hoped I would, and I feel a deep
sadness when I think that [ didn’t know how to live up to his
expectations and foresee the decline of the family which began
after his passing away. At present there are several of us amongst
the relatives who miss the patriarchal existence that we led in
Leh at that time. But when Hadji Muhammad Siddig was liv-
ing, we weren’t aware of the priceless values which he personi-
fied, we didn’t listen to his advice and we deliberately went
against his ideas and principles because we were all more or less
seduced by Western modernism. This tendency was most pro-
nounced in the other branch of the family whose members be-
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gan to wear European clothes, furnished their homes in West-
ern style and took their meals in the English fashion.

My grandfather, for his part, however, had always re-
fused to bring anything into his home which wasn’t an obvious
necessity or didn’t conform to the customs of the country.
Nothing decorated his walls except the official diploma confer-
ring the title of Khan Bahadur on his eldest brother Ghulam
Rasul. He only had Ladakhi or Tibetan objects in his house
and everything was homogeneous. To heat in the winter he
remained faithful to an old brasier that was miserly in giving
off heat. Saying that his ancestors had been content with it, he
had no need of a better heater. Even in the coldest weather he
slept with his window open.

Even now I still regret having been ignorant of the val-
ues he defended. Remorse seizes me when I think back on those
weeks spent near him in Leh, after my first two years of college
in Srinigar, when he was suffering from the disease from which
he would never again recover. | had all sorts of suggestions
which went against his dearest ideas. Certainly, it wasn’t inten-
tional, on the contrary, | even thought [ made him happy by
talking of my plans for the future, of my intention to go to the
university, to become an important person holding a well paid
post and driving a car. Nothing like that seemed to him to
conform to the profound vocation of men like ourselves,
caravaneers of the highlands of Asia, and he suspected the dan-
gers which a modernised life influenced by the West could have
for our faith as believing Muslims and on the religious practice
which structured our lives.

Two or three weeks after my return to Leh, one day
whilst we were having our mid-day meal in the company of a
few cousins, a telegramme arrived which was addressed to me.
It was news that | had passed my tenth year school-leaving
examinations. | naturally felt much joy and pride but [ immedi-
ately saw from my grandfather’s look that he didn’t feel any
happiness. Undoubtedly he felt that a failure would have been
better for me and for the family because then I would have
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remained in Ladakh and would have succeeded him as head of
our trading firm. If there were assuredly other candidates for
this succession, in particular his brother-in-law Abdul Aziz, he
did not find in them the qualities required and he had the most
affection for me.

Realising the seriousness of his illness, Hadji Muhammad
Siddiq called for an amshi, a traditional Tibetan doctor, but
with little success. He himself was versed in hikma, the tradi-
tional Muslim medicine. He possessed several books which dealt
with the subject and his knowledge in this domain was vast. He
also had at his disposition all the supplies of a hakim as the
Muslims called doctors, with numerous medicines and drugs
which were derived from plants and minerals as well as certain
Tibetan remedies which he had brought from Lhasa. People fre-
quently came to him to consult him about illnesses of various
degrees of seriousness and he relieved a good number of them.

My grandfather knew very well that the condition which
he was suffering from, a cardiac disorder, was going to take him
away. He told those around him forthrightly so, recalling that
his father, Nasr Shah,had died of the same affliction. This did
not prevent him from organising the celebration of the mauloud,
the anniversary of the birth of our holy Prophet, as had been
done every year for generations. It was the occasion for a big
reception offered to crowds of guests, rich and poor, who came
to feast well and benefit from his generosity.

This year it was also a pretext for difficult discussions
amongst our relatives and family because certain Muslims of a
puritan and fundamentalist tendency disputed the legitimacy
of this feast, feeling that its commemoration was bida’, innova-
tion foreign to the pure Islamic tradition. However, once again,
my grandfather meant to remain faithful to the traditional cus-
toms which had always been observed in the house.

And the feast took place. Hadji Muhammad Siddig was
incapable of coming down from the first floor to greet all the
guests who crowded into the tent which was set up in the gar-
den. A tray with a few dishes was brought to him and served to

107



TIBETAN CARAVANS

him with assistance. He didn’t touch any of it and was content
to sniff their aromas.

The next day he passed away. It was the 28th of May
1937, the anniversary of the death of his father.

He had maintained consciousness up to the last mo-
ment. Speaking in a clear voice, he asked pardon for the wrong
he might have caused to others, then added that he was grate-
ful and satisfied for everything that life had brought him. He
still made the canonical prayer to which he added invocations
imploring divine mercy. To his daughter who had spent the
night at his bedside, he spoke in a tone of great serenity.

“Do not weep for my departure,” he said. “The hour has
come for me. All is well this way. [ have nothing to complain
about. Help me to turn my face toward the gibla” (the direction
of Mecca). Then, with perfect lucidity, he added, “Now my
sight is extinguished. My sense of smell is disappearing. The
final moment is approaching.”

He still called for me. Frightened by this proximity of
death, 1 refused to go to his side. I will never blame myself
enough for this attitude of an adolescent which I then was.

[ often wondered if Hadji Muhammad Siddiq hadn’t
wanted to pass on to me a tradition, perhaps of an initiatic
nature, for he was attached to the Chisthi tariga, the great
Indian Sufi brotherhood. Perhaps it was also his intention to
make me recite a special du’a (prayer) like those of the Uddat ul-
liga’ (Preparation for the Meeting), a collection of litanies com-
posed by our ancestry Sheikh Muhammad Radhu.

Twenty years ago | found a copy of this little book by
accident in a pile of papers that were to be burnt. Since then |
have recited passages from it every day trying to make up for
the mistake made by not answering the patriarch’s last call.

The death of Hadji Muhammad Siddiq marked the be-
ginning of a decline of the family which no-one was aware of at
first but whose effects were manifested little by little. Disputes
and divergences of interest broke up our solidarity and some-
times even set us against each other. At the same time Western
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influences crept into our lives and our customs and destroyed
their homogeneity.

It is true that the golden age of Leh was also approach-
ing its end and that in the years preceding the war, the impor-
tance of the little Ladakhi capital had already seriously dimin-
ished as a warehouse of the caravan trade between Kashmir,
Tibet and Sinkiang. When Khwaja Abdul Aziz took charge of
the Lopchak caravan in 1940, it no longer played the role of
guaranteeing good relations between Leh and Lhasa. When [
participated in it in 1942, many indications led me to under-
stand that it no longer had the same raison d’etre and had, in a
way, outlived itself. Two years later, the caravan crossed the
tracks of the Trans-Himalayas for the last time.

On 7 November 1942 we arrived in Parka. The sun of
the high altitudes had been so unrelenting and my horse had
shown so many signs of fatigue that, taking pity on him, [ had
preferred to walk part of the lap. The surrounding landscape
was of a grandiose and recollected beauty corresponding to the
reputation of the sanctity of these regions. Numerous chortens,
or stupas as they are called in India, marked the track. They
were often linked by mani ringmos, prayer walls covered with
stones, on each of which was engraved the mantra Om mani
padme hum. Out of respect for Buddhist customs, we took care
to walk in such a way as to always have these monuments on
our right side.

Parka, a small trading centre and meeting point for cara-
van tracks leading to Gartok, Rudok and Purang, was mainly
inhabited by nomads who had covered the plain with rabos,
their tents of black yak hair. A house with fairly clean rooms
was put at our disposal but the courtyard was full of rubbish
and mud which irritated Khwaja Abdul Aziz. He gathered the
shagnos or nomad chiefs together and admonished them in a
sharp tone for not receiving us in a manner conforming to
traditional customs, and with the consideration that was due
to us. His haranguing got him a few apologies and the promise
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of a better welcome the next time.

Our stay at this place was extended to an entire week,
for we were awaiting news of our baggage coming from
Tashigang and Mansar, the atung having accepted to take care
of it. I didn’t complain too much about this long, forced stop,
as the house which we were staying in offered the possibility of
taking hot baths.

Parka also seemed to be a lap of the Buddhist and Hindu
pilgrimages to Mount Kailas. My journal doesn’t mention one
pilgrim, however, and | don’t remember having met any. Per-
haps there again a certain decline could be felt.

The Kailas which the Tibetans rather called Tisay or
Kangrimpotchay has been sacred since time immemorial be-
cause it is also venerated by the faithful of Bon, the religion of
Tibet prior to Buddhism, still practised in a few places. For the
Hindus, its summit is the inaccessible abode of the god Shiva.
For Buddhists, it represents the greatest and holiest of all the
chortens of Tibet, a privileged place where contact between
Heaven and Earth is established.

Several lakes lie at the bottom of the valleys to the south-
east of the Kailas. Reflecting the almost always blue sky, they
have often been compared to turquoises inlaid in their settings
of cloudy peaks. They are all sacred but it is the Mapham, the
celebrated Manasawar of the Hindus, that my journal calls
Mawang which is the most sacred. It was said that no one ever
dared to commit the sacrilege of bathing there or navigating its
waters. However, it is difficult to point out its location pre-
cisely, because considerable differences exist amongst the vari-
ous maps of Tibet. Even the most recent, especially those of the
Chang-Tang still contain white spots labeled “unexplored”.

Until recent years, the pilgrimages to Kailas represented
phenomenal feats of strength. The Hindus, who in the manner
of sadhus most often had but two pieces of cloth and a pair of
sandals for all their supplies, reached Kailas after having crossed
some of the highest passes in the Himalayas west of Nepal.
Amongst Tibetans, some had made the vow to go from Lhasa
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to Kailas and return by making a prostration at each step and
this pilgrimage could take several years.

Once they reached the foot of the sacred dome, white
and majestic, the pilgrims went round it, which required two
or three days. For this there was a circular path marked out by
temples offering shelter for the night. When tradition was still
fully living, butter lamps burnt permanently in these sanctuar-
ies. The gyalpo of Ladakh was supposed to contribute to this
illumination thanks to the revenue of Mansar. | admit that in
spite of clear weather we never noticed the slightest glimmer in
the direction of the Kailas.

Finally it was possible for us to leave Parka. We contin-
ued on our route toward the East. Again [ confided to my jour-
nal my admiration before the snowy peaks and glaciers. Wild
donkeys leapt about in the valleys and on the plateaus and
splendid birds circled above the lakes.

After having travelled in such a setting with ease,
we were in good spirits when we arrived here in Laikia,
the place planned for the bivouac. To our great surprise,
we could find no sign of our cook who had gone on
ahead of us in order to arrive two hours earlier. There
we were, quite at a loss without fire, hot water or food
except for some dried apricots and hard bread. Fortu-
nately the yaks carrying our tent and sleeping bags ar-
rived before nightfall. Fortunately also that a stranger
driving two yaks agreed to lend us some utensils and even
helped us to set up the tent and light a fire in the foot
warmer. We therefore had to content ourselves with tea,
without salt or sugar, and kolsha, a dry Tibetan biscuit.

Because of Rasul, our cook’s extended disappearance,
our breakfast the next morning was reduced to the simplest
fare. On an empty stomach but consoled by the rising sun which
provided a magnificent background the mountainous scenery
surrounding us, our caravan set off in the direction of Tokshan,
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a small crossroads of tracks and nomad camps where several
houses were also located. Upon our arrival in the afternoon,
we found Rasul, who, having got lost in the mountains the
evening before, had wandered for a long time lost along divert-
ing paths and was finally lucky enough to find the right track.
After having done the honours to the dishes which had pre-
pared whilst waiting for us, we went out of the little house
where we had taken our quarters to marvel at the spectacle, at
a beauty which defied any description, offered by the dome of
the Kailas in the distance, the turquoise of the Manasarowar
lake and farther south a grandiose glacier illuminated by the
setting sun.

The baggage problems, which the atung who had stayed
behind had attempted to solve, forced us to extend our stop in
Tokshan for five days. Due to the uncertainties caused by the
incursions of the Hasakapas, difficulties developed, resulting in
a lack of available caravan animals. This stop thus allowed me
spare time to recall perhaps the most disastrous episode in the
family caravan annals and to contemplate the scene, because it
was in this region of Tokshan where, ten years before, my fa-
ther, his brother Abdul Hakim, and three of their cousins, sur-
prised by the snow, nearly lost their lives.

As usual, they had left Leh for Lhasa with their ser-
vants and some sixty mules. [t was not too late in the sea-
son when they set out. Now the weather was unusually
bad and snow began to fall in quantities over and above
anything that had ever been seen in living memory. The
weather deteriorated completely between Parka and
Tokshan. Struggling through deep snow, the caravaneers
arrived here with great effort but there was no question
of going any farther. The unfaithful servants abandoned
their masters and each one went off to save himself. My
father, his brother and his cousins managed to save them-
selves by reaching Purang, on the southern track, where
they could go into Indian territory, but I don’t know

112



The Beginning of Decline

exactly at what point they passed through.

Though they came out of it alive, the event caused
them enormous losses. They had left all the merchan-
dise in Tokshan in the very house where | am writing
these lines at this moment, but it disappeared in the
course of the winter and nothing was ever recovered
from it. As for the mules, they all perished. And it was
thanks to the Mercy of God, who by his Taqdir (divine

decree), saved my father and his companions.

The succeeding laps took us through beautiful regions
of valleys, lakes and plateaus where we sometimes spotted black
tents of nomads. On 22 November we set up our bivouac in a
place called Luhlung, at the foot of the great Mayum La, the
pass separating the Indus basin from that of the Brahmapoutra.
There was no house there to protect us from the icy wind. As [
wrote in my journal, “the true life of Chang-Tang” (literally,
“plain” or “northern prairie”) had begun for us.”

Again, we had to undergo long days of waiting in this
uncomfortable encampment. These days were not pleasant.
Clouds began to dance above our heads and the first snow fell,
fortunately in small quantities. The cold was bitter and the
brasero in our tent demonstrated its inefficiency and the alti-
tude gave us sensations of dizziness and great fatigue.

Uncle was really suffering. Complaining of headaches,
he was struck with vomiting. This altitude sickness was aggra-
vated by the worry caused by our position. Never had the cara-
van ventured into this difficult region at a time so late in the
season. Fearing death along this route like my father, Uncle
even considered interrupting the expedition and, instead of
continuing in the direction of Lhasa, he considered crossing
the nearest pass leading to the south of the Himalaya to reach
Nepal and India. However, he managed to pull himself together,
thus avoiding making a decision which would have had all the
aspects of a quite humiliating failure.

For my part, I tried to occupy my inactivity by observ-
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ing the nomads. | noted:
Living in a tent and drawing their sustenance from their
cattle, of which goats are the most important animal,
they stay in places which are richest in pasture, gener-
ally close to lakes and streams. They lead an innocent
existence, typical of nomads.

Filthy, they are not at all worried about being dirty.
Almost all of them wear clothes of sheepskin. They live
on meat, tea with butter and sometimes tsampa. Bread
seems to be unknown to them. They are marvelous shep-
herds, capable of climbing the highest peaks. In this
region the vegetation consists mainly of thorny brush
as in the Himalayas at the same altitude. Could they
lead any other life? Maybe they would be the best sol-
diers in the world if they could be inculcated with some
discipline...

One or two families live in tents very close to our
camp, in a state of perfect simplicity. Whilst [ was watch-
ing them, a few boys and little girls, the picture of inno-
cence, were playing with some pebbles around big rocks,
unconcerned about the outside world, except for the
cold wind which lashed them. How could they know
that a war has broken out elsewhere, in countries which
are said to be civilised?

Khwaja Abdul Aziz’s health did not improve any more
than the weather which presented us with a few ominous snow
falls. Nevertheless, we set off again on | December. It had been
two months and 12 days since we had left home.

We arrived in the beautiful valley of Gyantsay
Sumtsoq after crossing the pass of the great Mayum La.
A biting wind was blowing there and it was snowing.
There had been cloud cover all day and we had to fight
against a penetrating cold. Uncle began vomiting again
but now complains of something else. This first of De-
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cember has been especially difficult for him. He felt very
uncomfortable on his horse and we had to exchange
saddles in order to try to give him some relief. Now I'm
using an old saddle which belonged to my dear father.

Nothing had been planned here to receive the cara-
van. The people who had accompanied us from Luhlung
had to do everything themselves. We had to leave part
of the merchandise at the west of the pass with the prom-
ise that it would reach us the day after tomorrow in
Tamtsang. And now the stove is lighted, the candles
are flickering, Uncle has fallen asleep, the servants are
chatting in their tent, and [ am finishing these notes
whilst waiting for supper.

Finally on 3 December we left the valley of Gyantsay
Sumtsoq to accomplish a long lap which included crossing new
passes and very difficult passages through narrow gorges. We
had fairly good horses, but this did not prevent my unhappy
uncle from suffering a lot. In Tamtsang where a small house
was made available to us, he felt worse and had to remain lying
down for three days. The servants and I did our best to relieve
him, but without great success.

[ always think about these few days spent in Tamtsang
with emotion because we were near the place where, eight years
earlier, my father breathed his last whilst on the route to Lhasa.
The stomach ulcer which he had suffered from for a long time
had suddenly been aggravated and he started to vomit blood.
After a few hours he had ceased living.

I was told without hesitation that his tomb was located
in a place called Larung Dabo, near Tamtsang. | went there
several times, deeply moved, crying much and asking myself
why his life had to end prematurely in such a deserted place. |
said prayers, recited passages from the Qur'an, believing that
my father had met his destiny as a true Muslim, faithful to the
virtues of iman (faith) and amal (hope). At that place, at that
instant, | better understood what his end must have been. Sur-
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rounded by mountains and glaciers, my father was in an envi-
ronment of natural beauty and purity when he left this life...
When Uncle had sufficiently regained enough strength
and it was possible to leave Tamtsang on 7 December, [ found
it difficult, as if I had separated myself once again from my
father. Whilst riding, memories of my childhood came back to
me. | remember his kindness, his simplicity, cheerfulness, and
humour. And I reflected as | have done so many times since then,
upon the disastrous consequences which his premature disap-
pearance had for the family in general and for me in particular.

For there is no doubt that Khwaja Abdul Karim, my
father, would have been more qualified than his cousin and
brother-in-law Abdul Aziz to head the family business in Leh.
The mortal remains of Hadji Muhammad Siddiq had barely
been buried when disputes erupted over his succession. Of all
the goods which he left, one part of them was to go to his
nephew Abdul Haqq rather than to his direct descendents, by
virtue of previously made arrangements. There was confusion
as to the definition of this one part.

Though [ was still an adolescent of less than 16 years, |
held a central position in all of this affair since, as the only
male descendent of Hadji Muhammad Siddiq, [ was the prin-
ciple heir, and moreover [ was going to take possession of the
patrimony of my father which the patriarch had managed in
my name. Having become the legatee of this double inherit-
ance, [ took on much importance in the eyes of all the relatives.
And as [ was not spared any flattery, | began to consider myself
an important person, which was certainly detrimental to the
development of my character.

Two clans were formed, one supporting Abdul Aziz,
the other Abdul Haqq. An arbitrator became necessary and,
according to custom, should be entrusted to the senior member
of the family. This was none other than Abdullah Shah, the
Aksakal. Everyone went to him and recriminated and submit-
ted to him plans of dividing up the goods and other more or
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less ingenious schemes.

These discussions provided an opportunity to examine
every aspect of the family’s financial situation. In particular, it
was recognised that Ladakh seemed to be declining in impor-
tance as a business centre, and the future didn't look very bright.
Was it not appropriate to consider from then on a definite change
in the family business in order to adapt to new conditions?

This opinion prevailed. Instead of proceeding with a
complicated division of what was due to each person, the prin-
ciple of a common agreement was decided upon whereby all
the goods belonging to the close relatives, including those of
Khwaja Abdul Aziz in Lhasa would be consolidated in order to
be managed in a more efficient way.

At the same time, a decision was made which had ex-
tremely serious consequences for us. Since Ladakh showed signs
of economic decline, the centre of our business enterprise would
be transferred from Leh to Lhasa where most of us would go to
settle. It was certain that business would be easier and more
lucrative from the Tibetan capital, such a large city compared
to our Ladakhi township, and which offered so many more
possibilities.

To this the objection might have been made that the
members of our family already established in Lhasa were not in
a particularly flourishing financial situation, and lacking the
financial basis which was at our disposal in Ladakh, they were
often in debt. But this consideration hardly played any part in
the decision and my uncles had high hopes that, thanks to the
agreement concluded under the auspices of the Aksakal, the
family trade would expand leaps and bounds.

The least satisfied was undoubtedly Khwaja Abdul Haqq.
[t didn’t please him at all to become the co-owner of the prop-
erty of his cousin Abdul Aziz in Lhasa where he wasn’t keen to
go and live. It is true that his opinion didn’t carry much weight
because it was known that he wasn’t very good at business. But
his wife, who was from Lhasa and said to be very clever, could
make up for his incompetence. However it was, they insisted
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on living in Leh where, in the end, they got themselves out of
trouble relatively easier than many of their cousins.

Even though outwardly the family gave the impression
of being united, it was, in fact, inwardly divided. The arrange-
ment which was made amongst the uncles presented problems
which needed much time to be resolved. Decided upon in prin-
ciple, the transfer from Leh to Lhasa was a procedure which
was to last several years.

For my part, although I understood nothing about busi-
ness, | had been involved in the dealings and | strongly ap-
proved of the decision to go and settle in Tibet. But prior to
this [ was keen to continue my studies in order to acquire this
“education” which seemed to bestow so much prestige.

Since the death of Hadji Muhammad Siddig, no other
member of the family objected to the opportunity of modern
studies and that was why the decision was taken, approved of
by all, to send me to the Islamic university of Aligarh in the
north of India. My cousin Ataullah, who had already been
there for two years, had come to Leh that very summer to
spend his holidays accompanied by a friend. Everything | heard
from them reinforced my desire to go to Aligarh myself.

Unfortunately, the negotiations involving my grand-
father’s succession had lasted so long that I had let the registra-
tion deadline go by for registering at the university. I found
myself obliged to wait until the following year. What to do in
the meantime? There was another college in Srinigar where
could have enrolled until my departure for Aligarh. But [ felt
that the institutions in Kashmir were not at a high enough
level and [ wanted to follow courses at a better college which
had a greater reputation.

Some friends in Peshawar then tried to get me admitted
into the Islamiya school of that city but there again the dead-
lines were past. A Christian college in Lahore was suggested to
me by some Ladakhis, themselves, Christian, and they gave me
a letter of introduction to the director. This could have been a
good temporary solution and so [ left for the great metropolis
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of the Punjab.

From Srinigar to the Indian plain [ hired a place in a
car, which, for the first time in my life, allowed me to cross the
frontiers of the world which was locked behind the Himalayan
chains. At Rawalpindi, also for the first time, [ saw a railway.
The station, with its commotion, pushing and shoving and
hubbub, stunned me. [ couldn’t understand why so many people
were in such a hurry and were running in every direction. With-
out the help of an obliging passenger, | would never have been
able to find my way through the mob which seemed to belong
to a universe completely foreign to the one which I had hith-
erto belonged. [ was at once excited and bewildered when [ got
onto the train and took my place.

The next morning | arrived in Lahore. | was warmly
welcomed by the Christian friends of my Ladakhi friends. They
invited me to their lodgings which were far more comfortable
than anything [ could have imagined. My stay there was very
pleasant. Unfortunately, in spite of my letter of introduction, |
very soon had to yield to the facts: the institution was full and
there was no question of accepting anymore enrolments.

Disappointed at this failure, but at the same time happy
and proud to have caught a glimpse of something of the vast
world, there was nothing left for me to do but to return to
Srinigar. Upon arriving, | set out on the route to my former
school and went to seek the advice of Reverend Bescoe. He
received me with much kindness and soon found me a job in
his institution where [ became a supervisor and assistant in the
primary classes. | thus resumed my former routine in the capi-
tal of Kashmir. My year of waiting went by uneventfully.
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CHAPTER [V

“ZAHIR” AND “BATIN”

In the course of his long life, my grandfather, Hadji Mohammad
Siddiq, had undoubtedly attained a remarkable degree of wis-
dom. He had understood that any human existence not centred
on the remembrance (dhikr) of God was in vain and he himself
practised this remembrance in the form of invocations and daily
litanies. His home was thus a sort of sanctuary where the pres-
ence of the sacred was felt. In the position of material ease and
authority which destiny had placed him in, he maintained an
attitude of detachment which permitted him to leave this ter-
restrial world without regret and in total serenity.

In his concern for putting me on my guard against the
traps of pride and egoism, a short time before his death, he had
given me a traditional teaching based on the symbolism of let-
ters. In Urdu, he told me, the word main, which means “I’
begins with the letter mim which is equal to a naught and which
is also the beginning of the word maut, death. Likewise, he
referred to the letters of the Tibetan alphabet which are all
written with straight lines with the exception of na, which is
crooked and is in fact used to write “I”.

[ must have been penetrated, almost in spite of myself,
by this wisdom which my grandfather explained so simply dur-
ing the conversations he liked to have with me in the evenings.
At the time, overcome as | was with the desire for action, I did
not grasp their true value. However, [ believe that enough of
them remained in my subconscious to help me when the time
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came to understand more profoundly the significance of our
[slamic tradition.

However, such wisdom was less and less a part of the
family framework. My grandfather disagreed with some of his
nephews who, as | had noticed, permitted themselves to criticise
the way in which he celebrated the feast of the Mauloud (The
Prophet’s Birthday). Such was the effect of the reformist and
puritan ideas which had become widespread in Indian Islam
and had penetrated our Himalayan valleys. It was inevitable
that [ myself should undergo these influences which tended
toward a more formal and exclusivist interpretation of Islam.
And my years at Aligarh university were to distance me even
more from the spiritual tradition represented by the patriarch
who had left us.

Not yet realising it, I was thus exposed to these two
fundamental tendencies which Islam had given expression to
throughout its history, the zahir (outer) and the batin (inner),
notions which in a way correspond to what Occidentals call
exoterism and esoterism. For long centuries, the Muslim pres-
ence in India had testified to this duality. The conquerors and
sovereigns established the reign of Islam and its temporal power
by force, but it was the holy people, mystics and Sufis, who by
their spiritual radiance attracted the most converts to Islam
and planted the roots of Islam into these people, who were
thirsty for the Divine and the Absolute.

The piety of Hadji Mohammad Siddiq certainly derived
from the batin, for it was a piety of a spiritual quality which
went beyond forms and allowed him to sense that a tradition
like the Buddhist one was not the popular kufr (paganism) as
was believed by the narrow Muslims of the zahir. The world of
our time is, however, marked by the predominance of all that
is exterior and quantitative and people of the batin are more
and more foreign to it.

Normally zahir and batin should be complementary so
that the religion meets the requirements of terrestrial and so-
cial life as well as the spiritual aspirations of the faithful. Now
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zahir, which should suit the mentality of the greatest number of
people, is limited by definition and cannot resolve all the problems
presented by the confrontation of Islam with other religions.

There have been periods in the history of India when
zahir and batin have been in happy equilibrium, as under the
Mogul emperors from the time of Akbar. At that time denomi-
national peace reigned for nearly a century between Hindus
and Muslims. And the tolerance shown by Islam was neither a
sign of weakness nor of lukewarmness. On the contrary, this was
its age of greatness, of radiating spirituality and of brilliant
civilisation as numerous monuments admirably bear witness to.

[n the seventeenth century Shah Jahan, the illustrious
builder of the Taj Mahal of Agra, was the last Mogul sovereign
to practise with success this policy of mutual understanding.
With Aurangzeb, his son and successor, the equilibrium was
broken at the expense of the batin (the gain of the zahir) and
from then on a spirit of intolerance and puritanism took over.
Significant of this evolution was the conflict of Aurangzeb, who
moreover was a remarkable person in many respects, against
his eldest brother Dara Shukoh, who should have ruled in his
place. The latter was a man of the batin. Of a mystical ten-
dency, he saw expressions of the truth in other sacred tradi-
tions, particularly in Hindu metaphysics and he affirmed that
the Advaita Vedanta (non-dualist) and Tawhid (the Islamic doc-
trine of Unity) as the Sufis interpreted it, were essentially equiva-
lent in spite of a few differences in terminology. He himself
translated the Upanishads into Persian and thought that these
fundamental texts of the Vedanta expressed truths which were
implied in the Qur'an.

In his battle against his brother, Dara Shukoh lost and
Aurangzeb, who kidnapped him, had him executed for heresy
and blasphemy. The accusation was undoubtedly unjust. [t was
a pretext for the murder of Dara Shukoh, a murder which was
in fact the murder of an ideal—an ideal which had guaranteed
peace and promoted understanding between Muslims and non-
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Muslims for a century.

In any case, since that time the zahir had predominated
more and more in the Muslim communities of India where
Sufism, which normally derives from the batin, weakened whilst
the zahir was strengthened. The reformist movements which
appeared from the eighteenth century onwards were generally
typical expressions of the zahir. Such was Wahabism, imported
from Arabia which had claimed to lead the jihad, the “holy
war” at once against the British as well as against the Hindus,
inciting bloody insurrections. Its puritan influence has marked
vast areas extending as far as Kashmir and has left its mark on
our Himalayan communities.

Other reformist tendencies, more concerned with the
confrontation of Islam with Western civilisation, which was
then in full expansion, manifested themselves throughout the
nineteenth century. They opened the doors wide to modernising
influences. The Islamic University of Aligarh was a typical ex-
pression of this trend.

According to the concept of its founder, Sir Seyed
Ahmad Khan, the main function of the institution, which
opened in 1875, was to promote the political and social progress
of Indian Muslims, the position of whom had suffered more
than that of the Hindus with the great revolt of the Cipayes in
1857 and all that followed. Thinking that the English were in
India to stay, and that this was a fact to be accepted with real-
ism, he called on the Muslim community to have enough
strength of character to make its weight felt and to counterbal-
ance the influence of Hindus or other non-Muslims, such as
the Parsis, who were often more “advanced” and closer to the
British. The best way to achieve this, from his point of view,
was to donate to the Muslims an establishment offering a mod-
ern type of higher education. Aligarh was in fact organised on
the model of an English college.

Sir Seyed admired The West and envied her power. He
thus attempted to highlight the common points of Islam and
modern thought, particularly on the scientific and philosophi-
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cal plane. This could not fail to attract sharp criticism from
other Muslim circles who blamed him for being a friend of the
English and serving their interests. But he reacted by claiming
that Christianity, as opposed to Hinduism which was plainly
polytheist and kafir, was close to Islam and that Muslims would
not deny their faith by collaborating with Christians, “people
of the Book” (ahl al-kitab) according to the Qur’an.

In any case, Aligarh became one of the main centres
where Western thought penetrated Indian Islam. This influ-
ence was combined with religious beliefs which were consid-
ered tolerant towards Christianity and modern ideas, but in
reality remained superficial and incapable of assuring the conti-
nuity of our cultural identity in the face of the intellectual se-
duction coming from The West. In order to truly resist this
seduction, a deepening of the religion would have been neces-
sary, that is, recourse to the batin. The predominant mentality
was very far from this.

However, at the beginning of my studies, | didn’t yet
see things so clearly. | had arrived at Aligarh full of good will
and resolved to expend all my efforts to acquire a prestigious
“education.”

My cousin Ataullah, who had studied there for two
years, travelled with me to this university city located some 90
kilometres from Delhi. He facilitated my entry into this new
environment and guided my first steps. As he was already con-
sidered an old student, his protection was precious to me and
spared me excessive fresher ragging. Most of all, his presence
provided me with the opportunity for personal contact with stu-
dents and some of the most eminent professors of the university.

| shared a room with him where these knowledgeable
persons sometimes came to talk with him. I listened with re-
spect to their conversations which opened up so many new
perspectives to me and made me believe that | was at the sum-
mit of human thought.

In reality, these meetings were mainly a witness to The
Western influence which reigned in Muslim intellectual circles
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at a time when the civilisation represented by the British em-
pire held all its prestige. Implicitly believing in evolution and
progress, our professors had an apologetic attitude toward Is-
lam as if it were a matter of integrating it into the modern
world at any price.

A similar attitude was found with the history and phi-
losophy professors whom I frequented. Their main preoccupa-
tion seemed to be summed up in this question: How can the posi-
tion of Islam and Muslims be strengthened in India and the world?

Characteristic of this thinking was the continual use of
Western thought as a reference point offering the best criteria
with which to judge the validity of all knowledge, even of that
knowledge which was related most typically to The East and to
Islam. One professor in particular at every turn liked to estab-
lish parallels between the traditional teachings of Islam and the
theories of Rousseau.

Of all the authors | was to discover then, Rousseau par-
ticularly drew my attention the most and reading his Emile won
my total support for him. Along with Rousseau, we had to
study the most important Western philosophers from the Re-
naissance to the twentieth century. And we inevitably ended
up with Marxism which was undoubtedly too much opposed
to all religion to be able to convince us, but whose dynamism
exerted a certain attraction for us.

As for Islam, we were made to study it much in the
same way, that is from the outside and without realising how
foreign it was to all the profane thinking which they cluttered
our minds with since Islam derived from the domain of the
sacred. Moreover, in such an environment no-one seemed aware
of the possibility of envisaging Islam from any other angle. In
fact, we thought we made up an elite amongst Muslims, under-
standing and practising Islam in a more authentic and “pro-
gressive” way, and we hardly suspected that we were all already
more or less contaminated by Western ideologies, which were
in reality foreign to if not opposed to our religion. Neither did
we realise the existence in [slam of an inner way, that of batin,
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which would have offered us a deeper and more solid founda-
tion from which to confront the challenge of The West, a chal-
lenge of which, under the effect of the optimism flowing from
the idea of progress, we could not even discern the real and far-
reaching impact.

Many Indian Muslims during these years, especially in
intellectual and university circles, were under the strong influ-
ence of a remarkable and famous person, Muhammad Igbal,
who represented one of the most important elements of Islamic
reformation of this century. He was already dead but remained
present at Aligarh through his ideas and writings.

A well-known poet and philosopher and author admired
all over The East, Igbal has often been called the spiritual fa-
ther of Pakistan. Although some Indian intellectuals want to
deny his moral responsibility in the drama of the “partition”
and the creation of the Islamic State, it seems certain that he
favoured a form of political activism amongst Muslims, con-
tributing to popularising the idea that they constituted a na-
tion different from other communities living on the soil of the
sub-continent. In any case, his prestige was considerable amongst
the students of my generation of whom many were to declare
themselves nationals of Pakistan from 1947, and leaving their
native regions of India, went to establish their careers there.

[gbal, whom we considered the most “advanced” thinker
of Islam, had in many of his works emphasised the necessity for
Muslims to shake off what he called their “torpor” and to act
decisively in the world, to be inspired with the dynamism of
Westerners. Claiming to “reshape Islamic religious thought”, as
one of his most widespread works is entitled, he gave tradi-
tional Muslim doctrines interpretations which were heavily
tinged with modern philosophy. For example, he turned Al-
Ghazali into a precursor of Descartes or sympathetically com-
mented on the theories of Nietzsche, whom he qualified some-
where as a “modern prophet,” and the same applied to Bergson
and even Freud. The entire university was in admiration before
the erudition of this great man who spoke with as much ease as
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authority on the masters of modern thought. Not a professor
was to be found who could discern the ambiguity of his stance
and denounce the formidable confusion.

Over the years [ have understood the harmful nature of
this philosophy of the modern West, thanks to friends versed
in the sciences of batin. In spite of all the appeasing things that
an Igbal believed could be said of it, this philosophy denies
traditional wisdom, accelerates the process of secularisation,
and ends up in the intellectual chaos that the world is presently
plunged in. And when the opportunity arises, | am not afraid
of reacting against the influence of this philosophy on our Ori-
ental minds.

It was thus that much later when I was working in
organisations helping Tibetan refugees, I found myself in
Dharamsala in India, the residence of the Dalai Lama. When |
was told that he was studying such Western philosophers as
Kant, Nietzsche and Bergson, I was astounded and as [ didn’t
have the possibility of meeting him for some time, I sent him a
message through someone close to him saying something like this:

“These so-called philosophers are the devil’s henchmen.
For the love of Heaven, may your Holiness realise at what a
low level they are situated in relationship to the intemporal
wisdom represented by His Holiness himself.”

It seems that the Dalai Lama was not totally indifferent
to this warning which bluntly severed the servility of so many
Orientals before the official intellectuality of The West. In any
case, he didn't hold it against me because since then it has
happened that he has even called upon me to consult on vari-
ous questions. And | should point out in passing that he him-
self suggested that [ record my memoirs, which greatly encour-
aged me.

During my years at Aligarh, I was still quite far from
such a critical stance toward Igbal. If his poetry, endowed with
such great charm, remained generally faithful to the traditions
which make up our cultural identity, no-one at the university
seemed to realise that his philosophical thought actually bore
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very serious harm.

Typical of this was his point of view of Western music
which he said he preferred to the music of The East. In the
various types of modern music, even in jazz, he found more
dynamism, tension and life. For him, Western music inspired
man with a more positive attitude in face of the world. As for
Oriental music, Indian in particular, he reproached it for being
pessimistic, negative and for distancing itself from action. The
misunderstanding which the great writer had evinced in this
respect became clear to me later after | had rediscovered the
invaluable treasure which Indian music represents and of which
so many Muslims have been and still remain marvelous inter-
preters. | have understood since then that this traditional art,
so unknown by modern people, is at once cosmic and platonic,
since it fundamentally tends toward universal harmony, it is in
conformity with the great rhythms of the created world and at
the same time brings man back into his inner self. As for spe-
cifically modern music, [ don’t deny that it is more “dynamic”,
but judging from several of its expressions like “pop” and other
derivations of jazz which reach us in The East, it seems to me that
it flows rather in the direction of disintegration and dissolution.

The spirit of zahir reigning at Aligarh prevented us from
understanding the true values of our traditional civilisation.
On the contrary, giving automatic priority to the outward as-
pects of Islam, a tendency toward modernism, the key to tem-
poral power, inevitably developed. The teaching of all the mas-
ters of Muslim reformism is proof of this.

Of these masters, there was one which began to be widely
talked about: Maulana Abul Ala Maudoodi, who at the time
was at the beginning of a career which was to confer upon him
fame and influence which went far beyond the university envi-
ronment. Although he had not yet published very much, the
mainstream of his thought was already coming out very clearly.

Compared to Igbal, Maudoodi was more narrowly reli-
gious, a formalist and literalist. He represented a more funda-
mentalist current of little intellectual consequence, but his works
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were and still are fairly widespread for they are accessible to
readers with an average level of education. Calling for a return
to the original purity of Islam as so many others before him, his
ideas were not unrelated to Wahabism which, ever since the
last century had left its imprint on the mentality of so many
Indian Muslims.

One of his favourite themes was the establishment of
Islamic power, which would permit one to apply to the letter
the precepts and ideals of the religion which are proclaimed by
the Revelation and codified in the traditional Law (shari’a). And
he exhorted Muslims to concentrate their efforts on the
realisation of this supreme goal: the establishment of govern-
ment according to the orders of God (hukumat-e ilahiya).

With its seeming clarity and rigourous logic, Maudoodi’s
thinking seduced a good number of our classmates who be-
lieved they had found suitable arguments with which to
strengthen their [slam and defend it against The Western inva-
sion. In reality, his thinking did not offer us any effective weapon
with which to resist the challenge of the modern world, with its
secular tendencies and negative ideologies of the intemporal
and transcendent Truth which is the essence of Islam. Intellec-
tual, spiritual and metaphysical resources would have been nec-
essary which in our religion are only accessible through the
batin. Now Maudoodi was specifically a typical representative
of the zahir; he neither knew nor understood Sufism, the main
depository of the batin, and was suspicious of those who fol-
lowed the Sufi path.

Amongst students, our conversations continually re-
volved around the political and cultural problems of the Mus-
lims in India. It is true that my cousin and I perhaps did not
share so great an interest in this subject as most of our class-
mates did. By the fact of our Himalayan origins, we were con-
scious of a certain special status and this feeling brought us
closer to students from other Asian countries like Malaysia,
Burma, Insulind (which was not yet called Indonesia) and
Ceylon.

129



TIBETAN CARAVANS

Nevertheless | had excellent friends amongst the Indi-
ans “in majority”. They often represented an élite of the popu-
lation and many later went on to brilliant careers, mainly in
Pakistan. Some came from princely families such as a cousin of
the nawab of Bhopal, another was the son of the Minister of
Finances of Haiderabad where the reigning nizam was reputed
to be the richest man in the world. There were also the sons of
former “Aligarhians”, several of whom held important posts in
the British administration. One of my best friends, Azizur
Rahman, came from Assam where his father was a tea farmer.

In 1940 my first university holidays gave me the oppor-
tunity of an unforgettable experience which was to strongly
influence the direction of my life. Khwaja Abdul Aziz, my Uncle,
had invited me to spend the summer in Lhasa where he had
been staying for a short time with the Lopchak caravan which
he was directing for the first time.

After changing trains in Calcutta [ arrived in Siliguri at
the foot of the Himalayas which | reached by the Kalimpong
route, an obligatory passage for any journey between India and
the Tibetan capital. A servant of my Uncle’s waited for me
with two sturdy mules which permitted us to make good time.

[t was the first time | had followed this famous caravan
route, the main line of communication for Lhasa with the out-
side world, now transformed by the Chinese into a paved road.
Several Oriental and Western travellers have given picturesque
descriptions of this journey, emphasising the total impression
of foreignness that this route gave them. For me as a Ladakhi,
| had the feeling of coming back to a familiar environment
despite the difference in the abundance of the vegetation and
the beauty of the flowers, especially rhododendrons in Sikkim
and, after crossing the Tibetan border, in the Chumbi valley.

Soon the scenery became as dry as in Ladakh and the
altitude did not cease to become higher until we reached Phari-
Dzong at more than 4000 metres. According to some authors,
this place is one of the dirtiest in the world. [ admit that it is
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not clean, but the striking beauty of the background of im-
mense mountains and the purity of the continually dry air which
one breathes in spite of the heaps of rubbish and refuse makes
it a very tolerable lap. At this first stop [ was surprised at seeing
people, both men and women, who answered the call to nature
in public without the slightest embarrassment. This habit cer-
tainly did not contribute to the cleanliness of the place, but
one would be wrong to be too offended by it because Tibetans,
who have a free and spontaneous character, are completely
ignorant of modesty.

