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[ZzE#3E] STORY OF DONGBA SHAMAN

G

It was in the eleventh month of the lunar calendar, on a day which the Naxi believed was fortuitous for the
passing on of the souls of the dead.

A Hero’s Funeral

By NiuGengqin, translated by Duncan Poupard

YugSso® the Dongba was to help guide the soul of the deceased county magistrate to its resting place. He
was a man who had expended every effort to save the native culture of the Naxi people. He was a Han
Chinese, and he was dead; his bones buried in the sacred soil of the Jade Dragon mountains.

In the centre of the courtyard was a plow-shaped object, a ritual toolrepresenting the holy mountain,
propped up atop a pinewood beam. The Naxi called it the “Xi NgvICiq”.

It was triangular, like a plow; nine feet high and eight feet across. The frame was made from wood, tied
together by purple woollen fabric. Inside the triangle were ten bamboo poles, criss-crossed, with their
edges sticking out of the sides. Reed flowers on the ends of the poles blew gently in the mountain breeze.
The face of the “plow” was covered in a white cloth, dazzling like pure snow in the warm winter sun. In the
middle of the cloth was a bronze mirror, the heart of the “plow”, reflecting a golden light into the pine
forest beyond the village. Atop the triangle, and representing the deceased man, was a white flag bearing a
single pictographic

character - — the sun, fluttering in the wind.

Beneath the “plow” was a rectangular table, adorned with grain spirits, tea, meats, fried grains, and a tassel
made from five differently coloured cloths. Before the table was a bamboo tray with a black woollen cushion
on top of it. On the cushion was a ball of black wool, a curved bow, and a gourd filled with goat’s milk.

The courtyard was encircled by teak tree branches, with a gap in front of the table. The people in the village
were looking at the YuqSso’s “masterpiece” as if it had dropped out of the sky, pointing at it and talking
amongst themselves like a flock of excitable swallows.

! The three characters read: Ddaigddeeqgngvl, which means “funeral of a great hero” in Naxi.

zLiteraIIy, “son of the goat”,YuqSso is also the name of a legendary Dongba in Naxi mythology.
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The courtyard was encircled by teak tree branches, with a gap in front of the table. The people in the village
were looking at the YugSso’s “masterpiece” as if it had dropped out of the sky, pointing at it and talking
amongst themselves like a flock of excitable swallows.

YuqSso had asked for a pine tree to be cut down. The top of the tree was left intact, but the rest of the
branches and the bark had all been stripped away. It was placed to the left of the main gate, which indicated
that the deceased was male. If the deceased were female, the tree would have been on the right hand side.
Three flags flew from the top of the tree, and there was a lit oil lamp hanging from one of the upper
branches.

The Naxi believe that when a good person dies, their soul lives on forever, and it is the Dongba’sduty to
guide their soul to the next life.YugSso the Dongba then made a wood effigy of the deceased magistrate. His
assistant brought him a pinewood branch around three feet long, with three twigs protruding from it. In the
main room of the household, beside the fire, YuqSso cut away all the leaves, but left the twigs. The middle
twig, at the top of the branch, was only a few inches long, and the Dongba used a sharp knife to carve eyes,
a mouth and a nose into it. This was the head of the wood effigy. The twigs to the left and right side were
the arms. YuqSso picked up all the leaves and stuck them onto the branch for the effigy’s body hair, and
wrapped it in a cloth in place of its clothes. He even added a small piece of woollen fabric as its “wool
cloak”.

YuqSso the Dongba brushed the five-coloured tassel over the wood effigy as he chanted:

“If we do not relieve the deceased’s soul of its sickness and pain, then it will find no rest; when the soul is
relieved of sickness and pain, it can safely make its way to the heavenly kingdom.”

He took up a conifer branch, and dipped it into the gourd filled with goat’s milk. The goat’s milk,
representing a magical panacea, was then dripped over the wood effigy. Afterwards, and with great
solemnity, the effigy was placed inside the house, on the seat of honour®, where the magistrate once sat.
Offerings of alcohol, tea, walnuts and pine cones were then made. With tears in his eyes, YugSso began
sobbing.

“Oh magistrate! On this day of days, we Naxi deliver your eternal soul to its resting place. Now that we have
covered your body with our traditional woollen cloak, you will no longer feel the cold. Please sit in this
wooden house, on your most favoured seat, and warm yourself beside the fire.”

Tears streamed down his face like a broken string of pearls. This old Dongba from a mountain village would
never forget the county magistrate...

* % %k

That day he did not have any ceremonies to perform,and he was on the slope outside his house burning
leaves and grass cuttings for compost. As he prodded the fire, he thought back to the dream he had had the
night before. DongbaSheel’loq, the ancestor god of the Dongba, had given him a handwritten sacred book.
It was then that YugSso’s son, Gel Gga, came running up from behind the house. “Father! There’s a Han
outsider come looking for you!”

