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So

PREFACE

THE increasing interest that is continually being taken in that
great dependency of ours which we call India, leads me to hope
that the following pages may bring a little fresh light to those who
are, unfortunately, unable to visit it for themselves; for even in
these days of so-called enlightenment one still at times hears in
England the cry of “ India for the Indians "—that theory so plausible
to the Western, but so meaningless to the Eastern mind.

wv An endeavour has been made, in taking these two valleys of

one province alone of the vast continent, to recall how utterly
different in race and nationality, religion and character, the
inhabitants we know as “ Indians” are.

What we call India has absolutely no meaning to any of the
native dwellers within the area. It is a vast conglomeration of
distinct peoples and nationalities, conquered by British blood freely
shed, and welded together solely by the physical and moral strength
of a superior race—a conglomeration which consists of some fourteen
distinct races, speaking some seventy-eight different languages, and
living in every possible degree of civilisation.

Politically, the native states alone, which cover only about one-
third of the area of the whole, are governed by over two hundred
princes totally independent of each other ; while in British territory,

where the Viceroyis supreme,such elements as Pathans and Bengdlis,
b
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Sikhs and Tamils, Punjibis and Mahrattas, are controlled, each
and any of whom has as much affinity for the other as oil has
for water.

The races that pose most frequently in England as the “ Indian ”
are the Bengdli and the Parsf. The former, as is well known, be-
longs to a subtle, versatile, and effeminate nation, densely populating
a comparatively small part of the great continent, known as Lower
Bengdl. Possessing though they do the qualities of mind that
enable them to pass the tests of English examinations, they are
held in profound contempt by all the other peoples of India for
their utter want of moral and physical backbone.

As we know him, this hot-house plant, the educated Bengili,
owes his existence solely to the presence of the British bayonets,
and to the desire that English faddists have of trying Western
experiments upon an Eastern people.

It is this Bengdli who is always clamouring for a greater share
in the government that he has done nothing to support; it
is he who is always ready to fill his newspapers with the
iniquities of an “alien rule,” and to shout the catch-words he
has picked up of the “liberty of the subject” and the “free-
dom of the press”; while all the time he himself understands,
far more clearly indeed than do his English teachers, that should
ever the “alien rule” be withdrawn, his race will be the first to
become again the hewers of wood and drawers of water to the
hardy northern Mohammedans—a fine, bold, and manly people, who
believe more in the virtues of a strong right arm and a fixity of
purpose than in the criticism of the comparative values of Shake-
speare and Milton.

l The Parsi, on the other hand, of whom Mr. Dadabhai Naoroji,
the ex-member for Finsbury, and Mr. Bhownagri, the new member
for Bethnal Green, N.E. are such excellent examples, have
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scarcely as good a claim to represent India as the English them-
selves have; for, like ourselves, they are aliens in race and religion,
having come from Persia in small numbers only a century or two
previous to our arrival upon the scene. Contemporaneously with
the cession of the island by the Portuguese to the English the
Parsis settled in Bombay, where they have established themselves
solely as a trading community after the manner of the Jews.
Under British protection they have made their mark as successful
merchants and excellent citizens, but their insignificant numbers
(not more than 89,000 in all India), as well as their eminently un-
warlike character, prove that they cannot be considered as in any
way representative of the continent at large.

It is between such varied elements as these that the English
handful in India holds the scales. The magnificent Pax Britannica
that enables the solitary traveller to walk unarmed through 2000
miles of country and 250 millions of people, has been bought by
the blood of our forefathers, shed in a way that is plainly in-
telligible to all the dwellers in the land, and is sustained solely by
the conviction they have that, if need arises, we are ready to pour
it out as freely again.

The future of India must always be an uncertain quantity.
With a population increasing by some twenty-five millions in every
ten years, it is evident enough that, if the present state of peace
and progress is to be maintained, a continually heavier burden will
fall upon the 70,000 British bayonets who, alone among the
now 300 million natives, represent the dominamt power of the
superior race.

The question is frequently asked, Are the natives more reconciled
to our rule ? is there any fear of another mutiny ? The only answer
that one can give, I think, is, that all really intelligent natives
must be aware, quite as well as we are, that they have more to lose
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than to gain by turning us out. Often as they must feel the burden
of the ruling power—and what child does not at times resent the
parent’s authority ?—our worst enemies cannot but admit that the
work done in India by the British is at least as honest as human
nature can make it. The results of that work speak for themselves.

The real danger to India lies in the vast body of unintelligent
natives who are flattered into impossible dreams by well-meaning
but ignorant reformers from home. Each section of these natives
has its own axe to grind, and they hope, in the upsetting of the
present equilibrium, to possibly gain their selfish ends at their
neighbours’ expense. As long as we respect ourselves, the natives
will respect us. The respect for the authority of a superior race is
a sentiment that they have ever understood, and we shall have no
one but ourselves to thank if, by overriding the well-matured
opinions of its servants on the spot, the Home Government does
anything to weaken the authority of the handful of white faces
who in India are devoting their lives to the education and civilisa-
tion of so vast a mass of humanity.

No one can travel about India without a feeling of pride in
what has been and is being done, as well as of gratitude for the
kind and hospitable welcome that is offered him wherever he goes.
To thank all would be impossible.

To my brother, Lt. Colonel St.George Gore, R.E,, in charge of the
Himalayan survey party, I owe previous visits to India in which
we wandered off the beaten track, and lately three happy months
under canvas amidst the magnificent scenery that Kulu affords.
To Mr. W. Merk, C.S.I,, who, as political officer, was charged with
the taking over of the turbulent Kuram valley, I owe the Govern-
ment’s permission to cross the frontier with him, as well as the
interest with which the society of so successful a frontier officer
was able to invest my visit to that region; and it is but an
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inadequate return for all their hospitality and kindness to mention
the names of Messrs. Philip and Vincent Mackinnon of Dehra,
General Sir Henry Collett at Peshawur, the Shahzida Sultin Jén,
C.LE, and the many officers of the Kuram force.

I am deeply indebted also to Signor Vittorio Sella, the well-
known Alpine photographer, for the liberality with which he placed
his great experience in working with the camera at high altitudes
at my disposal. Any success I met with was, I feel sure, greatly
due to my care in following his advice.

I have endeavoured, as far as possible, to avoid ground that has
been gone over before, though I am fully conscious that there is
nothing wholly new in the following pages. I can only trust that
those who are much better acquainted with these valleys than I am,
will pardon my attempts to bring these scenes again before the eyes
of those who cannot visit them ; for in these days, when incidents
and information are’ poured so lavishly upon people’s minds, it is
only by constant reiteration, by dressing up an old subject ever
again in new clothes, that any permanent impression can be made.

LONDON, October 1895.
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PART 1I.—KULU






you have been in the Hima-
layas a little longer, you will learn that all this is a necessary part
of the start into camp. It is the overture to the opera. You
had better sit down quietly and wait. They will get under weigh
all in their own good time.” Then turning to the headman,
‘O Jemaddr Ji, what sort of jemaddr are you? For two whole
hours you have been arranging the loads and not one kuli has
yet started.” .

“ Sahib, all is now ready, but the mule-man has come and
makes complaint that as he was driving the mules hither, the police
caught them and have kept them back, because it is not lawful
here in Simla for one mule-man to drive more than two mules.
Without the mules, O Protector of tl}e Poor, we are not able to
divide the loads.”

The mule chaudri (contractor) here advances to the verandah,
and saldming low with both hands to his forehead, whines, “ Sahil,
the police are without doubt hard men. The mules were only
being driven here with all speed for your honour’s use, when the
police seized them, saying that this was against the municipality’s
orders and not until this case is settled can the mules be released.”

This new difficulty is too much for the curiosity of the crowd

B
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in tho comtymrd.  They ull leave their bundles, boxes, baskets,
and tonts, which everywhere strew the ground, and which they have
boen for hours trying to arrange in a portable form, and cluster
round to hear the dénonement of the mule story.

For a while the babel is hushed in the new interest, till
suddonly the jemaddr, remembering for what purpose they were
all got together, dushes at the kulis and with angry words and
pushes dvives them back to their work, where they squat down
win upon the ground and play with the bundles, or wander to
and o litting up each lond with exclamations of pious horror at
ita weight, until a chaprassi (messenger), in a sudden access of
zoal, pounces upon thew and with voice and stick persuades them
to take up their burden and walk.

Every ane is talking: the chaprassis wrging, the kulis protest-
tng, the servants joining in voluble anxiety as they see the rough
handling of some of the stores belonging to their special depart-
went.  Even the chickens resenting the new continement in their
roud tlat basket, cackle to the cook, who, staff in hand ready for
the warch, surveys the with a fatherly interest : while the ducks,
stivhing thetr long nevks through the netting that covers the top,
wtve vent to an additional guack of disspprobation.

Theowgh all this contusion the wules wander, until they are
weizaad upen by thete big-turbaned Punjabt drivers to have their
bundens Lung over their hacks Thrve wen grasp each side of the
ad with x gmeat amennt of eort and mutval encoursgereent Lft
oo the greamliand with A suprewte pash roll the heuvy tent
aver e muls duex whoo however expresses Ris disvlaasure at
s arrrens DY ORing & step forwand al the eritival worsens.
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CHAP. I THE START 3

Upon this scene my brother St. George and I looked down from
a Simla verandah on the morning of our start into the “ Interior,”
as the inner ranges of the Himalayas are called: I with all the
wonder of a new-comer, and he with all the knowledge, born of
experience, that this entertainment has always patiently to be gone
through on the first morning’s march ; after which, the loads being
all settled and. made up, there is no more difficulty, each kuli
taking up the one that is allotted to him,

It was a glorious October morning, as indeed all October
mornings are in India. The keen fresh air, at this height of 7000
feet, was gently warmed by the brilliant sun; above was the
cloudless blue sky ; while glimpses through the pine trees took one
far down below into the deep valleys with their little terraced
fields and peaceful villages, and through a gap in a line of hills
the still lower plains of India could be seen stretching away into
the morning haze. Everything seemed bright and sparkling in the
clear dry air as we rode up on our ponies through the Simla bazar
on to the mall on the crest of the ridge, and caught sight of the
long line of jagged snow-peaks towards which, some hundred miles
or so off, our jonurey was to take us.

Off at last! The exhilarating delight of three months’ camp
life in the most beautiful scenery ahead of us, and all civilisation
and care left behind! What more could one wish for? The very
ponies seemed to share it as, pressing them with our knees, we
cantered through the bazdr and out on to the frosty road under
the shade of Jakko.

Our destination was Kulu, for my brother was in charge of the
Himalayan party of the Survey of India, and his work every winter

took him to that valley, where his subordinates were surveying;
some marking out the forests, and others some ground that had
not yet been worked out in detail. My object in accompanying
him was to take photographs, if possible, of some of the snows,
whose bold outline fringes the horizon of every view northward in
the Himalayas. Unfortunately for me, however, the “ Himalayas,”
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instead of being, as I was taught at school, a single mountain
range, represented by a fat elongated caterpillar across the top of
a map of India, are in reality a vast mountainous district some
1600 miles long, by at least 200 in depth. Range upon range
traverses this belt, mostly in a north-west and south-east directior,
but often completely broken up into a confused mass by the
immense rivers that cut through them. The most curious feature
of this mountainous belt is its sharp definition along the southern
edge, for it terminates ab'ruptly, nearly the whole way along, in
a ridge varying from 6000 to 7000 feet, which drops sheer down
into the lower country known, in distinction, as the Plains of
India.

