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PREFACE.

No book should be written without an object. The
encouragement of sport, the preservation of Kashmir Game
and the discovery of new shooting grounds are the points

aimed at in the present one. It is hoped that they have

not been missed.

The journal portion of the work and Chapter IX have

appeared from time to time in “ The Asian.”
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CHAPTER I

Preliminary.

S gusty March advances over the plain, his genial
warmth quickens the juices both in plants and
animals. The cornfields ripen, the trees blossom

and the blood circulates with a quicker rush through the
veins of animate nature. The migratory birds that in
Autumn streamed over the snowy barriers, driven from
their domestic happiness by the rigor of the northern
winter, are now again restless: they ruffle their feathers,
outstretch their wings and prepare for the long journey
homewards. They circle in the air practising their wings,
collect in large numbers on the cool banks of rivers linger-
ing to the last moment the increasing heat will allow:
then, driven by that instinct more unerring than human
reason, are up and away on their long flight to the cool
Lakes in the north—the land of their romance, for I sup-
pose, that even a crane or a gander has his illusions when
the temporary madness of love is upon him. So the Eng-
lishman. The ardent sun of March and April stirs the
migratory instinct within him beyond control; he too
must be up and away, also Northwards. Then occurs that
extraordinary phenomenon in India—the migration of the
white conquering race from the parched and heated low-
lands to the cool shades of Himdlayd. From the Viceroy
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in his Palace to the white-faced soldier in the Barrack this
desire is felt with equal force. The former, steams away
to his mountain refuge; the latter, bound by the iron
bonds of discipline, lingers and pines in the suffocating
atmosphere his lungs cannot breathe.

The most extraordinary feature in this migratory flight
is the fact that year after year so many hundreds of Eng-
lishmen flock to the far-famed valley of Kashmir, and the
countries connected with 1it, for sport. There is no paral-
lel to it in any other nation or country in the world. It
illustrates one of the most marked traits of the race in
connection with the instinct common. to all northern crea-
tures, human and animal. It is notorious that the sport-
ing instinct in the people of England is stronger and more
developed than in any other nation on earth. The reason
of this! Circumstances make the individual-—why not the
nation ¢ The character of the individual Englishman is
moulded by the climate, < tightness’ of the “tight ” little
island, and the food and drink he consumes and assimilates—
and the nation is built up of these individuals. The rigorous
climate makes the strongest food and drink a matter of
vital necessity. Thereby is created an enormous store of
energy which must have a safety valve, for the very pre-
servation of the machine itself in which the force is stored.
England is certainly too “tight” and cannot supply it—
so her sons rush away to the uttermost ends of the earth
and spend their accumulated forces in far off lands. Never
a war occurs in any corner of the world but the Anglo Saxon
is there; and, when the spilling of human blood to uphold
a sentiment, or found an empire cannot be indulged in, he
takes to SPORT.
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But strange animal that he is—though the Englishman
is all that I have painted him, it is only one side of his
character that I have pourtrayed—the “bloody instinct”
(if I may so call it) satisfied, he is the tenderest creature in
God’s image! He will shoot or cut down a fellow creature
without any compunction—and immediately after try to
save the life he has done his best to extinguish! He has
more than once lost his own in the attempt! What sports-
man cuts the throat of the animal he has shot, does not his
attendant do it while the Englishman turns his back on
the operation? What are the feelings that stir in his
breast as he stands over his noble quarry? Are they not
a strange mixture of satisfaction and remorse? And, all
honor to the mothers of England—the ferocious tenden-
cies of the male Briton from the time he can toddle on
his uncertain little legs to the moment he leaves his
country for the world’s good, or the reverse, are checked
and bridled by the ever-watchful mother and softened by
gentle intercourse with sisters and cousins. Thus grows
up within him that curious anomaly the English character
which has stamped its impress on every country in the
world, and is moulding the destinies of the greater portion
of the human race. And so, the beef beer and bread of
Old England are the foundations of Old England’s great-
ness! As long as her sons build up their bodies with the
strong food of their island homes and breathe the air of
her hills and valleys she may be trusted to hold her own
against all comers.

This humble individual feels that in him is stored some-
what of that northern energy, and that India’s burning sun
has not as yet been able quite to dissipate it. The
treadmill round of his daily duty not being sufficient to
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use 1t up, he is obliged periodically to rush away, like
others of his countrymen, to lighten himself of the in-
tolerable burden. In April, of a recent year, accordingly,
he obtained three months leave and hied him away to
the Markhor and Ibex grounds of Astér beyond Kashmir.
The result of his travels and sporting adventures are given

in this book for the pleasure and, he hopes, the profit of
his fellow sportsmen.

No thoroughbred Englishman exists who has not a natural
liking, if not a passion, for sport in some, if not in all, 1its
branches—shooting, hunting, fishing, racing, etc. —and who
does not enjoy its attendant hardships quite as much as
members of other nations enjoy the most refined luxuries.
Yet there are some who sneer at the madness of those
who toil and sweat for the pleasure of taking a wild
goat’s or wild sheep’s life; they cannot understand the in-
fatuation of a countryman who makes shooting his passion,
though they themselves may be at the same time dissipating
their store of energy, and ruining their fortunes in racing,
hunting or some other branch of the great national hobby.
I am prepared to endure the ridicule of those who may
laugh at the folly of my self-imposed hardships in follow-
ing the noblest quarry in the world. I know however
that I shall be supported by the appreciation and sym-
pathy of those others who handle gun and rifle with the
loving grip of the true Shikdri. For them this book is
specially written. I hope not one will put it down after
perusal without having derived some amusement from its
pages or a few hints for the further development of the
great national trait on which, unfelt by them, rests so
much of England’s supremacy in every quarter of the globe.



CHAPTER II.

The Frontier District of Astor.

HE DISTRICT OF ASTOR comprises the main and
T side valleys of the river of that name which takes
its rise on the watershed line dividing it from Gurés
in the Krishanganga valley. The whole course of the river
is from south-east to north-west aund its length is about
ninety miles. From the Ddskirim Pass, above its western
source to its junction with the Indus below Ramghat, it
has a fall of 9,274 feet, or an average of more than one
hundred feet per mile. The descent of the waters for
the first two-thirds of the river is not so abrupt as the
fall in the last portion of its course or from Astér to the
Indus. The passing traveller will be often reminded of
this difference as he proceeds on his downward journey.
The frantic dash of the waters within their pent-up course,
their deafening roar during the whole distance to Rdm-
ghat, will remind him forcibly of the blind career of a
herd of mighty wild beasts gone mad, rushing to their
destruction.

A series of valleys from Daiamar in the west to the
Parishing stream in the east contribute to this mass
of water. The Rapil valley pours out its muddy washings
from the feet of the mighty mountain; the sparkling
waters of the beautiful Mir Malik, enter further south:
then joins in the Kamrai. After these comes the main
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branch of the Astdr itself with i1ts numerous feeders, and
lastly the Parishing in the east. These valleys form a
vast basin with a diameter at its brim of nearly 50 miles.
The waters collect at a point two miles above the village
of Gurikot on the Barzil route; then, with accelerated
speed, they dash down to the Indus, thirty-five miles dis-
tant. After the junction of the Parishing, no stream
enters the main channel which is compressed between
lofty mountains that rise abruptly to glaciers 16,000 feet
above sea level within five to ten miles of the river.

The general aspect of the country is dreary in the
extreme to the traveller from Kashmir who has just
passed through the finest combinations of earth, air and
water that the world can show. After crossing the Pass
from the Gurés direction, a wilderness of snow has to be
traversed for several miles, even in the month of April. No
vegetation of any kind is visible, Willows and stunted birch-
trees are the first to welcome you after your weary
trudge through snowland: lower down a patch of pines
here and there struggles for existence, but no extensive
forests can be seen at any point on the route. As you
get to a lower level the green turf under your feet gives
a pleasant spring to your steps; and after passing the
first village, the wide-spreading walnut offers its unfathom-
able depths of greenery as a cooling lotion to your sun-
scorched eyes. The “first” walout tree and the “first”
apricot tree will surely arrest your attention; and you will
feel as if getting among old friends again. From the
village of Chhagdm fruit trees become frequent, and large
patches of cultivation surround each village that is passed.
After leaving Astér the scene changes again. The steep
sides of the mountains are clothed with pines though no
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forest is visible that can be called extensive; the prospect
on every side is very much confined, and the traveller
has only one desire—to proceed as rapidly as possible to
the happy hunting grounds now within view.

The most remarkable in the whole district is certainly
the Ruapil valley. As I had not the opportunity, nor the
time, to explore it myself, I take the liberty of com-
pressing here Drew’s description of it, written fourteen
years ago, in his work “The Northern Barrier of India.”
“Three miles from the village of Chhagdm, proceceding in
the direction of Astér, we Pass the Rupil stream; four
miles up that valley is the village of Tarshing, half a
mile beyond is ome of the glaciers that spring from the
mighty mountain which towers above in a great and snowy
mass that seems fo be a gigantic escarpment. In its lower
course the glacier has a width of about three-quarters
of a mile: it is much broken by curved transverse crevasses.
In 1850 this glacier was jammed against the road on the
opposite side of the main valley to which the Rupil is
tributary. The stream from the south-west, which drains
other glaciers, found a way for itself underneath. Next
year in winter time the waterway got stopped up, and a
lake was formed in the valley above. The lake must have
been at least a mile and a half long, balf a mile broad,
with a depth of one hundred to three hundred feet. The
waters at last flowed over the glacier, and cut a course
for themselves between the ice and the clifft. This caused
a disastrous flood that lasted three days.” Drew goes on
to say: “Now agaln the space between the end of the
glacier and the cliff is closed up; the waters at present
find a passage for themselves beneath, probably the same
process of compression has recommenced which may again
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end in a complete stoppage of the upper drainage, for-
mation of a lake and subsequent outbreak and flood.”

This was written 1n 1870. Fourteen years after there
is no trace of a flood, and nowhere along the road can
the glacier or its work be seen except a glinpse of immense
moraines in the Ruapil itself and a full stream of slush
running from i1t down to the main stream—a sure sign
that the tail of the glacier is not far off. The predicted
flood, however, may have come off years ago. Near the mouth
of the Rupil is a plain marked “Thora” on the map.
This no doubt was the bottom of the lake alluded to
above. The road to Astér runs through it now. Further
up, on the main stream, are the Gabar and Ruttu plains.
They have every appearance of having been at one time
the bottoms of extensive lakes, formed no doubt in the
way explained by Drew.

The people of Astér are called Diards. They come of
the Aryaun stock. According to Drew they are separated
into five divisions: Ronu, Shin, Yashkan, Kremin, Dum.
The Dum, the lowest of all, is no doubt the same as the
“Dom” or “Merasi” (musician ) of India. Drew 1is of
opinion that in all these cases we have remnants of the
early pre-Aryan race that inhabited India. “This is a
new and unexpected fact, the existence of this race, among
the high mountains and in the snowy country.” The
Kremins are the potters, millers, etc, of the country and
correspond in function with the “ Kahars,” “Jhiwar,” etc.,
of India. The similarity between Kremin and the Punjab
word “Kamin,” which is used to designate the same
class of people, is certainly curious. The Yashkan are the
most numerous and are owners of the soil. They and
the Shin may be considered the bulk of the Didrd nation
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who invaded this country aund took it from the earlier
inhabitants. The Ronus are to be found in Gilgit only,
and are accounted the artistocracy of this people. They
are not numerous. The Diard race are spread over a
great extent of country including Astér, but are not
found beyond its limits towards the south, except a few
scattered families in Gurés. “In physique they are broad-
shouldered, moderately stout-built, well proportioned men;
active and enduring and good mountaineers. In faces
hardly handsome but with a good caste of countenance,
hair mostly black, semetimes brown; complexion moder-
ately fair, eyes brown or hazel; voice and manner some-
what harsh.” In disposition they are bold and indepen-
dent, by no means soft-hearted, but not disobliging. In
intellect they are decidedly clever, clear-headed and quick,
and they exhibit in no small degree a pride of race
which is certainly not a little refreshing after intercourse
with the cringing, soft-mannered, and ever deceitful Kash-
miri, Their dress is a woollen pdjama, (trousers) choga
(long coat), waist band and cap. The latter is a bag
half-a-yard long, rolled up outwardly wuntil it fits the
head. The roll protects from sun and cold nearly as well
as a turban. This head-dress is characteristic of the
nation ; it is never discarded. They wear strips of leather
round their feet and legs, as far as the knee, secured
by thongs. The skins of wild animals are generally
used for this purpose.”