* The main room in a traditional Naxi house would feature a raised wooden platform to the right of the entrance,
with two beds arranged in an L shape around a central stove. The two beds are separated between“male” and
“female”, and serve as seats as well as beds; the seat of honour would be at the wall-end of the “male bed”,
close to a shelf where the effigies of the gods of the hearth are traditionally kept. The raised platform is known in
Naxi as thle “ggeqgvl Iv”. Such traditional architecture can still be found in the eastern regions of the Lijiang
municipality.
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YuqSso’s left eye twitched as he heard the good news.

He put down his hoe, brushed the ash off his hands, and patted down his sheepskin cloak. Looking over at
the people that had appeared in his courtyard, he strode down the slope to greet them. YugSso would
never have guessed, but the visitor was a county official.YuqSso’s blood pumped with excitement.

“We've never had an official as important as you here in El-ka-le* village, come, take a seat and have some
tea”

One of the official’s attendants spoke up. “The magistrate is a university graduate. An educated man. In his
spare time, he has read all kinds of books about the Naxi people, in Chinese and other languages. He knows
a lot about our culture and history. Each year he allocates over ten thousand yuan to invite learned Dongba
from all over to Black Dragon Pool, where they translate sacred Naxi books. He says that to promote the
local ethnic culture, you need to know the local language, so he also studies the spoken Naxi language.”

The official pointed at the younger man. “He’s my Naxi teacher.” He turned to YugSso. “I’ve heard you are a
greatDongba master, do you know the greater ceremony for averting disaster, DdoINagKe?”

“I do,” replied YugSso. “You need to sacrifice a cow for that ceremony, so only rich families can afford to
perform it. I've conducted it with my master, and | did it myself once too.”

“Is your master still alive?”

“No. He was one of the most well-known Dongba in these mountains. He passed three years ago, and |
personally conducted the funeral and soul-freeing ceremonies.

“So that’s to say you can perform the sacrifice to the sky, to the nature gods, to the village and family gods,
as well as the sacrifice to the wind? All of the ceremonies? What about divination, can you do that?”

“l can,” said YuqgSso. “When | was twelve, my grandfather made me find a teacher and become an
apprentice Dongba. | come from a family of Dongba.”

“If you’re from a Dongba family, why did you have to find a teacher?” the official asked with interest.

“We don’t carry on the practice of passing from father to son here. Even those whose fathers are Dongbas
have to find another teacher. In the evenings, we’d take our torches and make our way to the teacher’s
house. He'd be sitting on the seat of honour by the fire, and we’d sit beneath him, with the sacred books
laid out on the ground in front of us. He'd read a line, and we’d repeat after him...”

“Oh, so you had to memorise all of them? Is that right?” asked the official. YugSso nodded.

“Do you have a copy ofHeigReePig, the Path of the Gods? Do you have all the ritual books?”

”I dO."

YuqSso held this Han Chinese visitor in high esteem. He knew a lot about Dongba culture, and he was an
important official, too.

However, the minor official, who wasn’t even thirty years old, was getting bored of the conversation. He

4Litera|ly, “the place where the bitter buckwheat grows”.
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made his excuses and left, saying he had something to take care of at home.
“Can you write all the books? Draw all the ritual banners? What about arranging all the ritual altars?”

“I've done it all. If all you can do is recite a few rituals, and if you haven’t conducted all of the major rites,
then you can’t be considered a great Dongba master here in these mountains.”

“From your name, YugSso — goat son — you must have been born in the year of the goat? That means you're
under forty. Amazing! How about you come with me down the mountain tomorrow, to Black Dragon Pool,
and help me translate some ritual books?”

His dream had foretold all this. DongbaSheel’loq was looking out for him. YugSso had never met a county
official who knew so much about Dongba culture — and he wasn’t even a Naxi. It was a rare opportunity;it
was fate, arranged by DongbaSheel’loghimself. He had to go down the mountain and make the most of this
chance to share all that Dongba knowledge tucked away in his brain, morsel by morsel.

That afternoon he pulled a plump sheep out of the pen, drained its blood with a sharp knife, and prepared a
blood sausage for his guest. Then he stuffed the sheep’s lung with various ingredients, such as egg, caoguo,
star anise and spicy peppers. He boiled the lung, sliced it into pieces, and fried it before finally serving it to
the official.Last but not least, he cooked a pot of boiled lamb over the stove. YugSso the Dongba and the
unusual county official sat by the fire and talked late into the night. Their talk led YugSso to understand how
far and wide the influence of Dongba culture had spread, and to realise the true value of this culture and its
precious proponents, theDongba themselves. This man who’d grown up in the mountains, the descendant
of generation after generation of Dongba, couldn’t have dreamed of a more fortuitous meeting of minds.
That night his mind raced, and sleep evaded him.

