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The exhilaration that Pa-mi had felt earlier had dissipated. 
Something was wrong. Something indefi nable; it gnawed at his 
bowels. There was a premonition of—bad fortune—no, danger. 
Yes, thatʼs what it was: Danger! At that moment, he felt his 
foot touch a soft spot in the narrow path, and before he could 
step back onto fi rm ground he was slipping on his back down 
the steep rock-covered slope. 

Shaman Pa-mi is one of the Kopu, a small tribe nestled in 
the Yunnan mountains. His people face the threat of losing 
their traditions when an American missionary family comes 
to Hsinshao; already the village is divided between those 
who listen to them and those, like him, who reject them. 
When Pa-mi plans to ambush a Chinese caravan, he injures 
himself badly. It will take friendship, communication, and 
understanding across cultural boundaries for the Kopu and the 
Americans to save him, and ultimately, when the Communists 
learn of the missionariesʼ presence in Hsinshao, in return to 
save the entire family.

Filled with emotion, grace, and the urgency of events unfolding 
as vividly now as they had in the past, Hatton brings to life an 
action-packed true story and gives voice to a people otherwise 
overlooked in history and literature.
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At the age of two years, Howard Hatton went with 
his missionary parents and siblings to live in a 
small tribal village high up in the mountains of 
Yunnan Province in southwest China. The village 
of Hsinshao, inhabited by the Kopu tribe, was little 
Howieʼs Shangri-La for four wonderful years.  But in 
1934, Mao Tse Tungʼs army marched north of the 
village, and a group of Communist soldiers  was sent 
to capture them. 

Herein lies his story.
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Howard Hatton with his mother and siblings in Hsinshao 
before they were driven out by the Communists.



   Author’s Note 

In the Spring of 1934, Mao-tse-tung and his Communist 
army broke free from Chian-kai-shek’s encircling army and 
began the Long March to the West and to freedom.  His 
soldiers captured two American Missionaries, John and 
Betty Stam, and executed them both.  Then the marauders 
heard  another American missionary was living with his 
family in the small Kopu tribal village of Hsinshao, high up 
in the mountains of Yunnan province. Mao ordered a group 
of his soldiers to head south and capture these foreigners. If 
they had succeeded, my life may have ended at the age of 
five, but fortunately we were able to escape.

This book describes the wonderful Kopu people, clash of 
cultures and religion caused by the entrance of Western 
missionaries into their small village.

I want to express my thanks to my wife Lorraine and my 
daughter Lucinda for their continual encouragement, advice, 
and help with the computer as my eyesight began to fail.

I also wish to thank the Rev. Ruth Donahue for helping me 
get this book into the form necessary for publishing.  Rev. 
Donahue devoted much of her spare time and tirelessly 
helped me organize the manuscript.  Finally, I would like 
to thank Dr. Tracy Sepich for her encouragement and 
assistance.  

                    Howard Hatton 2015





Prologue

The people may look up to the sky or stare at the ground, 
but they will see nothing but trouble and darkness, terrifying 
darkness into which they are being driven. - Isaiah 8.22.

I, Seko, the paimo1 of the village of Hsinshao2 am an old 
man now. But once, like a golden eagle drifting silently 
on great pinions far above the dwellings of humans, 
I glided and soared as the spirits led me. When they 
gripped me with their irresistible power, my soul would 
wing its way far out into the moonlit night or down into 
the shadowy bottomless abyss, and I saw wondrous 
sights and beings that few mortals are privileged to 
behold.

As a leopard worries a deer, the spirits shook me while 
I danced, and power leaped out and touched the sick 
ones of my people with healing.

But now I am old and feeble. Seldom do the spirits 
speak through me anymore. My aching bones and joints 
become unutterably weary when I jump and spin during 
the ritual dances; and after waking from a trance, I gasp 
for breath, my heart pounding like a bull butting against 
the bars of its pen.

1 Paimo –shaman or spirit priest of the Kopu tribe.
2 Hsinshao is a small Kopu village situated at 8,000 feet in the      
  Chinese Alps of Yunnan province in south-west China. 



It may be that I will be the last paimo of Hsinshao, for 
change is sweeping through the village like a cold bitter 
wind whistling down from the snowy peaks of the Shamas.

I am weary of these people who upset the peace and 
tranquility of Hsinshao: the foreigners and Nu, with his 
craven Kopu3 followers. If their spirit Yesu is good and 
loving as they never cease to tell us, surely he would seek 
the happiness of the villagers and not divide us into two 
quarreling camps.

But gone are the joyous songs sung on moonlit slopes 
to the accompaniment of flutes and the rapid beat of the 
drum. Our musical instruments have been discarded for 
the foreign music box with the sinister white teeth that 
sits in the great house on the hill. No longer do the young 
men and maidens meet each other in sensual dances on 
the village square at New Year, their feet flying to ancient 
haunting melodies. Instead, they sing strange foreign 
tunes that do not follow the rise and fall of our beautiful 
language.

Barley beer and the conviviality it brings is forbidden. 
The round-eyed barbarians even scorn our long pipes and 
forbid their use. They must be smoked stealthily in our 
houses late at night.

Chinese has become the official language of these people. 
They claim that the Kopu tongue is impoverished and 
barbaric; that it cannot adequately convey the thoughts 
and words of Yesu and his father the great god Yasu.

Ayee! This is a lie! We Kopu and our cousins the Nosu 
and the Lisu, lived here long before the barbaric Huns 
rampaged through our beautiful land. It is they who are 
barbaric, not us! Our lilting languages should be a perfect 
vehicle for Yesu’s pronouncements. Through it he could 
bring healing and peace to my people. I am sure that 

3 Kopu refers to a small tribe living in the mountains of Yunnan province.
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Yesu wants to talk our language; but the stupid round-
eyed foreigners, along with their whining, sniveling, Kopu 
followers prevent him from learning it.

I am unutterably weary tonight, and my liver is filled with 
foreboding. Pa-mi, my nephew has taken his lolo onto the 
trail. I gave my permission reluctantly, for our ancestors 
dwell in that tiny basket. 

Tonight, strange and frightening visions have flashed 
through my mind—so terrifying that I must force myself to 
remain awake sitting here by the fire. Yet even the flickering 
flames are casting up images that have been recently in my 
dreams: I see rhododendron trees, their pale green leaves 
tossed to and fro as by a violent wind storm at the onset of 
the rainy season. Behind the bending, struggling trees, far 
back in the depths of the flame, I can see a lolo.  

This is puzzling! Why is the lolo linked to the 
rhododendron? We Kopu venerate the pear trees and the 
pine; but the rhododendron, though surpassingly beautiful 
in the springtime, is of no consequence to us. My liver is 
filled with foreboding, and for the first time the future is 
covered with mist and hidden from me. I am alone!                                          
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Chapter One

It was 1934, the Year of the Long March. The void of the 
night hung brooding above a gap in the pressing, massive 
walls of the chasm. A savage wind sent oddly shaped 
clouds whirling across the face of a pale, half-moon that 
hung suspended in the black canopy of the sky. The moon 
looked like a predatory demon waiting to flash down and 
grasp an unwary prey in its bloody claws. A biting wind 
howled ferociously through the narrow confines of the 
gorge, its keening sound mingling with the roar of a river 
flowing far down in the impenetrable blackness of the 
abyss.

At times, the strength of the wind abated slightly and above 
the thunder of the river could be heard muffled curses, and 
the clink and squeak of metal or leather scratching against 
some object. The intermittent neighing of horses dimly echoed 
back and forth along the jagged walls of the precipice.

A shaft of moonlight broke through the whirling clouds, 
and filtered down the side of the cliff, flickering in a ghostlike 
fashion upon a narrow ledge that hung precariously to the 
seemingly impassable surface of the rock. It was only wide 
enough for one man or a small animal to pass at a time. 
The light played on a part of the ledge that wound around 
a seemingly impassable and treacherous looking corner.

A man appeared. He was short and squat. His sunken 
almond-shaped eyes glittered with vitality and intelligence. 
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His nose was flat and misshapen as if it had endured the 
indignities of countless blows in savage brawls.  A scar, 
starting just below his dark-colored turban, swept jaggedly 
down his right cheek to the corner of his mouth, pulling 
his thick protruding lips up in a perpetual sneer of cold 
ferocity. His wide, powerful looking torso was covered by a 
long-sleeved coat made of a light colored material stretched 
down to just above his knees. In a red sash around his 
waist he had tucked a long, curved dagger. Below his waist, 
wide ballooning trousers shimmered in the moonlight. In 
his right hand he tightly clasped a short pole, to which was 
attached a small object resembling a wicker-work basket. 
The howling wind tore savagely at the pole, forcing the 
man to hold it tightly against his side.

He moved with a cat-like grace along the narrow path, 
displaying a surefootedness gained through years of 
experience on similar trails in the Kopu country of China’s 
Yunnan province.

Immediately behind him, the figure of a taller man 
appeared.  His garb was similar to that of the first. Shadows 
cast by the pale light of the moon accentuated his high 
cheek bones. But in sharp contrast to the other man, the 
nose of this man was long and pointed. A crossbow was 
slung across his left shoulder, and from a quiver hanging 
behind his shoulder blades, the heads of arrows glinted, 
as if winking maliciously at the demon moon hovering 
overhead.

The man’s right hand held tightly to the reins of a small 
emaciated -looking horse, whose voice rose in mournful 
protest as it stepped gingerly around a hair-raising bend 
in the ledge.

At that moment a cloud swept across the face of the 
moon and partially blocked out the figures of a third man 
and horse that squeezed like wraiths past the same corner. 
Then, as if playing a game, the moon sent a pale swatch of 
light that lit up the figure of yet a fourth man—or was it a 
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boy? He was dwarfish and misshapen. His outsized head 
appeared grotesque in the moonlight. Large coarse lips lay 
open in a vacant expression. In his right hand he gripped a 
cross-bow. He scuttled across the cliff face, his shoulders 
hunched up like some Oriental Quasimodo.

Up front the leader hurried along effortlessly, and in a 
lull between the gusts of wind, he shouted back over his 
shoulder to the man following him.

“Ayee! Younger brother. This will be a day to remember!”

His brother snickered and replied in a high thin voice 
that barely carried over the noise of the elements:

“Yes, elder brother! The spirits of those bastard Chinese 
are lost forever in the mountains.”

He chortled with glee at some vivid memory. And the 
horse clopping along behind him whinnied stridently as 
if in agreement, causing the man to turn and direct a 
disdainful look at the miserable creature.

“Damn these loud-mouthed Chinese nags. They neigh 
just like their masters fart!”

This enjoinder elicited a delighted bellow of laughter from 
the elder brother who himself broke wind spectacularly as 
if in derision of the hated Chinese.

Silence once more descended on the party as darkness 
enveloped them in inky impenetrable blackness. The wind 
increased its intensity, preventing the lighting of bamboo 
torches that the third man of the party was carrying. One 
false step now would mean a fall into the raging river a 
thousand feet below. The elder brother picked his way 
more carefully along the ledge, testing each step. But he 
had traversed this chasm scores of times since his father 
had first taken him on a venture like the one that they had 
just successfully executed that day. And he could have 
followed the path blindfolded if necessary.
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As he pressed forward, he gripped ever more tightly the 
pole on which hung the tiny basket. It had been their 
talisman on this violent day, guaranteeing the success of 
their mission. In the basket, he believed, rested the spirits 
of his ancestors. All Kopu, and even their savage kin the 
Nosu, believed in the power and sacredness of this basket, 
the lolo.

Yes, even the spirit of his father who had taught him 
all his skills of hunting and mountain climbing was right 
there beside him in the basket on this turbulent night.

As he held the lolo now, Pa-mi, for that was his name, 
felt a tremendous sense of elation. Yesterday his uncle, 
the village spirit priest, called a paimo, had foretold the 
success of the ambush. For when the old man had thrown 
his divining stick on the ground, it had fallen in exactly 
the position that would guarantee the propitiousness of 
their plan. But when Pa-mi informed him of his decision 
to take the lolo with them, the gaunt old Paimo had been 
most apprehensive. Only after a lengthy discussion had 
he grudgingly concurred with his nephew’s reasoning, and 
given his blessing.       



Chapter Two

Early that day, after the sun had risen high above the 
purple towering mountain peaks, Pa-mi had led his men 
down onto a meadow that sloped toward a rope bridge 
spanning the Ping River. It was a warm summer day. A soft 
breeze caused a soughing sound through the pine trees 
that bordered on the meadow, and the air was redolent 
with pine-needles. Varied-colored mountain flowers 
speckled the lush grassy slope that stretched to the edge 
of the precipice high above the rushing river far below.

Pa-mi took in the scene with a practiced eye and quickly 
dispersed the group of men to predetermined hiding places 
around the meadow that stretched to the edge of the 
precipice.

 He himself hid behind a group of slate-colored boulders 
situated several paces up from the trail that started at the 
bridge and led past his hiding place to the pine forest at 
his left. To his right, crouching behind another boulder 
was his younger brother, Mah, his cross-bow lying within 
easy reach beside him. His heavy sheepskin cloak, its thick 
wool-lined surface shimmering in the sunlight, lay in a pile 
behind him. 

Over on the other side of the path, behind the white-
flaked trunk of an ancient pine tree, his son Buk was 
lounging.  As so many times before, since the birth of 
the dwarf, the thought of his son’s deformity wrenched 
at Pa-mi’s stomach. He agonized, Ayee! My son. What is 
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this awful thing that comes upon Kopu boys? Why have the 
spirits treated me in such a cruel fashion? He raged within 
himself. 

Yes, even you, honorable father-- back there in the lolo 
among the pines—why couldn’t you help Buk? The question 
hung unanswered in the soft summer air—it always had. 
A dark, dangerous depression enveloped Pa-mi, contorting 
his face as if with pain.  But then he thought, even the 
Nosu, those bastards, are plagued with the same curse! May 
all their fatherless spirits be lost in the mountains forever! 
This thought gave him some measure of comfort, and his 
deformed lips curled upward into a grotesque parody of a 
smile.

Ah yes, Buk, you can shoot a crossbow better than any 
of the other men in the village. More accurately than a Nosu 
marksman: a pheasant at a dozen paces, and a turtle shit 
Chinese trader at two hundred paces. Yes, my son, your 
prowess with the bow compensates for all your ugliness.                     

Pulling himself back from his reveries into the reality of 
the summer afternoon, he surveyed the scene in front of 
him. Lazily sunning itself on the rock above his head was 
a gecko lizard, its great eyes fixed inscrutably on him; its 
throat pulsating gently. Pa-mi gazed at it with amusement, 
remembering how as a child, he and the other boys had 
made sport of scaring these lizards.  When frightened, the 
creature’s tail would fall off and writhe on the ground long 
after the owner had slithered away in a panic. 

Pa-mi winked at the lizard, then, taking his eye off the 
watchful creature he squinted up at the azure sky where 
tiny fluffy pure-white clouds were leisurely moving toward 
the western mountains. He chuckled as he spotted one 
particular cloud that reminded him of his mother-in-law’s 
stern forbidding face. Etched in perfection, the petulant 
mouth hung open, and underneath the chin hung a huge 
goiter.

A tiny speck hovering motionlessly in the great blue 
expanse of the heaven caught his eye. It was a golden 
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eagle floating on the wind currents, its wings suspended 
as it patiently waited for a glimpse of some prey on the 
mountain meadow far below. Beyond the great bird, to the 
west, the gigantic snow-capped Shama Mountains stood 
like forbidding sentinels guarding the mysterious fortresses 
of the Independent Nosu. Pa-mi shivered slightly, thinking 
of the spirits that inhabited those peaks, and turned away 
from the ominous sight.

Dropping his eyes, he focused them on the rope bridge 
that lay about fifty paces directly below him. Two thick 
parallel hemp ropes, about six feet apart, formed the top 
sides of the structure. These were tied securely to large 
posts driven deep into the ground on each side of the 
gorge. From those large ropes, smaller ones hung vertically 
at intervals. And attached to them was an interlacing bed 
made of rope. Thick boards were tied to this rope bed, 
providing a pathway for humans and pack-animals to pass 
over. Like a cradle pushed by the gentle hand of a woman 
the bridge swung slowly back and forth.

Pa-mi knew, though, that hundreds of feet below, beyond 
his sight, a boiling, frothing cataract flung itself furiously 
over a barrier of black rocks whose tips appeared like the 
teeth of a predatory animal.

Quite soon—he was certain that his calculations were 
correct—a caravan would appear. There would be five 
Chinese traders and three horses laden down with 
expensive merchandise, including the scarce commodity 
salt. They would file down the narrow pathway cutting 
between the pink sandstone cliffs on the opposite side 
of the gorge, and then proceed across the narrow bridge 
toward the trail near where the ambushers were hidden. 
Pa-mi’s information concerning the size and composition 
of the caravan had come from a trusted source far down in 
the foot-hills near Wuting, the nearest Chinese town. There 
would be no government soldiers to provide protection for 
this small group of traders. So they were fair game for an 
enterprising robber band such as his.
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Pa-mi’s source had also informed him that the trader 
leading the caravan, along with the man bringing up the 
rear, would be armed with flint-lock rifles. In between these 
two armed men would be three other Chinese leading small 
pack-horses. The Kopu leader planned to allow the first 
three men and two of the horses to cross the bridge and 
begin the ascent up the trail. When the first trader had 
reached a point almost opposite the large boulder behind 
which Pa-mi was hidden, the attack would commence. 
It would require split-second timing. The belling cry of a 
pheasant was the sign for Buk to shoot the leading man.  
Then Pa-mi’s arrow, shot from the right side of the boulder 
would cut down the second man. Mah must shoot his 
missile with deadly accuracy from a distance of about fifty 
paces to kill the third trader. Pa-mi expected that when the 
two remaining Chinese saw the slaughter of their comrades 
they would flee to the far side of the bridge, leaving their 
ambushers with at least two of the pack-horses—three if 
they were fortunate.

The middle-aged Kopu shifted his position so that he 
could peer through a narrow space between his rock and 
the large boulder that rested next to it. A strange lassitude 
gripped him as the soft warm breeze caressed his body. He 
wished that he had discarded his sheepskin coat as Mah 
had done, for perspiration was beginning to soak his inner 
garments, making him quite uncomfortable. But there 
wasn’t time. As he gazed ahead of him he reached inside 
his cloak and irritably scratched at one of the innumerable 
fleas that tormented him.

“Damn the creatures!” he mumbled. “They seem to get 
worse every year.”

