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After the Turkish War (1877-1878) I made a series of
travels in the Orient. From the little remarkable Balkan
peninsula, I went across the Caucasus to Central Asia and
Persia, and finally, in 1887, visited India, an admirable
country which had attracted me from my earliest
childhood. My purpose in this journey was to study and
know, at home, the peoples who inhabit India and their
customs, the grand and mysterious archaology, and the
colossal and majestic nature of their country. Wandering
about without fixed plans, from one place to another, I
came to mountainous Afghanistan, whence I regained
India by way of the picturesque passes of Bolan and
Guernai. Then, going up the Indus to Raval Pindi, I ran
over the Pendjab—the land of the five rivers; visited the
Golden Temple of Amritsa—the tomb of the King of
Pendjab, Randjid Singh, near Lahore; and turned toward
Kachmyr, "The Valley of Eternal Bliss." Thence I directed
my peregrinations as my curiosity impelled me, until I
arrived in Ladak, whence I intended returning to Russia



by way of Karakoroum and Chinese Turkestan.

One day, while visiting a Buddhist convent on my route,
I learned from a chief lama, that there existed in the
archives of Lhasa, very ancient memoirs relating to the
life of Jesus Christ and the occidental nations, and that
certain great monasteries possessed old copies and
translations of those chronicles.

As it was little probable that I should make another
journey into this country, I resolved to put off my return
to Europe until a later date, and, cost what it might,
either find those copies in the great convents or go to
Lhasa—a journey which is far from being so dangerous
and difficult as is generally supposed, involving only such
perils as I was already accustomed to, and which would
not make me hesitate at attempting it.

During my sojourn at Leh, capital of Ladak, I visited the
great convent Himis, situated near the city, the chief lama
of which informed me that their monastic library
contained copies of the manuscripts in question. In order
that I might not awaken the suspicions of the authorities
concerning the object of my visit to the cloister, and to
evade obstacles which might be opposed to me as a
Russian, prosecuting further my journey in Thibet, I gave
out upon my return to Leh that I would depart for India,
and so left the capital of Ladak. An unfortunate fall,
causing the breaking of a leg, furnished me with an
absolutely unexpected pretext for returning to the



monastery, where I received surgical attention. I took
advantage of my short sojourn among the lamas to
obtain the consent of their chief that they should bring to
me, from their library, the manuscripts relating to Jesus
Christ, and, assisted by my interpreter, who translated for
me the Thibetan language, transferred carefully to my
notebook what the lama read to me.

Not doubting at all the authenticity of this chronicle,
edited with great exactitude by the Brahminic, and more
especially the Buddhistic historians of India and Nepaul,
I desired, upon my return to Europe, to publish a
translation of it.

To this end, I addressed myself to several universally
known ecclesiastics, asking them to revise my notes and
tell me what they thought of them.

Mgr. Platon, the celebrated metropolitan of Kiew,
thought that my discovery was of great importance.
Nevertheless, he sought to dissuade me from publishing
the memoirs, believing that their publication could only
hurt me. "Why?" This the venerable prelate refused to tell
me more explicitly. Nevertheless, since our conversation
took place in Russia, where the censor would have put his
veto upon such a work, I made up my mind to wait.

A year later, I found myself in Rome. I showed my
manuscript to a cardinal very near to the Holy Father,
who answered me literally in these words:—"What good
will it do to print this? Nobody will attach to it any great



importance and you will create a number of enemies.
But, you are still very young! If it is a question of money
which concerns you, I can ask for you a reward for your
notes, a sum which will repay your expenditures and
recompense you for your loss of time." Of course, I
refused.

In Paris I spoke of my project to Cardinal Rotelli, whose
acquaintance I had made in Constantinople. He, too, was
opposed to having my work printed, under the pretext
that it would be premature. "The church,’ he added,
"suffers already too much from the new current of
atheistic ideas, and you will but give a new food to the
calumniators and detractors of the evangelical doctrine. I
tell you this in the interest of all the Christian churches."
Then I went to see M. Jules Simon. He found my matter
very interesting and advised me to ask the opinion of M.
Renan, as to the best way of publishing these memoirs.
The next day I was seated in the cabinet of the great
philosopher. At the close of our conversation, M. Renan
proposed that I should confide to him the memoirs in
question, so that he might make to the Academy a report
upon the discovery.

This proposition, as may be easily understood, was very
alluring and flattering to my amour propre . 1, however,
took away with me the manuscript, under the pretext of
further revising it. I foresaw that if I accepted the
proposed combination, I would only have the honor of



having found the chronicles, while the illustrious author
of the "Life of Jesus" would have the glory of the
publication and the commenting upon it. I thought
myself sufficiently prepared to publish the translation of
the chronicles, accompanying them with my notes, and,
therefore, did not accept the very gracious offer he made
to me. But, that I might not wound the susceptibility of
the great master, for whom I felt a profound respect, I
made up my mind to delay publication until after his
death, a fatality which could not be far off, if I might
judge from the apparent general weakness of M. Renan.
A short time after M. Renan's death, I wrote to M. Jules
Simon again for his advice. He answered me, that it was
my affair to judge of the opportunity for making the
memoirs public.

I therefore put my notes in order and now publish them,
reserving the right to substantiate the authenticity of
these chronicles. In my commentaries I proffer the
arguments which must convince us of the sincerity and
good faith of the Buddhist compilers. I wish to add that
before criticising my communication, the societies of
savans can, without much expense, equip a scientific
expedition having for its mission the study of those
manuscripts in the place where I discovered them, and so
may easily verify their historic value.