When the cockerel announced the dawning of the day, he felt his blood racing through his veins, and his
head was engulfed by a wave of dizziness. The world seemed to turn upside-down, and his stomach
churned violently, as if wishing to escape through his mouth. He slipped out of consciousness...

When he awoke, there was something unusual hanging by the fire...an intravenous drip. A doctor in a white
coat was observing him intently. His wife was sobbing quietly to herself, and his son, almost fully grown up,
was sniveling. Only later did he learn that it was that talented and knowledgeable county magistrate that
had called the doctor, and asked that the physician do everything in his power to save this young “living
treasure”, as he called him.

* %k %

YuqSso was wearing a felt hat decorated with the tail feather of a wild chicken and a flight feather of an
eagle. Hedgehog spines protruded from both the front and the back of the hat, and there was a
three-pronged iron decoration on its brow. Red ribbons dangled down from either side, covering his ears.
He had on a red ceremonial robe, embroidered with a tiger on the front, a leopard on the back, and a green
dragon soared through clouds around his waist. On one shoulder there was a white crane, and a black eagle
was embroidered on the other. A white conch necklace hung round his neck, comprised of 104 beads,
interspersed with red agate, and green and black jade. On his feet he wore half-length black leather boots.
This was the costume of Lolchug-Ddaheeq.’

5LoIchuq-Ddaheeq is a name of a mythical Dongba, who was said to be expert at performing funereal rituals. Any
Dongba conducting a funereal rite will dress up in the clothes of Lolchug-Ddaheeq, and will take on his name,
and hence, some of his power, for the duration of the ceremony. Here the author provides a detailed description
of this traditional dress.
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As YuqSso adjusted his robes and hat, he heard the sounds of ritual drums and cymbals coming from
outside. He went into the courtyard, gathered the eighteen Dongbaand asked them to put on their ritual
attire. They wore robes in bright shades of red and green, and traditional five-lobed crowns. Some held up
the paintings of DongbaSheel’log, others held gleaming metal swords, and yet others shook cymbals and
rattle-drums, or blew on yak horns. Out they went, to meet with the thirty-six other dancing Dongba who
had gathered in the clearing.

The two groups of dancing Dongbasstrode purposefully, flinging out their arms and legs amidst the clanging
of flat bells and the banging of the drums.They were following the lead of the chief DongbaYuqSso, who
held a ritual effigy in one hand and a staff decorated with dragons and multicoloured ribbonsin the other.
They stepped down on the drumbeats, and kicked up dust as they danced into the house, circling the
plow-shaped Xi NgvICiq three times with their lusty steps. The dancing Dongbas lined up in front of the altar,
turned, and lifted their left legs three times. Three times they stamped down, and then the drums came to
a halt.

YuqSso sat down on the bamboo mat before the altar and began to chant in a loud voice:

“The county magistrate’s soul needs to be shown the way to the heavenly kingdom; but where does his soul
now reside? Let us ring our instruments and wake his soul from its slumber.”

The Dongbas danced, and searched for the soul of the deceased...

YuqSso stood up excitedly. As he leaned on his ritual staff, the mountain sunshine cast him in a golden halo.
He thought he had caught a fleeting glimpse of the county offical’s handsome features; he thought he had
heard his voice on the wind. A light flashed in his eyes and his lips began to tremble. “Ah! The spirit of the
deceased, which we have searched for all over, has lit a fire for us and sits peacefully on the yellow mat of
the very home where the ceremony is being held!”

YuqSso then chanted in solemn tones: “In the hearts of the Naxi people you stand taller even than the great
Jade Dragon Mountain, mightier even than the vast River of Golden Sand. We will honour you with the
grandest of ceremonies, and offer up the most precious sacrifices to you.”

* % %

The second time YugSso met the county magistrate was on a small village path, which wound and twisted
like a sheep’s intestine. At first he mistook the official for a Dongba from another village. He was wearing
the five-lobed crown and a black Dongba robe. He even had a necklace of red and white pearls, a ritual
drum in his left hand and a flat bell in his right.

Is this a Dongba come to borrow a ceremonial book, or perhaps discuss something with me? But why was
there a large piece of paper stuck to his chest, and why was he accompanied by a rabble of people, led by
the village official? They were shouting and whooping, hoisting sticks up into the air as they walked. As
YuqgSso pondered, he realized that the man in the Dongba robe was none other than the county
magistratethat had saved his life, the man he’d dearly wanted to meet again. He instantly understood. He’'d
been made to wear the Dongba robes, and was being paraded around the streets as a means of politically
denouncing him.