From its comfortable position on top of the rock the 
lizard stared at him unblinking. Then, a large multi-
colored monarch butterfly flitted by in ghost-like fashion, a 
picture of fluid motion. Pa-mi momentarily turned his gaze 
away from the aperture between the rocks and followed 
the insect’s flight toward the grove of pines.
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“Get away, “he muttered, “You only bring bad luck!” He 
shuddered, hairs raising on his neck.

Suddenly, every nerve and sinew screamed into action 
as another movement caught his eye. A black-clothed man 
with a rifle tucked into the crook of his right arm strode 
purposefully out of the entrance to the defile that cut 
through the gleaming cliff on the other side of the gorge. He 
was quickly followed by the other members of the caravan. 
And they all started to cross the bridge.

Pa-mi swore silently as he watched the slow procession 
of men and animals cross the swaying structure. Time 
crawled by.  Every step had to be tested. And at some 
points where planks had fallen out of the bridge floor the 
pack-animals balked in terror, increasing the dangerous 
swaying motion.

Raising his cross-bow into firing position Pa-mi carefully 
slipped an arrow into its slot. Any sudden movement now 
might catch the eye of the watchful man who was leading 
the traders.

Hurry up, you turtle shit, he swore at them in his mind. 
We can’t wait all afternoon. The sooner we send you to join 
your ancestors the better for all of us.

As if hearing his plea, the first three Chinese, along with 
two of the horses, stepped off the bridge and started up the 
trail that led toward the towering pines.  The leader, with a 
bandolier of cartridges slung across his shoulder and the 
rifle hanging loosely in the crook of his arm, walked warily. 
His piercing, slit eyes scanned the landscape intently from 
under a high conical hat. They bored into the boulders 
that sheltered Pa-mi. Time seemed to stand still, and salty 
sweat trickled into the Kopu’s eyes. He blinked, clearing 
his vision.

He thought: Why is the bastard so suspicious? Maybe he 
has seen the arrow tip! The man kept on staring, but finally, 
satisfied that there was no danger, he turned, and with 
his head beckoned to his compatriots to follow him toward 
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the forest. The belling of a pheasant split the stillness of 
the afternoon.  The Chinese with the rifle hesitated in mid 
stride and turned his head in the direction of the sound. 
It was his last purposeful action on earth, for Buk’s arrow 
whirred with deadly accuracy and embedded itself in his 
heart with a sickening thud. As the man’s face contorted 
with agony, his rifle dropped from his arm and fell heavily 
across the path. The straw hat rolled down the incline and 
disappeared over the edge of the gorge. A strangled cry 
came from the second man as an arrow passed through 
his neck, severing the jugular vein. Blood spurted from 
the gaping hole, drenching his clothes and reddening the 
lush green grass of the meadow. He stared wildly around 
him while the lead reins holding the horse slipped from his 
fingers.

Pa-mi leaped quickly from his hiding place and raced 
down the slope to capture the frightened animal that reared 
in terror as its flaring nostrils caught the scent of blood. 
Its body swung around, partially blocking Mah’s vision, so 
that his arrow smashed into the shoulder of the third man, 
missing a vital organ. In desperation the wounded man 
ran back toward the bridge with Mah in pursuit.

The scene at the bridge was one of great confusion: the 
remaining traders were already fleeing up the trail toward 
the safety of the cliffs, while the third pack-horse, unable 
to keep its balance on the dangerously swaying bridge, 
had slipped and fallen; its body now straddled the plank 
floor near to the large ropes that formed the meadow 
entrance to the structure. The wounded Chinese, only a 
step or two in front of Mah, attempted to leap over the 
kicking, terror-stricken animal. But the violent motion of 
the bridge pitched him between two of the vertical ropes. 
He clutched at one of them with his good hand, and for 
a moment his body hung out over the raging cataract 
below. Mah, who had reached the bridge a step behind 
the trader, kicked him savagely in the middle of his back, 
sending him flying down toward the river. The lean Kopu 
watched in satisfaction as the trader’s body crashed onto 
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a particularly jagged looking rock and then disappeared 
under the frothing white foam of the rapids.

Mah turned to see how his brother and nephew were 
faring. With a satisfied grin he noted that Pa-mi had already 
tethered one horse to a nearby pine tree and Buk was 
patiently soothing the fear of the other animal. Meanwhile, 
the slave Bito had come out of the pine forest and was 
running to help Buk.

At that moment Mah felt a puff of air touch his cheek, 
immediately followed by the sharp crack of a rifle.

He thought, The bastards didn’t flee to the plains like 
dogs with their tails between their legs as we expected! No 
point staying around here. Can’t match his rifle with my 
crossbow!

 He raced toward the group of men at the pines, only to 
stop momentarily where the first Chinese had fallen. He 
wiped some of the man’s blood on his cross-bow to appease 
the spirits, and then hurried on calling out urgently to the 
others:

“Let’s get out of here! We have two horses.  Leave the 
other one to the bastards on the other side!”

Mah chuckled as he reached the place where Pa-mi was 
standing.

“Maybe both of them will fall into the river and meet their 
ancestors as the other one did,” he cried.

Another shot rang out across the gorge, echoing with 
sharp intensity through the mountains. The four men 
quickly led the skittish horses into the pine forest, and 
after retrieving the hidden lolo, started their journey back 
to the village of Hsinshao.





Chapter Three

The gorge with the terrifying ledge lay far behind them 
now. They were struggling along a trail on the spine of a 
mountain only a couple of li1 from Hsinshao. The pale face 
of the scimitar-shaped moon, set in the bejeweled dome of 
the sky, glowered down upon the tiny humans far below. 
A piercing, whistling wind blew full into their faces, stifling 
all conversation and still frustrating their attempts to light 
their bamboo torches.

The exhilaration that Pa-mi had felt earlier had dissipated. 
Something was wrong. Something indefinable; it gnawed 
at his bowels. There was a premonition of—bad fortune—
no, danger. Yes, that’s what it was: Danger!

Fear began to churn up the juices way down in his liver. 
Momentarily taking his eyes of the trail, he gazed up at 
the moon that was now suspended above the western 
mountains. He looked at it as if seeking some sign of 
reassurance from the spirit that dwelt there.

Strange, he thought irritably. It seems to be smiling at me.

At that moment, he felt his foot touch a soft spot in the narrow 
path, and before he could step back onto firm ground he 
was slipping on his back down the steep rock-covered slope.

1 A li is about 1/3 of a mile.
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Don’t let go of the lolo, his mind screamed at him.

The stones ripped at the thick sheepskin coat on his 
back and tore at his legs. With his left hand he desperately 
clasped the lolo pole tightly up against his chest.

Then, with a thud his right foot collided against a hard 
object, jarring the lolo loose from his left hand. His stomach 
contorted in agony as a searing pain swept up his leg. 
Gritting his teeth he willed himself to stand the pain, and 
get control of his body and senses again.

Where’s the lolo? I must find the lolo—forget the pain! If I 
lose the lolo, I might as well die right here! 

Slowly, he turned over onto his left side and through 
eyes watery from the pain peered down the moonlit slope. 
His right foot had struck against the trunk of a stunted 
pine tree. And beyond the pine, about fifty paces below, he 
could see where the rocks and debris ended.

That’s where the fatherless cliff is. I’m sure of it! And 
it’s at least one hundred arm lengths high. If the lolo has 
fallen over the edge, we won’t be able to find it till day 
break. Supposing it’s broken open? This thought sent an 
uncontrollable spasm of fear coursing through his body. 
He thought, If it’s open, the spirits will haunt me the rest of 
my life for disturbing their resting place.    

Through his fear Pa-mi dimly heard Mah’s high-pitched 
voice calling to him from the path above. “Elder Brother, 
are you all right?”

“Yes,” he yelled, turning his head toward the path. The 
effort sent another sharp pain shooting through his body. 
He tried to stop the tremor in his voice.

“This fatherless tree made me drop the lolo.”     

He could dimly see Mah and Buk lying on their stomachs 
peering down at him from some fifty arm lengths away.
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“Did you hear what I said, Younger Brother?”

“Yes, you said something about the lolo,” Mah yelled 
shrilly.

“I said, I’ve dropped the lolo. I’m going down to get it.”

“Don’t! It’s too risky! Wait till daybreak!”  Mah responded, 
his voice betraying deep concern.

“No, I’ve got to find out if it’s safe.  Wait there for me! I 
must climb down and find it.”

 Pa-mi thought, I’ve got to find out if my father is safe.

He cautiously tried to sit up by digging his right knee and 
right foot into the earth, using the leg as a pivot. But the 
right leg and ankle still bore most of the weight of his body. 
Another excruciating spasm of pain forestalled any further 
movement. It seemed to focus on his right thigh.

“By Atsapi! I’ve broken my thigh bone and probably the 
ankle too,” he mumbled. He gritted his teeth in frustration. 
Then, remembering the dagger in the sash at his waist, 
he quickly pulled it out and plunged it up to its hilt in 
the soft earth on his left side. Then using the dagger as a 
fulcrum, he put most of the weight of his body on his left 
arm and slowly pulled himself up to a sitting position. Now 
the injured leg and ankle would no longer have to bear the 
full weight of his body. He stared down the mountain slope 
covered with deceptive shadows thrown out by rocks of all 
shapes and sizes.

Somewhere down there lay the lolo, unless it had fallen 
over the cliff’s edge His eyes swept slowly over the debris 
looking for the distinctive shape of the tiny basket.

Nothing. 

Every nerve was now screaming with pain and frustration. 
Again he scanned the area immediately below him.
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“There it is,” he muttered to himself excitably.

“It’s only about three arm lengths down the mountain 
side.” He could pick out the spherical configuration of the 
lolo, almost eclipsed by the shadow cast by a larger rock.

 He thought with misgiving that it would be a bastard of 
a climb down to the rock.

First, though, he had to test his right ankle and thigh 
to ascertain the extent of his injuries. Steeling himself 
against the pain, he attempted to bend his toes. He almost 
fainted with pain, but not before he had proved to himself 
that the injury to his right ankle was no more than a bad 
sprain. His thigh, though, was another matter. Searching 
with his hand he could feel the break in his thigh bone. For 
a long time the short powerful Kopu lay on his side trying 
to will the pain away. Finally, when his eyes had cleared, 
he again addressed himself to the problem before him.

The mocking moon was now hovering just over the 
sharp peaks across from him. Soon it would slip down 
out of sight, and darkness would envelop him with its 
inky blackness. He edged his bruised body down toward 
the lolo, repeatedly plunging his knife into the earth to 
prevent himself from slipping down the wet slope.  Finally 
he reached the lolo. Placing his knife back in the sash he 
reached down and gently picked up the tiny basket—and 
looked at it for a long moment. He thought with relief, It 
isn’t broken! Maybe my ancestors will forgive me for this 
terrible wrong that I have done to them.

The darkness was complete now, but Pa-mi still lay 
motionless holding the lolo in the palm of his hand. His 
whole body was a world of torment, as nerve endings, 
buffeted by the rocks during his slide down the mountain, 
added their shrill voice to the throbbing pain at his thigh 
and ankle. The pain had now become so constant that his 
vision was a searing blur.
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But something gnawed at the corner of his mind; 
something that he knew was very important. Wearily, he 
tried to force a picture into his memory. What was it during 
his fall that was so significant?

“No, I’m too tired,” he muttered dejectedly.

Then it came to him that it was the pine tree that had 
saved him!  Atsapi, the pine tree had stopped his fall. It was 
his tree! Long ago—so long ago when he became a man—
he had chosen it as his benefactor. Taking a small pine 
branch he had reverently placed it at the foot of one of the 
huge pines in a special grove near his uncle, the paimo’s 
house. Other boys had picked the pear or the bamboo; 
but he had favored the pine.  Now at this moment of need 
Atsapi had remembered him, he exulted. Pa-mi turned his 
head and gazed up through the darkness toward the small 
stunted pine.

Breaking himself away from his reverie he realized that 
the moon had left the sky. Crickets chirruped a steady 
chorus around him, and a leopard across the valley, 
coughed hoarsely, making the horses on the path above 
Pa-mi whinny with terror. Faintly, he heard the curses of 
his men as they fought to control the skittish beasts.

He placed the lolo carefully inside his tunic and turned 
onto his left side. Then, using the knife and his left foot 
for leverage he clawed his way up the slope. With each 
movement sharp stabs of pain shot through his body 
benumbing his brain, until he climbed by instinct alone. 
After what seemed an eternity, he felt someone’s strong 
arms pulling him up onto the trail. He tried to focus his 
eyes but blackness enveloped him.





Chapter Four

In his dream he was racing down the steep bank of the 
river of Golden Sand, with the other Kopu youths shouting 
exuberantly behind him. The river ford lay ahead. Above 
him in the distance towered the great Shama mountain 
peaks, their snow caps glistening like gold in the sunlight 
of that glorious spring day. Pa-mi rushed excitedly through 
the shallows toward a wide sandbank in the middle of the 
river. Small silver-colored fish, startled by the commotion, 
jumped into the air, and then fell back into the water 
with a plopping sound, only to dart away toward a safe 
sanctuary in deeper water. The cool sand at the edge of 
the sandbank oozed into Pa-mi’s sandals and soothed his 
tired feet.  He whirled round and round with glee, the great 
greyish colored sheepskin coat flapping ludicrously like the 
wings of a rooster preparing to crow.  Waving his crossbow 
above his head he called to the other youths to join him.  
They were already racing through the water toward him, 
sending a fine spray shimmering into the air. 

“We are young and strong. It’s good to be alive,” he 
exulted delightedly.

For days they had been exploring and hunting in the 
mountains west of Hsinshao. And now they had reached 
the fabled river.
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“When you reach the river of Golden Sand, turn back,” 
Pa-mi’s father had warned them with a stern expression 
on his face. “On the other side is where the wild Nosu 
live. You don’t want to meet them.”

But the previous night as they sat around a fire eating 
roasted corn and discussing the adventures of that day, 
the consensus among them had been that they should 
cross the river, and at least penetrate the foothills on the 
eastern side of the Shamas. After a day of exploration 
they would begin their journey back to Hsinshao.

“A Kopu is worth two fatherless Nosu, y’ know,” Pa-mi 
had assured the more timorous members of the band. “We 
won’t go very far into the hills, and if any of those dog shit 
appear, our crossbows will take care of them,” he laughed 
confidently.

Now they stood transfixed, gazing in awe at the 
tremendous white mountains that stretched in terraced 
stages down to the hills and valleys at their feet, where a 
morning mist roiled and billowed sending white cotton-
like plumes flaring into the brilliant air. No peaks near 
Hsinshao could compare to these giants. Fear showed on 
the faces of several of the youths, and they edged toward 
each other muttering, as if seeking protection.  Pa-mi 
sensed their nervousness and walked over to them.

Nu, their spokesman, was a short plump youth with 
protuberant ears, above which rested a bright red turban 
set at a raffish angle. Glancing nervously back at his 
peers he murmured out of the side of his mouth. “You 
know the old stories, Big Brother, about demons that lie 
in wait back of the Shamas and eat unwary maidens who 
stray into their territory. Supposing...”

“We’re no maidens!” Pa-mi cut him off in a soft controlled 
voice. “Look at you Nu!  No demon would ever mistake 
you for a maiden, would it? If it tried to eat you it would 
get a belly-ache from your turban alone.”
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Nu’s lips twitched nervously under the small mustache 
that he had been assiduously nursing for weeks, and he 
set his thumbs firmly at the ends of his bright red sash 
that was adjusted as low as possible without causing 
his wide ballooning pants to fall off. Seeking support, he 
gazed furtively back at his friends, but they were tittering 
nervously, and finally exploded into laughter when they 
grasped the incongruousness of Pa-mi’s remarks. Good-
naturedly, he slapped Nu on the back.

“We’re only going a short way through those hills, and 
won’t go near the Shamas, I promise.  Come on, the sun 
is getting high in the sky.”

Encouraged, the Kopu youths, with Pa-mi and Mah in 
the lead, waded through the deeper water on the other 
side of the sandbank. When they reached the bottom of 
the far bank, they stopped to shake the water out of their 
cloaks, and then clambered to the top. 

To their left, steep pale-blue cliffs formed a forbidding 
wall along the river. But directly in front of them a well-
worn path wended its way across a lush green meadow 
bordered on the right by a thick forest of  red oak 
and cedar. This seemed the only possible way to enter 
the hills.  After a moment’s thought Pa-mi motioned to 
his band to follow and set out toward the trees.

Later in the morning they reached a ravine far up in 
the hills. The air was fresh and cool. Even though the 
sun was now high in the sky.  A light breeze fluttered the 
leaves of the great oak trees that bordered the narrow 
sandy path, and from their branches a legion of cicadas 
maintained a sonorous cacophony. Almost touching 
the heads of the youths, the pink and orange points of 
the spindle-berry hung across the path like beads on a 
necklace. Orchids were everywhere, lavishly vibrant in 
blues and pinks.  A bright-plumed pheasant, startled 
by the invasion of humans, scurried across the path 
in front of them and disappeared into a thicket to their 
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left. Further back in the trees a larger denizen of the 
forest crashed through the undergrowth as it fled their 
approach.  Several members of the band reached into 
their quivers of arrows, anticipating a hunt.

Pa-mi strode along, a good hundred paces in front of 
the others, his piercing eyes searching the landscape 
ahead. The trail suddenly narrowed, and directly ahead 
of him, as if through a window in the trees, he could see 
a gigantic purple boulder standing where there appeared 
to be a sharp turn in the trail.  He pressed forward a 
few paces, and suddenly was free of the cool cover of 
the forest. Above the boulder in front of him were now 
visible the cliffs that formed the walls of the ravine. On 
top of these, along with the ubiquitous pine trees, a 
profusion of large rhododendron trees reached out over 
the edge of the cliff; and above them the gigantic Shama 
massif towered into the dazzling sky.

A pity they’re not in bloom. I’ve always liked the 
rhododendron of Hsinshao during springtime. 

He stared ahead of him at the boulder, thinking: This 
might be a good place to turn back! 

No, he reasoned. We should at least get through this 
ravine and see what lies ahead. This may be our only 
opportunity to be this close to the Shamas! But, there is no 
point taking chances in Nosu territory!

The thought of the Nosu made the hair on his neck 
crawl. Maybe they had been foolish to come this far into 
the hills. Maybe the old people had been wise to caution 
them.       

Pa-mi shook his head irritably. Behind him he heard the 
other youths chattering excitedly, and turning, he waved 
cautioning them to be quieter. Then, reaching back over 
his shoulder he drew an arrow out of the quiver slung 
between his shoulder blades, and with the crossbow 
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held tightly in his left hand he walked cautiously toward 
the bend in the trail. As he approached it he could see 
that there were several large rocks piled up behind the 
boulder, leaving an entrance that appeared to be wide 
enough for only one man to pass through at a time.