“ There is one custom among the Shin cast of Dirds
that deserves particular notice. “ They hold the cow in
abhorrence; they look upon her in much the same way
that an ordinary Mahomedan regards a pig. They will
not drink cow’s milk, nor do they eat or make butter
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from it. Nor will they even burn cowdung, the fuel that
is so commonly used in the East. Some cattle they are
obliged to keep, for ploughing, but they have as little
as possible to do with them. When the cow calves,
they will put the calf to the udder by pushing it
with a forked stick and will not touch it with their
hands.”

The Dird nation is also peculiar in its Government,
that 1is, of course, in those places only where they
have not come under the yoke of the foreigner. The
Astér Dirds under Dogra rule are governed according to
Dogra ideas; but in Gilgit and across the border, in
some districts the Government is a despotism, “ untem-

b

pered absolutism ;” in others, there are “republics pure
and absolute.” These latter are generally found on the
right bank of the Indus. The republic is governed by
a general assembly called Sigds. The execntive consists
of a few men, five or six, chosen by the people in their
assembly ; these are called Joshteros; they can formulate
a policy, but have no power to carry it out without
the sanction of the Sigds. They can, however, settle
minor disputes. The usual advantages of monarchies
and republics, on a large scale elsewhere, also exhibit
themselves in these small governments among the Dirds.
The village of Thaliché, consisting of seven houses
only, which can be seen across the Indus from the road
to Banji, enjoys the distinction of being the smallest
republic in the world.

The forts at Astér and Bunji are the only pluces of
any importance in the district. Strictly speaking Bunji
is beyond its limits, but being situated on the left
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bank of the Indus, communication with Astér is much
more frequent than between it and Gilgit, to which
latter district Bunji is subordinate. The Astdr garrison
consists of six hundred men. A general commands the
troops. A few guns are mounted in the fort. There are
about two hundred men in the Buanji fort under a
Commandant, who i1s subordinate to the General comman-
ding the Gilgit District. Near each fort are collections
of huts which may be called the cantonments. All
the officers and men live in them; only a small num-
ber at a time garrison the forts. .

The civil administration 1s distinguished by its sim-
plicity. The Civil Governor is called the Wazir; in him
1s centered all civil authority. Under him is the Th4-
nddar, the chief officer of police. These two officials
manage the affairs of their charge through the medium
of jaghirdars and lumberdars, the great and small land-
holders of the country. The military and civil adminis-
tration is entirely alien, though Rozi Khan, the present
Wazir, a very capable man, has strong sympathies with
the population, as his family has been settled in Gurés
and Astér for the last two generations.

Let us now turn to the game animals of Astér and
the places where they are found. The list is not a
long one, but it comprises the two animals for which
this corner of the Kashmir territories has always been
famous—the markhdr (Capra megaceros) and the ibex
( Ibex Siberiea ). Besides these there are the Urin (Ovis
Vignei) or wild sheep, the brown or snow bear ( Ursus
isabellina) and the musk deer (Moschus moschiferus), a
a short list no doubt but every individual worthy the
rifle of the best sportman in existence.
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The markhor (Cuapra megaceros) is called Biim in the
Dird language : bitm mazdro is the male; bt ai (pro-
nounced “eye,”) is the female. Sterndale (page 441) after
Kinloch, divides them into four varieties: we are concerned
at present with the fourth, or Baltistin and Astér
markhor, distinguished from the rest by “large flat
horns branching out very widely and then going up
nearly straight with only a half turn.” It 1s impossible
to give a description of this animal that will strike the
experienced hunter as accurate. Sterndale says: “The
general colour is a dirty light-blue grey with a darker
beard, in summer with a reddish tinge.”” Ward, though
he gives no detailed description, says (page 14): “In
their winter coat of grey they are difficult to discover.”
Jerdon describes the animal’s colour (“The Mammals of
India” page 29),as “in summer light greyish-brown, in
winter dirty yellowish white, with bluish-brown tinge.”
My experience of the Astér animal, recorded on the
spot, inclines me to think that the male, in the month of
April at any rate, wears a dirty-white coat on his back,
which hangs some distance down his sides making him
a very conspicuous object indeed among rocks; the
light “blue-grey,” or “ greyish-brown,” hardly’ visible on
the body. These were the old males; the young bucks,
herding with the females, were decidedly of a “muddy-
red,” that made them, when they were motionless, un-
distinguishable from their surroundings at even a short
distance. Two weeks later, in another locality, across
the Indus (Damdét valley) the old bucks had only a
broad streak of dirty-white along their backs, and the
light blue-grey was very conspicuous. In the figure at
page 442 of Sterndale’s “Mammalia of India and Ceylon,”
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the whitish streak along the back of No. 1 variety
illustrates exactly what I mean. It is evident that the
colour of the pelage changes according to seasons,
localities and age. The dirty-white coat doubtless be-
longs to winter; it disappears more or less quickly
according to the early or late arrival of spring. Per-
haps the young bucks have not this distinguishing
colour to the extent of their elders. The size of the
markhor varies according to localities. Ward in his
“Sportman’s Guide ” (page 14) says “this (the Astér
markhor) is larger than its representative in Kashmir
proper. Many stand as much as cleven hands high,
whereas the largest I have seen in other localities barely
reached ten-and-a-half hands.” Jerdon and Sterndale
agree In fixing the height at 11} hands. Ward thus
continues: “ The curves of the horns are bold and flat,
the divergency at the tips great, and the massiveness
which is shown to such advantage in the single twist
leads this variety to be considered by most people the
handsomest of the four.”” Single horns of 61 and 63
inches have been found in Astér, but complete trophies
range from 52 inches and less. The length, girth and
divergency of different sets of horns vary considerably. It
may be laid down as a general rule that the longest are
always the most slender, while the shortest are the most
massive and have the greatest divergency. This will be
found to be the case with most horned wild animals, I
have noticed it constantly among antelope, gazelles and
ibex. It would seem that nature had fixed a certain
quantity of bony and horny matter for the head orna-
ments of each male, which, according to individnal circum-
stances, 18 developed into long and slender or short and
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massive horns. It will very rarely be found that length and
massiveness go together. The best specimen measured by
Ward had the following dimensions (page 15): * Length
along curve, 52 inches, girth at base 12} ; divergency at tips,
43 inches. “ Trophies of this kind” he continues, “ are rare

* * * rare indeed is a head with horus
much over 50 inches in length.” He speaks truly. The
best trophies fall to the goat-herd’s rickety matchlock or
the surer onslaught of the mountain leopard. These are
the ever present enemies of the markhor and ibex. The
keen-eyed goat-herd, not many degrees less wild than his
quarry, always takes his matchlock with him when his
flocks mount to the grassy uplands for their summer
pasturage. In a few days he has marked down all
the game within range of his vision. He bides his
time, and when a certain opportunity occurs, he bags the
the biggest markhor or ibex in the hill. But he has
not been mentally measuring the splendid horns, or stroking
the flowing beard of the patriarch of the flock. His oune
idea is meat, meat, meat. The largest animal will supply the
most flesh and he goes for him accordingly. He may
become possessed of the most splendid trophy, but the
goat-herds’s first act is to smash the horns with his
hatchet, split open the skull and throw the brains on the
blazing logs of his camp-fire. That is his bonne bouche
for dinner. The remains of the splendid head and the
sixty-inch horns find their natural level at the bottom of
the glen, to be picked up years after by the casual
Saxon who sighs over the lost splendour “ of the largest
horns he ever saw.”

The markhor is an ungainly animal ; his long back
and disproportionately short legs rather detract from his
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appearance as a game-looking beast; his shaggy coat
and long hair which conceal the upper portions of his
limbs make his ungainliness more conspicuous. Even in
his gait he is not graceful, but none can deny his
wonderful activity among the rocks and precipices of his
favourite haunts, and he is, notwithstanding these detrac-
tions, a noble animal, worthy the powder and lead of
the best sportsman in the world. A venerable buck,
standing solitary on a rock, contemplating the world
below him, will make the blood of the most blasé sports-
man tingle in his veins: or a herd of long-bearded
seniors, gravely crossing a patch of snow, perhaps just
beyond the reach of your rifle, is a sight that will recur
to yonr memory for mauny a year after. And the amount
of fatigue and labour that you will have to wundergo
before you can bring a forty-incher to bag will certainly
create a wholesome respect in your bosom for the acute
sense of smell and vision, and the wide-awakeness that
this animal possesses in perfection.

Kinloch says (Sterndale, page 443): “The markhor
inhabits the most difficult and inaccessible ground, where
nearly perpendicular faces of rock alternate with steep
grassy slopes and patches of forest. It is very shy and
secluded in its habits remaining concealed in the densest
thickets during the day time, and only coming out to
feed in the mornings and evenings; * * * early in
the season the males and females may be found together
in the open grassy patches and clear slopes among the
forest, but during the summer the females generally
betake themselves to the highest rocky ridge above the
forests, while the males conceal themselves still more
constantly in the jungles, very rarely showing themselves.”
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My experience 1s that the markhor is mnot a cold or
snow-loving animal like the ibex, though nature has not
been niggardly in supplying him with winter clothing.
He passes his life at a much lower level, at all seasons
of the year, than the other animal, and he seems to
bear the heat of the early summer months without any
inconvenience though he still wears his winter suit. As
summer advances, he is driven higher by the flocks from
the villages that graze gradually up as the snow keeps
melting ; and also by the swarms of flies, gnats, midges
and what not that make life a burden both to man and
beast at a low level. The fresh and tender grass, too,
can be found only near the snow line. These circum-
stances combine to keep him constantly moving upwards,
till he reaches open slopes mnear the top of the range
where he may then be seen in close proximity to the
ibex. The rutting season overtakes him here by the end
of September or beginning of October, and he has his
short season of madness at this high elevation where
cover is scarce and precipices unfrequent. Native shikaries
have informed me that this is the time for markhor-
shooting, and that they themselves hunt him wmost fre-
quently at this particular time. His shyness and seclu-
sion, I am inclined to think, is caused a good deal by
those ever present pests, the flies. The cool shades of
the forest and thicket preserve him from their attacks
during the heat of the day when these insects are live-
liest. In the morning and evening, when the cold has
paralyzed the activity of the flies, the markhor is not
loth to take advantage of the opportunity. The old
bucks are decidedly lazy, and if a flock of them is
watched for some time, a decided stiffness and slowness
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of movement will soon discover the seniors of the flock.
The younger bucks are full of life and play, quick in
their movements and have a set-to after every dozen
mouthfuls of grass; the elders are always feeding or
resting. The npative shikaries say the old bucks kcep
these youngsters with them for the sake of their keener
sense of sight and smell; they are quicker to detect
danger and so warn their seniors.

The Ibex (Capra Siberica) is called Kil in Astér (Kél,
in Kashmir): Kil maziro and Kilai for male and female.
He is much more plentiful and is more casily found, stalked
and shot than the markhor. Sterndale’s description of
him 1s as follows: “ General color light brownish, with a
dark stripe down the back in summer, dirty yellowish-white
in winter ; the beard, which is from six to eight inches long,
is black; the horns, which are like the European ibex, are
long and scimitar-shaped, curving over the neck, flattened
at the sides, and strongly ridged in front; from forty to
fifty inches in length. Under the hair, which is about two
inches long, is a soft down, which is highly prized for the
manufacture of the fine soft cloth called tusi. Size: height
at shoulder, about 44 inches (11 hands.”)

The ibex is by no means an ungainly animal as I have
styled the markhor. He is lord of the mountain tops, and
looks every inch the monarch of all he surveys. But I
must protest against the caricature of this animal at page
445 in Sterndale’s book. The head shows none of the
massiveness of the living animal: and where, oh! where is
the beard “from six to eight inches long ?” As for the
understandings of the figures in the book they are truly
a libel on the sturdy limbs of this the gamiest of moun-
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tain animals. Those spindle shanks would snap like pipe
stems if they were used as I have seen the ibex use his
legs while jumping from rock to rock in his mad career.
And I may as well, too, ease my soul here of the feelings
excited by that silly looking animal at page 443 labelled
“Capra megaceros.” “No. 1 variety "—looking at No. 2
upon the opposite page—wears a mingled air of contempt
and disgust on his countenance that has been shared, I
am sure, by every reader of the book who has seen the
real animal as nature made him. Of course No. 2 is a
stuffed specimen on a stand In some museum : his appro-
priate location.