The houses in Phari are not as poor as it is said and that
of the Khanshar family where [ was welcomed was really com-
fortable. The mistress of the house, in her early thirties, left a
deep impression on me. She had a captivating beauty which
often characterises Tibetans and which Lhasa was to offer even
more opportunities to admire.

The more | penetrated the interior of Tibet the more
sensitive | was to its fascination. I thought of the special charm
my grandfather’s home in Leh always had for me, the Tibetan
objects, and [ recalled his descriptions of this country with which
he had so many affinities. In a way it seemed that | had always
belonged here and it was here that | had rediscovered my true
homeland.

[t must be recognised that [ travelled in especially com-
fortable conditions. Thanks to the arrangements made by
Khwaja Abdul Aziz, at almost every lap | was able to use a
bungalow which was reserved for official travellers.

However, | don’t think that these material facilities par-
ticularly contributed to stimulating me to love Tibet and Tibet-
ans. Later, when | had to be content to sleep in village houses
or under a tent, | felt closer to the people and my attachment
to their country was re-inforced.

"~ Gyantsay is the first town worthy of this name on the
route to Lhasa. Built along a wide, well cultivated valley, it is
dominated by rocky foothills, on one of which rises an ancient
fortress. Behind its ramparts the largest and most beautifully
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decorated buildings housed at that time a population made up
entirely of monks. The whole offered a spectacle of beauty no
traveller could be insensitive to. In an outer quarter named
Changlo was a British post fortified by a political agent of His
Majesty, a detachment of the army of India and a medical dis-
pensary. Over this latter Dr. Bo Tsering, a Sikkimese aristo-
crat, presided with devotion and distinction.

Some eight days later [ arrived within view of Lhasa.

Since my earliest childhood | had heard this town spo-
ken of in such admiring and superlative terms that | imagined
it to be a city of dreams. [ was not at all disappointed. On the
contrary, the reality went beyond my expectations.

[ feel incapable of describing the beauty of Lhasa. It
goes far beyond physical, natural and architectural forms that
are possible to describe. The area is surrounded by mountains
and is attractive and all the buildings, be they the houses of
paupers or a palace like the Potola, then corresponded to a
principle of unity. The vegetation of the numerous parks and
gardens also contributed to the harmony of the whole. At 3600
meters of altitude the air was thin. It often seemed to me that it
was animated by subtle vibrations which contributed to the
happiness of feeling oneself breathe in such a place. This im-
pression was probably related to the sacred function of Lhasa,
a holy city of Buddhism, as well as to the prayers and mantras
which monks by tens of thousands constantly sent toward
Heaven.

However, | also found other more profane pleasures in
the Tibetan capital which contributed to causing me to love it.
Summer was not the great season of business for the merchant
class which my relatives belonged to but rather that of vaca-
tion and society life. One of the favourite amusements of the
inhabitants of Lhasa was to organise picnics outside the city. |
was often invited to these and every time | went it was like
attending a party for | met young and charming cousins who
were subject to less strict social rules than those in Ladakh and
in countries of Muslim influence. | was particularly interested
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in one of them, but my uncles observed me, fearing that my
leanings did not coincide with the matrimonial plans which
they had already drawn up for me.

In any case, those summer holidays of 1940 left a mar-
velous memory and | had a real infatuation for Lhasa. | then
felt certain that the decision taken by my uncles to set up the
main centre of our business in Lhasa rather than Leh had been
the best. And [ could find only advantages in the project of
transferring from Ladakh to Tibet.

After two months of this relaxed and worry-free exist-
ence, much to my regret, [ had to leave Lhasa and make the
journey which I had undertaken at the beginning of the sum-
mer again, but in the opposite direction.

As soon as the train from Calcutta let me off in Aligarh,
l immediately went to bed. My cousin Ataullah, who was still
my roommate at the university campus, arrived in the night.
Opening the door, he was surprised to hear my voice in the
darkness. It was me already asleep dreaming aloud of Lhasa.

During the following semester, my thoughts often re-
turned to Lhasa. In our conversations amongst students, how-
ever, [ didn’t dare say how much I felt at ease there, for Tibet
was considered a particularly “backward” country. Moreover, |
still had not found anything firm with which to cement my
instinctive resistance to the aggression of Western thinking
which impregnated most of the university people of Aligarh, as
it did most of the intellectuals of my generation.

At the beginning of the autumn of 1940 Ataullah left
the university equipped with an MA in history. He went to
Srinigar soon afterwards where, thanks to the good contacts of
our great uncle the Aksakal, he obtained a position of junior
officer in the office of the British resident. His salary at the
beginning was 75 rupees per month which in those days al-
ready represented a comfortable income.

A new roommate was assigned to me. This was In’am,
the son of an important figure in the service of the nizam of
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Haiderabad. We became good friends, followed the same courses
and had to pass the same examinations together.

When the summer of 1941 came around I decided to go
spend my holidays in Ladakh with my mother. These were
happy weeks. The family members were in good spirits and
they considered all the problems presented by the succession of
Hadji Mohammad Siddiq to be solved. And thanks to our Ti-
betan projects, | was sure that a brilliant future lay ahead of us.

As every year in July, the festival of the monastery of
Hemis took place. | attended with my cousin Abdul Haqq whose
custom it was to set up a small shop where he sold turquoises
from China, brocades and tea in bricks. Whilst he was busy
with his mainly female clientele, I allowed myself to be capti-
vated by the spectacle of the ritual dances which at that time
still remained perfectly faithful to tradition.

[n that summer of 1941 the most important reincar-
nated Lama of Hemis had been dead for some time. The search
for his new reincarnation was going on in Tibet whence he had
always come. In fact, he was to be discovered a few years later
amongst nomads of the Digung region far into the north-east
where a famous kagupa (red hat sect) monastery is found. He
came to Hemis where he was received with great pomp but,
much against his own will, he soon found himself mixed up in
a very complicated intrigue led by Kushok Bakula, a lama of
the neighbouring monastery of Spituk who was at the same
time a great amateur of politics. It was therefore arranged that
the lama return to Tibet on the pretext of doing studies there.
However, he returned to Indian territory but Bakula, who must
have considered him a potential rival, took action to send him
back to Lhasa whence in the end the Chinese would not per-
mit him to leave again. Much unhappiness was to result from
this in Ladakh.

As | was weary of the road from Leh to Srinigar via
Kargil which I had already travelled so often, I decided to
organise my return journey by a different itinerary, an oppor-
tunity offered to me by two Arghors, Ladakhi Muslims trading
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in pashmina wool. They were going to Dozam on the high
Rupshu plateau where a fair was held which attracted a good
number of Gya-Khampas every year, Indians of Tibetan origin
living mainly in the Kulu valley.

At first, our route took us through the same regions
which we crossed the following year with the Lopchak, then it
led us farther south to Dozam. | had the surprise of meeting a
European prince, Peter of Greece, who had a passion for Hima-
layan and Tibetan culture and whom [ was to get to know later.

After three days spent at this fair at probably more than
4000 metres of altitude, one of the highest in the world, we had
to confront the Paralatse pass. Its southern slope was so steep
that we had to unload the animals and carry the loads on our
own backs. The track came out in Lahul, a region of a com-
pletely different nature, because the monsoon causes abundant
vegetation to grow there. [ met a former classmate from Srinigar
there, Thakar, a descendant of a noble Buddhist family who
offered me hospitality in his parents’ castle. Then, via Kulu,
Ambala and Delhi [ soon made my way back to Aligarh and
the university.

At the end of the winter semester of 1941-42 1 passed
my examinations for the B.A. Then, without really knowing
what [ was going to do, | went to Srinigar to my cousin. [ had
not been there long when the painful news of my mother’s
death reached me. | thus hastened to return to Leh.

On the way I thought about my mother, this woman of
an innocence, integrity, and simplicity which no longer exists
today. She was certainly not “cultured” since she couldn’t read,
but her great piety and practice of frequent invocations had
given her a radiance to which many were sensitive. A total
stranger to the modern wortld, she was not familiar with any of
its inventions. When life in Srinigar was described to her, she
didn’t believe what was told to her and, for example, could not
imagine that in rich houses water came directly into the kitchen
through taps. For at home in Leh carriers would go and collect
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water at a nearby torrent and pour it into cisterns serving as
water tanks. As for electricity, there was no need to think of
explaining to her what this consisted of.

[n Leh, only my sister remained of my immediate fam-
ily, and she was several years younger. I did not feel at ease any
more with the other relatives. They seemed no longer to main-
tain relationships which were as harmonious as they were dur-
ing my last stay.

The ambiance in the house was no longer like it was in
the time of Hadji Mohammad Siddiq, and under the puritan
reformist influence of which Maudoodi was one of the spokes-
men, religious practice tended to take a more literalist direc-
tion. My uncles and cousins thus decided to eliminate the orisons
and invocations which had been the rule on our great feast
days. Amongst the texts which they stopped reciting was the
Awrad al-Fatiha of Mir Seyed Hamadani, who in Kashmir is
called the “Second Ali” and whose litanies were very popular in
the Himalayan regions. The Muslims of Tibet also recited them
and great importance was attached to them in Ladakh.

My uncle Khwaja Abdul Aziz was in Leh at that time.
In that summer of 1942 he was once again getting ready to
direct the Lopchak caravan and counted on taking me with him.

Although I wished to continue my university studies,
had to give them up because members of the family had had
bad deals and my uncles gave me no choice:

“There is no more money in the family funds”, they
said. “If you are to return to the university, we'll have to dip
into capital. We can’t permit this.”

Besides my participation in the Lopchak, they also had
other projects for me. Since my visit to Lhasa, marriage plans
for me had materialised.

These projects did not displease me at all and on the
contrary made me happy. | obviously knew the young girl des-
tined for me since she was my cousin. Undoubtedly it was a
matter of an arranged marriage as demanded by the customs in
our circles, but we liked each other and it wouldn’t be exagger-
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ated to say that it was also a marriage of love.

In Ladakh at that time practically all the marriages, Bud-
dhist as well as Muslim, were arranged by the relatives of the
two spouses. T here was no question of a young man and woman
marrying simply because they had fallen in love, as has often
been the case since the beginning of the penetration of West-
ern practices into our society. However, when traditional cus-
toms prevailed, this did not prevent the young couple from
almost always falling in love in virtue of the arrangements made
by the families. This resulted in solid unions capable of facing
the trials of life. And the happiness of the young people filled
the hearts of the older generation with joy.

For the two years | had known the girl who was to be-
come my wife, [ felt more than well disposed towards her. We
had met on occasions of religious feasts and family gatherings
which were always an opportunity for the elders to outline en-
gagement plans. These plans took into account the leanings
observed amongst the young people, and the latter did not
have the feeling that their liberty was being threatened. In real-
ity, this traditional framework, which kept the sacred nature of
marriage intact, spared them many crises and worries which
poison the lives of many couples, married or not, in modern
secular society.

Customs don’t vary much from one community to an-
other, even though the Muslims generally have applied tradi-
tional rules more rigourously. The Buddhists still commonly
practised the “carrying off of the bride”, a custom rarely imi-
tated by Muslims. It could happen that the fiancé himself be
the object of a kidnapping organised by the parents of an only
daughter. In all cases nothing like this ever took place without
previous confirmation of the two parties concerned.

[t was decided to organise our marriage at the same time
as that of a cousin, Abdul Latif, the son of Abdullah Shah who
married a sister of Abdul Haqq. This double wedding party
had to be worthy of the social rank of the family and, in con-
formity with the custom passed on from Hadji Muhammad
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Siddiq who, under similar circumstances had invited nearly the
whole town, it was decided to do things in a big way.

The ceremonies were carried out in accordance with
the traditions of Kashmir. They began with the sermosey or
“staining of fingers” which consisted of putting the couples’
hands in henna. The next day the feast itself took place in the
presence of the crowd of guests.

Unfortunately, the preparations were interrupted by
thorny domestic problems. We had an old cook, Maimai Amir,
who had worked in our house for many years and was so to
speak a member of the family. From the time of my grandfather
he had already entertained numerous guests invited to partici-
pate in similar festivities and he had been looking forward to
preparing the dishes and sweets for the 500 to 600 people ex-
pected at our home on the day of the great feast. He had al-
ready started to bake succulent cakes in the earth ovens and in
copper cauldrons, whose reflection illuminated the kitchen. Ev-
erything seemed to go marvelously until Maimai Amir had some
nasty run-ins with my uncles from Lhasa.

The latter, as we have seen, didn’t always conduct them-
selves in a way adapted to the Ladakhi mentality. In their rela-
tions with their inferiors they sometimes used the haughtiness
of Tibetan aristocrats. In addition, they had some fixed ideas in
the domain of cookery which they attempted to impose on the
old servant. On his part, Maimai Amir didn’t have an easy
character and did not intend to let himself be pestered by these
gentlemen. Each raised his voice and the cook declared he would
quit carrying on with the wedding preparations if he were treated
in such a way. And in effect, he interrupted his work and left
the ovens and pots there, plunging the household into a real
fix. No-one at that time had enough authority to get the inci-
dent under control as the deceased patriarch would have done
without difficulty.

Another even more regrettable event complicated the
situation: a nephew of my grandfather, who had been sick for
sometime, died a week before the day set for the wedding. He
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himself, who felt his end approaching, had advised me not to
change any of our plans because of him and not to postpone
the feast.

However, this sad circumstance, added to the difficul-
ties in the kitchen, made us delay the marriage a fortnight and all
the cakes and sweets already prepared by Maimai Amir were lost...

The wedding finally took place and the festivities were
carried out according to the traditional arrangement and cus-
toms. Alas, following the defection of the cook the fare did not
measure up to the level of the event. The rice in particular,
reduced by the chef’s substitute to a glutinous thick mass, was
far from being regal.

For the next fortnight after that, the wedding feast fu-
eled conversations in the homes and streets of Leh. For the
inhabitants of this town, where nothing much exciting hap-
pened and where the terrible war which turned the world up-
side down was almost unknown, the episodes for which our
kitchen had became a theatre, took on the dimensions of ma-
jor events.

My life as a married man lasted three weeks, during
which time [ was very busy preparing for my departure with
the Lopchak caravan on 19 November 1942. I wasn’t to see my
wife again for a year and a half.

To the pain of this separation was added the intellec-
tual confusion that my university studies had plunged me into.
For I was more and more pulled between two contradictory
tendencies: on the one hand the seduction of the modern cul-
ture whose doors Aligarh had opened for me, and on the other,
the irresistible attraction of Tibet.

Was it possible that a country so manifestly imprinted
with spirituality and whose inhabitants were so fervently pious
could be the domain of a false religion? Did not the true and deep
nature of Islam demand the recognition of the truth in all forms?

The slowness of the caravan allowed me much leisure
time to ponder these questions. | felt an affinity with the inhab-
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itants, almost always Buddhists, of the high lands which we
crossed, finding in them beautiful human attitudes correspond-
ing to the ideals of Islam. Their souls seemed to be in peace,
they lived in harmony with the austere nature which surrounded
them, and their serenity bore witness to a perfect acceptance of
their destiny.

After a long ride, when we arrived tired in a nomad
camp, there was always at least one who was turning his prayer
wheel. With these simple, illiterate men, recollectedness seemed
to be a normal state and their piety gave an impression of in-
wardness. In comparison, the religion of the intellectuals whom
[ had frequented at Aligarh seemed to me formalist. All these
thoughts only fueled my perplexity.
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CHAPTER V

MISSION ACCOMPLISHED

8 December 1942

After leaving Nahshagq, our route took us through a
landscape of grandiose beauty. Unfortunately, Khwaja
Abdul Aziz continued to suffer throughout the lap. But
a true caravaneer of the desert should know how to
accept such trials and learn to put up with them.

We are camping along the Lio Tsangpo (a branch of
the Brahmapoutra) where the nomads have prepared us
an excellent welcome.

The sky is beginning to cloud over. Khwaja Abdul
Aziz feels a little better.

9 December

Early this morning | admired the magnificent view
presented by the Lio Tsangpo. The sky was clear and a
bright sun was rising just above the horizon. As Uncle’s
condition continued to improve, we were able to set off
early enough to arrive in Toksum Tasam at noon. We
took up our quarters in a house without a roof but cov-
ered with a rabo (tent canvas) of yak hair.

As the season was very late, most of the nomads had
already gone to their homes at lower altitudes so that on the
following days we were going through regions which were al-
most completely deserted. However, near Kasho (or Ganju) we
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noticed a gompa (monastery) on a rise where it was perfectly
integrated into a landscape at once austere and harmonious.

On 13 December we arrived at Tadum Tasam, a real
village made up of some twenty houses and a gompa. The pres-
ence of the inhabitants gave us the feeling of regaining contact
with the world. Our caravan spent three nights there. It wasn’t
so cold and Uncle felt better.

Tadum (or Tradum) is a small trading centre a day’s
walk away from the Nepalese border. Various articles imported
from Lo (Mustang, in Nepal) like rice, wheat, wood and low
quality coral could be found here. This was an opportunity for
us to sell some merchandise and buy things that we needed.
With our Buddhist servants | went to visit the monastery domi-
nating the site and was able to admire numerous works of art of
great value.

The following laps were difficult. We had to cross passes
where freezing winds were blowing. [ caught cold, suffered from
a sore throat and felt like I had the flu. And I noted pitifully in
my diary:

All these physical trials have made me understand
that this journey is not so much a commercial appren-
ticeship but rather an expedition destined to make me
think about the meaning of life and about the weight of
the responsibilities that the human condition carries with
it. These thoughts helped me a little to endure the fa-
tigue and long distances.

We are now in a smoky, dirty, dusty room. How-
ever, in a region like this, such a lodging is already a
privilege...

On 19 December, noticing that [ had left Leh and had
been separated from my wife for exactly three months, | con-
fided to my diary some melancholy thoughts about the brevity
of my life as a married man. On that day we were at a place
called Ngugue Tasam where a roof sheltered us but on the fol-
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lowing lap we had to camp under the tent, which was hardly a
means of getting over my cold.

After crossing rivers which were completely iced over
and using as roads streams which were completely frozen in
spite of the brightness of the sun, on 21 December we arrived
in Saka Dzong, a village whence we could see the majestic sil-
houette of a monastery several kilometres away. Our stay there
was delayed until 24 December, a day on which we had to cross
several high and sloping passes before going down to Ukshut
at the bottom of a narrow valley. Several cultivated fields
stretched around the five or six houses making up this village,
proof of a lower altitude. These were the first that we noticed
since our departure from Gya in Ladakh, three months earlier.

However, on the following days we had to climb and
scale passes again. On 27 December we were in Ragha on a vast
plateau exposed to all the winds, at the same level as the great
glaciers which glimmered in the distance. The cold and altitude
sickness forced us to spend a very bad night, then, during the
next lap, riding bad horses, we had to confront three passes
windswept by sandstorms. However, these were the end of our
hardships because, although the road to Lhasa was still long,
the worst difficulties of the trip were behind us.

In Giaddo (or Gyaltro) on 30 December a relatively com-
fortable house was waiting for us. This small township located
on a windy and barren plateau, had nothing charming about it
but we were happy to give ourselves a day of rest here.

That first of January 1943 marked our renewal of con-
tact with sedentary peoples. The house which received us on
the Lahgnia lap was not merely a nomad shelter again but a
veritable dwelling and, however modest, it seemed almost luxu-
rious and assured us an excellent rest.

At Sangsang at the end of the following lap where Uncle
decided to spend two days in order to finalise several business
transactions, we were even better lodged and, thanks to the
lower altitude and less rigourous temperatures, we all felt cheered
up and in good spirits. The countryside which we crossed dur-
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ing the lap of 4 January, seemed to me full of seductions and |
was joyful to see, instead of barren, windswept mountains which
had been our usual scenery for so many weeks, hills and valleys
covered with grass and coppice. My enthusiasm was such that,
in my diary, | compared this scenery to the tropics!

In fact, the temperature remained below zero and cross-
ing the largest currents became difficult because the ice made
fording impractical. In order to cross the Lhatsay river we there-
fore had to make a whole detour to a place where the ice was
thick enough to bear the weight of our pack animals.

Our arrival in the market town of Lhatsay on 10 Janu-
ary where we were to stay two days and carry out several good
trading deals, made us really happy. After taking a nice warm
bath and walking through the bazaar in the evening, I noted:
“For us, who have just spent more than three months in wild,
almost uninhabited regions, the sight of these houses and streets
has something grandiose about it.”

However, a final trial was still in store for us during the
next lap. In freezing cold, the worst sandstorm that we had to
undergo during the entire expedition broke out. But in the
evening at Phuntsogling (or Pindzoling) the lamas of the local
monastery extended us much respect and kindness.

After all these unforeseen events we had accumulated a
considerable delay with regard to the original schedule of the
Lopchak caravan and we had to cover the distance which still
separated us from Shigatsay, the fief of Panchen Lama and, in
a way, the second capital of Tibet, in three days instead of four.
At the entrance of Naytang, a day’s walk from the city, our
cousins Atiullah and Anayatullah, coming to meet us, caught
up with us. The following evening, amidst much merriment,
was the opportunity for endless conversations about the family
and the world from which we had been separated for so long.

The following day, mounted upon mules brought by
our cousins, we accomplished the easiest and happiest lap of
the entire journey since our departure from Ladakh. Along the
way, the lamas of a neighbouring monastery came out espe-
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cially to greet us. The peasants of the surrounding area were
lined up along the road to see us pass by, sticking out their
tongues as a sign of respect.

The closer we got to Shigatsay, the more people there
were who came to welcome us. And when the caravan entered
the city it turned into an important procession which was joined
by other lamas, children, as well as almost the entire local Muslim
community, and of course, our relatives. The cheering of the
inhabitants and the warmth of the welcome made our joy per-
fect. The notes [ took on the evening of this memorable day are
barely legible. I must have been too tired or too excited, prob-
ably both at once, to write correctly. In any case, it is with this
episode that my diary of the Lopchak caravan closes.

When one of our family members stopped in Shigatsay
with an ordinary caravan, he was received into the homes be-
longing to the family. But the Lopchak conferred upon us a
special status and we were the guests of the Government who
put at our disposal an apartment in the hotel reserved for offi-
cial people.

In this pleasant lodging we were not far from the fa-
mous monastery of Tashilumpo where there was a building for
monks and novices coming from Ladakh. There were several
dozen of them at that time and all of them were keen on com-
ing to cheer our entrance into the city. Many came to visit us
in our apartment. On our part, we went to the monastery and
were able to find out something about the monastic life. None
of the monks had any complaints and they all professed them-
selves happy with their lot. In effect, they seemed perfectly inte-
grated into the greater community and maintained the most
fraternal relations with local Tibetans.

This visit was also the occasion to take leave of the young
Lobzang who had joined us to enter as a novice in Tashilumpo
and all along the way had served us with so much devotion and
kindness.

Traditionally, Shigatsay was under the autonomous ad-
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ministration of the Panchen Lama who had his residence in
Tashilumpo. But at this time, following political circumstances
which I shall come back to, the Government of Lhasa adminis-
tered the town and its region directly where it had delegated a
Shi-Dzong (governor general) representing the Kashag (council
of ministers) and the regent who exercised his power whilst the
Dalai Lama was still a minor.

As head of the Lopchak, Khwaja Abdul Aziz had to
make an official visit to the Shi-Dzong and | accompanied him.
It seemed he knew this prominent figure of the upper nobility
of Lhasa quite well.

In the bazaar, the Muslims constituted the majority of
the local merchants. We met the most important of them as
our cousins invited them to a great dinner organised in our
honour.

All Ladakhis, like Kashmiris and other Indians, were as
a general rule, considered British subjects and they counted on
the British resident in Shigatsay to stand up for them in any
disputes that they might have with the Tibetan authorities. In
this respect, an important merchant in our family was disap-
pointed in an affair which put him in opposition to the local
administration. The appeal he made to the representative of
the Empire had not been followed up effectively. As Khwaja
Abdul Aziz then played the part of a person of rank introduced
into the highest circles, he took on to intervene for this mer-
chant with the Kashag. Unfortunately [ think he was also un-
successful.

A grim future lay ahead for this active and industrious
merchant community. At the time of the revolutionary up-
heavals provoked by the Chinese at the end of the 1950s, the
members of this community were no more protected than other
Tibetans against the extortions of the occupying power and
their flight to India was a somber tragedy. Some like Atiullah
were able to make a living again by sheer work, but many con-
tinued to vegetate as poor refugees.
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After a week spent in Shigtsay our caravan regrouped
itself. A young cousin, the future wife of Atiullah who was to
go to Lhasa, joined us. All our uncles and cousins escorted us a
good distance from the city as well as the Ladakhis of
Tashilumpo who followed us, praying for our safety and suc-
cess.

To get from Shigatsay to Lhasa we had a choice of two
itineraries. The shortest, through Rong and the Tsangpo
(Brahmapoutra) valley took nine days. We preferred the other
route however, two days longer but easier and more trod upon,
passing through Gyantsay. After the deserts of the Trans-
Himalayas, we were joyful to walk in regions covered with veg-
etation. There were many villages and everywhere the inhabit-
ants welcomed us eagerly and kindly. The lives of the people
had not yet been at all touched by the modern world and the
Buddhist tradition which penetrated these lives seemed to have
maintained all its vigour.

Passing through Ralung, the pass of Karo La and Zara,
the track gave on to a plateau at a high altitude, went round
the huge Yamdok Tso lake, crossed another pass, the Kamba
La, then went down into the deep valley of the Tsangpo. The
scenery was beautiful and our pace became lighter as we walked
along side our mounts as every respectable caravaneer should
do when descending a steep slope. In a pleasant region with
rich agricultural resources, a wooden ferry took us across the
river with loads and animals whilst other travellers gave them-
selves over to goatskin boats. We were not far from the Lhasa
valley.

The next locality was Shushul, an important district
seat. An unforeseen complication kept us there for eight days.

The incident happened at the government rest house
where we were lodged. The chief of the district had delegated
one of his subordinates to welcome us who was in charge of
giving us shawls of honour (khatak) as well as some gifts. But
Uncle did not consider this reception worthy of the rank and
importance which he attributed to himself and began to re-
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criminate vigourously. His protests were supported by his
brother, Muhammad Asghar Tsakhur, who came to meet him
from Lhasa richly dressed and taking on the airs of a person of rank.

The conflict grew more intense but the Tibetans never
raised their voices. Expressing themselves courteously, the offi-
cials did not give in to the demands of the head of the caravan
but deliberately created difficulties for him. They politely let
him know that the mules necessary for continuing our journey
were not available. Unable to convince them with words,
Khwaja Abdul Aziz, whose anger continued to increase, hit
them with his cane which made them even more recalcitrant.

For my part, | disapproved of my uncle’s attitude. I pre-
ferred to keep my distance, and since the temperature was mild,
[ went to the banks of the river. [ found a group of young
people there, boys and girls, all completely undressed and
stretched out on the bank sunbathing. In the end [ didn’t have
too bad of a memory of this unexpected stay.

Many years later in Dharamsala in India [ met the dis-
trict chief who had irritated my uncle so much where he was a
refugee. We spoke of this episode and laughed cordially about it.

Two days walk remained to Lhasa and | was anxious to
see this town again which [ had dreamed of so much since my
first visit two and a half years earlier. After spending a night in
Nethang in a beautiful agricultural region, our caravan em-
barked upon the final lap of the Lopchak. Stepping up our
pace, we soon arrived in sight of Depunt, the famous monas-
tery which, in its many buildings, then sheltered thousands of
monks, exactly 7,777 as the Tibetans liked to specify at that time.

There also, all the monks of Ladakhi origin waited for
us along the road to welcome us. They cheered us and the
older ones who years ago had welcomed Hadji Muhammad
Siddiq in a similar way came to express their joy at seeing the
continuation of the tradition of this caravan. Uncle was so

happy about this that he forgot about the difficult interlude of
Chushul.
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In the first row of the crowd who came to welcome us
were, naturally, a large number of Radhus, our relatives, and
other members of the Muslim community of Lhasa. Three hours
were spent listening to their good wishes and congratulations.

A whole crowd escorted us after our caravan was on its
way again. But soon, after arriving in Kyanda Gang, we stopped
again. There was a park there which, it seems, had been previ-
ously occupied by the Jesuits before becoming a sort of Muslim
enclave with a mosque, a cemetery and terrace which | knew
well, having picnicked there several times during my first stay
in Lhasa. We were given another reception with tea and past-
ries and we exchanged wishes and congratulations.

Finally, after four months of journeying, the long awaited
moment of our entry into Lhasa had arrived. Leaving
Norbulinka on the right and Potala on the left, our happy pro-
cession, expanded with numerous Muslims, Ladakhis and other
fellow-travellers, paraded through the streets to the cheers of
the inhabitants and passed in front of the Kunphela house which
was called Chensay Phodang, because the Dalai Lama had paid
a visit there. The procession stopped in front of the door of the
Tsakhur residence as the main house of the Radhu descendents
was called.

It was in this large building, which constituted one whole
block with the seat of the Nepalese diplomatic mission, where
we decided to stay in preference to the government hotel which
we had the right to stay in. There was a specific reason for this:
by lodging the head of the Lopchak in the Tsakhur house, the
uncles sought to have themselves recognised with a status of
extraterritoriality which would avoid their paying taxes. But to
obtain this they would have needed the support of the British
resident, which they could never obtain.

After our arrival in Lhasa, a series of obligations was
still incumbent upon us as representatives of the Lopchak. The
most important was our participation-in the great durbar of the
Monlan, the Tibetan new year, regularly organised in Potala in
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the same season. During this solemn audience the members of
the various Government bodies and representatives of the com-
munities and social classes, including Muslims and foreign resi-
dents, came to pay homage to the Dalai Lama. For us, this was
to be the occasion for presenting the tribute and gifts on behalf
of the Ladakhi Buddhists which they sent to His Holiness and,
according to traditional custom, was made up of a small quan-
tity of gold, saffron, shawls from Kashmir, various textiles from
Sinkiang, as well as a product native to their country, dried
apricots.

Unfortunately a large part of our baggage was still miss-
ing and remained somewhere on the road under the supervi-
sion of the Atung who nevertheless did his best to get them to
us on time. As soon as they arrived in the capital, Khwaja
Abdul Aziz did everything possible to try to speed up the trans-
port of the missing cases and packs so that they would reach us
in time. But when the day of the big ceremony came we still
hadn’t received them. The entourage of the Dalai Lama did
not hold it against us, for it was known in official circles that all
communications along the Western tracks were delayed because
of the Hasakapa incursions.

In any case the Tibetan authorities had no intention of
creating difficulties for the Lopchak and its representatives. On
the contrary they showed much good will and consideration
toward us and made every effort to make our stay in Lhasa
enjoyable.

This positive attitude, which moreover reflected the feel-
ings discretely expressed to the Kashag by the British resident
was in fact in conformity with the interests of the Tibetan Gov-
ernment because the Lopchak provided an argument pushing
the Government’s claim for independence from the Chinese.
In effect, it was the custom of the Chinese also, under the impe-
rial regime, to periodically send a tribute to the Dalai Lama
whom they then considered a sort of high priest having a sa-
cred function concerning all of China. In Lhasa this historical
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fact was seen as proof that Tibet owed no allegiance to China
and could claim complete sovereignty for herself. It is true that
in Peking the reverse conclusion was drawn....

Not wanting to give an exaggerated political significance
to the modest mission which we accomplished in the name of a
tiny people who made up a part of a great empire, it was obvi-
ous that our arrival in Lhasa gave Tibetans a welcome opportu-
nity to re-affirm their friendship for the Ladakhis whom they
did not regard as foreigners but as brothers sharing in a com-
mon cultural heritage. We received much evidence of this, in
particular from the Prime Minister Phondong Shoba and from
several high-ranking dignitaries.

The participation in the durbar demanded clothing which
strictly conformed to traditions of protocol. As Ladakhi Mus-
lims, we wore a white turban and Khwaja Abdul Aziz, the head
of the Lopchak, wore a richly embroidered shawl over his coat
(koss or shuba). Upon arrival at the palace, the harness of his
horse was shown off by two red pompons, one above the with-
ers (neck) and the other on the breast, which indicated a rela-
tively high position because, according to the protocol, the
Lopchak gave the right to the fourth rank. I followed as an
assistant to the head of the caravan and we had an escort of
Buddhists wearing the mahmal, a high velvet hat typical of Ladakh.

At the entrance of the Potala the monk guards of the
Dalai Lama, impressive with their iron cudgels and their whips,
prevented pushing and shoving amongst the guests, each of
whom was going to occupy a seat in the audience room which
was assigned to him according to the regulations. | saw with
my own eyes guards intervene and roughly hit important people,
regardless of their rank, who had only moved one step.

The customs which had to be respected remained present
in the minds of the dignitaries because, inside the palace, fres-
coes reproduced the different phases of the durbar. It was in a
way an illustrated treatise of the protocol.

After everyone had found his seat and everything was
ready for the ceremony, the spectacle of the great hall was grip-
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ping. A total and solemn silence was established, the likes of
which I have never seen anywhere.

On his throne, dominating the presence, the Dalai Lama
was seated cross-legged. He was then a child of less than eight
years but his innocent face already seemed imprinted with dig-
nity and authority. Behind him, the highest dignitaries, the
regent at their head, didn't take their eyes off of him, as if he
were their prisoner, whilst at the same time watching over the
members of his family, especially his father whom certain people
accused of abusing the situation.

A magnificently dressed chamberlain stood on each side
of the throne. Then, all in formal attire, came the ministers,
clerks and laymen wearing golden headdresses followed by de-
scendents of the families of the preceding Dalai Lamas in hier-
archical order and other members of the nobility. The least
important of those present all kept their eyes fixed on the child
sovereign.

On the left side of the throne the English and Nepalese
residents had taken their place but [ don’t remember anymore
if there was also a Chinese representative. As for us, members
of the Lopchak, we were amongst the foreigners and Tibetan
subjects, a position which we shared with the Bhutanese of the
Dugpa Lopchak which had come to Lhasa at the head of a
mission very similar to ours. The other Muslims formed a group
amongst the representatives of the various Tibetan communi-
ties and the crowd of monks. The ceremony began in an air
thick with incense smoke.

Adhering to hierarchical order, the audience filed slowly
one by one before the throne, prostrating in front of the Dalai
Lama. But there were exceptions. Neither the British agent nor
the Muslims prostrated. In virtue of the custom which had al-
ways been respected by the Thirteenth Dalai Lama and which
his successor had to confirm as soon as he became of age, the
latter greeted him in the Islamic fashion with salams, or greet-
ings of peace. This peculiarity was significant of the status of
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the Tibetan Muslims and the good relations they continuously
maintained with the highest authorities of the Buddhist theoc-
racy which constituted Tibet.

The small meal following the homage ceremony gave
way to indescribable pushing and shoving. Then everyone
rushed for the pastries and biscuits served by the Dalai Lama
and placed in the centre of the room. It was not at all a ques-
tion of gluttony but desire on the part of the Buddhists to de-
rive as much as possible from a food considered to bear benefi-
cial spiritual influence emanating from the sacred personality
of the religious head. As soon as he had withdrawn, free pas-
sage was given to disorder. And the audience in the room could
be heard as their exclamations and protests resounded: “Don’t
push! Stay in line! Don’t you know how to conduct yourselves?
On your guard!”

The excitement increased, the din became louder, and
politeness was forgotten. Even the hierarchic order didn’t seem
to count much anymore.

For the next few days in Lhasa only the durbar and what
had happened there was talked about. I then heard about an
episode which took place several years earlier. The British resi-
dent, who had been admitted to take part in the ceremony
only a short time before, wanted to bestow a relatively high
status upon the clerks in his office in Lhasa so that they would
be given a warm welcome. He had several of them given the
title of Rai Bahadur attempting to have it admitted that this was
the equivalent of fourth rank. Now one of them, wearing the
clothes and insignia of the fourth rank, made a blunder which
was immediately interpreted as an ignorance of protocol. He
was strongly apostrophised by the assistants: “How dare you
come here with such insignia if you are not even aware of the
most elementary of our customs!” And the guards began to flog
the poor man.

On the occasion of the Monlam, the New Year, the hold-
ers of temporal power entrusted the administration of the coun-
try to the monks. Then for a month the lamas of the “Three
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Monasteries”, Drepung, Ganden and Sera, assumed the respon-
sibilities of the Government, which certainly did not contrib-
ute to its efficiency.

As for us, the participation in the great durbar did not
end our official obligations. It was still incumbent upon the
members of the Lopchak to accomplish the visits of protocol at
several monasteries and places of pilgrimage in central Tibet.

This tour took us to Samye, Tsethang, Thangtu, Digong
and Digongthi. For the Tibetan Buddhists, the most important
of these holy places was the monastery of Samye. A famous
sanctuary called Ukang was located there where monks of
Ladakhi origin showed us around. Meaning “residence of the
dead”, Ukang was an obligatory sojourn for souls who had left
human bodies that had just died. We were assured that it was
possible to hear them, but [ was unable to verify this...

In Tsethang, a town of some importance, the small lo-
cal Islamic community grouped around an attractive mosque
and cemetery, detained us for several days. We were the guests
of a family who were related to the Radhus. One of the family
members was to make himself famous from 1959 on in the re-
volt of the Khampas against the Chinese Communists. We took
part in the Friday prayer and, before setting off again, we
recognised that these Muslims forming such an isolated island
in a Buddhist land remained perfectly faithful to their tradi-
tional customs and to the practice of their religion. Apart from
a few exceptions, they seemed to have all gone into exile fol-
lowing the upheavals in 1959 provoked by the occupying power.

Thangtu was the seat of a monastery harbouring a cel-
ebrated statue of Dolma, a divinity of compassion very popular
in Tibetan Buddhism, who corresponds to the Tara of the Hin-
dus. In the forehead of the idol a sapphire the size of a walnut
was inserted. The sanctuary where the idol was located was
strictly guarded and a door reinforced by a heavy chain for-
bade access to it.

In the proximity there appeared a series of tantric sculp-
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tures of an erotic nature, veritable artistic masterpieces. For the
average Muslim, the sight of these images was horribly shock-
ing and my uncle visibly turned away from them. At the time,
| also found them at least surprising but, all the same, I finally
understood that they could have a profound symbolism of true
spiritual significance. In any case, | was able to ascertain from
this time on that the Tibetans themselves approached these
sculptures with much respect and recollectedness. Hundreds of
faithful, men, women and children, filed past them, their hands
clasped together, reciting mantras in an attitude of adoration,
obviously very far from any profane or impure thought.

Visiting such a sanctuary in the company of Buddhist
friends who had accompanied us all along our route, [ certainly
wouldn’t have thought of lewd jokes because it was much too
obvious that we were in the presence of the sacred. With them,
[ visited many other holy Buddhist places, each time making
an effort to assume a respectful attitude. Khwaja Abdul Aziz let
me do as | wished but [ saw that he was inclined to consider
Buddhism as a form of paganism and its practice as idolatry in
the same way as Muslims of the zahir who were influenced by
modern reformers. He even appeared to have a bad conscience
when he was obliged to visit temples in exercising his functions.

These Ladakhi Buddhists had given themselves to the
service of the Lopchak with the sole intention of performing a
pilgrimage, and the tour which we made in central Tibet filled
them with happiness. They encountered a good number of their
compatriots in the monasteries included on our itinerary, in
particular at Digong and Digongthi.

Upon returning to the capital, they pressed me to ac-
company them on their visits to holy places such as the various
temples and chapels of the Potala. They even took me to
Jokhang, the central temple, and in a way the “cathedral” of
Lhasa. As a general rule, non-Buddhists were not admitted in-
side with the exception of the Bonpos who practised the an-
cient religion of Tibet. The Niwars and other Nepalese Bud-
dhists had access to it but not the Hindu Gurkhas. Taken in by
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my friends, | was perhaps the only Muslim to penetrate there
and [ even made several visits. However, | avoided prostrating
myself each time as the other visitors did, even though I felt
tempted to. In any case, [ took care to conduct myself discretely
and not to make my abstention shocking to the faithful of this
holy place.

We had brought the Lopchak to its end and I felt happy
to be in Lhasa. | didn’t know what turn my life was going to
take. When [ thought of our modest township of Leh, the Ti-
betan capital appeared to me to offer resources which could
help our enterprise develop. | was thus eager to transfer the
centre of gravity of the business inherited from Hadji
Muhammad Siddiq to Lhasa and to have my wife come here.
And to prepare myself for the busy time which [ foresaw, I
began to study Tibetan, which [ still spoke quite poorly.
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CHAPTER VI

MUSLIMS, ARISTOCRATS AND PLOTTERS

My closest relatives in Lhasa were Khwaja Abdul Aziz and his
two brothers Muhammad Asghar and Sirajuddin. They were
generally called the “Tsakhur brothers” after the name of the
house they lived, in one of the best sections of the town centre
and where | also settled. Descendants of Omar Shah and the
“Chinese” branch of the Radhus, they were moreover related
by their mother to the Ladakhi branch of Haider Shah to which
[ belonged through my father.

Born and educated in Tibet, they had the Tibetan men-
tality and mannerisms which clearly differed from ours. At the
beginning of my stay, | often felt like a stranger with them. But
[ told myself that the best thing | could do would be to adapt
myself to their customs and co-operate openly with them in
order to contribute as best [ could to the success of our com-
mon business.

However, the uncles themselves were not in as prosper-
ous a financial situation as | had presumed. They had heavy
debts, mainly to high government officials, and often found it
difficult to pay the interest on them because the income from
their commercial dealings was irregular. In such conditions,
the prospect of being able to have access to capital coming from
the inheritance of Hadji Muhammad Siddiq was a God-send
they were determined not to pass up.

From the time of the Thirteenth Dalai Lama (died in

157



TIBETAN CARAVANS

1933) my uncles Muhammad Asghar and Sirajuddin had trav-
elled extensively for their business in various regions of Tibet,
especially in the Kham country in the East where they sold—or
traded because money circulated little amongst these peoples
where bartering was commonly practised—various articles, in
particular coral, which was much appreciated amongst the
Khampas. They were patronised by a great aristocrat, Doring,
whom they often followed in his movements. He was always
followed by a pack of dogs—it was moreover said that he had
more consideration for his dogs than he had for his people.