The turn was sudden, and Pa-mi carefully edged his 
way around the corner. He found that the trail followed 
the back of the boulder and then made another sudden 
turn.

Everything is so quiet, he reflected.  I can’t hear the 
cicadas anymore! He was sweating profusely under his 
great cloak.

I’m worrying too much! He argued with himself, trying 
to calm the sudden wild beating of his heart.  

We are Kopu, and we’re not afraid of those bastard 
Nosu! Having settled this issue within himself, he strode 
purposefully through the gap between the boulders, the 
sandy earth scrunching under his sandals.

The turn was abrupt, and he found himself face-to-
face with a tall dark-faced man sitting on a small horse. 
The man was wearing a high conical-shaped red hat. A 
large grey colored hemp coat reached down almost to his 
knees. In his right hand he held a curved sword, and his 
left hand clasped a small wicker-work shield close to his 
body.

Pa-mi was so startled by the sudden appearance of the 
horseman that he stood transfixed for a moment.  But, 
quickly gaining his senses he turned and yelled.

“Nosu! Take cover. Nosu!”

Desperately he tried to bring his crossbow up into 
firing position, but there was not enough time. The 
horseman was already urging his horse forward with his 
knees. Pa-mi saw the sword raised high in the air—saw 
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the sparkling blade sweeping down. But at that instant, 
something flashed past his head and an arrow pierced 
the neck of the Nosu warrior. Blood spurted down over 
the horse and splashed into Pa-mi’s face, blinding him. 
A savage blow on the side of his head sent him reeling 
backward against the boulder.

The dream was not the same as it had been so 
many times before. Instead of the blackness of 
unconsciousness, a red haze covered his eyes, and 
through it he could dimly see was the face of the Nosu 
as the man was falling toward him. Closer and closer it 
came, the image distorted as if he were seeing his own 
reflection in a pool of water whose surface was ruffled 
by the wind. It stopped just an arm’s length from his 
eyes, every detail revealed with frightening clarity. The 
death convulsions were twisting the face into a terrible 
parody of its former self.  And there was something 
familiar about the apparition. Horrified, Pa-mi realized 
that he was staring at the face of his father: bloodshot 
eyes glared at him cruelly, and the lips were curled up in 
a savage feral grimace, revealing yellow, decayed teeth; 
spittle dropped from the corner of the mouth.

It can’t be my father, he thought, fear tearing at his 
bowels. But it is! How did my father get here? he agonized.

“Father, why have you changed so? Don’t you recognize 
me?  I’m Pa-mi, your son! Why have you come back 
like this? Father...please speak to me,” Pa-mi gibbered, 
cowering back in terror.

The apparition hovered in the air without answering, its 
evil eyes staring malevolently at the youth. Then Pa-mi 
saw something behind his father that made him shake as 
if suffering from ague. The rhododendron were in vibrant 
bloom, a brilliant red backdrop to his father’s head. They 
were writhing as if in terrible pain. And floating out from 
the center of the flowers he saw a lolo.  It hovered in 
mid-air between his father and the writhing trees. Then 
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the head began to move backwards—and as it reached 
the lolo it disappeared as if it had been sucked into the 
basket. The lolo began to spin, and gaining momentum 
it whirled with great speed back toward the wall of 
rhododendron flowers.

Then it disappeared.

Pa-mi’s eyes caught another movement. Great drops of 
red liquid like blood were oozing out of the twisting flowers, 
and falling toward him. He tried to move but was helpless. 
There was a hissing sound as the liquid splashed against 
his face and his eyes were again filled with blood. A terrible 
gut-shaking pain encompassed his whole body, and as he 
sank into the mists of unconsciousness he screamed with 
revulsion and terror.

He was still screaming—but far up above him he glimpsed 
a pinpoint of light in the utter darkness. It grew larger and 
larger as he rushed toward it through the void. The smell 
of smoke filled his nostrils, and suddenly in the swirling 
mists, he saw a face limned by the pale flickering light.

“Husband, please wake up! Please don’t scream. I’m here 
with you. Please stop!” The soft voice of his wife, Nuna, cut 
across the pain and terror of his nightmares, and he felt 
her cool hand on his burning face.

He broke out of the mist into the dark warm familiar 
surroundings of his house in Hsinshao. Trembling, Pa-mi 
drew in a lung-full of the smoke- laden air, savoring the 
acrid taste in his mouth.

I’m home! he thought, relief pouring into him. 

This is Nuna! And there is Mah right beside her. It’s all 
been a terrible dream. But…but I hurt! Atsapi, please help 
me. I hurt!    
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He pleaded in his mind.

“He’s awake!” The delighted voice of Nuna echoed through 
the smoke- filled room. She gazed down at her husband, a 
smile accentuating the furrows on her cheeks and at the 
corners of her eyes that glowed with an energy that belied 
her years. She was a small woman, not evincing much 
strength. A large blue turban was fitted tightly on her head, 
and wisps of grey hair straggled down beside her ears, 
that were weighted down with thick silver earrings. Her 
elaborate garb consisted of a bodice that had a foundation 
of hemp cloth that was richly embroidered in an allover 
design of brightly colored wools. Her skirt was of red wool 
and silk, woven into the finest tapestry. The legs and feet 
were bare.

In spite of his pain, Pa-mi’s deformed upper lip rose 
in a shadow of a grin as he gazed up at his wife. She’s 
been a good wife, he mused. Not beautiful, even when 
she was young. But—but she’s been a good companion, 
and faithful. Yes, that’s it—she’s been faithful to me, no 
matter what I’ve done. It’s good to see her and know that 
I am home. 

“Yes, I’m awake.”  

“Wife,” he said, “I hurt like being stung by a thousand 
wasps, and I’m thirsty! Get me something to drink. Don’t 
just kneel there gaping at me.”

As Nuna hurried away, Mah murmured, “What were you 
dreaming about, elder brother?”

“Nothing much,” Pa-mi groaned, the pain from his right 
thigh tearing into his stomach. Harsh acid churned up 
into his throat choking him. He shut his eyes and lay still 
trying to gain control of his body and mind.

“Please drink some water,” Nuna’s voice brought him 
back to reality. She held a bowl of water to his lips. He 
pushed himself up on his elbows, ignoring the pain, and 
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drank till the bowl was empty. Then he lay back on the 
sheepskin rug with his eyes closed.

Suddenly he remembered the lolo.

“Is the lolo safe, younger brother?” He tried to sit up and 
look over at the place on the wall where the lolo normally 
hung, but the intense pain forced him back.

“It’s up on the wall in its usual place,” Mah motioned 
with his chin. “Why do you ask?”

“No reason,” Pa-mi retorted, puzzled.

“Mah, could you look out the front door and see if the 
rhododendrons are in bloom.”

Mah stared at his brother quizzically for a moment, then, 
with a shrug of his shoulders he walked to the door and 
looked out.

“It’s summer,” Mah called from the doorway.

“I know it’s summer,” Pa-mi’s voiced showed irritation, 
“but are there any flowers?”

“No!”

“Are you certain?” The irritation was more pronounced.

“Yes! I’ll swear by Atsapi that there are no flowers on the 
rhododendron,” Mah retorted, perplexed now. He moved 
away from the doorway, once more allowing sunlight 
to filter into the darkened room. It danced eerily on the 
bronzed naked forms of Mah’s two children who were 
squatting watching Pa-mi, their backs to an open fire in 
the center of the room.

Pa-mi’s mind was in a turmoil. Why did I see my father 
and the lolo in the dream? Every other time I had that dream, 
it’s been just like in my youth when it actually happened. 
Why did I see the rhododendron flowers? My soul left my 
body and saw all those things, I’m sure. But the lolo isn’t by 
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the Shamas. It’s right here on the wall in my house. And the 
rhododendrons are not in bloom! So, how did my soul see 
them, and why? He shuddered as he pictured again the 
face of his father with the spinning lolo and the bleeding 
rhododendron flowers.

What did it all mean? All dreams have a meaning, don’t 
they? I must have angered my father, and he appeared to 
me to show his anger. But why was he so ugly? He looked 
like a demon. And what have the rhododendron to do with 
the lolo? They are just trees with pretty flowers.

Pa-mi turned onto his left side to ease the pain in his 
right thigh.

“Wife, leave Mah and me alone for a while. I have 
something to discuss with him.”

Nuna frowned slightly, but rose and went over to the fire 
to join Mah’s wife, Lila, who was unconcernedly roasting 
corn. Pulling the two children beside her protectively, 
Nuna looked with troubled eyes through the smoke toward 
her husband.

“Younger brother, did you send Bito with the two horses 
to sell them to the Hmong?” Pa-mi murmured, pulling the 
hemp blanket up over his shoulder with his free hand.

“Yes! He went off before dawn with Buk as soon as we had 
settled you on your bed. None of those cursed Yesu people 
saw us, I’m certain.  Nu won’t know anything, and even if 
he guesses, what proof does he have?” A smile pulled at 
Mah’s thin lips.

At the mention of Nu’s name a surge of anger gripped Pa-
mi. He thought back to the confrontation on the sandbank. 
But that had happened many years ago.

Now, Nu was the leader of those wretched followers of 
Yesu. What a bastard Nu is! He has groveled his way into 
the graces of those foreign devils—ass-smelling is the 
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correct word for it --pretending to follow the hated rules 
of that foreign religion: no rice liquor—in fact, no drinking 
anything that contains alcohol—no smoking tobacco, 
no dancing, a ban on bull-fights and all other forms of 
gambling.

A sneer formed on Pa-mi’s lips. But Nu and some of the 
others still enjoy their whiskey and tobacco—of course, 
in the safety of their own homes—and they arrange bull-
fights when the foreign devils are away in the capital city 
Yunnan-fu, or even when the two of them go on their long 
walks. He grinned when he thought of the time when the 
Yesu people and the rest of the villagers held a bull fight 
expecting that the white devils would be away for a long 
time. But that day the foreigners came back another way, 
and the two villagers watching for them never saw them. 
While the two bulls were savagely butting heads. The grim 
face Musih suddenly appeared with his wife. He called 
down the anger of his god on the Gopu, Christian and non-
Christian alike. Pa-mi smiled remembering the strident 
voice of the Musih berating the Yesu followers on the next 
worship day.

Then there is the matter of the lolos, Pa-mi grimaced. 
He thought, When I was young the foreign devils who lived 
in Sapuchin among the Hmong knew about the lolos. But 
through the years, Nu and the other Kopu Christians have 
been able to hide them. The foreign devils up in the great 
house on the hill are unaware that these little baskets exist. 
Ayee! Nu and his henchmen keep their lolos well hidden. 
If Yesus fails them, they can return to the spirits of their 
ancestors for help.  Ayee! Nu and his henchmen keep theirs 
well hidden.

Lying on his left side had eased the pain somewhat. Pa-
mi closed his eyes and his thoughts drifted back to the 
day so many years ago when the first foreign devil arrived 
in Hsinshao, soon after Pa-mi, then an adolescent, and 
his group had returned from the Shamas, and the terrible 
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gaping wound on his cheek had healed. That day, just 
before the sun fell, he and some of his close friends were 
squatting on their haunches around the fire in this very 
room smoking their long pipes, when suddenly they heard 
people shouting and dogs barking outside in the village. 
Leaving their pipes by the fire they rushed outside to see 
what the commotion was about.

Pa-mi peered down the long narrow path that led between 
the small mud-brick houses of the village. At the other end, 
on a wide level space that was normally used for markets or 
bull-fights, he saw a strange looking man surrounded by a 
milling crowd of gesticulating, shouting villagers. And, just 
past them, were some Hmong tribesmen squatting beside 
large heavy-looking wooden back-packs.

He and the other youths raced down the path, scattering 
some scrawny featherless chickens that scuttled between 
the houses squawking hysterically. The youths ran up to 
the edge of the crowd and craned their necks attempting 
to get a glimpse of the stranger. But, frustrated in their 
attempts to see him, they finally pushed their way through 
the throng of jostling, laughing neighbors. Suddenly, Pa-mi 
found himself face-to- face with the foreign devil—the first 
one he had ever seen in his life. He gazed open-mouthed in 
amazement at the spectacle.

He was a tall, thin man, at least two hands taller than 
himself, Pa-mi judged. Upon his head rested something 
that resembled a large dried piece of cow dung that had 
been pushed up in the middle. On his hawk-like nose 
perched two round objects connected by what appeared 
to be thick black threads that extended back to each ear. 
The man’s eyes were invisible, for the reflection from the 
setting sun caused the black objects to emit a red glow 
that completely hid his eyes. Fascinated, Pa-mi tried to 
peer under the objects, but finally frustrated in his efforts, 
he turned his attention to the man’s garments. The collar 
of the white undergarment was pulled together by a piece 
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of black cloth that hung down his chest like a dog’s tail 
suspended in a servile position between its legs.  Over this 
garment was a black long-sleeved coat that reached below 
his waist. Tight-fitting black pants rested on a pair of 
ridiculous sandals—if that is what they could be termed—
that completely encased his feet. The foreigner’s flesh, 
wherever it showed, was a horrible pinkish grey color like 
the soft underbelly of a pig.

The girls and elder women shrieked with laughter as 
some of the men conjectured lewdly as to the foreign devil’s 
sexual potency.  But the object of their merriment seemed 
oblivious to the gibes, and smiled benignly on the Kopu.

Then the round objects slipped off the bridge of his nose 
and he pushed them back into place with his finger, but not 
before Pa-mi had seen his pale blue round-shaped eyes. 
He felt a cold fear crawl through him as he recalled what a 
Chinese trader had once told him about these foreigners.

“Keep clear of foreign devils with blue eyes. We Chinese 
believe that they can look right through a person.”

Pa-mi retreated from the foreigner, seeking to put other 
Kopu between himself and the man’s eyes.

He thought, Only demons can have eyes like that. Perhaps, 
that is why they are called ‘foreign devils’!

At that moment the man started to talk, all the while 
pointing up at the sky. This made the objects on his nose 
slip down again and he had to keep pushing them up with 
his free hand. The Kopu quieted down in order to hear 
what the strange man was talking about. The language 
sounded like Chinese to Pa-mi; but it was the strangest 
dialect of that language he had ever heard.

“Hey! What’s the foreign devil saying? What language 
is he using?” someone yelled over to the Hmong burden 
carriers who were squatting nearby.
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An old Hmong with a wrinkled, weather-beaten face 
grinned, and then spat a stream of blood-red betel-nut 
juice onto the ground in front of him.

“He’s trying to talk Chinese. In fact he thinks that he 
speaks Chinese better than the turtle-shit Chinese do.”

The old man coughed and spat out some more juice into 
the puddle that was forming at his feet. Then he continued.

“I’ve heard him trying to correct Chinese when they were 
speaking their own language,” he chuckled. “The problem 
is, he can’t speak the language with the correct rise and 
fall. Everything sounds the same. Right now he’s telling 
you about Shang-ti who he claims made the heaven and 
earth.  That’s the one you call Yasu.”  He spat again. 

With his tongue, the old man moved the wad of betel-
nut to the other side of his mouth. Then hunching up his 
shoulders, he returned to some private thought—his face 
once more set in an impenetrable mask.



Chapter Five

The years passed and the foreign devil became a 
permanent fixture in Hsinshao.  He bought a piece of 
high land just above the village, and after clearing the 
forest, built a large two-storied wood  house, in which he 
ensconced his family. The main house consisted of four 
rooms on the first floor: a dining room, kitchen, living room 
and study. The second floor contained three bedrooms.

This house was connected to the chapel, where the 
Christians met for their services. Above the chapel was a 
large storage room.

The chapel in turn was connected to a barn, where the 
foreigner kept cattle and sheep. 

There was also a little room where the foreign devil and 
his family went to urinate and defecate. Some of the Kopu 
had been fortunate enough to peer into this room, but 
they had never been allowed to use it.  There were many 
theories circulating through the mountain villages as to the 
function of the strange white object that stood high above 
the floor in that room.  One old man who was venerated 
for his great wisdom, opined, “The foreign devils sit down 
on this white object and their shit is collected under the 
house in a big hole.”

He stopped and thought for a long moment, his rheumy old 
eyes transfixing his audience. Then he mumbled through 
toothless gums, “It’s obviously a ceremony to placate the 
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spirits. We know that they pour water on the shit every 
time they go into the room.”  He paused and peered at 
the rapt faces of his audience, while taking another drag 
on his long pipe. Then, satisfied that he was receiving the 
respect he deserved, he continued.

“Water seems to be an important part of their religion. 
Look how they wash themselves every day. They even 
bathe their whole bodies.”

The old man paused for emphasis, and Pa-mi and the 
others sat with their eyes glued to his old seamed face.

“They also use water in the ceremony they call ba-ti-so, 
where they push people under the water down in the stream.”

His listeners shuddered visibly, for every Kopu knew 
that if one bathed in the water of a running stream, the 
demon that lurked there would run away with the bather’s 
soul. The foreign devil also taught the young people of 
Hsinshao to read their language. He used a script that 
had been developed by another white man at the Hmong 
town of Sapushan. Pa-mi learned to read with the others 
and was soon able to read a book called Ma-ko that the 
foreign devil had brought with him. This book concerned 
a man called Yesu, who was, the foreign devil claimed, the 
son of the most high god, Shang-ti.

Strange, Pa-mi had thought, that the name of this Yesu 
was so similar in sound to that of the god Yasu whom the 
Kopu people already venerated.  Yasu was considered to 
have created the world--but now he lived so far away that 
although all good Kopu revered him, they did not try to 
placate him as they did all the other spirits that lived in 
the trees, the rocks and streams.

Now, suddenly, a foreign devil proclaims that Yasu--who 
is the same as Shang-ti-- has a son named Yesu.  Many of 
the Kopu young people began to follow the Yesu way, and 
Nu became their leader.
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In spite of his pain, Pa-mi smiled crookedly as he 
remembered those early reading lessons.  The foreign 
devil-- named “Round-Eyes” by Pa-mi and some of his 
closer companions-- would stand glaring with his piercing 
blue eyes at the young Kopu while they read their lessons 
to him.  When one of them made an error he would crack 
the culprit over the head with a bamboo stick.

Anger dissolved the smile on Pa-mi’s lips.

Restrictive rules, administered by “Round-eyes”, Nu and 
his henchmen, had destroyed the freedom and tranquility 
of the villagers.  The foreign devils controlled the life of 
Hsinshao like a parasitic vine squeezes the life out of the 
host tree.

Another spasm of pain brought a curse to Pa-mi’s lips, 
and, opening his eyes, he called Mah.  

“Our uncle should come as soon as possible to perform 
the healing ceremony for my thigh and ankle.  Please 
arrange this immediately--and...kill a pig in payment.”