The ibex is the pleasantest animal to hunt that I know
of within the limits of Kashmir. More real pleasure has
been experienced in the pursuit after him than of all the
rest put together. Markhor takes it out of you in a very
short time: after you have secured a reasonable trophy
you are apt to cry, “ hold, enough.” But the ibex is a gentle-
man in his manners and customs, as compared with his
spiral-horned cousin lower down on the mountain; and he
gives you all the chances that a gentlemanly-minded animal
should give to an honest foe. He is nevertheless “all there”
when treading his ancestral hills, and after you have cir-
cumvented him, you feel that he has been a worthy opponent.
Kinloch’s description of the habits of the ibex is the
truest by far that I have seen, and I again take the
liberty here of extracting his words (page 446, Sterndale:)
“The ibex inhabits the most precipitous ground in the high-
est of the ranges where it is found, keeping above the
forest (where there is any) unless driven down by severe
weather. In the daytime it generally betakes itself to the
most inaccessible crags, where it may sleep and rest in
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undisturbed security, merely coming down' to the grassy
feeding grounds in the mornings and evenings. Occasionally,
in very remote and secluded places, the ibex will stay all
day on their feeding grounds, but this 1s not common.
In summer, as the snows melt, the old males retire to
the highest and most unfrequented mountains, and it is
then genecrally useless to hunt for themn, as they have such
a vast range and can find food in places perfectly inaccessible
to man. The females and young ones may be met with
all the year round, and often at no very great elevation.

The most wide-awake animal in creation is certainly
the female ibex, and she scems to exercise her vigilance
solely for the benefit of the ungrateful male of her kind,
who is by no means so watchful: in fact, if he is old and
lazy, he keeps no look-out at all after having comfortably
laid himself up for the day. That duty falls to his com-
pact little companion, and admirably she performs it. Un-
comfortably perched on a jutting rock far above the rest
of the flock, who are securely snoozing below on some soft
patch of level or gently sloping ground, the sportsman’s
powerful telescope has watched her hour after hour lying
motionless on her rocky bed, scanning untiringly, to the
right and to the left and straight down before her, the
mountain sides for miles and miles. The patient native
or Kashmiri, is used to her sentry duty, and after taking
in the situation he, too, falls asleep like the bearded males
he is trying to circumvent and waits patiently for a chance;
but the hot-blooded Saxon, boiling over with energy and
impatience, is fuming and swearing at one moment,
and at the next watching the little animal through his
glasses. The case is a perfectly hopeless one; there is no
approach nearer than a thousand yards, without instant
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detection, for several hours to come at any rate: and the
bad language that contaminates the pure mountain air in
that locality is truly awful. How often have I resolved
in these moments of desperation to shoot that one female
in particular, and allow the long-horned careless one, sleeping
just beyond range, to go in peace just for the satisfaction
of the thing. That feeling has come to more persons
than myself, I am sure, when they have been similarly placed.
The female ibex is the béte moir of the sportsman; she
has spoiled many a careful stalk, and at other times has
forced him to trudge many and many a weary mile to escape
her all-seeing eye: when, if she had been absent, a walk
of a few hundred yards would have placed him for his shot.

The report of the rifle is so similar to noises in these
elevated regions that ibex are little alarmed by the crack
of the weapon. “Falling rock,” or “thunder” is the first
idea that occurs to them when the sound reaches their
ears, and their first start is to get out of the way of those
familiar dangers. When a good stalk is made, and the
sportsman has his wits about him, several shots can al-
most always be obtained, and instances are not rare when
three or four animals have been  bagged at one stalk.
The ground, too, in general is so favourable that the stalker
can get within very short range: always providing that
the sharp-sighted female has been successfully dodged. I
have shot bucks at five, ten and fifteen yards distance,
and a sportsman has informed me that on one occasion
he could have touched the animal with the muzzle of his rifle.

The Urin or Oorin (Ovis Brookei) is the only represen-
tative of the wild sheep in Astér. He is an animal that
I have never shot, and I cannot, therefore, speak of him
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from personal acquaintance. Sterndale, page 435, gives a
very short notice of him: “General colour hrownish-grey,
beneath paler, belly white; a short beard of stifish brown
hair; the horns of the male are sub-triangular, rather
compressed laterally and rounded posteriorly, deeply sulcated,
curving outward and backward from the skull; points
divergent. The female is beardless with small horns. The
male horns run from 25 to 35 inches, but larger have
been recorded.”

“This sheep was for some time, and is still by some, con-
founded with the Oorial (Ovis cycloceros), but there are
distinct differences. * * * * Tt jnhabits the elevated
ranges of Ladakh, and is found in Baltistan where it is
called the Oorin.”

“Urin ” is, I think, the Astdér. not the Baltistan, name.
This animal is not fond of snow, and I should say would
seldom be found at elevations of 12,000 to 14,000 feet as stated
by Sterndale. From all accounts it is a most difficult
animal to stalk, as it generally frequents level plains in
the hills, where it cannot be approached within easy
rifle range. Large horns are now scarce in Astdr.

The Himalayan Brown Bear (Ursus isabellinus). Stern-
dale’s description of this animal is as follows: “ A yellowish
brown colour varying somewhat according to sex and time
of year.” Jerdon says: “In winter and spring the fur is
long and shaggy, in some inclining to silver-grey, in others
to reddish-brown ; the hair i1s thinner and darker in sum-
mer as the season advances, and in autumn the under fur
has mostly disappeared, and a white collar on the chest
i1s then very apparent. The cubs show this collar distinctly.
The females are said to be lighter in colour than the males.”
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The brown bear is always found close to the snow at
very high elevations. He is most impatient of heat as he
well may be with the tremendous quantity of hair that
clothes him! Grass roots and berries are his food.

I must confess to feelings of regret as I contemplate
the figure of this old acquaintance on page 110 of Stern-
dale’s book. He has been persecuted for a human genera-
tion in Kashmir by the English sportsman, and has yielded
his splendid furry coat year after year amid groans and
grumblings that cannot be soon forgotten. An old male
mortally wounded and fast dying at your feet, uttering his
protest in his own bearish way seems to say, “ why have
you murdered a harmless creature like myself? I keep
far away from the human species and have done them no
harm : even the roots and berries that are my food cannot
ever be of any use to you and yours.” And after the poor
devil has been deprived of his coat, his stark and naked
body, lying on the bare hill-side, resembles so much the
human corpse that few sportsman can look on it without
feelings of compunction. And the sport itself is so tame
that, after obtaining a couple of good skins, the majority
of sportsmen leave him alive and turn their attention to
worthier game. Nevertheless, a certain class of these gen-
tlemen persecute poor Bruin perpetually, and then every
tourist, whether sportsman or not, must be able to say
that he has “shot a bear.” The native shikari, too, can
always secure a good price for the skin, and he is con-
stantly on the look-out for the poor animal.

Although my sympathies are all for the bear, I cannot
deny that he is mischievous sometimes. If he gets into
a sheepfold he is apt to be very destructive, and if he
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makes regular visits to a ficld, much corn need not be ex-
pected from it; but these are rare occurrcnces. Bruin is
by nature a timid creature, and by -habit a far-away
dweller from human habitations; he cannot tolerate man
or his belongings. When the shepherd with his flock
enters a valley, the brown bear at once makes tracks for
the opposite crest and seeks a solitude uncontaminated by
man and his dumb companions.

The localities in the Astér district where markhor and
ibex abound are so numerous, so well known to the local
shikaries, and to several from Kashmir, that the sportsman
will never have any difficulty in finding them ; the ecarlier
he goes in the season the buetter chances he will have of
sccuring a good place; if he arrives somewhat late he will
have to travel a good distance towards Banji and beyond,
before he will get a vacant valley. Again, if he goes very
late, 1.e., towards the end of the season, he will find many
good mdlis (valleys) available, but the game will be hard
to find and most difficult to circumvent.

As regards markhor the shooting grounds are divided
into two distinct portions in Astdr proper by the river of
that name. First, the range of mountains that begins
from the Nunga Parbat peak and runs down directly
north to the junction of the river with the Indus, below
Ramghat. The watershed of this range on the west is
mto the Indus, on the east into the Astér river. The
whole length may be about 30 miles; the side valleys 10
and 15 miles. Those running down to the Astér river are
not good for markhor, and are seldom visited by sports-
men; but the valleys on the opposite side towards the
Indus are sure to yield trophies, the best that are to be
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found in this country. The Buldar, however, is the only
one that can be visited; it runs into the Indus a little
below the point where this river takes a turn at right
angles to the west. Several branches flow from the
glaciers and form the main stream lower down. It con-
tains a greater extent of shooting ground than any other
valley in Astér, but is most difficult of access. Firstly
there is no road to the valley; it must be entered by a
path from the Astdr river side after a difficult climb, or by
the Hutta Pir which is a longer way. Secondly, the valley
is scarcely within Kashmir boundaries, and the officials are
always reluctant to assist sportsmen to get there for fear
of complications with the tribes just across the Indus—
nevertheless, it is sure to be occupied very early in the
season. The large village of Ghér is just opposite the
opening of the Buldar; the slopes of both valleys can be
minutely examined, even by the naked eye, from either
side, and the inhabitants of that village are a mnotorious
and turbulent lot. Even if the diplomatic sportsman can
“arrange” matters with the Wazir at Astdr, it 1s certain
that the latter will pester him with messages to the effect
that some disturbance has occurred across the river, and
that the gentleman had better return. The markhor in
the Baldar are disturbed the least of all, as it i1s no
man’s land and is seldom visited. For this reason large
heads there, are a certain find. Second, the range of
mountains that culminates above the Parishing stream,
and running down first in a north-westerly direction and
then in a southerly direction, past Bunji, ends in the loop
formed by the Indus opposite the village of Haramosh.
The watershed of this range is on the south-west into the
Astor, and on the north-cast into the Indus fromm Rondud
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in Baltistan downwards. The whole length is about 50
miles. The valleys on cither slope are numecrous, but they
are not of much length and are gencrally confined.  Those
on the Astér side arec the most known, and have becn
shot over so much year after year that a good head, say
over 40 inches, has become a rarity. The animals have
no refuge on this side as they have in the Buldar on the
opposite range. They are constantly harried, not ouly by
sportsmen from Kashmir, but by every local shikari who
has a gun, by shepherds wandering with their flocks, and
by sepoys from the garrisons at Astér and Banji, and the
troops passing up and down this route. Most of the
shooting 1s done by the natives during the winter time
and by the European sportsmen during the summer
months; as usual the former never spare the females,—the
markhor are thus slaughtered all the year round in these
Astér valleys without any intermission. It is no matter
for surprise, therefore, that good heads have disappeared.
The following valleys are the best known on the Astér

river side :—
(1.) The Garai and Amétabar.
(2.)) Daichal.

(3.) Shaltar.
(4.) Dachnar, Dachkat or Missigan.
(5.) The Bunji valley.

The flrst is a short valley that can be reached from the
Astér fort in a day. There is not more than a week’s
shooting in it. The second (Dichal), is nearly opposite
the village of Daskin, which is on the left bank of the
river, and the first day’s march from Astér. This is the
largest valley on the south-western slope of the range; it



26 ASTOR.

has extensive grounds, and is certain to be occupied at
the beginning of the season. It is not easily accessible as
the river divides it from the high road. The third
(Shaltar), though a small valley, has a good name for
large heads. It is difficult of access but is always taken
up early. The fourth (Dachnar, Dachkat or Missigan) is
to the north of Rdmghat; the stream, on its way to the
Astér, 1s crossed by the Banji road about a mile or more
from the Ramghat bridge. Ward, in his sketch map, facing
page 16, has named this ravine Dachndr and has called
another Masken, (Missigan,) on the reverse (S. E.) slope of
the same range. This seems to be a mistake. Dachnar and
Dachkat mean the same thing, t.e., grape valley, the name
given to it by Kashmiris from the circumstance of a wild vine
growing there which yields a small white grape. Missigan
i1s the local name. It is a short valley, and 1s so accessi-
ble that much shooting in it need not be expected. The
next shooting ground is the Buanji Valley, divided from
the Missigan by an ugly stony plain, six miles in extent.
The markhor here are few and the heads are small. It is
quite shot out.

On the Indus side, or N.-E. slope of this range, the
shooting grounds are as follows:—

(1.) Jachi (3.) Baltari
(2.) Daroth. (4.) Ballachi.

They are all marked on Ward’s sketch map. The
Ballachi has the reputation of being the best shooting
ground. None of them are so much frequented as the
vallies on the S.-W. slopes; a determincd sportsman, cross-
ing over from the Astér side, would have more chances of
obtaining good heads in them than in the overrun ravines
he leaves behind him.
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Strictly speaking, these are the only markhor grounds
in the Astér district. But the game may be found during
the end of the season, round the broad base of Nanga
Parbut, and in plenty in the Damét and Jagdt valleys
across the Indus, oppositc Banji. Behind Nanga Parbut,
in the direction of Childs between the Indus and the
Kashmir border, are good grounds. But the Kashmir
officials are unwilling to allow European sportsmen to
occupy these grounds for reasons already given, and the
British Resident at Kashmir gencrally limits the wan-
derings of his countrymen in this direction by ruling that
the Kashmir border shall be the boundary of their ex-
cursions. From the Lolosar lake on the road to Childs to
the bend in the Indus below Ramghat, is a distance of 70
or 80 miles. The frontier line runs along the water
parting of the range. The Indus is about 15 or 20 miles
from it. The valleys that drain this extent of country
have, I believe, (with the exception of the Bildar) never
yet been visited by any European sportsman. I have
received information that this is A.l. ground for large
heads. The first adventurer who can overcome the diffi-
culties and undoubted dangers that surround this bit of
country, and can there spend, say, ten days with his rifle
among the markhor, will certainly be able to show an
array of heads that he may will be proud of. Verbum sap.