Wherever they stopped for their trading, the Tsakhur
exploited a source of supplementary income. Thanks to a de-
vice of lighting projections which they set up in front of a screen,
they showed slides and other fixed images to a fascinated pub-
lic. The electrical power, still totally unknown in these regions,
came from a magneto which they worked by pedalling. This
activity gave them special fame amongst the Khampas and they
returned from these expeditions loaded down with gifts.

The profits made from this allowed them to import a
real cinema projector from India which they proposed to use in
Lhasa. But they needed a special authorisation from the Dalai
Lama in order to use it. Now the person who was in the best
position to obtain it for them was Shensay Kunphela who en-
joyed the favour of the sovereign and whose power then went
beyond all the ministers put together.

This Kunphela had a certain interest in modern
civilisation. [t was he who, thinking his master would be pleased,
had brought in parts from India the first automobile to be seen
in the streets of Lhasa. He was interested in the two brothers’
idea and called them to Potala for a demonstration. Fascinated
and impressed, the Tsakhurs came and installed their gadget in
a room of the palace on the same day.

For this first cinema performance the Shensay had as-
sembled numerous guests, mostly members of the upper nobil-
ity. They were so curious to see this marvel that it was an-
nounced to them that if they pushed and shoved where the
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projector was set up they would risk breaking it. The head of
the place became angry and grabbed a battery-run torch and,
even though he himself was a commoner, he hit the most un-
disciplined of the aristocrats regardless of their rank and threw
several of them out. The show was finally able to begin. It was
an undisputed success and my uncles obtained the necessary
license authorising them to exploit the extraordinary invention.

However, their brother Abdul Aziz, who was under the
influence of reformist and puritanical Islam, regarded this ac-
tivity with suspicion. Were the profits earned from projecting
animated images legal from the point of view of Islamic law? He
wasn't able to clarify this point of law and decided to keep
silent, leaving his brothers to exploit this first cinema in Lhasa
which, over the years, would bring them considerable revenue.
Much later, after the Chinese revolution forced the Tsakhur to
close their cinema hall, Khwaja Abdul Aziz declared that, all
things taken into account, he considered the cinema contrary
to Islamic law...

My uncles also had a shop in Lhasa which brought them
significant revenue. They would have liked me to be associated
with it but [ did not feel much attraction for this type of busi-
ness. | did not like the work place, which was dark and stuffy, and
[looked down on businesses where most of one’s time was wasted.

[ would have preferred bulk trade and the life my grand-
father led to this small time business and the life of a small
shopkeeper. And, moreover, because I didn't feel attached to
my uncles by any strong affinity and as they were aware of this,
our relations were sometimes a bit strained. But they treated
me considerately because I represented the link with the family
of Ladakh, holders of the capital which they were anxious to
see transferred to Tibet.

To get away from these often grumpy uncles, | willingly
went to other family members, with a preference for my three
cousins, the sons of Khan Sahib Fayzullah. The latter, a par-
ticularly influential person and well integrated into the circles
close to the court, had a plan to regroup all the Muslims in
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Lhasa and place them under the authority of the British resi-
dent with whom he maintained close relations. He saw this as
an efficient means of strengthening the position of the Islamic
community. The resident had proposed that he be the officially
recognised head of this community, but Fayzullah died prema-
turely and the plan was discarded.

Intelligent and educated, my cousins attended the Brit-
ish mission school during the short period of its existence, and
then the Chinese mission school of the Kuomingtang. They
learnt Chinese perfectly there which later got them important
posts as translators and Central Asian affairs experts in the
Pakistani administration. Within the family framework they
had also acquired real Muslim education, reading the Qur'an
perfectly and possession Urdu and Persian, the two other lan-
guages of [slam.

Another relative whom I had the pleasure of meeting
was Habibullah. He lived in Shigatsay but often came into Lhasa
for his business. Belonging more to my uncle’s generation, he
had married a girl from the Tibetan nobility who converted to
[slam and gave him two sons, Atiullah and Hediyatuallah.

A peculiar destiny was in store for this latter. Although
he was a fervent Muslim, he was claimed to be Rimpoche or
reincarnated lama by a Buddhist monastery. In spite of his per-
sistent and lively denials of this, the monks never wanted to
give in to him. Far from becoming a lama, he himself in his
turn was to marry a Buddhist who followed him in Islam. He
died in 1959 at the time of the great revolt of Lhasa against the
Chinese, struck by a stray bullet.

The Islamic community of Lhasa, whose total popula-
tion could never have gone beyond a thousand, were divided
into two groups which did not mingle much with each other.
The Chinese Muslims or Hobalingpas, as they were called be-
cause of the Hobaling section where they lived and had their
mosque, were often butchers and meat suppliers to the court of
the Dalai Lama and the aristocracy, a job which orthodox Bud-
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dhists looked down upon. Others, who had plots of land were
market gardeners and sold their vegetables in the bazaar. In
general they were well integrated into the local life, and the
Tibetans did not look upon them as foreigners as they did the
other Chinese.

Preferring to live on the West side of the capital, the
Muslims of the other group were descendents of immigrants
who, over the recent centuries, had come from Kashmir and
other provinces of northern India like Bihar as well as Nepal.
They were almost all merchants and had often managed to
build up prosperous and envied positions for themselves. They
were all called “Khashays”, a term derived from “Khashul” mean-
ing Kashmir in Tibetan.

Their trade, which depended on the Indian market, was
based on the communication axis between Calcutta and Tibet
via Darjeeling and Kalimpong. Specialising in textiles and cos-
metics, they supplied themselves in India and then sold half
their merchandise wholesale and the other half retail in their
own shops. At this time, their business was going fairly well
and they led a relatively easy and prosperous life. Some of them,
particularly amongst my relatives, had gained the confidence
of the upper reaches of the aristocracy in whose service they
had the occasion to make business trips south of the Himalayas.

Summer in Lhasa was not a great season for business.
This time of year was spent enjoying life, and picnics continued
to be organised in the countryside surrounding the capital. In
the winter months, however, a lively trade went on in the mar-
kets of Lhasa where many people from the provinces congre-
gated: Shangpas from the north, Khampas and Amdos from
the East, Pembos, Kongpos from the south, and people from
the West. They came in for trade or simply to celebrate the
New Year in the holy city. This was the time when our uncles
and cousins did the best business. Later in the season fairs were
held like those of Shera and Shambaling in central Tibet which
numerous Muslims always took partin.

Because of their Indian and Kashmiri origins, the mem-
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bers of the Islamic community sometimes thought that it was
in their interest to pass for British subjects. This was especially
the case for those of Ladakhi origin, but most of them did not
recognise any authority but that of the Dalai Lama. At the
beginning of the occupation, they were still considered exclu-
sively Tibetan and were considered such with the Chinese.
However, as things degenerated, they ended up going to the
general consulate of India to register there as Indian citizens.
Several notables, however, were arrested by the occupying forces
and taken to detention areas and were never seen again. Thanks
to the help of the Indian representative, most of them managed
to escape to their countries of origin where they had difficulty
in re-adjusting and did not live much better than the masses of
Tibetan refugees. In the end some of them remained in Lhasa
and collaborated more or less closely with the Chinese.

In general, this small Muslim minority in Lhasa lived
harmoniously with the Buddhist population as well as with the
authorities who never objected to the privileged relations which
they sometimes had with the British resident. On the contrary,
the commercial activity of the Muslims gave them somewhat
the function of acting as intermediaries with the outside world.
In certain cases, they acted as exchange agents for highly placed
officials and even for monasteries.

All those who knew this community are in agreement
that these Muslims, completely isolated within the universe of
Tibetan Buddhism, remained remarkably faithful to the spirit
of the letter of traditional Islamic law which they observed ac-
cording to the Hanafi rite. Although they were naturally adapted
to the customs and mentality of the environment in which they
had lived for centuries, they had kept their religious identity
intact. They certainly benefitted from Buddhist tolerance but,
on their side, they also knew how to maintain the attitude of
respect which was called for in the face of such a living sacred
tradition without considering themselves as inevitably better
since they were Muslims. In the climate of lamaist spirituality,
this position often encouraged a fervent practice of Islam, with
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a tendency toward the batin, the inward. It is true that some
reformist influences which came from India and Kashmir en-
couraged some members of our minority to view the Buddhists
with a more critical eye.

These same reformist circles of the zahir often reproached
the Muslims of Tibet for not proselytising amongst the Bud-
dhist population where, in fact, conversion to Islam remained
very rare. They were also accused of confining themselves into
too much of a reserved attitude, especially in the cultural do-
main. Apart from the small artifacts which they often made,
they had no real artistic or literary activity.

[ am nevertheless still convinced that the existence of
these small Muslim groups in the immense Buddhist domain
which made up Tibet, was in itself something admirable. Their
daily life, within the faithfulness to their traditions and the
respect for those of others can be compared, in my opinion,
with deeply moving and living poetry. It was a veritable art de
vivre which, judging from many eminent or humble persons
whom [ knew, produced genuine masterpieces of the human
state,

[n the months following my arrival in Lhasa with the
Lopchak, [ envisaged happily integrating myself into this com-
munity whose life-style agreed with my tastes. Although my
uncle’s shop did not attract me very much, I realised that it was
possible, as a Muslim merchant, to have a more interesting
activity and to build up for oneself a good position, especially if
one were introduced into the circles of the nobility. The
Tsakhurs, and especially Khwaja Abdul Aziz, were well inte-
grated into these circles even though they did not take full
advantage of it. Thanks to such relations, several other co-
religionists floated in these aristocratic spheres and they shared
its comfort and pleasures.

Contacts with people of the upper class who came regu-
larly to the bazaar were frequent and easy. At this time when
there were neither newspapers nor any other means of obtain-
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ing news, the bazaar was a place where news was more often
exchanged than merchandise was sold. The aristocrats, calling
out to passers-by whom they wished to speak to briefly, called
the Muslims “bhailas”, an expression which came from the Urdu
bhai (brother) which we used amongst ourselves. They called
the Nepalese “sodalas” so meaning “wealth” and da “property”
because the subjects of this kingdom were said to be wealthy.
As for the Khampas, they were called “abolas” after the term
abo (brother, like bhai) which they added to the beginning of
their name. We would sit in one of the numerous tea houses in
the bazaar and were soon up-to-date on everything that went
on in the town. My uncles’ shop was also often a place where
these types of conversations took place, often in “bazaar Ti-
betan” which most of the Muslim merchants spoke. However,
conscious of a level of culture which my university training had
given me, [ wanted to learn good Tibetan.

It was easy to get to know members of the nobility and
| had the good fortune of being welcomed into the Tendong
household, a renowned family from Shigatsay. They had be-
longed to the leading classes for generations. The head of the
household, a man of less than 30 years whom [ soon became
friends with, was surrounded by his wife and children, a brother
and two younger sisters as well as several other relatives amongst
whom often appeared was an uncle who was a monk. His fa-
ther, after having held high positions in the Government of
the Thirteenth Dalai Lama, had been governor of Chamdo in
the East of Tibet and had died a few years previously.

I was always received with much kindness in the
Tendong household where [ became a regular figure, and the
children began to call me uncle. The bonds of friendship which
[ forged at that time with this distinguished family, were to be
even more strengthened over the years, because later [ had the
opportunity to meet several family members in Kalimpong and
do them some favours, in particular helping one of the daugh-
ters to get into an English school in Darjeeling. She acquired
an education which was extremely useful for her when she found
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herself reduced to the state of a refugee. I also accompanied my
friend, as well as his brother and sisters, on the pilgrimage which
they made to the Buddhist sanctuaries of India. More fortunate
than other families of a similar rank, several Tendongs escaped
the cataclysm of the Chinese revolution and two of them emi-
grated to Switzerland and live in Appenzell in the village of
Pestalozzi.

Their friendship was especially valuable to me at a time
when [ wished to transfer our business from Leh to Lhasa with-
out too much delay and see my wife again, and I didn’t know
how to organise my collaboration with Khwaja Abdul Aziz
and the Tsakhurs. In any case, | found more pleasure in the
company of my new friends than with my uncles. Thanks to
the Tendongs, | cultivated relations with other young people
belonging to the most important families, especially with the
sons of people as important as Kapshopa, Tsarong, Taring. Their
education was similar to mine since most of them had studied
in India and had good English. Another frequent visitor to the
house was Thangmay, the engineer responsible for the central
electricity of Lhasa, and the same one who three years later was
so kind to the Austrian mountain climber Harrer, the future
author of Seven Years in Tibet. He helped him, along with his
companion Aufschnaiter, to escape a British confinement camp
in India and got him accepted by the Tibetan authorities.

At a time when the nobility really controlled all the
political life in Lhasa, frequenting such circles and the unend-
ing conversations which we had there provided me with first
hand information about the situation in Tibet and the most
important episodes in her recent history. I obviously could not
guarantee the authenticity of all the statements that [ then heard
nor the objectivity of those who upheld them, but these con-
versations permitted me to get a fairly good idea of the main
events which had taken place since the death of the Thirteenth
Dalai Lama.

The latter had been called the Great Thirteenth because,
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since the Fifth, in the sixteenth century, he had undoubtedly
been the most remarkable figure of the lineage. The way in
which he had stood up to the English of Colonel Younghusband,
then to the Chinese troops who had invaded his country time
and again, strengthened his authority within the country and
at the same time won him respect from abroad. Fairly open to
the modern world, he consented to send four young people to
study in England. He had also re-organised and modernised his
army, inspired by the Western and Japanese models. Within
the country he managed to unravel the intrigues of the nobility
who for so long had poisoned political life in Lhasa and he
imposed his authority everywhere.

The promotions which he promised to men of plebian
origin were proof of the power which he exercised over the
nobility and they had to resign themselves to this. Tsarong and
Kunphela were the most well known examples

The story of Tsenser, an insignificant peasant who be-
came a high aristocrat is worth recounting. From a village north
of Lhasa where his father crafted arrows, he entered the service
of the Thirteenth as a river jumper and was recognised for his
resourcefulness. In 1904 when the Dalai Lama was escaping
from the English invasion, and retreated to Mongolia, he had
already distinguished himself for his devotion and courage but
the events of 1910 made him into a sort of national hero. Since
the Chinese were marching into Lhasa and it was intended to
kidnap him and take him as hostage, he decided once again to
escape, this time toward the South. But the invaders were at
his heels. Leading a handful of brave men, Tsenser managed to
stop them at the monastery of Shaksam not far from the place
where the ferries crossed the Tsangpo river, allowing his mas-
ter time to reach Indian territory safely.

After this eventful interlude when Tsenser had reached
his capital for the second time, the Dalai Lama compensated
him by making him a noble and marrying him to the eldest
daughter of the Tsarong family. This daughter had become a
widow in her first marriage. The young man was thus adopted
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by this famous family whose name he took, and from then on
when one mentioned the name Tsarong, everyone knew that it
could only be him that was being spoken of. Remaining illiter-
ate, he never spoke a really refined Tibetan. This however did
not prevent him from taking charge of the highest responsibili-
ties of the state for a long time where his intelligence, political
sense and energy were felt.

Placed by the Thirteenth at the head of the army which
he was in charge of reorganising, Tsarong also entered the
Kashag, the council of ministers where his influence was con-
siderable. At the same time he consolidated his position at the
centre of the aristocracy by multiplying his marriages with the
daughters of important families. He had many children from
them and thus found himself related to a good number of the
most powerful figures in the country. That is why the intrigues
contrived against him were never able to bring him down. Of
course his enemies were able to reduce his power and several
years before the death of the Dalai Lama, he had to resign
himself from his ministerial post and as commander of the army,
but he remained influential in the close circles of the court and
the sovereign continued to consult him.

His position was such that the sudden death of the Thir-
teenth in 1933 was not, as it was for the others, the signal for
his downfall. Distancing himself somewhat, he remained one
of the most respected figures of the capital and his opinions
carried much weight. For a man of such a simple background,
his everlasting success sparked the imagination and the expres-
sion “clever as Tsarong” became proverbial.

This exceptional destiny can be compared to that of
Shensay Kunphela, who has already been mentioned in con-
nection with the Tsakhur brothers’ cinema. Also of peasant
background, he came from the village of Talung, to the north
of Lhasa and was but an unknown young monk when he was
employed as a messenger in the offices of the Dalai Lama. He
made himself appreciated and His Holiness, who had noticed
him, gave him more and more important responsibilities mak-
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ing him his “patron”, that is, his confident and his right-hand
man and giving him the nickname Shensay which means “close
to the eyes”(of the sovereign). But, unlike Tsarong, Kunphela
was not integrated into the nobility and remained a monk all
the time he governed Tibet on his master’s behalf until the
latter’s death.

According to traditional custom, the Dalai Lama never
entered a private home without it being thereafter considered a
palace and called Phodang. Now Kunphela built a beautiful
home for himself and invited His Holiness who deigned to go
there. | often noticed the silhouette of the building located in
the same quarter as the Tsakhur house and I thought then of
the extraordinary career of this man whose prodigious rise was
followed by a dramatic downfall. [ was to meet him many times,
later in India, then in China, where he was exiled.

The death of the Thirteenth in 1933 was for some circles
of the nobility the signal for new intrigues. They plunged into
them with all the more ardour because the deceased sovereign
had for a long time been able to keep the intrigues in check.
During the first weeks, Kunphela managed to keep his posi-
tion. But the more influential members of the Kashag (council
of ministers) did not delay in manipulating his downfall and
spread rumours which were meant to compromise his reputa-
tion. It began to be whispered around Lhasa that the Dalai
Lama had been poisoned and that the guilty one was none
other than the Shensay.

By this terrible accusation, Kunphela was arrested and
taken before the Kashag. The various eye-witnesses who reported
to me are all in agreement in recognising the admirable cour-
age and dignity shown by this man, alone and defenseless, con-
fronted with a gathering of snarling figures who, having feared
him for so long were determined to get rid of him. He had an
answer to all the accusations which they tried to topple him
with and it was impossible to prove anything against him nor
to make him lose his poise. It was thus decided to banish him
and this was done in the most humiliating ways: thrown out of
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the palace, he was carried in the streets to the jeering of the
crowds before being taken to Kongpo in the south where he
was relegated for several years before being able to cross the
border and reach Kalimpong.

A much more dramatic episode marked the first year
following the death of the Dalai Lama. Its protagonist was
Lungshar, one of those whom the late sovereign had sent to
study in the West and this was no doubt the reason why so
many revolutionary intentions were attributed to him. He was
also said to be resolutely pro-Chinese which also won him many
arch enemies.

Lungshar, who was from the upper nobility but not very
wealthy, succeeded Tsarong as commander of the armed forces.
The elimination of Kunphela, which he had contributed to in
a decisive way, made him one of the most powerful figures in
Tibet. This was when the so-called “republican” affair broke out.

At that time Tibetans who could explain the meaning
of “republican” were undoubtedly very rare. But the term was
used to implicate the conspirators and uphold the idea that
they were impious men, enemies of the religion and resolved to
upset the traditional and sacred order. It seems that in fact
Lungshar would have liked to modernise Tibet and reform her
institutions but in a more moderate and less revolutionary
manner than it was said of him. One thing is certain: he was
against the Kashag and the old Trimon who presided over it,
and tried to break up its power.

Lungshar was supported by a small group of young aris-
tocrats who, like him, were open to modern ideas. The two
most notable were the Khyungram, who were related to the
Tendong, and Changlochan, a refined literary man who had
edited most of the texts defining their ideas and political objec-
tives. It is difficult to say what sort of action they planned to
take because Trimon, continually informed that some scheme
was being hatched, had Lungshar and his friends arrested, ac-
cusing them of wanting to assassinate him.

Judging him without an appeal, the Kashag condemned
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Lungshar, the main guilty one, to being blinded and then im-
prisoned until the end of his days. He had his eyes torn out,
but after several years, he was permitted to leave prison. He
finished his life in a park serving as an asylum for old animals
which the Buddhists did not want to kill. He had a cabin there
and that is where [ met him. At the depth of his suffering he
maintained a strength of soul and patience worthy of much
respect and admiration.

Khyungram was only deported. Placed in a residence
under surveillance at Rudok, a journey of three months from
Lhasa, he lived several years until his death in this lost place in
western Tibet. Crossing these desert regions my relatives who
were able to meet him were impressed by his attitude, full of
dignity.

As for Shangloshan, he was ordered to have both hands
cut off according to the Kashag’s sentence. He had the good
fortune of escaping this terrible punishment which was com-
muted in exile. He thus set off on the Kalimpong route where
Kunphela was to meet up with him. It was there that [ had the
opportunity to meet him and hear him tell of the events which
he had been involved in.

During the years following the death of the Thirteenth
Dalai Lama, all Tibetans had their attention fixed on the search
for the Fourteenth. The traditional procedure, overseen by
Reting Rimpoche, the regent, had taken the searchers farther
and farther east and was to end up with the discovery of the
sacred child in a peasant family from the village of Taktser, not
far from the celebrated monastery of Kumbum in the Chinese
province of Tsing-hai (capital Sining). Its governor was a fa-
mous “war lord”, Ma Pufang, a Muslim general who was practi-
cally independent but recognised in principle the authority of
the Kuomingtang. He knew how to take advantage of the situ-
ation by not authorising the departure of the child who was
recognised as the reincarnated Dalai Lama except against pay-
ment of an amount in dollars representing a fortune. The trans-
action was preceded by interminable bargaining and followed
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by a no less interminable journey to Lhasa. In October 1939
the Fourteenth Dalai Lama, who was not yet 5 years old, sol-
emnly entered his capital, greeted with an enthusiasm which
witnesses still speak of with emotion.

The holy child arrived accompanied by his father, his
mother and two older brothers. They soon became important
figures and were lodged in Potala with honours showered on
them and surrounded by toadyism. The high society of Lhasa
continually put themselves out for them by inviting them to
sumptuous receptions and presenting them with magnificent
gifts. Even their servants were treated with special regard.

Reting, the regent, had established especially cordial re-
lations with the father who, as has been mentioned, tended to
take advantage of his sudden promotion. A modest farmer who
had attained such glory in one fell stroke, he liked to make
others feel his newly acquired power or at least this was the
impression that certain aristocrats had of his behaviour. When
he went into town followed by his escort, all the passers-by had
to bow before him and horsemen had to alight. The pride of
several nobles of high birth was ruffled and intrigues began to
be plotted.

However, it is important to note that the political mix-
ups which went on during those years were not totally exempt
from international prolongations. In effect Tibet—positioned
between the British Empire of India and China who had suc-
cessively invaded Tibet at the beginning of the century—oscil-
lated between the two great powers, each of whom had parti-
sans in the political circles of Lhasa. The very origin of the new
Dalai Lama and his family, from a province under the
Kuomingtang administration constituted a trump card for the
pro-Chinese party who obviously wanted to take advantage of
the situation and compensate the failure they had suffered in
the Lungshar affair.

The government of Nanking realised perfectly well that
this was an excellent opportunity for re-establishing Chinese
influence in Tibet, which had been much compromised since
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the revolution of 1911. In place of the ambans who had repre-
sented the emperors in Lhasa, the government had assigned
there a liaison agent with a poorly defined official status. This
representative established close relations with Reting, the re-
gent, and according to wide-spread opinion, bribed him copiously.

True or not, this fact was undoubtedly not unknown in
the powerful intrigue which in 1941 ended with the wiping out
of this too good a friend to the Chinese. The regent was then
forced to give up his functions and return to meditate in the
monastery whence, eight years earlier, he had left to handle
the affairs of the State.

Reting carried the name of this monastery located three
days walk to the north of Lhasa and which had recognised him
as a great tulku or reincarnated lama. He was only 19 when the
Tsongdu, or national assembly, choosing by lot amongst three
candidates, decided to make him the regent who would exer-
cise power in place of the deceased Dalai Lama until the latter’s
successor be identified and become of age. Undoubtedly ill pre-
pared for such weighty responsibilities, the young man was under
the influence of a group of nobles open to modern ideas who
convinced him to introduce into Tibet innovations such as elec-
tricity which were considered revolutionary. This already made
him a certain number of enemies but his popularity suffered
mainly from the fact that he was seen as a puppet of the Chi-
nese faction. Moreover, since the discovery of the Fourteenth
and his arrival into Lhasa, his compliance toward the father
and the sacred child was considered excessive. The result was
discontentment at Dekilinka, seat of the British mission, then
directed with much distinction by Hugh Richardson. They were
perhaps not too upset to see this discontentment grow.

To save appearances, it was claimed that Reting, on the
advice of the State Oracle, had freely decided to abdicate in
order to devote himself to the contemplative life. Such a story
is hardly likely. In any case, the new regent was in many ways
the opposite of the preceding one. Also a tulku from an impor-
tant monastery, Takta was 75 when he ascended to power.
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Hostile to innovations and modern influences, he had ortho-
dox views conforming to the tradition about everything, which
won him the favours of the most influential circles of the nobil-
ity and clergy. In addition, he was very well regarded by the
British resident.

As for the China of the Kuomingtang, she was much
too involved in the war against Japan to be able to react as she
would have liked, but she nevertheless managed to re-establish
herself in Lhasa, thanks to the new liaison agent sent from
1944 on, Shen Tsing Lien. A first class diplomat, he had stud-
ied in America and spoke fluent English. Very open minded,
he had real sympathy for Tibet and knew how to maneouver
prudently and wisely there, directing the regent Takta and know-
ing how to take advantage of the fact that the Dalai Lama and
his family could speak the Chinese dialect of Sining, their na-
tive place, better than Tibetan.

Although calm seemed to return to the political life in
Lhasa, a certain tension remained because Reting retained his
supporters. His openness to modern ideas had made a good
number of young people sympathetic to him and the pro-Chi-
nese faction accepted his eviction badly. The question of him
often came up in conversations that | had with my friends in
the nobility, but the subject was delicate and was only broached
with circumspection.

As later events were to prove, a plot was forming from
this time on in view of rendering power to the fallen regent. It
was to end up with a crisis in 1947 and risked degenerating into
a civil war. Many aspects of it remained obscure. This was a
veritable revolt which the monastery of Sera, housing 6000
monks, gave the signal for. For several days, the situation was
uncertain and it was not known which party would take over.
The old Takta, who showed an unexpected firmness and re-
solve, managed to get the situation under control. But there
were quite a few deaths on both sides.

As for Reting, who had been taken to Potala, he lost his
life there in circumstances which were never entirely clear. No
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trace of violence was found on his body. According to a ver-
sion of the facts which | heard, he was killed by a son of Lungshar
who never forgave him for being unable to protect his father
and suffocated him by stuffing a scarf (kathak) down his throat.

Whilst introducing me into the arcane of Tibetan poli-
tics, my friends shared with me their hopes and worries. All the
neighbouring countries were then at war. Although theirs was
still fortunate to escape this, it was clear that the world confla-
gration was preparing for upheavals which it would be difficult
not to suffer repercussions from. Rare foreign publications and
faint radio broadcasts allowed us to follow the development of
the events on the Asian continent. What would Tibet’s posi-
tion be when peace returned? All our friends, even those who
remained sympathetic to Reting and the pro-Chinese faction
were in agreement on the basic necessity of making Tibet to-
tally independent. In this respect, Afghanistan, whose geo-
graphic location was comparable to Tibet’s was an example
which they often pointed out. Situated between two great im-
perialist powers, Afghanistan had been able to resist their pres-
sure and intimidation, fully assuring her liberty and individual-
ity. The primary objective of Tibet should have been interna-
tional recognition of a similar status of independence. Only
after this would the time come for domestic reforms and
modernisation.

However, not everyone was unanimous on this second
aspect of our worries and our discussions could go on all night.
To tell the truth, the ideas which we debated then had nothing
revolutionary nor even very “advanced” about them and no-
one dared to envisage, for example, violating the powers and
prerogatives of the Dalai Lama. And yet these young “edu-
cated” aristocrats began to open a door to secularising influ-
ences which others later made use of, overthrowing the domes-
tic order of Tibet and making her dream of liberty vanish.

Frequenting such a world | now spoke Tibetan better
than my uncles. In the meantime, the business that [ had to
settle with them hardly progressed and when the year 1944
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came round we had not yet taken any decision on the means of
our collaboration and on the transfer of the capital coming
from my grandfather’s estate.
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CHAPTER VII

THE ENCOUNTERS AT KALIMPONG

Since the beginning of 1943 when we arrived in Lhasa with the
Lopchak, Khwaja Abdul Aziz and I realised that the traditional
caravan traffic between Ladakh and Tibet along the tracks of
the Trans-Himalayas was doomed to an irreversible decline.
Despite the detour that it meant from then on, communication
via [ndia was faster, safer, and more profitable thanks to paved
roads and railway lines. In addition, the life of a caravaneer
hardly attracted young people anymore. They found it too se-
vere, demanding, and dangerous.

What, then, would become of Leh, the warehouse of
central Asian commerce, if the caravans ceased to converge
there? The township was undoubtedly condemned to impover-
ishment and decline. [t was an unavoidable process and no-one
could do anything about it.

On the other hand, the traffic between India and Tibet
by the large track passing through Kalimpong, Sikkim and
Gyantsay continued to develop and was very profitable for the
merchants of the Lhasa bazaar. The best thing for us to do was
to try and find a place for ourselves in this trade.

These arguments strengthened us in our decision to pro-
ceed with the great move of our goods and business to Lhasa. It
was finally decided that I would return to Leh where [ would
organise the transfer of our capital and other movables with

Muhammad Asghar Tsakhur, who had gone there ahead of
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me. Before accomplishing this, we had to come to a compro-
mise solution with my cousin Abdul Haqq, who possessed part
of the fortune but absolutely refused to leave Leh for Tibet.
After having sorted out these material questions, it was agreed
that [ would return to Lhasa, accompanied by my wife, my
aunt and my sister and we would settle there for good.

So [ set off to accomplish this difficult mission. Thanks
to excellent mules, [ arrived in Kalimpong quickly and without
fatigue. I stopped a few days in Calcutta to settle some business
deals that my uncles had put me in charge of and soon found
myself back in Srinigar where | was put up by my great uncle
Abdullah Shah, the Aksakal who was peacefully retired in the
capital of Kashmir. A mere two weeks on horseback along fa-
miliar tracks separated me from Leh, whence | had left with the
Lopchak more than eighteen months ago.

The happiness of seeing my wife again was quickly damp-
ened by the complications of my task. My uncle, Muhammad
Asghar Tsakhur, was in a hurry to settle the issues at hand and
my aunt, who already knew Lhasa, could only think of the
pleasures of the big city and looked forward to seeing so many
cousins there again. My sister, on her part, who was barely an
adolescent, was impatient to see the world that lay beyond the
Ladakhi horizon. | met another uncle, Mukarram Shah, a
younger brother of my father’s, who normally resided in
Sinkiang and who had crossed the formidable passes of the
Karakoram in order to get into contact with the family again.
When he found out that we had decided to leave for Lhasa, he
was so upset and his emotion was such that he was unable to
speak to me for several days. For him, having lived in a country
often shaken by troubling events, my grandfather’s house in
Leh had always been a symbol of security. And he didn’t share
our infatuation with Tibet.

Mukarram had to share his doubts and regrets with me.
[t suddenly appeared to me that the task | was charged with in
Leh was equivalent to destroying the very foundations of the
house of Hadji Muhammad Siddig. I had the impression that |
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was going to commit a sacrilege. This brusque impression made
me so ill that [ had to stay in bed for an entire week.

Finally, [ declared myself incapable of organising the
move. Very unhappy, Muhammad Asghar didn't dare take
things into his own hands when [, as legal holder of most of the
goods, hesitated. It was then decided that we should leave for
Kalimpong where Khwaja Abdul Aziz was staying for business,
and we would examine the situation together. We thus saddled
up once again, leaving my wife, sister and aunt in Leh.

After an unpleasant journey with a surly companion,
the meeting [ had in Kalimpong with Khwaja Abdul Aziz was
even more unpleasant. The two brothers held me responsible
for all the disastrous consequences which they said my hesita-
tion had inevitably caused and they showered me with re-
proaches. | suffered greatly from such a situation and felt torn
between Ladakh to which so many memories were attached,
and Lhasa to which [ was attracted by the call of a promising
life.

| finally had to attend to our business under the super-
vision of my two uncles who continually expressed their un-
happiness with me. | accompanied them on their visits to sev-
eral merchants of Kalimpong and assisted them in purchasing
various articles, especially textiles and cottons, cosmetics and
construction supplies. The three of us finally left for Lhasa.

The discussions soon ended with an agreement: Khwaja
Abdul Aziz, head of the family, would go to Ladakh himself to
carry out the task which I had been incapable of undertaking. A
few weceks later he arrived in Leh. Free of the scruples which had
held me back, he put all his energy into organising the big move.

Soon [ received a telegramme summoning me to Srinigar
to lend Khwaja Abdul Aziz a hand. [ thus returned to Kalimpong
and from there only a few days were necessary to reach Kash-
mir. My wife was waiting for me there, accompanied by my
sister. [ then took care of expediting 30 to 40 cases which were

already in Srinigar and which represented most of our heavy
furniture.
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We were to collect them in Kalimpong. Unfortunately,
three of the most precious were lost en route. They contained a
splendidly illuminated manuscript Qur'an, magnificent ivory
objects, old gold sovereigns dating from the time of our ances-
tors, Chinese silverware as well as all the notebooks in which
our grandfather had kept a detailed diary of the Lopchak cara-
vans that he had led. Thus was lost an irreplaceable source of
information on western Tibet and the Trans-Himalayas at the
beginning of this century.

When we had all arrived in Kalimpong the discussions
with Khwaja Abdul Aziz and his brother Muhammad Asghar
Tsakhur were resumed in earnest. The uncles had wanted me
to participate in their trading business in Lhasa. After the un-
pleasant scenes which had taken place between us [ had no
desire to work under them. Moreover, the Tsakhurs, whom I
found ignorant and inefficient, led the life of small-time shop-
keepers which didn’t attract me at all. Their eldest brother,
Abdul Aziz, was of a different calibre, but his conception of
trade seemed to me mediocre compared to the big business [
had seen my grandfather head so successfully.

Finally a compromise was found. The family business
which we would try to reorganise and make more efficient,
would have its main office in Lhasa under the trade name
Tsakhur Ladakhhashay which in Tibetan means roughly “Mus-
lim Ladakhis of the Tsakhur house.” It was agreed that [ would
open a branch office in Kalimpong where [ would live with my
wife. Seemingly satisfied with the agreement that was reached,
the uncles set off again for Lhasa.

The solution that was thus found marked the begin-
ning of a new phase of my life. Kalimpong was not an unpleas-
ant place. Located against a beautiful backdrop of mountains
and enjoying an ideal climate, it was the terminus of the main
trading track connecting Lhasa with the outside world and en-
livened by an endless traffic of peoples including Nepalese,
Sikkimese, Bhutanese and, inevitably, the Chinese, as well as
Indians and Tibetans. The British still reigned over this varie-
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gated world and no-one seemed to have anything to complain
about their administration.

My job from then on consisted of assuring that Tibetan
products, in particular raw wool, yak tails and musk, were ex-
pedited and sent to Calcutta or elsewhere in India. In the re-
verse direction | organised the shipping to Lhasa, according to
the orders that my uncles sent me, of Indian merchandise of
which textiles made up the largest part. This business provided
me with the opportunity to collaborate with Indians of the mer-
chant caste of the Marwaris. Native of Rajasthan, they had an
innate sense of business and went to any length in order to
please their trading partners. Several of them had acquired an
excellent knowledge of Tibetan, and they were able to corre-
spond in this language with their clients in Lhasa even from
their offices in Calcutta. The Marwaris were the ones who fur-
nished most of the textiles that my uncles ordered.

My contacts with these efficient and ingenious men
helped give a good start to my new business career and to pen-
etrate the most reputable “business circles” of the place. In ef-
fect, Kalimpong was the seat of powerful and prosperous com-
panies which, in relation to the financial centres of India and
the world, represented the interests of the leading circles and
the nobility of Tibet.

Amongst these establishments, those of the Khampa
merchants occupied a leading position. The most well-known
of them were the Sandutshang, the Andutshang, the
Gyanaktshang and especially the Pangdatshang whose reputa-
tion was wide-spread. They were the masters of the Tibetan
wool trade which they exported in great quantities to America.
They knew how to be generous and were open-armed and de-
termined to maintain their prestige. Apart from their ware-
houses, they had built large beautiful residential buildings in
Kalimpong where they vied for hospitality in receiving the Ti-
betan nobility who frequently visited.

The Pangdatshangs were three brothers, Yamphel,
Topgay and Rabga. The first, head of a veritable business em-
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pire, was a great personality whose influence was felt in the
political circles of Lhasa and he was not a stranger to a number
of intrigues. He had worked himself into the nobility, and had
adopted their customs as well as attributing their prerogatives
to himself but did not have the official status of nobility which
no Khampa had yet achieved. His wife, who was intelligent
and gave good advice, also knew very well how to adapt herself
to the rank he had raised himself to. However, curiously, Abo
Yamphel had short hair, whereas Tibetans, if they were not in
the ecclesiastic state which obliged them to shave their head,
wore their hair long.

[n this respect I can recall that with the nobles the hair
styles varied according to the rank of each one in the hierar-
chy, the highest having an amulet box fixed in their bun, the
others wearing various sorts of plaits, hats and bonnets accord-
ing to their rank. Certain young Tibetans with “progressive”
ideas began to rebel against these old customs and one of them
was even of the opinion that, in order to modernise their coun-
try, they should begin with cutting the hair of all these digni-
taries. This in fact was what finally happened, but under the
force of the Chinese occupation.

There were also Nepalese merchants in Kalimpong. One
of them, Shamokabo, rivalled the opulence of the great
Khampas. He bore the name of white marble which his grandfa-
ther had carried, founder of the family fortune thanks to the
trade with Lhasa. At this time he worked with Shakabpa, a
figure whose influence continued to grow within the entourage
of the regent and, having acquired the title of Tsipon, became
a sort of minister of finances.

Coming from a family of the lower nobility, Shakabpa
had first been a monk and then returned to the laity. He owed
his political rise to Takta, the regent who had succeeded Reting
in 1941, but Shakabpa had made his fortune by himself. I heard
him tell of the first big project which founded his financial power.

He had noticed in Lhasa that the mint which produced
pieces of copper threw out the scraps after minting. It was
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Shamokabo who gave him the idea of gathering the debris and
reselling it in India where copper had reached a very high ex-
change rate. The result was profits which made the great
Pangdatshang himself jealous. From then on Shakabpa was rich
enough to play his first roles in Tibet’s political scene.

Such success stories whetted my own ambitions and per-
haps caused me to lose a sense of the proportions and of the
potential of our modest family enterprise. My relations with so
many powerful people had given me the illusion of having pen-
etrated a world very superior to that of the Tsakhur. | had
become a member of the Association of Indo-Tibetan Merchants
presided over by the eldest Pangdatshang. Shamokabo was its
secretary and | was nominated to be his assistant. [ was proud
vis-a- vis my uncles with whom [ was in constant contact and |
hoped that they would finally consent to listen to me when |
advised them to modernise their work methods.

At this time I had the visit of my cousin Ataullah, the
one who had preceded me and introduced me to Aligarh
unviersity. He had arrived from Ladakh and was looking for a
position. During the war, he worked for a firm that constructed
barracks and cantines for the army. As he had a taste for busi-
ness, he wanted to launch into it now but didn’t have enough
capital to get started by himself. He therefore offered his ser-
vices to the Tsakhur Ladakhhashay house in hopes of going to
live in Lhasa, his native town for which he was nostalgic. My
uncles accepted to take him on and he left straight away to join
them.

Despite his university education, the level of which was
higher than mine, Ataullah did not scorn the Tsakhur busi-
ness nor joining them in their shop. He helped them make
substantial progress with their enterprise. Continually in cor-
respondence with him, I was happy to have him as a spokes-
man for me in Lhasa.

Our business seemed to go better and better from then
on. We held an important position in the export of Indian
textiles to Tibet. At the end of the war, the British authorities
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decided to put a limit on these exports as they considered them
to have taken on an exaggerated volume. In effect, the great
trade centres shipped bales of cotton by the thousands through
Kalimpong and at their end the Tibetans sent them on to China,
making enormous profits. Wanting to keep this traffic within
certain limits, the administration established a quota system,
dividing the trade amongst the various communities having an
interest in it. In Kalimpong Major Sheriff, a British officer in
charge of assigning these quotas, designated me as representa-
tive of the Muslims of Lhasa. This guaranteed me being able to
regularly export great quantities of textiles to my relatives in
Tibet and make an appreciable contribution to the prosperity
of our business and to its good reputation.

Thus was accomplished the great merging of the family
business, which, having abandoned the tracks of Central Asia,
now tried its luck in direct exchange between India and Tibet.
[t had a promising beginning and the uncles seemed satisfied.
Life in Kalimpong was so pleasant, varied and bustling that I
didn’t even regret anymore not living in Lhasa. My wife was
also happy in this town where the climate was less harsh than
in Leh and the bazaar always offered everything that the most
demanding of housewives could require.

My business contacts permitted me to deepen my knowl-
edge of Tibet. Abo Arabga Pangdatshang became a regular visi-
tor at home and it was mainly through him that [ made the
most interesting acquaintances, beginning with Kunphela, the
former mentor of the Thirteenth Dalai Lama and ignomini-
ously banished after the death of the latter. He was the one
who barely missed having his two hands cut off for participat-
ing in the so-called “republican” plot.

I couldn’t say how many evenings | spent listening to
them discuss the then current situation. Although the war was
over, the Asian continent had not yet recovered its equilib-
rium and remained threatened by new troubles. And the two
figures obviously had not given up any active participation in
political activity at a time when politics seemed to be taking a
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new turn. They seemed to have discrete contacts with emissar-
ies of the Kuomingtang. Concerning this subject, it is neces-
sary to recall that the pro-Chinese party had not disarmed in
Lhasa where the attempted coup d’etat was being prepared aimed
at overthrowing Takta and re-establishing Reting, his prede-
cessor, in the office of regent.

Also pro-Chinese but of a different bent, was a young
and brilliant Tibetan intellectual whom | was attached to
through a deep friendship. Phuntsolk Wangyal, better known
by his shortened name of Phiwang, had open sympathies for
the Communism of Mao Tse-tung. He made frequent attempts,
of course in vain, to make me share these sympathies with him.
A genuine Tibetan nationalist, he also laid out “pan Tibetan”
theories aiming to regroup all the ethnic and cultural regions of
Tibet into a sort of federation, therefore including Ladakh. Our
discussions at that time, friendly though with their differences,
were to be extended later in Lhasa where destiny had it in store
for us to meet in unexpected circumstances.