“But Uncle Seko doesn’t heal bones.  You know that, 
Elder Brother,” Mah answered.

“I know that.  But the man who is in touch with a bone 
healing spirit now lived in another village far away. Our 
uncle will have to use his powers.  I’m certain that he can 
help.”

Mah nodded slowly, and then rising, strode quickly out 
of the house.





Chapter Six

The rays of the early morning sun pouring through 
an open window touched the hair of the little boy with 
a golden caress, and then streamed into the small room 
behind him, dancing and sparkling on particles of dust 
that hung in the chilly air. He was kneeling on a bed that 
stood directly under the window, his plump pink hands 
gripping the window-sill tightly as he gazed out over the 
valley of Hsinshao. Under the long golden curls that hung 
down over his forehead, his little face bore a look of intense 
concentration, as his flute-like voice piped through the 
still air:

     Goosey goosey gander
     Where do you wander?
     Up the stairs
     Down the stairs
     And in my ladies’ ... chamber.

His voice trailed into silence, and his face puckered up 
in thought.

Why does goosey go into mummy’s chamber pot? He 
would drown in the wee-wee, wouldn’t he? What a naughty 
goosey!

A delighted giggle echoed through the chilly room, and 
the boy turned away from the window, his great blue eyes 
dancing with mischief. He put a foot over the side of the 
bed as if he were going to step down onto the floor—then 
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quickly drew it back, fear replacing the merriment on his 
pink-cheeked face. The round eyes became huge, and he 
shrank back against the wall, his oversized blue pajamas 
making him look very small.

My daddy said there’s a leopard near the village! It might 
be under my bed, he thought.

Cautiously the boy raised himself up on his knees and 
peered across the valley. He could see the dark, sinister 
looking forest that stretched above the mist. The mist 
covered the terraced buck-wheat fields of the Kopu with a 
grey curling mantle. A leopard had lain silently on a tree 
branch over there somewhere and pounced on a man who 
had inadvertently passed underneath. Other men had 
chased the animal away, but not before the victim’s scalp 
was almost torn off his head.

It could be under my bed; but…but as long as I stay on the 
bed, he can’t touch me. Can he?

The logic seemed unassailable, and the fear began to 
dissipate from the child’s eyes.

I’ve got to run out of the room before the leopard can get 
up. Yes, that’s what I must do!

Very slowly he turned and stood up on the bed, his small 
frame limned by the bright sunlight.  As he moved, his 
shadow stretched across the room and climbed the opposite 
wall. Fascinated, the boy gazed at this phenomenon for a 
moment, but then, with astounding agility, he leaped into 
the center of the room and bounded through the doorway, 
not looking back into the room behind him. Down the narrow 
stairs he raced, his bare feet beating a syncopated tattoo. 
And only when he had reached the bottom of the stairs did 
he turn and peer up at the yawning doorway above him.

“Is that you, Howie?” a woman’s voice inquired.

“Yes, mummy,” the boy piped, turning in the direction of 
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his mother’s voice. “I was running away from a leopard—
it’s under my bed.”

A small, slightly built woman walked through the doorway 
and stood gazing down at the boy, a quizzical expression in 
her large brown eyes. The light auburn hair was gathered 
severely in a bun, and a white blouse, its collar primly 
buttoned around her neck, peeked out from above a thick 
blue woolen sweater. A brownish colored skirt reached 
almost to her ankles. On her hip was baby Jack.

“You silly goose! There’s no leopard here,” she laughed. 
“Where did you get such a funny idea, Howie?”

“But there is a leopard up there, mummy. It’s the one 
that jumped on the man.” The boy’s eyes were like great 
blue saucers.

The woman bent down and grasped the hand of the boy.

At that instant, someone pounded on the main door of the 
house. With an impatient shake of her head she released 
the hand of the child, and walked over and opened the 
door.

A gleaming, gold-filled smile lit up the lower half of the 
porcine face staring back at her— a smile not shared by the 
small agate colored eyes that peered out between layers of 
fat at the woman and child. Between the upper and lower 
parts of the face a spare sickly-looking mustache sat in 
isolated dejection. The two rows of glittering teeth parted 
slightly.

“Ah, Mu-sih, ni-chan?” An unctuous voice spoke the 
Chinese greeting, and the turban-crowned head bobbed 
up and down obsequiously.

Nu, the leading elder of the Christian church in Hsinshao 
stood there clasping and unclasping his small pudgy 
hands, the long tapering thumb nails clicking together.
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“Ah, Nu, ni-chan?” the woman beamed at him, returning 
the greeting. The boy, however, did not share his mother’s 
enthusiasm. Instead, he edged close to her, and grasping 
her skirt stared with hostility at the Kopu’s nervous fingers.

Nu ignored him. Again the teeth parted, a pink tongue 
licking the thick lips nervously. 

“I have important news for the pastor. I am sorry to disturb 
you so early in the morning,” he continued in Chinese.

“Is that you, elder Nu?” a man’s voice called from inside 
the house, and a short powerfully built white man walked 
out of a side room. Short jet-black hair was parted almost in 
the middle. On the bridge of his nose rested a pair of round, 
black-rimmed spectacles that gave him an owlish look. He 
wore a long sleeved white shirt with the collar open. His 
neatly pressed black trousers reached down to his ankles. 
On his feet were a pair of brown open toed sandals.

Walking past the woman and child he grasped Nu by 
the arm and ushered him cordially into the living room on 
their right.

“Please come in and sit down,” he invited the Kopu in 
Chinese. “We are honored by your visit.”

Meanwhile, the woman led her son into the dining-room 
that was situated on the other side of the small hallway.

“Your porridge is ready, Howie. Please sit up at the table 
and start eating. Liz is already here.”

The boy quickly took his place at the large wooden table. 
Seated opposite to him was an older girl, her thin face 
smiling a greeting.

As he lifted his spoon to his lips he could hear the voices 
of his father and Nu talking in the living room.

“This man Pa-mi’s actions are a danger to all of us,” Nu 
was saying.
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“What has he done now?” came his father’s question in 
slow, accented Chinese.

“We believe that he has just robbed another Chinese 
caravan; but we have no direct proof. He and his men 
disappeared from the village for over a day and then 
suddenly returned early this morning. Someone said that 
they were seen leading pack-horses such as the Chinese 
use. Also ... the caravan was due to arrive early this 
morning, but there has been no sign of it up to now,” Nu’s 
voice quavered with anger and resentment.

“If the Chinese government sends soldiers to punish these 
robbers, they might suspect that we all had something to 
do with this,” the Kopu sighed.

Suddenly the two men lowered their voices and the boy 
could no longer catch the conversation.  He looked across 
the table at his sister whose bowl of porridge lay untouched 
in front of her. She was gazing back at him curiously.

Their mother followed his glance and said gently, “Liz, 
please try to eat your porridge. You’re getting so thin. You 
know that your father will scold you if you don’t. Come on, 
Liz, that’s a good girl.”

In the other room Nu leaned forward in his chair and 
confided in a low voice, “Musih, there is something else that 
I should tell you,” he smiled in an embarrassed fashion.

“What is it, Nu?”

“I ... I don’t know whether I should talk about this 
matter or not.” Nu paused, and clasped and unclasped 
his hands, his little eyes fixed on the low table between 
the two men.

“Please tell me what it is,” the white man insisted.

“Ah ... your son has been often seen playing in Pa-mi’s 
house,” the Kopu responded, clearing his throat and 
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still gazing at the table. “Many of the church people are 
beginning to talk.”

“I see!—Thank you for bringing this to my attention. I will 
certainly forbid him to play there anymore.”

“That’s good, Musih,” the unctuous tone crept back into 
Nu’s voice. “I won’t bother you anymore.  I see that you 
are just about to eat your morning meal. Thank you for 
honoring me with your attention.”

The gold teeth flashed, and the obese Kopu heaved 
himself out of the chair. He bowed and started toward the 
front door. The white man hurriedly rose and followed him.

“Remember, Nu, that Yasu will punish Pa-mi if he has 
done wrong,” he stated gravely. “It is not for us to judge 
him. There is a verse in the holy book that says, ̀ Vengeance 
is mine, I will repay, says the Lord.’”

Nu bobbed his head as if in acquiescence, and walked 
quickly out of the door. The other man paused for a 
moment and watched Nu waddle down the path toward 
the village—and then he strode back into the dining-room, 
a worried look on his face. He sat down at the head of the 
table.

For a moment the room was quite still. The boy had 
almost finished his porridge, while his sister sat white-
faced, stolidly looking at her full bowl.

“Liz, what are you staring at?” her father’s voice rasped. 
“Start eating your porridge. It’s getting cold.”

Large tears began to course down her thin cheeks, and 
she turned to look pleadingly at her father.  Howie gazed 
across at his sister, giving her silent encouragement.

“If you don’t eat it I will have to feed you myself,” the 
strident voice of her father echoed through the room, and 
his face reddened with anger.
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The tears were now pouring down her face, but she 
hastily swallowed a mouthful.

“See ... you can do it.”

Just then, a movement at the window caught Howie’s 
eye, and he noticed some small brown fingers pulling at 
the brightly colored cloth covering the window. A moment 
later, a familiar dirty face was grinning down at him. It was 
Pa, one of his young Kopu playmates. Howie pretended not 
to see him, but his father had noticed the intrusion.

“Get out,” he suddenly bawled in the Kopu language. 
Outside the window could be heard giggles and the patter 
of running feet.

“Why can’t you tell your friends to stay away during our 
meals, Howie? We never have any privacy at all.  People are 
always staring ...”

He paused in mid-sentence as he heard the sound of 
retching. Liz hurriedly left her chair, and with her hand 
covering her mouth, ran quickly out of the room.

“Frank, don’t you think that you’ve been a little hard on 
her. She has rather a weak stomach, you know. I don’t 
know what we’re going to do with her.”

“No, Doris,” he called after his wife who was following the 
girl out of the room, “porridge is good food and she must 
learn to eat it.” 

With a frown on his face he turned toward his son who 
had just finished his porridge, and continued in a severe 
tone of voice.

“That brings something else to mind, Howie. I don’t want 
you going down to Pa-mi’s house anymore and playing 
with his niece and nephew. He’s a very bad man, and the 
two children are always naked. They will teach you bad 
things.”
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“But I like uncle Pa-mi. He’s always been nice to me, 
daddy. And Nopu and Su are my best friends.”

“I don’t want to talk to you anymore about it. You are to 
stay away from that house. It’s a filthy house anyway—
filthier than any of the other houses in the village. That 
family lives like pigs!”

He directed an even sterner look at his son.

“I don’t want you calling Pa-mi your uncle either. He isn’t 
your uncle. You can get down from the table now, Howie, 
and get dressed.”

“But I’m scared to go up to my room, daddy.”

“Scared of what?”

“There’s a leopard under my bed.”

“Oh, you mean the leopard that hurt that man the other 
day?” his father chuckled, his good humor returning.

“Don’t worry!  As long as I’m here, the leopard won’t dare 
to come into the house. You can go up and get dressed.” He 
patted his son on the head.

Howie jumped quickly down off his chair, ran out the 
door and bounded up the stairs singing to himself,

     “Goosey goosey gander

     Where do you wander?

     Up the stairs and down ...”

Silence!  He tiptoed over to the open doorway and peered 
cautiously into the sunlit room. In the yawning space 
beneath the bed was a small spider serenely inspecting its 
web. Otherwise the room was empty.

The leopard must have jumped out the window and run 
away, Howie thought, nodding his head sagely. He was 
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scared of my daddy just like my daddy said.

He skipped across the room and in a single fluid motion 
jumped up on the bed to stand next to the window.

The terraced buck-wheat fields on the far hillside were 
now bathed in brilliant sunlight. And across the vast 
expanse of the sky, white fluffy clouds chased each other, 
causing small patches of purple shadow to skip along the 
pink surface of the rippling carpet of wheat. Darting in 
and out of the shadows were pure-white birds, their wings 
beating a frenzied tattoo, and their shrill cries piercing the 
clear morning air. Far off, at the forest’s edge, a line of 
Kopu villagers walked along beside the fields, their brightly 
colored turbans bobbing up and down in time to their 
stride.

A warm zephyr plucked at Howie’s golden hair, blowing 
it down over his eyes. With an impatient movement of his 
hand he brushed it away and looked over at the village 
that lay nestled in a depression to his right. The mud-brick 
houses, with their peaked greyish brown thatched roofs 
sat like toys in the distance, while plumes of silvery smoke 
from hearth fires curled sinuously above them.

The small hands suddenly gripped the window sill 
tightly, the knuckles whitening, for the rotund figure of 
Nu appeared around a bend in the road that was partially 
hidden by a clump of trees.  He walked slowly toward the 
village.

Why does my daddy like Nu and not uncle Pa-mi? Howie’s 
face screwed up in an expression of extreme distaste. Nu 
is a nasty man. He’s always trying to touch my wee-wee! 
But…but uncle Pa-mi is always kind, and Su and Nopu are 
my best friends! If I can’t go to uncle Pa-mi’s house, I will 
have only Pa and Liz to play with now. Disconsolately he 
turned away from the window, his eyes full of puzzlement 
and hurt.
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Meanwhile, just before he entered the village, Nu stopped 
and gazed back at the foreigner’s home. It stood in the 
dazzling sunlight like one of the fortresses of the Nosu.

I’m the leader of the church in Hsinshao, and yet, after all 
these years—I, still live in a small house with my family, 
son and daughter-in-law while this foreigner owns this 
huge house! His chin quivered with resentment. Some day 
that house will be mine,” he muttered.

The sun sparkled on a small head in a window at the far 
end of the building.

“It’s that white-haired little devil. He’s watching me!” he 
rasped.

The head disappeared.

Nu’s hands clenched tightly, and turning ponderously 
around, he waddled along the narrow path that divided the 
houses of the villagers.

Meanwhile in the great house on the hill, Frank and 
Doris were engaged in their morning prayers. Frank was 
an American missionary from Philadelphia. He was one of 
five brothers and one sister, ruled by a domineering father. 
The mother, a German woman, had died early. Frank 
very much mirrored his father’s stubbornness and rigid 
fundamentalist Christian beliefs. After graduating from 
high school, he entered a local Bible School, and shortly 
after graduating, applied to the China Mission Society. 
Soon he was in China studying Mandarin. Eventually he 
went to Yunnan-Fu, the capitol city of Yunnan province 
where he prepared to evangelize one of the tribal groups 
up in the mountains.

Doris, his wife, was an Australian, born near the city 
of Melbourne. While in her teens she spent a lot of time 
working with horses on her father’s farm. She loved 
animals, and became very adept in not only riding horses, 
but grooming them, and even helping take care of them 
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when they were injured. She and the family belonged 
to a strict fundamentalist Christian group, and Doris 
eventually felt that she was called by God to go to China as 
a missionary with the China Mission Society.

So, after a stint in Bible School, she too ended up in 
China, and eventually was assigned to Yunnan province.

She and Frank fell in love, and after a two year period 
of waiting demanded by the Mission, they were married. 
Eventually, they were assigned to evangelize the Kopu in 
Hsinshao.

That morning, after Bible reading and prayer, Doris went 
upstairs to take care of Howie and Liz, while Frank retired 
to his study.
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Chapter Seven

 As Nu neared the third house on the right—Pa-mi’s 
house—he saw Buk, the hunchback, lolling in the doorway, 
his fingers playing with the handle of a long knife that 
glinted above the bright red sash around his waist. Nu 
eyed Buk warily like a cobra watches a mongoose that is 
waiting for an opening to dart in and grasp the snake’s 
neck in its sharp teeth. 

He’s returned, he thought.

Nu was so absorbed with the hunchback that he almost 
collided with an old woman who was standing in the middle 
of the road watching him, a gaping toothless smile on her 
weather-beaten face. She was bent almost double under a 
load of firewood secured firmly to her shoulders with cloth 
straps.

“Where are you going, elder Nu?” Her grating wheezy 
voice broke the tension in the air.

“I’m going to my house, grandmother Lo,” his gold teethed 
flashed momentarily, embracing the woman in a glow of 
goodwill, while his small porcine eyes stared malevolently 
at Buk, who was leering back at him.

“How’s your family?” he continued, still watching the 
hunchback.

She turned her head and spat out a mouthful of betel-
nut with deadly accuracy on top of a pile of steaming newly 
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deposited cow dung lying beside the road. Then, hitching 
up the load of firewood more firmly, she confided.

“Not very well, elder,” her rheumy eyes stared at a point 
in the middle of his ample belly. “Yesu seems to make only 
certain people rich. We don’t even have enough silken thread 
to embroider our women’s clothes this year.” Pulling her 
eyes away from his stomach, she peered up at his face, a 
cunning gleam in her eyes. “Would you have any to spare?”

“He’s got lots of thread in his house,” Buk’s jeering voice 
broke in, and the hunchback tittered.

Nu ignored him, but was furious at being trapped like 
this on the main street of the village.

“Perhaps you don’t pray enough, grand-mother,” he 
hissed. “Remember what the sacred book says, ‘Ask and 
you will receive’. If you pray, Yesu will give you all these 
things, as he has given them to me. ... Oh yes! One more 
thing. Are you still smoking that pipe? You know how much 
the Mu-sih dislikes it, don’t you? Maybe, if you stopped 
smoking, Yesu would reward you with some thread.” And 
nodding coldly, Nu stepped past her and walked on down 
the path. 

The old bitch, he thought savagely. She’s been in my 
house talking to my wife too much lately. I’d better find out 
what’s going on. 

Behind him he heard the old woman’s gravelly voice 
scolding the hunchback.

“What are you giggling about, you misshapen obscenity. 
Yasu is punishing you for your sins and those of your 
father too.

A trace of a smile quivered on Nu’s lips.

Fortunately, he thought, she’s an old woman, or she 
would be dead now with a knife in her ribs. 
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Grandmother Lo toddled past Buk a few paces, muttering 
to herself. Then, turning painfully around, she peered from 
beneath the firewood at Nu’s hindquarters.     

The fat bastard, she thought furiously. Putting on airs 
with me, is he? I’ll find some way to get even with him!       

Nu walked down the now empty street, past several more 
houses, and then turned in toward a large building on his 
left, almost at the end of the village. A large white Hmong 
dog that had been lying just outside the doorway—its 
scarred ears laid back on its head, and bushy tail wagging 
furiously—rose to greet its master. Bending over, Nu patted 
its grizzly muzzle affectionately. The dog whined in ecstasy 
and licked his hand. Nu grinned, momentarily forgetting 
his frustrations—and then, ducking under the low-slung 
top of the doorway, he paused just inside the house to let 
his eyes adjust to the darkness.

