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1ﬂtﬂig:n Girl Who

AN,
No Other White
~ Yoman Had Ever
Penetrated.

Pekin in the mpysterious Temple

of the Lamas where no white
wo ltan had ever penetrated; surrounded
by devil dancers in hideous masks: a
knife at her throat; skirny, jeweled, yel-
low hamds clawing at' her madly—this
was the terrible experience of Miss
Helen Fitzgerald, young and pretty

American “fﬂ.’just returned from China
to her home, No. 16 West Sixty-eighth

TRAFFED by the savage priests of

.i*."‘,' street, New York City.

Miss Fitzgerald, globe-trotter and au-
thor, has traveled in every country on
earth and witnessed many strange rit-
wals, among them the sacred ceremonial
of the Sun Dance of the Blackfeet In-
dians, where she was initiated into the
tribal mysteries after the warriors had
given her the name, “Muchanicha.”

But none of her experiences was as
ghastly as when she pierced, alone, the
gruesome Thibetan sanctuary, narrowly
escaping with her life by a headlong
flight down the evil corridors of the
temple. She tells here, in her own
words, the thrilling story of her battle
for liberty with the dreaded Lamas.

By HELEN FITZGERALD
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"eobsly barbaric rite is

H IH the city of Pekin, near the Hata Men, or

shrine of the Devil Dancers, or Yellow Lamas

of Thibet. It is known to the Chinese as Yung
Ho Kung, to the foreign population as the Lama

' T!mphiilndl to the Thibetans and Mongolians,

wh oly of Holies it is, as the “Gompa,” or
ry palace,
latter name describes it well, as it broods
“d“ia.ﬂlmed nwfnr ;u::i wa.lhin and an-
: roofs appearin ward
eurving from behind dense _Eﬂr—up
s, Formerly the home of the Chancha

or Living Budd

care rom fane
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rform \ 4 priests,
¢ thirtieth day of “the

ent

devil dancers, on

_ first moon” of each E“h Wearing masks like
s -ﬁ:ﬂﬁuﬁm ooy mar g e gy
g weird music of pipes & ' .

es are o
mysteriously within the thine
eourt where 1,500 monks pursu base
and pay tribute to the red gods of

Both Chinese and. foreign residents of Pekin
the “Gompa"” because of its dreadful his-
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The Barbaric Devil Dance Perfoemed by Thibetan
Masked Priests on the Thirtieth Day of
the “First Moon"” of Each Year.

world pilgrimage ‘the
pressed on me was:

“Do not go to the Lama Temple!
dares to trust hersel
It would mean death—o

woman

worse ! "
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What Happened to the Daring 1l
Girl Globe- Trotter When She
Ventured Alone Into
the Forbidden '

Holy of Holies
of theDread

Lama Priests of the
* City of Pekin.
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cape! Alone
place whence legend
said no woman, yel-
low or white, came out
alive!
Trapped! 1 stood
fascinated, tranafixed
W, before the terrible god
# of the Lamas. Again
the erashing discords
began-in the distance,
the narcotic odors of
incense filled my nos-
trils and my senses
reeled. 1 was living
in a nightmare likn
some preposterous tale of the Arabian Nigh
In my heart was a clutching dread; all the gh
stories of white women Emld in vile capti
rushed through my mind.

There was a rustli of the
ominous, sinister in }hhﬁudly mm m
around wildly and pressed my hands hard against
my cold cheeks. Sl:anding before me was p mon-
strous figure, robed in the yellow vestments of
a priest, but with the face of a demon.

e wore the Devil's Mask, the symbeol of tor-
ture, a frightful conception of one large ferocious
face framed by the bodies of serpents and human
skulls. He stood menacing, and in his clenched
Jhand ;. half. hidden beneath the folds of his robe,
something skarp and metallic gleamed in the flare
of the tdpers.

: Y e & : Desperate and hysterical | sprang forward and
iy 2 e, n sl - tore Iie Devil’s« Mask from his face. As it
PE e T _ thudded to the floor

' | \ *‘ﬁ : I saw the an-

eyes of a high
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“Desperately | seized
his sword wrist,
struck at the mask
repeatedly and

screamed in frenzy.”

ene admonition im-
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My curlosity was pigqued,
What were the terrors that
caused even the Oriental
cheek to blanch at mention

of a name?

1 wished above

all things to see the unholy
shrine of the infamous Yung

Ho Kung.

No one would

with me so | slipped outside
the house one morning and
called my rickshaw bﬂf' i

8" 1

“The

Lama Temp
ordered.

“No can go!” he explained

in -a choked whisper.
Then he drew a trembl-
ing wyellow finger
gharply across his throat
as if it were a knife.
“Devils!" he breathed.
I knew the supersti-
tions of the caglies, so
}l‘?ﬂﬂd’ and insisted.
I stepped from the
rickshaw and confident-
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claw-like hand ap
ing nails ‘Immﬁ. I
igh
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with eells whence issued strange muffled ace,
sounds as of human beings moaning in tnﬂ“'d:l'll
agon was like a person

Then, as the fingers

in the flowing filet lace of

v into action.

And

quickly enough to keep

of terror was abru
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rhd”ur-. the shuddering shrill treble of
fl the throb of strange, savage i
y knowing what I was ilﬁthnundufmrrm
1 felt his hissing breath, saw

of those terrible eyes, W

he had stooped, picked u

it, and now as the

he drew