“You can’t do that with no thought to right and wrong!” YuqSso shouted. Anger made him pounce forward

like a snow leopard, and he grabbed hold of the county magistrate. Whether out of fury or sadness, tears
dropped down from his eyes.

541 70T



s S

1”7

“Down ... down with DongbaYuqSso, down with ox demons and snake spirits and all superstition!” shouted
the younger official whom had accompanied the magistrate on their first visit to YugSso. He was leading the
group’s chants as he pulled YugSso away, and ordered him to bring out all his ritual books and artwork.
YugSso wouldn’t do it, of course. The mountains gave him courage, gave him strength. Hereached down and
picked up a lump of firewood, and lifted it above his head, eyes sparkling with fury. “If any of you dares
touch my books, | will beat you down to the ground, each and every one,” he shouted.

He was incensed. These worthless fools, worse than cats or dogs; these sons of the devil
Meeleel-Shvzzee®himself. If | don’t fight them with every last breath, then | won’t be able to call myself a
man. He really was going to fight them too, but that old head of his wasn’t cooperating. He felt dizzy, and
his illness was about to overcome him once again. He propped himself up with the firewood in one hand,
and clutched his head with the other.

“YugSso, DongbaYuqgSso!” said the county magistrate, rushing to help him. He took a bottle of some kind of
medicine from the pocket of the Mao suit he was wearing under those robes, and shook out two pills,
which he promptly stuffed into YugSso’s mouth. The rabble had made their way into YugSso’s house and
uncovered all his Dongba books, yellowed by the smoke of countless ritual fires and tied into bundles with
fine linen cords, and all his paintings, fine brushwork on white linen cloth. They put everything into two
bamboo baskets, and carried them outside.

“Tell those two to each take a basket back, and make them burn everything in front of the crowd!”
YuqSso, who was already feeling a lot better after taking the medicine, felt the anger course up to his head
once more when he heard that petty official say those words.

“DongbaYuqgSso, in your condition you can’t get anxious or angry. | brought this medicine from the city
especially for you, take two pills whenever you feel uncomfortable,” said the county magistrate hurriedly.
“They’re telling us to carry these baskets full of Dongba books back to the village, so that’s what we’ll do. I'll
go in front, you follow behind.”

YuqSso looked at him in confusion. The last time they’d met, this man had praised Dongba culture to high
heaven! Now, all of a sudden, he’d completely changed his tune. It just went to show how difficult it is see
into someone’s heart.

“Take it slow; don’t aggravate your condition!”

Against his will, the Dongba picked up that basket of books, all of which were destined for the bonfire. They
weighed as much as a mountain, but what could he do?

The county magistratestretched his neck and wheezed like an accordion, as the hot mountain sun shone
down on the ceremonial books on his back. He was bent almost double, and the slightest stumble would
send him down into the steep ravine below.

Just when YuqSso was about to tell him to be careful, the magistrate tripped over on the mountain path,
and all the books he was carrying tumbled down the cliffside. If he had fallen down with them, he’d have
been killed. YugSsoinstantly broke out in a sweat. He rushed up to the magistrate and moved to help him up.
As YuqgSso leaned over, all his books slipped out of the basket and bounced down the mountain to the valley
floor. One end of the several metre-long painting, the Path of the Gods, was caught on a tree branch. It

®The third king of the ghosts in Naxi mythology, after Yiggvg-dinal and Mimag-seiqddei.
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hung there for a moment like a coloured streamer before slipping down into the depths of the ravine.

That’s it. All gone. DongbaSheel’loq — am | dreaming? Are you punishing me?YuqgSso clutched at his head.
The shock had made him dizzy, and the mountains were starting to spin around him. The magistrate turned
to look at him, with no mind to his own injuries.

“Has the scare made your illness worse?”

The magistrate helped him to the side of the path, and turned to the village headman. “Let YugSso go home.
All the books are lost to the ravine anyway, so what’s left for you to do with him? He’s got high blood
pressure. If you take him with you and something happens, it’ll just be a cause of trouble. Anyway, |
supported him in his profession of being a Dongba, so if anyone’s to blame, it’s me.”

The little village headman, whose face closely resembled a lump of charcoal, shook his head for several
moments. If he took the Dongba off for a public denouncing and he were to die, that'd be a tricky one to
handle. And so he decided to send YugSso home.

YuqSso collapsed onto the bed by his fireplace, declining to eat or drink anything. When it got dark, he leapt
out of the wooden bed. He wanted to see the county magistrate. In the dark, dirty and smelly animal pen
behind the village office where he was being kept, the country magistrate had a beaming smile on his face
as he greeted YugSso.