The room was spacious by Kopu standards, reflecting the 
relative wealth of its owner. Directly in front of him a fire 
glowed in a hollowed out place on the hard-packed mud 
floor. It was surrounded by large flat stones with spaces 
between them, through which the ends of logs protruded, 
and suspended over the fire was a black iron tripod.

A pale sliver of light filtered through a long slit in the 
opposite wall to Nu’s left, and flickered on a narrow bamboo 
ladder that led up to a half-attic crammed with articles of 
all shapes and sizes.

To the right of this attic he could dimly see the shape 
of his lolo. It hung on the wall along with other baskets 
and clothes, thus acquiring an anonymity that suited Nu 
perfectly.

On his right, his wife, Lapa, sat on the floor facing the 
wall near a doorway that led into a second room. She was 
busily weaving hemp cloth with a loom that was attached 
to a pole embedded in the wall. The other end of the loom 
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was fastened around her back with a wide strap made of 
deer hide. Her naked legs extended under the loom, and 
her small feet were braced against a section of bamboo 
that was anchored to the floor.

“Where’s our son?” Nu demanded brusquely.

“He’s in the inner room, elder,” she answered in a 
whining voice, her eyes still fixed on the shuttle that she 
was methodically pushing back and forth.

At that moment, a youth stepped through the doorway 
of the adjoining room and looked quizzically at his mother. 
Then, noticing Nu at the door he said, “Oh, it’s you, 
Honorable Father.”

Cheng, Nu’s son was physically the opposite of his father; 
a tall, thin youth with a narrow angular face dominated by 
high cheek bones and a long thin nose. While his father’s 
ears were large and protruding, Cheng’ were small like his 
mother’s. But the petulant mouth was his father’s.

“We need to talk,” Nu motioned his son over to the fire 
with his chin, and they squatted down, the flames casting 
a red glow on their faces.

Nu wasted no time in getting to the point.

“That bastard Pa-mi has stolen all the goods from the 
caravan. All the silk thread, salt, and other commodities 
that I would have bought from the traders are now stored 
away in his house. We will have to buy from him.” 

“How do you know this, father?” Cheng inquired in a 
cautious tone.

“It doesn’t matter how I know. They were seen bringing 
in the pack animals before day break; and the caravan 
should have arrived in Hsinshao by now.”

Nu turned his head away, and for a long time stared into 
the flickering flames of the fire. He stroked a long hair—his 
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only whisker—that hung down from a mole on his chin. 
Cheng watched his father furtively, a mixture of emotions 
flitting across his face.

Finally, his attention still on the fire, Nu continued.

“Somehow, I must get those goods. They are rightfully 
mine! It’s scandalous that we have a robber living right 
here in our village. Here we are—a group of Yesu people—
and we have to put up with this bastard spoiling our good 
name.” His voice rose with indignation.

“You shouldn’t use the word bastard,” the thin voice of 
his wife admonished him from the corner. “Mu-sih says 
that Yesu people shouldn’t swear. Husband ... you ... you 
should be more careful how you talk in front of our son.”

“Shut up, woman,” Nu retorted, his face red with anger. 
“Pay attention to your woman’s work.  I’ll call anyone a 
b...b...astard who I want t...t...to.  B...b...esides, he is a 
b...b...astard!” 

To hide his embarrassment at stuttering, he bent over 
and pushed one of the logs toward the center of the fire, 
sending sparks flying up toward the ceiling. Then, shifting 
his feet to better support his weight, he turned toward his 
son who had been listening to this interchange between 
his parents with sly amusement.

The smile slid from the youth’s face.

“I’ve already told the Mu-sih that the Chinese authorities 
may send soldiers here to punish the offenders.” Nu said. 
“What if...”

He broke off in mid-sentence, still fingering the whisker.

“If what, honorable father?”

“Supposing...supposing we were to inform the authorities 
in Wuting who it was that ambushed the caravan and stole 
the goods. And suppose we offered to lead soldiers right to 
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Pa-mi’s house.  Surely the Chinese would reward us for 
helping them.”

He continued to stroke his whisker, as silence once again 
fell on the pair—a silence broken only by the hiss of the 
flames, and the methodical clicking of the shuttle on the 
loom.

“Yes! They would have to reward us.”

“But father...how will we let the magistrate know?”

“We’ll...we’ll send someone whom we can trust, to talk to 
the Chinese authorities.”

He nodded to himself as if he had finally made up his 
mind, and then lowered his voice.

“Son, I want you to go down to Wuting.”

“But...but it’s very dangerous, father,” Cheng whined, his 
face paling. “I’ve never been so far away from home before, 
except when you took me to Wuting when I was a boy. I 
hated the place and the Chinese!”

Nu spoke in a cajoling tone, murmuring, “No, it won’t 
be dangerous! And besides, you speak excellent Chinese. 
This is what we are going to do.”

He edged closer to his son, and lowered his voice even 
more, all the time looking furtively over at his wife’s back.

“I’ve heard that Pa-mi has been hurt badly and will need 
that old fart Seko to come over and try to heal him. While 
they are gathered for the healing ritual, you and the servant 
can slip out of the village and start for Wuting. The journey 
should take you no more than four days. When you reach 
there, go to the house of the merchant Tan Wu, who lives 
fairly near to the city gate. Tell him your story and ask him 
to take you to see the proper authorities.”  He paused and 
fixed his gaze on his son’s face. “Don’t breathe a word of 
this to anyone.”
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The youth nodded slowly in acquiescence, a look of worry 
still in his eyes.

“You’d better start getting your things together for the 
journey. Your mother will help you.”

“Hey, wife!” he called. Then remembering that the 
neighbors might hear him, he walked over and spoke to 
her in a low tone.

“Wife, get some things together for our son and the 
servant to travel to Wuting. They will need food for at least 
four days.

Lapa dropped the shuttle and gazed up at her husband 
with amazement.

“It’s...it’s a long dangerous journey for our boy,” her dull 
eyes pleaded with Nu.

“No, it’s not!” Nu’s porcine-like eyes avoided his wife’s. 
“Cheng is a man now—and this is a man’s mission. See to 
it right away,” he hissed.

“Oh yes, another matter. What has that old hag Lo been 
asking you? I’ve noticed that she’s been visiting you quite 
often lately.”

“We’ve only chatted about women’s affairs, husband.”

“Did you tell her how much silk thread we have, or show 
it to her?” Nu’s voice became venomous.

“No, husband,” the whine in her voice was more 
pronounced.

“Then make sure that you don’t, wife.”

Leaving her sitting dejectedly on the floor, Nu rose and 
waddled out of the house followed by his dog.
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Chapter Eight

The paimo’s mud brick house was situated at the foot of 
a rugged, red-gray, granite cliff in a secluded glen about 
half a li to the east of Hsinshao. A narrow path pushing 
through a thick forest of pine and cedar, led up to the edge 
of the grassy slope directly in front of the small mud-brick 
house. On one side of the house was a flat, open space 
where Seko’s favorite vegetable, the white sweet turnip, 
stood in neat rows, the slender grey-green leaves fluttering 
in the light breeze.  Adjacent to the turnip patch, the 
great white-flecked trunks of the sacred pines of Hsinshao 
towered majestically like other-worldly sentinels guarding 
the mysterious abode of a deity. On the other side of the 
house, about five hundred paces from the ancient conifers, 
a waterfall surged out of the rock face and plunged down 
the cliff-side casting up a fine spray that the bright 
sunlight touched with glistening rainbow colors.  Its roar 
echoed through the small valley. On the cliff edge high 
above the house perched a thick grove of tall olive-green 
rhododendron trees.  And behind them, extending up 
into the lucent sky crouched the rocky shape of Leopard 
Mountain, the head and powerful shoulders of the fierce 
predator well-defined, as if carved by a giant sculptor.

Seko hunkered just outside the doorway of his house, 
smoking his favorite pipe: an ornate silver instrument with 
intricate geometric patterns carved along its slender length. 
The creased, leathery face of the old paimo wore a worried 
look as he gazed with half-closed eyes at the verdant forest 
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before him. With his free hand he mechanically brushed at 
little black gnats that hovered at the corners of his eyes. 
They fled momentarily, only to return and torment him 
again.

  

I should have heard from Pa-mi by now, he thought. 
“Maybe he has met with misfortune on the trail. What if 
the lolo has been damaged or...or even lost, he questioned 
within himself, shivering slightly in the warm air.

Another thought suddenly struck him. Laying his pipe 
on a flat rock beside him, he pulled himself creakily to 
his feet; then walked slowly around the corner of the 
house, and passing the turnip patch he peered up at the 
rhododendron trees high above him on the cliff’s edge. 
Those fatherless trees, Seko spat. They invade my dreams. 
Why?” He squinted in the bright sunlight. No spirits live 
within them—good or evil.” So...so we have no respect for 
them; they cannot hurt us. None of the stories passed 
down by our ancestors speak of the rhododendron.”  He 
glared up at the silent trees and spat again.

Seko’s old mind wandered uneasily under the effect of 
the warm sun, and ancient words, memorized in his youth, 
began to tumble through his brain.

Long, long ago:
              
a fragrant cut of sweet bamboo
swept along the angry waves of the
River, Han.
The wild waters
struck the wood against the muddy bank
and from the shattered pieces,
Yasu made a Man
ATSAPI!  ATSAPI!
Yasu breathed
his name
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Atsapi walked the forest glade 
and saw beneath the flowering tree a maiden, 
young and fair, her beauty rare to see 
Their marriage was of happiness
and how he loved the fair one
For from the union came a boy child,
a loud and lusty
Son

The boy was strong
and the boy was brave
he fathered the strong Nosu
and the brave ones of the Kopu

ATSAPI! ATSAPI!

Yasu breathed your name
Now the hills thrive
with the lives of the
Same”

For a long time the old man stood rigid, mesmerized 
by the glorious haunting words that echoed through the 
cluttered recesses of his mind. The rheumy eyes stared 
unseeing at the ground. But at last, shaking his head 
slowly, Seko grunted and peered up at the rhododendron.

“Yasu made you bastards as an afterthought,” he 
shouted hoarsely, shaking his thin, veined fist at the 
offending trees. “It’s the bamboo and the pear tree that 
we Kopu have always worshipped—for we are descended 
from them!     

Seko lowered his arm wearily. Yes, we also venerate the 
pine tree, you bastards, he thought; because Yasu, in his 
wisdom gave it the name Atsapi too.

A chill passed through his body, and he suddenly felt a 
sharp urge to urinate.
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“It’s always like this since I’ve gotten old,” he mumbled 
disgustedly to himself. “Either I’ve just got a heavy feeling 
down there, or the urge is so great I can’t get my pants 
down fast enough.”

Resignedly, he undid the sash around his waist, and 
grasping it and the top of his blue trousers with his left 
hand, he prepared to direct the expected flow of urine with 
his free hand.

It refused to come.

He glared down at the offending member of his anatomy 
that was hanging limply in his hand. Grimacing, he 
pushed and pushed, until finally a trickle of urine dribbled 
out. He kept on pushing, and the trickle became a steady 
flow splashing at his feet. Then grunting with relief, Seko 
began to hitch up his trousers. At that moment he heard 
a faint sound above the roar of the waterfall, and turned 
to see Mah standing a few steps behind him just beyond 
the turnip patch.  His nephew bowed slightly in greeting, 
saying something that Seko couldn’t catch.

“Wait there, nephew,” Seko bellowed. “You know that I’m 
hard of hearing from listening to this fatherless waterfall 
all day.”

Wrapping his sash firmly around his waist, the paimo 
motioned to Mah to follow him, and walked around to the 
front of the house where he hunkered down, Mah squatting 
beside him.  Then picking up his pipe from where he had 
place it, he turned to the younger man.

“Now, what news do you have for me?”

Mah hesitated a long moment, looking down at the 
ground.

“Come, on! Come, on, don’t be afraid to speak, nephew,” 
the old man grated. Still scrutinizing the ground at his 
feet, Mah responded.
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“Pa-mi fell down the side of a mountain in the dark last 
night and broke his leg.” The words rushed out.

Seko stared at his nephew, horror in his eyes, and a cold 
fear began to creep up from his loins to his stomach.       

 “How...how badly is he hurt?” he questioned Mah, trying 
to keep his voice steady.

“His right thigh bone seems to be broken, and he’s in 
a lot of pain. In fact, he can hardly move at all. He was 
unconscious for a long time. The bone appears to be broken 
right here.” And Mah pointed at the spot on his thigh.

“He wants you to come and heal him, uncle,” Mah looked 
pleadingly at Seko.

“Nephew, you know that I have the power to heal only 
certain diseases: those of the lungs, liver, stomach and 
some skin ailments. But broken bones—they are the 
province of certain men who deal with special powerful 
spirits. The spirits that I call upon are not adept at bone 
healing. You should know that.”     

“I..I realize that, uncle. But the man in Hsinshao who 
has—or did have—such powers, has joined the Yesu group.”

“By all that’s sacred! I had forgotten,” Seko thought, 
foreboding flooding his mind again. The skin on his neck 
prickled with uneasiness. He took a long puff on his cold 
pipe to cover his embarrassment and alarm, and gazed 
down on the valley before him.

“Why did Pa-mi have to go on such a dangerous 
escapade? Oh yes, it’s true that the signs seemed to show 
the spirit’s approval—but I objected to his taking the lolo—
the lolo!” Seko whirled around dropping his pipe in his 
consternation.

Mah was staring at him a startled expression in his eyes.

“What about the lolo?  Is it safe?” Seko rasped.
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“Yes, uncle, it’s safe!” Mah responded, averting his eyes.

He’s hiding something from me, Seko thought agitatedly.

“Nephew, are you absolutely sure that the lolo is back in 
Hsinshao?” Seko pressed.

“Yes, uncle.” Mah looked directly at him. “We took good 
care of it, and it’s hanging on its old place on the wall in 
Pa-mi’s house.”

“Good!” Seko grunted, and sighed with relief. He turned 
away from his nephew again, his brow screwed up in deep 
thought, accentuating the wrinkles on his face.

“The lolos are a safe dwelling-place for our ancestors—
and as long as our ancestors live among us in the lolos, we 
will be safe and prosperous.” Seko bent down and retrieved 
his silver pipe from the ground where it had fallen. Then 
he thought an even deeper thought. “The day the lolos are 
taken from us we will no longer be Kopu!”

Gazing into the distance, he felt terribly depressed and 
tired. Behind the blue-green forest directly below, far in 
the distance, a glorious panoramic view of the main valley 
of Hsinshao spread out before him: a pink sea of cultivated 
buck-wheat fields lay terraced upon the hillsides. And 
the little brown village of Hsinshao lay nestled among the 
encircling trees, and beyond were stretches of park-like 
grazing land and patches of forest. To the paimo’s left, 
range upon range of purple mountains stretched to the 
horizon, the furthermost peaks covered with pure-white 
snow.

This scene had soothed him and buoyed his spirits in 
the past, but now he felt only a terrible sense of loss—even 
dread.

Am I the only man left in Hsinshao who can gain the 
help of the spirits? These are my people, and I have served 
them well.  But they are leaving me for this accursed 
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foreign religion, forsaking the spirits that have protected 
and healed the Kopu since time immemorial. All the old 
customs are being trampled on. What...what will happen 
to our children and grand-children?  And our ancestors—
they will have no one to look after them. Must they roam 
uncared for through the mountains forever? The thought 
overwhelmed his ancient mind.

Hot tears blinded his eyes and coursed unchecked down 
his leathery cheeks.

Mah watched his uncle warily, for he had never seen 
Seko weep before.

“Uncle, why are you crying?” he asked softly. But the 
rheumy eyes still stared into the distance.

The young man reached out his hand and gently touched 
the paimo’s arm.

“Uncle, please tell me why you are crying? What is wrong?

Seko shook his head irritably, as if ridding himself of 
some terrible thought or dream, and turned slowly toward 
Mah, tears still welling up in his eyes.     

“Did you say something, nephew?”

“Yes, I asked why you were crying,” Mah responded softly, 
feeling an overwhelming affection for this old man who had 
been like a father to Pa-mi and himself.

“It’s nothing,” the paimo answered tersely. “I was just 
lost in a dream of my own. You wouldn’t understand it. 
Then he said with forced cheerfulness.

 “Now, what were we talking about? Oh yes, we must do 
something about that brother of yours.  I’ll go and put my 
spirit clothes on.”  

Mah felt elated, a big grin creasing his face.

“I’ll wait right here for you uncle.”
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Sometime later Seko emerged from the house clad in 
his spirit finery: he was wearing a long-sleeved dark-blue 
shirt and matching pants. Over the shirt was a red-orange 
short-sleeved vest decorated with large colorful pear tree 
blossoms and leaves. A white sash, knotted in the center, 
circled his waist, one end hanging down over his right 
thigh. His white hair was combed up high above his head 
and plaited at the top. In his right hand he held a tapering 
oak-wood divining stick: the symbol of his paimo rank.

Mah sprang to his feet a smile on his face; but it vanished 
when he saw how frail his uncle looked. The spirit clothes 
that had once fitted him trimly now hung loosely on his 
slight frame.  

“What are you gawking at?” Seiko enquired, “Let’s get 
started.”

It was almost sun-down when the two of them arrived at 
Pa-mi’s house. It had taken them a long time to walk the 
distance of a li, for Mah had to stop repeatedly to let his 
uncle rest. The old man hadn’t complained, but at times 
Mah had to support him as they walked along the trail or 
Seko would have collapsed from fatigue. 

The trail ended directly behind Mah’s house where there 
was a flat open piece of ground on which a number of 
villagers of both sexes were milling around a slaughtered 
pig. Nuna was the first person to spy Mah and the paimo, 
and ran up to them with a relieved smile.

“Welcome, Uncle Seko,” she said. “You look tired. I’ll send 
someone for a drink of water.”

She turned and gave an order to a young girl who ran off 
quickly.

“It’s been a little warm on the trail today, I must admit,” 
Seko replied. “But Mah has been a good companion.” The 
young man grinned in appreciation. 
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Seko breathed heavily and planted his walking stick 
firmly in the ground, and then stared with foreboding at 
the carcass of the pig.

The young girl returned with a bowl of cold water, and 
kneeling, handed it to the paimo, who drank deeply and 
then passed the bowl to Mah. When the young man had 
finished drinking, Nuna said,

“Uncle, we have slaughtered the pig and prepared the 
liver for you to examine. It’s over here.”

She led Seko over to where the dark-covered liver was 
lying on a cloth by itself, a small distance from the other 
remains of the pig. The paimo hesitated for a moment, 
fearing what he might see. Uneasiness crept through him 
again and he clenched his hands tightly to keep them from 
shaking.