A frequent visitor of the same house, Gyendum
Chombel was undoubtedly one of the most knowledgeable and
most cultivated Tibetans of his time. Native of Amdo in the
East, he had studied in the monastery of Depunt, near Lhasa,
for a long time where he was the disciple of an eminent learned
man, Sherab Gyaltso Rimpoche, who had already made him-
self known for non-conformist ideas. After obtaining the de-
gree of geshay (doctor of theology) he became involved in politi-
cal activity which put him in opposition to the power whose
methods he criticised. He also denounced the disastrous cus-
tom of intrigues so widespread in the circles of the upper nobil-
ity. But unfortunately for him, he was unable to avoid getting
mixed up with them himself. Author of good works on the
history, literature and arts of Tibet, he modernised the lan-
guage and introduced new technical terms. It is to him also
that the Tibetan national anthem is due.

Of a remarkably open mind, he spent long periods
abroad and was interested in other religions besides Buddhism,
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in particular Christianity and Islam. [ recall that he had a genu-
ine understanding of Islam and rose up against the idea upheld
by the British who said that this religion had spread so wide in
the world through the strength of weapons and force. And he
added that, without being a man of the faith, himself, he could
understand Muhammad our Prophet.

Gyendum Shombel maintained relations with Europe-
ans residing in Kalimpong at that time, in particular with the
Tibetanist of Russian origin Georges Roerich. Shombel helped
him translate the Blue Annals, a famous religious text recount-
ing the life and asceticism of the great lama Taglungpa. Ac-
cording to what was told to me, the documents and manu-
scripts which he had left in Lhasa also served as sources for
Hugh Richardson, a British political agent and author of a his-
tory of Tibet.

However, this remarkable man was unable to avoid the
trap of politics during his stay in Kalimpong. Abo Rabga, whose
association with the Kuomingtang was notorious, persuaded
him to carry out information- gathering missions first in Bhutan,
then in Lhasa. There he was arrested as soon as he arrived and
was put into prison after being publicly flogged. His library was
seized. He was set free again in 1950 it seems after the regent
Takta was retired in order to entrust the real power to the
young Dalai Lama. But Shombel’s health was ruined. In any
case, those who accused him of having Communist sympathies
and claimed that he applauded the Chinese invasion slandered
him. He surely was a sincere Tibetan patriot and his unfortu-
nate end was due as much to his imprudence as it was to his
non-conformism.

The most important encounter that | made in Kalimpong
was alien to the domains of business as well as politics. This
encounter was to give me access to the unlimited avenues of
the Spirit.

The Tibetanist Roerich was part of a distinguished group
of Europeans who studied Orientalism and ethnology in
Kalimpong or more simply, took advantage of the inexhaust-
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ible resources that the region offered amateurs of mountain
climbing. They met in the Himalayan Hotel, an establishment
run by David Macdonald—in theory anyway because in prac-
tice he left the actual administration to his daughters—a former
officer of the British administration. His father was English and
his mother Sikkimese and he belonged more to Asia than to
Europe. He had written a book on Tibet which was very highly
thought of. It was always a pleasure to spend evenings in his
company and listen to him speak of the Himalayan world which
had become his true homeland.

[t was in this colonial style setting that [ one day found
myself in front of Prince Peter of Greece whom I had curiously
met by chance a few years earlier on an isolated plateau of the
Ladakhi Rupshu. At that time he was doing research into the
recent history of Tibet and, needing a collaborator for certain
translations, asked me to help him. Within the time allowed to
me by my professional obligations, | did various translations
for him for several weeks, working as a secretary-translator. |
was then able to get an idea of the extent of his contacts. A
friend of Lord Mountbatten who had been named viceroy of
India in order to make her comply with conditions of indepen-
dence, he had also been introduced to Jawaharlal Nehru.

One day the prince introduced me to another member
of the group of European regulars of the Himalayan Hotel,
Marco Pallis. Born in England of Greek parents, he was a re-
markable person from many points of view. Well versed in
Orientalism, and especially knowledgeable of Hinduism and
Buddhism, he was also—and still is because, thanks to God he
is still living at the time of writing* —musician, mountain climber
and writer. He had just published a book which caught the
attention of the public, Peaks and Lamas. Already having a rich
experience of the Himalayan world, he was preparing a new
expedition which would take him as far as Shigatsay, the sec-
ond largest town of Tibet.

*(Translator’s Note: Marco Pallis died in June 1989.)
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Upon learning that I was native of Ladakh, M. Pallis
spoke to me of his stay there before the war and we soon realised
that one of the homes he had been received into was none
other than that of my grandfather, Hadji Muhammad Siddigq,
whom he had known well. (The English edition of the book
Peaks and Lamas contains his photograph.) He hadn’t met me
at that time because | was following classes in the College of
Srinigar. There must have been a reciprocal understanding
between my grandfather and the European visitor and they
spoke to each other at length in Tibetan, each one undoubt-
edly recognising in the other a lively interest in values of the Spirit.

This reminder probably urged my interlocutor to think
that the grandson of such a man might be capable of under-
standing ideas which were dear to him. A few days after our
first meeting, he brought me the English version of a book
which he himself had translated from French. It was A General
Introduction to the Study of Hindu Doctrine, by René Guénon.

Reading this book was to radically transform my thought
patterns. Putting into its proper perspective the relationship
between the traditional East and the modern West, the book
was to help me find answers to the great questions | had been
asking myself since my university years and finally to reinte-
grate myself intellectually and spiritually into the East and into
my own tradition.

In fact the book discussed much more than Hindu doc-
trine and [ found in it the greatest metaphysical questions to
reflect upon. René Guénon gave me insights which made all
the academic culture that we had to assimilate at the university
seem singularly narrow. René Guénon invited me to recon-
sider the spiritual possibilities of the human state and the mean-
ing of civilisation.

I must confess that this reading was often strenuous. |
didn’t give up, however, because from the first pages I felt my-
self in a current of thought capable of providing me with the
certainties which, consciously or not, I had always sought. And

[ often took the book with me on solitary walks in the
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neighbouring valleys of Kalimpong as well as later in China or
in the vast desertic stretches of Tibet. [ sometimes reread pas-
sages which | had made note of and wondered why I was in-
debted to Westerners for rediscovering the traditional values of
the East.

It was also an opportunity for me to realise to what
extent | had been impregnated by Western thought and con-
cepts in spite of the Oriental environment of my education.
The notion of Western superiority had in fact infiltrated every-
where, “backward” Tibet being undoubtedly still an exception
because of its geographic isolation, and no-one to my knowl-
edge had yet dared to contradict this notion.

To tell the truth, in my early years | had but little direct
contact with Westerners and, apart from the Reverends Driver
and Bescoe, all my teachers had been Orientals. But, whether
they were conscious of it or not, their teaching transmitted
values which were more Western than Oriental and their atti-
tude generally upheld an implicit admiration for modern
civilisation.

At the end of World War II the British still maintained
much of their prestige in the eyes of Indian intellectuals. It is
important to point out that the very political movements fight-
ing against colonial domination made reference to notions of
Western origin such as Anglo-Saxon liberalism, nationalism or
various sociological ideologies which inspired Nehru and other
leaders of the Congress. The majority of those who led this
fight did not at all question the values of modern civilisation
and, on the contrary, wanted to facilitate access to it for their
people. In any case | had never been placed in the presence of a
criticism of this civilisation in the name of intellectual or spiri-
tual principles. It was in this respect that this initial reading
tore away a veil and allowed me to gaze upon unlimited horizons.

Amongst the fundamental notions which I retained from
this initial stage was first of all the primacy of traditional and
universal metaphysics “the unique centre of all the doctrines of
the East”. Guénon emphasised that the West had rendered it-
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self foreign to this metaphysical knowledge and had developed
a philosophical thought which was not situated at the same
level of universality. This very important argument was the
basis of his criticism of Western civilisation, denouncing its lack
of higher principles and its incapacity to understand those prin-
ciples to which the East remained attached.

He also pointed out the essential traditional nature of
Oriental civilisations contrasting them so strongly with that of
Europe which, since modern times, has been so bent on insta-
bility and change. And he found fault with the idea of progress,
the basis of supposed Western superiority, showing how illu-
sory it is with regards to true intellectuality.

Although he more particularly proposed to define the
spirit in which he approached the study of Hinduism and its
doctrines, this work in fact was of a more general nature and a
good part of his thoughts could also be applied to other sacred
traditions of the East. Moreover the author demonstrated a
wide knowledge of these traditions, including Islam, backing
up his arguments with remarks which [ welcomed as if they
were addressed to me personally.

[slam, pointed out Guénon, had a double essence, reli-
gious and metaphysical: “the religious side of the doctrine can
be exactly qualified as exoteric which in fact is its more out-
ward side and within the reach of everyone, and as esoteric the
metaphysical side of Islam which constitutes its deep meaning
and which is moreover seen as the doctrine of the elite.”

The memory of my grandfather’s face came back to me
and [ said to myself that he would have approved of such no-
tions. [ also thought of my earlier ideas on the concepts of zahir
“outer” and batin “inner.” They then seemed to me to take on a
clarity which gave them their full meaning and I finally under-
stood the reasons which had allowed a Dara Shukok in the
seventeenth century to affirm that there was essential agree-
ment between the non-dualist Vedanta of the Hindus and
Tawhid, the Islamic doctrine of Unity, as understood by the
Sufis, the people of the batin, in its deepest meaning.
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Having presented me with the masterly proof of the su-
periority, in an absolute sense, of metaphysics and traditional
wisdom over the pragmatic and relative thought of the modern
West, this reading re-ordered my thoughts, renewed my certi-
tude and deepened my understanding of Islam. At the same
time it provided me with the proof that this one Truth was also
expressed in other traditional forms, one of the most obvious
examples being precisely the Vedanta. And it especially pleased
me to think that this Truth was also present in Tibetan spiritu-
ality with which [ had always had affinities.

It appeared to me then that the real kafir, the unfaithful
disbeliever, was not, as narrow Muslims of the zahir thought,
the Hindu or Buddhist. He was rather the secularised West-
erner, frequently an unbeliever or agnostic who, under the pre-
text of his supposed progress, had come to upset the values and
traditional order of the East, thus also of Islam.

Finally, the book that Marco Pallis gave me had the
unexpected result of reshaping me into a true Oriental from
the Westernised intellectual that I had been since leaving
Aligarh. Such a return certainly could not have taken place all
at once and it took me months, even years to really deepen and
assimilate these principles. | was to be aided in this by other
works of the same author, especially The Crisis of the Modern
World, which reinforced my conviction of having rediscovered,
along with this train of thought, the straight path toward the
Truth..

| was naturally curious to learn something of the per-
sonality of René Guénon. Compared to the latter, the philoso-
phers whom [ had studied at university seemed to me from
then on as propagators of illusions compared to him. What a
happy surprise it was for me to learn one day that this West-
erner had “Orientalised” himself in becoming a Muslim, that
he practised Islam faithfully and had adhered to a tariqa, a Sufi
order! [ also learned that his Muslim name was Abdul-Wahid,
“Slave of the Unique One”, and since this is also my name, I
have always tried to be worthy of it since that time.
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Marco Pallis, who had provoked this intellectual revo-
lution in me and to whom [ often came seeking clarifications in
my reading of Guénon, himself appeared to be penetrated by
the traditional wisdom of the East and by the teachings of the
Tibetan masters whom he had frequented. He shared an apart-
ment with his friend Richard Nicholson and both had a calm,
discrete, thoughtful and detached manner, very different from
that of most Europeans. [ always found a refreshing, peaceful
atmosphere of recollectedness with them in contrast with the
agitation and tension of the business circles where my profes-
sional activity went on. In their home, [ had the impression of
arriving in an oasis after having crossed a desert or gone through
a high mountain pass.

Other Tibetans frequented the apartment of the two
“wise men”, in particular my friend Tendong who was often
called from Lhasa to Kalimpong on business. M. Pallis intro-
duced him to the works and thinking of Guénon. Unfortu-
nately, too absorbed by Tibetan politics and its intrigues, he
did not draw all the intellectual benefit from the reading that
he would have been capable of and remained half-way committed.

These were the most important encounters | that came
my way in Kalimpong. | have always had a deep gratitude to
this valuable friend who allowed me to discover the domain of
“traditional” thought which, apart from Guénon, whose writ-
ings in a way opened the way for them, is now represented by a
series of eminent and remarkable authors. Of these, Frithjof
Schuon, A.K. Coomaraswamy, Titus Burckhardt, Martin Lings,
Seyyed Hossein Nasr, not forgetting Marco Pallis himself, should
be mentioned because they provide the best keys for an in-
depth understanding of the traditional East and the various
forms of its spirituality.

Meanwhile the business of the Tsakhur Ladakhashay
house continued to expand relatively satisfactorily. The pres-
ence of two “educated” persons, my cousin in Lhasa and myself
in Kalimpong, represented a positive element and carried a cer-
tain prestige within the business circles where our activity went
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on. In virtue of the quota system, [ regularly followed up the
expediting of bales of textiles which caravaneers loaded onto
ponies and mules destined for Lhasa. In the capital, the exploi-
tation of the cinema which the uncles looked after along side
their shop, also brought in significant income so that the fam-
ily business appeared to thrive under happy auspices.

Under these conditions, Khwaja Abdul Aziz decided to
accomplish the Hadj. He thus departed for Mecca accompa-
nied by his octogenarian mother and stopped in Kalimpong.
Obviously we had meetings about the business during which
was discussed the sale of Tibetan products in India, in particu-
lar musk, wool, and yak tails. This latter article was easily sold
whereas musk was less in demand. | went to Bombay to try to
dispose of this merchandise but [ didn’t manage to liquidate all
the musk, part of which | had to bring back to Kalimpong.
Soon afterwards my uncle re-appeared on his return from the
pilgrimage bearing thereafter the title of “Hadji”. He showered
me with reproaches for the musk affair, holding me personally
responsible for its failure. [ then realised that despite the suc-
cess | had had in many other transactions which [ had under-
taken, Uncle did not entirely trust me and retained mixed feel-
ings towards me.

At this time Khwaja Abdul Aziz had entered into rela-
tions with a certain Wangdola, a former close acquaintance of
the Thirteenth Dalai Lama, whom he had served in a domestic
capacity. | had noticed this person who frequently travelled
between Calcutta and Kalimpong but had never paid any at-
tention to him until the day my uncle introduced me to him,
assuring me that, thanks to him, we would be able to carry out
one of our most profitable transactions.

[n fact we knew that merchants who were well intro-
duced into the British administration could sometimes obtain
customs reductions from them for Chinese merchandise to be
sent to Tibet. Thanks to an English officer who Wangdola said
was his friend, he affirmed that he could give us such an
authorisation without difficulty. The deal which he flaunted to
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us concerned silks and more especially, brocades, which were
always in demand by Tibetans for their formal dress, because
in the administration every officer of rank, even if he were not
very highly placed, had to wear this official dress. We were now
assured that it would be easy to negotiate the purchase in China
and the transit via India of two huge bales of these valuable
articles that were snatched up in the market of Lhasa.

Wangdola claimed that a short trip to China would suf-
fice to guarantee the success of the deal and he suggested that |
accompany him. Khwaja Abdul-Aziz, who often let himself be
taken in by the cajoling of highly-placed persons, strongly
pressed me to accept. However, since | had been in Bombay |
felt rather weakened physically and the idea of leaving for China,
even for a short time, did not appeal to me at all. It seemed to
me preferable to carry on with my usual activities whilst at the
same time deepening my spiritual insights. Also, it hardly pleased
me to be dependent on a man [ hardly knew and whom [ didn’t
take to very well, and this for a business deal which seemed to
me to be full of imponderables. | was also busy with the neces-
sary supervision of expediting the cotton bales in virtue of the
quota which had been allotted to us, but Uncle assured me
that [ would have nothing to worry about and that he would
take care of everything. His insistence was such that | found
myself obliged to give in.

The year 1947 was coming to an end when [ left
Kalimpong accompanied by Wangdola. We had to wait some
time in Calcutta to get our papers in order. As a Tibetan, my
companion did not need a passport to get into China where he
was considered a national. As he knew the Chinese consul gen-
eral well, he thought it would be simpler to have me pass for a
Tibetan as well, instead of getting me an Indian passport.

[ had no idea what an enormous mistake | had made by
letting him do this. And | had no idea that this “brief trip” was

to last more than two years.
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CHAPTER VIII

THE CHINESE TRAP

A commercial aeroplane took Wangdola and me from Calcutta
to Shanghai in only one day, a very strange means of transpor-
tation for a caravaneer accustomed to the gait of mules along
Tibetan tracks. We stayed at the Metropole Hotel, one of the
most well known in this immense Chinese city.

Already on the day after we arrived, my companion
took me on a tour of visits of protocol. To my great surprise, |
already knew the first person whom he introduced me to: it
was Dr. Shen, the former Chinese resident in Lhasa, and re-
cently a member of the Shanghai municipality. I could see from
his face that the surprise was reciprocal.

This first meeting, where [ served as an interpreter with
Dr. Shen expressing himself in English and Wangdola in Ti-
betan, had nothing to do with the commercial transactions for
which, in theory, we had come to China. My companion spoke
only of personal affairs, bringing up episodes from the past that
took me back to the most muddled intrigues within the circles
surrounding the throne of the Dalai Lama in Lhasa.

On the following days he proved that this was his sole
concern. Certainly [ was happy to have the experience of being
in China and this beginning of the trip was interesting, but
Wangdola’s attitude caused me increasing uneasiness. I quickly
realised that he was insincere and inefficient and, more seri-
ously, he had flagrantly lied to us in leading us to believe that a
profitable business in silk was within easy reach. In the first
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stage of the journey [ still wanted to hope that we could carry
out the planned transactions, but each day only deepened my
disappointment and after we had left our luxurious Shanghai
apartment | had very mixed feelings when | took my place in
the train destined for Nanking.

In what was then the capital of nationalist China,
Wangdola ignored the commercial objectives of our trip just as
he had done in Shanghai. As [ found myself through force of
circumstances associated with his activities, it did not take me
long to understand which matters preoccupied him so much
and were in reality the unique objective of the trip.

[n actual fact, Wangdola had been bitterly disappointed
at not having drawn greater benefits from his closeness to the
Thirteenth Dalai Lama and in particular, at not having ob-
tained the status of nobility. The death of his master did not
put an end to his ambitions and, under the regency of Reting,
he had exerted great efforts toward being well viewed by the
prime minister upon whom he showered gifts. For this it was
said with certainty that he had dipped deeply into the deceased
sovereign’s heritage, to which he had access thanks to his former
position. It was in this way that priceless thankas, silver, rugs
and magnificent brocades came to grace the presence of the
prime minister. In exchange, the latter had promised our man
the title of kutak which would confer nobility. But then came
the downfall of Reting, immediately followed by the designa-
tion of a new head of the government.

Takta Rimpoche, the new regent, was not well disposed
toward Wangdola who, frustrated once more in his ambitions,
cultivated deep rancour and spite and looked for ways to avenge
himself. These were his feelings when he arrived in Nanking
where he presented himself to the leaders of the Kuomingtang
as a supporter of the Chinese policy in Tibet. He claimed to
represent an influential section of the opposition to Takta’s
regime and my presence provided him with the opportunity of
pointing out the highly placed contacts that my family had in
Lhasa.
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He never stopped talking to me about Tibetan politics
and when | tried to bring his attention around to the purchase
of silk, he answered with allusions to the even greater profits to
be made by his openings into official Chinese circles, adding
that great changes were probably coming soon in Tibet and he
himself would have the best chances of getting a high position
there, and even of becoming a minister. Wangdola then al-
luded to the recent attempted coup d’etat in Lhasa which nearly
overthrew the regent Takta and gave power back to Reting. He
wanted to read into these events proof that the pro-Chinese
party remained powerful in Tibet and retained all its chances
of bringing the situation back into its favour, whereas, in my
opinion, it proved just the opposite. It became more and more
obvious to me that, under the effect of a fixed idea, he lived
outside of reality.

From then on | was anxious to separate myself from this
burdensome companion. Already a week or two after our ar-
rival in Nanking, when his behaviour had assured me that he
would not make the slightest move to establish commercial
contacts, | had decided to seize the earliest opportunity to be
rid of him. But a very unpleasant problem presented itself: we
were both short of money.

This situation forced me to put up with the company of
Wangdola for even longer and to accept, as he suggested to me,
the hospitality of the Department of Mongolian and Tibetan
Affairs dependent on the government. This bureau had a guest
house where we were put up free of charge. | was determined to
stay here only a short time and organise my return trip without
delay but, alas, | was not master of the events.

First of all, to whom should [ address myself in order to
get repatriated? There was an Indian representation in Nanking
which had recently been upgraded to the rank of embassy,
whereas the British embassy still represented Pakistani inter-
ests. | did not know which one to go to because the fate of
Kashmir, under whose jurisdiction [ was as a Ladakhi, was still
hanging between India and Pakistan. In any case, the chances
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of something happening with any foreign representative in
China were almost nil, since | had arrived with papers, fur-
nished by Wangdola, making me a Tibetan.

| then told myself that the Chinese authorities would
perhaps let me go to Tibet but | very quickly realised that I
shouldn’t even dream of this. Because, by putting us up in the
guest house, the authorities treated us like other Tibetan resi-
dents of the establishment who, not being prisoners, were not
completely free. We were very conveniently kept by the gov-
ernment who even gave us the opportunity to study and amuse
ourselves, but our movements were limited and supervised. It
was obvious that the Department of Mongol and Tibetan Af-
fairs wanted to keep us, with the idea that maybe one day the
Chinese government could use us to an advantage for its cen-
tral Asian politics. The fact that | was not a real Tibetan changed
nothing in this regard. On the contrary, the authorities seemed
to have a special interest in my being a Ladakhi and my knowl-
edge of English.

This situation totally perplexed me and I didn’t under-
stand what | was doing there or rather what I wasn’t doing,
because | spent my days in idleness and this weighed on me.
Vis-a-vis the other boarders whom [ hardly knew, caution im-
posed upon me an attitude of reserve and [ didn’t know which
way to turn to seek advice.

Soon after settling into the guest house [ made the ac-
quaintance of a young Tibetan who was both eminent and
kind. This was Gyalo Tondup, the elder brother of the Four-
teenth Dalai Lama by seven years.

Before leaving the Tibetan capital, the representative of
the Kuomingtang, Dr. Shen, had persuaded the family of the
Dalai Lama to entrust the young boy to him so that he could
be educated in the best Chinese establishments at the expense
of the latter’s government. He was inspired by the example of
the British who had had sons of Tibetan leaders, such as
Tsarong, Kapshopa or Surkhang, come to English schools in
India, in particular Darjeeling. It was obviously a means of ex-
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ercising some political influence. Gyalo Tondup’s coming to
Nanking was to have reinforced the links between China and
the family of the future spiritual and temporal sovereign of Ti-
bet. By arranging this, Dr. Shen had brought about an undeni-
able diplomatic success.

[n the Chinese capital the young man received princely
treatment. Lodged in a luxurious villa, he had his own servants
and driver with the latest model jeep and the possibility of re-
ceiving many friends. Nearly 20 years old at that time, he was
already composed and thoughtful. Right away it seemed to me
that he was gifted with a remarkable independent judgement
and the Chinese had not really succeeded in indoctrinating
him.

Although he seemed to feel mainly distrust toward
Wangdola, he immediately showed kindness to me and invited
me to join his circle of friends. He showed interest in my uni-
versity education and my knowledge of English, at the same
time being sensitive to the attachment [ felt, as a Ladakhi, for
Tibet and her culture.

Thanks to him, [ was able to break all relations with
Wangdola who was responsible for the impasse [ was entangled
in. Certainly from the material point of view I couldn’t com-
plain, but [ suffered from being forced into inactivity. In any
case it was useless to rebel against destiny and there was noth-
ing for me to do but to imitate the other “guests” of the Chi-
nese government, Tibetans, Mongols, Turkestanis from
Sinkiang, who just peacefully existed waiting for events to un-
fold. Guénon's book helped me pass the time. Gyalo Tondup's
friendship was also a great comfort.

In his house | met a Chinese Muslim, Ma Yugi, whose
family had lived in Lhasa for a long time. In a way he fulfilled
the function of bodyguard and the brother of the Dalai Lama
much preferred his company to that of the “guardian angels”
whom the Chinese authorities placed around him. The three
of us became excellent friends and impassioned for conversa-
tions that the long hours permitted us.
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It was thus that my forced stay in the capital of nation-
alist China plunged me back into the tangle of Tibetan politics.
These politics were connected to Nanking by numerous threads
and, through the intermediary of various delegates, projected
the opposition in the Chinese capital.

First of all there was a mission which in principle repre-
sented the Dalai Lama and the regent Takta Rimpoche. In fact,
its presence in Nanking was the result of a misunderstanding
which was very significant of the status of Tibetan-Chinese re-
lations. To the kashag, the council of ministers of Lhasa which
had decided to send it in 1946, the mission was merely one of
good will in charge of making a gesture but a gesture that was
without real political value towards the Kuomingtang. It was
also sent to establish personal contact with the Kuomingtang
leaders. Now the latter, who had invited the mission, wanted
to consider it the official delegation of Tibet to the Peoples’
Congress which was supposedly made up of all of China.

When the Congress assembled, Tshator Khenchung,
head of the mission, and his two assistants, refused to attend
and sent their servants to occupy the places which were re-
served for them. This showing had mainly the effect of provok-
ing general laughter in the political circles of the capital.

The three Tibetan delegates then wanted to return to
Tibet but the Chinese authorities, refusing to give them travel
documents and facilities, prevented them from leaving. There-
fore they found themselves detained in Nanking in a situation
very similar to mine and used their forced leisure time mainly
to spy on their compatriots who resided in the city, beginning
with Gyalo Tondup, the brother of the Dalai Lama. The do-
ings of all those who could be suspected of being hostile to the
regent Takta and his regime kept their attention and I myself
felt that they had an eye on me. But they were not really feared
and nobody took them very seriously.

The Tibetans of the opposition party were grouped
mainly around the official representation of the Panchen Lama.

There was always one such representative in the capital of na-
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tionalist China despite the fact that the Panchen had been dead
for 12 years and his reincarnation had not yet been officially
recognised.

Since the time of the emperors, the Chinese have con-
tinually sought to use the Panchen Lama as an instrument of
their politics in Tibet, taking advantage of every opportunity
of discord that might oppose him to the Dalai Lama. On the
personal level, however, the two hierarchies always maintained
proper, even cordial relations. In 1918, the visit of the Panchen
Lama of that time to the Thirteenth Dalai Lama had been re-
ally warm, the first having declared to the second, who was
seven years his senior, that he considered him his guru. But
this was not enough to diffuse the conflict, which was hardly of
a spiritual nature, opposing the court of Shigatsay to that of
Lhasa and which went back to a tax affair. Intrigues amongst
the nobility, poisoned by sly maneuvers by the Chinese, aggra-
vated the conflict which ended up with the flight of Panchen
Lama to China in 1923. He was still there in 1933 when the
Thirteenth died. At that time he showed his good will by pray-
ing for and having many prayers said for the prompt reincar-
nation of the Dalai Lama, But the Panchen Lama himself died
suddenly in 1937 whilst negotiations were being made for his
return to Shigatsay. However, his own reincarnation was very
slow in manifesting itself and the attempt by the Chinese to
impose a reincarnation who served their interests did not suffi-
ciently conform to traditional criteria, and failed.

Since then, the function of Panchen Lama, even de-
prived of an official title, never failed to polarise the trends of
Tibetan politics in favour of the Chinese for whom it remained
a useful instrument. And the office of the Panchen Lama in
Nanking was active. Its members, more businesslike and effi-
cient than the three delegates of the regent, were educated and
cultivated men who knew how to impose themselves on the
Chinese as well as on their compatriots residing in the capital.

Closely connected to this office were three remarkable
figures who, a short time earlier, were still part of the circle of
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my best relations in Kalimpong where their pro-Chinese atti-
tude had annoyed the British. The latter, undoubtedly at the
request of the regent and his government, had asked them to
leave. Those involved were Shansay Kunphela, the former “pa-
tron” of the Thirteenth Dalai Lama, Shangloshan, the friend
of Lungshar, who abetted with him in the “republican” con-
spiracy, and Abo Rabga Pangdatshang, the most active of the
three. Exerting an influence reinforced by the commercial suc-
cess of his brothers, Abo Rabga Pangdatshang had pulled the
two others into the Chinese orbit. Comfortably settled in
Nanking, he had influence on the leaders of the Kuomingtang
who soon made him a sort of advisor to the Department of

Mongol and Tibetan Affairs.

I often went to Abo Rabga where | was always very
cordially welcomed. Curiously enough, his wife, called Shomola,
was one of my relatives. Born in a family of the Shumbi Valley
in the north of Sikkim, she first of all married my uncle Khan
Sahib Fayzullah who had been seduced by her great beauty,
and she followed him in Islam. The two of them lived several
years in Lhasa and had a daughter, Salimala. One day Shomola
asked her husband’s permission to go with her daughter and
visit her parents. Fayzullah accompanied them to Chumbi, but
Shomola found a way to give him the slip and never reappear
in his presence. People then wondered if she were not happy
with her husband or if she did not feel at ease in Islam. The fact
remains that she left, taking with her all the jewels which her
husband had given her and which represented a fortune. The
latter soon made up for his misfortune by marrying a wealthy
Muslim. Salimala, who hadn’t left him, remained in Islam.
had met her in Tscthang in central Tibet during the tour of the
monasteries which we made with the Lopchak. She was to marry
there and have several children who now live in India and Pa-
kistan.

Abo Rabga frequently questioned me about Fayzullah,
his wife’s first husband, and about Salimala, the latter’s daugh-
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ter, taking care to only speak to me in private. However,
Shomola showed much consideration for me, in particular
making sure [ was only served food in conformity with Muslim
customs which she obviously was very familiar with. So, in this
home where Kunphela and Shangloshan also lived, I felt as if |
were in a circle of old friends. However, Gyalo Tondup, with
whom my links were reinforced, did not mix with this group.

There had been a political disagreement between Abo
Rabga and the brother of the Dalai Lama which did not, how-
ever, exclude the cordiality of their personal relations. Although
Abo Rabga was clearly the man of the Chinese, Gyalo Tondup
remained, in spite of his young age and in spite of the attempts
at indoctrination which he underwent at the Political Acad-
emy of Nanking where he studied, a firm supporter of the com-
plete independence of Tibet. [ can affirm that he never swayed
on this point because, since he still didn’t know English, [ served
as an interpreter for him many times.

India at this time had just gained her independence.
Circumstances were thus favourable for making progress to-
ward the cause of Tibetan independence. But the leaders in
Lhasa did not know how to best take advantage of this.

During my previous stays in Lhasa, | had noticed that
the aristocratic class often expressed reserve toward the national
Indian movement and the democratic movements which mani-
fested themselves there. There were exceptions of course, like
my friend Tendong who was a sincere admirer of Gandhi,
Nehru, and on the Muslim side, of the great thinker Maulana
Abul Kalam Azad. But, generally, the circles of the nobility felt
rather disdain for the ideology which inspired the fight for the
freedom of India. And these feudal landlords saw neither great-
ness nor power in nonviolent action, the Indian nationalists’
main weapon. On the contrary, they continued to look upon
the British with admiration and respect. As members of the
ruling class of Tibet, they considered that the English were,
like them, born to lead others.

However, amongst the leaders in Lhasa, there was one
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at least who had enough sagacity to see where the wind was
blowing from; this was Shakabpa, thereafter the main inspireror
of the regent’s policies. He had understood perfectly well that if
Tibet wanted to be really independent, she could do no better
than to evoke the same principles as Gandhi, Nehru and the
national Indian movement which had triumphed to the ap-
plause of the United Nation and world opinion.

Within this perspective, Shakabpa decided to person-
ally lead a new mission of good will which would attempt to
make his point of view known to the Chinese government.
Accompanied by several figures, the most notable of whom
was Abo Yamphel Pangdatshang, the Khampa richissimo,
Shakabpa went through India and arrived in Hong Kong. A
particularly thorny problem detained the delegates there for
several days: would their status, upon entering China, be one
of nationals of the country or of citizens of a foreign state?
Finally they crossed the border, furnished with identity cards
endorsed by the British authorities. This was regarded by
Shakabpa as a success and he considered himself to be the bearer
of the first Tibetan passport.

Upon their arrival in Nanking, the three members of
the preceding delegation of the regent spent copiously to organise
receptions in their honour. But the contacts with the govern-
ment were rather disappointing and hardly helped advance the
cause of an independent Tibet.

Amongst the delegates, none spoke a foreign language,
with the exception of Surkhang who knew a little English. And
the interpreter who accompanied them was not even a Tibetan
but Nepalese. His services were undoubtedly considered to be
inadequate since | was called upon to serve as an interpreter. |
deemed it prudent to refuse, accepting only to fill this office
during the meeting which the Tibetan emissaries had with the
ambassador of India, Mr. K.P.S. Menon. The eminent diplo-
mat listened to them, then answered with courtesy, tact and
subtileness. Shakabpa Tsipon seemed very satisfied when he
left him.
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The mission shortened its stay in Nanking, because the
nationalist administration, already threatened by the Commu-
nist advance, had other concerns. As for my own troubles,
they only increased as time went by but [ still saw no escape to
get me out of the trap [ had fallen into. The absence of news of
my family, whom [ wasn’t even able to correspond with, caused
me particular worry.

The main obstacle to any attempt at escape was my to-
tal material dependence upon the authorities of the
Kuomingtang, because apart from the small subsidies that I
received from them which permitted me to survive, | was de-
prived of financial resources of any kind. Moreover, most of
the boarders who received stipends from the Department of
Mongol and Tibetan Affairs were in an analogous situation
and were no less perplexed.

The uneasiness soon became widespread and anxiety
weighed upon the entire city. The news was alarming. Each
day it was felt that the distance separating Nanking from the
Red army of Mao Tse-tung was decreasing. Numerous Com-
munist agents were at work passing out pamphlets and spread-
ing rumours. At the same time the economic situation degener-
ated rapidly and rampant inflation made the life of the people
more and more precarious. It became clear that the regime,
which until then had functioned after a fashion mainly to serve
the interest of the two Soongs, brothers-in-law of Chang-Kai-
Shek, was completely rotten and on the verge of collapse.

There was one thing certain: the downfall was close at
hand. All the rest was mere doubt and speculation. The ad-
ministration became progressively paralysed and many govern-
ment employees disappeared, seeking refuge elsewhere. One of
them suggested that I evacuate with him to Taiwan. I abso-
lutely refused because that would have kept me in the power of
the Kuomingtang who had already given me enough to com-
plain about.

As the brother of the Dalai Lama, my friend Gyalo
Tondup obviously was also going to get himself evacuated and
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repatriated but | couldn’t think of benefitting from the same
facilities. One possibility would have been to remain where |
was and await the arrival of the Communists. However, the
aversion | felt toward Marxism and materialism removed any
desire to try the experience.

It seemed to me interesting in any case to get the opin-
ion of a few Tibetans whom [ knew had Communist sympa-
thies and who were grouped around Sherab Gyaltso, a reincar-
nated lama. This erudite man had had Gyendum Chombel for
a disciple, one of my acquaintances from Kalimpong. Settled
for many years in China, he had served the interests of the
Kuomingtang and then let himself be seduced by the ideas of
Mao, some of whose writings he had translated into Tibetan.
He was also the author of an interpretation of Buddhism in
Marxist terms which was to be published shortly after these
events. [ met him several times but on each occasion, this learned
old man, then 75 years old, seemed to me intellectually en-
slaved to an ideology foreign to his own culture and left me
with a poor impression.

[ also made contact with Abo Rabga Pangdatshang, a
very cunning man who had certainly laid out elaborate plans
to get himself safely out of the predicament in Nanking. But he
didn’t let anyone know to which side his leanings were and, recall-
ing the political flexibility which he and his brothers had already
displayed, I told myself that it wasn’t entirely excluded that, after
everything, he was thinking of going over to Mao’s camp.

I had made several good friends amongst the Muslim
government employees and students, who sometime earlier had
arranged for me to meet the famous Ma Pufang, “warlord” and
master of Tsing-Hai, the native province of the Dalai Lama. He
had then returned to his capital of Sining, putting a good thou-
sand kilometres between himself and the Red Army of which
he had killed so many soldiers at the time of the Long March.
For a moment | envisaged the possibility of slipping away in
the same direction.

Other Muslims, Turkestanis native of Sinking, abso-
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lutely dissuaded me from this. Thanks to them, I ended up
finding a way out.

A few of them, some merchants, had had business rela-
tionships with some of my relatives. Authentic Muslims of cen-
tral Asia, they were anti-Communist although without ever
really being in favour of the Kuomingtang and were foreign to
China properly so called. These new friends introduced me to
members of a troupe of dancers and musicians from Sinkiang
who had just carried off a great success in Nanking. Amongst
these kind artists gravitating around the star dancer, Qamar
Jehan, was the son of an important political figure, Issa Effendi
Beg. As an adolescent, he had sojourned in Ladakh with his
father who had sought refuge in Kashmir during the Muslim
revolt of Sinkiang between 1931 and 1934. Both of them had
even been guests of my grandfather in Leh and | remember
that we had played ball together.

[ssa Effendi then made up with the Kuomingtang and
took over the office of secretary general of the provincial gov-
ernment of Sinkiang in Tihwa. My unhoped for meeting with
his son opened for me the way to save myself. Upon learning
about what a mess | was stuck in, he didn’t hesitate for a moment.

“You are going to join up with us. There is no other
solution. We have a debt of gratitude toward your family and |
would be only too happy to be of service to you. You shall no
more worry about problems of money or passport or visa. You
are now one of us and you shall accompany us on our return
journey to Tihwa. Every facility will be granted to you so that
you can return home. | will guarantee this.”

Destiny had appeared to me in the form of this warm-
hearted interlocutor, a tall man with an open face often seen
amongst the Uighurs of Sinkiang. | immediately began prepa-
rations to leave, and fearing that an obstacle might loom up at
the last minute, | avoided taking leave of most of my comrades
in semi-captivity. A few days after my meeting with the son of
Effendi Beg, we left together for the aeroport.
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Amongst the costumes and musical instruments of the
troupe, | took my place with my new friends in the Dakota
which permitted us to cross in two days the enormous distance
separating Nanking from Tihwa, the administrative capital of
Sinkiang. Seated cross-legged on blankets spread out on the
floor of the cabin, we traversed the entire breadth of China.
The relief I felt in leaving the capital of the crumbling
Kuomingtang is difficult to describe but at each stop, especially
in Lanchow where we spent the night, the fear of an incident
or snag risking to compromise this veritable escape came over
me.

Issa Effendi was waiting for us on the runway of Tihwa.
He welcomed me like the representative of friends of the fam-
ily. I could but congratulate myself for the hospitality he of-
fered me as well as the facilities he granted me so that I could
continue my journey in good conditions.

Located in a green oasis on the northern foot of the
Tian Shan mountains, Tihwa in Chinese or Urumchi in Turk-
ish Uighur, was a town of some 150,000 inhabitants of very
diverse ethnic origins. The governor, appointed by Nanking,
was Chinese but the provincial government as well as most of
the officers, were made up of the ethnic majority of the Uighurs.
Various aspects of local life bore witness to the Chinese influ-
ence, in particular the signs in Chinese characters and mural
newspapers which were quite common in public places. They
were most often written, not in Chinese, but in Uighur, which
is written with letters of Arabic origin like classical Turkish.

The town was then an important commercial centre
and the bazaar was very lively. Besides Uighurs and Chinese,
one came across most of the human types of central Asia:
Mongols, Uzbeks, Kughiz, Tadjiks, Huis, or Chinese Muslims,
as well as sometimes people of the European race. These were
white Russians who had fled the Bolshevik regime. They seemed
to be well adapted to the country and most of them spoke the
language fluently. However, the turn taken by recent events in
China filled them with worry because there was no doubt that
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if the Communists succeeded in occupying the region they would
find themselves treated like rats; turned over to the Soviets
they would be bound for Siberian concentration camps. [ met a
few of them, young men who were discussing the best means of
leaving this country where they soon risked being trapped. The
itinerary which they preferred and which was moreover the
only possible one, went through the deserts of the south, then
through the Karakoram or Pamir passes. | prepared to follow
this route myself.

In Nanking shortly before my departure [ had been in-
troduced to some French people, Monsieur and Madame Do-
minique Fourcade who were going to Tihwa whence they in-
tended to go on by land southwards toward the Pakistani bor-
der. I confided in them that I myself was just going to leave on
a similar journey. A rendezvous was thus set in the capital of
Sinkiang whence we agreed to undertake the rest of the expedi-
tion together.

M. Fourcade, a learned, erudite sinologist, was attached
to the cultural services of the French embassy and had a diplo-
matic status which allowed him various privileges which he
obligingly was also going to let me benefit from. On my part, as
soon as we had met again in Tihwa, [ was happy to introduce
him to Issa Effendi whose help was to turn out to be invaluable
for crossing Sinkiang. However, at this meeting, it seemed to
me that he was not as cordial as he was when [ had come to see
him alone. [ wondered about the reasons for this more reserved
attitude which [ finally learnt was due to the leftist political
opinions which were attributed to the two French people, for
[ssa Effendi must have received information about this and he
suspected Fourcade of having had contacts with Burhan, the
Uigur Communist leader trained in the USSR and at that time
living under surveillance in Nanking.

Although my association with this Frenchman of suspi-
cious political opinions somewhat cooled the warmth of my
relations with the authorities, [ could but congratulate myself
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otherwise, because during the long and fairly adventurous jour-
ney which was to take us from the heart of Asia to the shores of
the Indian ocean, the Fourcades’ company was a continual plea-
sure, thanks to their kindness, their good humour and their
culture. Moreover, their diplomatic status gave us advantages
which ordinary citizens would not have benefitted from. It was
for this reason that they were given an official escort, Mr. Wu
Shansay, an official in charge of assisting us and obviously of
watching us as well. Free transportation was put at our dis-
posal: it was a Russian lorry loaded with various merchandise
which we were authorised to hoist ourselves up upon.