Of course there is a large extent of markhor country in
the neighbourhood of the Astér district; but my business
is with the latter only. Ward’s most useful book gives all
the information that a sportsman could desire for other
localities.

It should be taken for granted that ibex will always be
found where markhor abound, only at a much higher
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elevation. They are numerous on all the higher ranges and
can be hunted in many localities on the route from
Kashmir to Astér, Blnji and beyond.

Urin are found from the Bunji plain along the range
on the left bank of the Astér, across the lower slopes of
the Nanga Parbat, above Chhagam, and as far as the Mir
Malik valley. I do not think they wander beyond this
river. They are restless animals, and are on the move
constantly backwards and forwards between the limits
named. They spend their winter in the Bunji plain and
the low hills in its neighbourhood. As summer approaches
they wander up the spurs from the Hatti Pass, proceed
along that range, round by the base of Nanga Parbut, as
far as the Mir Malik. They reverse this order on the
approach of the cold months. These journeys are regularly
performed by well known pathways; in consequence, the
patient local sportsmen lie out for them at favorable
points along the route, and many are bagged without auy
exertion or trouble. The Kotwal of Banji (son of Wazir
Rozi Khan) is a well known hand at this kind of pot
shooting.

Brown bears are most numerous in the upper valleys of
Astér to the south along the routes leading from Gurés to
that District. They are scarce in the markhor grounds.




CHAPTER III

Journal,

GENEROUS GOVERNOR having granted three

months’ “ privilege ” leave (after the submission of

a medical statement cataloguing all my bodily
ailments and asseverating that the indulgence was neces-
sary to my health), behold this ardent sportsman on his
way to the hunting grounds beyt;nd the vale of Kashmir.
It takes thirty-three months continuous service in this land
of the sun to earn this indulgence. The cares of office fell
from my shoulders on a day in April and I felt as light as
Christian when his load fell off. The human effluvium of an
Indian Court would no more offend my nostrils for three
months at least, and its, almost as thick, moral atmosphere
would no more harrow my soul. What jaded Indian official
has not experienced the same sense of relief as he sped on
the wings of the flying train towards the blue mountains in
the distance.

My stay in Rawalpindi was just long enough to enable me
to swallow a cup of tea and transfer myself to a hill cart,
when I was off again to Murree, Seven hours afterwards
I was breathing the pure mountain air of that favourite
Punjab sanitarium and felt my spirits rise at each inhalation.
My plans had been well arranged previously, and there was
no delay. I slept for the night at Roburg’s Hotel (the
best in the station) and early next morning was astride
a very small pony, almost extinguished under a huge
cavalry saddle and going down the Kashmir road at the
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small creature’s best pace. That night I slept at Chhattar,
the third stage from Murree, having caught up my traps
and solitary servant on the way. I was on the road again
next morning by four o’clock, and, taking the short cut over
the range, instead of going round it by the regular road,
made Gurhi by 2 p.M., having by this flunk march of 16
miles accounted for three more stages on my way to the
valley. The path was rough like most short cuts. A stream
has to be waded through twice; then there is a steady
ascent for about four miles, several miles more of some-
what level country at the top of the range and a sudden
descent to the Gurhi bungalow of a couple of miles more.
The next day I could only manage two stages, as coolies
for the baggage were procured with difficulty and delay
at each stage. The following day, however, I made up for
lost time by hard going for fifteen hours and reached Bara
Mula at 5 P.M.,, my traps coming in an hour after. It 1s
quite possible to make the journey from Murree to Bara
Mula in two days with the aid of the Maharaja’s ponies,
now supplied at each stage, but to accomplish it in that

time the traveller's baggage must be sent ahead several
days before he himself starts.

At Bara Mula I was met by the ever-obliging Bahdr
Shah, Banker of Srinagar, the Shikari whom I had engaged
by post, and all the appliances necessary for my shooting
trip; a boat too was ready. By the time I had arranged
my business with Bahdr Shéh, the most important part of
which was the exchange of several notes for coin, the
things had come up, and, an hour after, I had stepped
into the boat and we were slowly poled up the Jhelum
by the boatman and his family. A few miles further on
we came-to for the night. Next morning early we had
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passed Sopar and were floating on the broad bosom of the
Whilar lake. We crossed without any accident, and the
boat reached Bandpura by half past one in the afternoon.
As this is the point from which the journey to my hunt-
ing ground begins I now take to my journal,

256th April.—Left Bandpura at 6 A.M.; delayed on the
road for coolies and “rasad” (rations) for my men. Im-
proved the time by visiting a “ Globe trotter” encamped
in an apple orchard a little off the road. The gentleman
and his “pal,” who was out shooting, wcre on their
journey round the world and had taken Kashmir by the
way. He was a gentleman and a decent fellow. They
have been here for a month and have bagged five stags
and a black bear. People say, however, that they found
two of the stags buried in last winter’s snow, dug out the
carcase and appropriated the heads! This is one way of
making a good bag. Started from Krdlpura village at
9 A.M, and toiled up a steady ascent for six hours:
reached Tragbal at 3-20 p.M. Snow on many spots.
There is a post house here with ten men. All the level
spots for a tent were covered with snow; had to pitch the
tent on a very wee bit just freed from 1it. Began to rain
as soon as we got to camping place.

26th.—Left at 5-45 AM. and began ascent again ; not so
steep as yesterday. After going a short distance nothing
but snow to be seen. The ascent was very gradual with
level bits here and there. How I lingered over the level
bits! The path winds along the hillside, then crosses a
ridge and along the hillside again for some distance. The
wind about here was very cold and trying. The descent
on the other side was steeper and shorter than the ascent.
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Descended for several miles along a narrow valley covered
with snow. The coolies came along very slowly; waited
for them several hours at a post hut, not with much
patience and good humour as my breakfast was behind
also! They came up at 4 M. I gave them no rest but
a good “birching” instead, birch trees being handy for the
purpose. Just after beginning descent on this side met a
Punjabi fakir going to Kashmir; said he was once a
Hindu and living in the Gurdédspore district. Left home
twelve years ago and first went to Sind and Kandahdr;
turned Musalmén there from conviction! Lived in Kabul
some time. Wandered away again and came back by
Chitral, Tangir, Gilgit and Astér. He seems to have gone
crazy over religion—said he had studied them all and
talked with some kowledge of the Bible and Kurdn. His
body, very emaciated, was covered with a tattered coat
and a pair of torn paijamas; in his hand he had a very
ragged cap which he never put on his head; yet he sat
in the snow without any discomfort, and talked to me
quite at his ease. He said he was a “CharGsi,” 1. e,
smoked charus (hemp), but that he could not always get
it—this was the only regret he had. Two miles above
Kauzlwdn halting place Sharafa the shikdri saw a brown
bear on the opposite hill side, but alas! the second man
with the rifle had gone on ahead! There was some
excitement and bad language in consequence. It seems
the birching I had given the coolies two hours previously
had put so much life into them that they had gone
straight ahead without a halt and I never overtook them,
and the rifle-carrier was with them. Sharafa ran on for
the rifle while I sat down glass in hand and watched the
animal for half an hour. When the rifle arrived Sharafa
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and myself made a successful stalk and got within 40 yards
of the animal. I hit her (it was a female) on the point
of her left shoulder but rather low. The bullet smashed
the fore-leg, split up and then made a big hole in her
side. The bear fell back off the rock she had just
mounted, stood for a moment very sick, then collapsed and
rolled down the hillside on to the snow at the bottom of
the valley—dead. This is my first shot with the new 450
Henry Express; I had not fired even at a mark with it.
The whole business did not take 15 minutes from the time
the rifle came up. It was getting late, camp was some
distance off, so we had to do everything at best pace.
The bear was a small one but full grown, very thin but
with splendid fur. Left second shikdri to skin her and
went on. The coolies had been told to halt at Kanzlwén,
but on reaching this spot I found they had gone on to
Bagtor village, three miles down the Krishenganga. That
switching had put perpetual motion into them. It was
getting dark fast, so taking a glance round we started
again. Kanzlwdn is a triangular plain where the stream
of the valley, down which we came, joins the Krishenganga
river. It must be a very pretty meadow later on. The
road here splits into two branches. The one up the river
leads to Garés, the regular but longest road to Astdr.
The one down the river leads to the Gugai valley, a
much shorter road, but it is not open for travellers till
late in the season. We made for Bagtér as fast as pos-
sible, but night soon moderated our pace. Passed five
lagging coolies. The path ascends a little and then passes
through a plain which must be a large and lovely meadow
later in the season; just now it is boggy and wet, and I
floundered over it in the dark in very great ill humour.

3
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There was a dense forest of fine trees to my left, on the
edge of the meadow, that lent a greater gloom to the
darkening dusk. Little rivulets of snow water had to be
jumped every ten minutes; the rushing Krishenganga was
on my right a good distance below, and the path very
often led along the edge of the steep slope that overhung
the river. A false jump, and I should have been well
soaked in very cold water, or a slip on the path and I
should have rolled down to the river—perhaps into it !
My steps were therefore cautiously taken and my jumps
well calculated by the aid of my alpenstock before they
were effected. A twinkling light in the distance was a
most welcome sight; I believed myself to be near the
village, but 1t turned out to be a little boy with a pine
torch thoughtfully sent out by the good old lambardér.
The village was yet a good distance off. Reached the
village at 9 P.M. The tent was with the lagging coolies—
so opened out my bedding on a bed of grass. Something
to eat and a glass of whisky soon put me in good spirits.
I had been going from 5 in the morning to 9 at night,
and was not particular as to how I got some rest as long
as I got it. All the blankets were piled over me and the
waterproof sheet over all. It was a fine clear starlight
night, but the stars did not interest me in the least, and
I was soon asleep.

27th.—Abdullah D#rd is the headman of Bagtér and
some other villages lower down; a good, obliging man,
very fond of his educated son who was taught Persian in
Srinagar, and very anxious to show off his learning on all
occasions ; he too is a very obliging and willing young
fellow with a slight cast in his left eye. Six coolies are
to be changed here. Bagtér is at the end of the level
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plain I came over last night. Started at 6 AM. and went
along left bank of Krishenganga, a lovely stream with
splendid bits of scenery along it. The path is rough
owing to fallen trees, rocks, etc. Ibex are said to frequent
the range across the river. After about four miles, crossed
to the right bank, over a very springy bridge, river flow-
ing very level and silent all the way. After going about
a mile came to level ground again with splendid scenery
on all sides. Three miles further crossed a small ridge
leaving Krishenganga on the left, and after some more
level forest (very pleasant at midday) came to the bridge
over the Gagai stream. Crossed and have just had break-
fast here. Some delay about coolies. The Gagai strcam
flows into the Krishenganga a little below the bridge.
Sharofa says the forests about Bagtér are firstrate for
stags when the calling season begins. He says from the
15th September to the 15th October is the proper calling
time. The stags begin to call as they start from their
summer quarters in the valleys on the right bank of this
river about the 15th September. They take about three
weeks to reach the Kashmir valley, calling all the way, so
that by the 5th October the calling is nearly over. The
best way to get stags is to reach their summer quarters
about 15th September, and then keep along with them
all the calling time till they reach the valley. It is a
mistake to wait for them there. Had nine trial shots
with the ‘450 Henry at a mark at 100 yards. From a
rest—the accuracy is perfect, recoil not disagreeable even
at a mark—did pot feel it at all when firing at the
bear! No coolies, so pitched tent near the bridge; second
shikdri laid up with two boils on his back and a sore
foot, so paid him off and discharged him. A second man
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is not necessary until you get to the 'shooting ground, and
then as a local man has to be employed to show the
ground, he can also carry the spare rifle.