Nuna, Mah and the other relatives stood around him in 
a circle waiting for his appraisal of what the liver might 
say of Pa-mi’s condition. Behind them some of the other 
villagers--Christians among them--were craning their 
necks trying to catch a glimpse of the proceedings.

Handing his walking stick to Mah, Seko squatted down 
and picked the liver up carefully. He inspected it minutely, 
turning it over slowly in his hands, the blood oozing 
through his fingers and dripping down onto the ground. 
Then his eyes caught a tell-tale sign.

There it is! A deep cut. That can mean only one thing—
bad fortune—he thought angrily.  Everything is going 
wrong. But I must hide my feelings. No one must know 
what I have found.

Keeping his face a stolid mask, Seko peered at the group 
around him. Mah’s eyes bored into him as if reading his 
mind. The paimo dropped his eyes hurriedly.

Maybe my eyes have deceived me, he thought.
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He inspected the liver again.

There was no doubt about it. He could see the gash 
plainly. All of his forebodings of impending misfortune and 
doom during those last two days were true.

Without uttering a word, Seko bent down and gently 
placed the liver on the cloth, then rising slowly he said to 
Mah with forced cheerfulness, “Let’s go right in and see 
Pa-mi. I want to talk to him along. No one else is to come 
into the house until I am ready to perform the healing 
ceremony.” The paimo looked pointedly at the others 
gathered around him. He noticed that Pa-mi’s mother-in-
law had her usual skeptical expression; and she turned 
to whisper something to her brother, a short squat man 
whose face projected a singular lack of intelligence.

How did Nuna ever have such a bitch for a mother? 
he thought. She is just the opposite of her mother in 
temperament, and has been a great help to Pa-mi. 

When he entered the house and saw Pa-mi’s condition, 
he was appalled. The sick man’s normally dark face 
was pale-grey, and there was a flush on his cheeks that 
signaled fever. Pa-mi opened his eyes when he heard the 
voices near him.

“Oh, it’s you, uncle! I’m glad you have come. This damn 
leg hurts like hell.”

Seko felt cold and empty inside, knowing what he had 
divined in the pig’s liver.

Should I tell him the truth, he questioned in his mind. 
No! Maybe everything will still work out to his advantage. 
Maybe the spirits will once more come to my aid. This is 
my favorite nephew.  Surely they will listen to me.

He squatted down beside the sick man and touched his 
cheek with his hand. It was feverish as he had expected.
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“You have a high fever, nephew. I must begin the spirit 
ceremony immediately. There is no time to lose.”

He turned to Mah who was squatting beside him.

“Please tell Pa-mi’s family and relatives to come in here. 
We will begin immediately.”

When Mah had left the house, Seko bent over Pa-mi and 
whispered urgently,

“Nephew, have you had any unusual dreams lately?”

Pa-mi looked surprised and responded in a low voice,

“Why do you ask, uncle?”       

“You must tell me. It’s very important,” Seko insisted.

The sick man was silent for a moment, and then he 
sighed and said,

“Uncle, I had a terrible dream last night after I climbed 
up the hillside where I had fallen. It began like a dream 
I have often had, especially when I am very tired. I was 
once again near the Shamas and the Nosu warrior hit 
me with his sword. You, you remember this dream, don’t 
you?  I’m sure that I’ve told you about it before.” The old 
man nodded. “Well, in the dream last night, the ending 
was all changed. Instead of unconsciousness, I was still 
awake; and I saw the rhododendron trees in full bloom 
--remember, it’s almost summer time, uncle!”

Seko nodded again.

“Yes, go on, nephew—hurry! They will be coming in soon.”

“Well, blood was pouring out of the flowers and falling 
down toward me. And then... then, the lolo was floating up 
in the air—and I saw my father’s face; it was like...like a 
demon! It floated there for an instant right in front of me—
very close—and then went back into the lolo. Then, the lolo 
and my father disappeared into the rhododendron flowers, 
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and blood began to fall down into my face. It was horrible! 
What, what can it mean, uncle?”

Pa-mi’s eyes were full of horror again from the memory, 
and anguish was etched in his face.

Behind them they heard the people entering the house, 
and soon there was noise and commotion all around them.

Stunned, Seko squatted for a long time gazing into the 
smoke-filled shadows beyond Pa-mi, wrestling with his 
doubts. Finally, he looked down at Pa-mi and whispered,

“Don’t tell this to anyone, nephew!”

Pa-mi nodded, the terror still flickering in his eyes.

The old paimo picked up his walking stick, and rising 
wearily to his feet, walked over to a clear space by the 
fire that the family had prepared for him. Every eye was 
fixed on him, and even the children were silent, as they 
all waited for the spirit dance to commence; the most awe- 
inspiring ceremony that a Kopu was privileged to witness. 

         



Chapter Nine

Mah slowly walked out of the house and stood for a long 
time, debating whether he should go up to the white devil’s 
house or not. He despised these foreigners and all they 
stood for. But his brother desperately needed help. So 
pushing his misgivings aside, he began walking toward the 
house on the hill. As he approached, he saw the boy Howie 
sitting on the swing by the apple orchard. The little boy 
spied Mah approaching, and leaping off the swing, rushed 
delightedly over to greet him, crying, in perfect Kopu, 
“Hello, Uncle Mah. What are you doing here?”

Mah forgot momentarily why he had come, and caressed 
the blond hair of this child who had accepted all his family, 
and had spent so much time playing with his children. 
Then reluctantly leaving those pleasant thoughts, he said, 
“My little friend, please go and call your father. I need to 
speak with him.”

Howie dashed into the house, and in a few moments a 
grim faced Frank stepped out onto the lawn. He said rather 
brusquely, “What do you want?” It was the first time that 
he and Mah had come face to face.

Mah, ignoring the white man’s brusqueness, said calmly, 
“My elder brother Pa-mi has been seriously hurt falling 
down a steep hillside. His right thigh bone is probably 
broken.” He pointed to the spot on his own right leg. Then 
he continued, “You are the only one who can help us. A 
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short time ago you were able to treat the scalp of the man 
who was attacked by the leopard. So we are sure that you 
can help my brother!”

Frank, whose grasp of the Kopu language was severely 
limited, understood what Mah wanted, because Nu had 
already informed him about Pa-mi’s accident. He said 
slowly in an embarrassed tone, using a mixture of Kopu 
and Chinese, “I can’t help you! I know nothing about 
setting bones.” 

Mah looked terribly disappointed. 

Then Frank thought: Doris had worked with horses as a 
teenager on her father’s farm near Melbourne in Australia, 
and had told him once that she had helped her father set 
the broken bones of their horses. Also, she had set Howie’s 
right wrist when he broke it a year ago. Surely she can set 
the break in Pa-mi’s leg!

This thought gave him some comfort, and he said to Mah 
in Chinese, “My wife has some experience in setting bones. 
Please wait here, and I will go and talk to her. Maybe she 
can help!”

Mah looked shocked and retorted angrily, “My brother 
would never agree to a strange woman touching his leg—
let alone setting the bone! That is always done by a male!”     

Frank replied, his face reddening, “Then, we can’t help you!”

Mah stood there for a long moment, and then said slowly, 
“It seems that we have no choice in the matter! Go talk to 
your wife. I will wait here for her decision. There is no other 
person who can do this.”       

Frank turned, and as he was about to enter the house, 
noticed Howie still standing there, his big blue eyes filled 
with tears. The little boy asked tremulously, “Is Uncle Pa-
mi hurt badly?”
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His father said in a gentler tone, “Yes. Now let’s go back 
into the house.”

Frank sent Howie upstairs to play with his sister, and 
then walked into the kitchen where Doris was washing 
dishes. She turned when she heard him enter, and asked, 
“Who was that, dear?”

He said, “It was Pa-mi’s brother Mah. He says that Pa-mi 
had a bad fall and broke a bone in his right leg. He wants 
me to go down and heal him. But I told him that you are 
the one who knows how to set broken bones, not me!”

Doris was nonplussed, her face reddening, and said 
with an exasperated tone, “You mean that you offered my 
services, without even asking me first! If the horse’s leg 
bone didn’t set properly, and the horse died, it was no 
great matter. But Frank, we are talking about a human 
being here. If the bone doesn’t set properly, he will have 
swelling and infection right up into his groin, and he also 
will eventually die!” She continued in an exasperated tone, 
“The family will hold us accountable. You know what a 
devilish group they are! And you offered my services 
without asking me first!”

Frank flushed and said, “I’m sorry Doris, but I didn’t 
know what else to do!”

 After a long moment, Doris said, “Alright! The 
damage has been done. We have given them our word. 
Let’s get ready!” 

Frank, feeling relieved, mumbled; “My dear, I am sure 
that God will help us. Here is our chance to win this family 
to Christ.”

Then, remembering that Mah was standing waiting 
for an answer, he walked quickly out of the house, and 
informed Mah that Doris would indeed take care of Pa-mi’s 
leg. Mah nodded, and turning walked down the hill toward 
the village. 
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In the kitchen Doris stood thinking for a long time. 
Then, when she heard Frank come back into the room, 
she gathered herself together, and said in a brighter tone, 
“Alright! Please bring me my large medical bag.”

Frank went and fetched it, laying it on the kitchen table. 
Doris opened it and checked the contents: a pair of pinking 
shears, large bottle of iodine, homemade lye soap, face 
cloths and towels. Then, she stood for a moment thinking. 
Finally, she opened a drawer containing bedroom linen, 
and drew out one of her best bed sheets.

Then grabbing the pinking shears, she was about to cut 
the sheet, when Frank grabbed her arm demanding, “What 
are you doing?”     

Doris shook his hand off her arm and said in a sharp 
tone, “The smaller pieces of cloth that I always have on 
hand aren’t long enough to bind up a man’s leg!”

Then, ignoring his continued protestations, after cutting 
several long strips of cloth, she folded them neatly, and 
placed them in the bag. Then, taking a roll of string out of 
a drawer, she cut off two lengths, saying, “I will have two of 
the young men go to the forest and cut two sticks of wood 
the length of these pieces of string. I can use the pieces of 
wood for splints”

She stood there thinking for another moment, and then 
said, “I need a basin and also a chamber pot. Pa-mi will 
have to use the latter for urinating. I don’t think the family 
has a suitable one for him. Oh yes, we will also need 
something to sedate him. Aspirin won’t help. We don’t have 
enough here anyway! I’m afraid we will have to let them 
blow poppy smoke into his lungs.”

Frank’s face reddened, and he yelled, “What are you 
talking about, Doris? I will not let you use opium. It’s 
against our religion! No! Absolutely not. I forbid it!”

Doris looked at him with fire in her eyes, and putting her 
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hands on her hips said sharply, “Don’t you raise your voice 
at me, Frank Halpern! Do you want me to take care of Pa-
mi, or are you going to do it yourself? After all, you offered 
my services to Mah without asking me! If you want me 
to do this, it will be done my way! Don’t you understand, 
Pa-mi is experiencing terrible pain? We have to give him 
something to ease the torture that he is going through! 
I am sure that they have already been breathing poppy 
smoke into his lungs!”

Frank, relenting under his wife’s glare, said slowly, 
“Alright! We don’t seem to have any other choice! Let’s pray 
before we go down to the village.”

They closed their eyes, and to Doris’ surprise he offered 
up the shortest prayer she had ever heard from his lips.

“Lord,” he intoned, “Please help Doris to set Pa-mi’s leg 
successfully. In your name we pray, Amen.”

Doris whispered, “Amen;” but didn’t feel very sure about 
what she was going to do. 

Frank said, “Let’s go.”

He picked up the medical bag, and said, “You had better 
carry the basin and chamber pot. A man shouldn’t be 
carrying those!”

Doris nodded, and after picking the two objects up, began 
walking toward the front door. Then she stopped and said, 
“We had better take a blanket as Pa-mi’s will be very dirty.” 

Frank hurried upstairs, and Doris could hear him telling 
the children to remain where they were until he and their 
mother returned, Then he came back down the stairs 
carrying a spare blanket. After picking up the medical bag, 
he followed Doris out the front door.

Then the pair walked down toward the village. When 
they reached the main street, it was practically deserted, 
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as most of the villagers were out working in the fields. As 
they drew near to Pa-mi’s house, they saw Mah and Buk 
standing outside waiting for them. Doris had always liked 
the misshapen dwarf, and had often chatted with him 
when she met him on the main street or in the market. 
He obviously appreciated the attention, as the villagers 
generally avoided him. 

Mah nodded at them curtly, and then entered the house, 
beckoning them to follow. Immediately the smoke, heat, 
and loud babble of voices inundated every nerve of Doris’ 
body. Holding tightly to the basin and chamber pot, she 
pushed through the throng of sweating Kopu, desperately 
trying to follow her husband and Mah. 

She thought: How can they get so many people into this 
small room?   

At that moment, a familiar voice near bye hissed at her, 
“We should have called a paimo from another village to 
come and heal Pa-mi!” It was the voice of his mother-in-
law, her huge goiter trembling beneath her chin.

Doris ignored her and pressed on after her husband, the 
smoke, heat and noise making her feel sick to her stomach. 
Abruptly, they were at the bedside, and she was looking 
down at the inert form of the sick man. She willed her 
nausea away, and yelled at Mah, “You must make these 
people get away. I cannot work with them all standing 
around shouting.”

Frank yelled, “My wife is right. Make them move away!”

Mah shouted, “Get back all of you, and quiet down. The 
Musih wants to talk to Pa-mi.”

When they hesitated, Mah screamed over the uproar, “If 
you want the Musih to help Pa-mi, you must all move back!”

The people unwillingly moved a few paces, and both 
Frank and Mah yelled, “Move further!”
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Finally, Doris was able to kneel down beside the bed. She 
saw that Pa-mi’s eyes were closed, and was sure that the 
relatives had already blown poppy smoke into his lungs. 
So he was slightly sedated.

She said softly, “Pa-mi, I am here to help you. At first it 
will hurt a lot. But I will set your leg and you will finally be 
free of pain. First, I am going to cut your trousers off. Then 
I will wash your leg. It must be perfectly clean before I can 
set the bone. “

Pa-mi opened his eyes and said slowly through dry and 
cracked lips, “Please Musih, hurry up and do it!. 

Doris opened her bag; but before beginning to cut the 
trousers, she looked up at Mah and said, “I need two of 
your young men to go to the forest and bring me two sticks. 
Have them come here, and I will tell them what to do.”

Mah called two youths standing nearby to come and 
receive instructions from the Musih. When they were 
standing beside her, Doris took the two pieces of string out 
of the bag and said, “Each of you take a piece of this string, 
and go cut two sticks the length of this string. The sticks 
should be about this wide,” indicating the width with her 
fingers. The young men stood there for a moment as if 
transfixed. 

Irritated, Doris yelled, “Go! I need those sticks 
immediately!”

They took the string, and grabbing axes from where they 
were hanging on a nearby wall, fled out the door of the house.

Mah smiled for the first time that day, and muttered, 
“Those two will never forget this day, Musih!”

Doris looked up at him, smiling, and said, “I hope they 
always remember this day!” Then returning to the task at 
hand, she said, “Mah, please ask Nuna to take this basin 
here and fill it with hot water. I will need it very soon. “
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Nodding, he called to Nuna, who came and picked up 
the basin. Then turned and pushed her way through the 
crowd.   

Grasping the pinking shears, Doris began carefully 
snipping away at the right side of the right pants leg, 
beginning at the bottom, and working upward. 

Along with the smoke, the smell of urine was almost 
overpowering. Sweat poured down into her eyes, blinding her.

She picked up a dry cloth and desperately wiped off the 
offending liquid. Then she returned to cutting away the 
pants leg, making sure that she didn’t puncture the skin 
around the break.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, she was 
finished, and the right leg of the trousers fell onto the 
blanket. 

Then, turning, she saw that Nuna had brought hot water. 
So, taking a face cloth from her bag, and applying lye soap, 
she washed the entire area around the break, noting that 
no bones had punctured the skin. That would make her 
job easier when she finally tried to set the bones back in 
place. When she was finished, she dried the skin carefully.

Then, feeling a great sense of relief, rising, she said to 
Mah, “You need to blow some more poppy smoke up his 
nose. I am going outside to wait for you. When your brother 
is sedated, you and Buk must carry the bed with him on it 
outside. I cannot set the leg in here. 

She left the chamber pot on the floor where she had 
put it when they entered the house, and picking up her 
bag, pushed her way through the throng of people, finally 
emerging into the welcome sunlight outside the house. She 
was soon followed by Frank carrying the blanket. 

Doris stood there for a long time gulping in fresh air. Then, 
hearing voices nearby, she turned, and to her surprise, 
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saw the two boys who she had ordered to cut sticks in the 
forest, standing nearby holding two sticks that would be 
perfect for what she was about to do.   

She said as they handed the sticks to her, “These are 
beautiful! Thank you very much!” They grinned with pride.

Doris said, “You may watch me, but stand over there out 
of the way.”

An uproar behind her made her turn around. Mah and 
Buk were carrying the bed with Pa-mi on it, through the 
door of the house. They were followed by all the other people 
who had been standing inside. Doris gritted her teeth, and 
hissed at Mah, “I cannot work on Pa-mi’s leg with all your 
relatives crowding around me! Please tell them to go back 
into the house and leave me alone!”

Mah yelled at the women and children, “Get back in the 
house. The Musih cannot help Pa-mi if you are all crowding 
around us!”

They unwillingly withdrew, the mother-in-law glaring at 
Doris as she turned and entered the house. 

Doris wearily knelt down beside Pa-mi and examined his 
leg carefully. She decided that she would have to pull down 
at his ankle and hope that the bones would immediately set 
back into place. The ankle was tender from a sprain, and 
would be very painful; but hopefully, Pa-mi was well sedated. 
She ordered Mah and Buk to hold Pa-mi’s shoulders firmly 
so that he wouldn’t sit up. Then, praying inwardly, she 
grasped the ankle with her right hand; at the same time 
holding his calf firmly with her left hand. Then, she pulled 
the lower leg downward. Pa-mi screamed in pain, but Doris 
heard the thigh bones click back into place. 

She sighed with relief and said to her husband and Mah, 
“Please put your hands under his buttocks and left him up 
very carefully. I am going to wrap cloths around his leg.”



88

They did what she ordered, and she began wrapping the 
long strips of bed sheet around the leg, beginning from 
the top and slowly working downward. As she went, she 
kept pinning the sheets securely in place. Finally she was 
finished.

Doris took a couple of deep breaths trying to relax. Then, 
she told the two men to lower his body for a moment. Then 
she said, “I am now going to take those two sticks that the 
boys brought me, and tie one to each side of the leg. Now, 
please lift him up again under his buttocks.” Then, using 
strong cord from her bag, she tied a stick securely to each 
side of the leg. 