Leaving Tihwa for Kashgar, we had absolutely no idea
of the fatigue and danger which was awaiting us during the
three weeks which our expedition was to last in this uncom-
fortable but surprisingly sturdy vehicle. These regions were to-
tally deprived of anything worthy of calling a road, and we
rode along caravan tracks across immense deserted stretches
where, in case of a breakdown, no help was to be hoped for.
But, bumping along on thin tires, the lorry held out for the
entire trip and didn’t have any serious mechanical problem.

The first days, during which we crossed the Tian Shan
mountains on rocky tracks, were not the most difficult, and as
far as Karashahr where the roof of a caravanserai sheltered us
for the night, the areas we went through were sparsely inhab-
ited, mainly by nomads. The country became even more desert-
like the more we went in a southwesterly direction to approach
the Soviet border. Although we had the lorry to transport us
at a certainly faster speed than the mules of Tibet, | had the
impression of going back to my former life of a caravaneer. At
night we camped out in much the same way. As it was summer,
and it was hot, we didn’t always have to put up our tents for
the night. And thanks to the tins which the Fourcades had
brought along, the food also was more varied than that of ordi-

nary nomads.
Although we were still in China, in fact, the regions we
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travelled through were less and less Chinese and more and more
Turkish Muslim and Middle Eastern. The place names mark-
ing out our itinerary—Karashahr, Kusha, Aksu—reminded me
of the stories of my uncles who, before the war, went regularly
to trade in these districts which they reached by the “Treaty
Route” crossing the Karakoram. This was sufficient to give me
the feeling of being no longer completely in a foreign country.

Thanks to my companions who were travelling as guests
of the Chinese government, and to the presence of Mr. Wu
who never left our sight, the authorities granted us many
kindnesses everywhere we stopped. In Kusha a small party was
held in our honour in a garden where we were served a succu-
lent meal of rice and meat in Turkish style followed by a show
of folk dancing performed only by men; wearing brightly
coloured traditional clothes both young and old men, some
with white beards, participated in the dancing with a catching
liveliness. The women kept to their own side without mixing
with men. In the streets they were strictly veiled.

Between these oases the jolting of our tireless Russian
truck continually seemed to me incomparably more trying than
all my earlier rides through the highlands of Asia. But the morale
of our little group remained high even though the company of
Mr. Wu imposed upon us a certain reserve and sometimes
seemed rather heavy to us. He was not an unpleasant man, and
we didn’t have any real reason to complain about him. He had
long conversations with my friend Fourcade who spoke fluent
Chinese, but Mr. Wu was also able to speak in Uighur Turkish
with the local people.

Three weeks after our departure from Tihwa, night had
already fallen and we were given some relief from the bumping
of the endless track when our lorry finally rumbled into Kashgar.
We went straight to the residence of the general consul of Great
Britain, Eric Shipton, who welcomed us with the greatest kind-
ness and for an entire month was to extend to us unforgettable
hospitality.

Once the capital of sultans who reigned over the Roof
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of the World and had even occupied Ladakh, Kashgar had lost
its former glory but remained an important caravan crossroads
and commercial centre specialising in rugs, leather and skins.
The town was not without charm. Its location on a mountain-
ous plateau and even sometimes its architecture, reminded one
of Lhasa. However, the presence of Islam strongly affirmed it-
self everywhere and the Turkish-style mosques, often very beau-
tiful, were numerous. The crowds of the faithful participating
in the Friday prayer lent an air of festivity to the bazaar and
foreigners were welcomed with engaging smiles. Hospitality was
bountiful and we were constantly invited, even by people we
didn’t know, to share in generally delicious meals. The
Fourcades, who were refined gourmets and connoisseurs of Chi-
nese cooking, made warm and apparently sincere compliments
to the food.

The hospitality which the consul general of Great Brit-
ain extended to us was also customary of Central Asia. With
the absence of any place worth calling a hotel, the official for-
eign representatives never failed to invite the rare travellers of
international status, and they even disputed over them since it
was a question of prestige. In Kashgar where there were two
consul generals, the British and the Soviet, any foreigner could
present himself at the door of either, and regardless of his na-
tionality, his origin or his political or ideological leanings, he
would find shelter and food. Rivaling each other for prestige,
the two consul generals observed each other rather in the same
way as the two empires in Central Asia which they represented
had done for so long. There had been all sorts of intrigues in
the past and each one in its turn had been mixed up in them.
The Russians in particular had bribed local “war lords” so that
they would be totally independent of the Chinese government.
M. Shipton often recalled how all this took place and how he
had intervened on behalf of these formidable figures and had
flattered them so that they wouldn’t fall completely under the

sway of the Soviets.
On his part, the consul general of the USSR, to main-
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tain his prestige in the vast dimensions of his residence, counted
on the magnificence of his carpets and the stocks in his cellar.
He welcomed us into his sitting rooms in a very friendly man-
ner because, in spite of the political differences, there existed
personal relationships of courtesy and even cordiality between
the two consuls. It was the rule that each one should invite the
guests of his colleague and rival at least once. During one of
these receptions of the Soviet consul cockfighting took place, a
spectacle that was very popular in these regions and that the
master of the house seemed particularly proud to be able to
present to his guests.

However, one of the most enjoyable aspects of our stay
in Kashgar was the company of Mr. Shipton himself. A re-
markable mountaineer who had scaled many difficult summits
of the Himalayas without an oxygen mask, he had been a pio-
neer in demonstrating the advantages of proper equipment for
this type of expedition. Moreover, he was probably one of the
most knowledgeable Westerners of Central Asia, of its geogra-
phy and its inhabitants. His conversations helped us to better
grasp the significance of the events which were upsetting the
equilibrium of the continent. On a more practical level, his
advice was extremely useful in determining our itinerary across
the immense barrier of mountains which we still had to cross

We had a choice between two possible routes: one to
the East going through Yarkand then through the Karakoram
pass would have been more direct to get to Ladakh, but Mr.
Shipton strongly advised us against this route because, after
crossing inhospitable deserts and climbing through perilous
passes, it would have brought us into the state of Jammu and
Kashmir which was still in a state of armed conflict. The route
to the West, which followed the Soviet border and climbed the
Pamir to the Mintaka pass to come out in the Hunza and the
Gilgit, thus seemed much preferable and less risky, besides the
fact that, according to our guest, it would be more interesting
and would put us into contact with a wider variety of inhabit-
ants. The best thing my French friends and [ could do was to
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follow his advice.

A journey like this required the organisation of a cara-
van and this prospect filled me with excitement. The prepara-
tions took place under the auspices of the British consulate.
Mr. Shipton had sent word to people in the surrounding area
of Kashgar who had good horses and were familiar with the
tracks which we proposed to follow. Guides and servants were
assigned to us. Upon meeting them [ knew that we could trust
them completely.

We now rode directly southwards and, ascending the
slopes of the first foothills of Pamir, we had penetrated a region
mainly inhabited by Kirghiz nomads. Riding across plateaus
which reminded me somewhat of Tibet, in spite of the lower
altitude, and where [ even spotted yaks, I had the impression of
reliving my life as a caravaneer. However, the white felt tents of
the Kirghiz encampments were very different from those of the
Tibetan Drogpas which were much coarser and made of black
yak hair. The interior of the tents, often decorated with geo-
metric motifs typical of popular Muslim art, was more comfort-
able and bore witness to an existence which was less severe,
somewhat more refined and, from our experience, a superior
diet. When we approached one of these encampments, the
Kirghiz hailed us so that we would stop and with the natural
kindness of nomads, invited us to share their meal. We then
were treated to white flour pancakes, mutton, curdled milk,
melons, apricots and fruit, delicious things, but my nostalgia
for Tibet made me miss tsampa...

In general, the country was less austere than Tibet, the
mountains less gigantic and on the often green plateaus, flocks
grazed on grass that was not as sparse. The higher the altitude
became, more similarities with Chang-Tang and the Trans-Hi-
malayan regions appeared which we had crossed during the
time of the Lopchak caravan, and the scenery became almost

as grandiose.
We were now very close to the Soviet border of
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Tadjikistan which, if one believed the nomads, was not at all
shut off. They assured us that, on the contrary, we would cross
the region easily and unknown to the Russian as well as the
Chinese guard posts. They also assured us that they maintained
continued relations with the inhabitants on the other side who
led an existence very similar to theirs and the Soviet regime did
not too openly oppose their traditional customs and in particu-
lar the practice of the religion.

In the encampments where we stopped, Islam was fer-
vently practised in the very orthodox form of Hanafite Sunnism.
The Friday prayer took place either on carpets laid out in the
open air or else in a large tent set up like a mosque where the
Imam gave his sermon. [ spoke several times with mullas re-
sponsible for the cult and found them educated, open and kind.

As in most of the regions of Asia where foreigners are
rare, Europeans were said to be in possession of medicines which
were quasi miraculous and the Fourcades were constantly as-
sailed by men, women and children who clamoured for pills
and tablets or displayed their injuries. My friends did their best
not to disappoint them too much, distributing aspirin and above
all, cleaning, disinfecting and bandaging numerous wounds.
They received gifts in gratitude for their cares, especially blocks
of butter and meat. We almost never noticed money whilst
crossing these regions.

The most important location between Kashgar and the
Pamir is Tashkurghan. This meeting point of several groups of
nomad tribes is also, according to a well established reputation
at that time, a nest for spies and various political agents. In fact
the frontiers of the three largest empires of the world— China,
the USSR and India, for whom Pakistan had recently assured
troops, not counting Afghanistan whose band of territory bor-
ders on Sinkiang—came together in these highlands to create
one of the most sensitive regions of the globe. In Tashkurghan.
one came across people from these countries and heard a vari-
ety of languages like Tadjik, Pashtu and even Urdu besides the
Turkish and Chinese dialects.
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The authorities were careful to strictly check travellers
which was normal but this made me very uneasy because [ still
had no identity papers and the British consul in Kashgar, Mr.
Shipton himself, was unable to issue me with any not knowing
whether, as a Ladakhi, I should be considered an Indian or a
Pakistani. Thanks to Mr. Wu, our official Chinese companion,
the police let me go through without difficulty, to my great relief.

After granting ourselves as well as our horses two days
of rest in this rather worrying place, our little caravan, still
escorted by the indispensable Mr. Wu, set off again. The track
going up to Mintaka took us zigzagging through valleys and
plateaus surrounded by immense mountains whose shapes were
not as rough and jagged as the peaks of the great Himalaya or
of Karakoram. The Pamir massif seemed less impressive, less
overwhelming, also less dangerous for travellers and we no-
ticed many patches of green watered by the streams flowing
from snowy heights of rounded summits.

I don’t remember anymore exactly how many days it
took us to reach the culminating point of the pass which is at
4,700 metres of altitude. I retain above all the memory of a
relatively easier climb than the crossing of the mountainous
massifs separating Tibet from the rest of the world. It was also
this less rigourous nature and climate which allowed us to use
horses, whereas in Tibet it is preferable to have mules as they
are sturdier and better adapted to high altitudes.

As we approached the point which supposedly marks
the frontier, Mr. Wu declared that his responsibilities as an
official companion came to an end. After exchanging gifts,
thanks and compliments with a courtesy worthy of old China,
he returned in the direction of Tashkughan and Kashgar. Upon
seeing him disappear | told myself with immense relief that at
last I was out of an impasse where | had lost two of the best
years of my life...

The highest point of the Mintaka is made up of a vast
plateau marked by pillars of rocks to which were attached little
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flags fluttering in the wind, something like the prayer flags of
the Tibetans. And it is a curious fact that the custom of setting
up these pillars, which must go back to primitive cults, is not
limited to regions of Buddhist influence but is practised in all of
central Asia, even within the domain of Islam.

Whilst crossing this plateau our Muslim caravaneers ex-
pressed their joy and gratitude with the cry Allahu Akbar (God
is the Greatest) and by the testimony of their faith: La ilaha illa
'Llah, Muhammadun Rasulu 'Llah (There is no divinity but God,;
Mohammed is the Messenger of God). As I undoubtedly had
even more reason for gratitude and [ shared the same faith, I
joined in with them and our invocation was addressed to Him
for Whom the Roof of the World, whose silence we thus broke,
is but a speck of dust.
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CHAPTER IX

A DISILLUSIONED HOMECOMING

Having crossed the Mintaka pass, we began our long descent
toward Hunza, Gilgit and the Punjab plain. Walking alongside
our horses, we followed a track which zigzagged around huge
rocks in damp, muddy ground, proof that we had left dry cen-
tral Asia and penetrated the area watered by the monsoons.
We went down into Misgar, the first stop on the southern side
of the Pamir in the principality of Hunza, formerly a vassal of
the Maharaja of Kashmir and now part of the new state of
Pakistan.

The telegraph office which was known to be the north-
ern-most of the entire former Empire of India was located in
Misgar. | went there immediately to inform my family that I
would be returning soon. The office employee was a real
Kashmiri and in talking with him, as well as with other resi-
dents of the village, I had the feeling that | was in a familiar
country or in an anti-chamber of my homeland.

In order to follow some strong advice from Mr. Shipton
as well as to conform to a long established custom, we still had
to send a telegramme to the highest authority of the country,
the Mir of Hunza, Jamal Khan. His father was placed on the
throne of the principality by the English in 1891, following a
war which put an end to the constant incursions caused by the
Hunzas into Sinkiang as well as into neighbouring territories
belonging to India. Restless warriors, the Hunzas had also just

participated in the military operations against the Hindu re-
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gime of the Maharaja of Kashmir, who had declared himself in
favour of India, the Hunzas being in favour of Pakistan.

Besides the telegramme, we sent a polite letter to His
Highness Jamal Khan who had a reputation for acting like the
absolute sovereign of an independent kingdom. It was there-
fore essential that we treat him with the greatest respect if we
wanted to cross his states.

After several days of waiting in Misgar we got the green
light from His Highness and our little party was able to set off
again on its downward hike. However, a little lower, the valley
narrowed so much that we had to go back up along the side of
the mountain and go through a pass very near a glacier. Finally
we made our entrance into Hunza, or Baltit, “capital” of the
little state.

The prince showed us real friendliness. He gave the two
French people a gift of two brown woolen hats of the region
and a comfortable warm coat to me. And even more appreci-
ated, he offered us hospitality in his guest house, the hotel for
travellers of distinction. It is difficult to describe the pleasure
we had in staying in rooms furnished with real beds and having
adjoining showers, then sitting down to an evening meal at a
table laid out in a modern-style dining room.

During the three days that we were his guests, the Mir
was very kind to us and in particular entertained us with a
picturesque folkdancing show. During our conversations, how-
ever, | sometimes felt uneasy because, upon finding out what
family [ came from, he expressed sharp criticism with regard to
my uncle Khwaja Abdullah Shah who, according to what he
had heard on Pakistani radio, had gone to welcome the passen-
gers of the first aeroplane to land in Ladakh. These people were
highly placed officers and military personnel sent by the gov-
ernment of Delhi to take possession of the country in the name
of India. And Jamal Khan cried out:

“Shame on the Muslims who have given Ladakh over
to the Kafirs (infidels) of India and have not made it a part of
Pakistan!” [ thought it prudent not to react.
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Before setting off again in the direction of Gilgit and
the great plains of the South, we would have liked to cross the
Hunza river to visit the principality of Nagar located on the left
bank. A lively rivalry stirred up by religious differences op-
posed the two little states and their inhabitants who nonethe-
less were Shiite Muslims on both sides of the river. But the
Hunzas being Ismailians recognised the authority of the Agha
Khan, whereas the people of Nagar were Twelvers or Imamites
like the Persians. | would have much preferred to visit the
neighbouring principality where a Mir reigned who had been a
classmate of mine in Srinigar. We had to give up this plan be-
cause Jamal Khan made it clear to us that he did not approve of
our crossing the river to go and offer our respects to the rival
Highness.

Our host insisted on the fact that he himself was a much
more important person. According to what he said, he main-
tained official relations with China and every year sent an ex-
pedition somewhat similar to the Lopchak caravan to Kashgar.
In fact it seems that he had an emissary in Kashgar who was
more or less connected to the British consulate. Be that as it
may, all we could do was set off again showering him with
thanks,

Besides my family ties which seemed compromising to
him, Jamal Khan must have been disconcerted by my associa-
tion with the Fourcades, suspecting perhaps political implica-
tions or relations with some foreign information service. In any
case, our next crossing was announced to the political agent of
the Pakistani government in Gilgit, advising him to watch us
closely.

Without being warm, the welcome we found in Gilgit
was nevertheless polite and the political agent did not put off
receiving us. He bore witness to the changes that were taking
place in his country. Instead of the modern look we were ex-
pecting of the highly placed officer, our interlocutor was an
authentic representative of the Muslim inhabitants of the fron-
tier regions with a thick mustache, fur cap, sherwal (baggy pants)
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drawing smoke from a beautiful hooka (water pipe).

In addition to the reserves he must have had toward us
that were of a political nature, he obviously was unfamiliar
with Western customs and stared at his female French visitor
as if he had never seen a European woman in his life. This did
not prevent him from granting us the hospitality of the official
guest house and inviting us to dinner that very evening. Prob-
ably recalling a legacy going back to one of his British predeces-
sors, he extended his friendliness to the point of asking the
Fourcades if they wished to drink some wine. Upon their affir-
mative answer, a servant soon arrived with a bottle covered
with dust. My friends considered the contents excellent but the
looks of our host spoilt their pleasure in tasting it.

After Gilgit, several days of relatively easy track, first
along the Indus, then through the Bahasar pass, were sufficient
to get to the foot of the mountains, at the edge of the great
Punjab plain. The police detained us in Abbotabad to question
our identity and the reasons for our movements. Everything
was cleared up after several hours and we were able to continue
without hindrance until Peshawar.

The long adventurous journey was now over. It left us
with a deep fatigue which made us greatly appreciate the few
days of rest spent in this beautiful city. | took advantage of this
to see two or three former classmates of Aligarh. They helped
me re-establish contact with the reality of the subcontinent
which had changed so in two years. From then on it was di-
vided, or rather torn, between two states which had not yet
learnt to live side by side.

Where was | to go and what did [ have to do to rejoin
my wife! | didn’t even know where she was. It seemed to me
unlikely that she would be in Ladakh which would be difficult
for me to get to because of the conflict which had still not
calmed down in Kashmir. The best thing to do then was to try
to get back to Kalimpong and then go into India. But with the
state of tension that persisted, crossing the border was a real
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problem. A special permit, sometimes difficult to obtain, was
necessary in Western Pakistan, especially for travellers who, as
in my case, were arriving from such an unusual direction. On
the other hand, in East Pakistan, now Bangladesh, no permit
was required to cross the Indian border. And as there was no
special formality to go from one “wing” of Pakistan to another,
[ was determined to take a plane to Dacca or Eastern Bengal,
whence it seemed it would be easy to reach Calcutta and then
Kalimpong.

Since most of the flights to East Pakistan left from
Karachi and my French friends were about to leave for that
city, I decided to accompany them. Our long Asian expedition
therefore ended with a train journey to the large port city of
Sind. Suddenly promoted to the rank of capital of the new
Muslim state, Karachi was overflowing with refugees from all
over the most diverse regions of India, and the city seemed to
be surviving in an improvised manner. After the great silence
of the deserts and mountains where we had spent so many long
weeks, our heads were spinning as we mingled in the thick
crowds that hurried through the streets. The Fourcades were
nevertheless glad to get into contact with their embassy and be
amongst their French countrymen again.

For my part, | did not delay meeting up with Ladakhis
of Kargil and it was a pleasure to converse with them in my
native language. They advised me to go to the Ministry of For-
eign Affairs where they said they would be particularly inter-
ested in hearing about my crossing of Sinkiang. | went there
but, undoubtedly because of the Kashmir crisis, it was mainly
my being a Ladakhi which attracted the attention of the gov-
ernment officials whom 1 was introduced to. They presented
me to the secretary of state, Mr. Ikramullah who invited me for
tea.

Several other highly placed officials were there too. Af-
ter answering their questions, they offered me entrance into
the diplomatic service of their country.

The offer was tempting. However, I didn’t easily imag-
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ine myself as a diplomat and besides, | was afraid that this would
prevent me from seeing Tibet again. The nostalgia for that coun-
try had not left me. [ therefore asked for some time to think
about it and consulted my French friends who, by the end of
our journey knew me well. They didn’t hesitate an instant be-
fore answering me.

“You are foreign to the countries south of the Himalaya,”
they said. “You belong to central Asia. You should live in Ti-
bet, Sinkiang or Kashmir. You have the most in common with
people of these regions.”

Their opinion struck a chord in my heart. | therefore
refused the offer. At the time the decision hadn’t been difficult
to make. In any case, I felt the call of Tibet more strongly than
the desire to serve the new Islamic state whose ideology was
based on an Igbal and other modernist reformers. And [ was in
even more of a hurry to return to Lhasa since I had learnt from
a telegramme that my wife was there then with her parents.

After bidding farewell to my French friends, I flew to
Dacca. As the Pakistanis did not yet possess long range planes
able to fly over the vast territory of India, there was a technical
stop-over at the aeroport of Safdar Jang in New Delhi. This
was remarkable when one thinks that at the time the two coun-
tries had just barely stopped fighting with one another. The
trip to Eastern Pakistan was no problem. Neither was there a
problem crossing the frontier and arriving by train to Siliguri
at the foot of the Himalaya. A few hours later a car let me off in
Kalimpong.

Upon the news of my return, all my old friends expressed
their joy and had a party for me. However, [ was about to face
cruel disappointments.

The trade projects | had set up in Kalimpong and which
were so promising seemed to be in complete decline. One of my
uncles who was supposed to be taking care of them, Muhammad
Asghar, had not known how to take full advantage of the quota
system which | had organised for the benefit of the Muslim
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community of Lhasa and had evidently neglected this work for
the cinema the management of which demanded less effort and
the profits were perhaps more immediate.

On a more personal plane, even more distasteful trouble
was in store for me. | very soon came to realise that gossip
circulated throughout the entire family, all my relatives, imply-
ing that during my stay in China | had been unfaithful to my
legitimate spouse, that | had taken a Chinese woman as a sec-
ond wife and that [ had abandoned the rules and traditional
customs of our religion, in short that | could no longer be con-
sidered a true Muslim. It was also said that [ had adapted the
habit of showering in the Chinese way and that I had stopped
making the ritual ablution prescribed by Islam. They also added
that [ used towels to wash my face like the Chinese did, some-
thing reprehensible because a Muslim, as everyone knows, is
supposed to wash with his bare hands.

It didn’t take me long to identify the source of all this
slander. [t was a woman who was part of the court of the Thir-
teenth Dalai Lama and who knew Wangdola. The latter, by
communicating these libelous rumours to her and suggesting
that she pass them on to the ears of my uncles, had wanted to
take revenge on what he considered my treason when in
Nanking [ had decided to break off all relations with him. This
procedure unfortunately was typical of certain Tibetan circles
who did not fear spreading discord and dividing families in
order to advance their own interests or take out their personal

revenge.

After all the trials and tribulations that | had endured
for more than two years, after giving up a brilliant and lucra-
tive post in Pakistan in order to rejoin my family, their attitude
caused me bitter resentment. [ could not understand how my
uncles could take such calumny seriously and [ was indignant
to think that they had discredited me to my wife. As for the
practice of Islam, | certainly did not blame them for being so
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firmly attached to their religion, but after the spiritual enrich-
ment which | owed to my recent reading, it was certainly not
from them that [ expected lessons.

Soon after my return to Kalimpong at least some good
news reached me: my cousin Ataullah who had worked for two
years with our uncles from Lhasa decided to return to India
and look for a job which corresponded to his university train-
ing, now that the country was independent. He hoped to find
a position which would allow him to work for the welfare of his
homeland, Ladakh, whose attachment to the Indian union he
did not question. He had already published correspondence in
Indian newspapers from Lhasa expressing his views, as a
Ladakhi, on the great political problems of the times.

He had left the Tibetan capital and set off on the south-
ern route. When he arrived in Gangtok, he went to see
Harishvar Dayal, the first political agent of India to Sikkim. He
asked him to convey to his government the offer of services,
expressing the desire of being able to work in a ministry, prefer-
ably that of Foreign Affairs. Dayal laughed in his face, stating
very frankly that, as a Muslim, he would have no chance of
being recruited into the diplomatic service of India. My cousin,
however, had all the desirable qualifications; equipped with a
relatively high university degree, he had served in the British
administration for a time and had a rare experience of Tibet.
He was full of good will and his loyalty was unquestionable.
But he found himself face to face with a wall of incomprehen-
sion and disdain.

The disappointment he shared with me was not designed
to illuminate the dark mood [ was plunged into. We obviously
had a thousand things to talk over. When I told him about the
offer that was made to me in Karachi to enter the diplomatic
service of Pakistan and that [ had declined it, Ataullah listened.
After the brush-off in Gangtok this gave him something to
think about. In any case, he had no desire to continue in busi-
ness with the Tsakhur whom he already had barely able to put
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up with for the three years he worked with them in Lhasa.

Neither did my cousin hide from me the fact that the
Tsakhur held me in distrust. He added that after all their slan-
der, my wife wondered if [ still cared about her and if she should
consider us as still married. As for Rabia, my sister, she wasn't
happy in the Tsakhur household either.

My reaction then was to want to leave immediately for
Lhasa to clear up this nasty situation. Ataullah strongly ad-
vised me against it, considering it more advisable to wait in
Kalimpong for the arrival of Khwaja Abdul Aziz, head of the
family, and engage him in a discussion which his brothers would
not be able to interrupt. [ insisted at least that my sister accom-
pany him and [ let this be known in Lhasa.

[n effect, | soon had the happiness of seeing her again.
Then 18 years old, she was very mature and assured me that
she had never given credence to the gossip that had circulated
about me. However, her formal education left much to be de-
sited and she didn’t know a word of English. | made arrange-
ments for her to enter as a boarder at the school of the Saint
Joseph convent in Kalimpong. She was to acquire knowledge
there which was very useful to her later as she was to marry a
man who made his career abroad and both still live in the Near
East.

After some thought Ataullala got himself an offer with
the references he had to serve the government of Pakistan. He
then left for Kashmir intending to go to Ladakh and wait for
events to unfold. As there was no other way of getting to Leh
during this scason, he wanted to take a plane and left to find
Bakshi Ghulam Muhammad to request air transportation from
him. As Vice Prime Minister, his power was beginning to eclipse
that of Sheikh Abdullah, head of the government. The answer
was that there was a shortage of food supplies in Ladakh and
that it would be better to load a bag of rice onto the plane
instead of a man like him. So my cousin remained in Srinigar

not knowing what to do until one day a message came to him
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from Pakistan informing him that he was expected at the Min-
istry of Foreign Affairs in Karachi for an interview and that he
should go there as soon as possible.

In Karachi a few days later the Secretary of State
[kramullah welcomed him warmly and courteously but was sur-
prised not to find me there. It was me whom he had expected
thinking that [ had changed my mind about refusing the offer.
Ataullah was nonetheless recruited on the spot into the Paki-
stani diplomatic service. After several months he was posted as
High Commissioner of Pakistan in India. He took up his post
in the Calcutta office. His wife and children soon joined him in
this city whence it was easy for him to remain in contact with
Kalimpong and Lhasa.

For my part I had left for Lhasa again with Khwaja Abdul
Aziz. We were in a grim moon during the three weeks of the
journey and as we rode we hardly exchanged a word.

When [ finally found my wife again [ was happy to learn
that she hadn’t taken the gossip that had spread to discredit
me any more seriously than my sister had. But I was astounded
when she told me that the Tsakhur uncles had constantly urged
her to begin a divorce procedure against me.

The attitude of the two fellows hurt me deeply, all the
more so since they were largely indebted to me for their pros-
perity. They worked from capital which came from Hadji
Muhammad Siddig, my grandfather, and which 1 had put at
their disposal. And the quota system I had set up in Kalimpong
had also permitted them to make great profits until their in-
competence caused it to go to sced. What finally seemed clear
to me was that they wanted to prevent me at any price from
heading the family business. | was never really able to find out
the reasons for this but it is a fact that they did everything in
their power to be rid of me. And they were to succeed.

During the first weeks following my return to Lhasa
and before finding out what had happened during my absence,
[ decided to avoid all discussion and to keep quiet. My silence
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itself displeased my uncles and they tried to put me up against
a wall and make me accept an arrangement under their condi-
tions which would have amounted excluding me purely and
simply from the family association. They had not yet succeeded
in bringing their eldest brother, Khwaja Abdul Aziz, around to
their point of view. Being my father-in-law, he always treated
me with circumspect. The discussions went on and on and [
myself did not care to let them end too abruptly before seeing
things more clearly.

The pleasures of Lhasa brought welcome compensation
for the troubles I went through in the family circles. [ was happy
to return to the Tendong household where the hospitality was
just as warm as ever and I also found consolation with cousins
who had resolutely taken my side in the conflict opposing me
to the Taskhurs. Moreover, since  was linked to Gyalpo Tondup
by friendship in Nanking, | was received with the greatest kind-
ness into the family of the Dalai Lama and since then [ have never
ceased to maintain excellent personal relations with them.

At this time | also happened to make the acquaintance
of Heinrich Harrer, an Austrian mountain climber famous for
his “firsts” in the Alps and in the Himalayas. Along with his
friend Peter Aufschnaiter, he had escaped from the concentra-
tion camp in northern India where the British had placed them
during the war, since they were nationals of an enemy country.
After an adventurous crossing of the mountains they had
reached Tibetan territory and with luck had ended up in Lhasa
where the protection of several aristocrats, especially of
Thangmay, the first to welcome them, had granted them the
exceptional privilege of being authorised to stay.

Harrer, who was later to relate his experiences in a suc-
cessful book, Seven Years in Tibet, had then been in Lhasa for
three years. He had succeeded in working himself into the most
influential circles of the aristocracy and was sometimes seen at
the Tendong home. But my friend was somewhat reserved to-
ward Harrer, finding him indiscreet and talkative. Others dis-
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approved of the rise of the “German” into the family of the
Dalai Lama. He had become a regular visitor there and his
opinions were listened to. It is true that political circles must
not have been totally ignorant of the criticisms circulating
against him because the presence of the two escapees was not
seen in a favourable light from either the British or the Indian
side. They were suspicious of the bad influences that the two
foreigners could exercise in the close spheres of the government.

Be that as it may, it is a fact that Harrer attracted criti-
cism to himself, even on the personal plane. On the other hand,
only good was said of Aufschnaiter, a hard-working, discrete
and calm man whom everyone respected. People were grateful
to him for having directed work on the digging of an irrigation
canal which, in memory of him, had always been called the
“German canal” in Lhasa.

Whilst [ was taking in the charms of Lhasa, the Tsakhur
uncles never stopped backbiting me to my father-in-law. The
latter, finally giving in to their pressures, began to mix his re-
criminations with theirs. Voices were raised amongst us, giving
way to regretful scenes with lively quarrels. Finally, Khwaja
Abdul Aziz declared to me:

“If this is really the situation, then it is better that we go
our own ways.”

This meant that there was nothing left for me to do but
to leave. This was a painful shock for me. My first reaction was
to point out that if [ lay claim to my part of the inheritance,
there would not be much left of the Tsakhur business. But
Khwaja Abdul Aziz was head of the family and the uncles held
all the cards. They had formed our association in such a way
that [ was practically without power. Besides, we had reached the
point where [ didn’t even have any more desire to talk to them.

The best thing to do then was to attempt to set myself
up independently. Now this did not seem to be a very desirable
thing to do in the proximity of my uncles so I was obliged to
return to Kalimpong where my best business relations lived. |
was heart-broken at not being able to stay in Lhasa and to
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have to start from square one again, but I found encourage-
ment and comfort with my wife, who, having strongly resisted
my uncles’ pressure, preferred to distance herself from them
and was happy to accompany me.

Before leaving, I tried to obtain some funds. The uncles
stubbornly refused to give me any sort of advance on the pre-
text that all the family capital was invested and could not be
touched. So | borrowed 10,000 rupees from a Muslim friend,
and this was all that [ had at my disposal for me new re-settlement.

Accepting our destiny, my wife and [ therefore climbed
back into our saddles to set off again on the route toward the
south. My cousin Abdel-Salam, the brother of Ataullah and
my sister’s fiance, accompanied us. He had also worked for the
Tsakhur’s and they were very sorry to see him leave because he
was a dynamic and efficient young man.

We had left Lhasa and were peacefully riding along,
struck by the beauty of Nechung, the residence of the state
oracle very close to the great monastery of Depung, when my
wife’s horse tripped up. She lost her balance and with her foot
caught in the stirrup was dragged some twenty metres. Alarmed,
I rushed to pick her up and was able to see that fortunately she
had not broken anything. However, she didn’t feel well during
the entire journey and it was very difficult for her. As soon as
we arrived in Kalimpong | took her to the mission hospital
where she had a miscarriage. This incident was hardly what we
needed to boost our morale at a time in our lives when we
particularly needed it.

Without losing time | began to work on setting myself
up again in business. For this | thought of renewing contact
with Ladakh where [ still had some goods and whence high
quality wool was exported, called pashmina and shahtush which
had given Kashmir a world-wide reputation and was still much
in demand on the Indian and international market. [ therefore
got in touch again with Abdul-Haqq with a view toward going
to Leh to work out the details of an eventual commercial col-
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laboration. Prior to this it seemed indispensible to me to con-
solidate somewhat my position in Kalimpong by doing some
business and my young cousin Abdel-Salam participated ac-
tively in this not hesitating to set out again along the Tibetan
tracks to collect merchandise in Shigatsay.

To meet my expenses, [ started giving English lessons to
Tibetans and spoken Tibetan lessons to English-speaking people.
Amongst my students were some Americans belonging to a
missionary organisation, a sister of my friend Tendong, as well
as some aristocrats and other important Tibetans from whom [
learnt almost as much as I taught. This was all very interesting,
but my wife’s condition forced me to give up plans of going to
Ladakh. She was pregnant again and because of her recent
accident the doctor, a Scot, Dr. McLochlan, remarkably com-
petent and devoted, ordered complete rest for her under medi-
cal supervision for the entire duration of the pregnancy.

Our stay in Kalimpong lasted until 1951. The birth of
our first child, Muhammad Siddig, named in memory of his
great-grandfather, the patriarch of Leh, brought us great joy.
thus had nothing to complain about my lot. Moreover, | was
surrounded by good friends and | frequently met such eminent
figures as the Russian Tibetanist Georges Roerich, Prince Peter
of Greece, and especially Marco Pallis.

On the business side [ saw new possibilities opening up
thanks to my encounter with a remarkable Tibetan, Lobsang
Yeshay, also called Shondon. From a modest peasant family,
he had acquired an influential position in the circles of the
regent thanks to the protection of Shandzo, the regent’s atten-
dant and favourite. This did not imply a “special” relationship
with this powerful figure but was in conformity with the cus-
toms of Tibet where friendships amongst men could be strong
without being equivocal or passionate. Lobsang Yeshay had
taken English lessons in Lhasa with my cousin Abdul Matin
who had recommended that he come see me in Kalimpong.

When I met him [ had no doubt that this young man
was one of the most influential figures in leading Tibetan circles
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but his look and his speech made me realise immediately that
he was very intelligent. Although he was powerful thanks to
the favour of the Shandzo, right hand man of the regent, he
distinguished himself from most of the other leaders of his coun-
try by his sincere and disinterested patriotism.

Having arrived in Kalimpong for a fairly long stay, he
often came to see me and we had long conversations about the
political situation in Tibet. Black clouds were piling up on her
eastern horizon since the victory of the Communists in China.
My interlocutor was clear-headed enough to evaluate the seri-
ousness of the threats but he insisted on the necessity of trying
everything for the Tibetan cause at this time when
decolonisation was beginning, taking advantage of the prin-
ciple of self-determination of peoples which was being so loudly
proclaimed on the international scene.

The relationship also involved business. In the manner
of so many highly placed figures in the leading classes of Lhasa,
Lobsang Yeshay made plenty of important deals and was usu-
ally successful with them. He proposed that I collaborate with
him in this domain and I had little difficulty accepting because
the conditions he offered me were really tempting and above
all, he insisted that I return to Lhasa.

Thanks to my new friend happy prospects appeared to
open up to me with the possibility of working in big business as
I had always wanted and to collaborate within the most inter-
esting circles of the Tibetan aristocracy. I rejoiced at the idea of
soon returning to Lhasa after being chased out by my uncles,
and [ found it scintillating to undertake a commercial venture

there which might overshadow their own.

The plans for our collaboration were carefully drawn
up and my wife and | began preparations for our next move.
But before this, Lobsang Yeshay was determined to visit the
principle holy places of Buddhism in India and asked me to

accompany him.
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The tour began with a stop in Calcutta. I of course hur-
ried to go and see my cousin Ataullah who was much at home
in his diplomatic post of third secretary of the Pakistani High
Commissioner. We spent several excellent evenings together
exchanging news of relatives and reliving old memories.

Then as interpreter | escorted Lobsang Yeshay to the
places where Buddha had once lived and taught. Naturally pi-
ous like all Tibetans, my companion withdrew there in prayer
and meditation. But then, when he rejoined me it wasn't spiri-
tuality and religion which he spoke of, but politics and particu-
larly the threats which seemed to be building up in his country.
This was the autumn of 1950 and the most worrying rumours
had begun to circulate. It was said that the Red Army of Mao
Tse-tung had gone through Shamdo attacking and that they
were in combat with Tibetan garrisons.

At first official Indian sources claimed that these were
only false alarms. Alas, the invasion, odiously disguised as “lib-
eration”, was all too real. It had made Tibet enter the darkest
phase of her long history.
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CHAPTER X

THE INVASION

Once we were back in Kalimpong, the news and rumours com-
ing from the North were so worrying that we were urged to
remain in that city until it was possible to discern what was
happening on the other side of the border. In any case, the
invasion of eastern Tibet by the Chinese Communists was con-
firmed and appeared to have provoked a serious crisis in the
leadership circles of Lhasa. These events began to preoccupy
world public opinion and correspondents from important West-
ern newspapers were seen arriving in Kalimpong and Darjeeling.
But the information they were able to gather was contradictory.

On the one hand, the Indian authorities tended to sys-
tematically minimise the seriousness of the events. On the other,
Tibetans who claimed to be “well informed” dramatised events
as much as they liked or reported anything to make themselves
sound interesting. The reality of the facts only appeared gradu-
ally during the final weeks of the year 1950.

On 7 October the Chinese launched their decisive at-
tack against Shamdo. The governor of the province, Ngabo
Ngawang Jigmay, an aristocrat of high lineage who had been
assigned to this post only a short time earlier, evacuated the
Tibetan garrison and gave up the town without putting up any
resistance. The route through central Tibet was then open to

the advance of the so-called “liberation” army.
Informed of these facts one week later, the first reaction
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of the Lhasa government was to launch an appeal to India,
Nepal, Great Britain and the United States. Only evasive and
disappointing answers were received. As early as November
the Tibetan government addressed itself to the United Nations.
They found no serious support there. From the outbreak of the
crisis, it was clear that no-one in the international community
would lift a finger to help Tibet.

In Lhasa, decisive changes had just taken place at the
head of State. The regent Takta Rimpoche had stepped down
to hand over power to the Dalai Lama, who at 16, was declared
to have come of age, two years earlier than the legal age.

One of Takta's really important final decisions, inspired
moreover by Shakabpa Tsipon in July 1949, had been to expel
all Chinese representatives and citizens from Tibet. In theory,
these latter still included Kuomingtong members but in Lhasa
there were still reasons to believe that many of them were dis-
guised Communist agents. This harsh measure was a means of
demonstrating that Tibet acted as a fully independent state.

At the same time, the Communists, conquerors in
China, openly proclaimed their will to “liberate” Tibet and to
re-unite her to the “Mother Country.” From then on, the threat
became more and more real. The government of the regent did
not really do anything to act against it. When the invasion,
easily foreseen, really began in October 1950, Takta, old, tired
and discouraged, felt himself incapable of shouldering the bur-
den of power any longer. His decision to abdicate was oppor-
tunely endorsed by the state oracle which also suggested en-
trusting the responsibilities of the Government to the Dalai
Lama.

The Tsongdii or National Assembly, officialised these
decisions right away. So at the gravest moment of her history,
Tibet turned her lot into the hands of an adolescent who was
more educated in metaphysics than in politics and was entirely
ignorant of the modern world.

However, no-one could deny that the young sovereign’s
first important decision was particularly judicious: as prime min-
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isters, a double function according to custom, he designated a
monk, Lozang Tashi and a 1ayman, Lukhangwa, a choice which
could not have been better. Shortly afterwards, conforming to
the pressing opinion of the Tsongdii and of his ministers who
feared he would be captured by the invaders, the Dalai Lama
left for the monastery of Tungkar, near Tatung in Shumbi,
where it would be easy for him to get into Indian territory in
case of danger.

Lukhangwa, remaining in Lhasa, took up the main re-
sponsibilities of power. Sometimes called the Gandhi of Tibet,
he was surrounded by the unanimous respect of his co-patriots
who knew him to be of perfect integrity and uncompromising
patriotism. This landed aristocrat represented the best of the
feudal nobility of Tibet. Deeply religious, he was known for his
kindness toward his serfs. Unlike so many other high-ranking
nobles, he lived from the income of his land and never ceded to
the temptation of easy profit in business deals. He was funda-
mentally attached to the traditional order and its institutions
and had already shown his opposition to modernising influ-
ences coming from the outside. He held these influences re-
sponsible for the corruption of morals which was spreading
amongst the upper classes. | had several opportunities to be
near him and I felt his radiance. Wearing a beard and mus-
tache, which is rare amongst Tibetans, he had harmonious fea-
tures and a deep look in his eyes. His venerable aura was im-
posing on everyone. The Chinese Communists were to find
him an unfaltering and unbending interlocutor in the face of
all their attempts at intimidation. They did not delay getting
him into their grip and calling for his dismissal.