Standing anywhere on the summit of this outer ridge, you look
south over the flat country, 5000 feet below, stretching far away
into the hazy distance; while if you turn to the north, an endless
series of ridges meets your eye, line upon line, none seeming very
much higher than the ground on which you are standing, though
a spur here and there may rise to 10,000 or 12,000 feet, and in the
far-off distance, often over a hundred miles away, is a long array of
snowy peaks, averaging mostly about 21,000 feet, but with peaks
here and there reaching a height of 23,000, 25,000 and 26,000
feet above the sea.

From a distance these snows, standing up against the sky-line,
look like one long backbone to the Himalayas; but they are not so
in reality, for when you get closer to them you find them to be
detached groups—often a great distance apart—so that it is
extremely difficult to trace the watershed in the confused and
broken mass of mountains.

The closer acquaintance with these high peaks, it must Le
admitted, is often rather disappointing, owing partly to the great
elevation of the ground from which they are the outcrop, and partly
to the hot dry atmosphere, which prevents the line of perpetual
snow descending below 16,000 feet. For, as you march day after
day through the Himalayas towards the snows, the valley bottoms
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CHAP. I HIMALAYAN HEIGHTS 5

rise as well as the mountain tops, so that on arriving at the base
of a 22,000 foot peak the traveller often finds that the valley that
he is standing on is already some 10,000 feet above the sea, and
that the summit above him is after-all not much higher above his
head than is often the case in Switzerland.!

And again, what a difference in the prospect: the Swiss village
at the foot of its snow-peak has in most cases all the beauty and
charm that green meadows and swarthy pine-woods and even fruit-
trees can give; whereas our Himalayan valley of 10,000 feet is
bleak and barren, with little sign of trees or vegetation, often only
a stony waste, and should a few human beings here find a lonely
abode, the villagers eke out a scanty subsistence from some little
patches of buckwheat and a herd or two of hardy goats.

Into this maze of mountains our small party, consisting of my
brother and myself, rode forth; and as we got clear of Jakko,
we pulled up to review our army, which was of truly Oriental
proportions.

Behind us stood our personal staff: the two ponies’ saises, tall,
wiry men, with the ponies’ rugs and picket-ropes across their
shoulders; our two gun-bearers, men of the mountains, carrying
weapons to be used, in this peaceful country, against nothing more
dangerous than the pheasant or the bear ; and lastly, our two camera-
men, whose knapsacks on their backs and tripods in their hands
betrayed their ubiquitous nineteenth-century calling. These six

! These statements are confined to the central Himalayas, but the dryness of the

atmosphere, as compared with Switzerland, is universal.
The summit of Mont Blanc is 12,333 feet above Chamonix.

. Jungfrau is 11,808 v Interlaken.
" Monte Rosa is 10,100 " Macugnaga.
" Weisshorn is 10,026 - Taesch.

v Matterhorn is 9,385 ' Zermatt.
' Salopant (23,240) is 12,040 feet above Badrinath Temple.

’s Srikanta (20,180) is 10,110 . Gangutri.
' Nanda Dévi (25,660) is 14,590 v Martoli.
'y Peak (22,000) is 9,000 v Niti village.

vy Peak (18,000) is 10,700 e Pulga in Kulu.
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men were our constant body-guard, and accompanied us wherever
we went until the paths got too bad for the ponies, when the saises
stayed behind to look after them.

Here come the advance-guard, stepping out briskly, staff in
hand, and always well ahead of the main body, the four Mahomedan
servants—cook, kitchen-boy, table-servant, and water-carrier. The
twelve-mile stage is a joke to them, for they have packed all their
goods into the kulis’ baskets, and are marching light, with little
superfluous flesh also to hamper them. With them goes a chap-
rassi to arrange about to-morrow’s kulis, blue-tunic’d and brass-
badged, his red turban giving him quite a martial appearance—
« Sahib, salam.”

Following at a respectful distance, as if conscious of his inferi-
ority, comes the low-caste “sweeper,” a mild Hindu, leading the
two spaniels, Topsy and Nulty, who at the sight of us bark and
struggle to free themselves from the hated chain. Another interval,
and at last the main body, chaprassi led, straggles into sight,
coming along the narrow road. The cavalry is represented by
twelve mules, accompanied by their Punjibi drivers. Their heads
are free from bridles of any sort, but their backs are burdened
with great bundles of tents, bedding, mule trunks, tent-poles, etc.
They file by, stopping whenever they get a chance, to nibble at
the brown grass by the wayside, until the arrival of the mule-
man, with an imprecation upon their laziness, sends them jogging
along the road, to the accompaniment of the rattling kitchen-pots
upon their backs.

Close upon the heels of the cavalry follows the regular army,
in the shape of ten kalassis (permanent kulis, who are Government
servants in the Survey Depurtment). These carry the survey in-
struments, and are trained to put up survey beacons, pitch tents,
etc. They have five officers above them, the chaprassis, one of
whom, however, is always on ahead making arrangements for the
morrow, another is generally absent getting the mail, so that not
more than three are often in camp together.
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CHAP. I THE RETINUE 7

In rear of all, spreading over a long line, come the irregulars,
kulis, some eighteen of them, carrying kiltas or baskets on their
backs containing all the stores, etc. for three months; for little or
nothing is to be had when once one gets away into the hills. The
jemadadr, the head man of all, walks patiently beside the last kuli,
urging him to quicken his steps, and keeping his eyes open for
anything that may have been left on the road; for the kuli, who
has often been impressed against his will, has been known before
now, when reaching a quiet corner out of sight, to deposit his
load upon the road and disappear down the steep hillside, taking
the shortest cut back to his village he can find.

The returns of the above parade show a number of fifty men,
twelve mules, and two dogs; the only weapon of attack or defence,
however, of the entire force consisted in a rusty old sword belonging
to the jemaddr, which was always carried wrapped up in his bedding
on the back of a mule, except on state occasions when he was sent
to the treasury for a bag of rupees. It was then buckled on, to the
great honour and glory of the wearer. As this was the only military
weapon of any sort I saw during my three months in the Himalayas,
it deserves mention.

The road on which we marched out from Simla, for forty miles
as far as Narkanda, is an excellent and very level path, made as
the commencement of the famous Himalayan-Thibet road, of
which such great things were prophesied, that have never been
fulfilled, for the expected trade has been slow in coming. After
Narkanda it degenerates into the bridle-path which is universal
in these mountains, where wheeled traffic is absolutely unknown.
Little care or money is spent upon these paths; they are mostly
dependent for their excellence or the reverse on the nature of
the soil in which they are made. Traces of the natives’ idea of
road-mending are always evident: wherever the road runs across
a level bit of earth, he will cut the edges carefully, and sweep
every pebble from off it; but fifty yards farther on, where the
path crosses some rough and broken rocks, or plunges into the
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boulder-strewn bed of a ravine, there is not a sign of his handi-
work to be seen. :

From Simla to Narkanda this road, admirably laid out years
ago by English engineers, scarcely rises and falls more than 1000
feet, keeping along the top of the winding ridge the whole way,
with the result that there are no great heights to be seen above
you. Butif you are on a level with most of the surrounding moun-
tains, you have here on all sides, straight down below, as steep
as earth will lie, enormous valleys running in every direction; and
your ideas of distance and size have to expand before you can
realise the vastness of the depths.

As we rode along, in and out of the spurs, we looked down
first into one valley and then into another, according as the path
lay on the east or west side of the ridge, sometimes also crossing
a narrow watershed, where the valleys drop steep on both sides.

A sharply-defined contrast is to be noticed in every view. On
the hillsides facing the north, which, being shaded from the sun,
retain more moisture, pine forests cover the slopes; while on the
southern sides the treeless red soil is covered with short brown
grass, and when the slopes allow it, little lines of terraced fields
mark out the ground like the contours of a map. The midday
lights over such a panorama are of course rather hard and ugly,
for where the lines are wanting in a picture, one looks to the
colouring to relieve it. But how can one describe the morning
and evening on the same ground? As the sun begins to fall, all
the brown, water-worn, herring-boned ridges on the bare mountain
sides cast deep-blue shadows, as if to veil their nakedness; all the
flat slopes seem to start into life as the ever-lengthening shadows
reveal each little roughness; then a sudden softness comes over
all the hard lines, the distance grows opal-coloured, through which
the far-off snows flush pink for a moment, while the deep valleys
at our feet turn indigo blue, passing almost suddenly into black,
in the absence of twilight, and the stars begin to sparkle out of
the frosty, dark vault above.
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We reached Fagu, our first halting-place, twelve miles out
from Simla, by 3 o’clock, and found our excellent servants ready
with a cup of tea as we rode up to the Dik Bungalow, which
is here the sole representative of the somewhat large-typed name
on the map. These few bungalows between Simla and Narkanda
are so much used by picnic excursionists, that they are more like
embryo hotels, and though they have none of the rustic charm they
possess a good deal more solid comfort than the bungalows to be
found farther on, where the stars often shine romantically down
upon you through the cracks in the roof as you lie sleeping some-
what riskily on a three-legged bed.

But there were signs that the season was over, and that the
gay Simlaites had departed to the more sober plains; for never
a Sahib did we meet on our forty-mile march out to Narkanda,
and the bungalow khansama’s stores were scarcely able to meet
even our modest demands.

I was up betimes next morning in my eagerness to get the first
view of the new country, and as I stepped out into the fresh air
the whole world seemed at my feet. I walked down to the edge
of a little spur in front of the bungalow, and looked down into the
teep valleys on both sides. Such a morning as this is one to
dream of. The dark chill of night still covered the depths below,
but here at this height the rising sun was lighting up, in its delicate
way, all prominent points and ridges, while the valleys still re-
mained in deep blue, till the long rays of gold, creeping slowly down
the hillsides, picked out one by one the little villages set in their
terraces of crimson amaranth. A cloudless pale-blue sky overhead,
and all around a fresh keen atmosphere so clear and pure that the
long line of far-off snows stood out white and sharp in brilliant
definition ; and above all the perfect stillness: not a sound could
be heard but the muffled roar of the torrent far, far down below,
echoing up out of the blue abyss.

I stood a long time listening to this intense stillness, and
trying to impress the wonder of it all upon my memory, for it is
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quite impossible to photograph such vast extents. The camera
would only pick out one little spot where one’s eye roams
unchecked from the depths below to the ridges above, which in
step upon step lead up to the snowy summits upon the far-distant
horizon.

I turned reluctantly back to the bungalow, in time to meet
the table-servant carrying in a dish of tiny chops, off the little
sheep of the country, and the inevitable, but excellent, curry and
rice, which is the staple breakfast food all over India.

All was now in a state of activity on the terrace before the
bungalow. The tents, not having been pitched, were still in their
bundles, but the pots and the pans, the gun-cases and stores, the
rolls of bedding and camp furniture, all had to be divided again
into their loads, and apportioned to the new set of kulis, who sat
in a long row, wrapped in their cotton sheets, which seemed to
form but a poor protection against the keen mountain air. All
went smoothly, however, this morning, and as we sat at our
breakfast we heard none of the heated arguments of the previous
day, and long before we had finished, the line of kulis and the
burdened mules had disappeared round the spur, and were
hurrying on to the next stage, a short one of only some two and a
half hours’ walk, to Thedg.

