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knocking, lli- !>a<l a mortal lear of fori'igni'rs, and

evidently expected something to spring out of the door

at him. .\ Cliiiiaiiian answered our ini|uirv ami in-

rormc(l ii.< tlial Mr. 'I'uriur lived across tlic river. As

we went on we attraeted verv little attention even in

the crowded, nanow streets, for Ta-chien-lu has a

motley population. aii<! no one snsjiected that 1 w,i-

otlier than a Tii'etaii. .M'ler we had ero>seil the

hridge a yniiiig Chinaman ran up and told me to hide

my knife and chopsticks that hung hy my girdle, as

thieves mijrht steal them, lie thi'ii le(l u< thidiiLrli a

narrow, ilark alh y uinh'rneath a Iioii-e, where I di^-

mnimted, as a lama called out in stentorian voice,

" What are you doing mounted here? " Our guide was

the cook who, upon arrival at the I'u-ing-tang (China

inland Mi>-ion House), ru.-lied into the young incn'.i

room telliiig them a man had come, not knowing

whether 1 was a Tibetan or a European. In response

io his excitedly given information, two missionaries,

Messrs. Amundsen ami Moves, stood in the outer court-

yard when I walked through the entrance. How c'-'an

they looked in I hincse garl), and how white their faces I

1 knew I was not clean, yet, conscious of my dirtiness

and rags. I stood in their [irci-ence waiting to be ad-

dressed. But no. 1 iiiu.-t ^|)eak first ; so I .said in

English, "Is this Mv. TunierV:" and Mr. Moyes re-

plied " Yes." How the word thrilled me through and

through. It was the first l-mglish word I had heard

since that never-to-be-l'orgotten morning two months

before when my husband disappeared around the rock,

and the speaker was the first white stranger I had seen