In the Eastern regions occupied by the so-called Com-
munist “liberation” army, Ngabo, governor of Shamdo, the one
who had capitulated without a fight, accepted to play the game
of the invaders who had taken him prisoner. This was to cost
him being considered by his co-patriots as the principle traitor
or “collaborator” in the service of the occupying power, an ex-
pression used in Europe since the last war. But he was a com-
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plex character and the possibility couldn’t be totally excluded
that he sincerely believed he was acting for the good of his
country. A worldly, cunning aristocrat, this had not prevented
him from admiring Lukhangwa and adhering to his ideas. It
was said that shortly before leaving Lhasa for Shamdo where
he had been named governor, he had had a difficult meeting
with Lukhangwa who, aware of his weakness of character, per-
haps foresaw the disastrous effects that were to result from it.

In effect, as soon as he had fallen into the hands of the
Chinese Communists, Ngabo became the main pawn of their
political game in Tibet. And the Government of the Dalai Lama,
with a knife at its throat, was forced to rely on him and to
officially designate him as plenipotentiary entitled to act in the
name of the Government. As demanded by the Chinese, the
decisive negotiation took place in Peking. All that the legal
authorities of Tibet could do was to send four high-ranking
officials to join Ngabo as consultants. Travelling by way of In-
dia, they met up with him in the Chinese capital at the begin-
ning of 1951. The Panchen Lama, who had been recently pro-
claimed but did not satisfy all the traditional criteria, was then
barely 13 years old. He attended the parleys, which in reality
were no such thing since the Tibetan representatives could do
nothing but ratify the conditions dictated by the Chinese.

Therefore, on 23 May 1951 the 17-point agreement was
signed for “the peaceful liberation of Tibet.” The main clauses
of this treaty, the foundation of Sino-Tibetan relations in the
years that followed, can be summed up as follows:

The Tibetan nation, one of those constituting the
whole of China, having undergone the influence and
provocation of imperialist forces, will be restored to the
mother country.

The right of national regional autonomy is guaran-
teed to the Tibetan people.

The political regime of Tibet will be maintained as
well as the status and powers of the Dalai Lama.
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The Panchen Lama presently in China shall be re-
instated in Shigatsay with all his prerogatives.

Freedom of religion shall be respected and monas-
teries protected.

The regional government alone will itself decide re-
forms to be introduced into Tibet and these will not be
the object of constraint on the part of the central au-
thorities.

In addition, it was specified that Tibet’s foreign rela-
tions would be assured by the Peking government and that
Tibetan armed forces would be re-organised within the frame-
work of those of China. Finally, there was a clause relating to
encouraging Tibet’s economic development.

This treaty was a model of perfidy. As soon as the text
was made known in the circles of the Dalai Lama and amongst
his ministers, no-one had any illusions about this. But the Ti-
betan leaders could do nothing but play the game that the
Chinese imposed upon them. Some wanted to give themselves
reasons for hope by saying that, if the treaty were truly and
honestly applied and respected, it would be possible to preserve
the essential, that is, to maintain conditions permitting Tibet
to live her own life without overthrowing her traditional insti-
tutions. To foster this hope, or rather its illusions, the Chinese
Government made several mollifying declarations. These were
believed by some who really wanted to believe them because
the Chinese announced the sending of an emissary who was in
charge of studying the means of applying the treaty with the
Dalai Lama. The inexorable process set up by the Chinese gi-
ant was released. Nothing was to stop it anymore.

However, in Kalimpong we refused to see things too
darkly and we were encouraged in this by the attitude of the
Indian government of Mr. Nehru who, under the influence of
her ambassador to Peking, the sardar K.M. Panikkar, a good
historian but less of a good judge of current events, affirmed his
conviction that the Chinese would exercise great moderation
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in Tibet. In fact, initially, they did try to give this impression.

As the situation seemed to be stabilising, Lobsang Yeshay
thought there was no longer any reason to postpone carrying
through with our projects. He therefore set off on the road to
Lhasa asking me to join him there as soon as [ had settled some
unfinished business. To facilitate my trip he had a document
issued to me by the Tibetan authorities conferring upon me an
official status and the right to freely use state transport. Carry-
ing this document, which I still possess, I set off again with my
wife and our child. We would be returning to Tibet at a par-
ticularly crucial point in her history.

After crossing the territory of Sikkim, we arrived in
Yatung. The Dalai Lama was still sojourning at the neighbouring
monastery of Tungkar where he was awaiting the arrival of the
Chinese general announced by Peking. In the streets of the
township, which reminded us a little of Leh in Ladakh, we met
up with several officials, monks and various courtiers.

The business | had in Yatung kept me there for a few
weeks during which time, thanks to the introduction of Lobsang
Yeshay, [ lived in the closest entourage of Takta Rimpoche, the
old regent who had been stripped of his function several months
earlier but who maintained a status of protocol almost as high
as that of the Dalai Lama. He continued to have himself called,
as the latter was, Yeshay Norbu, the “Jewel of Certitude.” He
was always surrounded by dignitaries clothed in shining bro-
cades and precious furs but as he was no longer the holder of
supreme power, some courtiers abandoned him, preferring to
bustle around the young sovereign and his family.

However, Takta retained considerable influence and his
opinions were always listened to attentively. Although | had
never been a great admirer of his policies whose pro-British
tendencies brought no real benefit to his country, [ was very
interested in approaching this man who, remarkable in many
respects, had held the destiny of Tibet in his hands for nearly
ten years. Despite his advanced age, he still had a robust stat-
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ure and maintained a presence . Being a reincarnated lama, he
had a shaved head and wore ecclesiastic clothes. His dark face,
dominated by a large nose, most often expressed reserve. In
fact, he had a cautions nature and in the presence of interlocu-
tors, he nodded his head, which allowed him to defer his re-
sponse while signifying to them that he had understood.

[t was certain that Takta Rimpoche loved power and
was receptive to the flattery of aristocrats. Having known him
well, I could not question the sincerity of his patriotism and his
attachment to the throne of the Dalai Lama. His policies were
undoubtedly debatable in many respects and were not capable
of preparing his country to face up to the threats which were
building up. But who could have done better in the post-war
world? This was a world which was throwing off as contrary to
progressive ideologies the traditional and sacred values to which
Tibet, isolated and misunderstood, intended to remain faith-

ful.

In the meantime the immanent arrival of General Chang
Ching-wu was announced. He was appointed by the Commu-
nist Government of Peking as “Commissioner and Administra-
tor of Civil and Military Affairs in Tibet.” More out of curios-
ity than desire to welcome him, some inhabitants of the region
went to meet his retinue. They were disappointed. The great
figure and his escort, wanting to demonstrate “Communist sim-
plicity” had given up all formal attire. This was incomprehen-
sible to the Tibetans who found these people dressed in dark
uniforms devoid of any ornamentation and wearing Mao caps,
completely insignificant. Dignitaries of the Dalai Lama’s court
waited for the retinue at the entrance of Yatung and led them
to the monastery of Tungkar where His Holiness was residing.

According to what filtered out, the meetings of the
Communist general with the young holy sovereign seemed to
take place in a cordial atmosphere. It was assured that the two
interlocutors had forged a good personal relationship which
augured well for the future. To confirm these optimistic im-
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pressions, the general demonstrated affability, smiling at people
in the street, especially those of modest state, and patting chil-
dren. However, he was not able to fool anyone because his
attitude smacked of the pride of power.

Soon the big news spread. His Holiness had decided to
return to Lhasa, his capital, and General Chang would accom-
pany him there. This announcement aroused great hopes and
at the same time fear and perplexity. It was heard said that the
Dalai Lama was forced to give way to the pressure of the Chi-
nese envoy and it was added that opinions were very diverse
amongst his closest advisors, some considering it dangerous and
inopportune to go and give oneself up to the power of the in-
vader, others considering this move, on the contrary, as the
best means of lightening the yoke of foreign occupation and
avoiding greater misfortunes.

Undoubtedly, not only political motives dictated this
decision. As a reincarnation of the compassionate Bodhissatva,
Chenrezig, the Dalai Lama, traditionally exercised the func-
tion of protector of Tibet. His presence amongst his people was
thus a sacred duty from which no other consideration could
turn him away. This is the best explanation for his return to
Lhasa in the summer of 1951 when the Chinese Communist
army was approaching central Tibet. And this was how the
event was interpreted by the populace who manifested their
relief and joy.

The preparations for the great return enlivened Yatung
and the entire region. They caused several problems for me just
as | was preparing to return to Lhasa because all the available
saddle and pack animals were requisitioned for the official cara-
vans of the Dalai Lama, the Chinese general, dignitaries and
all their personnel. Thanks to the document which granted me
the use of state transport, I was finally able to obtain several
mules and we were able to set off again on the road up the
Shumbi Valley towards Phari Dzong.

The Dalai Lama had left several days before with a pro-
cession in conformity to traditional custom. Depending on the
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lap, he either rode horse-back or in a palanquin sheltered by
the symbolic parasol held by a servant. His body guards walked
around him and the high-ranking figures of the court followed
behind. They were glitteringly bedecked and wearing hair styles
corresponding to rules of protocol and their hierarchical order.
The former regent Takta and his people formed their own cara-
van which was just as opulent and imposing and usually went
along at the head. As for General Chang, he left Yatung fol-
lowing close behind the Dalai Lama. Like the officers of his
escort, he was dressed in the gloomy clothes of the Communist
Chinese. The general not only presented a striking contrast to
the magnificent processions which had just passed, but he also
personified New China’s scorn for traditional Tibet, whose de-
struction he was in charge of preparing. In any case, General
Chang made a poor impression on the populace. They found
him to have a sad face and saw bad omens in his appearance on
the scene.

Because the long procession walked at a slow pace, it
only took us a short time to catch up with them. We were
crossing the high Phori plateau when [ caught sight of the gen-
eral and his grim-looking horsemen. In this desolate part of the
world they seemed to surge up out of nowhere. During the
entire journey to Lhasa they very carefully observed every to-
pographical peculiarity, especially, it seemed to me, places which
could have a strategic importance. Fleeing their proximity, we
soon distanced ourselves from them and were able to mix with
the escorts of His Holiness.

In the more populated regions crowds had come to greet
their sovereign and protector. To welcome him, villages were
decorated and incense was burning. Often the inhabitants lined
up along white lines drawn in lime on both sides of the track
and everyone bowed when the Dalai Lama passed by, sticking
out their tongue as a sign of respect. Their emotion was all the
more intense since a few months earlier they had already paid
hommage to him when he was travelling in the opposite direc-
tion. Many tears were shed then because his departure toward
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the Indian frontier was an indication of the seriousness of the
events and it was said that perhaps he was leaving Tibet for
good. Relief had now followed sadness but the joy was mixed
because as soon as the general and his officers appeared, the
atmosphere became heavy, and in spite of their displays of
“democratic” cordiality, the Chinese were looked upon with
suspicion and their passing through left a poor impression.

The stops were frequently prolonged to permit the Dalai
Lama and the Chinese general to pursue their talks. As a simple
merchant amongst so many important and powerful people, |
had no reason to remain integrated into the official procession
and in Gyantsay | decided to accept the hospitality offered to
us by a friend who was native of Sinkiang, Abdul Ahad, the
son of Daoud Khan. He was a clothier in Lhasa after serving a
British officer and was also the cousin of the devoted guide
who two years earlier had led me through the tracks of Pamir.
A radio operator serving the Tibetan Government, he was up-
to-date on important events concerning Tibet and in particu-
lar could indicate the points reached by the Red Army who
were working their way along the ancient trade routes of the
East. This allowed us to calculate that, if the troops continued
to advance at such a slow pace, they would not enter Lhasa for
a few weeks. We therefore had no need to hurry.

Hanging out their beautiful prayer flags, all the town-
ships along the Lhasa road celebrated the Dalai Lama’s passing
with joy. The capital also celebrated the return of the young
sovereign with enthusiasm. On the other hand they pulled long
faces at the Chinese general. Despite the courtesy of the minis-
ters assigned to officially welcome him, he didn’t think that he
was received with enough respect and admonished them in harsh
tones contrasting with the friendliness he had feigned until then.

For my part, | took up lodgings with my wife and child
in the apartment that Lopsang Yeshay had put at our disposal
in a property recently purchased by Takta from Abo Yamphel
Pangdatshang who had held it from Tsarong. The ex-regent
had entirely restored it, and the annex where we lived was re-
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ally comfortable. Soon after our arrival [ didn’t neglect visiting
my relatives, in particular the three uncles whom I had sepa-
rated from on fairly bad terms. | sensed their surprise when
they realised that [ was returning to a prosperous position and
[ was asking nothing of them.

The business [ was involved in with Lobsang Yeshay
was interesting and looked promising. But from the first days
following my return to Lhasa [ felt that the atmosphere, hith-
erto happy and relaxed, was no longer the same. The expecta-
tion of the arrival of Chinese troops caused anxiety and ner-
vousness, which was understandable, but at the same time |
had the impression of a decline of the former upper class as well
as a weakening of the traditional ethic. As if sensing the imma-
nence of a catastrophe, those who were well-off and even some-
times the highest-ranking aristocrats seemed to have nothing
more important to do than to earn money and enjoy life. Greed,
avarice and suspicion changed human relationships and people
began to be suspicious of one another, even of their best friends.
Lobshang Yeshay himself noticed the effects of this deteriora-
tion of mentality even in the immediate entourage of the old
regent and he suffered because of it.

Since the failure of the action taken in the United Na-
tions and in the international community, the Government
had lost all hope of being able to put up any obstacle at all to
the unrelentingly progressing foreign invasion. But the ruling
circles sought to at least limit its disastrous effects, With this
intention, the Government began to prepare to receive the
Communist Chinese troops marching into the capital. General
Chang Ching gave instructions to the Government as to the
manner in which he expected the reception to be organised
and, with his officers, participated directly in the preparations.
He especially insisted on having portraits of Mao Tse-tung, Chou
En-lai and Lui Shao-chi and other great Communist leaders set
up everywhere but he must have been quickly persuaded that
the inhabitants had no desire to decorate their town with them,
accepting only to have the face of the Dalai Lama posted up.
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The Chinese Communists and their officers already
present in Lhasa sought above all to give an air of festivity to
the arrival of the “Popular Liberation Army”. They wished to
avoid at any price that it resemble the entrance of occupation
forces into a conquered town. The staging was to correspond
to the proposition proclaimed in the 17-point Agreement ac-
cording to which Tibet was being returned to the mother coun-
try after being under the influence of foreign imperialism.

When enough military contingents had reached the out-
skirts of Lhasa, an impressive revue took place on the large
plain east of the city. Units of the infantry, cavalry and artil-
lery participated in it. There was not a single motor vehicle
because communication between China and Tibet would not
have permitted them to go through. Civilians belonging to the
Communist hierarchy also paraded on horseback and I had
the great surprise of noticing that one of them was none other
than my old friend Phintsok Wangyal, called Phiwang. He was
also making a show of returning to his homeland whence he
had been recently banned by the Government of the old regent.

Out of curiosity, many inhabitants of Lhasa came out
to the plain. They mingled freely with the Chinese soldiers
examining the details of their clothing and feeling their weap-
ons. Because the Communist leaders intended to prove their
friendliness and promote brotherhood, the men had orders to
maintain great calm and let themselves be approached without
losing their composure. However, after this experience, a cer-
tain number of rifles disappeared and from then on the Chi-
nese soldiers attached their weapons to their wide belts with
small chains.

Finally, this great demonstration, intended to display
military power as well as friendship, left bad impressions be-
cause it was marked with signs of bad omens: a violent wind
rose up, tore up the banners and overturned the portraits of
Mao and other great leaders. The Tibetans were amused and
applauded but this was too much for the Chinese. Some of
them, despite the orders for restraint, let their anger explode. If
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the day proved anything in the end, it was above all that the
population refused to collaborate with the invader and intended
to oppose them with non-violent resistance. All the events which
followed confirmed this.

[t must be recognised that the first phase of the occupa-
tion did not create an intolerable situation for the population
of Lhasa and did not submit them to a regime of tyrannical
oppression. They certainly did not hesitate manifesting their
fundamental opposition to the armed presence of the Chinese
and it became common place for example to ostensibly spit on
the portraits of Mao and then bow with hands together in front
of the portraits of the Dalai Lama. All this did not prevent the
occupying forces from persisting in their policy of moderation
and brotherhood, feigning to respect the traditional institu-
tions and not to intervene in the direct administration of the
country. Sporting forced smiles, the Communist officers vied
with each other for courtesy and in town the soldiers had re-
ceived special instructions to avoid any incident with the popu-
lace. It cannot be denied that in these first weeks of the occupa-
tion they were irreproachably polite, never displaying their
weapons and maintaining an imperturbable self-control in ev-
ery situation.

There was tension, however, because the Tibetans were
discerning enough to foresee that the occupying forces would
not persist indefinitely in this attitude of moderation. They
knew perfectly well that Communism was the enemy of all reli-
gion and that the Buddhists in China were already being perse-
cuted. They therefore looked upon the invaders not only as
foreigners but as infidels bent on the destruction of that which

they held most sacred.

In reality, behind the screen of the 17-point agreement
and the feigned respect for Tibetan autonomy, the Communist
Chinese had already begun their methodical work of under-
mining and this was destined to ruin the regime of the Dalai
Lama by secularising his administration and gradually reduc-
ing his power. They used men like Ngabo for this. He was soon
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reintegrated into his ministerial functions as was Phiwang. They
even used the Panchen Lama whose return was being prepared
under conditions designed to harm the Lhasa Government.

After seeing him in his new glory with the arrival of the
Red Army, | was curious to meet Phiwang and learn how he
had been led to collaborate so closely with the Chinese Com-
munists and to hear him speak of the situation in Tibet and the
perspectives for the future. However, in the position he was in,
I did not want to take the initiative for a meeting. However, he
was the one who came to see me having learnt | was in Lhasa
and greeted me with great displays of friendship. However, these
visits were awkward for me because he never moved about with-
out an escort of Chinese soldiers. When he came to my home
two armed men were posted on the roof and two others guarded
in the street in front of the door. This displeased my servants
very much.

However, [ don't believe Phiwang was such a bad man.
There was a sincere idealism in this former teacher for the
Kuomingtang Chinese school in Lhasa who later let himself be
seduced by leftist theories and Maoism. After our links of friend-
ship in Kalimpong where he was involved in politics as much
as he was in business, he had returned to Tibet and in 1949 was
chased out as a spy by China—in principle still the China of
the Kuomingtang whose representatives were simultaneously
expelled. His return to Lhasa now was a sort of revenge and,
although for obvious reasons he was not loved here, he could
at least say of himself that he was feared. When he went through
the streets surrounded by his escort, everyone bowed before
him and ministers themselves got down from their mounts to
greet him. [t didn’t take me long to realise that the friendship
he diligently showed me also forced me to reconsider my posi-
tion. Far from being happy about this friendship, | already sensed
the difficulties it was to cause me later.

[n their relationship with the legal Government of Ti-
bet, the Chinese used constant pressure to force her to adopt
and carry out a series of “reforms” which corresponded to their
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political interests. But they came up against obstinate resistance
from the prime minister Lukhangwa who, insensitive to their
intimidations, unyieldingly defended the prerogatives of the
young sovereign and the traditional regime which guaranteed
the liberty and identity of its people. All Tibetans knew very
well and felt that he had stood up to the Communist invaders
and they were proud of him. Never had a prime minister been
so popular.

In order to be rid of him, the Chinese stepped up their
manoeuvres with the Dalai Lama. He resisted them for several
months, but was finally obliged to give in and during the year
1952 had to ask Luhangwa to step down. Thus was taken a
new step in the enslavement of Tibet.

In any case, the occupying forces had ignored the Gov-
ernment agreement in order to undertake a series of projects
that would progressively reinforce their influence on the coun-
try and change the face of Lhasa. They began by building large
barracks in the immediate outskirts of the town and at the
same time they acquired several houses for their officers in the
town centre. Next they built a hospital for the benefit of the
Tibetan people, and then a school.

Sensing dislike on the part of the Tibetans, the Chinese
Communists increased their efforts to reduce the distrust of the
people and gain their sympathy. One is forced to recognise
that they succeeded to a certain extent, at least during the first
two or three years of the occupation and this mainly thanks to
the open air theatres and cinemas they opened and which were

a real success.
My uncles the Tsakur, who until then were owners of

the only cinema in Lhasa, were obviously much annoyed about
this, but in fact they suffered no prejudice from it, at least in
the beginning. Instead of making them shut down as the uncles
had expected, the license permitted them to run their theatre.
They obtained assurance from the Communist authorities of
being able to continue under the condition that they not show
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films which were contrary to “progressive” ideas.

This still relatively liberal policy was accompanied by
intense propaganda. Signs, public meetings and loud speakers
placed in the streets broadcast radio programmes as soon as the
occupying forces had set up a transmitting device in the region.
[t was always the same tireless repetition: China, the mother
country to whom Tibet had returned, was here to help her
develop and progress in all fields. Added to this were more and
more insidious attacks against traditional institutions. Religious
beliefs were called prejudices as were old customs, for example
the habit of sticking out the tongue as a sign of respect. How-
ever, this propaganda still avoided clashing with the very deep
religious convictions of the Tibetans and always claimed to re-
spect the famous 17-point Agreement.

After the arrival of the first units of the “Liberation
Army” the presence of military personnel very soon increased
considerably. Soldiers often seemed more numerous than civil-
ians in the streets of Lhasa. Their attitude remained proper:
they were polite, and scrupulously paid merchants for what
they bought. My uncles did excellent business with them in
their shop.

This swelling of the population of Lhasa caused a short-
age of certain food products and in the bazaar practically all
the prices rose to heights never seen in the past. Merchants
rubbed their hands together and many said that the occupa-
tion had its good side. As for the people, they may not have
suffered from this kind of inflation as much as some claimed
they did. A business sense is innate with Tibetans and most
found a way to take advantage of the sudden influx of Chinese
dollars caused by the occupation. Be that as it may, this situa-
tion was the equivalent of an aggression against the Tibetan
economy, an economy which was overturned and never again
found its equilibrium.

At the same time exchanges between Tibet and India
developed as never before. Merchandise such as textiles, food
products, and notably vegetable oils, construction material,
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watches, medicines, surgical and scientific instruments abounded
south of the Himalayas. The merchants resold a good portion of
these items to the Chinese army and made good profits on them.

A certain euphoria spread through quite a few circles in
Lhasa where people began to say that, after all, the Chinese
occupation was more tolerable than one would have believed
in the beginning. My relatives congratulated themselves be-
cause their business had never been so lively and they pursued
fruitful transactions with the Chinese. One of them brought in
two lakhs (200,000 rupees), a considerable sum for the Tibetan
market. This was advanced to them for the import of medi-
cines and construction supplies. Their Chinese partners paid
them punctually leaving them with a large profit.

In fact, the occupying forces developed and encouraged
construction. To facilitate credit they opened a bank in Lhasa
dependent on the same financial organisation which already
had a branch in Calcutta.

[t was the heyday of the politics of rapprochement and
fraternisation between India and China and the expression at-
tached to it was Hindi-Chini bhai bhai (bhai meaning brother).
Nehru, a supporter of Asian solidarity, warmly encouraged this.
The villain then was Pakistan, labelled an instrument of Ameri-
can imperialism. Such an attitude on the part of India could
not fail to have its effects felt in Lhasa where it helped the
Chinese fight against the mistrust and prejudices of the Tibet-
ans. And the latter often let themselves be put to sleep.

For my part, | led a fairly happy existence carrying on
with an interesting business project and seeing good friends. I
had then forged closer links with the family of the Dalai Lama,
in particular with Lobsang Samten, a brother younger than
Gyalo Tondup with whom I had been friends since my stay in
Nanking. He was at this time sojourning in India. I was admit-
ted into the presence of the Dalai Lama himself on several oc-
casions. He addressed me a word of welcome with a smile each
time. However, | did not have real conversations with him. |
found him beautiful and his face bore witness to a state of sanc-
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tification. Not yet polluted by the modern world, he seemed to
possess inner peace, innocence and purity. [ was moved to think
that he had hardly gone through childhood when he was al-
ready confronted with overwhelming and unsolvable problems.
The entire future of Tibet and her people depended on this
adolescent. He was completely aware of this, as were his broth-
ers, but the pleasant mood reigning in the family was unchanged.

Lobsang Samten, his younger brother, who had formed
a friendship with me despite a fairly tangible difference in age,
insisted that | come regularly to see him at Potala. Of a thought-
ful and cheerful nature, he liked to joke and laugh but we also
had serious political conversations. Mixing laughter and seri-
ousness is typical of the Tibetan mentality . We didn’t notice
time go by and my young friend then kept me for the evening
meal and often even for the night. In fact it was customary in
Tibet to have a visiting friend or simply any guest lie back on a
sofa and stay there until the morning. [ think [ was the only
Muslim to spend nights like this at Potala.

[ went only once to Norbulinka, the summer palace of
the Dalai Lama. but | was often received in the Takla home,
especially built for members of his family. Gyayum Chenmo,
the mother of His Holiness, his sister Semo Kusho, since passed
away and whose husband is presently a member of the Tibetan
Council in exile in Dharamsala, his older brother, the future
Ngari Rimpoche, the lama recognised as reincarnated from a
monastery in Ladakh, all lived there. | underwent a lasting
influence from the members of this harmonious milieu and even
now [ remain entirely devoted to them although I have aban-
doned the hope which they want to cling to, of a certain Ti-
betan restoration. For me, alas, Tibet represents a totally com-
pleted past.

When my uncles, the Tsakhur, saw [ was received into
the family circle of the Dalai Lama they felt very proud. They
took advantage of it to increase their credit and carry out their
most brilliant real estate bargain by making people believe that
our family was close to the palace.

250



The Invasion

[n the meantime, Phiwang became more insistent on
trying to interest me in the “Democratic Youth League” for
which he was in charge of organising a big conference. He had
taken up lodgings in the Yuthok house, one of the most beau-
tiful of Lhasa and he wanted me to visit him there regularly.
Given his position, | hardly dared refuse.

[ felt a contradiction between my frequenting of this
auxiliary—or “collaborator” if one wishes—sof the Chinese oc-
cupation and my familiarity with the brothers of the Dalai Lama.
However, on neither side were remarks made to me about this
subject. Moreover it happened that Phiwang himself went to
Potala. And every time he prostrated before the Dalai Lama
which a true Communist would never have done. Though he
called himself a convinced Communist, he always seemed to
me impregnated with Buddhism and in the depths of himself
he remained Tibetan.

On several occasions he tried to share his Maoist con-
victions with me. | was absolutely impermeable toward them,
especially since my discovery of the writings of Guénon but
caution ordered me not to express my opposition to him too
openly. Moreover, it would have been difficult for me to con-
tradict him on some points, especially when he denounced the
attitude of certain figures of the high nobility who were obvi-
ously corrupt and prepared to do anything to earn money. He
had got back into the disastrous game of their intrigues and
even though it was the Chinese occupation that put an end to
this, | could obviously do nothing but approve.

When Phiwang came to my home, [ took care to lay out
the works of Marx and Lenin on the table and in addition I led
him to believe that | was an admirer of Stalin. I didn’t like this
game at all but I felt the necessity of playing it because one
could already feel that too strong an opposition to the ideology
of the occupying forces risked leading to very unpleasant prob-
lems. And it was noticed that “educated” people, which I no
doubt was, were the object of special surveillance on the part of

the authorities of the occupation and their informers.
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Moreover I didn’t content myself with placing these clas-
sics of Communist literature on my table. [ read them. [t was
not only a wise precaution to be familiar with their content but
also these works were part of the tutoring that [ had been doing
for some time with the children of Ngabo, the great aristocrat
who had capitulated at Amdo and then signed the 17-point
Agreement in the name of Tibet before being reintegrated into
the Government of Lhasa where he was the main instrument
of Chinese politics. It was obviously Phiwang who obtained
this job for me which I would have willingly passed up but it
would have been risky to refuse it. So [ had begun inculcating
into the older children of this powerful figure who had two
sons and six daughters, the rudiments of English to which |
saw myself obliged to add some notions of didactic materialism!
[ had to measure my every word during these lessons because in
the Ngabo household there were always Chinese Government
officials who certainly knew Tibetan and maybe even a little
English.

Phiwang had married a Chinese Muslim of Lhasa and
was very familiar with the customs of my religion. He seemed
curious to know to what extent | myself remained attached to
it and gauged my reaction when he attacked what he called the
“prejudices” and “superstitions” of Islam or when he tried to
make me eat pork. He must have understood fairly quickly
that his scoffing had no effect. On the contrary it was he who
gave me the ever clearer impression that he was not a real Com-
munist and would never be.

One day [ said to him frankly, “You are preparing your-
self sooner or later for very big difficulties.”

“Why?”

“You have remained too Tibetan to be a real Communist.”

Because | could tell that he had kept his religious con-
science. He didn’t deny this when | remarked about it but re-
mained silent.

Cruelly for him, the future was to confirm my suspi-
cions. In the months following the great revolt of Lhasa in
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1959 Phiwang, disheartened by the excesses of the Chinese re-
pression, began to sympathise with the Tibetan resistance. This
caused him to be arrested and placed in a concentration camp
in China. He stayed there 19 months. In the spring of 1980 it
was learnt in the close circles of the Dalai Lama in India that he
had got out and was seen in Beijing at liberty. He was then but
a broken and bent over man. It was added that the Chinese

would never authorise him to return to Tibet.

In 1952 Phiwang was especially busy preparing for the
big “Democratic Youth” conference which was to be held in
Seshing, one of the properties of the Dalai Lama. It was an
event to which the Chinese authorities attached the greatest
importance.

There was not yet any question of converting young
Tibetans to Communism because it was recognised that, since
most of them had remained completely foreign to the modern
world, they were not ready to understand Marxist and Maoist
theories. The aim of regimenting them into the new youth
organisation was to make them more receptive to new ideas
and inculcate into them a critical attitude toward religion and
the traditional social order. In order to do this, they attempted
to incite them against the administration and the nobility, and
monks were turned into objects of ridicule. On the other hand,
interminable praise was showered upon the progressive spirit
of Chinese Communists whose presence brought so much good

to Tibetans and helped them to “develop.”
The participants in the conference were divided into

groups according to their professional, social, ethnic or geo-
graphical origin. Thus, the youth of Lhasa formed a group as
well as those from Lokha for example, and from Kongpo, Amdo
or Kham. There were also groups of peasants, merchants, handi-
craft workers and even the nobility of the Muslim community.
All this was organised extremely carefully down to the last de-
tail and there was little risk of finding oneself incorporated into

a group which was not really onc’s own. The proceedings of
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the event demonstrated how efficiently the Chinese Commu-
nists had succeeded in sorting out the population of Tibet in
only a few months.

Phiwang had insisted that | take an active part in the
conference and that | even give a speech. [ told myself then
that I might be better off leaving Lhasa and regaining Indian
territory, but once again [ feared the repercussions of such a
refusal which could also cause trouble for my family. [ therefore
composed a perfectly hypocritical speech and forced myself to
calm my scruples by telling myself that such concessions might
serve the Tibetan cause and that the only chance for the sur-
vival of Tibet lay in the honest application of the 17-point
Agreement.

[n the middle of the conference | thought [ noticed my
old friend from Nanking, Gyalo Tondup, the brother of the
Dalai Lama, amongst the participants. His presence surprised
me. Lobsang Samten confirmed that it was indeed him and
transmitted a message from him to me asking me to meet him
after the meeting.

When we were face to face, Gyalo Tondup addressed
me in a loud voice so that everyone could hear his warm re-
marks, praising the work of the Chinese Communists. He said
he was proud to have been received as a member of the Demo-
cratic Youth and expressed his gratitude to Chairman Mao.
Winking, [ answered him in the same voice and with the same
grandiloquence but the looks we exchanged gave away our real
feelings and we both knew that we had perfectly understood
each other.

Despite his profession of “democratic” faith, Gyalo
Tondup, in whose company [ had lived in Nanking in an at-
mosphere of perfect simplicity, now assumed the prerogatives
that his status of brother of the Dalai Lama confirmed upon
him, wearing the traditional attire and insignia of his high dig-
nity. Everyone bowed before him, even the great Communist
figures. But | hardly ever saw him during the three weeks of his
stay in Lhasa because he never had a free minute, running left
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and right meeting all sorts of people, especially high-ranking
officials and Chinese officers. He informed no-one of his comings
and goings, not even his brothers, who found him pre-occu-
pied and tense. Many years later, after | had stopped seeing
him, [ learnt from a reliable source that he had made this trip
for the American CIA.

Although [ had few occasions to see Gyalo Tondup I
was at least able to meet his wife, a Hong Kong Chinese whom
he had brought with him so that she would have a direct expe-
rience of Tibet. This marriage had attracted many comments
within his family and beyond. As brother of the sovereign he
could have set his heart upon any girl of the aristocracy, the
most beautiful, the richest, the noblest. He had preferred this
Chinese woman, a charming, highly educated woman who spoke
fluent English and had already begun a serious study of Ti-
betan. She seemed to have adopted the homeland of her hus-
band and [ had the impression she was already a Tibetan at
heart.

One fine day Gyalo Tondup disappeared as suddenly as
he had appeared. He had told the Chinese authorities that he
was going to visit some property of the Dalai Lama in Kongpu
in the southeast of Tibet and would soon return to Lhasa. In
reality, accompanied by his wife, he kept on going East in the
direction of Assam where he crossed the border to reach In-
dian territory again. When he didn't return, the Chinese realised

he had tricked them.
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CHAPTER XI

THE REFUSAL

I was feeling increasingly ill at ease since the “Democratic Youth”
conference. Furious at the role that Phiwang made me play, |
had reasons to fear there would be yet many more compromis-
ing situations | would be placed in. In fact it was clear that in
the short run the Chinese Communists and their Tibetan coun-
terparts were capable of working together to modernise the
country. Now there was no more doubt for me that this
modernisation was only the preface to a pre-prepared methodic
subversion aimed at overturning the traditional and theocratic
regime of Tibet, practically the last in the world. It was more
and more repugnant to me to lend a hand to a policy which
was so contrary to my convictions.

However, the Chinese presence also had positive effects.
The construction of hospitals, progress in public hygiene, the
development of communications and irrigation, the promotion
of agriculture and animal husbandry, all of this could be cred-
ited to their work. Along with a growth in trade, there was
undoubtedly a rise in the standard of living, especially in Lhasa.
More varied merchandise flowed in through the Indian route:
textiles, cosmetics, tooth brushes, the use of which tended to
spread, American gadgets, Swiss watches. These objects, which
until recently were not in demand outside the nobility, were
now accessible to a more widespread social strata and the Chi-
nese soldiers themselves sought them.
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There was also progress in the field of education, at least
on a quantitative level. The number of schools increased, and
teaching methods were modernised. Until then children had
come to school carrying big slates on which they spent all day
covering with letters, as they had always done and still do in
some villages in India and other parts of the Muslim world.
Following the example of New China, the teaching of the writ-
ten language was simplified and speeded up, obviously to per-
mit an increase in readers capable of assimilating Communist
literature and “Maoist thought.”

At the secondary school level, the occupying power
stressed the training of young intellectuals whom they attracted
to their schools in Lhasa. The courses in these schools were
generally of good quality independent of the emphasis put on
Chinese culture and Marxist ideology. Two of my young cous-
ins followed some of these classes, apparently avoiding being
indoctrinated, and learnt Chinese perfectly.

Young Tibetans of good families whom the English for-
merly welcomed into their boarding schools in India were now
invited to continue their studies in Chinese universities and
many took advantage of it. Training programmes or simple
touristic trips aimed at showing off China’s progress were
organised for government officials, various important people
and even monks.

[n the domain of culture and popular education the Chi-
nese occupying forces insisted on the use of Tibetan. They sought
to make this language suited for modern and scientific con-
cepts. To this end they promoted the introduction of new terms,
preferably of Chinese origin, to designate technical inventions,
especially those related to electricity, radio, motors and avia-
tion. In this respect it must be recognised that there was a
“Tibetanisation” movement which also found its expression in
serious publishing projects, not only of Communist inspiration

but also of general interest.
Toward this aim, a special translation bureau was

founded which accomplished work of remarkable quality. This
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was even admitted by educated Tibetans most opposed to the
Chinese presence. The translated texts were no longer written
in the classical and archaic language, as most books and printed
articles were until then and which only well educated people
could understand, but in a modernised Tibetan that was acces-
sible to all Tibetans who had been to school. To accelerate the
printing of all this new literature, according to what Phiwang
told me, they had recourse to an old press which a certain
Tharchin possessed in Kalimpong where he published a jour-
nal in Tibetan Pho-i Melong (The Mirror of Tibet) after having
for a long time printed works ordered by Christian missionar-
ies. Tharchin was called on to return to Tibet to participate in
this work of “progress.”

The inhabitants of Lhasa willingly recognised that all
was not negative in the innovations brought in by the occupy-
ing forces. They had acquired a taste for cinemas and open air
theatres and these were always full. One even had the impres-
sion sometimes that fraternisation was growing and relations
between Tibetans and Chinese were becoming less tense.

In reality all the effort that the occupying forces exerted
to win sympathy only gave meager results because the Tibetans
felt fundamentally different from the Chinese. The Tibetans
had clearly expressed their desire to be totally independent from
the Chinese for a long time and often had been treated as such
by the British power in India. Now the prime objective of the
Chinese was precisely to impose the axiom that Tibet was an
integral part of China. The “Popular Liberation Army” was
therefore not in foreign territory and those who spoke of the
“occupation” were denounced as playing the game of “imperial-
ist” propaganda.

Although on the surface the situation still seemed rela-
tively normal, one could feel the relentless opposition of the
population to the presence of the “brothers come to help us” as
was said ironically. Jokes and songs ridiculing the Chinese were
heard more and more in the streets where the practice became
widespread of backing away from Mao portraits and other
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Communist emblems with ostensible disgust. Real and imagi-
nary rumours were circulated and the agents of important fig-
ures of the aristocracy repeated them to one another in small
inns and teahouses.

For example, in a domain which was close at heart to
the Tibetans, it was said that the Chinese authorities were op-
posed to love and did not let men court women serving in the
army, taking care also to separate lovers because the Party alone
decided who was to be married. A case was even cited of a
young Chinese couple who, in desperation, had thrown them-
selves into the river of Lhasa.

But what raised the most indignation and worry was to
hear repeated that the Communist Chinese were enemies of all
religions and that they had come with the intention of destroy-
ing the Tibetan religion. Everyday one heard scandalous re-
marks about the impiety of these people who were capable of
every abomination even eating human flesh.

Without giving much credit to such talk it was clear to
me that the Communist Chinese, in virtue of their ideology
with which [ was now familiar, were fundamentally opposed to
traditional Tibet and that their moderation only represented a
transitory phase of their policy.

The future seemed very threatening to me. The mount-
ing tension felt between the occupying forces and the occupied
populace increased my worries which became even heavier with
new advances made by Phiwang. | knew him well enough to
see that he himself was not at ease in the role he had accepted
to play but he was locked into a part which he had to play until
the end, and for this role, he lacked support. This was why he
sought to associate me in his activities. And as I didn’t let my-

self be convinced he once said to me:
“Wahid, your duty is to collaborate with us and if you

don’t, you'll regret it one day. I know your attachment to Tibet
and you should take advantage of the opportunity to partici-
pate in the great emancipation of the Tibetan culture that has

now started.”
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Here he implied, like the Marxists did, that the tradi-
tional culture of Tibet was really worthless because it was feu-
dal and aristocratic but once it came down to the level of the
common people it would finally flower. It goes without saying
that I fundamentally disagreed with this point of view but it
wasn’t the time to discuss this aspect of things at length. In
effect, what Phiwang wanted of me was that I work in the trans-
lation bureau.

Very well qualified Tibetan intellectuals were already
collaborating with this bureau. One of the most eminent was
Tshatu Rimpoche, a reincarnated lama but married and the
father of very pretty daughters. He had opened a school for
teaching Tibetan and the Chinese offered him large amounts
of money for his service. Another was Horkhang Geshay, a
scholarly man of Mongolian origin who was highly paid for his
translations of Marx and other Communist authors into Ti-
betan. Changlochan, the former “republican” conspirator in
the time of Lungshar, had also been recruited by the bureau
whose personnel also included a group of Chinese intellectuals
who knew Tibetan and even sometimes English. The authori-
ties of the occupying forces attached the greatest importance to
the activity of this bureau, indispensable for their propaganda.

The Tibetan versions of the fundamental texts on Marx-
ism were done by excellent translators but they had worked
from Chinese texts. They were aware that these texts were far-
ther from the originals in European languages than the English
versions were. What was therefore expected of me was a revi-
sion of the Tibetan translations from English versions of the
same texts. Another collaborator was to find himself entrusted
with the same task from Russian versions.

This job that Phiwang urged me to accept inspired me
above all with repugnance. Certainly | remained completely
prepared to serve Tibetan culture but not the culture that the
Communists were striving to deform. In short, I was horrified
at the idea of contributing to the spread of revolutionary doc-
trines as they sought to oblige me to do, doctrines opposed to
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the teachings of Guénon and to ideas | was attached to with all
my being.

To help me get over my misgivings, Phiwang made me a
firm offer: 300 Chinese dollars a month and, as an employee of
the translation bureau, membership in the “commune” of offi-
cials which he himself belonged to. These very favourable con-
ditions did not make me change my mind. However, | dared
not refuse too categorically because I felt myself surrounded by
growing threats and began to fear for my safety and that of my
family. As a Muslim of Lhasa who had gone through univer-
sity, | knew from a reliable source that the Chinese police had
their eye on me. What complicated things more was my status
as a Ladakhi, therefore an Indian citizen.

[ risked finding myself taken into the Communist mesh
without being able to get out again. This idea filled me with
anxiety and [ went so far as to tell myself that the best thing to
do would be to pack my bags once again and leave Lhasa, the
city of dreams where a nightmarish atmosphere had set in. Not
knowing what decision to take, | asked the advice of the broth-
ers of the Dalai Lama. They did not give me a real response,
only advising me not to rush into anything and assured me of
their understanding. Seeing my disconcerted face, they began
to laugh at my confusion. | remarked to them that they them-
selves risked finding themselves sooner or later in a situation
comparable to the one | was then debating.