These stages are not very conveniently divided: they ought
not to be much more nor much less than twelve miles; for that is
about as much as a kuli can do, especially when one remembers
that he invariably returns to his village again the same day. But
the position of the bungalows has been no doubt mainly fixed at
spots where the supplies of flour and rice are easily obtainable by
the Sahib’s retinue; for in India the retainers and kulis carry
nothing with them, but buy each evening a few handfuls of flour
from the local bunnia, who sits scale in hand before his large
baskets of meal.

Sending our ponies on ahead, St.G. and I started off on
foot, for we intended to make a detour from the road to a village
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CHAP. I VILLAGE GOD-HOUSES 11

called Jendg, which lies over a ridge and is quite hidden from the
Theég bungalow. It is a picturesque village, curiously enough
rather Chinese in appearance, though its inhabitants have not a
trace of anything Mongolian about them. The steep-roofed house
belongs to the deéta, or village god. In most villages throughout
the Himalayas there is some prominent house of this kind on
which the inhabitants expend their skill in architecture and
carving, and which they adorn with the horns of wild animals
they have killed, from ibex and serow to the smaller karkur and
chamois-like gural. Many of these god-houses are extremely
picturesque, but though we frequently asked the people for what
purpose they were used, we never satisfactorily found out. All we
could learn was that the god did live in them ; but at any rate
he was not exclusive enough to prevent men and women living in
the house as well.

In some villages which we saw later these god-houses are
detached and more in the form of temples, and in these the nearest
approach to a god that I could find was a stone smeared with
vermilion. No objection whatever was shown on any occasion to
our entering these village temples, which are more in the form of
carved wooden chilets than places of worship. Most of them
were quite unattended by any priests or officials, and except for
the above-mentioned vermilion-smeared stone, we could find no
emblem of divinity.

Indeed, the Hinduism of these hill men is sadly unorthodox,
for though Hindus in name, and honouring the names of the
Hindu divinities, they are practically demon-worshippers, whose
religious zeal is in proportion to their superstition. The true
believer is called upon to put his faith in Deds and Dévis, the
divine beings, in Rikhis and Munis, those whose good deeds have
earned for them a place in heaven, and in Jognis, the forest fairies,
and Nég, the serpent god! But it is truly faith without works,
for the chief effort required by their religion is the feeing of the
holy man of the village, to prevent him calling down the wrath of
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the gods upon their many shortcomings. No doubt the priests
live here, as often enough elsewhere, upon the ignorance of the
people, and the curious processions of dedtas at the fairs are all
mysteries to work upon the superstition of the unenlightened
peasant.

I had obtained as my servant a young fellow from the hills
rather to the eastward of these parts, a Pahari Rajpit, one of the
high-caste hill men. He had been excellently trained by a friend
of mine in Mussoorie, and, with the extraordinary aptitude natives
have for imitating what is shown them, he had evolved out of a
nature of crass stupidity a fair amount of intelligence as long as
he was kept within the lines of his training. He could skin
birds with great skill; he knew every butterfly in the hills; he
could make beds, clean guns, pack clothes, and with his beautiful
eyesight, was a fair shikari; but ask him about his religion and
his belief, or any other original subject, and his intelligence
melted away, he stood before you a vacant idiot! Poor old
Nainu! many a mile we travelled together, and useful servant
though he was, I never discovered during the whole of our travels
any indigenous spring of intelligence in the place where he kept
his brains.

We took our photographs of Jendg, and then climbed up the
slippery grass hill to regain the road, whence a short walk took us
to the Thedg bungalow, which being on the north side of the hill
is prettily surrounded by pine trees. The jemaddr approaches .
and salims. “Sahib, all arrangements are perfect and the kulis
are ready ”; and as we approach the bungalow the jemaddr mar-
shals the kulis into line, and the usual evening ceremony begins.
They have each earned four annas (4d.) for their day’s work, and
St.G., walking along the line, counts every four men, presenting
the fourth always with one rupee (16 annas) for division, with the
explanation to them of “Four four-annas, do you understand 2”
This always seemed to tickle the kulis immensely ; possibly it was
the flattery of considering them capable of dividing a rupee into
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four; still there generally was one amongst each four who had in-
telligence enough to explain how the trick could be done, and as
long as they were in sight as they started back homewards, he
could be seen demonstrating this mathematical problem to his
wondering companions. Quiet, peaceable fellows all of them,
obedient and submissive, they cannot lose their tempers, for they
really seem to possess none.

The first institution that is forced upon the traveller’s notice
in the hills, is the system of Begdr, or forced labour, a thorough
comprehension of which is necessary for his daily comfort. It is
no new thing, but has been the immemorial custom for ages as
practised by the natives themselves. The right of the overlords
to exact personal services from their inferiors has never been
questioned in the East. In a less peaceable country than this
district, the services of the peasants would have been exacted for
warlike enterprises, but here, where fighting has long been un-
known, the forced labour was mostly spent upon the roads—a
thing most beneficial to all the inhabitants of the district—and
upon facilitating the means of communication.

The Raja, moving from place to place, travelled literally at his
subjects’ expense. Notice was given to them that the great man
was coming, and at each stage a small army awaited him, offering
(willingly or otherwise) their services in whatever way he might
command them. Supplies, wood, and water, were all requisitioned
from the villages around, and it was, no doubt, with a lighter
heart that the peasants next morning took up their lord and
master’s impedimenta on their backs, and carried them on to the
next stage, where their neighbours were waiting to receive them.

After all, as long as it is not abused, this system is as good a
form of taxation as any other, and has the advantage that, owing
to the absence of all other means of locomotion, it supplies the
only means of moving from one part of the country to another.

The first necessity in any civilisation is the freedom and possi-
bility of movement and intercourse. From one end of the Hima-
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layas to the other, excepting where the English have made roads
up to their hill stations, not a wheel of any kind is to be seen, the
tracks are mere bridle-paths, rough, steep, and stony; and though
mules do penetrate from the plains to one or two places on the
main tracks, yet they are never the property of the hill men them-
selves, but are only brought in by the Punjdbi contractors in
search of gain. Hence without the kuli to carry your baggage all
movement would be impossible. The English have inherited this
system, and instead of honestly recognising it as being a necessity,
and working it on the Oriental lines but with English fairness,
they have mixed up with it Western ideas of the “freedom and
liberty of the subject,” often to the utter confusion of the
traveller and the native himself; and it is safe to say, that if
some of the regulations which have been devised in their wisdom
by the Assistant Commissioners for the prevention of compelling
a native to do a fair day’s work for a fair day’s wage, were carried
out in their entirety, all movement in Kulu would be impossible.
‘We pushed along next morning, for we did not wish to waste
any more of the autumn days before reaching the snows, the fine
weather generally breaking up about Christmas-time. Large herds
of sheep and goats were frequently passing us on their way back
from Thibet, whither they had been driven for summer pasture.
These flocks belong mostly to Ladakhi and Thibetan merchants,
who use them on their return journey to bring back the salt and
borax which are found on the farther side of the Himalayas, and
which are readily sold in India. Each animal carries about
16 1lbs. in weight, slung over its back in bags; nor do such burdens
seem in any way to inconvenience these active wayfarers as they
walk along the rough paths, or scramble up the rocks in quest
of a tempting mouthful. The excellent road as far as Narkanda
continues almost on the level the whole way, keeping on the
watershed between the deep valleys below. Curiously enough this
ridge is no less than the watershed of India, for the water in the
right-hand valley makes its way by the Giri river into the Jumna,
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and so into the Ganges and the Bay of Bengal, while that on one’s
left flows into the Sutlej and by the Indus into the Indian Ocean.

A night in the bungalow at Mattidna, and then a delightful
day’s march through some pine forests, brought us to Narkanda,
which lies on the top of the ridge overlooking the main Sutlej
valley, in which the great river flows some 5800 feet below. The
full line of snows bursts upon one as one comes up to the little

. —

HIMALAYAN TRANSPORT

gap in the crest where the Narkanda bungalow is built. A glorious
view indeed, for the slopes in the foreground are clothed with
deodars, through which, in places, the terraced cultivation and the
homely villages are seen below, giving the landscape a more varied
" and picturesque appearance than is often found in the vast ex-
panses one’s eye is asked to take in in the Himalayas,

To any mountain-lover the contrast between the Himalayas
and Switzerland is ever present, and no doubt there are parts of
Kashmir where such comparisons are possible, but in the great
central mass of the Himalayas there is an alinost complete lack,
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from an artistic point of view, of the compact and finished Nature's
pictures that one sees everywhere in the Alps. It is all on too
vast an horizontal scale ; the general absence of cliffs in the land-
scape, the drier atmosphere which browns the grassy hillsides, and
the comparative scarceness of trees, all tend to produce a picture
that, however grand in size, cannot compare  with the broken lines
and compressed variety that are crowded into the view in the
homely Swiss highlands.

The beauty must be sought elsewhere—in the vastness and
general high level at which we march day after day, which bring
with them a sense of freedom that is akin to flying; in the
gloriously pure and clear atmosphere, which allows the eye to
roam undimmed over range upon range, until the hundred-mile-off
snows stand clear and sharp before you; and above all, in the de-
light of being able and at liberty to go wherever you like, to pitch
your tent where you like, with no exacting landlords to worry you,
no guides and beggars to pester you, no trains to catch, and never a
care upon your mind. Your little army is complete and self-
contained, no matter how few in numbers, and you are marching
through a magnificent country that is to all intents and purposes
your own.

Every morning as you stand at your tent door in the keen
fresh air, and look down into the deep blue valleys or up to the
sharply-defined ridges which are catching the early sun, you feel
again that the world is a beautiful place and that it is good to be
alive to enjoy it !

Narkanda bungalow, with its khansama and stores, its well-
swept rooms and spacious verandah, not to mention its service of
blue Dresden china, was to be our last sign of civilisation, for we
left the main track here, which leads up the Sutlej valley towards
Thibet, and plunged into the narrow path that led through the
forest straight down to the Sutlej some 6000 feet below.

The deodars just below Narkanda are, I think, the finest we
saw anywhere. Fire, the great enemy of all Indian forests which
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so often causes such havoc in the hot, dry summer months, has
spared these trees and also others at Bhagi on the Narkanda
ridge, until they have grown to an enormous size. I endeavoured
in vain to photograph them, but no lens would take in more than
a very small part of their size, and I was forced to give it up.
The tall rugged stems of these giants, weather-worn and battered,
the upper parts of which alone are clothed by their dark plumes,
are quite unlike the prim pyramids of the deodar in our English
gardens, and a still more hoary look is given to them by the long
streamers of grey moss and lichens which hang like beards down
the stems, the growth of last summer’s rains.

We were soon out of the forest, and exchanged its soft earthen
path for a ravine of small boulders which served to carry the
surplus waters, as well as weary travellers, down the steep hill.
After an hour or two of this our feet were almost knocked to
pieces, and we gladly left it to make an excursion with our guns
after a covey of chikér partridges which had flown temptingly over
our heads as we tumbled down the rough path. They come down
from the hills above to feed on the terraced fields near the villages,
and generally afford a shot or two, which, if successful, bring a
welcome change to the evening’s dinner.

We got on to our road again and floundered down the water-
course of jagged stones set at an angle of 45° until at last the
hamlet of Komarsen came in sight, and we halted for lunch under
a big tree. The saises lead the ponies off into the shade and
cover them with their rugs; Badulla, the table-servant, produces
out of his basket some slices of cold meat and chupattis—for we
have got beyond the reach of bread—which, with a little whisky
and water, make up our midday meal. Rdam Jas, the Brahman
kalassi, who has constituted himself coat-carrier, brings up these
necessary coverings after our hot walk in thin khaki-coloured
cotton clothes, and we sit down to enjoy our well-earned rest.

