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Among half a hundred travellers who went west,

only a few came back alive. What was expected ended
up in smoke and what was unthought-of became a
reality. At the beginning of the Ding Mao lunar year
(1987), I, who had narrowly escaped death in the
great catastrophe, found a place in the sun.Supported
energetically by the leaders and fellow artists at the
Anhui Television Station, the picture show of my
photographs of the Tibetan conditions and customs
has created a sensation. Amidst the shower of prai-
ses, at the moment when being invited to give my au-
tograph as a momento and flooded with ebullient let-
ters from young friends, I feel a warm stirring in my
scalp, and at the same time, a bitter pinch at my
heart. Is this the pursuit of a man? Is this what one
offers to and is offered by the society?!

As I was a child, my father died. The family had

to live on the relief from the People’s Government.
Mother became a maidservant. My brother and I eked
out a living by picking odds and ends {rom refuse
heaps, working as child laborers or setting up a
small picture-book stall. Yet, I tried to trace the
way of flesh in tribulation and tried to seek the zest
of life in adversity.

“Time, Life,Diligence and Pursuit” rendered me
self-encouragement. On the 1,200,000 square kilome-
tres of land in Tibet, under the blue sky over the pla-
teau, in the boundless wilderness, on the edge of the
Yalu Tsangpo River, at the cemetery on the slope of
Mount Qomolangma, in the tents of the pastoral areas

and at the fire fuelled by cow dung Everywhere

I would be treated to bowls of fragrant buttered tea,
lumps of air-dried beef and mutton and plates of Zan-

ba (a staple food of the Zang nationality, roasted



with Qingke flour), which made me love all the more
the unique way of life on the Tibet Plateau. On' the
vast expanse of this chaste land, the Tibetan People,
old and young, men and women, all regarded me as an
intimate, esteemed me as a bosom friend. I felt in my
bones the warmth of friendship between nationali-

ties.

At the foot of Mount Qomolangma, a miraculous
and vigorous underground stream, like a holy spring,
gushes out from the bottom of the rock stratrum and
rushes.forward. She unites with the melody which
flows and surges in my soul, to produce a harmonious
resonance. Oh, that is the primitive call! [ throw my-

self into her arms, piously and intoxicatedly. In this

changeable and blurred world full of romantic charms,

I have been recompensed for all my efforts. |

feel I have experienced a revelation in my vision, a

purifying in my soul, a mental detachment from the
reality, and a reviviscence after nirvana. I become
thoroughly aware that I myself belong to that vast
expanse of rough and tender land.

I, have stepped into the shrine of soul...

On the occasion of the publication of this album,
[ must gratefully acknowledge my indebtedness to
the editors and staff of Anhui Art Publishing House,
Anhui Television Station, Anhui  Xinhua Printing
House and the director of Anhui Xinhua Printing
House, Qiu Yongzu, for their encouragement, support

and assistance to the publication of the book.

Sun Zhenhua
December,1987 Hefei
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All blurred in the haze




BE 8 K 15 U AP FE R S AR e (9
Great Master Banchan prostrating himself before Sakyamuni Buddha

55 EL {96 P
Qiangba Buddha (Future Buddha)
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Usher in a new day

B T P
The bell tolls |
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Lighting the butter Lamp
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A Lama is doing his morning lesson in Buddhist sutra




Rﬁn%_F Under the canopies
TSI EEA A group of Lamas are beating drums
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ALama by the side of a joss