“I' knew you’d come. Do you know how important it is that you’re here?”

He took out an oilskin cloth and passed it to YugSso. “Hurry back and find all those books that fell down the
side of the mountain today. Wrap them up in this cloth, and hide them away in a cave. They are treasures,
and as a Dongba, so are you. Not to mention, the ritual books written in these parts do not contain very
many pictographs, yet still tend to be very long when they are read out. That makes them extra precious. As
an example, the first sentence is written with just one pictograph — a tiger, “la”, but the whole sentence is
read with five words, “e ni la sherlni”, which means “a long, long time ago...”. It’s a pictograph that jogs the
memory. And you also have some rituals and books that you can’t find elsewhere.”

This country magistrate really knew a lot about Dongba culture, and YugSso nodded in agreement at
everything he said. He thought for a moment, then said:

“You can’t find the ‘Bbixul-Leigxul’’ ritual anywhere else, and we also have some books that contain the
secrets of Dongba medicine too.” The official held YugSso’s hand tight.

“YugSso! My living treasure! Promise me that you’ll keep them safe! They don’t just belong to the Naxi, but
to the whole world, too.” He patted the Dongba on the shoulder. “Go now, go back before you wear yourself
out, and before anyone spots you here. Don’t forget to take two pills first...as for me, don’t worry; we will
meet again.”

As YugSso was reluctantly taking his leave, the official grabbed hold of him once more. “There’s one more

7Litera|ly, ‘kill the sun and kill the moon’, it recounts the story of how, in times of legend, there used to be nine
suns during the day and seven moons at night, making the daytime unbearably hot and the nighttime
unbearably cold, so they had to be shot from the sky by a Naxi hero with a bow and arrow. This ritual cannot be
found in the official compilations of Dongba texts, and while some old Dongba have indeed heard of the book’s
existence, none possess a copy of it.
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thing. Don’t you have a son in junior middle school? You need to teach him to read the Dongba books, and
train him to be a little Dongba.”

“We don’t teach our sons to be Dongba in our village,” YugSso said.

“It’s time to make an exception,” said the magistrate, a serious expression on his face.YuqSso nodded
gravely. The magistrate took out a notepad and pulled a photograph out from inside it. “This is the photo
we took together last time | went to visit you. | never sent it, but | have it with me now. Take it. Look after
yourself. And never forget: life is victory!” he said.

YuqSso tucked the yellowed cloth that smelled of tung oil under his arm, and, holding the photo of the two
of them standing in front of his wooden house, he strode off into the mountain valley...

* % %k

YuqSso dreamed that his Dongbamaster hadexcitedly said to him, “The magistrate has come to see you!” It
was true. The next day, he saw the magistrate approaching his wooden house.

Was it true? He thought back, counting how many days it had been since he’d seen the magistrate in that
stinking animal pen, on that night when the moon was bright and the stars were few. It had been over ten
years.2 He heard the dog barking, and put down the cup of tea that was he was holding by his mouth. He
got down from the bed, and bent down to exit the house by the low front door, the frame so low that
nobody dared not bow before it. YugSso’s eyes widened. Was the magistrate really here?

The fire in the stove burned bright. The magistrate sat on the seat of honour once more, as YuqSso’s wife
busied herself looking after the guest. The reflections of the orange flames danced over the magistrate’s
grey hair and hollow, reddened cheeks. He’d made a special trip to visit YugSso after being reinstated to his
position. He'd asked his superiors to put him in charge of saving Dongba culture, of bringing this special
ethnic culture back from the brink of extinction, and helping it to be recognized far and wide — beyond the
Jade Dragon mountain, to the whole world. They exchanged some pleasantries, and then the magistrate
asked YuqSso, “Have you kept all those books and ritual implements that fell down the mountainside that
day?”

How could he tell the magistrate that his useless son had stopped him from keeping them safe? How could
he look him in the eye? YugSso opened his mouth as if to speak, but the words got stuck in his mouth. The
magistrate was a shrewd man, and he read the expression on the simple mountain dweller’s face.

“YugSso, if you have something to say, just say it. We're like family, you and I; you don’t need to keep
anything bottled up.”

YuqSso had no other option but to say what was on his mind. “I’'m sorry, magistrate, even though | managed
to recover all the sacred books, after | took them all home, my good-for-nothing son waited until | was gone
one day and sold them all for twenty thousand yuan. He even said he’d got a good price for them!”

“What? He sold all the books? For twenty thousand? I'll pay forty...sixty thousand to buy them back!”
shouted the magistrate agitatedly, his porcelain cup clinking as he slammed it down abit too forcefully onto

the stove top.