Nainu and Ragandthu, the two gun-bearers, who form the
remainder of our party, have already retired to a shady place and

c
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have lit a fire, round which they are all soon squatting. A pipe is
made by taking the broad leaf of a creeper and bending it into a
funnel -shaped cone, which is then pinned together with a pine
needle. Into the wide end of this some black treacly tobacco is
put, with a glowing ember from the fire upon it; this cone-shaped
pipe-bowl being placed between the finger and the thumb of the
closed left hand. Using the right hand, which is placed against
the left, as a pipe-stem, Nainu takes two long whiffs of the fragrant
weed with evident satisfaction, and passes the extempore pipe-bowl
round the circle, where it is drawn upon in turn until its contents
are burnt out. In this way they all economically get some satis-
faction out of one pipeful, without the necessity—to them an im-
possible one—of touching another man’s pipe with their lips.
Natives never eat anything in the middle of the day, and mostly
reserve their energies in this respect for their evening meal, but
on the whole they eat far less than we do.

After a good midday’s rest, we are ready again. It is wonder-
fully pleasant, is this continual glorious weather, this continual
fresh air, this continual absence of cloud and wind. One is always
hungry, one is always honestly tired at the end of the day, and,
if the air is not too rarefied, one always sleeps well.

We have come to the conclusion that the water-course we
have been marching down all the morning is a native road, for at
Komarsen we struck into what was evidently an English-made
one, which for the honour of our country we felt obliged to follow,
though implored by the servants not to do so. The Public Works
Department engineers, who stray into these out-of-the-way parts,
have a passion for exhibiting their capacity for laying out roads
at a minimum gradient, quite regardless of the somewhat element-
ary fact that the only advantage of a gentle gradient is to enable
you to increase your speed upon it. Now as there are no wheels
in the country, the speed is limited to one’s power of walking, so
these monuments of English engineering are never used by any-
body, for the natives are so extraordinarily stupid, that they fail
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to see why they should be carried three miles out of the way in
every two they want to go.

The servants, true to their instincts, went down the short cut,
while we in our pride walked and walked, for what seemed hours,
in and out of ravines, round projecting spurs and back again until we
were almost giddy, all the time with the view of our little white
tents pitched cosily in the hollow below, in front of which we
could see our servants, long since arrived, spreading the tea we so

CAMP KITCHEN

much wanted. At last, as we never seemed to get any nearer, we
put our pride in our pockets, and leaving the grass-grown road to
its own wanderings, took the first short cut, and ran down to
the camp, which was pitched at a delightful spot about a couple
of hundred feet above the great Sutlej, that had been lying like
a great green snake in the deep valley below us all the afternoon.

We found quite an imposing array of tents here, for St.G.’s
babu or clerk had turned up with his complement in addition to
our own.
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Nothing can be more comfortable than well-arranged camp life
in India, the chief factor in which is that best of abodes, the  field-
officer’s Kabul tent.” No thin and flimsy hot-in-summer, cold-in-
winter affair that we associate with the word “ tent ” in England, but
a little house nine feet by eight, with an outer fly covering the whole
of the inner tent, and keeping it both warm and cool, as required.
The inner tent is thick and soft, and is lined with a yellow or
blue rough cotton which takes away all glare, while the ground is
covered with a bright-striped carpet. Laced to the end of the tent
is a semicircular bathroom, which contains the portable washing-
stand, etc., the tent itself being furnished with a camp-bed, a fold-
ing table and chair. Pockets are sewn into the tent round the
sides, into which clothes or anything else can be put, and a ring of
hooks surrounds the tent poles from which one’s wardrobe most
conveniently hangs. Nothing could be more convenient and
cosy; there is just a place for everything, and everything is in
its place.

The day ends soon after our arrival in camp. The table is
spread, St.G.’s chair is brought into my tent, the lamp lit, and
we sit down to an excellent diner de Paris of soup, a brace of
roast partridges, curry and rice, and an omelet, served noiselessly
and quickly by the barefooted Badulla. There is nothing to remind
us that we are anywhere out of the world but the incessant
thundering of the Sutlej outside. ~We stroll out after dinner
into the lovely starlit night, to where the lines of mules are
munching their hay as they stand picketed on the narrow terraces
below our tents. All around are the numerous glowing fires of
the servants, mule-men, chaprassis, kalassis, and saises; for each
class at least, if not each man, has its own fire, at which they
cook their chupattis of flour and water, and round which they
squat. The tents are lit up by the flickering lights; the aromatic
smell of the burning deodar wood fills the still night air, the roar
of the great river below as it dashes over the rocks on its way to
the far-distant sea rises and falls, while the big black mountains



Fove Koot Sk



- —
-
Fy

= -
- J
- -
.



LOOKING DOWN INTO THE SUTLEJ VALLEY FROM KOMARSEN






CHAP. 1 CROSSING THE SUTLEJ 21

shut us in on every side, and make a frame to the picture before
us; and as one lies in one’s narrow camp-bed and all outside is
hushed except the voice of the river, life seems to become a very
simple and true thing, a feeling that Nature is our nearest step to
God and Truth comes over us, till after the hard day’s walk sleep
creeps gently over our thoughts and blots out all.

I was up in time next morning to photograph the camp before
the bustle of striking the tents began, but not before the kulis
who had been sent down by the Rana of Komarsen had arrived.
They squatted in circles round their fires, patiently waiting until
the order should come for them to take up their burdens.

The peacefulness of these hill men is wonderful. They are much
more like dwellers upon the plains than mountaineers, and though
they haveprobably never even seen a soldier, and certainly have never
heard a shot fired in anger, yet they accept the white man’s orders
with meek submission and obedience. The carrying of arms or
weapons of any sort is a thing never dreamed of in these hills, for
they have no danger from external enemies, and are too cowardly
by nature to fight amongst themselves.! It is difficult to account
for this want of manly vigour, which spreads through the Hima-
layas from Kashmir to the boundary of fighting Nepdl. Prob-
ably they were originally plains men, who have gradually spread
up the valleys, where, protected from all external foes, they have
never been forced by any increasing want to forage for their needs.
The soil is very fertile, and with the excellent climate, they have
always had an abundance to satisfy the simplicity of life that they
still retain.

A big river is a glorious thing, and we hastened down to the
bridge over the great Sutlej, which here is narrowed between
high banks, forming a deep, dark-green pool above a foaming
rapid. In the many miles that it has come from the glaciers at
its source, it has lost all the grey appearance of snow-water, and

1 By the Arms Act of India, the carrying of arms of any sort by natives without
a license is prohibited throughout British territory.
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has acquired a curious solid green appearance, which is rather
unlike a mountain river.

We watched long strings of wooden sleepers from the deodar
forests up the valley, which were continually floating by, plunging
and tossing down the rapids, and then resting a little as they eddied
into the backwaters of the deep pools, until venturing too rashly
they were caught again and swept along their downward course.
Many seemed quite reluctant to leave their beloved mountains and
clung despairingly to any projecting ledge of rock or bank of sand,
until the next comer, somewhat ruthlessly bumping them off, drove
them again into the deep water on their way to the hot and dusty
plains, where for the rest of their lives they were to bear the
continual burden of the Sahibs’ iron horse.

We saw our retinue scramble down the precipitous bank and
cross the river by the narrow native bridge that here spans it.
Then they gathered themselves together on the farther bank for
the steep climb of nearly 4000 feet that was between them and
their night’s rest, and we, mounting our ponies, led the army
to the attack, and happily soon distanced them, for the dust made
by the scrambling mules is at times suffocating.

The side of the mountain we were now going up was character-
istically in contrast to the one we had come down from Narkanda.
If the latter was shady and green with forests and vegetation, our
present climb, being on the southern face of the hill, was over a
bare and glaring slope, not a tree to be seen, only baked brown
rocks and sun-dried grass for every step of the way. The path, a
fairly good one, zigzags up in endless turns very steeply over this
parched soil, on which, here and there, the trace of an Englishman’s
hand is seen in his endeavours to get some miserable saplings to
grow in order to shade the passer-by. The few that have survived
the burning summer sun seem to have become a prey to the active
goats in search of food; for the improvident native has mostly
taken the stakes with which they were guarded, to kindle the fire
for his evening meal, wondering, no doubt, why the Sahib should
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have been so considerate as to prepare fuel for him at such an
out-of-the-way spot.

We slept that night at Dalirsh bungalow, a solitary, lonely,
tumble-down edifice of two rooms and a verandah, which stands,
roughly speaking, on the brow of the first steep rise out of th
Sutlej valley; and from here we were to march, at a somewhat
more gradual ascent, to the top of the Jalaori Pass, two days
farther on, from which we were to descend to the Kulu waters.

These little road bungalows have been built by the Govern-
ment along the main roads through the hills. They are in
various states of repair and mostly consist of two primitive white-
washed rooms—possibly no ceiling—and a detached little cooking-
house. For furniture they possess in each room a wooden bed-
stead, a rough native-made table and chair, and a printed set of
rules governing the use and abuse of the Punjib bungalows, duly
signed by the Assistant Commissioner.

On arrival, the chowkidir, or village watchman, is sent for,
who, after a considerable delay, produces the keys, unlocks the
doors, and gives out of a cupboard the few odd plates and cups
that comprise the table service, which have of course to be supple-
mented with your own. On leaving next morning, the Govern-
ment visitors’ book is brought, in which you enter your name,
together with the inevitable growl about the general dilapidatipn
and dirt of this Government institution, paying a charge of 8
annas (about 8d.) for each person so entered. It is an excellent
and cheap system of facilitating travel, for a European is always
glad to have a roof over his head, even though there is a hole in
it; and on a few lines of road, where there are bungalows at every
stage, tents may altogether be dispensed with, providing this road
is adhered to.

We were glad to get away from this spot and to see the last of
the hot Sutlej valley, for on leaving Daldrsh the road goes over a
crest and takes you into the upper part of a valley that leads up
to the Jalaori—a valley well wooded, with immense slopes of
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terraced cultivation, testifying to the patient labour of hundreds
of years.

These terraces where the ground is steep are often not more
than six or eight feet wide, and will in places extend without a
break, for & fall of two or three thousand feet, giving the whole
mountain side the appearance of a cultivated garden. The lower
terraces, where water can be brought to irrigate, grow rice and
wheat, and higher up the hillside the green millet, the yellow
pulse, and crimson amaranth form bands of colour that lead right
up to the dark pine forests above.

On these vast slopes the hamlets, looking very small owing to
the great distance they are below, are dotted about, evidencing
the peaceful prosperity of the peasantry who dwell in them.

Incidents on such a road as this are few and far between. We
walked or rode quietly along the track, which keeps along at
this high level and does not drop into the valley, winding in and
out of the spurs, which are as steep as they can be without being
cliffs. Often in riding along, one’s outside foot is dangled over a
depth that makes one turn one’s head away; but my tiny Spiti
pony, whom we christened The White Rat, climbed like a fly up a
window pane, and I gave up minding where my feet were, as long
as he was satisfied about his own. These hill ponies think nothing
of steps and loose boulders, and, I fancy, would mount a ladder
without much difficulty, if put to it.

‘We camped again at Chawai, and next day continued on to
Két, the last village below the pass.