When she was finished, she looked up at the three men 
who had watched her with amazement, and said, “Now, I 
need you to lift him off this filthy blanket, and I will place 
a clean one under him. They did as she ordered, and 
presently Pa-mi, with his leg in a cast, was lying on a clean 
blanket. 

She then proceeded to cut off his remained pants leg, and 
said to Frank, “For goodness sakes, cover up his genitals!”

He took a remaining cloth from her bag, and followed her 
direction.  

Then Doris ordered Mah and Buk to carry him back 
inside. She said, “Make sure that he drinks plenty of water. 
Also breathe some more poppy smoke into him. He will 
now be able to sit to defecate, and stand up with help to 
urinate. I will come down every day to check up on him.”

The two men did as she ordered, and Doris rose up 
wearily and picking up her bag, walked slowly with Frank 
back to their house.

Doris followed her promise, and every day went down to 
Pa-mi’s house to check up on him. She was very pleased 
with his progress, and she and the sick man talked for 
many hours. Even the mother-in-law began to warm up 
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to this woman that she had hated. Eventually, over the 
protestations of Frank, Doris even took Howie and Liz 
down to play with Mah’s children. And where there had 
been distrust between the two families, there was now 
peace.  
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Chapter Ten

Nu’s son Cheng and his servant had arrived in the Hmong 
town of Sapushan where they had stayed for three days in 
the local inn. Cheng was in no hurry to go down to Wuting 
on the plain far below, even though his father had ordered 
him to get in touch with the authorities there and ask for 
soldiers to be sent up to Hsinshao. 

When he was a young boy his father went down regularly 
to Wuting to trade animal skins for silk thread, salt, and 
other commodities that the Kopu prized.  Once, he had 
taken Cheng along with him, thinking the boy would enjoy 
visiting the big city. But Cheng’s memories of Wuting were 
all bad. He would never forget the calloused treatment at 
the hands of the Chinese business men, who obviously 
regarded the two Kopu as almost sub-human curiosities 
from the mountains. The merchants tried to cheat them 
at every opportunity. And when the two of them walked 
along the streets, children would run up to them and 
grab at their strange clothes. It had been a very unhappy 
experience. 

But Cheng realized that he must obey his father’s orders 
and go down to Wuting. So he and his servant rose early. But 
as they were loading their horse with all of their belongings 
they heard people shouting in the street outside. Cheng 
walked out and asked a bystander in Chinese, “What’s going 
on?” The man looked very worried, and replied, “Mao-tse-
tung’s army is invading northern Yunnan Province!” The 
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young Kopu was perplexed, and asked, “Who’s Mao-tse-
tung?” The man laughed derisively and said, “Where have 
you been, young man? He’s the leader of the Communists, 
and wants to take all China away from the Kao-ming-tan 
under Chiang-kai-shek!” Cheng was still perplexed, having 
no idea who all these people were. Then a smile came to 
his lips as he thought, If these people are going to invade 
Wuting, I have a good excuse to stay away from the city, 
and return to Hsinshao!

 Overwhelmed by a feeling of relief, he excused himself 
and went back into the horse stall. He said, “We are 
leaving for Hsinshao right away!” His servant looked 
puzzled; but didn’t question His master’s sudden change 
of mind.

Soon, they were on their way. And after another three 
days of travel, arrived at a small Hmong town less than a 
day’s journey from Hsinshao.

As they wearily entered the town, and were headed 
toward the place that passed for an inn, the inn keeper, 
a Hmong friend, spotted them, and beckoned for them to 
follow him into a side street. There he said, “You must not 
stay here; but should immediately return to Hsinshao!”

Cheng, puzzled, asked, “Why? What has happened?”

At that moment, several people walked down the street 
towards them. The man waited until they had all passed. 
Then he said in a low voice, “A large group of Communist 
soldiers has just arrived in the town. They say that they 
need a guide to take them to Hsinshao, where they will 
capture the white man and his family. They claim that 
there soldiers have already captured John and Betty Stam. 
You know them, I’m sure!” Cheng nodded, and the man 
continued. “They laughingly brag that they have chopped 
off the heads of these two Americans.  They will do the 
same to Musih Frank and Doris.”              
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Looking around to ensure that no one was listening, he 
whispered, “You should return to Hsinshao immediately. 
These soldiers won’t leave here until the morning. They 
look very fierce, and may even kill the Kopu who follow the 
foreign religion!”

Cheng felt a cold fear grip him, and asked in a shaky 
voice, “How can we get out of town without these people 
seeing us?”

The man said, “They are at the other end of town eating 
and drinking. You can easily slip out of here without any 
of them seeing you. But you had better hurry.”

Cheng thanked the man, and leaving the town by a back 
way was soon headed for Hsinshao. Fortunately, they 
had several hours of daylight left; but their tired bodies 
wouldn’t allow them to walk very fast. They stopped 
repeatedly at small streams to slake their thirst. Then, 
when the sun set, the full moon, as if it understood their 
difficulty, shone brightly on the trail in front of them. So 
when they reached the rope bridge, they could see their 
way quite clearly. But the jittery horse forced them to test 
every step carefully. After what seemed an eternity, they 
emerged onto the meadow where Pa-mi and the others had 
lain in wait for the Chinese traders. They decided to rest 
there for a few moments to give the horse a chance to calm 
down. But to their horror, they saw what appeared to be 
blood everywhere. The horse shied away in terror, trying to 
escape from the area. 

When his servant finally got control of the terrified animal, 
Cheng decided to press on, even though every nerve and 
tendon in his body screamed for relief. 

The trail on the edge of the precipice was their next 
hurdle. Cheng’s servant lit a pine wood torch, and they 
crept across the ledge with their hearts in their mouths, 
the weary laden down horse grumbling behind them. 
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Finally, they were free of the precipice, and were now 
only about thirty li from Hsinshao.  So after a long rest, 
they plodded on, reaching the outskirts of the village just 
after the sun had risen.

No one was in the street as Cheng headed toward his 
house. Then, to his surprise and dismay, Mah stepped out 
onto the street. He looked suspiciously at Cheng, servant 
and horse walking into the village at this early hour. With 
a scowl on his face, he hurried over to the weary trio, and 
demanded, “Where are you coming from?” Cheng glared at 
him, and mumbled, “From the Hmong town of Pu-shan!” 

Mah said with an incredulous look on his face, “You mean 
that you have been traveling all night?  That’s impossible. I 
have never heard of anyone being able to do that! Let alone 
attempt it.” 

Cheng desperately wanted to reach his house, so he 
thought, I had better tell this bastard everything. That 
should stop his persistent questions! So he said, “When we 
reached the outskirts of Pu-shan, the inn keeper, a good 
friend, saw me, and hurrying over, warned me not to go any 
further.  Surprised, I asked, ‘Why? Is there some trouble?’”

“He pulled me over to the side of the street, and said in a 
low tone, ‘A large troop of Communist soldiers are in town. 
They say that they plan to go to Hsinshao tomorrow and 
capture the Musih Frank and his family.’”

Before he could continue, Mah snarled, “What are 
Communists?”

Cheng had no desire to waste time explaining this to Mah; 
but he suppressed his anger, and related to Mah everything 
that he had heard. “These Communist soldiers in Pu-shan 
have already beheaded two American missionaries, and 
they plan to capture the Musih and his family today. They 
should be here by early afternoon!”

Mah realized that Cheng must be telling the truth. No 
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one in his right mind would have traveled all the way from 
the Hmong town at night. So he said, “I believe you Cheng! 
Go tell your father. He must gather all the villagers into the 
village square and tell them about this, and I will go and 
warn the Musih.”

Much relieved, Cheng went to his house, and Mah walked 
rapidly up to the house on the hill. When he arrived there 
he spotted Howie sitting on the swing. The little boy waved 
and yelled, “It’s you, Uncle Mah!”

Mah waived back; but went immediately to the front door 
of the house and rapped loudly. A surprised Frank opened 
the door and said in Chinese, “Oh it’s you, Mah. What 
brings you here so early in the morning?”

Mah said in Kopu, “Musih, I have just heard that 
Communist soldiers are coming here today to capture you 
and your family!”

Frank looked bewildered, and asked, “Are you sure? The 
Communist army is far away surrounded by Chian-jai-
shek’s soldiers.”

Mah said, “Cheng traveled all night from Pu-shan to 
warn you!” 

At that moment Doris came to the door, and looking 
pleased to see Mah, asked, “What brings you here so early 
in the morning? I hope Pa-mi is doing well.”

Mah, feeling frustrated said, “Yes Musih. He is following 
all your instructions and healing nicely.” Doris was about 
to speak again; but he cut her off and said, “Both of you, 
please listen to me. Cheng, Nu’s son has just arrived from 
Pu-shan, after traveling all night. He says that a troop of 
Communist soldiers had just come to the town, and were 
planning to reach our village today. They intend to capture 
you and your children!”

Doris paled and said to Frank, “Do you understand what 
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Mah has just said?”

Frank shook his head, saying, “He keeps saying something 
about Communists.”

Doris said, “Frank, there were Communist soldiers in 
Pushan last night. They said that they plan to come up 
here today and capture us! They will be arriving early this 
afternoon. We must flee immediately!”

She turned to Mah and said, “Mah, we will leave as soon 
as possible. Thank you for warning us. I am sure that in 
a few weeks we can return. In the meantime, keep Pa-mi’s 
splints on for at least two more weeks. Then take them and 
the cloths off carefully. For some time after that, he should 
use the crutch that Musih made for him!”

They both thanked Mah profusely, and he turned and 
hurried down the hill toward the village.  



Chapter Eleven

A lone golden eagle circled far up in a cloudless cerulean 
sky as Mah walked hurriedly down toward the village. Mah 
saw the huge bird and shivered, thinking that it was a bad 
omen. Maybe the Communists would arrive earlier than 
he and Cheng had figured. He picked up his pace, and 
soon was within the confines of the village. There he saw 
men, women and children, pouring out of their mud brick 
houses and heading toward the village square. He thought, 
Nu must have warned them as I suggested to Cheng. Finally 
the bastard has done something right!

A wry smile momentarily creased his lips. Then, he 
strode toward his house where he saw Buk standing in 
the doorway looking at him with relief on his face. Mah 
asked, “Did Nu tell you about Communist soldiers who are 
coming to our village this afternoon?”   

Buk looked puzzled, and replied, “Elder brother, he didn’t 
say anything to us. I just heard him say something about 
Commu something or other to our neighbors.”

Mah muttered, “The bastard!” and walked into his 
house followed by Buk. Once inside, and after letting his 
eyes get used to the darkness, he saw his wife Lila and 
his children squatting near the fire, with Pa-mi’s mother-
in-law  hunkered down  near bye. Lila asked, “Husband, 
what is going on in the village?” He answered shortly, 
“Nu has warned everyone except you that Communist 
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soldiers are coming this afternoon to capture the Musih 
and his family.”

Then came the inevitable question, “Husband, what are 
Communists?”

Pa-mi shouted the same question from the other corner 
of the room.

Mah was becoming very irritated; but he answered as 
calmly as possible, “Big Brother, they are very dangerous 
people who will not only capture the Musih and his family, 
but may also harm all of us. I will explain more later. But, in 
the meantime, you must all get ready to go to uncle Seko’s 
house. Prepare bedding, cooking pots, and enough food for 
at least two days. And, don’t forget our lolo! Meanwhile, I 
am going to the village square to try to persuade the rest 
of our people to go with us. That way, no one will be here 
when the Communists arrive.”

Without saying another word, he strode out of the house, 
followed by Buk, and hurried toward the place where all 
the villagers were gathering.

Hearing men shouting and women and children 
screaming, he thought, “By Atsapi! That bastard Nu has 
been stirring them all up with misinformation. All they have 
heard is the word ‘Communist’, and have panicked. He 
probably hasn’t let Cheng tell the full story. I had better get 
there and try to calm them down.

When they reached the square, they found complete 
confusion: men shouting and gesticulating at each other, 
women and children shrieking hysterically, while Nu stood 
there, wringing his pudgy little hands, contemplating what 
he had achieved.

Mah yelled, “Nu, what is going on?”

Nu walked over to him and quavered, “They have heard that 
people called Communists are going to invade Hsinshao.”
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Mah snapped, “Tell your Christians to quiet down! I 
myself will deal with my people!”

In a few minutes when there was a semblance of calm, 
Mah yelled, “Cheng traveled all night from Pu-shan to warn 
us of danger. Please listen to him.”  He turned to Cheng 
who was now standing beside him, and said, “They need to 
hear everything. You were very brave!”

Cheng, never having been the center of attention in his 
life before, tried to forget his weariness, and began speaking 
in a low voice. Mah interrupted him saying, “Cheng, you 
must speak louder. The people in the back won’t hear you.”

The young Kopu tried again in a louder voice. He told the 
crowd the entire story, beginning four days ago when he 
was planning to go to Wuting. When he described how the 
Communists had beheaded the Stams and were planning 
to come after Frank and Doris and the children, some 
of the women standing at the front of the crowd began 
shrieking and tearing at their hair.

Mah shouted, “Quiet!! Listen to what Cheng has to say.” 
Then he whispered to Cheng, “Stand up straight and talk 
louder!”

Wearily Cheng pulled himself up to his full height of 
five feet and seven inches, and continued even louder. 
He described his trek home, through the night with a full 
moon.

“Besides our other difficulties, Spirits were all around 
us making moaning noises like this: wooooooou!  And I 
continually called on Yasu to protect us.”

Two women in the front row fainted and were carried 
away by their husbands, their children crying beside them.  
Cheng watched this scene with satisfaction, amazed at the 
power of his words.

Mah muttered, “Keep going!” 
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Some men in the back yelled, “Speak louder, we can’t 
hear you!”

By now Cheng was yelling. He told the crowd of the 
blood-stained grass, which had spooked the horses, and 
Nu thought, his jowls trembling with rage, It was from 
those slaughtered Chinese traders!

Mah on the other hand, smiled inwardly, thinking back 
to that bloody morning with satisfaction.

Cheng continued, his voice beginning to show his 
weariness, “Our horse, smelling the blood, neighed in fright 
and tried to bolt towards the forest. I and my servant held 
on to him with all our strength, finally calming him down. 
Then we continued our journey. All the time I was thinking, 
we cannot give up. We have to reach Hsinshao and warn 
the Musih and his family about this terrible danger!”

A voice in his rapt audience yelled, “Yasu will bless you 
for this!”

Cheng smiled and continued, “The rest of the journey 
was like a nightmare. I really don’t remember much. It was 
so good to reach my beloved village.”

Mah put his arm around Cheng’s shoulder and said, 
“You did very well Cheng, and we are all grateful to you for 
your bravery.”

Then he spoke sharply to the crowd in front of him, “I 
have warned the Musih! He and his family will be leaving 
immediately. As for the rest of us, I think that we are all 
in danger, especially you Yesu people who have kept the 
Musih here. I suggest that we all flee to Seko’s place. There 
is no other safe place near here.”

“Never, never!” Nu yelled indignantly. “We will never 
go to that old devil for help!” Other voices were raised in 
agreement.
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Mah said, “Fine! I and my family will leave immediately. 
The rest of you can stay and face the Communists with 
your brave leader Nu protecting you.”

He turned, and he and Buk were about to start walking 
toward their house, when Cheng grabbed his arm and 
whispered, “I will try to persuade my father to change 
his mind!” Cheng walked over to Nu, and after a long 
whispered discussion, Nu said rather halfheartedly, “Mah, 
wait! We Yesu people will all go with you; but as soon as 
the Communists have left the village, we will return.”

All the other villagers acquiesced.

Relieved, Mah said, “Very good! You will need food 
for at least two days; also cooking pots, charcoal and 
bedding. Also, don’t forget your lolos!  We must not bring 
any animals, as the soldiers will hear them even as far 
away as the paimo’s valley.  Now, let’s all get started. The 
Communists will be here very soon.”

In less than two hours the villagers were all walking 
towards Seko’s valley with Mah and Buk leading the way, 
carrying Pa-mi on a stretcher—the lolo held tightly to his 
chest. 

Meanwhile, unaware of all the chaos in Hsinshao, the old 
paimo was sitting in front of his house contentedly sucking 
on his pipe. The gloom that had filled his soul a few days 
before had dissipated. There was more harmony in the 
village, after the white man’s wife had miraculously set Pa-
mi’s leg, and then had visited him every day to ensure that 
the leg was healing well. The old paimo was still amazed 
that a woman had been able to do this. No Kopu woman 
had ever had these powers.

Suddenly, a movement far down the valley caught his 
rheumy old eyes. He stood up to get a better view. To his 
amazement he saw a large group of people approaching. 
As they drew nearer, he noticed that they were led by Mah 
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and Buk carrying Pa-mi on a stretcher, which they laid 
down gently in front of him.

Seko gazed down at his nephew with affection welling up 
in his heart, and said with a quaver in his voice, “Nephew, 
are you really getting better?”

Pa-mi answered, “Yes, uncle, Musih’s wife Doris was a 
miracle worker!”

The old man then looked out over the mass of people 
walking into his compound, and asked Mah, “Why have all 
these people come here?”

Mah hesitated for a moment, and then said slowly, 
“Uncle, we are all in great danger! I will tell you the story 
later. Meanwhile, these people need to get themselves 
settled. We may have to remain here for more than a day.”

None of the villagers, except for the paimo’s close family 
had ever been in this secluded valley. Some were inspecting 
Seko’s turnip patch. Others were staring in wonderment 
at the enormous pine trees while others gazed up at the 
huge rhododendron trees on top of the cliff, and Leopard 
Mountain above them. Children dashed over to the waterfall 
pouring down the cliff face, and shrieking with delight, let 
the cool spray hit their hot and tired little bodies.

Pa-mi lay there, holding his lolo tightly to him, and gazing 
up at the rhododendron trees. They no longer looked 
menacing; but seemed to be smiling, and saying to him, 
“Everything from now on will be alright!”

Even Leopard Mountain crouching above the trees 
appeared to be smiling at him. 

So it was that a common danger brought all the residents 
of Hsinshao into a harmony that they hadn’t known for a 
long time.



Chapter Twelve

The door of the house on the hill opened, and Frank and 
Doris appeared, followed by Liz and Howie. Frank was 
wearing a brown floppy hat that had seen much wear. A 
long-sleeved brown jacket buttoned down the front reached 
over well pressed black trousers that covered the tops of 
black leather boots. On his back were two bedrolls, along 
with a pack containing food and water.   

Doris was wearing a wide brimmed straw hat protecting 
her from the elements. A long sleeved white blouse was 
tucked into a black skirt that reached almost to her ankles. 
She was wearing brown leather boots like her husband, 
and she carried baby Jack in a Kopu backpack.  