28th.—Started at 5-15 A.M.; went up Gagai stream for
one and a half miles and came to a gentleman’s tent who
has been here more than a month and has shot only a
young bear! He has a bad leg and cannot get about.
He was not at home when I passed. Went on and came
to a pole bridge—a fine sapling of very narrow girth
indeed, and the further end eveun still narrower and very
elastic! Some coolies passed over, load and all splendidly;
some very badly. Sharofa was A-1.; he went over many
times carrying loads; my turn came last. Sharofa came
to help (very unnecessarily) and took my hand. Half way
the sapling began to spring up and down at a great rate
and I lost my balance. Tight-rope dancing was nothing
to this! Sharofa went clean over into the stream and was
carried away a couple of yards but soon recovered his
legs. I clung on with arms and legs, under the sapling,
like a monkey! Sharofa came up, and with his help I
got on the right side of the bridge again at the expense
of some skin and the seat of my bags; rode the rest of
the bridge, pushing and sliding myself along; only my cap
got a wetting; but Sharofa was drenched through and got
a knock on his head and left hip. He was in a sad
plight as the water was very cold; it was early morning
and there was no sun; we had to make a fire for him,
but I think he deserved the ducking; if he had not been
so officious I would have got over by myself without any
mishap. Turned at a small stream called the Chhota
(small) Gagai; crossed another pole bridge, much narrower
than the first one, but shorter with wvery little spring in
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it. The N4l (valley) narrowed gradually, was full of snow
and had a gentle ascent. Rocks and rocky ridges on
either side, very ibex-looking, but it is too late in the
season for them to be found near the path now. They
are no doubt grazing higher up and out of sight. Halted
at 10 A.M. for breakfast. After an hour went straight up
the valley again, winding and ascending, snow all the way.
The rocks and narrow gullies A-1. for ibex, but none to be
seen. No bears even. Reached Barzil at 3-10 p.M. and
camped on the snow. This is the foot of the Gagai pass.
The dak coolies of five sahibs are with me, going up to
Astér and beyond. Wind and some snow in the evening,
and very cold. It always gets like this at 4 P.M. in this
valley but clears up at 8 o'clock.

29th.—Left Barzil at 5-5 AM. Went up straight some
distance, then turned up to the left, ascent all the way.
Then a long and stiff ascent that I thought was the top
of the Pass, but I was badly sold! It was only a ridge;
from this there is a slight descent into a level valley
round to the right, then another stiff ascent, and ridge
No. 2 is reached. The level valley is bounded by rocky
ridges and peaks on both sides. Snow everywhere. Another
stiff ascent, turning gradually to the right, leading up to
ridge No. 3; then a gentle ascent, still going towards the
right, and ridge No. 4; another slight slope upward, and
then the top of the Pass! A few naked rocks on the
crest which come into view right in front, a short distance
from the top, mark the Pass. Snowy peaks all round:
reached at 10 AM. Descent down the other side is very
sharp for a short distance; slided down and nearly
obliterated the Colonel of a British regiment! I thought
him one of the coolies, and took no further notice till he
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sent after me hissaldm! Laydown alongside of him, and had
a talk. After a time he proceeded up and I proceeded
down. Descent very gradual after the first dip, and wind-
ing right and left; snow very deep and everywhere nothing
else visible. It began to snow towards evening, and got
very cold. Reached Ridt camping ground at 5-30 rp.u.
Snow increasing, and wind very cutting. Got tent up
somehow on the snow in a young birch forest; very un-
comfortable. Ridt is a small plain with a little birch
forest on it; it must be a pretty place a month hence.
Trees (pines and birches) appear here for the first time
from last camping placec. “Barzil” means “birch trees”
simply.

30th April—It must have snowed for several hours!
Had to get the snow shaken off the tent twice during the
night. The morning light shows a splendid winter scene.
The branches of the leafless birch trees (to the smallest of
them) are beautifully ornamented with a snowy dressing,
each branch standing out distinctly from its fellows. An
hour’s sun and this fairy scene will vanish. Awoke at
4 A.M., and shouted for the “ Khidmatgar” (table servant).
I did this several times, and always got a muffled reply,
“coming,” as if from the depths of a dozen blankets or
10 feet of snow. I began to get alarmed, but the rascal
had not been snowed up. He was too comfortable in his
blankets to get up in a hurry! I came to that conclusion,
and dozed off again. At 5 o'clock appeared Sharofa.
Packing was a terrible business with everything frozen.
The tent was as stiff as a board, and would have stood
up without the help of ropes and pegs. Managed to get
off at 6 AM. About a foot of snow must have fallen last
night, measuring with the point of my alpenstock. The
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travelling in it was difficult and dreadfully slow. The
valley still descends gradually. At 10-30 came at last to
Loydn-hurrar, a pretty plain. A large stream runs through
it which I at first took to be the Astdér river; but the
map shows that river further north, this only is a tributary:
comparing both, however, in the map, this onc seems to
be the largest of the two; another stream runs down into
the river between it, and the valley down which I have
just come. This plain must look splendid when the snow
is off and spring in full swing; just now it is one sheet of
snow with a few pines sticking out of it here and there,
no forests visible anywhere yet. The stream is crossed by
a bridge. Had breakfast, and went on to Marmai. The
regular road by Gérés passes over the bridge, so I am
now on the beaten track, and I hope all the roughest
travelling is over. Marmai is the first village in the valley.
The coolies from Thobat (the village near the bridge on
the Gugai where I was delayed) changed here; but there
was, as usual, more difficulty in getting fresh men. Marmai
is a collection of three miserable huts. When I arrived
it was In possession of women and children only, not a
male visible. Such an assortment of old hags it has never
been my misfortune to see collected together before ; in par-
ticular one who grew a grey beard of which no man need
have been ashamed, neither was she! The beard was domi-
nated by a hooked nose and the face clothed in a corru-
gated species of leather, the furrows on which were well
manured by, I should say, a century of dirt. Manure was
certainly not scarce round the village, else so much of it
would as certainly not have been allowed to go waste. The
old woman was so much out of the common that the
curiosity of the fagged coolies of my party was excited,
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and every one of them went round the corner and had a
good stare at her, returning with an amazed look on his
countenance which was at last dissolved in a broad grin
and loud guffaw as the sublimity of the hag’s ugliness
penetrated his dull comprehension! Three or four young
women were comely, and but for the hereditary dirt would
be pleasant objects to look at. They wear a curious wool-
len hood with a broad metal button at the end, and a
loose woollen sack dress down to the heels, This is their
full costume. The dress is worn till it rots away from the
body—a process of decomposition that was visible in many
parts of the fair one’s garments before me. I fancy one
woollen shirt must last the wearer her lifetime. No man
being visible and time pressing, active measures were
restored to. A burly Kashmiri “ Dakw4ld ” (postman) be-
longing to a gentleman shooting in Astér, and who was
accompanying my party, was most useful. Former experi-
ence through a long series of years had made him familiar
with the proper modus operandi in such circumstances,
and he came to the front naturally. He at first gently
appealed to all the women to say where the men were;
he was answered most energetically and in full chorus,
that all the adults were away; the “ Makadam ” (headman)
had gone to one village, the “ Kdétwdl” (village watchman)
to another. The ddkwald looked incredulous; but to avoid
hurting the feelings of the ladies did not express himself;
he simply dived into the huts, and made a search. He
was unsuccessful. Another appeal to the ladies, but this
time in more determined language, and addressed particu-
larly to the “Bai” Makadam (Mrs. Makadam), the best
looking of the lot. This harangue took some time and was
eloquent enough to touch the heart even of the Bai. She
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went to the entrance of the huts and shouted, “ Kirim
Khin come out,” and out in a sccond came Kirim Khén,
a stalwart youth clothed in woollen rags and rather a
sheepish look. Amazement and satisfaction mingled in the
smile that spread over the broad features of the dakwild ;
he had just that moment searched the three huts and
found no one. Hope now rose bigh in our hecarts, especi-
ally in those of the tired Thobat coolies, and we made
certain, very unreasonably, that a sufficient number of men
to carry us on were concealed in the huts, but we were
disappointed. Kirim Khédn was a big-boned strong young
fellow with reddish hair and honest brown eyes, a
thorough-bred Dird. He enjoyed the situation as well as
any one of us, and set about his task of a beast of burden
with great good humour. It was as good as a play to
him, and he had been an actor in the same part I should
say many times before the present one. As no more men
could be drawn from the cavernous depths of the huts,
Mrs. Makadam was induced to despatch Kirim to bring
her husband (the Makadam) from the next village; and
we rested on the house tops, about four feet above the
level of the ground. The coolies were talking to the
women ; suddenly a whisper went round that men were
concealed in the huts below! Excitement ensued, a gene-
ral rush was made into the huts and another man brought
out! He came resigned to his fate, and fell to mending
his leather stockings at once. Shortly after, some more
whispering with the women, another rush to the huts, and
another man was brought up to daylight. It was now
whispered that the Makadam himself was concealed below !
This was too much for me. I lighted the lantern, and
myself went down and explored the nether regions. But
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there were no more discoveries; the human mine wag
cxhausted. These poor wretches exist in a most extraordi-
nary fashion, as nearly like the brute creation as possible,
The village consists of three houses (families I suppose),
and the following is the ground plan: One roof covers the
whole village ; the entrance only is open to the sky. The
walls are about four feet high ; the eaves sloping down
almost to the level of the ground.

(=]
Entrance.

The threc points marked o are holes in the roof for
letting out the smoke from the hcarth below. The dotted
lines mark a stick partition running the length of the
room, dividing it into two. In the back portion the
family live, and keep their chattels; the front portion is
the resting place for the cattle, cows, shecp, goats, and
tattoos. The entrace is a shining cesspool into which runs
the liquid muck from the inner rooms. The cattle room
1s ankle deep in filth, and must be waded through to get
to the human dwelling places beyond. It is hardly possi-
ble to imagine the state of existence that must be the lot
of these people during the eight months of winter, when
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they must lie buried several yards below the surface of
the snow. I explored one room, and gave it up; the
stench inside was suffocating. I am sure ome hour in
there, even at this time of the ycar, would be certain
death to any European. My search for the Makadam was
a very short one indeed, and he was not within after all
The Kdétwal appeared after a time from a village across
the river. The burly “dakwild ” pounced on him at once,
tied his arms behind his back, and belaboured him on his
posteriors with his alpenstock till he was tired. After this
preliminary he spoke to him. The matter-of-fact way in
which -the Kdtwal took this punishment was most extra-
ordinary ; he was evidently quite used to it! With his
arms tied, he was sent down to the river bank opposite
the next village to shout for coolies. Shortly after appeared
the Makadam with two men. Still there were not suffi-
cient men for the loads. I was therefore obliged to make
the Makadam and Koétwal carry a load each as the sun
was setting, and I was determined to make at least five
miles more before halting for the night. These two men
had not gone a mile when two others came running up
from the next village and relieved them of their loads!
This is how we travel in this part of the world. Reached
Diril village at 6-30; was delayed more than two hours at
Marmai. The people of this latter place are said to be
Shias—rafizis, heretics, and not Msalmédns; and are evident-
ly treated in the manner described above by the orthodox
Kashmiris from the valley as a matter of religious duty.
They are said not to be Dirds, but emigrants from
Baltistan who have settled in this valley.

Ist May.—Left Diril at 5-30 A. M.; got to Chhagdm at
12-45. Same difficulty again about coolies but no delay.
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Some distance from Diril the road crosses the river and
goes along the left bank. Forgot to mention yesterday
that just before coming to Diril there is a steep descent
to a stream running into the river, and a corresponding
ascent to the village on the other side. This is the first
valley from the right that sheds its waters into the main
stream. The right of the main valley is bounded by a
high mountain range without valleys or “ndlis” of any
sort ; while on the left several large valleys run down to
the river. The contrast is very marked. After crossing
the bridge and going some distance down the left bank,
turned a shoulder and came on to “ Gabar maidan” (fire-
worshippers’ plain ?), a curious undulating plain running
down towards Chhagdm ; the road passed over it. An
open and level valley, the “Mir Malik,” comes down to
the river from the left. It is a pretty looking valley and
a good find I am told for bears and “uridl” (wild sheep).
Gabar means “fireworshippers”—were they ever here?
From Chhagdm the river takes a sharp turn to the right,
going completely round the spur of the range on its right
bank, The range ends abruptly in this bend. Just
opposite, on the left bank, is the mouth of the Rupil
Nali (valley) running down from Nanga Parbat, of which
a grand view can be obtained from the bridge which
spans the muddy stream. Ibex are said to be found now
up this valley and markhor later in the season. Reached
Rupil bridge at 2-30 P.M. There is a penal settlement of
Kashmiris a little distance up this valley ; they are called
“ Galwdns.” These people gave so much trouble in the
Valley stealing ponies that the M#har4jd banished them
to this spot, under the shadow of the naked mountain,
several years ago. Reached Gurikét at 7 pM., a very hot
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march from Chhagdm. Rézi Khan, Wazir of Astdr, has
his house and family here, as Astdr is not a nice place
to live im.