The country had been growing prettier and prettier ; the broken
ravines each contained a mountain stream, which was fringed
with maiden-hair fern; the beautiful forests filled with deodar,
tésh (Pinus webbiana), and kail (Pinus excelsa), with here and there
a strip of crimson amaranth to give a dash of colour, formed
many a pleasant picture. ’

We rode up the last steep rise into K6t somewhat late in the
afternoon—for we had risen to a height of 7800 feet—and were
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CHAP. I THE JALAORI PASS 25

delighted with the situation of the little wooden alpine village
on its pine-covered spur, which juts out into the deep valleys
on either side. A little carved wooden temple stands embosomed
in some deodars of great age, and just above it the road bungalow
is picturesquely placed, under the spreading pines.

‘We could not resist the temptation of spending an extra day
here, especially as we were anxious if possible to get to the top of
the pass soon after sunrise, in order that we might photograph the
snows before the morning clouds had time to form upon them. It
would have been impossible to get our camp under weigh at that
early hour, so we gave the men a holiday; and at five o’clock
next morning St.G. and I mounted our ponies, and accompanied
only by our two gun-bearers and my camera-man, started away
and pushed up the 3000 feet to the top of the pass in under
two hours. Not bad going, for though the path is a good one, it
is very steep in places. However, the ponies never stopped for a
moment, and our men by taking all short cuts easily kept up
with us. The morning air was chilly in the forests, for the sun
had not yet penetrated them, and we looked in vain for a sight
of a bear, though the many broken and overturned boughs of the
evergreen oaks showed that they had not been far off; but our
friend Bhélu is a great traveller, and moves rapidly from place to
place, so that one is frequently disappointed in searching for him
on his hunting-grounds. We reached the upper edge of the forest
at last, and hurried in all eagerness on to the top of the narrow
ridge, over which we were to see the promised land, Kulu.

It must be confessed that we were rather disappointed! The
country is so enormous that though we had been marching for nine
days towards the snows, they still were a long way off, and seemed
indeed to be scarcely much closer to us than they did at Simla.

The summit of the pass is 10,600 feet above the sea, about the
height of the Matterjoch at Zermatt, but unlike that pass it has
no snow on it at this season of the year, the ground being covered
with a short, brown grass. That we were not the first persons who
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had been here, was shown by the ruined forts which are built
along the ridge, the walls of which can be traced in the heaps of
stones that lie on the ground. How and when these forts were
built it is impossible to say, but they exist in considerable numbers
along these high ridges between the Sutlej and the Beds rivers.
Except that they are on the tops of the ridges, they do not seem
to have any strategic connection with each other, and it is difficult
to realise against what people they could have been held. The
height they are up, and the distance they are from any cultivated
land, must have made the question of supplies very difficult, though
they evidently provided themselves with water by catching the rain
and the snow in the deep pits that are seen in the ground beside
the now ruined walls.

The prospect from the summit is rather uninteresting, there
being no very prominent peaks at all close, but the view over the
forests through which we have come, with Két and other little
hamlets far down below, is very extensive. On the Kulu side
of the pass the road drops into a narrow enclosed valley, which
prevents any idea being got of the country beyond.

Still there was the glorious sense of height and freedom in the
clear fresh air as we rested for some time on the stones of the
ruined fort watching some beautiful mondl pheasants, which, for
their sins, have been burdened with the name of ZLophophorus
Impeyanus. They were feeding on the ground about a hundred
yards below us, three hens and a cock, the latter in all the glory
of his metallic blue-and-gold coat. In shape he is an ungraceful
bird, being no true pheasant but more after the pattern of a
turkey, still as regards his plumage he is the most gorgeous of all
Indian birds. His head is ornamented with an upright tuft of
shining green feathers. The head itself, neck, back, wing coverts,
and upper tail coverts are all one sheen of dark metallic blue
and green, while on his neck, by way of varieﬁy, a flush of copper-
coloured feathers gives him a dazzling appearance. The hens are
a modest brown.
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We took our guns and crept cautiously down, making a long
detour to get between them and the forest below; but most un-
fortunately, just as we were reaching our goal, a hen that we had
not seen, flew up and with a shrill whistle alarmed her friends,
who, with outspread wings, dropped down the steep slope into the
protection of the forest below, long out of range.

We stayed two or three hours on the top enjoying the warmth
of the sun, which now began to shine down hotly through the
rarefied air. Even at this height in the Himalayas one often
feels the thinness of the air—no doubt partly because of the
extreme stillness of the atmosphere, which so rarely fans the
exhausted climber. But it seems often to vary unaccountably
with the day, and to be somewhat independent of the exact
elevation one is on.

As we sat quietly identifying the snowy peaks on our map, a
sudden crowing made us turn round, and there close to us was
an old chikér cock, perched upon the highest stone of the fort,
announcing himself in his pride to his lady friends below. Birds
are unsophisticated in these parts, and have not yet learnt due
respect for man. This familiarity was too much for us; so, slipping
quietly down the hill, we went round to the side that he was
overlooking and there flushed the covey, getting a nice brace of
birds for our evening meal. Cold though it had been riding up in
our sheepskin coats, we found our thin khaki cotton clothes
almost too hot as we ran down through the woods to Kot again,
leaving the path several times to make excursions after the chikér,
which we met returning up the hill after their morning’s feed on
the villagers’ crops. These birds, which in no way are to be
distinguished from the French red-legged partridge, are great
runners; and a large covey running uphill over broken and stony
ground has all the appearance of a number of rabbits bolting in
and out of their holes.

After an early breakfast next morning, the usual packing-up
began, the rest of the previous day having put all the men into good
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spirits. All the bundles were laid out in lines on the little grass
plot before the bungalow, while the kulis all squatted near await-
ing the order to take them up, the mules seizing the opportunity
of a few moments’ freedom to wander about in every one’s way as
they nibbled the short sweet grass.

The custom of the country is that on giving notice, generally
twenty-four hours previously, to the lumbadar, or headman of a
village, he is obliged to supply you with the kulis you require, and,
providing the number you ask for is not more than about twenty,
they are generally forthcoming at the time you wish to start.
They each carry any weight not exceeding 70 lbs., and are re-
munerated at the Government rate of four or six annas (4d. or 6d.),
according to the length of the stage. In these mountain villages
they do not take the trouble to send a messenger round to collect
the kulis, but in the evening, as you stand at your tent door
watching the brilliant stars sparkling in the dark vault overhead,
with only the sound of the torrent far, far down below you to break
the stillness, you hear suddenly a long-drawn call, “ Ga@-o kuliaaa,”
very melodiously shouted out into the dark night by the watchman
standing on some prominent rock overhanging the valley. Away
over the deep valley travels the call, telling the villagers that they
will be wanted next morning. Again and again the call resounds,
and now it is taken up by the villages beneath, until it is carried
from hamlet to hamlet like a prolonged echo, which faintly dies
away in the dark depths below us.

The whole scene is most poetical, and the simple homely lives
of these peasants, who appear next morning obedient to the call,
comes vividly before one. It was with reluctance that we started
away from K6t and crossed the Jalaori Pass again; but we had to
hurry on if we wished to reach the higher ground before the first
snow fell, and a long march was before us till we got down to Jibbi,
the first village over the other side of the range, when we might
consider ourselves in Kulu, although the real Kulu valley lies some
marches farther on.



e - “® s hold its own with Kashmir.
e el The Kulu valley proper

is composed of the first fifty miles of the river Beds, one of the

five rivers of the Punjdb, and lies, roughly speaking, about one
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hundred miles due north of Simla, in the centre of the broken
Himalayas. The main valley, running north and south, follows
the Beds from its source to the point near Larji, where its course
suddenly turns due west, and enters the native state of Mandi
throngh a vast gorge, which completely bars any approach from
this side.

A range of mountains commencing with 20,000 feet peaks
and falling to 15,000 and 10,000 feet, closely borders this high
valley on the western side, while the eastern bank of the Beds is
fed by several large streams, which descend from more broken and
still higher ground, including the Parbati, with its valley some 35
miles long, the Sainj, and the Chata, both of which latter meet the
Beds at Larji.

The valley, thus shut in on all sides, can be entered only by
crossing one of five passes, the lowest of which is 6700 feet high.
Entering from the south, you have the choice of the Jalaori and
the Bashleo Passes, both of which are 10,600 feet above the sea
and are crossed by paths leading from the Sutlej valley into the
waters of the Chata. There is not much to choose between these
two, though the first is perhaps the best road, as well as the nearest
for any one approaching from Simla.

From the west, which would be the easiest route to any one
entering from the plains, two passes lead from Mandi state directly
into the valley—the Dolchi, 6700 feet, which drops down to
Bajaora, and the Babbu, 9400 feet, which brings the traveller
directly into Sultinpur, the capital.

Few are likely to approach Kulu from the north, but there
are two passes at the head of the valley, which lead over into the
barren and desolate districts of Lahaul and Spiti; these are the
Hal'nta, 14,500 feet, and the Rotang, 13,300 feet. All these passes
are closed by snow in January, February, and March, while the
higher ones are often not available until May or June. The east
side of Kulu is completely shut in by a tangled mass of huge
mountains, over 20,000 feet high, which border on the dreary
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wastes of Spiti, and over which no communication is possible even
for the shepherds with their hardy flocks.

In the Rotang Pass the river Beds takes its rise, and, falling
rapidly at first, meets its first village at Rala, and from there
tumbles headlong through the high alpine valley. At Manali, some
7000 feet above the sea, the area of cultivation extends as the fall of
the river becomes less rapid, and from Nagar, 5700 feet, to Bajaora,
3300 feet, every available spot in the valley bottom and on the
lower slopes of the mountains is devoted to the cultivation of
luxuriant crops.

In the centre of this rich belt lies Sultinpur, the capital of
Kuluy, the only town in a district where the villages would be
better designated as hamlets, consisting, as they do, mostly of a
few comfortable peasants’ houses clustered together.

It will thus be seen that the upper valley, above Nagar, has all
the characteristics of high alpine scenery, while from there down-
wards the homely peacefulness of extended cultivation,the numerous
hamlets dotted all over the valley, from the grass-thatched mud hut
on the flat ground to the stone-roofed wooden chalet on the mountain
side, all betoken the peace and prosperity of a people who, if their
wants are few, have at any rate an abundance to satisfy them.

Somewhat distinct again in character is the valley of the
Parbati, which joins the Beds valley in a narrow gorge a few miles
below Sultéanpur. This mountain torrent with its feeders flows
through the district known as Waziri Rupi, a long but narrow
valley, enclosed on all sides by mountains of enormous size. The
two gate-posts on either side of the mouth are over 12,000 feet in
height, while the chain of peaks surrounding it rise to 17,000,
18,000, 20,000, and 21,000 feet as you go up the stream, forming
a complete cul-de-sac, the only entrance to which is from the main
Kulu valley, either up the Pirbati torrent or over the high
Malauna Pass.!

! Since writing the above I have heard from Colonel Tanner, whose beautiful
monochrome drawings of these Himalayan peaks are so well known, that a passage
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Shut in as it thus is on all sides, it is no wonder that Kulu
was always regarded as the Ultima Thule of the Hindus. The
earlier wanderers from the plains below, no doubt, made their way
up here in search of an easier means of subsistence; but no great
wave of immigration has ever been recorded, and the people as
they are found now are no doubt the descendants of the original
settlers. Cut off from their relations and co-religionists in the
plains, they have naturally developed into a different people in
appearance and in customs; but their own traditions go back into
the dim distance of Hindu mythology, to an Homeric age when
Purus Ram lived with the gods and ruled these valleys with their
help and countenance. Coming down to a more reasonable date,
we find that in Jagat Singh’s reign, in 1660, the capital was trans-
ferred from Sultdnpur to Nagar, and many immigrants came up
from the plains to settle under his prosperous rule; and in Raja
Maun Singh’s time, at the end of the eighteenth century, the
influence of the Kulu rulers spread from Lahaul and Spiti on one
side nearly to Simla on the other.