“Don’t get worked up...be careful of your health,” said one of his attendants.

*The implication here is that the magistrate is coming to visit after the decade-long Cultural Revolution, during
which the Dongba and their religion were persecuted, has ended.
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The magistrate spoke to his entourage. “CallYuqSso’s son here. | want to teach him that what he did was a
crime! He got rid of the priceless family inheritance! How can priceless treasures be sold for only twenty
thousand?”

“My son isn’t at home; he’s gone down the mountain to do business,” said YugSso.

“The preservation and rescue of ethnic culture is such a difficult task. Fools only think about money. They
think that with money they can buy anything, but the reality is different. YugSso, you know Isay you are a
“living treasure”. If you don’t mind me saying, when you die, you’ll take the Dongba culture of this place
with you. There’ll be nothing left. Who will carry on this tradition? I'll say it again: living is more important
than anything.” The magistrate paused for a moment, before continuing.“YugSso, compared with all the
remaining Dongba, you are still young. But you are beset by illness, so you need to take extra care of
yourself. How about this: try to write down all those sacred books from your memory. And those orally
handed-down songs you once told me about, you need to copy them down too. | should tell you: when my
request has been granted, | will take you away from here, down the mountain and into the town, where
there are good doctors. If it doesn’t work out, then I'll send someone to stay here for however long it takes;
eight years, ten years...to get every ounce of Dongba culture out of your head and down onto the page,
together with direct translations and more readable ones too. If all else fails, we can record you singing the
epic books onto cassettes, oh, and we need you to train someone to take on your mantle, a young Dongba.
If there are no young Dongba, then the world’s only living pictographic script will die out. And what of the
vast field of learning that is Dongba culture? It will forever remain a mystery. This would not just be a great
loss for the Naxi people, but for the people of the whole world.”

YuqSso was nodding, his eyes narrowed in thought. A strange light shone from his pupils as he carefully
studied this weathered, world-weary man; a man steeped in Chinese culture, who also knew the strange
chicken-scratch of foreign languages and whose mind was full to the brim with Dongba knowledge. He
seemed to possess a power gifted to him by the Dongba ancestors. He seemed then to YugSso as the
incarnation of DongbaSheel’log himself. For only he could save his minority culture, to help it to live on,
stronger than before.

“Magistrate, you’re a Han Chinese, and yet you have put so much of your blood and sweat into saving our
Dongba culture; as a Dongba myself, it is the least | can do to offer as much as | can. If someone can take up
my mantle, then | will not have failed you, the incarnation of DongbaSheel’log!” said YugSsoq, his words
brimming with emotion.

“YugSso, you and | don’t have much time left in this life, but there is still so much work for us to do. We
must do all we can to save this culture, to ensure we do not let the Naxi people down, and to ensure we do
not let later generations down. We must put our own lives on the line for this cause.”

YuqgSso couldn’t have known that these words, spoken by the fire in that little mountain household, were
the last that the magistrate would say to him.

Not long after, YugSso received the dreaded news. The magistrate had worked himself to death, passing
away in a jeep on the way to a remote village.

“Magistrate! Ah, DongbaSheel’loq!” When he heard the news,he looked out at the Jade Dragon Snow
Mountain, its peaks gleaming in the distance. Tears fell down his furrowed face, and he began to cry out in
sorrow. His wails seemed to shakeEl-ka-le village, and the very mountains beyond.

* % %k

5 45 7T



s S

The magistrate had lived to be sixty years old, which can be considered a long life among the Naxi. Beside
the altar for the passing on of the worthy soul, YugSso arranged an altar for the passing on of a long-lived
soul. Here he placed the wood effigy, and an effigy of the sacred roc, made from flour. To the left and right
he put a grass-woven deer and silver pheasant. In the middle was a copper pot, and beside the wood effigy
were thirteen different twigs that he had collected from the mountainside: among them birch, pine and
bamboo.YuqSso sat cross-legged on a yellow bamboo mat before the altars. He wanted to sing the praises
of the county magistrate, to make people remember the great man, and to make sure his spirit would be
passed down amongst those who lived at the foot of the Jade Dragon Mountain.

“0, magistrate! You wear the plumed cap and fear no lightning; you take with you the tiger’s tail and fear no
hurricane. You have not climbed the holy mountain Jjugnalsheel’log, yet you know its heights; you have not
walked the path taken by the Naxi ancestors that brought them here to Lijiang, yet you know the way. You
have not sailed across the sacred lake Meeleelddajjigheel,yet you know its depths; you have not visited the
holy land of the Gods O and Hei, yet you know of its customs.”