Liz was wearing a black cap and a long blue dress. Like 
her parents, she had put on boots.

No hat covered Howie’s tousled blond hair. Sitting on 
the swing when Mah arrived to convey   the news of the 
Communist soldiers’ imminent arrival, he rushed indoors 
and frantically looked for appropriate clothes and shoes. 
All he could find was a long sleeved white shirt, black 
shorts, and a pair of sandals.

Frank looked down at Howie, and asked, “Couldn’t you 
find a hat? It’s going to be very hot today!”

Howie answered miserably, “No, daddy, I looked 
everywhere!”
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Frank said, “Well we can’t wait any longer! The 
Communists are going to be here shortly,  

While he was talking to the boy, Doris was gazing down 
at the village, her heart filled with mixed emotions. She 
thought, Will we ever return to this beautiful place? What 
about Pa-mi? God, please look after him. Please heal his leg. 

Frank touched her arm and said gently, “Doris, we must 
get going! The Communists will be here very soon!”

With tears coursing down her cheeks, Doris turned and 
followed her husband with the children close behind her, 
and the dog Spot following on Howie’s heels.

They walked through the apple orchard, and when they 
reached the edge of the forest, Frank stopped, and turning 
said to his family, “We will walk through the forest to the 
north south road. I have been this way many times. After 
crossing the road, we take a trail south to a Hmong village 
where we can spend the night. The next day, I will ask 
Hmong friends there to guide us safely to Yunnanfu. Once 
we are in the capitol city, we should be safe there.”

Then, turning, he led his family into the forest. 

Howie, bringing up the rear with Spot, felt uneasy. For 
one thing, he hated snakes, and was terrified that he 
would step on one of the loathsome evil creatures.  So he 
kept scanning the forest floor in front of him for any sign of 
them. The sunlight filtering through the tree tops made the 
forest floor seem alive, increasing his apprehension. Then 
there was also the leopard to worry about. So, switching 
his gaze between the forest floor and the tree branches 
overhead, he began to lag behind the others. Suddenly, 
he realized that he was far back of his family, and crying 
hysterically, rushed to catch up. 

His mother turned, and realizing what was happening, 
said, “Frank, you’re walking too fast! Howie cannot keep up.”



105

Frank looked down at his son and snapped, “Howie, 
you will have to hold onto your mother’s hand. We must 
walk very quickly. The Communists may already be in the 
village!”

They hurried on, until suddenly they saw sun light 
ahead, and shortly arrived at the edge of the forest and the 
wide road leading east and west. Frank was just about to 
cross the road, when Doris cried, “Wait, Frank! There are 
people approaching way in the distance to our left. Don’t 
you see them? They may be the Communists!’

Frank looked down the road where she was pointing, and 
said, “They couldn’t be! The Communists are coming here 
from the west.”

Doris pleaded, “Frank, shouldn’t we wait here to be sure? 
We will be well hidden in the forest?”

Frank barked, “No,” and started running across the road. 
The others had no other option than to follow him.

On the other side lay some large boulders. Frank signaled 
for them all to hide behind these until the group of people 
had passed. Just as they all were well hidden, Spot began 
barking. Howie, who was lying beside her, immediately 
grabbed hold of her muzzle, and whispered, “Shhhh!”

The little dog seemed to understand, and didn’t make 
another sound.   

In a few minutes a large group of merchants with their 
pack animals passed the hiding place. Fortunately, they 
appeared to be unaware of the hidden group of fleeing 
foreigners.

When they were well out of sight, Frank rose and calling 
to the others to follow, began walking up the trail leading to 
the top of the hill. Spot was going to follow them; but Howie 
yelled at her to go back. Unwillingly, the little dog turned, 
crossed the road entered the forest on the other side.
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With infrequent stops to rest and drink water, Frank 
hurried on. Suddenly the trail led onto a narrow ledge along 
the edge of a precipice. At one point water was pouring out 
of the side of the cliff face right onto the trail in front of 
them. Doris stopped, and, taking off her large straw hat, 
turned it upside down and let it fill with water. Then she 
turned to Howie behind her, and said, “You had better 
drink. It is getting very hot.” Howie eagerly drank the cold 
refreshing water. When he had quenched his thirst, Doris 
put her hat back on. Then, turning, kept walking along the 
narrow path, keeping her eyes averted from the steep drop 
to her right. She was prone to vertigo, and didn’t want an 
attack now. Howie hurried to keep up with her.

When they reached firm ground on the other side, the trail 
led them up a steep hill. Suddenly, Howie, who had been 
walking all day without a hat, collapsed on the ground in 
a deep faint. Fortunately, Doris heard him fall, and called 
to Frank to help. Frank turned and, seeing the dilemma, 
said, “We had better try to revive him. I can’t carry him 
while he is unconscious, as he would need to put his arms 
around my neck. Let’s pour some cold water on his head.”  

He took the pack and bedrolls off his back, and hurrying 
to where Howie was lying, began to fill a cup with water, 
aiming to pour it over the boy’s head. But suddenly Howie 
began stirring, and after a few seconds sat up saying, 
“What happened? Where am I?”

Greatly relieved, Doris said, “You fainted from lack of 
water and the heat. Do you feel alright?”

Howie grinned, knowing now that he was the center of 
attention, and replied, “I feel fine, mommy!”

Much relieved, Doris said to her husband, “You had 
better carry him the rest of the way. How far is it to the 
Hmong village?”

Frank said, “An hour’s walking at the most!”
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Doris helped her son to his feet, and said, “Alright, Howie, 
get up on your father’s back.”

She turned to Liz, who had been watching the scene with 
great interest, and asked, “Are you alright, Liz? Are you 
feeling the effects of the heat?”

Liz said, “I’m fine, mummy. Please let’s get going. I don’t 
want those terrible Communists to catch us!”

Frank picked his son up, and once the boy had put his 
arms firmly around his shoulders, continued walking up 
the trail followed by Doris and Liz. 

Doris called after him, “What about the bedrolls and 
food? Don’t we need them?”

Frank replied, “I will ask a couple of the Hmong men 
to come here and get them.”  Then he continued walking 
hurriedly on with Howie clinging to his back. Within an hour 
they had reached the Hmong village in safety. The villagers 
welcomed them warmly, and when they heard about the 
Communists chasing after them, assured the family that 
they would be safe in their village. They agreed with Frank 
that the soldiers would think that the missionaries had 
fled down the road to the east, and would chase after them 
in that direction.

That evening, the Hmong served their guests roasted 
corn, one of Howie’s favorites. That night, all four slept 
soundly on the bed rolls retrieved by their Hmong friends. 
And the following day, several of the men led the family on 
back trails down to Yunnan-fu, and safety.





Chapter Thirteen

Meanwhile, the group of twenty Communist soldiers 
under the leadership of Comrade Ying, were laboriously 
negotiating the treacherous ledge along the precipice 
over thirty li from Hsinshao.  Comrade Ying was a stocky 
muscular man with a severely pocked marked face. He was 
wearing a dirty cap with a red star in front. His clothing 
consisted of a white down-filled long sleeved shirt, and 
matching white trousers, with what appeared to be a rope 
holding them up. On his feet were well worn sandals.

Comrade Ying was the son of a dirt poor farmer, who 
rented his small piece of land from a rich land owner. Often, 
the large family had only enough food for one meal in a day. 
Ying grew up hating this terrible class system that left them 
in poverty, and when Mao-tse-tung, himself the son of a 
rich land owner, went around the province recruiting youths 
to fight against Chang-kai-shek’s repressive government, 
Ying joined his army. For several years, Chang-kai-shek’s 
forces were able to keep Mao’s army in check; but finally, 
the Communists broke free, and were now marching north 
of Yunnan province, aiming to go through Nosu land, and 
escape to Shensi province in the north.

Two American missionaries, John and Betty Stam, had 
recently been captured by the Communist army, and later 
beheaded. Then Mao heard about Frank and his family 
living in Hsinshao. He immediately ordered Ying to take 
a group of twenty men and capture the hated Americans. 
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The Communists had a visceral hatred of foreign 
missionaries, remembering how they originally entered 
China on the back of the opium trade. So, Ying and his 
men, all dressed in a similar fashion to their leader, were 
carefully wending their way along this frightening ledge, 
followed by several pack horses carrying supplies and 
weapons. 

Ying had a tendency to vertigo, and the roar of the river 
below along with the narrow confines of the ledge were 
causing his stomach to heave in rebellion. He didn’t trust 
this Hmong bastard. He could be leading them on a false 
trail. First he had taken them across that damned rope 
bridge where one of their pack horses had shied, almost 
falling into the river below. Now they were on this ridiculous 
ledge.

In frustration, while willing his stomach to be still, he 
turned and yelled at his comrades to halt. Then he walked 
unsteadily forward, and grabbing Yang by the shoulders 
yelled, “Where are you taking us to, you Hmong bastard? “

Yang had a difficult time controlling the anger surging 
up within him. First, this turtle shit Communist Chinese 
bastard had forced him to guide him and his filthy comrades 
to Hsinshao, and then had whined continually about the 
difficult terrain.  Wearily, he tried to control his anger, and 
turning, yelled over the roar of the river, “Please be patient, 
Comrade Ying. In only a few minutes we will be past this 
gorge and very close to Hsinshao—only about thirty li at 
the most.” 

Ying felt bile surging up into his throat, and willing himself 
not to vomit, yelled back, “Yang, or whatever your damned 
name is, are you sure we are headed for Hsinshao?”

Yang smiled to himself, realizing that the treacherous 
terrain was beginning to unnerve the dog shit Communist. 
He yelled, “We are on the right path, Comrade Ying. Very soon 
we will be past this narrow ledge, and onto safe ground.”
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Ying snarled, “It had better be soon!”   

To his great relief, some five minutes later, they 
reached terra firma. Then in another hour of walking, 
they approached the outskirts of Hsinshao. The first 
thing that Ying noticed was the deathly quiet, with no 
sound of human activity at all. Puzzled, he grabbed 
Yang roughly, and turning him around, hissed, “Where 
is everyone?” 

Yang was as baffled as Ying, and replied, “Honestly, 
Comrade Ying, I don’t know where all these Kopu could 
have gone to. At this time of the year, they would be working 
in the fields.” 

Yang, looking completely baffled, continued, “How 
could they have learned that you and your men were 
coming today! No one, even a Kopu, ever travels on those 
treacherous trails at night. You yourself have seen how 
difficult it is even in the daytime!” ”   

Comrade Ying had to agree with the Hmong. He asked, 
“Where could they all have gone? There is no one here; 
only the animals.”

Yang shrugged, and replied, “I don’t know, Comrade. The 
nearest Kopu village is at least thirty li away.”

Suddenly, Ying thought about his main mission. Here he 
was standing in the village, talking to this dog shit Hmong, 
while he was supposed to capture those Americans. His 
commander Mao-tse-tung would not be happy if the 
accursed missionaries escaped. They had already captured 
two other Americans in Szechwan province and executed 
them. Now, he was standing here talking to this wretched 
Hmong when the Americans were probably escaping. 
A cold chill gripped his heart, and he grabbed Yang and 
shouted, “Where are the Americans?”

Yang stammered, “In... in that house up there.”
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Ying looked up where Yang was pointing, and couldn’t 
believe what he was seeing. There was a large wooden 
house sitting in solitary splendor on top of the hill. He 
wondered, How did they build such a large place way up 
here in the mountains?

He turned to his men, and picking ten of them, said to 
the others, “You all stay here and search all the houses. 
Take anything of value that you find. If you see containers 
of rice wine, bring them along too!  The rest of us are going 
up there with the Hmong!”

Then following the Hmong, he led his men up to 
what was to him an enormous house. Having grown 
up, living on a small farm in a lowly mud brick house, 
he had never seen such splendor, except the beautiful 
dwellings of the land owners. When they reached the 
house, he realized that like the village, there was a 
deathly quiet, although Spot began barking when she 
spied the intruders.

Ignoring the little dog, Ying walked to the front door of 
the house, and wrenching it open, inspected the interior. 
What he saw enraged him, He thought, These bastard 
foreigners have been living up here in the lap of luxury, 
while we Chinese peasants have nothing!

He moved through the entire house, inspecting each room. 
Then he said to his men, “Take every piece of furniture 
outside. We are going to have a huge fire out front of the 
house. I noticed that the American even has his own cows. 
Slaughter one of them, and we will enjoy meat tonight 
roasted on the fire. Oh yes,” he snarled, “Write Communist 
slogans on the walls, inside and out.”

His men happily followed his instructions, relishing the 
fact that they would enjoy a delicious meal of roast that 
evening. 

In a few minutes, the ten men who had been pillaging the 
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village arrived carrying loot of all kinds, including a large 
amount of rice wine.   

So it was that Frank and Doris’ house was vandalized 
from top to bottom, and the Communist soldiers had a 
great party on the lawn in front of the house. By nightfall, 
feeling the effect of all the roasted beef and rice wine the 
whole company fell into a dead sleep around the huge fire.

Yang had been watching their revelry with great interest. 
He though that he could easily escape. But that might 
put the Kopu in danger. It was necessary to lead these 
bastards away from Hsinshao, and head them east on the 
road past the forest. He could escape the following day, 
leaving the Communist dog shit to fend for themselves. He 
wished Mao, whatever his name was, could see his soldiers 
now—a bunch of drunken Chinese turtle shit. 

Then, as he lay awake, he thought again, How did the 
Kopu and the Americans ever learn that these Communists 
were coming? Who could have warned them? 

The next morning Ying and his soldiers groggily awoke. 

At first Ying wondered where he was; but shortly, as he 
gained his senses, he leaped to his feet and yelled for the rest 
of the party to wake up. Seeing Yang nearby, he said, “How 
do we get to this east west road that you keep talking about?”

Yang replied, “I will show you. But you had better hurry. 
The Americans have had many hours to put a great 
distance between you and them!”

Ying laughed, and replied, “Their children will slow them 
down. We will have no difficulty catching up to them!”

Then he called to his men, “Get the horses ready! We 
must leave immediately. Take some of the remaining beef 
with you. Oh yes! I want all of you to shit and piss on the 
Americans’ beautiful grass!”
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They all laughed uproariously, and followed his orders. 
In leaving, Ying, an animal lover, stroked Spot, and said, 
“There’s plenty of meat over there,” pointing to the carcass 
of the cow lying on the side of the lawn.

When his men had loaded the pack horses with food, 
water, and weapons, Comrade Ying ordered Yang to lead 
the way to the east west road. 

Soon they reached the road that Frank and his family 
had crossed several hours earlier. Yang said, suppressing 
a smile, “Here we are. If we move quickly, we should be 
able to catch up with them.”

So it was that until the sun set that day, Ying and his 
men hurried down the road to the east, while Frank and his 
family were enjoying Hmong hospitality miles to the south. 
That night, while the Communists slept, Yang slipped away 
leaving the soldiers to their fate. Nothing was ever heard 
about them again. It was as if they had disappeared from 
the face of the earth, or had joined all the other spirits 
haunting the rope bridge and precipice. 



Epilogue

Not long after the Communists had left Hsinshao, and the 
village life had returned to normal, the old paimo Seko called 
Pa-mi to come to his house. There he said to his nephew,” 
I am very old now, and know that death is near. Therefore, 
I must pass on my responsibility as Paimo to a younger 
person.” He looked at Pa-mi affectionately, and said, “You, 
Pa-mi are my eldest nephew, and should have the right 
to take the office of paimo. Therefore, you will be the next 
paimo of Hsinshao!” He then imparted to his nephew all 
the esoteric wisdom and knowledge that paimo’s from the 
beginning of the Kopu people had used to guide them. When 
finished, the cautioned his nephew not to breathe a word of 
this to anyone until the right time.

Shortly after that, he called both nephews and their 
families to meet with him. He said, “I am old and very weary, 
and will soon pass on to the next world. I have appointed 
Pa-mi as the next paimo of Hsinshao. I am sure that he will 
serve his people very well.”  Then he laughed and added, 
“But no more attacks on Chinese traders!”

Shortly after that, the old paimo passed away. His 
funeral was attended by all the Yasu people, along with 
Cheng and many of the Yesu followers. Nu, though, was 
conspicuously absent. 

Not long after the paimo’s passing, Nu, who was planning 
to occupy the big house on the hill, succumbed to a heart 
attack. Unlike Seko’s funeral, few attended. 
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His son Cheng took over as leader of the Yesu people. 
Suddenly, change took over the village. Cheng and Mah 
became friends. They both agreed on the existence of 
the great god Yasu, but would argue amicably over the 
existence of Yesu. 

Cheng got rid of some of the rigorous rules that Frank 
and his predecessor had imposed on the Kopu people: no 
smoking the long pipes, no drinking rice wine, no dancing, 
no betting on bull fights. Cheng said that he had read the 
Bible very carefully, and could find no prohibitions against 
these activities—that is except for drunkenness.   

When Frank and Doris returned for a short time before 
World War II, they found quite a change in the Yesu 
community. Frank tried to regain his old control, but 
discovered that the church under Cheng’s sage leadership 
had bypassed him and was truly a Kopu church. Doris was 
astounded to find that her organ (the musical instrument 
with the white teeth) was no longer in use, but that the 
stringed instrument that she had thought so devilish was 
being played in the church services. Besides all that, the 
Christian youth were dancing again. Fairly soon, they 
realized that their presence in Hsinshao was no longer 
needed, and when Pearl Harbor occurred, they moved 
with their youngest child to the capitol city. Liz, Howie, 
and their younger brother Jack had been attending the 
Chefoo Mission school in northern China. In 1941, they 
were imprisoned there by the Japanese who were already 
in the town when Pearl Harbor occurred, and exchanged 
for Japanese POW in 1943.

When the Communists finally drove Chiang-kai-shek 
and his army out of the Chinese mainland, it appears that 
the Kopu, along with other tribal people like the Napu and 
Lisu suffered at the hands of these conquerors. It seems 
that the Kopu have disappeared as a viable tribe.    
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The Hmong tribesmen with Frank and Doris 
after carrying their loads and helping 

them flee from Hsinshao

The local guests of a Christian wedding 
officiated and attended by Frank and Doris
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The Hatton siblings reunited in 1939 at Chefoo School, 
where the three eldest attended the missionary school, 

during a brief visit from their youngest sister and 
parents, who were living in southern China. 

While the older children were detained with over 100 
other students in Japanese Prison of War Camp for 

two years following the bombing of Pearl Harbor, 
their parents and little sister survived a perilous 

escape from Japanese troops in the south. More years 
passed before the family was reunited once again on 

American soil following their release.
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