It was still possible for ordinary people to travel more or
less freely across Tibet and even to cross the frontier on the
Indian side. Since the Communist administration was inter-
ested in me and watched me, [ no longer felt freedom of move-
ment and [ could no longer envisage leaving Tibet without their
permission. | knew that a number of aristocrats and other
wealthy people began to emigrate discretely and the desire to
imitate them was growing in me. But in my particular situa-
tion, [ had to think up a pretext to be able to leave without
being bothered. Which one? I decided to feel out my most im-
portant relationships in the Communist camp, beginning with
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Ngabo.

[ met him fairly often at the lessons that I had had to
accept to give to his children. This was an activity which |
hoped would contribute to my security and that of my family
because this figure was at the height of power. Thanks to the
occupying forces, he had become the most influential of the
members of Government, and had assigned himself the task of
making the Dalai Lama collaborate as closely as possible with
the Chinese. Whenever | arrived at his home, he spoke a few
words of welcome to me, sometimes asking of news of my fam-
ily. I then began to tell him about my wife’s poor health and
the necessity of having her treated abroad. [ also told him that
[ hoped to return to Ladakh where I still had some property. |
had several conversations on this subject with Ngabo who in
essence answered:

“You have come amongst us at a time when knowledge
like yours is precious. Your contribution will help us build a
new Tibet. You love this country and you have the duty to
participate in the great work of reconstruction which has now
started. If you leave us now, you'll regret it later because you
will have missed a great opportunity which may never present
itself again, to work in a useful way for the progress of the
Tibetan people.”

The aristocrat who addressed me seemed sincere. But
what a difference from the cheerful companion he had been
some years earlier when he was not yet a star of politics but of
the mundane life of Lhasa! My cousins had often taken part in
picnics with him. He was known as an inveterate mahjong player
and he put high stakes into the game. In fact, at this time,
mahjong, of Chinese origin, was very widespread in high Ti-
betan society and during mundane gatherings it was often pre-
ferred to political conversations. Many lost their money play-
ing it, within the aristocracy as well as the more modest classes
of society.

Ngabo, the worldly man, the player, was not the same
man after he returned from China. It was said that he under-
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went brain-washing. He didn’t play anymore—except for the
game of making his co-patriots believe that his politics contrib-
uted to their welfare. The conversations | had with him de-
manded caution, because they were undoubtedly heard by the
Chinese agents. Nevertheless | didn’t lose hope of obtaining
his support.

Ngabo, Phiwang and the Dalai Lama represented three
poles between which I tried to maneuver. What contrasts be-
tween them! Ngabo unconsciously played the game of the Chi-
nese. Phiwang was consciously their instrument. As for the Dalai
Lama, he retained an immense moral authority but his tempo-
ral power was constantly undermined by the occupying forces
and | couldn’t expect any concrete support from him.

My friend Lobsang Yeshay's position increased my
troubles even more by creating complications for me in my
business. He had separated himself from the former regent Takta
and his entourage to become closer to the Chinese, letting him-
self be tempted by the offers they made to young intellectual
Tibetans to send them to study in Chinese universities. He
therefore declared that he was ready to leave for Peking so that
later, he said, he could better collaborate in the development of
Tibet.

As he was a monk, to try to prevent Lobsang Yeshay
from leaving, I had the idea of approaching Yiktsang, the high-
est administrative authority in the clergy, by making the most
of a debt Lobsang had with me of 10,000 rupees. I claimed he
shouldn’t have the right to leave Lhasa without having reim-
bursed it. The amount of the debt did not hold him back at all
and instead of discussing it, he gave it to me immediately and
we separated and he left. [ suppose the monastic state weighed
upon him. In any case, it wasn’t long before he married.

As an Indian citizen | observed the attitude of the Delhi
authorities in the face of the new situation created on their
northern border. Having reacted only mildly to the invasion of
Tibet which, moreover was not only against the law, but also
contradicted the assurances given a short time earlier by the
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Chinese leaders of not resorting to force, the Indian govern-
ment was not long in officially recognising the fait accompli by
upgrading its diplomatic representation in Lhasa into a consul
general. This diplomatic representation had been there since
1947 when it succeeded the former British mission. This act
-was of capital importance for Tibet. Besides Nepal, Great Brit-
ain was the only foreign power with which Tibet had main-
tained relations as a de facto independent state, entering into
agreements with her such as the treaty of Simla in 1914, in
which China was not included. And the British had never
recognised Tibet as an integral part of China, only admitting
that the country was placed under her “suzerainty”. This guar-
anteed Tibet great autonomy and obliged the Chinese not to
intervene in her internal affairs nor to occupy her militarily.

Ever since the declaration of Indian independence, the
Government of Delhi had officially declared that, as successor
and inheritor of British power in India, it would assume all
rights and obligations toward Tibet. This meant that the Indi-
ans, like the British before them, considered themselves the
guarantors of Tibet's autonomy.

However, events had just proven that India did not as-
sume these responsibilities at all. India hardly reacted to the
military invasion of Tibet and the nomination of a consul gen-
eral in Lhasa amounted to recognising Tibet as a “region of
China” with the same status as any other region. What is more,
India’s ambassador to Peking, the sardar Panikkar, seemed anx-
ious to conform to the views of the Communist Chinese using
all his influence with Nehru to make him adopt a lenient atti-
tude in this affair. This was to cause so much disappointment
for Tibetans and friends of Tibet.

The senior official in the consul general of India in Lhasa
was a certain major Sen. Now | learnt from a reliable source
that he had made suggestions to the Dalai Lama on behalf of
his Government. The main idea of these suggestions was more
or less the following:

“By dealing with Communist China and showing mod-
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eration as she had done until now, India sought to win the
good will of China’s leaders. Even if we appear to have given
way to their demands on several points, our position toward
Tibet remains in principle unchanged and carries with it the
same obligations as during the time of the British, in such a
way that we shall maintain the same relations with you.”

When these remarks were reported to me I couldn’t be-
lieve my ears because they were in such flagrant contradiction
to the facts. They demonstrated a strange blindness and at the
same time risked fostering dangerous illusions with the Tibetan
leaders. Such an attitude seemed to me disastrous for the pres-
tige of India in Tibet.

Already in Kalimpong when rumours, alas, all too
founded, began to circulate about the invasion of Tibet by the
Chinese, [ had been surprised at the reaction of the Indian
authorities. They had been generally unwilling to recognise the
seriousness of the facts and accepted fairly reluctantly the pres-
ence of foreign reporters. Since then this tendency had increased
and the ambiguous attitude of the Indian Government seemed
to give implicit acquiescence to the Chinese intervention in
Tibet to the point that the term “liberation” was heard from
the mouths of some of India’s representatives. The Chinese
Communists on their side never showed any gratitude to the
Indians for their “understanding”, not offering them the least
compensation in exchange for the rights they had given up on
their northern borders and treated them very cavalierly until
the ill-fated Sino-Indian war of 1962 put a full stop to all the
illusions.

This sort of resignation on the part of India was to cause
much bitterness amongst Tibetans because India was the coun-
try with which they had the most links. First of all, geographi-
cally, communications with India are easier than with China
but above all it was from India whence came Buddhism. All

Tibetan culture bears witness to Indian influences. Tibetan
anskrit. Many folk customs have their

writing is derived from S !
alaya, even the habit of chewing

origin at the south of the Him
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betel leaves. Tibetans have never considered Indians complete
foreigners because they feel so many affinities with them. By
contrast, apart from Buddhism which created some bonds be-
tween Tibetans and Chinese over the centuries, from an eth-
nic, linguistic and cultural point of view, Tibetans have noth-
ing in common with the Chinese who became even more for-
eign to them since Communism forced the Chinese to reject
the sacred heritage of their own tradition.

Disappointed as so many others were by the develop-
ment of Indo-Tibetan relations, [ hardly wished to seek help
and advice from the new consul general and undertook a new
attempt with Phiwang.

First | emphasised that my wife’s health gave us serious
worry and necessitated treatment that she could only receive
outside of Tibet. To this first reason for going to India were
added others, relating to my property in Ladakh and my busi-
ness which had been left hanging in Kalimpong and it was
urgent that [ take care of it. When all this was settled, [ would
hasten to return to Lhasa to begin my new job in the transla-
tion bureau. But Phiwang listened to me skeptically.

“You are trying to escape,” he answered. “How impor-
tant can this business be in Ladakh and Kalimpong if you are
really devoted to the Tibetan cause and her development?”

This conversation took place over a meal to which he
had invited me in his apartment at the Yuthok “commune.”
We were eating an excellent hare. [ recall mentioning that in
my childhood we were forbidden to eat the heads of rabbits for
religious reasons. Phiwang reacted sharply:

“You would do better to get rid of all these old fash-
ioned ideas about what is permitted and what isn’t and learn to
look ahead. The next generation will have no more religion at
all.” _

Upon taking leave of him [ lost all hope of obtaining
any help from him.

However, three days later | received a message inform-
ing me that Rokia, my wife, was expected at the Tihmon hospi-
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tal for a medical examination. [t was the first of the hospitals
built and managed by the Chinese in Lhasa.

We presented ourselves there the next day and the con-
sultations took place in fairly good conditions. They revealed
that my wife, who had recently given birth to a little girl, Farida
Banu, should in fact undergo an operation and receive treat-
ment abroad. Although there was nothing joyful about this
medical problem, we were happy to learn of it because it opened
for us the exit door of Tibet. Our relief didn’t last long because
the Chinese doctors quickly added:

“You won’t go to India for this but to China where
treatment is of much better quality.”

So there was the situation, singularly complicated, and
we dared not look at each other upon leaving the hospital. In
my distress | resolved to attempt a final approach with Ngabo:

“l beg you,” I said to him, “to use your influence to
persuade the Chinese that our trip to India is necessary, not
only because of my wife’s health but also because [ have urgent
business to settle in Kalimpong and Ladakh.”

When he heard Ladakh mentioned, Ngabo remarked
that normally it should be part of Tibet. In effect, the Commu-
nists liked “pan-Tibetan” ideas which due to past events, had
already sometimes been used in Lhasa because the Chinese saw
the possibility of spreading their domination in upper Asia.
Aside from this not very encouraging political consideration
for my homeland, he gave me no assurance and I left him in a

fairly despondent mood.
[ then returned to Potala in the hope of finding there

not the solution to my problem but at least some consolation.
[ was in fact welcomed with the same kindness as usual and
Lobsang Samten informed the Dalai Lama, his brother, of the

difficulties I was struggling with.
At last the friendship of Ngabo and Phiwang worked

simultaneously in the direction | had so eagerly hoped for. Al-
though with reticence, they finally gave in to my insistence and
four weeks later I was informed that, taking into account my
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wife’s health and the personal business I had to settle in India
and in Ladakh, the occupation authorities had no objection to
my departure, on the condition that | then return and take up
the post which was awaiting me in the translation bureau.

My relief was immense and it was a day of celebration at
home. Our preparations for departure began immediately and
with my wife and children [ went to take leave of my uncles
and cousins. In fact the family bonds remained stronger than
the disagreements that had put us in opposition, and Khwaja
Abdul Aziz, my father-in-law, was particularly sad to see his
daughter and grandchildren leave. He asked me to at least leave
my son, Muhammed Siddiq, the only male descendant of his
generation. [ replied to him that on the contrary it was he,
Khwaja Abdul Aziz, who would have done well, given the im-
passe we found ourselves in Lhasa, to leave with me and to try
to get at least part of his belongings out of Tibet. But neither he
nor his brothers wanted to see my point of view because their
business continued to prosper and the Chinese clientele always
brought them great profits. They were not willing to see farther
than their immediate commercial interests.

| also returned to the Dalai Lama’s palace to take leave
of him and those around him. I had the impression then that
they already felt so ill at ease under the inquisitive looks of the
occupying forces that they also would have liked to set off on
the southern route toward the Indian frontier. In any case they
expressed to me their complete understanding.

Leaving Lhasa with the few mules and ponies that car-
ried us, a servant, and our baggage, we formed a very modest
caravan. We took the now so familiar track which went through
Gyatsay and towards Phari Dzong, Yatung and the Shumbi
valley. But [ did not feel safe. | feared that the excuses for leav-
ing that | had put forward had not convinced the members of
the Chinese information service and that agents might be at
our heels. During the night at each lap the slightest noise woke
me with a start. [ thought | saw spies everywhere, in each vil-
lage and at each turning of the track. At least | could have total
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trust in our servant, Maymay Rinzin, whose devotion was per-
fect. This long ride with a woman in frail health and two small
children was a difficult trial added to which was the sadness of
thinking that we were going to leave Tibet perhaps forever.

However, | had to admit that the Tibetans we met along
the way or in the homes where we spent the night remained as
[ had always known them: hospitable, helpful and smiling. The
Communist occupation had not yet changed anything in their
behaviour.

The anxiety did not leave me when our caravan en-
tered the Shumbi valley and set off on the downward track in
the direction of Tatung and the border of Sikkim because the
Chinese army and administration were present there too and
my imagination made me fear being arrested, sent back to the
North and treated like a spy. Something entirely new, a check
point had been set up at the border and we had to have our
papers examined. Formerly we had always gone through there
without thinking of showing any official document.

The officials who inspected us were Tibetan but [ no-
ticed in the background Chinese soldiers who were overseeing
the operation. The sight of them aroused my anxiety but, thanks
to God, it was possible for us to go through without any other
inconvenience except additional emotion.

We breathed more easily when we arrived at the first
Indian post, also a novelty in this place | had so often gone
through without even knowing exactly where the track crossed
the border. We had nothing to fear, on the contrary, but its
presence, like that of the preceding checkpoint, was significant
of the end of an era, that of the caravans that slowly but freely
crossed the immensity of Central Asia.

We soon arrived in Gangtok, capital of Sikkim. In ordi-
nary times, | would have gone directly on to Kalimpong where
I had so many friends to sce and business to settle. However, it
was known that since the Chinese occupation the town had
become a meeting place for spies and agents working for all 'the
powers interested in this region of the world. Upon arriving
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there [ would certainly have been spotted by informers who
watched the movements of all travellers coming from or going
to the North and [ would have run the risk of passing for a spy
myself. | preferred to avoid that.

However, I was keen to go on to Calcutta and get into
contact with the Indian administration, considering it my duty
to share with the authorities of my country information [ had
on the situation in Tibet and about various aspects of the Chi-
nese occupation. | met a highly placed Indian official, native of
Sikkim, Mr. Lhatsering, head of the regional information ser-
vice. He told me frankly that his Government had a very staunch
stance toward the Tibetan question and was not much in agree-
ment with my own view of the facts, so that he didn’t consider
it worthwhile to transmit what | had to say to his superiors. |
also sent a note to friends [ had in the police service in
Kalimpong, in particular Mr. Namshu who gave me a rendez-
vous on the Tista bridge on the road between that city and
Gangtok. He listened to me attentively but also in a troubled
way because the current politics of India directly contradicted
the picture [ made of the situation in Lhasa as well as for the
dark perspectives of the future that [ foresaw for Tibet.

There was no point in insisting. The era of the caravans
having ended for us as well, I took a car for Siliguri with my
wife and children and from there a train that let us off at Sialda
station in Calcutta.

In the midst of the crowds of travellers getting off in the
great city and the people coming to meet them, a police agent
stopped me and enquired:

“Do you know a Mr. Abdul Wahid Radhu, a passenger
coming from Lhasa who should arrive in Calcutta today?”

The question set off a reflex of fear in me again and
with only the thought about getting rid of this representative
of the authorities as quickly as possible, | answered:

“He’s an important man travelling in first class. You'll find him
down there at the end of the platform.” And [ slipped away.

During our week-long stay in Calcutta where we were
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in a hotel, the police appeared to be no longer interested in me.
After Lhasa, where we felt constantly spied upon, it was a joy
to find an atmosphere of freedom in India.

The “Frontier Mail” that we took at the Howra station
took us to Delhi. My cousin Ataullah was waiting for us there.
He was then second secretary to the high commission (embassy)
of Pakistan in the Indian capital. He had a pleasant apartment
there where he offered us hospitality.

Thus mixing with the diplomatic society of Delhi for a
few weeks I had the opportunity to meet many interesting people
and in particular representatives of Oriental countries whose
leaders were at that time all carried away with the principles of
“Asian solidarity.” I wanted to draw their attention to the situ-
ation in Tibet and to the tragedy that was building up there.
But out of fear of drawing attention to myself by the Indian
government, [ hardly dared talk about it, and moreover it was
clear to me that in the diplomatic corps practically no-one was
concerned about Tibet. At a time when everyone was celebrat-
ing decolonisation, it was out of place to mention that Tibet
constituted a typical case of “recolonisation.”

Ataullah obviously took a keen interest in all that [ told
him about my recent experiences in Lhasa. But he only used
the information for his personal documentation and not for a
report to his Government. As in every respectable administra-
tion he was not supposed to go beyond the bounds of his nor-
mal duties and these consisted mainly of receiving people at the

aeroport and accompanying them back there...
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CHAPTER XII

DIVERGENCES

For my wife and I our flight from Tibet was a veritable heart-
break. A whole part of our lives had slipped away. Helpless as
I was, as a natural reaction | decided to return to Ladakh, my
homeland, and to set off once again on the road to Kashmir.

Upon our arrival in Srinigar [ got in touch with con-
tacts | had kept up, in particular with Sonam Norbu, an emi-
nent Ladakhi and good friend of the family. He immediately
invited me to move into his house with my wife and children.
Such were the bonds of trust and friendship that united Ladakhis
despite the differences in religion because he was a Buddhist.
He was then the most devoted and most representative of
Ladakhi interests to the Kashmiri Government and was to re-
main so for long years to come. His assistance and hospitality
were an immense help during this period in which we found
ourselves almost like refugees, having lost most of our posses-
sions.

Politics in Kashmir had just gone through a troubled
period. At the end of 1953 Sheikh Abdullah, the most popular
political man of the country, had been at the head of the Gov-
ernment since independence, was arrested at the instigation of
certain Indian circles who suspected him of maintaining secret
contacts with Pakistan. His successor was Bakshi Ghulam
Muhammad, who until then was vice prime-minister and who,
because of popular support, inspired total confidence in the
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Delhi leadership.

It was based on this political background that Sonam
Norbu and I began to explore the possibility of setting up a
business which could serve the interests of Ladakh. Then
Kushok Bakula appeared on the scene, the lama-politician whom
lalready mentioned in relation to the monastery of Hemis who
was interested in exporting Ladakhi products. He was in the
good graces of the new prime minister and he seemed to be able
to obtain all the necessary support from him for carrying out
Important projects.

My cousin Abdul Haqq, whose experience and advice
could be valuable, came from Leh to see me in Srinigar. We
had lengthy meetings with Kushok Bakula about the economic
situation in Ladakh.

Exports from Ladakh, principally made up of high qual-
ity wools, were at that time mostly in the hands of either
Kashmiris of the valley or Hoshiarpuris (natives of Hoshiarpur
in Pundjab). They extracted profits which were much exagger-
ated in our opinion and it seemed to us desirable to set up an
organisation which would allow Ladakhis to get a better retri-
bution for their products and avoid the intermediary of these
greedy merchants. Upon my suggestion, it was decided amongst
us three to submit to the Government a plan for the creation of
a co-operative firm whose members and collaboration would

be exclusively Ladakhi.

However, just as we were finalising our plans, a friend
who held an official position offered me a job in the police of
the State of Jammu and Kashmir. It was an interesting admin-
istrative post of a relatively high rank but having once already
refused to be a diplomat, I didn’t see myself as a policeman. |
took the advice of Abdul Hagq who strongly dissuaded me. He
thought that the projects we were planning were much more in

accordance with the family tradition.
A company under the name Ladakhh Pashmina and Wool

Syndicate was established, a firm with a capital of five lakhs (half
million rupees) advanced by the State of Kashmir. Each one of us
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contributed funds to it and | was named director.

The question of the head office of the firm opened lively
discussions. Should it be opened up in Ladakh itself or in
Srinigar? In those days the road which allowed one to cover
the distance separating Leh from the Kashmir valley in two
days did not yet exist and the trip on pony back took two
weeks. Since air communication was irregular and perilous and
because the most important clients of the firm would be foreign
businesses, mainly English and American, we decided to set up
our offices in Srinigar. This created a misunderstanding with
the Indian authorities who perhaps did not understand why a
firm devoted to defending Ladakhi interests wouldn’t be estab-
lished in Leh. In fact, our establishment in Srinigar did not at
all imply a relationship of subordination to the Government.
Although we obtained most of our capital from the Govern-
ment we were firmly resolved to remain independent of it and
maintain our freedom of action.

Our trade involved the famous so-called pashmina and
shahtush which have given Kashmir a world-wide reputation. [t
is interesting to note that the fine material and shawls which
are usually called “Kashmiri” are made of a material not native
to Kashmir properly speaking but to Ladakh, and are some-
times found in Sinkiang but mainly in western Tibet. Pashmina
is taken from the stomach of goats living at a high altitude.
Some herds live around Leh. Shahtush, the highest quality and
a product of great luxury which no other wool can equal in
both lightweightness and warmth, comes from wild goats, types
of gazelles of high plateaus that only live in Tibet. The suppli-
ers of this product which was destined for a rich clientele were
extremely poor and belonged to a social class which was scorned
by the Buddhists because it was a class that hunted and killed
the animals whose wool they sold and meat they ate. Moreover
shahtush has only ever existed in relatively small quantities on
the market.

In Ladakh two communities specialised in the gather-
ing and trading of pashmina. First of all, the Arghons, usually
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Muslim descendants of immigrants from Sinkiang. They car-
ried on a sort of trade with the merchants of Srinigar and in
exchange for their precious wool, obtained various textiles,
shawls, soap and utensils. They then distributed this merchan-
dise amongst sedentary and nomadic Tibetans who obtained
for them the raw pashmina and sometimes shahtush. But they
hardly earned anything themselves from this trade, because they
were accustomed to spending almost everything they earned in
order to eat well and purchase beautiful clothing for themselves
which gave them a proud look.

The Shammaps, Buddhists of lower Ladakh, were more
prosperous. They were involved in both pashmina trade and
agriculture. They had the practice of loading their bales onto
donkeys and only travelling at night, resting during the day
and costing practically nothing to their owners, whereas the
Arghons normally rode horses or at least mules. The people of
Shamma increased their prosperity over the years. There are
now many of them in business and administration.

The transactions involving pashmina have never been
easy and disputes having to do with quality were almost inevi-
table between Ladakhi suppliers and merchants of Kashmir and
the Punjab, the latter never failing to complain about too many
goat hairs remaining in the real pashmina. In fact it was never
possible to remove absolutely all of them but the fewer that
remained the better the quality. The elimination of these hairs
was done in Srinigar where the merchandise was processed.

From the time of my grandfather, | had often been
present in the courtyard of our house in Leh for the weighing
of the wool always accompanied by vehement discussions which
could last entire days. But Hadji Muhammad Siddiq was not
specialised in this trade and didn’t like the greed involved in it.
He was content to occasionally purchase small quantities of
pashmina from Arghons whom he knew well and then sell it in

Srinigar.
All the raw material furnished by the Arghons and the

Shammapas was classified according to origin, length of the
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wool and the presence of goat hairs. There were three main
categories of qualities. The first two were made up of wool of
exclusively Tibetan origin with the exception of some import
from Karakoram and Sinkiang. Ladakh, in particular in Rupshu
and the neighbouring regions of Tibet, has hardly produced
anything except third quality which is already a very appreci-
ated level.

The Chinese occupation of Tibet in 1951 did not at all
stop this trade which represented an important source of rev-
enue for the generally very poor inhabitants of these regions.
But the events of 1959 delivered a hard blow to the commerce
from which it has never really recovered. The Chinese closed
the borders completely and they themselves bought up the pro-
duction of raw wool to distribute on their own market. The
Ladakhis and Kashmiris were deprived of better quality, which
however began to reappear after several years in small quanti-
ties and therefore at high prices. Some merchants even man-
aged to obtain the authentic shahtush which from then on has
been worth more than its weight in gold. It seems that this
precious commodity arrived clandestinely into Indian territory
because in these immense mountainous stretches it will always
be impossible to completely block the frontier.

During the first year of the company’s existence I tried
to obtain the monopoly on the pashmina produced in Ladakh
or coming from northern border regions where communica-
tions were still normal. To overcome the competition of
Kashmiri and Hashiarpuri merchants, it was necessary to raise
the prices paid to suppliers and in this initial phase, we were
thus prevented from earning any profit. Our Ladakhi partners
were obviously satisfied but very soon we noticed a keen hostil-
ity on the part of powerful business circles who sought to harm
us by using slander. We were wrong at that time not to take
their provocations seriously enough and in particular to not
sufficiently secure our position with the central government of
India and its representatives in Kashmir. A court action was
even taken against me but was reversed to the confusion of our
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enemies because they could not find anything reprehensible in
my administration. Despite these difficulties our enterprise was
satisfactorily launched and [ was happy to do something which
conformed to the family tradition.

Naturally, [ continued to follow closely the development
of the situation in Tibet, and [ learnt that my Taskhur uncles
were feeling more and more uncomfortable under the Chinese
occupation and had decided to leave. They envisaged coming
to Kashmir and they counted on me to help them get set up.

After Lhasa, the idea of seeing them attempt to do busi-
ness in Srinigar made me very wary because | was aware daily
that Kashmiri business circles were considerably more demand-
ing than those in the Tibetan capital. The conditions here were
already those of modern business. In comparison, Lhasa was
still the peaceful trade of the Middle Ages.

Soon after this, Khwaja Abdul Aziz, who had left the
other members of his family in Kalimpong, arrived by himself
in Srinigar and was anxious to meet his youngest grandchild,
my second son, Abdul Ghafur, born the year before. With his
mother of nearly 90 years, his two brothers, a sister-in-law and
a niece, he had managed to leave Tibet under relatively good
conditions, mostly thanks to the help of the general consulate
of India. Their move had been facilitated by the recent, first
passable road linking Lhasa to the Indian frontier. This was an
extraordinary experience for people like them who had so of-
ten travelled the distance on mule back. After three days in-
stead of twenty as before, they had crossed the plateaus and
climbed the mountain passes which formerly had made the trip
50 tiring to find themselves miraculously on the southern side
of the Himalaya.

Almost miraculously as well they were able to carry
nearly all of their furniture, that is, a fortune of more than five
lakhs (1/2 million rupees). In addition to their shop, this money
came mainly from profits from the quotas that [ had obtained
for the import of textiles, from the running of their cinema
which was tolerated by the Chinese for a long time, and from
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transactions with the latter and real estate deals that went
through the brother of the Dalai Lama whom I had introduced
them to. Khwaja Abdul Aziz had the means of guaranteeing
the security of his family for many years on the condition of
course that he use common sense in the use of these funds.

Aware of the eminent position that our family had held
in the economic life of Ladakh and knowing that its reputation
had spread as far as Kashmir, and also impressed by the impor-
tance of my position at the head of the pashmina co-operative,
my father-in-law was absolutely determined to re-establish him-
self in Srinigar and invest his money in a new business there. |
tried to stress to him that he would be more successful as a
merchant in Kalimpong or Darjeeling where conditions were
not so different from those in Tibet and where other former
Muslim merchants of Lhasa were established. But he did not
want to understand that times had changed and that the fam-
ily had no more the influence, nor the possibilities in the State
of Kashmir that it disposed of before the war. And the fact of
holding large amounts of money also falsified his judgment.

[ then suggested that he set himself up again in Ladakh. Find-
ing conditions similar to those in Tibet, he would have lived
peacefully with his family repatriated from Tibet and without
problems, surrounded by those who could care for him. They
were Himalayans who had always lived outside of modern
civilisation and [ could see that they would never be able to
adapt to the life-style of a town like Srinigar.

Still just as determined to come back to Srinigar to start
up a new business, Khwaja Abdul Aziz went back to Kalimpong
where his brothers, mother, sister-in-law and niece were wait-
ing for him. | was to soon see them all again on the occasion of
the large family reunion that was the marriage of my sister Rabia
to Abdus-Salam, the brother of Ataullah, the Pakistani diplomat.

The latter, after being posted in New Delhi, was now
consul and representative of the high Pakistan commissariat in
Shillong in the Indian province of Assam. This is where the
marriage took place in the presence of many relatives and friends.
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On the way back | made a brief stop-over in Calcutta
with my wife and younger son. At the Grand Hotel where we
stayed [ suddenly found myself in front of a well known face: it
was my old friend Gyalo Tondup, brother of the Dalai Lama.
We had a thousand things to talk about, above all, the situa-
tion in Tibet.

In that autumn of 1956 great celebrations were being
prepared for the Buddha Jayavti, 2500th anniversary of the
birth of the historical Buddha, and the Dalai Lama himself was
expected in India where commemorative ceremonies were sched-
uled in the principle holy places of Buddhism. Other members
of his family were also staying in Calcutta. They were worried
because it wouldn’t be known until the last minute if the Chi-
nese would allow the Dalai Lama to make this pilgrimage to
Indian territory.

Gyalo Tondup thought that if his brother were
authorised to leave Tibet, he should not return after the festivi-
ties but should inspire resistance to the Chinese occupying forces
from outside the country. In fact it seems that during his stay
in India the Dalai Lama had seriously envisaged such a possi-
bility and that he was strongly dissuaded by prime minister
Nehru who at the same time received Chou En-lai in Delhi. He
had excellent personal relations with the latter and was influ-
enced by him. Be that as it may, the Dalai Lama returned to

Lhasa at the beginning of 1957.
However, in the course of our conversations [ did not

hide from Gyalo Tondup the fact that my position as head of
the pashmina trade company gave me many worries. He then
made me a proposition which immediately arose deep echoes

in me:
“So come work with us and serve the holy cause of Ti-
bet. We are fighting for freedom against Communists who op-
press us more and more severely. You can help us immensely in
our great combat for Tibet and for the preservation of the unique

. 1] »
value that it represents in the world. N
If | accepted he would guarantee me conditions that
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would shelter my family and me from any material worry. My
friend’s offer was tempting, especially when I thought of all the
emotional ties | had with Tibet, of my family who had always
regarded Tibet as a second home, of my father who liked to
dress like the Khampas, of the fascination of Lhasa, of the friends
[ had left behind, of the Dalai Lama and his sacred function. I
saw in this a good opportunity to serve a great ideal and to
contribute to the defense of the Tradition in the sense under-
stood in Guénon’s works. That which Gyalop Tondup didn't
tell me and what I could guess was that the organisation he was
asking me to collaborate with was undergoing certain ques-
tionable political influences which later were to cost me some
unpleasantness.

However, | asked my friend for some time to think it
over. My position in Kashmir was still relatively acceptable and
[ felt I was bound there by heavy responsibilities. | therefore
returned to Srinigar quite pensive.

Soon after that Khwaja Abdul Aziz and the Tsakhurs
arrived. As they had large savings they rented a beautiful house
and moved in comfortably. Since they had decided to stay there
and do business, [ advised them to get into contact with Sonam
Norbu, the well-informed and influential Ladakhi engineer.
They preferred to try their luck in wood trade which was flour-
ishing thanks to the vast resources of forests in Kashmir. For
this they wanted to buy a piece of land where a sawmill would
be set up. [ put them in contact with brokers specialised in real
estate transactions, but in the meantime, they had already
changed their minds and were running after other ideas...

Their business did not take a turn for the better after |
had left Srinigar. They made still other various attempts at
trade which ended up in repeated failure and they lost most of
the capital brought out of Lhasa. This was the sad demonstra-
tion of their inability to adapt to a business world too different
from old Tibet where it was enough for a merchant to be in the
good graces of a few high aristocrats in order to cement his
position.
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As for my own business, it did not unfold in a much
happier way. The opposition already noticeable after the for-
mation of our co-operative grouping was reinforced and had
'found support with highly placed officials in the central admin-
?stration in Delhi, who intervened in Srinigar. The man lead-
mg the intrigue was a former dairy and food supplier to the
British army and the latter, in recognition of services rendered
during the war, had been authorised to precede his name with
the title “sit”. His manoeuvres resulted in the Kashmiri Gov-
ernment deciding to impose his supervision over us.

An extraordinary session of the administrative council
was convoked in Leh. We went there by air and the meeting
was held in our old family house. The majority of the adminis-
trators accepted the proposition of placing the Ladakhh
Pashmina and Wool Syndicate under government supervision,
represented in the session by the Government’s judicial coun-
sellor. Much embarrassed, they then came to me to apologise
swearing that they were under pressure making it impossible

for them to act differently.

[t was apparently expected that [ would be seen pursu-
ing my work within the framework of the thus “nationalised”
enterprise but after having been director of an independent
company | could not put up with now becoming a simple gov-
ernment agent. Fearful of the loss of my freedom, I therefore
refused, My attitude was certainly influenced by the proposi-
tion of Gyalo Tondup and by my desire to accept. Be that as it
may, a new director was assigned in my place and I lost this last
opportunity to perpetuate the trading tradition of the family.

[ therefore informed Gyalo Tondup that I would accept

his offer. He replied immediately that he was waiting for my
family and me in Darjeeling where he was then residing. Soon
after that we moved into a beautiful and comfortable house

which he put at our disposal.
With my friend, his Chinese wife and their children, we

felt almost like members of the same family and a strong inti-
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macy grew amongst us. Our conversations obviously turned
around Tibet. We were on the look-out for all the news coming
out of Tibet for it goes without saying that before taking any
action we first had to be informed.

As an Indian citizen | insisted that we remain perfectly
loyal to the authorities under any circumstance and Gyalo
Tondup did not have a different opinion. Unfortunately it was
the Indian administration itself which often seemed poorly dis-
posed toward understanding our real position and attributed
inadmissible intentions to my collaboration with the brother
of the Dalai Lama. During my entire stay in Darjeeling | was to
suffer from this suspicion.

It is true that a special circumstance arose which com-
plicated the situation and increased the mistrust of the Indian
authorities. My cousin Ataullah was still the consul of Pakistan
in Shillong in Assam, a province periodically rocked by au-
tonomy movements and revolts of tribes living in mountain-
ous regions. Now the Indian Government suspected Ataullah
of having contacts with some of these movements, notably the
Naga movement. He was supposed to have helped one of the
leaders of this movement to go abroad. I never knew exactly
what role he had really played in this affair or if he were truly
mixed up in it. The fact remains that his Indian relatives had to
undergo the unpleasant repercussions of the actions that were
attributed to him and this was exactly my case. The Indian
authorities could not ignore the close links of family and friend-
ship that united us, Ataullah and me, and for the authorities
this was sufficient reason for them to have an eye on me.

If | managed to overcome these new difficulties [ owe it
once again to Marco Pallis who helped take advantage of them
on the level of faith. In the ensuing correspondence that we
exchanged he made me understand how important it is to know
how to relativise the set-backs undergone in this lower world.

From a material point of view our existence certainly
was not lacking in comfort and pleasure. We lived in a milieu
in which I frequently met interesting people. But it was hard

282



Divergences

for me to feel badly viewed by the authorities for the simple fact
of being a Muslim and cousin of a Pakistani diplomat. It was
impossible to make them understand the sincerity of my at-
tachment to India and the fact that, all the while being a Mus-
lim down to the depths of my being, | had never been a parti-
san of Pakistan and didn’t have affinities with the formalist
[slamic tendencies which had presided over her creation. More-
over, Ladakh, my homeland, was an integral part of India like
Kashmir. [ had the conviction that by serving the cause of Ti-
bet [ was also serving the true interests of India, my country.

At first, after having sent for me to come, Gyalo Tondup
did not give me any precise task and [ had much leisure time.
By contrast | kept many different police officials busy who spent
a long time watching me but found nothing in particular to
report about my movements. Evidently in the administration
there were one or two influential persons who refused to admit
that I was a real Indian despite my family background which
went back to Kashmiri pandits. They continued to consider me
a more or less undesirable foreigner.

This did not prevent Gyalo Tondup and me from con-
tinuing to inform ourselves on the situation in Tibet. It seemed
important to me to make it clear to my interlocutor, who per-
haps didn't always see things clearly, that the fight going on in
Tibet could not be compared to the one that India successfully
led against the British power. In the case of India it was a con-
frontation between adversaries both having a sense of dignity
and respecting human values. Despite everything that can they
can be reproached for—their stiffness, the heaviness of their
domination and the injustices that they committed—the Brit-
ish did not usually go beyond the limits of honour and de-
cency. On their side, most of the Indian nationalist leaders
were people of a high moral level, beginning with Mahatma
Gandhi. But the methods of fighting which had worked in con-
fronting the British colonial power were doomed to failure in
Tibet occupied by Chinese Communists. Non-violent resistance
would always remain ineffective against such an implacable
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enemy and would never stop the Chinese from destroying and
killing.

Faced with such a situation one of the best things to do
was to try to interest the international press in the fate of Tibet
and gain sympathy for her. To do this, it was indispensable to
begin by obtaining solid support in India, the only country
capable of useful action for helping the Tibetans.

Now precisely during all the years following the Chi-
nese occupation, the big disappointment of those who wanted
to serve the cause of Tibet came from the Indian Government.
The pandit Nehru, still attached to the fraternisation policy
between India and China called “Hindi-Chini bhai bhai” closed
his eyes to the realities of Chinese Communism, At the same
time he lacked any real understanding of the Tibetan cause.
Nehru was too modernist and progressive to want to support
such a “feudal” regime. He believed or wanted to believe that
the Chinese really brought reforms in the direction of progress
to “backward” Tibet.

It is a fact that Nehru had a fairly low opinion of Hima-
layan peoples and the traditions they remained faithful to. There
was an example of this in 1949 when he visited Ladakh. He had
gone there by plane and had attended the great celebration of
the Monastery of Hemis, the most famous in the valley. Whilst
the monks were performing the ceremonies and ritual dances
with all the solemnity and slowness required, one of my cous-
ins who was near him heard him make this remark in an irritat-
ing voice:

“What a waste of time. I'd like to be able to draft all
these monks into the army and make them work. What they're
doing is no good to anyone and doesn’t improve anyone’s life.”

It is necessary to remember that the Tibetans themselves
were not able to win the sympathy at the right time of those
who were going to take power in India. In 1947 only a few
months before the proclamation of independence, a conference
of Asian relations was held in Delhi. Tibet was represented by
a delegation headed by Sandu Photang, an aristocrat of the old
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school who still behaved a little as if the British empire were
still in power. Showing more zeal towards the English than to
the leaders of the Indian nationalist movement, the delegates
had made a fairly poor impression on Nehru and even on
Gandhi. One recalls an ironic remark about his simplicity and
ugliness compared to the displays of the other Tibetans and the
magnificence of their clothing.

Such memories must have contributed to maintaining
with Nehru and his entourage the idea that Tibetan resistance
to the Chinese occupation was above all the act of aristocratic
and clerical circles and not the people. The prime minister did
not want to understand that all Tibetans, whatever their social
class, assimilated the Chinese to foreign enemy oppressors of
their religion their raison d’étre. He preferred to live in his dream,
so well upheld by the sardar Panikkan, Indian ambassador to
Peking, of uniting the two great nations of Asia, India and
China, in a common march towards a new era of progress.

The cruel illusion, cracked above all by the Himalayan
war of 1962, was a blow from which Nehru’s health did not
recover until his death two years later. But long before this
there were clear thinking Indians who pointed out the dangers
of the Chinese policy along the Tibetan border. Without the
Government of Delhi lifting a finger to oppose them, the Chi-
nese had in effect penetrated into Akiai Chin, a mountainous
desert theoretically a part of Ladakh and therefore India, and
they had begun building a road to assure their communication
with Sinkiang. Prime Minister Nehru, questioned in parliament
about the presence of the Chinese in this region which in prin-
ciple belonged to India, answered evasively, pointing out mainly
that no human being lived permanently in the desertic lands
where not a blade of grass grew. He drew this remark from a

member of the opposition, the pandit Kunzru:
“The fact of being bald is not sufficient reason for a man

to have his head cut off!”

When | began my collaboration with Gyalo Tondup in
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1958 this negative attitude on the part of the Indian govern-
ment vis-a-vis Tibet made our position very unpleasant because
a quasi official disapproval resulted from our activity. I also
soon realised that if [ was poorly seen by the authorities my
friend was hardly any better viewed. | thought at first that the
behaviour of certain officials who seemed to systematically doubt
the sincerity of our intentions arose from the prejudices that
upper caste Indians sometimes have toward Tibetans, Ladakhis
and other Himalayans whom they consider a little like colonial
peoples, but later after | had left Darjeeling, another explana-
tion of the cautious attitude on the part of the authorities was
given to me: Gyalo Tondup was blamed for collaboration with
the American secret service and for participating in arms smug-
gling destined for the Khampas and other Tibetan forces op-
posing the Chinese regime. He himself never told me anything
of these secret aspects of his activities. [ knew that mysterious
emissaries often came to visit him and he had meetings with
them that were very discrete. For my part [ didn’t see anything
unusual about this and it seemed normal that he would main-
tain clandestine contacts with his brother the Dalai Lama as
well as with other sources of information inside Tibet. In any
case he followed what was going on across the frontier very
closely and that is what enabled him to furnish me with most
of the material I needed for the information-gathering tasks
and the relations with the Indian and foreign press which he
assigned to me some time after my arrival in Darjeeling.
Besides contacts with journalists, this work included writ-
ing brochures for publication mainly in Indian newspapers and
for foreign embassies in New Delhi. These publications, en-
titled The Voice of Tibet or Tibetan Courier, contained informa-
tion often dated from Shigatsay which could be harmful, but
usually corresponded to the real situation in Tibet where ten-
sion continued to increase. Thupten Ningi, the former director
of education in Lhasa, and Wangdole, a married monk and
former highly placed official in the Ministry of Interior, col-
laborated in this activity. We were supported by the famous
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Shakabpa who had dominated the Tibetan political scene dur-
ing the years preceding the Chinese invasion. His house in
Kalimpong was put at our disposal and I frequently stayed there.
It was there on 2 January 1959 when we felt the storm ready to
break out that [ participated in a letter addressed to Prime Min-
ister Nehru. Gyalo Tondup went to Delhi and delivered it to
him personally.

[n addition to our difficulties with the Indian adminis-
tration, the Tibetans staying in Kalimpong and Darjeeling,
former residents or refugees in an ever growing number, cre-
ated other problems for us. Amongst these Tibetans were the
many aristocrats who had crossed the border to save their for-
tune and their skins. And since at the beginning at least other
social classes were not represented amongst these new arrivals,
the Indian authorities continued to consider that the resistance
to the Chinese occupying force was not really from the people.