But this prosperity did not last long. No great hold can be
kept upon a scattered people separated by such lofty mountains
and deep valleys. . Internal dissensions caused them to fall apart
as eagily as they had been brought together; and the Sikhs from
the Punjib, without any great difficulty on their part, took over
the government of the valley, granting the suzerainty of Waziri
Rupi to an ancestor of the present Rai.

With the defeat of the Sikhs and the annexation of the Punjdb
by us, this outlying portion of their dominions fell under our
control without any disturbance in 1846, and since then it has
been administered by an Assistant Commissioner, as a part of
British territory. Only on one occasion have any troops of ours
visited the valley, and this was some years ago, when a mountain

was made some years ago from Spiti to the head waters of the Pirbati by a member
of the Bengal Civil Service. The pass was described as very high and extremely
arduous.
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battery was marched through, partly to exercise the mules and
partly to remind the peaceful inhabitants that such things as
soldiers really did exist. '

For many years after it came under our rule the valley was
left entirely in charge of a native tehsilddr, or magistrate, the
Assistant Commissioner visiting it only during the summer months,
and leaving again before the snow fell on the passes. During this
short time he was naturally unable to visit more than the valley
itself, although his political district covered an area of 6000 square
miles of mountainous country, with a population of 100,000,
embracing the countries of Kulu, Lahaul, Spiti, and Seoraj. Since
1870, however, the Assistant Commissioner has resided continuously
at his post, to the great advantage of his charge; for, with the
forest officer and an engineer, he is the sole English official in this
area, which approaches in size that of Wales. Isolated as it is in
the vast ranges of the Himalayas, this post of Assistant Com-
missioner in Kulu is an instance of the independent responsibility
placed by the Government of India on the shoulders of its young
officials—a trust which has produced, in the Punjib alone, such
names as Lawrence, Nicholson, Edwardes, and Lyall. The English
character is certainly seen at its best in independent resource and
action, and there are few responsible positions in the world where
a man has such freedom to think out and carry out the ideas
he has developed, as he has in these subordinate posts in the
Indian Civil Service. It is the finest training-school for rulers of
men that the world has ever seen.

Placed here in Kulu in charge of a population of one hundred
thousand souls, belonging to different creeds, customs and languages,
he is told to be their ruler, their judge, their guide, their friend,
and above all to teach them by his example the full meaning of a
white face. On the Kuram side of the Punjib the subjects are
warlike, and though here in Kulu the people are weak and peace-
able, yet in both cases the same impartial judgment, the same tact
is required to ensure success.

D
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Nowhere is virtue more its own reward than in Kulu. The
amelioration of his district and his people is directly in the power
and under the eye of their ruler. He orders a bridge to be built
one day, it is carried out under his eye on the next, and on the
third day he and his subjects enjoy the benefit of it.

But though the responsibility is the same, how different are
the conditions of life here and on the Frontier. A most delightful
climate, temperate in winter and not too hot in summer, Nagar
Castle, the Assistant Commissioner’s home, at a height of nearly 6000
feet above the sea, is one of the pleasantest residences imaginable.
The views down the broad Kulu valley on one side and up to the
snow mountains on the other are all that the most exacting lover
of scenery could wish for. Though far from the outer world, all
the necessary comforts are obtainable and supplies are always at
hand. The people around are gentle and well disposed, and the
Assistant Commissioner travels from one end of his Jittle kingdom
to the other with no greater protection than the stick in his hand.
Many things that make life pleasant are to be found in the valley:
health, climate, scenery, and sport, all amid a quiet and peaceable
population, who have much that is interesting about them, and
who, though not always accommodating to strangers, are certainly
far too cowardly to resist any demands made upon them by their
white lord and master.

From the top of the Jalaori Pass, then, we looked over the
mass of broken ground and confused ridges amongst which we
were going to spend the next two months, and watched our long
train of mules and kulis winding down the narrow path and
disappearing into the wooded ravine just below us.

The top of the ridge, strangely enough, is bare of trees all
along, the ruins of the forts standing exposed along the crest.
Taking our guns we walked along this open ridge for some distance,
to see if the chikdr had yet come up to the high ground after
their morning meal in the crops below, and found our friends the
beautiful mondl again at home. It seemed a pity to shoot such
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handsome birds, which are at the best but poor eating, and which
are such an ornament to the ground they are found on. As it is,
their numbers are sadly diminishing, owing to the persistence
with which they are snared by the pahdris, who, for the profit of a
few annas, sell the gorgeous skins to some trader, who in turn
carries them off to the plains to be converted into rupees. Here, as
elsewhere, all lovers of Nature cry to Government to enforce a simple
game law which would afford protection to birds and animals
during their breeding season. Nothing can be more sad than the
wholesale and unsportsmanlike destruction of animal life, in season
and out of season, that nearly all over India is threatening the
extermination of life in the jungles. Besides despoiling the
jungles of their beautiful inhabitants, these would-be sportsmen
are literally slaughtering the goose that lays them the golden eggs.

‘We ran down into the pine-woods after the kulis over the
frosty ground, for at this height of over 10,000 feet the shady
sides of the hills are chilly enough, and we were glad to warm
ourselves by a somewhat rapid descent.

Our camping place this night was to be Jibbi, a little Road
Bungalow some six miles from the top of the pass, and some four
thousand feet below it, so that the descent on this side of the pass is
more rapid than that on the side up which we had come. As we
got down into the wooded glens the pine trees became finer, many
an old weather-beaten giant blackened with fire standing beside
the path, the forest having all the delights of a high alpine valley,
in which the torrent below us increased in volume at every step,
in its tumbling headlong course.

We halted for lunch in a pleasant glade where the sun broke
through the trees, and were glad here, as always, to put on our
coats before sitting down; and as we ate our frugal meal, the
distant jingling of some bells announced the approach of that
emblem of civilisation, the mail-runner. For some reason or other,
his wand of office, all over India, is a short spear, the head of
which is surrounded by a number of little bells. The spear, no
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doubt, is a weapon of defence against the attacks of wild animals,
but the only use I ever heard for the bells, was as a peg upon
which to hang that excellent tiger story, where the crafty beast
lay nightly in wait for the jingling sound of the unconscious
mail-man.

In the summer-time, before the snow has closed the pass, the
mail-bag is carried over the Jalaori to Simla, each runner doing
his few miles and then handing the bag on to the next, who comes
down from his village and awaits it on the road. No guard of
any kind accompanies it, but the inviolability of Her Majesty’s
mail seems never to be questioned, until, after passing through
many rough hands, up hill and down dale, it is deposited on the
floor of the Simla post-office.

The first hamlet we came to, a few miles farther down through
the pine-woods, was Gaghi, a picturesque collection of wooden
chalets, with shingle roofs, upon which great stones were laid, just
as one sees in a Swiss mountain village. The ground about the
village was terraced as usual, and the balconies and roofs of the
houses were laden with the drying crops, great masses of crimson
amaranth and yellow millet.

We stopped to watch the harvest operations. Four little
black bullocks were being driven abreast, in the primeval fashion,
round and round a central pole upon the smooth mud threshing-
floor, wading through the yellow straw, and stopping now and then
to nibble some prominent ear, until urged on again by the quick
“ Hutt, hutt” and simulated tail-twisting of the boy driver. Hard
by, a woman was thrashing out with a long stick the tiny grain
from a large heap of amaranth, which was in turn winnowed by a
man who held the basket of grain aloft, and poured it gently from
this height, whereby the chaff was scattered by the passing breeze,
and the grain fell in one large golden heap.

They were much amused by my attempts at photographing
them, no doubt wondering why on earth the Sahib was wrapping
his head up in a black velvet cloth. They seemed, however, to
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understand that they were about to be immortalised, for the women
blushed and smiled in full consciousness of the stare of the lens,
while the men stood, as usual, in a stiff row, as if about to meet
their doom.

Nainu was invaluable on these occasions, for there is nothing
that an ignorant native has more contempt for than ignorance in
another of something he has just learnt himself. His language, it
is true, would not have been quite in place in a West End studio,
but it was to the point.

“ 0O foolish ones, why stand ye thus in a row? Cannot ye see,
O sons of asses that ye are, that the Sahib wishes to make your
pictures? O you! stand here. Hold this stick so, and move not.
Good! Another man is needed. Here, O mud-head, hold this
basket like this, and let the grain fall gently to the ground.
Enough, so. Let the women beat the millet. It is perfect. Now,
all men, move not. Is not the arrangement complete, Sahib ?”

Needless to say, the arrangement was much too complete,
since any natural ease and grace they possessed was driven out of
them by the stiff and wood-like positions in which they found
themselves for the first time in their lives.

Photography is an excellent school for patience, for, after all
has been carefully settled, one has often enough quietly to begin
again at the beginning. Happily, in India, to the native at any
rate, time is no object; and his chief wonder always seems to be
that, after taking so long to get him into the right position, you
do not keep him standing there for half an hour at least.

I spent some time in the picturesque hamlet taking photographs.
The women, in strange contrast to those in other parts of India,
were not at all shy, and were quite ready to stand and have their
pictures taken, though rather disconcerted by the chaff of their
fellow-villagers present. Some of them were quite good-looking,
with well-shaped oval faces, but their rough, white blanket dresses
had evidently been so long away from water that I was not
tempted to make a closer acquaintance with them. For the
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benefit of more enterprising travellers, however, I don’t mind
divulging that the names of the two best-looking were Kuti and
Nerki.

A couple of miles more, down through a beautifully wooded
gorge, brought us to the Jibbi bungalow, which stands by the side
of the torrent in a grove of magnificent deodars, a most picturesque
spot. The hills rising steeply all round, being covered with forest,
promised some good sport during the days we were obliged to
spend here, as St.G. had the month’s bills and accounts of his
survey party to make out—a somewhat uncongenial occupation
that kept him and his babu close prisoners for some days in the
office tent.

I found the men had pitched my tent on a small patch of grass
between a little stone chalet-temple and the bungalow, which
together represent the ‘town’ of Jibbi. St.G. took up his abode
in the bungalow, and the god not being at home, the temple was
invaded by our servants, and soon the smoke of their fires was
curling out from under the picturesque roof. These village
temples, indeed, seem to be largely used as rest-houses by native
travellers, for there are very few serais where shelter can be
obtained by any one passing along these roads.

Nainu with my gun, Madho with my camera, and I with my
stick, started out next morning to explore, first crossing the torrent
upon a bridge formed of an immense single deodar, which had
fallen across the water from its high bank. The swirling, rushing
water beneath one is rather unsettling to one’s composure on these
occasions, and several times I found my hands groping downwards
and my knees bending involuntarily in my anxiety to obtain a
better hold on the log. Natives, with their shoeless feet, have an
immense advantage on this sort of path, for every muscle of their
bare feet can be brought into play to balance their bodies, while
the flexible sole has not the fatal inclination to slip that is so
frequent in a stiff leather shooting-boot.