9nd May.—As soon as I arrived last night I sent for
Rézi Khdn to arrange my shooting trip; but he had gone
to Astér. In his stead came his little son with a tray of
sweets and a “Samovdr” of hot tea—quite the Central
Asian custom—which brought home to me, very pleasantly,
that I was now some distance from Hindustan and its
exclusive customs. Rdézi Khén has an older son who is
Théndéar (Police officer) of Astdr, so that the Civil Govern-
ment of this district is exclusively in the hands of this
family. Left Garikdt at 5-10 A.M., got to Astér at 9.
Met on the road a young officer of a British Regiment
returning from his shooting. He had bagged six markhor;
very good heads they seemed to me, but he said he was
not satisfied and was afraid his Colonel (the gentleman I
met on the pass) would not be very well pleased with
him! Soon after my arrival Rézi Khan paid me a visit
and we had a long talk. He promised me a good man
and a good place for a certain consideration, which I
agreed to on the stipulation that I was satisfied with my
sport. The fort of Astdr is on the edge of a deep ravine,
at the bottom of which flows a stream. The road from
Grikdt descends to the water, and there is a very stiff
pull up again to the fort. A small tank lies in front of
the fort gate; a few poplars shade its banks. On the
other two sides are the houses and huts of the garrison
My tent is pitched on the right bank of the tank, a
narrow place not ten feet wide. There is a ravine close
by where the sanitary arrangements of the cantonment are
very much neglected; consequently my camping place is
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not an agreeable one. The fort was taken by the Sikhs
from the Diérds in the usual treacherous style common
among Asiatics. Rdjah Galdb Singh’s besieging force could
make no impression on it for a long time. The Dird
Rajah was then beguiled by solemn promises to give him-
self up. As soon as he passed through his fort-gate he
was made a prisoner, and the fort entered. The R4jsh
has a “jagir” (a grant of villages) now and still resides
in Astér. Received a second visit from Rézi Khan in the
evening. He is a stout middle-sized man, beyond middle
age and of a dark complexion, with the manner and
deportment of a native gentleman. His ancestors came
from Kabul some generations ago and settled in Gdres.
His grandfather migrated from that valley and settled in
Garikét ; Rézi Khan is a well educated and intelligent
gentleman. Has travelled about this frontier a good deal,’
and has a very exceptional knowledge of the peoples and
countries beyond the Maharajah’s territories. For any po-
litical work in that direction he would be most useful,
and I think could be trusted. His salary as Wauzir, or
Deputy Commissioner of this district, is Rs. 60 a month,
besides four villages in jagir. He has two wives—one of
them, the favorite, bears the reputation of being a very
wise and able woman and helps her husband, the Wauzir,
a great deal, with her wise counsels in the affairs of the
country. The good effect of her influence has been recog-
nized by the Maharajah who pays her a salary of Rs. 40
a month. Here are some new ideas of administration for
the Government of India. Even Mr. Seymour Keay would
not object to Civil Officers in India receiving Rs. G0 a
month as a recompense for their services, and what an
original and graceful way of recognizing the good manage-
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ment of a district by subsidizing the wife of the successful
administrator ! It would also be a prcmium on marriage,
ensure dual control, and be a soothing concession to the
raging lionesses of women’s rights in the old country!
Altogether the idea is a good one and worthy of consider-
ation, and I make a present of it to Lord Duffcrin and
his wise Council. Rézi Khdn has given me his own
shikdri. “Gharib Kdka,” who will show me the best
ground ; but I doubt it as he intends taking me to some
ndl4 close by; however I will soon know. I have pro-
mised him a good present if I am well pleased.

3rd May.—Left Astér at 5-15 aAM., and came along the
Bunji road down the left bank of the river; crossed by a
bridge to right bank, went along it some distance, as far
as another bridge, and then went straight up hill. After
a long ascent came to the Garai Nala: went up some dis-
tance and then camped. Reached at 12 o’clock. This is
the place said to contain large markhor. It looks gamey,
but I do not believe that large horns are to be found
here. I shall know to-morrow. Sharafa told me to-day
the story of “ BhGp Singh’s Parhi” or rock. This is a
large flat rock on the road from Bunji to Gilgit on the
Gilgit river. It overhangs the bank, and a large number
of men can obtain shelter under it. Bhip Singh was a
Colonel in Guldb Singh’s service, and had a thousand men
under his command whom he was taking to Gilgit. He
camped under the flat rocks for the night; next morning
he found himself blocked up in this rat trap by three Dird
brothers—rebels. These three brave men kept the Colonel
and his regiment shut in for several days. At last, after
a parley, Bhtip Singh and his men were allowed to come
out on condition of leaving their arms behind: All did so
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except two “Purbids” (southerners*) who refused to give
up their arms. The unarmed men being well away from
the rocks, were surrounded by the three brothers and their
retainers who butchered them on the spot! The two
Purbfds jumped into the river with their swords and swam
down to Buanji, the only survivors of Bhap Singh’s regi-
ment. One of the three brothers who planned this mas-
sacre is still alive and living in his village.}

As I am now on my shooting ground, and will begin
operations to-marrow, this is the proper place to notice my
shooting establishment. I have brought with me only one

* Men from Hindustan.

+ To show how tradition garbles facts I append Lere an extract from
Drew giving an authentic account of this bloody business. ¢ Bhup Singh,
hearing this sudden attack of Gour Rahman on the Gilgit fort in 1852,
advanced to their relief with some 1,200 men. He crossed Nila Dhar, the
ridge, which separates the Se and Gilgit valleys, and had reached the
bank of the Gilgit river where there is a narrow space between the water
and the natural cliff ; the path here rises from the level of the stream to an
alluvial platform, two or three hundred feet above it, a narrow gully, but
here found the road stopped by the enemy ; the Dirds had barricaded every
possible channel of access; they had built sangars or stone-breast-works
across every gully that led to the higher ground. And the Dirds had also
managed by passing along difficult mountain paths to get to the rear of the
Dogras, so that their retreat by the way they had come was made difficult
with their advance. The river by their side was swift and deep; there
was no hope to be gained from that; at the same time the Hunza people
assembled with adverse interest on the left bank opposite, within gunshot.
1n short Bhup Singh was caught in a trap. Thus encircled, he was helpless
unless by main force he could push his way up one of the defiles.

“ The Dirds then began to play the game of double dealing in which they
are adepts. They promised Bhup Singh provisions. In fact of these he was
quite short, and a safe passage back, if he would agree to retire, This he
consented to do, and he waited for days in the hope of food coming. The
Dirds kept him in expectation and fed his hopes : we might fancy that they
had learnt a lesson from Akbar Khan of Kabul. Thus for several days
the Dogras were kept without food ; and only then, when they were so
reduced in strength as to be helpless, did the enemy begin their attack.
The Hunza people fired from the left bank while Gour Rahman’s army
sent from the summits of the alluvial cliffs close above, a storm of bullets
and stones that soon overwhelmed the force. Near a thousand died on the

spot, a hundred or two were taken prisoners and sold into slavery.”—Qur
Northern Barrier,
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servant from the plains—a khidmatgdr (table servant), a
weak-kneed and slim young man, a follower of the Pro-
phet; this has been his first experience in snow travelling
and he does not like it. The night he spent in the
snowstorm at Ridt, he says was the most wretched he has
experienced in his life! He is in great awe of the shikéri
Sharofa, whom he calls Bara Midn (Great Sir), and trcats
him with the greatest respect. He addresses the coolies
as “my brother” whenever he asks them to mend their
pace or do anything for him. In consequence they laugh
in his face! Altogether he has had a bad time of 1it, and
seems completely out of his element. I have given him
an old cloth coat and a pair of warm pants; he wears
them without alteration and they are of course a very bad
fit ; but they clothe him with a certain air of importance.
With a blue pugri round his head and a pair of blue
goggles over his eyes, to protect them from the snow, he
has the appearance of a decayed Persian gentleman travel-
ling (not) for pleasure. His solemn countenance and slow
progression as he treads the mountain path make it very
evident that he is now passing through the most serious
moments of his life, and I have often turned aside for a
quiet laugh at his tout ensemble and fish-out-of-the-water
kind of look. Sharofa shikari, however, should have claimed
my attention first as he is certainly the first gentleman in
the play. I engaged him a month before my expedition
began, on the recommendation of the author of that most
useful book to the Kashmir sportsman—¢“The Sportsman’s
Guide to Kashmir,” and I have to thank him for this
good selection, as well as for the readiness with which he
gave me very valuable information. Sharofa is a handsome
man, tall and well made, and very gentle, manly in his
4
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bearing and manners. He has a pair of honest soft brown
eyes that inspire confidence when you look into them. He
has a good temper and great tact, and can manage the
coolies and people of the country in a manner that I have
not seen excelled by any Kashmiri shikdri. I was a wit-
ness of his good nature at the sapling bridge where he
and I came to grief. He carried over the loads of several
coolies who could not face the springy log and helped
over others by holding their hands and guiding them
across. It remains to be seen whether he is equally good
in his professional work. The next in importance is Gharib
“Kédks,” (or old cock Gharib,) the Wazir's pet shikéri.
He is a small slightly built man, passed middle age, weak
looking, and troubled just now with a bad cough. The
most remarkable features about him are his bushy eye-
brows and keen steady looking eyes that belong only to
the born shikdri. He has two weaknesses—he is very
garrulous and is too fond of the h#lkd (native pipe). The
latter i1s a bond of union between him and my table
servant; they have therefore cottoned together. No one
else in camp smokes. Gharfiba is a Dird and has accom-
panied other sportsmen after markhor; his local knowledge
will be most useful. The Wazir has also given me a
sipdhi (soldier) to look after supplies for my camp—a most
useful arrangement that saves me much trouble. Manawar
Khén is a Kashmiri, and has a thorough knowledge of the
country and villages on my route. I have brought nine
coolies from Kashmir to carry the baggage at a monthly
rate of Rs. 5 per man. Only two of them deserve any
particular mention as they have turned out to be most
useful. Jamdld (or “Jamal din” as he is called when he
stands on his dignity) has been appointed “tiffin coolie.”
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He is to accompany me, when after game, carrying the
food for the day, spare grass shoes, ctc. Jafar Bata has
been appointed Bhisti (water-carrier), and general assistant
to the table servant. He is a strong squarc-built man
with a determined countenance, and a bullying deportment
that has naturally brought him to the front. The others
are mere baggage animals. My camp ecquipage consists of
a small tent 6 feet square for myself, and a smaller one
for the servant and cooking operations. When starting
from Bandpura I found the carriage difficulty so pressing,
even at that early stage of my journey, that I left my
camp-bed, table and chair at that village in charge of the
Thékddar (contractor), who provides travellers with supplies.
I had to leave there also all my tinned provisions and
others superfluities that I should not have brought to
Kashmir at all. Regarding the tinned provisions I entered
into an ingenious arrangement with the said Thékadar, or
rather his son a smart young man. On every tin I wrote
in Persian as plainly as I could the name of the eatable
inside. I then made two lists—one I gave to the Thék4-
dar and one I kept myself. I then arranged that I would
send a list of the things I wanted by the hand of the
Dakw4ld (postman, who was engaged to bring out my
letters, etc., every fortnight or so), and that the Thékddar
was to send me the tins with the same names written on
them when my postman returned. In this way I lightened
my baggage considerably, and at the same time will
always have, I hope, a sufficient supply of provisions with
me. To return to my camp. My bedding is placed in the
centre of the tent; it is then thoroughly furnished; my
necessaries are contained in three waterproof ruchsacks or
Swiss shooting bags (most convenient things for this kind
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of work). I have not a single box of any kind with me
excepting one containing a small spirit stove for tea, ete.
The provisions and cooking apparatus are carried in kiltds
(wicker baskets covered with leather) and are kept in the
servants’ tent. These kiltds are the weak point in my
arrangements ; they are too large and heavy; the coolies
are always shirking them and their weight delays the pace
of the other men; the men carrying them always come in
last. My tent is generally pitched in the most level spot
to be found, and the cooking tent on one side. The
shikdris and coolies put up wherever they can find shelter,
but very often they sleep out in the open round a blazing
log fire.