— Nicolas Notovitch






During my sojourn in India, I often had occasion to
converse with the Buddhists, and the accounts they gave
me of Thibet excited my curiosity to such an extent that I
resolved to make a journey into that still almost unknown
country. For this purpose I set out upon a route crossing
Kachmyr (Cashmere), which I had long intended to visit.

On the 14th of October, 1887, I entered a railway car
crowded with soldiers, and went from Lahore to Raval-
Pinidi, where I arrived the next day, near noon. After
resting a little and inspecting the city, to which the
permanent garrison gives the aspect of a military camp, I
provided myself with the necessaries for a journey, where
horses take the place of the railway cars. Assisted by my
servant, a colored man of Pondichery, I packed all my
baggage, hired a tonga (a two-wheeled vehicle which is
drawn by two horses), stowed myself upon its back seat,
and set out upon the picturesque road leading to
Kachmyr, an excellent highway, upon which we travelled
rapidly. We had to use no little skill in making our way



through the ranks of a military caravan—its baggage
carried upon camels—which was part of a detachment
returning from a country camp to the city. Soon we
arrived at the end of the valley of Pendjab, and climbing
up a way with infinite windings, entered the passes of the
Himalayas. The ascent became more and more steep.
Behind us spread, like a beautiful panorama, the region
we had just traversed, which seemed to sink farther and
farther away from us. As the sun's last glances rested
upon the tops of the mountains, our tonga came gaily
out from the zigzags which the eye could still trace far
down the forest-clad slope, and halted at the little city of
Muré; where the families of the English functionaries
came to seek shade and refreshment.

Ordinarily, one can go in a tonga from Muré to
Srinagar; but at the approach of the winter season, when
all Europeans desert Kachmyr, the tonga service is
suspended. I undertook my journey precisely at the time
when the summer life begins to wane, and the
Englishmen whom I met upon the road, returning to
India, were much astonished to see me, and made vain
efforts to divine the purpose of my travel to Kachmyr.

Abandoning the tonga, I hired saddle horses—not
without considerable difficulty—and evening had arrived
when we started to descend from Muré, which is at an
altitude of 5,000 feet. This stage of our journey had
nothing playful in it. The road was torn in deep ruts by



the late rains, darkness came upon us and our horses
rather guessed than saw their way. When night had
completely set in, a tempestuous rain surprised us in the
open country, and, owing to the thick foliage of the
centenarian oaks which stood on the sides of our road,
we were plunged in profound darkness. That we might
not lose each other, we had to continue exchanging calls
from time to time. In this impenetrable obscurity we
divined huge masses of rock almost above our heads, and
were conscious of, on our left, a roaring torrent, the water
of which formed a cascade we could not see. During two
hours we waded in the mud and the icy rain had chilled
my very marrow, when we perceived in the distance a
little fire, the sight of which revived our energies. But
how deceitful are lights in the mountains! You believe
you see the fire burning quite near to you and at once it
disappears, to reappear again, to the right, to the left,
above, below you, as if it took pleasure in playing tricks
upon the harassed traveller. All the time the road makes a
thousand turns, and winds here and there, and the fire—
which is immovable—seems to be in continual motion,
the obscurity preventing you realizing that you yourself
modify your direction every instant.

I had quite given up all hope of approaching this
much-wished-for fire, when it appeared again, and this
time so near that our horses stopped before it.



I have here to express my sincere thanks to the
Englishmen for the foresight of which they gave proof in
building by the roadsides the little bengalows—one-story
houses for the shelter of travellers. It is true, one must
not demand comfort in this kind of hotel; but this is a
matter in which the traveller, broken down by fatigue, is
not exacting, and he is at the summit of happiness when
he finds at his disposal a clean and dry room.

The Hindus, no doubt, did not expect to see a
traveller arrive at so late an hour of the night and in this
season, for they had taken away the keys of the bengalow,
so we had to force an entrance. I threw myself upon a
bed prepared for me, composed of a pillow and blanket
saturated with water, and almost at once fell asleep. At
daybreak, after taking tea and some conserves, we took
up our march again, now bathed in the burning rays of
the sun. From time to time, we passed villages; the first in
a superb narrow pass, then along the road meandering in
the bosom of the mountain. We descended eventually to
the river Djeloum (Jhelum), the waters of which flow
gracefully, amid the rocks by which its course is
obstructed, between rocky walls whose tops in many
places seem almost to reach the azure skies of the
Himalayas, a heaven which here shows itself remarkably
pure and serene.

Toward noon we arrived at the hamlet called Tongue
—situated on the bank of the river—which presents an



unique array of huts that give the effect of boxes, the
openings of which form a facade. Here are sold
comestibles and all kinds of merchandise. The place
swarms with Hindus, who bear on their foreheads the
variously colored marks of their respective castes. Here,
too, you see the beautiful people of Kachmyr, dressed in
their long white shirts and snowy turbans. I hired here, at
a good price, a Hindu cabriolet, from a Kachmyrian. This
vehicle is so constructed that in order to keep one's seat
in it, one must cross his legs in the Turkish fashion. The
seat is so small that it will hold, at most, only two persons.
The absence of any support for the back makes this
mode of transportation very dangerous; nevertheless, I
accepted this kind of circular table mounted on two
wheels and drawn by a horse, as I was anxious to reach, as
soon as possible, the end of my journey. Hardly, however,
had I gone five hundred yards on it, when I seriously
regretted the horse I had forsaken, so much fatigue had I
to endure keeping my legs crossed and maintaining my
equilibrium. Unfortunately, it was already too late.
Evening was falling when I approached the village of
Hori. Exhausted by fatigue; racked by the incessant
jolting; my legs feeling as if invaded by millions of ants, I
had been completely incapable of enjoying the
picturesque landscape spread before us as we journeyed
along the Djeloum, the banks of which are bordered on
one side by steep rocks and on the other by the heavily