The question of footgear is one of the most important on a
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march like this into the Himalayas, as well as the most difficult
to solve satisfactorily. Except when near the snows, the ground
is always dry, but directly one leaves the path in search of game
one has to traverse either rocks, which are often enough smooth,
or what is still more dangerous, extremely steep slopes of short
dry grass, on which, so slippery are they, a foothold can scarcely
be kept unless one’s boots are provided with a forest of good nails.
Such nailed boots, on the other hand, are most unsuitable and dan-
gerous upon the smooth rocks. I myself always wore the native-
made leather chapplis—sandals with thick leather soles, fastened
over the instep by a plat of straps, a chamois leather sock being
worn over the ordinary sock, to keep out dust and dirt. Nothing
could be more comfortable than these are on any rough or
rocky ground, owing to the freedom and play they allow to the
ankle, while, in order to give them a hold on the grass slopes, I
put a row of projecting screws all round the edge of the sole.
This is the way the Tirolese mountaineers nail their boots, and
they, no doubt, have taken
the idea from the chamois’
foot, the centre of which,
being a softer pad, prevents
the animal slipping on a
smooth rock, whereas the
outside edges of the hoofs
project in a sharp hard
ridge, which clings to the
crevice of a rock or cuts
sharply into soft yielding
earth, and by spreading or
closing his toes the chamois
is able to bring either of these footgears instantaneously into
use, according to the requirements of the ground that he for the
moment finds himself upon. The only alternative is to wear a
good pair of nailed shooting-boots, and to slip on over them,

GRASS SANDALS
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whenever you come to smooth rocks, a pair of the grass sandals
that the natives themselves use, and which they so cleverly plat
every morning that a new pair is required.

We soon found traces of the black kallidge pheasant (Gallophasis
albo-cristatus), the cock of which is a handsome blue-black bird with
a grey crest, more the shape of a fowl than the pheasant, after which
he is indeed misnamed. It is useless to pursue these birds alone,
for they would give a hare a start at running uphill and beat him,
8o we sat down while Nainu was sent back for the dogs, and before
long the two spaniels came scampering up to us and were soon
making the woods resound with their loud barkings. Then the race
began. Encouraged by Topsy’s and Nulty’s tongues, which grew
sharper every moment as the scent grew hotter, we hastened after
them, already far above us. The forest was very thick and the hill-
side most precipitous, but we scrambled up as one only can when
in the pursuit of game, in all eager breathlessness, Nainu pushing
and pulling, stones clattering, branches cutting, now turning to
avoid a tangled mass, only to hurry up again with a supreme
effort through the more open trees. “Look, Sahib, where the
branches are thick—that big—” Bang! echoes the shot with a loud
report under the enclosing trees, and down through the branches
flutters the heavy bird. “Come here, Topsy, come to heel! Ah!
Nulty, you brute, would you? Run quickly, Nainu, or there will
be no supper to-night”; and soon he returns with the hand-
some bird, at which the dogs sniff admiringly. “ Good old Topsy,
good dog, Nult!” and we proceed more leisurely along the narrow
forest path, until the dogs summon us for a renewed scramble.

Passing at times through little hamlets, we were far up on the
mountain side by midday, and as I was sitting on a log eating my
lunch, Nainu and Madho squatting at a distance polluting the
fresh air with their noxious tobacco, an ominous rumble broke
out amongst the high ground up by the Jalaori, and soon the slow
but steady echoes, and an uneasy sigh of the wind through the
tall pines, told us that the giants were warring up amongst the
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peaks, and warned us to seek shelter lower down. Before we had
got far, an earnest of the coming storm swept down upon us in a
chilly blast, which bowed the trees before the wreaths of cloud
that, like scouts, rode upon the front of the now freshening gusts.
Peal upon peal rolled down from above, at first in the glorious
majesty of reverberating echoes, and then, all too soon, in the
sharp and angry snarl which announces the near presence of the
God of Thunder himself.

It was not a case of shelter, however, for the cold was very
sharp at this height, and snow was falling not far above us, so we
raced down, heedless of the heavy drops which fell upon us and
the slippery paths, each of which now conducted its little muddy
stream to feed the torrent below. A storm in the mountains is a
glorious thing; no dwellers in flat countries can have any idea of
the magnificent echoes awakened, which, repeatedly fed by new
crashes, roll down the mountain side, only to be thrown back with
a fresh roar from the steep hill opposite, until the whole air is
trembling with the billows of sound. Long before we reached the
bottom we were drenched through by the rain and driving mists,
not to mention the steady stream which poured from the brim of
my hat on to my knees at every step. By the time we got to the
torrent, it was already thick and muddy with its swollen waters,
and on stepping on to the big pine which served as a bridge, I
was glad to have the help of Nainu’s hand in crossing its slippery
surface.

A change into warm dry clothes and a glass of whisky soon
put me to rights, and as for Nainu, he also got rid of his soaking
garments, for whenever I saw him for the rest of the day, he
appeared in the garb of the primeval savage, with little on but
the blanket, which formed, with the exception of his cooking pots
and the suit of clothes that I had given him, his sole worldly
possession.

The much-abused Indian servant has one great advantage over
others. He never seems to exist unless he is doing something for
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you. The two words ao (come) and jao (go) sum up his daily
movements. The first implies that you require his services, the
next that he is to disappear off the face of the earth until next
wanted. Where and how he eats or sleeps is no care of yours. No
man has ever seen him eat, but there is a legend that the dark
thing huddled up in a blanket outside your door, over which you
stumble as you step out into the night air, is Narain Singh
awaiting his next summons to the Presence.

On the march, however, the servants had their tents, the four
Mohammedans chumming together, while Nainu, being a Hindu,
preferred to lie down with his fellows, the kalassis. Never a
complaint is heard, in hot weather or cold, in rain or sun, after
a long day’s march or a weary delay; he is always patient, always
obedient, ready to do to the best of his varying ability his ap-
pointed task. Truly with all his little faults the Indian servant
can only be called one gigantic success.

The storm rather unsettled the weather during our few days
at Jibbi, and made us realise that we were still 6000 feet above
the sea; but St.G.’s time was fully taken up with his accounts,
while T wandered about and shot alternately with my gun and
my camera lens. To my great regret, I had forgotten to bring some
dust-shot cartridges with me, so as to get a specimen of each of the
many new kinds of small birds I met with. The long-tailed blue
jay and his orange brother : the little grey flycatcher with crimson
wings, fluttering from rock to rock; the gorgeous smaller king-
fisher one mass of crimson and sky-blue, sitting on a branch over
a pool, or racing his bigger grey-and-white speckled relation in
his swift flight down the stream; the tame little black water-bird
with rufous breast and white top-knot, who never seemed to leave
us; and the splendid flocks of Raja birds, little fellows, the males
all scarlet and the females yellow, who seemed to catch every ray
of the sun in their headlong course through the air—all these
and many others became very familiar to us in our daily marches,
but one needs to examine them once in one’s hand in order to
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become really acquainted with them. To thoroughly enjoy a march
of this kind one must make the acquaintance, if not the friendship,
of all the life around one, both great and small, for it supplies a
daily living interest, and is a study which never fails, but rather
opens constantly new doors for further investigations.

One morning, on our return from a short absence from camp,
we heard an immense tumult, and soon saw an angry gathering of
villagers about the servants’ tents. We thought nothing of it at
first, until the interest which the disputants began to take in each
other’s female relatives proved it to be serious. “How now, O
Jjemaddr, what new arrangement is this you have made for our
comfort ?”

At these words the babel ceases, and the whole body turns
toward us. “Sahib, these men, fools that they are, have come only
to annoy us, who have given no offence; we drive them away, but
they ever return with fresh complaints, so utterly without shame
are they.”

“Nay, Sahib, it is we who are true men, and our words are
straight. Three seers of milk did the Presence’s servants take from
us, giving only payment for half a seer, but with many threats.”

“What talk is this, thou liar and son of a liar? Is it not true
that this man brought three seers of milk, and received payment
for three? All our men, for they alone are true men, will bear
witness that I speak the truth. Sahib, these men are wholly
without shame.”

Unfortunately for St.G. the witnesses are equally numerous
on both sides, and both swear hard to the truth of their own and
to the falsity of their opponents’ case.

It is always difficult to find out whether it is the servants who
are endeavouring to impose on the unsophisticated peasant, or
whether the unsophisticated peasants are not trying to get the better
of their natural enemies, hating as they do to have to supply anything
at all to the passers-by. In such a case evidence on either side is
wholly worthless, for each party votes straight, through thick and
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thin, and it can only be decided on the abstract principle, so univer-
sal in the East, that it is probably the stronger who are oppressing
the weaker; and so the servants were condemned to pay up the
defaulting threepence, because, wearing as they did the splendid
brass badges which marked them as the representatives of Her
Majesty’s Government, they were, without doubt, in consequence
the oppressors.

The weather cleared again next day, and as St.G.’s accounts
" were now finished, we made preparations to continue our march
on the following morning down the valley. The mules had been
sent back to Simla to avoid the expense of keeping them waiting ;
so chaprassis were sent out in all directions to scour the villages
for kulis, for we needed a small army to transport our goods and
chattels.

There was great excitement in the evening in the villages and
hamlets lying in the hills above. No less person than the Devi
himself had appeared, and was showing his anger by covering up
the half of the full moon which ought to have shone brilliantly
down out of the black sky. We stood out on the frosty night
watching the eclipse, and listening to the weird howls and lament-
ations of the affrighted peasants. Conches were blown by the
priests to fan the religious zeal, and their excitement went so far
as to cause them actually to fire off a couple of shots. Surely it
must have been a great harvest for the holy men. I gave Nainu
an elementary lecture on astronomy next morning, to which he
listened in respectful, if disbelieving silence, only remarking when
" it was over, “ It is true, the Sahib 1dg indeed know all things.”

Next morning the usual difficulty in obtaining the kulis again
cropped up when we wanted to start, the chaprassis not having
been able to persuade a sufficient number of them to come down
from their villages to do a day’s work.

The whole question of Begr, or forced labour, cannot be judged
without considering rather fully the position of the Kulu peasant
or zaminddr. These zaminddrs have mostly very small holdings—
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a few terraces near their villages, which they work with the help
of their families, though in a few cases the zamindars hold sufficient
land to enable them to employ two or three labourers. These latter
are practically serfs, and their remuneration consists of a few
handfuls of grain daily, with the addition of one piece of puttu
(homespun) and two pairs of shoes per annum. As is the case all
over India, the zaminddrs hold their land direct from the Govern-
ment, the land being only reassessed at long intervals when the
rent is fixed. Thus the zamindar is practically a peasant proprietor
paying a small land-tax to the Government.

A collection of these zaminddri lands, with a few hamlets upon
them, forms the unit of area in Kulu, known as the kothi. These
vary in size, some being large and containing several villages,
while others are but sparsely populated, but all are compact and
well defined. In the Upper Beds valley and Waziri Rupi there
are altogether some twenty-three of these kothis or village com-
munes. The headman of each hamlet in the kothi is the Lumbadar,
who is generally chosen by the villagers themselves, and whose
chief duties consist in seeing to the collection of the revenue, for
which he gets a small percentage, and the carrying out of orders
he receives for Begar.

Each kothi, in its turn, is presided over by a Neghi, who is the
official really responsible for the rents, and for the behaviour of his
charge. The office is hereditary, and is an esteemed one, for the
neghi in many cases has several lumbadirs under him, as well as
chowkidérs, the latter of whom perform the office of village watch-
men. The neghi, besides collecting the rents, on which he also
gets a commission, has to see to all arrangements for forced labour,
to supply the needs of travellers with wood, milk, flour, etec., to
obtain kulis for the transport of their baggage, and in general to
furnish labourers for any Government work that is required on
roads or bridges.