sth May.—Started early and went up the slope just
above camp; then turned down towards the Astdér river
and got on the ridge dividing the Garai from the Amdtabar-
nali ; searched the opposite side of the latter ravine for a
long time; saw some ibex only. The two shikaries then
went further down on the Garai side. After an hour
Sharofa came back and said he had marked down some
markhor. I went with him, but no markhor were to be
seen ! Sharofa looked puzzled as he had not been away
more than 15 minutes. After watching for an hour I
gave it up, got a soft place and had a snooze; then
breakfast. Had just finished when the markhor were seen
again. They were much lower down on the same ridge
that we were on. We had to watch them for a couple of
hours as they were restless and could not select a place
for their midday rest. They did come to an anchor at
last, but in terribly difficult ground. In fact it seemed to
me, unacquainted with the locality, an utter impossibility
to get within shot of the animals; but Gharib “ Kdka”
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was equal to the occasion. He took us back a little, and
then descended below the level of the off side of the
ridge, to be out of sight of the game. The going was
awful—loose crumbling rocks all the way, in most places
ground into gravel and sand, and the slope down which
we had to slide, not walk, most abrupt. I could hardly
get any footing, and the sand and the stones rolled down
at every step making noise enough to frighten game away,
I thought, a mile off It took us a long time getting
down ; the blazing sun right overhead added to my distress.
The heat was something frightful on that hill-side, and
there was not a tree for shelter anywhere until we were
nearly over the markhor. Came at last to some stunted
pines and .I made a halt at once. On again; the ground
was the same crumbling stuff, and as we were now near-
iIng our game, extra cautlon was necessary to prevent
noise, and the going became very slow and aggravating
indeed, as the stones would roll and fall, tread as lightly
as I could We did at last reach the precipices, below
which we had marked down the animals. After dangerous
and painful (and very cautious) craning over the brink, I
saw one young markhor lying in the shade of a tree more
than 200 yards off. The others, the larger ones, could not
be seen—they were evidently right under us, below the
precipice, and out of sight! Ghariba at last found a way
down a short distance to a lower ledge and we followed.
We could look straighter down from this point and saw
one more. Here we had to wait patiently on the brink of
a sheer precipice till the markhor moved and got into a
better position. The sun was terrific, I soon gave in and
went up again to the shade of the trees, though very little
there was of it. After long waiting the markhor moved,
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and I went down again and got ready for my shot, but
to fire down almost perpendicularly was impossible without
following the bullet in person, and I was not so enthusi-
astic. No rest could be found for the rifle. Three of the
markhor at last moved lower down and further away from
the precipice. 1 became anxious as they were getting out
of range. The fourth and largest animal, the one on whom
I had set my heart, had not yet been seen. He was still
lying down right below me. After screwing about and
craning over I did at last see him, but my struggles on
the ledge above him attracted his notice. He looked up,
rose at once and ran down to the others, who also became
alarmed and were quickly moving off I was in despair,
so went as close to the brink of the precipice as I dared,
made Sharofa hold me by the belt behind and had a shot,
standing as I was, at the last one, who was the biggest.
He stood for a moment facing to my left and I fired.
The bullet hit; I coud see the animal’s legs fly from
under him, and he rolled head over heels down the hill-
side and fell into the ravine out of sight! I fired with
very little expectation of hitting and was rather astonished
at my good luck. The distance was certainly 250 yards
and I used the first sight. The 450 did its duty—all
honor to Henry. This is the No. 2 rifle of the pair—the
same that did for the bear. This is my second shot at
game and I have bagged both times! The rifle is a
perfect stranger to me, and it was landed in Bombay only
six weeks ago. Mr. Henry has not belied his reputation
in making for me this splendid pair of weapons. Ghariba
went down and brought up the head. We returned the
way we came. It was a frightful pull up hill; but as we
could go as we liked, heedless of the stones rolling down,
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it was not so bad as the descending, but the sun, though
it was evening, still punished me and I wanted a drink.
Some shouting brought Jamdla down, but of course he left
the tea bottle above! He had to run up again for it, as
I refused to stir an inch till I had a drink. Ghariba
went round a corner and got some snow for himself and
Sharofa. He plastered the snow on a rock facing the sun,
and the water was soon dripping from it into a hollow in
the rock, from which they drank, a very slow process
indeed for thirsty people. I had finished all my tea by
the time they had a couple of mouthfuls! I marched
very contentedly back to camp; but the grass shoes had
punished my feet severely. Grass shoes in this dry, stony
country are certainly mnot the best things for hunting in.
Two or three pairs get worn out in a day; they soon get
loose and twist over on to the instep in a very aggravat-
ing manner, when one is walking along a hill-side.

6th May.—Remained in camp for the day, as my feet
are sore and Sharofa has to prepare the head and skin.
I measured the horns. Length, 30'5 inches; girth round
the base, 11'5 inches; divergence at tip, 26 inches. The
length is below the average, but the other measurements
are good, and the horns are a handsome pair. I am afraid
nothing larger will be found here so close to Astér. The
meat was brought in to-day by the coolies. The bullet
hit the markhor below the small ribs, touching the spine,
which was not much injured. The shock, however, must
have quite paralysed the animal. From the position of
the bullet hole in the skin, it can be easily inferred that
I must have fired down almost perpendicularly! We found
this flock of markhor very low down, much lower than I
imagined they ever went. The two largest had white
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coats ; the other two were very small and of a dark color.
I got the largest of the lot. The shikaries have gone up
Amitabar to-day to look for markhor. Got out rifle No. 1.
I find I have been using the barrel of No. 2 on the stock
of No. 1! Heard to-day that the Dichal valley is not
likely to be vacant for same time, or indeed at all. Every
one of the usual markhor valleys is occupied; so I shall
simply have to go on and on until I come to good ground,
and then occupy it. Shikaris returned in the evening
saying they had seen two large markhor—one of them
very old and emaciated, and with horns of three curves.
I am not inclined to believe this.

6th May.—Rose early, and went straight up hill above
camp. After a long pull got to the top of the ridge
dividing the Garai from the Amétabar. After some search-
ing with glasses the shikaris spotted a large markhor on a
ridge of rocks on the opposite side of the Amédtabar, but
he was not the three-curved one. I never saw this animal
the whole day, and for a very good reason; he was to be
found only in the imaginations of my companions! Ghariba
says there is no way to get at the one opposite, unless we
go up a day’s journey, and then come back on the other
side the same distance! If we went straight down and up
he would see us from his point of vantage before we had
gone a hundred yards; so we have nothing to do but to
watch his manners and customs during the day, in the
hope that he may get into a more favorable position by
evening. I have examined him carefully through the big
telescope. He is not much larger than the one I have
shot, but his horns may be a few inches longer. I can see
plainly that they diverage oulwards in a very remarkable
way. He seems very uneasy and alarmed. He does not
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feed for five minutes at a time in any one spot, but keeps
to the rocks looking about, though this is his feeding
time. It appears to me that there is somecthing the
matter with him. He is either ill or wounded, or has
very lately been fired at. The shikarfs say a shot was
heard here the day we came up—most likely a shepherd’s.
Saw a flock of ibex higher up the valley, but no big
horns. In these valleys the wind blows wupwards from
sunrise to sunset, the reverse way during the night. Sha-
rofa has studied this part of his work thoroughly, and is
always correct in his conclusions regarding the wind’s
direction. Ibex are always found higher up the vallcys
than markhor. The latter seem to endure the heat better.
But they stick much closer to rocky precipices and dan-
gerous ground than the former, who generally graze and
wander about level grassy hill-sides for longer periods than
markhor. Came down to camp in the evening. The wary
brute that I studied all day kept to his rocks the whole
time. Just as the sun was setting he crossed the ridge
above him and disappeared from our sight; no doubt
he went across to have his evening’s feed, and must

have come back to his citadel for the night after we
left.

7th May.—Went up early to the ridge where I shot
the markhor—could see nothing for a long time. At last
there was a great rattling of stones under the precipice I
was sitting over and soon after some females and one small
markhor were sighted far below us. The buck was last, a
very small fellow, hardly full grown. I had two shots at
him (I wanted meat) and am 'glad to record I missed.
Returned to camp at 12 o'clock. Must clear out of this
to-morrow. The shikaris are tempting me with stories
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of magnificent ibex higher up this valley; but I am not
to be drawn. I must have markhor first.

8th May.—Started at 5 AM. by the road we came; got
to bridge at 7 AM. Went on and stopped for breakfast at
a village at 10 AM, sun very powerful Am stopping
under the shade of a rock until it is cooler. Went on at
12 o'clock: two hours having exhausted my patience and
some friendly clouds obscuring the sun. Ascent almost all
the way to Dashkin which I reached at 2 AM. No coolies
to be had so I remained for the day. No tent put up;
I am dodging the sun round a bush. We must make a
very early start to-morrow to avoid the heat which is
said to be very disagreeable for the remainder of this
journey to Bunji. While I was having tea under my
bush, an old man from the village came up and amused
me much with his conversation. His name is Khish4l
Khin, and he was formerly one of the lumbardars of
Dashkin. He was turned out because he was out-bribed
by the present holder of the appoinment! It seems the
Wazir makes him the head-man who bribes highest.
Khashdl Khdn has weak eyes and wanted medicine for
them. I told him to wash them often in fresh goat’s
milk—said he was strong enough otherwise, though 80
years old, and that his wife could vouch for this! His
language was much plainer, the old scoundred. He has
two grown-up sons and a little boy and girl besides. He
remembered Hayward very well and mentioned his name.
He passed through Dashkin on his way to Yasin.

9th May.—Left Dashkin at 3-30 AM.; very dark as
the moon was behind the hill. Had to use the lantern
for an hour or so. The road ascends and goes along
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the hill-side till i1t turns the nridge, then descends as
gradually on the other side. Shortly after starting came
on the fresh droppings of a bear on the pathway. He
was travelling in the same direction that we were going.
He could not have been far ahead of us, but as I had
the lantern and we made a noise, no doubt be was soon
alarmed. After turning the ridge, a pleasant bit of
country 1s reached, well wooded and watered by mur-
muring streams, just like a hill-side in Kashmir—quite
refreshing in this bare stony country. After getting
through this small forest came on to the bare hill-side
again and reached Tér-billing (3 huts) at 6-15. From
these huts there 1s a short cut to the Buder nala, a
famous ground for markhor: it is of course occupied.
There is a stiff ascent from Tér-billing winding up the
hill-side till the ridge is reached, when the path again
descends to the village of Doin; reached at 9-15. Sun
getting very hot. The village is a good distance below
the path on which there is only a post house. Am put-
ting up under a rock near the chauki (post house).
There is a great number of roads about here. 1 have
noticed this in many other places on my journey up.
The explanation given is that when the Wazir of the dis-
trict is hard up for money he writes down to Kashmir
that he has discovered a new line of country by which
a much better and shorter road can be made if the
funds are supplied. The funds are supplied, a new
path is made by the people of the country, and the Wazir
replenishes his treasure chest. It is true that the
Maharaja’s Sappers and Miners are sent out to construct
the road, but that distinguished and scientific corps only
superintend ! The R. E's of Kashmir are not behind
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their brother officers of an adjoining country in this
respect! At Doin there is another road much higher
than the path I am on, called the “ Mule Road;”
there is another below me, and I can plainly see a third
across the river on the opposite edge of the valley! This
is the last one and is under construction. The mule road
above me is a much longer one than the path I am on;
it crosses the Hatu Pir (see map) which is visible from
here high up. Before the road on the other side the
river can be used a bridge across the river will have to
be put up below Doifn; it will then be the shortest one
from Bapji to Astér. Left the shelter of my friendly
rock at 8 P.M, as it was cloudy and cool; then came a
most heartbreaking road. Stiff ascents zigzagging up for
a good distance; in the same crooked fashion down
again, making the road just double the length it should
be, with the greaest amount of inconvenience to the
traveller superadded! This goes on till the last and
highest ridge is reached. Before coming to 1t there is
a long and steady ascent. Both myself and the coolies
were uncommonly glad when this last bit was accom-
plished. It was getting dark, and we had a rough and
long descent on the other side. About half way between
Doin and the highest ridge, about the middle of one of
the zig-zags along a precipice, we met two Sappers of
the Kashmiri Engineers coming from Banji. One of
them was crumpled up, and leaning against the rocky
side of the path looking very sick indeed. I thought
him at the point of death. His companion was sitting
close by almost as helpless as his sick comrade. The
latter had given out at this point and could go mno
further, and they had both made up their minds to
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pass the night here! The wind was blowing cold; there
was & slight drizzle and they were colothed in the
scantiest rags. The place they had selected was about
the most dangerous point on the whole raad, as stones
and rocks were constantly rolling down from above and
crossing the path with a whiz like that of a bullet.
But these poor creatures were too apathetic to mnotice
any of these things. They had some rice with them, but
could not cook it as they had no wood or water. Sharofa
again came to the front here. He pulled some wood
and sticks from the floor of the path (which was laid
along beams fixed in the rock), made them a fire, filled
their brass pot with water, and arranged for the cooking
of their rice. We then had to leave as it was getting
late. The two Sappers were advised to move lower down
to a safer place after their meal, but it is doubtful
whether they stirred. Both were Baéltis (native of B4ltis-
tan or Little Thibet). I was informed that the whole
corps of “ Safar maina” (Sappers and Miners) were recruit-
ed from that country, that is to say the people were forcibly
taken away from tbeir homes, sent away under an escort
to some part of the province whence they could not desert,
and formed into regiments of Sappers for work on the
roads, &c. They never saw their country again! 1 have
met these poor creatures several times during this journey
carrying their digging tools, a long handled matchlock,
cooking pots and several days’ provisions, in the shape of
a bag of flour, toiling along the road to and from Astdr.
Their dejected countenances and humble mien were dis-
tressing to look at. They are all “Shfas” and consequently
“ R4fizis,” or heretics, and are treated by the “Sunnis”
(orthodox Musalméns,) as the vilest scum of the earth.
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After a short halt on the top of the ridge started again
and reached Ramghdt at 7-45 rather fagged. The descent
was rough but nothing in comparison with the path on
the other side. There was a smart shower of rain before
we topped the ridge, but it did not last long. I pitied
the two Badltis left on the road; they must have suffered.
Réamghét is a bridge on the Astdr river with some sepoys’
huts about it—a most horrible place. The hill-sides came
straight down to the water’s edge on both banks, and
there is no level space for anything. There is one hut
near the bridge and a large cave higher up. The sepoys
have to answer the calls of nature a few feet in front of
their doors, and they have to fish in the river for passing
logs of wood to cook their meals with! I had to put up
here for the night as there was a bad place just beyond
the bridge, and the coolies refused to cross in the dark!
The stench from the filth was frightful, but I was fagged
and decided to stay and start very early next morniug. I
did not, however, get much sleep, as a hurricane was
blowing all night down the river, and the sand, grit and
what not kept peppering me the whole time like charges
of small shot. It was very hot also: altogether I had a
disagreeable night of it—the worst I have yet passed.