“You helped solve ninety problems for the Naxi people, and resolve seventy disputes for them too. You have
scaled ninety-nine mountainsides, and been respected by the people on each of them. You have been to
seventy-seven places, and been praised by the people from each of them. In their minds, you stand as tall as
the Jade Dragon mountain itself!”

YuqSso stood, picked up the “tiger skin”, which was in fact a piece of linen painted to resemble a tiger’s skin,
and began to chant the “Dividing the tiger’s skin” ritual.’He used scissors to cut the “skin”, which represents
the spirit and vitality of the deceased, and gave it to the younger generation of the village who had
gathered at the ceremony. And so the village would remember the magistrate, and his spirit would remain
in the mountains, passed down to the next generation of the Naxi who lived there.

YuqSso burned the stick of heavenly incense - a cypress twig - at the altar beneath the plow-shaped Xi
NgvICig, and opened up his four metre-long scroll, the Path of the Gods. The scroll was comprised of three
main sections, representing the realm of hell, the mortal world, and the abode of the gods. The top of the
scroll was placed on the altar, and the bottom end lay on the ground in the courtyard.YuqSso chanted the
scripture, losing himself in the moment. He guided the magistrate’s soul from the realm of hell into the
mortal word, and from there to the realm of the gods. As he sang, he could actually see the magistrate on a
tuft of pure white cloud, flying toward the abode of the gods in the thirty-three heavens. When the
deceased man reached the great hall of the gods, the all-powerful DongabSheel’loq himself came out to
greet the Han Chinese official, with a wide smile on his face...

Afterwards, YugSso took the wood effigy to a cave near the village, which would be the official’s final resting
place. YugSso covered the cave entrance with stones, and placed flags at either side, as well as a gourd filled
with the “magical medicine” of goat’s milk.

Now that the lavish funeral was over, YuqSso felt a sense of great relief, and he let out a long sigh. He looked
up at the cloudy peaks of the Jade Dragon Mountain, which soared in the heavens like a silver dragon, and
thought back to the last words the magistrate had spoken to him. Those words hung like a millstone around
his neck...

°The Naxi “La eebiu” ritual (Dividing the tiger’s skin) is performed only for Naxi men who have passed away (from
natural causes) over the age of sixty. The dividing of the tiger’s skin is symbolic of the passing on of the
deceased’s material and spiritual wealth to the next generation.

5 46 7T



% EFREXHZRKERHS

[#tBEliEEN] Social Science Activities
SMtEBHRABRREIERIN

[[EXE-125E] 2017.11.29
HRIEX A FIC
SRARIS T A NS 4

TAEEERAF,

2,/ E5F8E . REHSIRE .

3, IERIRESHE . XRXNEER
B NHNE, SHSEHMEEN ., FER
WEEHER, IEXNEMNEBSXHNE
6, MBI ESHIRAIAIE . HIUEHIIR
HESBER -

7IREBEENRE . BMELERZIRSE
KRR, BIMNABDYEARE20%, 2K
KERAE—FIKFE,

"FTBTARBIR X
AEHSHPRIFEREX
KEPERHPEESEX

ERFEEHSZNRENSE, "BR'H
FRAERZ | HIINTRRINDIZEER,

iBfE, SEIMNR—PAREED !
SEEINREMFTARTN, MR,
FEHRT o MNSESTERIR o

b=, BUAHLG, XEIFOG
REBIERZBEPSIAIXER o

SFiH M/ B

54T T



%%ﬂﬁﬁ&i%%ﬁﬁ@ﬁﬁ%

ADCA HiaRNE

B JIJRTE 4 (Dr. Beer Oskar Erwin)

JEAEE ] T AR R ES TR, B 90 FERIFE IR S EAR M E .
IBRJEIIAAR 2, Ay BAREEH W fle st 2 Ik v [ 55 1 [ R 2R SR T Tl i 51

FEFEiE+ (Dr. Petra Kolonko)

PEIE “yEZhaAEil Ak “ERE L, 82 UGN TE I X R, IR IR A
CUEZARICIR” OEARE R R EPUIR. RER S iR RIR TSN T SR
KA L, EXNRIPIEAN A —EAF . skEW, Wy T — A REFEEAZ “dt
HARESE 2, TR IERA . 7

B
é;ﬂf ‘isi' '

g
H

iregd

o ||

0
m
"
B
he
"
-
B
"
b
e
|-
i
-
H
H
«
-
|
.
B
B
-
B
o
-
3
|5
|-
&
|-
o
B
=
il
e
=
=
E
E
e
T
-
B
=
v
=
-4
en

T DL P R B e ) 2R ER AR A 2 e AR AR 3R I ek IE  (2007-6-6)
TG R oy IR AEZR 4% W], SR ABAE - 1999 4

B,

1981 4EH A=, 2009-2012 NN EIZA R 2012-2015 | 4 B K EES B shRHL K4
HIRAHF (300242) JbE pFabF4E.

