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inn or llic misfion t-lation, either of wliidi w^ulil provp

a Imven of re>t. The road was a gradual de-eriit,

thou^'h Iii'iv and tluTe wi-re sliiirji aMcnts which taxed

my t.tren.nh to tlic mIIll)^t, and at times made me

almost de.-i air of reaching Ta-ehicn-lu that day. But

on we trudged over the stony road skirt(!d on either

-ide now hy roiki^, now by cluster- of hully and

rhododendrons to me nnspeakahly henutiful, indications

of the return of summer with its lilue skies and balmy

mount; n air. We passed luxuria it valleys, and

groups of hcu.-t--. ('liiiic<e in appearance and so difTer-

eiit from the homes of Tilirtan auM-iciilt iirali>ts, repos-

ing on the hillsides looking fo neat and iiiviiing. My

physical weakness and soro feet took away much of

the poetry and all the pleasure of the walk. Tlic

Chinesi' boys kept urging mc on. not willing that I

^hould rest every little distance on a stone iiy the road-

tiide, as 1 felt compelled to do. Thirty miles* walk the

day before and twenty that (Jay could not be accom-

pli>hed hy mv already exhausted strength without

arute sulVering; but the goal was safety, peace and rest,

and on 1 went.

Past a picturesque lamasery with nd l)uilding8

surrounded Ly tall trees, on over an anh.'d bridge,

we wended our way toward the south gate of the

town. My escort persuaded mc to mount my poor,

tired horse and ride into the place in state." Just

outside the gate we paused at the massive doors uf the

Roman Catholic Mission to inquire the whereabouts of

Mr. Turner's house. It was certainly amusing and yet

pitiful to sec my boy edge away from the door after