10th May—Started at 3 A.M., a very bad road up hill,
and down again to the Misigan stream; was carried across
by Sharofa. Road ascends again, and then comes on to a
plain sloping down from the range on the right bank of
the Indus. The plain is very stony, and cut up by narrow
channels made by the rush of rain water down to the
river. This is the famous Buanji plain where Urln or Urial
(wild sheep) are so numerous during the winter. It is a
very ugly bit of country without a tree or blade of grass.
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After toiling two hours along this plain, that secemed with-
out end, came suddenly to the brink of a deep broad
ravine a small stream running at the bottom. This is the
Btnji N4l4 and acrosss it is Banjf itself, smothered in
green trees—how pleasant to look at! There are green
fields too across and lots of running water; what a con-
trast to the country I have just passed through! Came
to an apricot and mulberry garden, and found there a
gentleman just having his morning’s wash. He gave me
some tea which was very refreshing after my bad might
and long trudge. I reached Bunji at 6-30. After a rest
visited the post office and made the acquaintance of com-
mandant Bdgh Singh in charge of Fort Banji. He was
very kind and obliging, and did all I wanted without any
hesitation. This was owing to a happy mistake on the
part of the worthy commandant. After making a few
enquiries he suddenly came to the conclusion that I was
an old friend of his that used to be very kind to him in
the plains a few years ago! He said I was not altered in
the least after so many years toil in the heat and recog-
nized me at once, nay every feature in my face! I had,
I am certain, never met this gentleman in my life before;
but I did not correct the lucky mistake he had fallen
into ; on the contrary I made the most of 1it! The result
was that my arrangements here were completed in an
hour, and I was allowed to cross the Indus and make for
my hunting ground without any opposition. There is a
standing order that no sporting gentleman or any other is
to cross that river as the country on the other side is
considered “dangerous.” All I was asked to do was to
write a few lines saying that if anything happened to me
on the other side no one was to be blamed, and that I
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went over entirely on my own responsibility. There was,
however, I think another reason. A sportsman was already
across! That being the case-it was rather difficult for the
officials at the Fort to make objections to my crossing. I
was informed that that gentleman had had some difficulty
in getting permission but he did arrange it. I am told,
by some “management” on the part of his shikdri I
have no particular desire to have my sport across the
Indus—I am simply driven in this direction by force of
circumstances. All the good shooting grounds Cis-Indus
are occupled I do not care to go further up the river (in
the direction of the Bara Ldéma) as I have already come
far enough, and I have only three months’ leave. Hearing
that there was a vacant valley on this side (the right
bank) I made for it at once, and luckily commandant
Bagh Singh (who has earned my sincerest gratitude and
thanks), has facilitated in no small degree my movements
by his ridiculous mistake. Crossed the Indus in the ferry
boat at midday and went on at once to the village of
Damdt, the valley that is to be my future hunting ground.
The sportsman before me has been shooting in it for the
last fortnight, but as he has bagged nothing I may have
a chance of picking up a couple of good heads. He has
now moved up to the next valley, Jagét, where I hear he
is just as unsuccessful. My tent is pitched under a beau-
tiful wide spreading walnut tree, round which has been
built a broad and clean platform. The Damét stream
flows below me a few paces off, and there are a few
houses of the village some distance above me. It is a
pleasant spot, and I am going to enjoy a few days’ rest
here. I have made the acquaintance of Wazir Baghddr
Shah, the headman of this and the neighbouring villages
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and the Kashmen officials in charge of affairs on this side
of the river. I have had a long talk with him, and he
has promised to give me every assistance. The Wazir is
a tall, well-made gentlemanly looking man, with a very
dignified deportment. He has long features, rather dark,
with none of the national characteristics of the Dird. He
is an agreeable old fellow, fond of saying his praycrs and
very conscious of his dignity. Damét is a “pleasantly situ-
ated village—lots of water runmng about, green grass next
it and mulberry trees scattered about the banks of the
water-channels. But beyond the influence of the water
everything is rocky, dry, and uninteresting.




CHAPTER 1V.

Journal continued.

MARKHOR SHOOTING.

11th May.—Halt to-day, making arrangements. Wind
and dust in the evening blowing down the valley, and it came
just as I was at dinner! Bughddér Shah has all the villages
as far as Chakarkét under his charge. They are all on
or near the high road to Gilgit, and the “bégari” work
(compulsory labor) falls heavily on the people. There is
a constant stream of officers and men going to and
coming from Gilgit. The baggage of these people has
to be carried by the villagers, who go two marches in
either direction before they are relieved. In the Astér
direction they go as far as Dashkin, consequently they
are constantly absent from their fields for three and four
days at a time.

As this goes on during all seasons of the year, the
labor tells very heavily on the people, and they are very
hard pressed. Many homes have been broken up for this
reason; the men running away across the border which,
here, is only a few miles off, and settling in villages
beyond the influence of this intolerable tyranny. The
Wazir complained bitterly of this. He is placed in a
most difficult position. On the one hand he has to
satisfy the demands for carriage constantly made on him;
on the other he has to see to the cultivation of the
fields by means of the very men he has constantly to
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send away as baggage-carriers! The system of compulsory
labor presses very heavily on the people of the country in
cvery part of Kashmir, and it is greatly aggravated by
the numbers of Eunglish travellers who wander about this
country for eight months of the year. Rozi Khén of
Astér was also very bitter on this subject. Every lam-
bardir (headman) I met and spoke to brought this
subject forward at once as the grievance of the people,
and I myself have been witness more than once of the
hardships they endure through it; for instance the coolie
difficulty at Marmai that came under my notice.

12th May.—Started at 5-30 A.M. with five coolies for
my shooting ground up the Damét valley. Easy going
along the streams for some distance. There is only one
bad place, a huge rock, running straight down to the water;
the path goes up and down this rock; a slip, and down
you go into the water. It 1s no distance to fall and
not enough water to drown you, but still it would be
disagreeable ! A short distance before coming to this rock,
I passed the family maunsion of the Wazir in a shady
grove of fruit trees, surrounded by a stone wall, running
water sparkling and muormuring in every direction—a
pleasant spot—mulberry trees and cultivation scattered
along the waterside all the way, flocks of goats feeding
about, wild rose trees in full bloom and a gentle breeze
blowing in my face and carrying the fresh scent of the
roses down the valley. The morning was cloudy and
cool, and I enjoyed this walk immensely. The valley is
narrow ; steep rocky hills on either side, without a trace
of vegetation on them. The green bits along the water’s
edge are real gems, in very rough setting indeed. Reached
camping. place at 9 AM, about four miles from the
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village ; this shows how I loitered about in the pleasant
spots I passed through. Sent back three coolies. 1 will
remain here three or four days and then move higher.
There are only seven of us now, Sharofa, Ghariba, Mirza
Khén (local shikdri), breakfast coolie, Jamdla, and two
others. I have left the tent and heavy baggage behind,
also the khidmatgar. All my supplies will have to come
from the village, so the less number of men I have with
me the better. My own food will be cooked at the
village and sent up daily. Shikdris have gone on to view
the ground higher up. Towards evening I was lying on
the ground, my eyes wandering over the steep hill-side
before me, when I saw a female markhor on a rock, a
few hundred yards above, sharply defined agaiust the sky.
I went down with Ghariba a short distance to a raviue,
on left of main stream, to watch in case there might be
a buck close by. Could see only three females coming
down the ridge under which a flock of goats were grazing.
The markhor evidently wanted to come down to the
water for a drink, but were afraid to venture so low.
After watching them for awhile, came back to camp.
Sharofa says he saw only two males, a great distance off,
high up on the ridge above camp. '

13th May.—Started at 5 AM. and went straight up a
néli, a little above camp, and then turned up the hill-side
over camping place, a steady ascent for 2! hours. Came
across many old signs of very large markhor, but nothing
fresh; no trace of the two bucks seen about here last
evening. Crossed the ridge and descended to next ndli;
had breakfast at a spring; passed a most dangerous place
Just above the water. We went slanting down the face
of a precipice for more than ten yards, holding on to
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ledges, &c. After a rest went up the valley, a very
narrow one; but soon after the wind began to blow very
strong, upwards, i.e. from us. There was slight rain too;
lay up for a time and went on again when the wind
abated. Sharofa came across the head, horns and back-
bone of a markhor that had been killed about tweclve
days previously, evidently an old buck, judging from the
long beard; but the horns were only 345 inches long.
They were quite joined together at the base. This and
their shortness, Mirza Khédn says, was caused by this mar-
khor being one of a pair that were kidded together—
twins! He said a leopard had killed it; we saw fresh
traces of him on the ridge above. This probably is the
reason why no markhor are to be seen here now. The
ground is Al for them, and Mirza Khdn says this ndli is
always a sure find. Sent down Gharfba and a coolie to
bring up bedding and food, as I intend staying out the
night under a rock near a spring higher up, so as to be
on the next ridge and valley early to-morrow morning.
Mirza Khén says the markhor must be there, as they
have been driven out of this by the leopard. Reached
the spring at 1 pM. Rain again in the evening and a
very cold wind, but my shelter was dry and comfortable.
It is a hollow under a huge rock, nicely cleaned out and
dry grass spread at the bottom. Mirza Khdn says this is
one of his “shooting boxes.” At certain times of the year
he conceals himself here, and when the markhor come
down to drink at the spring, he shoots them down'!

14th May—Passed a fairly comfortable night. Bright
and clear this morning. Went up the left side of the
valley over the spring and on to ridge after a short climb;
looked for markhor but saw none. Sharofa discovered two
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very small black bear cubs playing at the mouth of a
cave; no sign of the mother. I watched the cubs for
nearly two hours from the top of a rock, 20 yards off.
They played about in the most amusing manner all the
time, climbing small trees, tumbling down and wrestling
with each other. The white half moons on their chests were
distinctly visible, and the point of the underjaw was of a
reddish colour. Sharofa says some have the point of the
lower jaw white; those with the reddish colour are al'ways
the fiercest. We came to the conclusion that the mother
was in the cave. She would not wander far from such
young cubs. Got the rifles ready and had stones thrown
into the cave; no result. Did not proceed to extremities
as I was not anxious to shoot her; the youngsters would
have died of starvation to a certainty. Went higher up
the ridge into a forest of birch and fir trees; rocky places
here and there, just the spots for markhor, but not a sign
of them. Went up higher, close to the snow line; saw
nothing ; descended into the valley. A short distance down
passed many places where markhors’ dung was lying in
heaps, but all old; this must be the place for them in the
rutting season. A long and difficult descent into the
valley; then down along the stream for a great distance
to junction with main stream, and up along the latter to
camp at 5 P.M, fagged and disappointed ; but a teapot of
tea has brought contentment and hope of better luck
to-morrow.

15th May.—Left camp at 5 A. M., went up main stream
to a field of corn and a hut,—Mirza Khén’s goatshed.
Then straight up hill to the right of main stream, a very
steep ascent, along a goat track for some distance. Came
to first spur at 7-15. Sat down for a time and searched
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the hill-sides carefully but saw nothing. I am afraid my
predecessor in  this valley has frightened all the game
further up, for, though he did not bag anything, I hecar
he had a good many shots. Turned to the left and went
up a narrow and steep gorge for some distance; turned
to the right and came to a forest of firs on a very steep
slope ; toiled through it, the slope becoming steeper: then
through a birch forest on the same plane, and at last to
a ridge of flat slate rocks at 9-30, four and a half hours
from starting. This is the greatest grind I have had yet,
going straight up for that time without a long halt any-
where. When I got to the pine forest I was thoroughly
done and cou