[n any case certain of these refugee nobles were frankly
objectionable. Talkative and indiscrete, they only thought about
their own comfort and behaved with an egoism which seemed
to make the Communist propaganda seem correct when it de-
veloped the theme of the oppression of the Tibetan people by
the aristocratic class. These nobles seemed to have no sense of
public welfare or of national solidarity. The spectacle of their
petty disputes and their manoeuvres ever aimed at their per-
sonal interests whilst the very existence of their nation was
threatened, confirmed my earlier impressions of the decadence
of the Tibetan feudal system.

As almost always when a regime is overturned by a revo-
lution, the Tibetan regime was more or less corrupt. But it was
certainly not bad in itself. Anyway, [ wouldn’t think of criticising
the feudal system as such. On the contrary I think that the
Tibetans were right to maintain an aristocracy and to remain
faithful to the principle of hierarchy which corresponds to the
deep laws of the universe. Now this regime, which for so long
had assured what can be rightly called the happiness of the
Tibetans, compared to what the Chinese Communists were
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bringing them, was in decline, as [ had plenty of occasions to
witness. The traditional values and virtues were no longer re-
spected by many who should have been their guarantors. On
the eve of the fall this was a regrettable aspect of Tibet that
even her best friends could not deny.

Up until the uprising of March 1959 and the great up-
heavals that it provoked, crossing the border remained rela-
tively easy and Gyalo Tondup frequently received the visit of
travellers, some of whom had decided to leave Tibet for good
and others who considered it their duty to return. Amongst
these visitors, the most notable was undoubtedly the great
Tsarong who appeared one fine day in Darjeeling accompanied
by his younger son. [ will never forget his meeting with my friend.

The old man, a former faithful servant of the Thirteenth
Dalai Lama whom he had accompanied in exile and whose life
he had even saved, remained ready to serve the Fourteenth
with equal devotion. “The Dalai Lama,” he said, “personifies
the now suffering Tibetan nation whose very existence is threat-
ened.” Sensing the terrible events that were in store, Tsarong
explained that preceding foreign invasions were only mild com-
pared to that of the Chinese Communists with their sinister
acts of “democracy” and “progress.” Never had times been so
dark for Tibet.

Gyalo Tondup wanted to make Tsarong remain on In-
dian soil where friends of the Tibetan cause could benefit from
his experience and his council. He wouldn’t dream of it.

“My long life,” he said, “has given me all that a man can
hope for in this world. [ now feel that my final day is near and
[ don’t want it to come upon me in a foreign country whilst the
Dalai Lama is in Lhasa. Whatever life | have left belongs to him.”

The little arrow maker who had become a national hero,
who was showered with honours, who had many wives chosen
from the greatest families and who had integrated himself into
the traditional nobility whose virtues he practised better than
many aristocrats of high birth, who was wise enough to foresce
how to maintain his position and influence throughout all the
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political shake-ups. Tsarong therefore returned to Tibet where
he was to accomplish his destiny. Following the uprising of
March 1959 and the escape of the Dalai Lama, he was thrown
into prison at the same time as several other high Tibetan dig-
nitaries. The day before the Chinese had decided to submit
him to a tamzing, a public humiliation session, he was found
dead in his cell. It was said he committed suicide by swallowing

ground up jewelry.
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CHAPTER XIII

REPRESSION, DESACRALISATION, EVOCATION

At the beginning of 1959 we could see from Darjeeling that the
situation in Lhasa and in several other regions of Tibet was
becoming explosive. Gyalo Tondup received reports which
stressed the increasing successes of the Khampa resistance army
against the Chinese occupying forces and of the continuing
active support given to the Khampas by the populace.

For my part, | saw many of my relatives arrive seeking
refuge on Indian soil. My cousin Abdul-Matin escorted them
to Kalimpong and then returned to the Tibetan capital where
he witnessed all the stages of the upheaval and the repression.
He was later able to give me a detailed account.

In the Tibetan drama two actors came on stage, one
preparing to crush the other, and only India had the possibility
of playing a firm third role, if not of protecting the victim, then
at least of relieving his suffering. This is what | continually
repeated to Gyalo Tondup in an attempt to point out to him
the necessity of making new efforts with the Indian authorities.
The situation was worsening and day after day events proved
clearly enough that to speak of “liberation” in relation to the
Chinese occupation of Tibet was not only a disgraceful impos-
ture, but also that the Tibetan people and not only the aristoc-
racy, were opposed to the occupying forces whom they likened
to tyrannical and oppressive foreigners. In effect, as my con-
tacts with the press allowed me to perceive, the Tibetan cause
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had won much sympathy in Indian public opinion, and even
in government circles eyes began to open.

Although 1 insisted that we give priority to our rela-
tions with the Indian Government, my friend hardly listened
to me, having different ideas that he wanted to stick to and
which seemed to me like dangerous illusions.

Like many Tibetan aristocrats, Gyalo Tondup was
dazzled by the West. He persisted in placing hopes in the United
States and Great Britain whence he thought decisive help could
come. He was not naive enough to bank on military interven-
tion from these two great countries, but he thought they would
be prepared to supply the Tibetan guerillas in the interior with
enough arms to keep the Chinese army at bay. When [ pointed
out to him that for this it would be necessary to get an
authorisation from India to cross through her territory, a to-
tally unreal possibility, or to transgress her air space risking
antagonising her even more, he only responded with a mysteri-
ous air, seeming to imply that [ wasn’t in on the big secrets.

In actual fact, armed parachute attacks and munition
drops did take place in the regions of Tibet held by the Khampas
who were leading guerilla warfare against the Chinese. It seems
the aeroplanes came mainly from Taiwan or sometimes from
Pakistan, but their supplies to the resistance forces always re-
mained too few and far between to exercise any real influence
on the military situation. The effect of these supplies was mainly
to encourage the Khampas and to foster an illusion of hope for
them that more effective help would arrive. In this, these para-
chute drops were probably more harmful than useful, not to
mention the suspicion which was reinforced and made known
to us on the part of the Indian authorities who were obviously
well informed after all.

[t scems that the Khampas, who had no coherent idea
about the world beyond the mountain chains bounding TibEt'
seriously counted on more substantial help from the outside or
cven military intervention. And [ believe that Gyalo Tondup,

- ; i in the
who kept up continual contact with resistance fighters in
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interior, bears the responsibility for having entertained these
illusions. Moreover, he himself undoubtedly was disillusioned
as to the real power of the Khampa movement all the while
underestimating the efficiency of the Chinese military machine.

On another very important subject, my friend observed
great discretion and acted in secret. He was actively participat-
ing in the preparations for the escape of his brother, the Dalai
Lama. | only realised this after the event had taken place.

During the months preceding the crisis of March 1959
he sometimes alluded to such an eventuality and he asked me
how [ would react if [ saw the young sovereign seek refuge abroad
to escape more serious threats which the Chinese could make
towards his person. The question left me very perplexed and in
principle | rather felt that the Dalai Lama should not leave
Tibet because his sacred presence there maintained a protec-
tive virtue. Moreover this presence could perhaps limit to some
extent the disastrous effects of the upheavals which the grow-
ing tension between the occupying and resistance forces seemed
to predict.

Gyalo Tondup responded that the Dalai Lama ran the
risk of being arrested, taken to China or even killed, which
would be felt by the Tibetans as a much greater sorrow than to
see him escape abroad. The argument had substance but he did
not take into account the immense risks that could result from
a change of the status quo. There was no doubt in my mind
that if the troubles became more serious, the Chinese repres-
sion would be merciless.

In the end the departure of the Dalai Lama did not
provoke the crisis. It was the inverse that occurred. The spon-
taneous uprising of Lhasa sparked off the Chinese repression
and this put the Dalai Lama’s life in danger. After that, his
escape out of the reach of the Chinese was the wish of the great
majority of Tibetans.

Accounts of these fateful events have been made by
various historians, Tibetanists and other authors and the prin-
ciple stages of their unfolding are well known. Contrary to what
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some have said or written, [ am convinced that there was no
deliberate provocation on the part of the Chinese who, on the
contrary, with the support of Tibetan figures like Ngabo, tried
to avoid a general confrontation up to the last moment. It was
the Chinese on the other hand who felt provoked by the grow-
ing aggressiveness of the Khampas and this set into motion the
fatal process of insurrection and repression.

For several months already the resistance army had con-
siderably spread the zones of its power and the Chinese no
longer dared venture into these areas. Their main bases were in
the region of Tsethang, in Lokha, a province bordering Bhutan.
From there, the Khampas stepped up their raids in the direc-
tion of Lhasa and the fame of their prowess was spreading.
“They are getting close,” people said. “They’re coming. They’re
very strong. They’re going to chase out all the Chinese.” It was
a veritable intoxication. People seriously began to believe that
the Chinese weren’t as powerful or formidable as they appeared
and it would be possible to get rid of them if the whole town
rose up.

In the first weeks of 1959 the Khampas actually infil-
trated Lhasa and were becoming more and more aggressive
there. They were armed with rifles, often of American origin,
which they showed off with pride and uttered threats not only
to the Chinese but also to any Tibetans who did not show
enough respect for them. The inhabitants of the capital often
felt themselves in double danger, at once from the trigger-happy
Khampas and the Chinese whose reprisals were ever feared.

Lhasa began to simmer in February 1959 when the “in-
vitation” became known which was addressed to the Dalai Lama
by the Chinese who were anxious for him to participate in the
next session of the National Peoples’ Congress in Peking. Opin-
ions were divided amongst the members of his council. Ngabo
obviously put the most emphasis on recommending him to ac-
cept. From the way things turned out in the end, it could be
asked if after all it wasn't he who was the most lucid.

Until then the Chinese had remained remarkably calm,
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seeking to avoid violent confrontations. But they felt the threat
of trouble in Lhasa and were preparing themselves for it. Hav-
ing at their disposal an efficient information service and good
communication with their garrisons in the various provinces,
they were aware of the magnitude of the insurrection and did
not intend to let it go beyond certain proportions. Now in
Lhasa the limits of what they could tolerate had been reached.

It was another invitation to the Dalai Lama, this one
calling upon him to attend a theatrical production at the quar-
ters of the Chinese troops and this, strangely enough, set off
the general uprising in the capital. It was known amongst the
people that he had been asked to attend without his usual es-
cort, which made people believe that the Chinese had set a
trap to kidnap him. The troops around Norbulinka, the sum-
mer palace where he was residing, began to riot, some Chinese
were injured, others killed, the occupying forces began to shoot,
and the scuffle spread. The Government had no more control
over the events that followed their fatal course. The Chinese cata-
clysm which had broken loose precipitated the end of old Tibet.

When the news reached us in Darjeeling that the crisis
had exploded in Lhasa, Gyalo Tondup immediately understood
that the moment had finally come to carry out the escape plan
for his brother that had been worked out a long time ago. The
operation took place without a major incident and on 31 March
1959 the Dalai Lama reached the Indian border to the East of
Bhutan whence he arrived he reached in Bomdila then in Tezpur
in Assam.

Gyalo Tondup did not even wait for confirmation of
the news that his brother had arrived safe and sound on Indian
soil to go to Delhi. He took me there with a group of Tibetan
figures, amongst whom were several Khampa military leaders.
The purpose of our trip was to be assured that the Dalai Lama
would be received in good conditions and put up comfortably.
On this point, our move was crowned with success and the
authorities were well disposed towards receiving the young sov-
ereign with dignity. His dramatic escape had aroused the emo-
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tion of Indian and international opinion.

However on another point, we were properly sent pack-
ing. At the Suisse Hotel where we were staying, a request was
drawn up addressed to Prime Minister Nehru on the part of
“free” Tibet whom we claimed to represent. This document so-
licited the support of the Government of India for the Ti-
betan cause under three main points:

1) recognition of the resistance organisations

2 an appeal to the UN in favour of an independent Tibet

3) and an offer of mediation with China
In collaborating in the drawing up of this request, [ was totally
conscious of its lack of realism and that is why I was not at all
surprised that no-one in government circles took it seriously.

Shortly afterwards, | returned to Darjeeling with the
other members of the group. Gyalo Tondup in the meantime
went to Assam to see his brother. It was said he was ill after his
eventful crossing of the Himalayas. When he rejoined us a few
days later he was able to give us reassuring news of the Dalai
Lama’s health but told us he arrived practically without lug-
gage and didn’t even have a change of clothes. What a contrast
to all the aristocrats who succeeded in getting so much precious
cargo over the Indian side of the frontier where they also had
come seeking safety.

The subsequent Chinese repression of the Lhasa upris-
ing and the Dalai Lama’s flight had set into motion a flood of

refugees who broke through the Himalayan border. Receiving
thousands of these unfortunate people and helping to relocate
them presented innumerable problems. Many had been through
terrible trials and had experienced the implacable brutality of
the Chinese. Gyalo Tondup put me in charge of gathering their
stories. .
This activity led me to witness the anguish of an entn)"e
- arbarism in the name of “progress”.
people handed over to barbarism in ' '
The Chinese, who had observed remarkable restraint until Fhe
Lhasa uprising, suddenly broke loose, incalculably massacring
and destroying. Refugees of every social class reported count-
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less acts of violence and cruelty deliberately committed by the
forces involved in the repression. These forces seemed to have
it out for monks and religious institutions in particular. High-
ranking officials of the former administration also described to
me how the occupying forces had dissolved the legal Tibetan
Government to replace it with a puppet organisation. All these
facts, the authenticity of which is confirmed by the unanimity
of witnesses, underlined the enormity of the imposture which
spoke of the “liberation” of Tibet. To use a term borrowed from
Guénon, | found myself in the presence of a monstrous crime
and characteristic of the “anti-tradition.”

[t is not worth going into details here of the declara-
tions made to me by refugees whom [ went to meet in the areas
near the border where several camps had been hurriedly set up
to accommodate them. Holding back my emotion, [ took many
notes and translated the essential information into English. This
then was the beginning of the documentation aimed at inform-
ing world press and upholding the moves made in favour of
Tibet at the international level, in particular the appeal that
the Dalai Lama, against Nehru's advice, addressed to the United
Nations in September 1959. It was known that it should have
resulted in the vote by the General Assembly for a resolution
recommending in vague terms the respect of the Rights of Man
for the Tibetan people. Apart from this, no country of the so-
called “free” world made any concrete gesture toward Tibet the
martyr.

We had expected to see the Dalai Lama settle in the
region of Darjeeling and Kalimpong. But the leaders in Delhi
decided that he would stay in the northwest of India. His first
residence was therefore in Mussoorie, a high altitude station
near Dehra Dun. Then after several months a more final place
was put at his disposal in Dharamsala in the mountainous prov-
ince of Himachal Pradesh.

At the beginning of June 1959 [ was called upon to exer-
cise a new function in the entourage of the Dalai Lama. I there-
fore left Darjeeling to stop off first in Delhi where I met Mr.
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Shakabpa, the well known Tibetan political man in whose com-
pany [ made the rest of the trip to Mussoorie. We stayed in a
hotel neighbouring to His Holiness’s residence. The latter then
took part in a veritable family reunion: my friend Gyalo Tondup
was there as well as Thubten Norbu, the eldest of all the broth-
ers and sisters. At that time there was a disappointment in the
little court because everyone thought the Dalai Lama would
not delay meeting the pandit Nehru. But instead of this, the
Prime Minister went to Nepal and delayed his interview with
the exiled hierarch. | was not at all surprised at this lack of
haste.

[ was sent to Mussoorie to take up a position as transla-
tor for His Holiness. | had only begun my new function a short
time before and was busy translating a text when Mr. Shakabpa
arrived in my room bearing surprising news: the Indian repre-
sentative to the Dalai Lama had just informed him that his
Government was opposed to my presence amongst the collabo-
rators of His Holiness and demanded my withdrawal. Although
[ was aware of the unfriendly inclinations of certain high-rank-
ing government officials of Delhi, [ didn’t realise that [ was so
undesirable and [ took the ostracism that was attributed to me
very badly. As for the Dalai Lama, he was equally surprised
and made this remark in light irony to his close collaborators

who reported it to me:
“I wonder what the poor Wahid could have done to

seem so feared by the Government of India?”

It was futile to protest against this and there was noth-
ing for me to do but leave the premises which I did, but much
regretting not being able to work any longer in the immediate
proximity of the Dalai Lama as he himself had desired. But this
was not to end my work in the service of Tibet and Tibetan
victims of the Chinese oppression. The flood of refugees did
not let up at the main crossing points of the border and | once
again started receiving them.

[ therefore set about again gathering eye-witness accounts
of the martyrdom that the Communists of Mao Tse-tung made
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Tibet and her people undergo. They reduced the people to a
slavery which made the traditional and patriarchal serfdom seem
like a kind and humane regime. | thus had a complete view of
the action of the Chinese who, in this drama not only bear the
responsibility for impardonable atrocities and the stupid de-
struction of the treasures of civilisation, but also for putting an
end to the last traditional theocracy in the world. This Com-
munist regime, in the name of an ideology imparted from the
West, was already incapable of bringing them happiness. The
Tibetan regime was undoubtedly imperfect and often corrupt
but it was still penetrated with the sacred and gave meaning to
the life of every person.

Relocated in Darjeeling, | also worked with various aid
programmes for the refugees and organised classes for children.
[ sometimes went to Delhi where information was put out aimed
at supporting the Tibetan cause before international appeals
and humanitarian organisations capable of giving aid to the
refugees.

During this same period [ collaborated with the former
prime minister of His Holiness, Lukhangwa, who was staying
in Darjeeling, in the translation of a manifesto destined to be
sent out around the world in the name of the Tibetan people. |
consider myself fortunate to have known this eminent man
who incarnated the best of the former Tibetan leading class.

In 1961 [ was called to Dharamsala to occupy the post
of interpreter of the Tibetan Council for education which had
just been formed under the patronage of the Dalai Lama. This
time there was no objection on the part of the Indian adminis-
tration and for two years [ had the privilege of living and work-
ing in the close circles of His Holiness. The president of this
organisation was a high-ranking lama, Kundiling Dzasa, whom
[ accompanied in the frequent meetings he had with the Indian
authorities.

The activity of this Council was fruitful and ended with
the opening of several schools in the areas where there were the
most refugees like Dharamsala, Darjeeling, Mussoorie, Simla
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and Chail. We collaborated with a representative of the Indian
Ministry of Public Education who gave us useful assistance. It is
true that since the beginning of 1962 the bitter experience which
India tasted of Chinese aggression on her northern borders
had made the Delhi leaders more understanding toward the
Tibetans and their fight for freedom.

However, I also had to attend to the education of my
own children. Now as they were growing up my family expenses
were also increasing and that is why I began looking for more
lucrative work. The Dalai Lama helped me by recommending
me to the Aid Committee for Tibetan Refugees that had been
formed shortly before at the initiative of Mr. Ilya Tolstoy and
Mr. Thomas Lowell who were amongst the rare Americans to
have visited Tibet long before the Chinese invasion. The
organisation that they created was financed on an entirely pri-
vate basis and had its headquarters in New York. [ was em-
ployed by the agency they had opened in Delhi and which was
in charge of practical tasks in favour of the refugees.

The jobs assigned to me gave me the opportunity for
new and frequent contacts with people of all walks of life who
had faced the dangers of an escape and others who had given
their life and crossed the Himalayas, sometimes through the
most hazardous crossings to escape the nightmare of the Chi-
nese Communist regime. | noted that even the lay refugees were
generally more inclined to deplore the destruction of monaster-
ies and the persecution of monks than to complain of their
own misfortunes. They thus confirmed that religion had al-
ways played a central place in the life of Tibet and the Commu-
nist Chinese action was equivalent to a desacralisation.

[ carried on with this work for two years, travelling all
over India, particularly in the regions near the northern border
to mect Tibetans wherever they were staying, evaluate their
needs and attempt to lighten their lot. The help thus given to
the refugees was undoubtedly useful and benevolent but after
some time I realised that the Indian Government looked ask‘a'nce
upon this committee financed by America, attributing political
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intentions to its humanitarian activities. In effect, the person
who had the upper hand in the operations [ participated in
India seemed to have pre-occupations not directly linked to the
well being of the refugees and therefore I was only half sut-
prised to learn that he was suspected of being a CIA agent. In
any case, his behaviour displeased the authorities who ordered
the dissolution of the Indian branch of the committee.

Once again help came to me from His Holiness the Dalai
Lama. [ owe it to his intervention that | was to be employed at
the library of the American congress in Delhi where I have
worked ever since.

Thus ended my long journey, at least with in geographi-
cal space, because on another plane | make every effort to con-
tinue my way. If | have undertaken to give an account of this
journey it is above all with the intention of bearing witness to
Tibet and her traditional values. It is also to try to explain that
in this so-called “backward’ country life was at least worth living
and happiness was just as real as in the modern world dedicated to
progress but where the sense of the sacred has disappeared.

After all, this is what distinguished Tibet from other
countries where [ have lived and travelled. One felt a presence
there which escaped every analysis but which created an atmo-
sphere of both recollectedness and exaltation. It was as if the
physical altitude corresponded to a proximity of the Heaven of
those in bliss.

The fact of being born and having grown up in Ladakh
undoubtedly predisposed me to loving and understanding Ti-
bet. The nature of my native country, its grandeur, its auster-
ity, its high altitude, the grandiose beauty of her mountains,
the dark blue of her skies, all of this was Tibet but even more
immensely. Family circumstances obviously contributed to at-
taching me to Tibet. Our caravans had crossed her wide spaces
so many times where my father is buried very close to Mount
Kailas, sacred to Buddhists as well as Hindus. Here, despite the
difference of religion, we never really felt like foreigners.
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In fact, although some of my uncles adopted a perhaps
less tolerant and more critical artitude toward other religious
groups under the effect of the Islamic reform, more or less tinted
by Wahabiism, one can nevertheless affirm that following the
example of my grandfather Hadji Mohammad Siddiq, the rela-
tions that we had as Muslims with Ladakhi and Tibetan Bud-
dhists bore witness to what can be called a practising
ecumenicalism. This manifested itself even on the level of our
trade and what we, Muslim merchants, brought from Lhasa
had a particular prestige for our Buddhist co-patriots, almost a
sacred value, since it came from the sacred town. Moreover, on
several occasions, we received special orders for Tibetan reli-
gious books from monasteries in Ladakh. It was thus that our
caravans carried heavy cases containing the Domangs, Kangyur
Tengyur or other classics of sacred lamaist literature for delivery
to monks. Our Islam did not at all prevent us from deeply re-
specting their knowledge and piety.

My true spiritual centre is certainly Mecca towards which
[ have always turned to address my prayers to God. But, look-
ing back, [ see that my terrestrial existence has always been in a
way centred on Tibet in whose tracks | have so often crossed. |
have walked around the entire country on the exterior during
the journeys which took me to China and Sinkiang. And for
Tibet I laboured and toiled in India.

From my very first excursions into the interior of Tibet
[ was deeply impressed by the ambience of recollectedness and
spirituality even of small monasteries like Tadum, Soka Dzot'\g
or Phuntsoqling to the West of Shigatsy. Everywhere, even in
poor villages like Marsar surrounded by deserts, the comport-
ment of the people bore witness to their piety, to their attach-
ment to the highest and invisible Reality. This attitude of such
authentic and spontancous devotion seemed in perfect a'ccor—
dance with the austere sublimity of the countryside and its gi-

gantic mountains with inaccessible peaks.

Already upon arrival in Shigatsay, travellers were seized

i i o, the
with admiration of the view of the famous Tashilumpo,
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largest monastery in southern Tibet. On the outskirts of Lhasa,
the feeling was even stronger and one couldn’t help perceiving
something celestial in the atmosphere. In front of the magnifi-
cent complex built by the Potala, the impression was imposed
upon one that this majestic place was sacred. This was not only
due to the beauty of this harmonious architecture in a grandi-
ose natural setting, but clearly, impossible to describe or ex-
plain, there was a presence of the Spirit here. Lhasa was, and to
a certain extent remains, a great spiritual centre which for Ti-
betan Buddhists, can be compared to what Mecca is for Mus-
lims. Probably the most inexpiable crime of the Chinese Com-
munists is having profaned it.

Certainly my love for Tibetan spirituality was encour-
aged by the great privilege | had of being in the proximity of
the one who was the personification of this spirituality: His
Holiness the Fourteenth Dalai Lama, and also the privilege of
linking me in friendship with the members of his family. [ can
never be grateful enough for the goodness and understanding
that they have always showed toward me. My relationship with
them was facilitated by a circumstance that is not uninteresting
to bring out: Islam was familiar to them because of the fact that
they came from Amdo, a region of the East populated by many
Muslims and as | had very often noticed, they knew my reli-
gion relatively well, the doctrine and its practice, whereas gen-
erally even the most educated lamas were ignorant of every-
thing about Islam.

However, their ignorance of Islam never prevented the
Tibetan Buddhists from treating us, the Radhus, as if we were
one of them. In fact, despite some differences of mentality that
| have already pointed out, as Ladakhis, we belonged to the
same nation as the Tibetans and shared the same cultural heri-
tage. Our daily habits, dress and eating, were much the same
and as for myself | always kept a predilection for tsampa and
salted tea with butter. It is true that as a Muslim following the
moral code of a semitic origin, | distanced myself from certain
aspects of Tibetan ethics like polyandry or Tantric rites, but |
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could not really condemn them because I have always had the
feeling that they had to be seen within the perspective of the
Tibetans themselves whose entire lives were sacralised by the
tradition.

These particularities aside, it always seemed to me that
the Buddhist morality hardly differed from that of Islam. Bud-
dhism recommends the same virtues, notably generosity, pa-
tience and above all detachment. | have never learnt literary
Tibetan and have remained incapable of reading the great clas-
sics but [ know enough about them to grasp their spirit and to
appreciate, for example, the life of Milarepa, the celebrated as-
cetic who left such a strong mark on Tibetan Buddhism. As a
Muslim, 1 consider him a very eminent spiritual master, en-
tirely comparable to the great saints of Islam.

Although the virtues of simple people, their piety, hu-
mility, hospitality often deeply moved me, these same virtues
were also present with the upper classes and one must recognise
the patience and dignity which many Tibetan nobles mani-
fested in misfortune. | remember how impressed I was with the
attitude of Lungshar who, following the so-called “republican”
conspiracy underwent with so much endurance a horrible pun-
ishment. His son Lhalu, former governor of Shamdo, also
showed great courage when he was persecuted by the Commu-
nists. Submitted to a public humiliation session, he held his
head high to his accusers with as much dignity as intelligence.
His noble attitude, on the contrary brought out all the hateful
lowliness of his oppressor. The refugees reported to me names
of several other figures of the former regime who, facing their
persecutors, pmctisred the virtues of true nobility to the very end.

[ also keep the precious memory of fleeting encounters
in monasterics like Tashilumpo in Shigatsay or those of Lhasa
sometimes in the middle of the desert, with ascetics who seemed
to be already residing more in hcaven than on earth. Tl1ey
must have realised some degree of sanctity because a beatltud.e
emanated from their face which was no longer a part of .th.lS
lower world. These men, who were entirely devoted to the Spirit,
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probably represented the exact antithesis of the Communists
and their materialist theories, but [ am inclined to believe that
these ascetics were situated at such a level that the persecution
was unable to reach them.

This remark leads me to brief thoughts about on the
claimed “mysteries” of Tibet which have so excited the imagi-
nation of certain Westerners and have even created an entire
literature of fantasy. It was thus that a myth has evolved attrib-
uting to Tibetans and more especially to lamas, all sorts of oc-
cult powers making them capable of voluntarily producing ex-
traordinary phenomena or working wonders.

To try to see this more clearly, following Guénon, it is
necessary to put things in their proper perspective starting by
dissipating the confusion so often committed by modern people
these days between two very different domains, the psychic
and the spiritual. Tibet, which had remained aloof from the
modern world, had undoubtedly kept alive certain forms of
yoga and traditional sciences like magic, pertaining to the psy-
chic realm, better than most countries had where they were
lost somewhere. At least this is what one can safely assume
because in daily life “supranormal” phenomena played no role
and Tibetans hardly seemed to be preoccupied by it. What was
more important to them and what their piety aimed at above
all was not of a psychic or phenomenal order but that of the
Spirit and its immovable reality.

However, in principle, | do not deny the authenticity of
certain phenomena which were inexplicable by the normal laws
of nature and | myself happened to have been a witness to
events which were beyond my comprehension. But | remain
convinced that it is wrong to attribute the importance to these
events that they have taken on in the eyes of some foreign
authors who have speculated above and beyond all reason. And
it is certainly not on this plane that it is possible to understand
or evaluate what the spirituality of Tibet really was.

Even in the monasteries of Ladakh it was possible—and
it undoubtedly still is—to witness extraordinary phenomena
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which the lamas obligingly made a spectacle of: they would cut
off half of their tongues with a large knife, put a sword through
their bodies or needles through their mouths or they would
place an enormous stone on their stomachs and with one blow
of a stick break it in half. We understood nothing of this but
no-one seemed to attach any more importance to it than they
did to the tricks that enlivened Buddhist religious festivals.

Apart from the gift of healing which was relatively wide-
spread, other powers were attributed to lamas, notably that of
producing rain. Although I never saw such wonders, having
heard credible accounts of them, I admit to this possibility.

On the other hand I saw several times with my own
eyes the extraordinary capacity some Tibetans had of develop-
ing body heat without exterior means. In Lhasa and other re-
gions of Tibet | saw lamas wearing only light clothing, some-
times even beggars in rags which only partly covered them,
barefoot and bare-headed, endure the most intense cold of winter
that would oblige us, ordinary people, to muffle ourselves up in
thick fur. Taken by surprise at first, [ asked questions to try to
understand and I usually got this answer: “They practise spe-
cial mantras.” No-one seemed to pay special attention to this
because it was a relatively common thing, so much so that even
I was not too surprised by it in the end.

However, this phenomenon had intrigued me so much
that during one of my stays in Kalimpong [ questioned Gyendum
Chombel about this subject, the wise lama who was part of our
circle of friends. He answered something like this:

“I's only a question of relatively ordinary yoga exer-
cises. People with a gift of slightly deepened knowledge don’t
see anything particularly remarkable about this and it is sur-
prising that Westerners make so much of this order. It is beét
not to worry about it but if you are asked questions about this
subject, just laugh and then remain silent.

Such facts and the exaggerated importance given to them
by some authors have probably contributed to creatir?g the
strange “myth of Tibet” which seems to be propagated in the
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Western public amateurs of pseudo-mystic occultism and has
put many writers with a fecund imagination on great form.

To really understand what Tibet was before the Chi-
nese invasion, it seems to me imperative to dispense with all
the ideas about the power of magic and occult powers that
have been abusively associated with the country. In reality Ti-
betans were a well balanced people with common sense, happy,
spontaneous, quick-witted, fun-loving. Hypocrisy was on the
whole unknown to them. They found pleasure in this present
life but knowing how to accept the inevitable evils of it, re-
mained conscious of the precariousness of this lower world and of
a more lasting reality of another world preferable to this one.

Certainly Tibetans also had their faults, the most fla-
grant one being their physical uncleanliness—often excusable
in their mountainous deserts—also superstition, and in the up-
per classes, the taste for power and intrigue. It is also true that
many were very poor without however reaching a degrading
poverty. They had many of the characteristics of what modern
people call “backwardness” but nevertheless in the almost unani-
mous opinion of foreign travellers who had the opportunity to
visit Tibet, they were a happy people. The Chinese Commu-
nists killed this happiness and this is the saddest remark I can
make at the end of this account.

At the time my journey began and I left the highlands
of my childhood for the first time, the Himalayan people which
we were, still led a natural peaceful life. It was undoubtedly
rough and austere but also harmonious and tinted with beauty.
Perched as we were on the “roof of the world” we constantly
had to confront the challenge of an overpowering nature which
forced us to work hard to survive. One had to be hard oneself
and as we weren't better than other peoples, also having our
human weakness and our bad instincts, our existence as Hima-
layans was far from paradisiacal. And now, however, those who
evoke times gone by speak of those days almost as a lost para-
dise.

[ believe that in effect with the end of the era of the
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caravans, irreplaceable human values of Central Asia also dis-
appeared. All of us, Ladakhis, Tibetans, Khampas, Amdos, no-
mads of Changtung, lived in accordance with our destiny. Trav-
elling along the tracks which crossed the immensity of the
Himalayas, we never dreamed of rebelling against our destiny.
We conformed to it. We identified ourselves with it. This ac-
ceptance carried with it a spiritual attitude of worship and con-
templation of the supreme Reality whose majesty and perfec-
tion was felt by unspoilt nature.

The fundamental harmony of this existence was also
expressed in the attitude of caravaneers toward their animals
whom they treated with exemplary kindness. They never in-
sulted them. At each stop, animals were taken care of first,
men came second. A saying comes back to mind which was
often heard in the times of the caravans: “If descending a slope
you don't walk alongside your mount, you are not a man, but
if when riding, the animal doesn’t carry you on its back, it is
not a mount animal.”

We would walk for the weeks and months that the short-
est of our journeys lasted, and never did curiosity or greed ac-
celerate the slow pace of the caravans. Everyone went to meet
that which was destined for him. In the valleys and the pla-
teaus of Tibet or Sinkiang, on the slopes of the passes crossing
the Himalayas, the Karakorem or the Kouen Love, the
caravaneer pursued his way without haste, without worry, al-
ways submitted to the Supreme Power whose majesty appeared
wherever he turned.

We prayed in the deserts of Central Asia, we suffered
there and died there too. We knew that all of this was in the
normal order of things. There could be no question for us to
try to overcome it. On the contrary, we aspired to conform to
it, to become one with all that surrounded us and made up our
life, with men, with what we did and what we saw, the gigantic
mountains, the glaciers, the plateaux. By crossing these spaces
at a slow pace, the caravans were integrated into this.reality
which suggested another, higher one. And in such an existence
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where everything was true and conformed to the divine order,
man found his spiritual sustenance naturally. Far from civilised
multiplicity, he spontaneously concentrated on the essential,
on the One, and the desert became a retreat, a khalwa, as the
mystics of Islam say where the remembrance of God imposes
itself like a necessity more imperious than drinking and eating
and also as the greatest happiness.

On foot or on his mount, the Buddhist caravaneer of-
ten adapted the movement of his prayer wheel or the repetition
of the mantra Om Mani Padme Hum to the gait of his pace. In
the immense “lotus” which the mountains and valleys around him
represented, he sensed the “jewel”, the truth which alone was lib-
erating from the fatigue and suffering of his earthly journey.

Our lives as caravaneers, usually lived at high altitudes
far from the futility of the “civilised” world, remained in its
simplicity, its purity, its slowness, a trace of the sacred and
totally foreign to the profane modernity of our time. This life
was therefore condemned to disappear and to mourn it would
be futile. The only possibility which remains for us is to sym-
bolically relive it by accomplishing an inward journey which,
with divine grace, can lead us to other heights...
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If my thoughts are still capable of being termed as sensible and
my struggle for spiritual rectification is still alive, then I would
say that the diary with the “black cover” written in 1942 con-
tains the beginning of an outpouring of fervour for faith and
understanding. Upon my departure with the Lopchak cara-
van, | ventured articulating my haphazard thoughts into that
diary. It was a search for an ambiance conformable to my incli-
nations in the wake of an unpredictable avalanche of modern-
ism.

With the help of my noble and revered Western friends,
[ was introduced to the writings of René Guénon in those criti-
cal days of World War Two. His works gave my soul a vision
and a new understanding. The spiritual journey took a long
time and today, re-reading those lines, it has refreshed my
fervour. It is providential that [ am able to regain my stamina
by venturing these few lines as an epilogue to my four decades
of sleeping on that travelogue.

I must say that this steep journey plunged me into a
struggle between the carnal soul and the spiritual objective.
This book being originally published in French, it was difficult
to gauge fully where my expressions lay. Today [ am extremely
grateful to the translator, Jane Casewit, for her untiring efforts
to make known to me the contents in French. At the same
time I must not fail to express my heartfelt thanks to Roger du

Pasquier for rendering so accurately my disorganised writings.
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[t is all Tawfig—a grace from Allah—on me poor in spirit.

My youthful days were spent in the thick of Gandhian
nationalism and the turmoil in the sub-continent of India with
unprecedented disputes over the unfortunate partition. [ met
many of the Indian officers and politicians as well as those from
Pakistan. The world showed diverting spirituality into
mundanity and [ found myself in an atmosphere more and more
devoid of human virtues. From an ambiance imbued with Ti-
betan, Ladakhhi and Kashmiri culture one had to face a world
in the midst of intense Western impact. But, as God would
have it, my noble benefactors from the Western world warned
me of the on-coming onslaught. Wisdom dawned from the West
and | was cautioned to move with thoughts imbued from those
of the wise men in the West who knew the pitfalls. My children
were also influenced by the higher spiritual vales and also re-
ceived words to express my thanks to those of my friends who
advised me. As a spiritual benefactor [ feel it would be improper
to mention their august names.

| am also providentially indebted to some outstanding
Tibetan personalities whom | had the privilege of meeting whilst
passing through the Trans-Himalayan region and also whilst
in pursuit of the family trade in Lhasa as well as in China in
those days. [ would begin with Rimpoche Gyendum Chombel,
an Amdo reincarnate lama. A middle-aged man when [ met
him, he was extremely humble but with a dignity and inspiring
spiritual vision. He belonged to those virtuous spiritual beings
that go beyond moral descriptions. He unassumingly has influ-
enced many of the youths of the Tibetan nobility as well as
Tibetan intellectuals. His knowledge of Islam kept me aghast
for years. Once he told me very casually, “Your Prophet
(Muhammed SAW) is rarely understood by the world,” and
“Faith-Belief needs a sword.” He smiled and added, “I am ready
to hold the sword.”

He suffered from many political intrigues although he
was never involved in any of them. His words were misused
and he was made a scapegoat by many of the political figures,
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through no fault of his own. He died in Lhasa in the late forties
and upon his death told many of his friends not to try to escape
death. It is easy if you grasp the Absolute.

My introduction to Rimpoche Gyendum Chombel led
me to meet his teacher in the Lhasa monastery, Gyehse Sherab
Gyatso. I later met him in 1947 in Nanking as an important
officer of the Kuo Min Tang regime. He wielded great influence
amongst the pro KMT Tibetans in China. Many of these KMT
officers in the late forties were pleading for Tibetan indepen-
dence. One said, “Generalissimo Chang-Kai-Shek intends to
see Tibet independent when Quter Mongolia becomes inde-
pendent.” Others said, “It’s the weakness of Tibet that makes
China claim Tibet.” In his famous historical writings Gyendum
Chombel proved Tibet’s historical stand as an independent
country and many of the young Tibetan nobility rallied round
him.

[ was introduced to Rimpoche Gyendum Chombel in
absentia in Lhasa by my noble and kind friend Thupten Jolden
Tethong. It was at his palatial mansion that we used to talk
about great saints, writers and historians of Tibet and [ would
fail in my gratitude towards the Tethong family if I neglected to
mention how much I learnt about the spiritual aspects of the
Tibetan tradition at his feet. Traditional nobility have an at-
mosphere of peace and calmness in their homes that cannot
escape a visitor. Actually these noble families were all in the
thick politics and its usual susceptibilities but the cultural air
and the noble behaviour make one immune to these worldly
habits. One finds oneself in a surrounding to acquire salutary
habits. I am deeply grateful for the impact which Tibetan cul-
ture had upon me.

Through the Tethongs | also got to know an outstand-
ing incarnate lama of Phontsokling during my stay i.n
Kalimpong. I had the privilege of learning a lot through .hls
sermons and lectures in Bodh Gaya and Benare in the forties.

Those were of tremendous spiritual import and helped sustain

my own spiritual pursuits.
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“On the significant (but little recognized) presence of Islam in Tibet, this is the best book
that has appeared.”

—Huston Smith, Author of The World's Religions

“Traditional Tibetan life was a rich tapestry woven of several strands, of which one was
Islam. This is the first work in the English language to make this as yet little recognized
aspect of Tibetan culture and society known through a narrative that rings with the highest
degree of authenticity and is, at the same time, of great general appeal. This work is also a
stark reminder that religions as diverse as Islam and Buddhism lived in peace at the matrix
of a traditional society such as that of Tibet.”

—Seyyed Hossein Nasr, George Washington University

“A great disservice was done to the relations between Buddhism and Islam by the
error Western scholars made in the 19th Century when they misinterpreted Bud-
dhism as being atheism. Buddha not only believed in God, he knew God. There
were numerous atheists in Buddha's time—the Charvaka materialists—and the
Buddha specifically critiqued their lack of belief in any spiritual reality. The God of
Abraham insisted that He, YAHWEH, was inconceivable by human minds. There-
fore, the proper response of humans before this inconceivability is Islam, i.e. surren-
der in mind as well as body. Buddhism is likewise based on the transcendence of self-
centeredness, on surrender of self-aggrandizing knowledge in the realization of
selflessness. Thus, for both Buddhism and Islam, love and mercy, the energies
released by the surrender of selfishness, are the supreme energies of the universe, all
good, all creative, all wise, all trustworthy. The true Buddhist and the true Muslim
should embrace once and for all. Let them only be intolerant of intolerance, in the
name of their own or any other’s religion. Let religion never again be a cause of
harm to beings. Let it be only the road to the inconceivable sea of bliss for all!”
—Professor Robert F. Thurman, Director of Religion, Columbia University

This book is the most complete and definitive work on the subject of Islam in Tibet to
date. It will be of interest to both scholars in the field and general readers interested in the Islamic
community at large, as well as chose interested in Buddhist and Muslim spirituality.

Included in its entirety is the account, Tibetan Caravans, by Abdul Wahid Radhu,
describing his family's centuries-old trading business between India, Central Asia and Tibet—focusing
especially on the fascinating interplay between the traditional cultures of Islam and Buddhism. His
Holiness the Dalai Lama has written a beautiful preface for the captivating, illustrated narrative. The
renowned authority on Buddhism, Marco Pallis, a dear friend of the author, has written a profound
introduction to this work.

Islam in Tibet opens with a fascinating essay, "Islam in the Tibetan Cultural Sphere,” by
Professor José Cabezén. This is followed with a much needed clarification, “Buddhist and Islamic
Viewpoints of Ultimate Reality,” by Dr. William Stoddart.
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