2015 EA AL EZIRTE AR AT REH, IR AR, BN RE
AR — I E R 1=

5 48 T

Beijing Association of Dongba Culture and Arts



WY

o JEREER RS

[ T{EER)] WORK NEWSLETTER
BN SHRENFELENTERETINEE

AR, AfEdt AR HE F A 2R S G HORIUH , WA A& E AR
FEABEAT T AR UL S AT BT AR R AR BT ARE T, SERR, (e
FEVIR S B LTS B Je M P OCREL T — B SRR A, %0
Wor iR B2 5 Bt it R A 1A B S B XA SO AR )T 1 2017 48 9 F IE($E
Bt O EATHAT R E SO R G ORIUE - ( “H ARSIz ™" RE o F A & ik R %
FACEBR L B @RI TT) AR R I BB R «

OVERVIEW ABOUT CARLOTTA
THE MUSEUM

VARLDSKULTUR
MUSEERNA

= Avibedlls

) |l

m i m e

1935.50.3928 :: bok, handskrift, manuskript

Rar bildskriftsbok (manuskript) fran Naxi (alternativ stavning Naxi, Naqgxi, Na-khi, Nashi,
Nahi, Moxiayi och Mosha), en erkand minioritet | Kina. Manuskript ar i det nastan helt
utdoda piktografiska skriftspraket dongba, som funnits i 6ver tusen ar, som anvants av
schamaner tillhérande naxi.

| katalog uppges manuskripten vara mo-ssu-handskrift. Troligen syftar mo-ssu pa
minioriteten Mosuo (alternativ stavning Moso eller Musuo), som raknas som undergrupp av
minioriteten Naxi. Mosuo ar kulturellt distinkta fran Naxi, men delar av trosutévandet ar
gemensamt

FEAR B 7 R AR Wy RS Bt e vy, B 1) SRt i i 1 5 [ 5 SO R TR 2R
7 TN (R 2 AR 9 573 DA BGZAR B0 BT T2 - 0 WA B AN R 0 5Cfr | iR et =
FIAT % SCRF B AR SO R 2 1055 70 H BTRX LA e iR B 4 O 22 LUKy
WA BN T HLE, SO FRATR 2017 4 F BRI — 4 NG ERAL «
55 49 1T



‘% EFRREXWZAKERHAS

EREGAREE (BELEA) ¥Rk

TERARIE R R E SR S ERE IR IS4, N T HES R ESm
E bR 7T, e T HEE A EERS R (B N)  (Les Mo-So) o iX#BghPE 45
RS GEER AL E . S AMERRE BT KT A S R PR SCHER A = AN
SYHHT T BT, EHGEHE ZEE DB T INL CRIKRERE) Mar. &aM
1B T30 2 12 2 B T 7 5 A e R ) At ot 2R B2 8 19 25 6 25 UE DL B At x) ol B8 RS FH I S
S BB S BT A TR R

(BELAY (Les Mo-So) E&: MR -BFE £5: TR

BURRIHE S (RN (EANPEF LS A MBS AL, TR
T R ST . EEE (BAEA) —Feh, FEERE T TR
L 50 2R Lt 7 BT DU S B U EL 5 S
T AR

FHT, SR, CRE R R o E R UK AL R
B

5 50 T
Beijing Association of Dongba Culture and Arts



% EFREXHZRKERHS

[ItRFEEXHEAR R RRiH#HE =+ RFET(EDIH]

o
©)
Z
Q
o)
>
Q
s
=
c
=
t

d ow K E X o #Oo# % RO O &

Beijing Association of Dongba Culture and Arts  E-mail:dongba@ public bianet cn

5 51 7T



%éﬂﬁ%EIwgﬁﬁﬁﬁE%

2017%171A28a%%%

WI1997 X NI RESQR207% 11 RS, ARAERTE XY
RAEABRARSEZ+AL W9, ARKFERRAGAROEE. #
P EkE oIRGB ER DIt Rik/

EE S A X

@A ALHE, Rt XFERIRGDE.

XS
AL OCX LR L AR LR LR Lo R G/
AL B AREAR I/

iB3
REL B,
RSB
tHRBERZE,
WA EXHT B

5%y

LA wEA LA LTt a R A/
¢

5 52 T



%éﬂﬁ%engﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁ%

Zhang Xu Tayoulamu’ s works

TBeSES Q008 33
[llapry hew Year o N0[1E8

FE AL R AR %L

2 XEonsn iy

Beijing Association of Dongba Culture and Arts

(ADCA)

5 53 T