As far as appearances go, the neghis I met were in no way to
be distinguished from any of the other villagers; but though in
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most cases intensely ignorant, they can generally read and write
their own language.

The whole of the neghis, again, in Kulu and Seordj are under
the Tehsildar and his deputy, who live respectively at Sultdnpur
and Banjdur. These men are native magistrates, and have power
to try civil and criminal cases, and to inflict as much as six
months’ imprisonment upon offenders. They carry out, under the
Assistant Commissioner, the whole of the government of the dis-
trict, and, as their name implies, are responsible for the tehsil or
treasury. Both are strangers from the plains of the Punjdb, for
no Kulu man has yet shown capacity enough for taking any real
share in the government of his valley.!

It will thus be seen that the government of the country is
extremely simple, and that the zamindar, beyond his nominal rent,
pays no direct taxes, except the service he may have to render
under the Begdr regulations. This service, as has been said before,
is from time immemorial, and though in itself it is no great
burden, yet, unless very carefully adjusted, it may press with
intolerable weight upon the individual

Taking the claims of Government first, the solution of the
problem was not difficult, and under the present system no works,
unless imperatively necessary, are carried out during the months
mainly devoted to agriculture. No call is made for forced labour,
if willing labour can be found ; and last, but not least, all labour
is paid for at a fair day’s wage. The traveller’s claims, however,
were not so easily adjusted, for even now they inevitably break
down if any real demand is made upon them. His requirements
consist of food for himself and his men, milk, wood, fodder for his
horses and mules, with the addition of personal service in carrying
baggage.

In the old days the Rajas simply exacted all these by force
from the villagers nearest at hand, and as long as no organised
system was laid down, the hardship on some zaminddrs was in-

1 See Appendix B.
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tolerable, while others at a distance altogether escaped the tax.
Again, men were often summoned from a distance of twelve to
fifteen miles to a stage, there to await the traveller’s pleasure
for days, only to find in the end that they were not required, or if
engaged, were taken on another twelve-mile march, only to be dis-
missed on completing the journey with but a poor recompense for
their long absence from their fields. Likely enough, too, the
peasant would be called away just at the time when his little plot
of ground most needed his attention. These conditions have now
been remedied by Government, by making out lists, so that each
kothi is called upon in turn to supply kulis, and by organising
the main routes into marches, for each of which a fixed charge is
made for porterage ; nor can kulis now be kept waiting beyond a
certain time without extra payment.

All these arrangements seem sensible and workable enough, but
where they break down is in the people themselves. Probably no
peasants in the world are so well off as the Kulu zamindéars. Each
grows enough food off his own little plot of ground to supply
himself and his family with sufficient for the year. His little
flock of sheep and goats provides him with milk and wool, which
he spins himself into coarse thread. This is then woven by him-
self into long narrow strips of homespun, which furnish him with
clothes and blankets. Tobacco he grows for his own consumption.
His sole need of money is to pay his trifling rent to the neghi,
and this he obtains by the sale of his surplus rice or wheat to the
passing Lahaulis, or possibly the disposal of his small patch of
opium to the Punjabi traders.

The consequence is that the Kulu peasant has little incentive
to do a hard day’s work, even if it is fairly paid for. A more
enterprising people would be only too delighted to see travellers
entering their country, bringing money and trade; but not so the
Kulu zaminddr. He seems to throw every obstacle he can in the
way of the traveller obtaining even such necessaries as milk and
flour, while he obstinately refuses to sell his honey, his eggs, and
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his fowls, for which he is offered liberal payment. This unwilling-
ness to sell or trade seems to be a part of the Kulu character, for
it is only under Government compulsion that the lumbadédrs will
supply sheep for payment or grass and wood for the traveller’s
use; and it is a curious fact that all the shops in the valley are
kept by strangers from the Punjab, Sultinpur, the capital, being
almost entirely peopled by them. The very Bunnias selling flour
to the servants at the end of the day’s march, do not belong to
the valley, and it is almost an impossibility to obtain a peasant’s
consent to part with his spare blankets or his quaint jewelry,
no matter how liberal a price is offered him.

The result of all this is that, if it were not for the Government’s
enforcement of Begar, no work at all could be carried on in the
valley, no roads made, no bridges built. Offer what he would,
the traveller would not be able to obtain even the necessaries of
life, for there are, of course, no local shops; he could not either
move a step, for no one would carry his baggage or bring grass
for his mules.

Such being the case, forced labour and forced supplies, both
of which are fairly paid for at fixed rates, are justly exacted
by the Government, the neghi of each kothi being obliged by law
to comply with the demands made upon him. In practice, how-
ever, numerous difficulties arise. The neghi's excuse is that he
has not received sufficient notice; the lumbaddr announces that
there is no milk to be had; a miserable sheep is brought for
the stipulated four rupees, and is falsely declared to be the best
they have. If any complaint is made to the Assistant Commis-
sioner, he expresses his regret, but excuses himself by saying
that he also continually has the same difficulties. In the mean-
time the traveller wastes a day of his precious leave, or goes to
bed after a meagre supper.

If the Kulu people will not take any share in the trade of
their country, and there arises a demand for it on the part of
sufficient travellers, the present system will inevitably go to the
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wall, and be replaced by a race of foreign traders and contractors,
who will effectually prevent the people of the valley from ever
having any share in the increasing prosperity of their country.

After waiting some time for the rest of the kulis, we decided
to start at once, leaving a chaprassi behind to bring on the rest
of the baggage when a sufficient number of men had been found.
It was delightful to be on the move again.

The path continued steadily down the valley, and all too soon
the delightful alpine character of the mountain sides began to
grow less; we broke out of the dark pine-woods into the more
open valley, where the hillsides were brown and bare, and where
the peasants were busily scratching their terraced fields with
quaintly-shaped ploughs. With the hot sun behind our backs the
whole way, the views all day were flat and shadowless, without
any variety to cause especial interest. About midday we reached
Banjdur, whither the seat of the local authority has been moved
from the village of Plach, high up on the hill opposite.

Banjdur is now the residence of the Naib Tehsilddr, for whose
benefit quite an imposing array of buildings has been erected.
An excellent two-storied, gabled stone villa, worthy indeed of
Upper Norwood, holds the great man himself, while alongside
is a large, low, stone Tudor castle, enclosing courtyards for the
treasury, the police station, and post-office. The half a dozen
policemen lounging about are but the nominal guard of the
treasure, for, as serious crime is wholly unknown in Kulu, the
policeman’s lot, here at any rate, is indeed a happy one. The
buildings look well built and comfortable, but strangely out of
place in this non-urban land. St.G. and I walked up to them,
and were received with many saldms by the Tehsilddr, after whose
health we tenderly inquired, and then proceeded to discuss the
crops and the season before we came to the important question
of presenting the treasury warrant to him to draw pay for the
men. We came to the conclusion that the Naib Tehsilddr of
Banjiur has a “soft billet,” and when other professions fail,

E
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we determined to remember it as one well worth applying for.
We had a further six miles of tramp however to-day, so we tore
ourselves away, and continued our march down the valley.

About a mile below Banjiur a stream comes in from the
right, down which the path leads from the Bashleo Pass, the
two roads here uniting and continuing together on into Kulu.
We hesitated rather about taking an upper line of road which
branches off here, and leads through Plich over a ridge into the
Sainj valley, and then over a second ridge into the Kulu valley
at Bajdora. This would be a more interesting route, and in
summer be cooler than the lower road, but in places it is almost
impassable for ponies, and for us would have been disagreeable,
owing to the cold caused by the late break in the weather. We
therefore followed the path which keeps mostly along the torrent,
except now and then where a projecting cliff causes it to climb up,
only to descend again where the valley widens. Scarcely a tree
is to be seen about here, and there is little to charm the eye in
the monotonous red-brown colouring. A bold bridge, however,
thrown across a narrow gorge just before reaching the end of our
day’s march, added a little interest to the proceedings.

Manglaor bungalow we reached early in the afternoon—a poor
tumble-down little place, a great part of the roof being off, which
would have been inconvenient had it rained. We strolled up to
the little temple on the hill just above—a quaint building with
some interesting wood-carving, the whole being in better repair
and more carefully kept than most of the temples we had yet
come across. There was no one in attendance, and we searched
for the god, but, as usual, he was not to be found at home, until
at last from within the inmost sanctuary Nainu unearthed a
round vermilion-smeared stone, which he assured me was the
Dedta himself.

I turned with more interest to some living goddesses who,
hearing of our arrival, had come with Kulu boldness to have a
chat and to see for themselves. The fame of Kulu ladies has
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spread far beyond the Himalayas, and many a fair one from the
valley has reclined upon the couches of the emperors of Delhi,
and gazed from out of the white marble halls of the palace across
the great Jumna and the glaring plains towards the distant hills,
high up in which her sisters perhaps stood up to their knees in
water, planting out the young rice in their narrow terraced fields,
to the sound of merry laughter and boisterous jokes.

The women greeted us with cheery salims, asking questions
whence we had come, and whither going. Simple peasants on
their way to the hillsides to cut grass for the cattle at home,

KULU SILVER ENAMELLED NECKLACE

they carried ropes over their shoulders and sickles in their hands,
and laughed heartily as I bade them stay to have their picture
taken. Tattered and dirty as they undoubtedly were, there was
a great charm in the unconscious frankness of these simple girls,
which was all the more refreshing in this womanless Eastern
land. Their voices were soft, and their gentle manners winning,
ag with a half-shy smile they chaffed me for wearing a ring on my
finger, it evidently not being the fashion here for the male sex
to burden themselves with a signet. In spite of the poverty of
their clothes, they wore a great quantity of silver necklaces,
prominent among which were the regulation silver and blue
enamel plaques, on which the rude outline of a god is traced,
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which are universally worn by men and women in Kulu. Their
olive throats were well set off by the strings of coral which mixed
with the silver, while here and there a rough green turquoise
added a little colour to their otherwise somewhat sober appearance.
Masses of earrings hung from a little silk cap which covered the
upper half of the ears and thus supported the weight, and
though somewhat disfigured by nose-rings, they happily were
not well enough off to wear the little gold leaf-shaped orna-
ment, which, hanging from the nose of many Kulu women, so
mars the otherwise pretty lines of their mouths. I asked them
in vain if they would part with any of their curiosities, but with
true Kulu feeling they refused to sell, especially setting a high
value on the coral, which they said was a rarity in these parts.

I am afraid that the Kulu women have been often condemned
for their immorality, and though in truth chastity is not looked
upon here, as in other countries, as a valuable quality, yet those
who know them best, and have time to consider the conditions
under which they live, find it easy to forgive their laxity and want
of continence, which has but little in common with the gross
deceits or greedy desire for gain, often found in many more civilised
communities. As will be seen later, the marriage tie has not the
same binding effect on either the men or the women as is given to
it by more cultivated races; and before condemning the women, it
is necessary to look to the men, under whose charge they are.

Probably owing to the ease and comfort of life, and absence of
any danger to call forth his manly qualities, the Kulu peasant
has developed into a very lazy and ignorant member of society.
Unselfish labour is to him a thing unknown, and hand in hand
with his want of education and low moral tone goes a certain
cunning, which is chiefly used to escape and evade any duties that he
may be called upon to perform. Essentially an agricultural people,
the man is seen at his best when at work in the fields, though
here, as elsewhere, a great part of the work is done by the woman,
who, in truth, is simply looked upon as a labour-saving machine,
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and who is mostly valued by her husband in proportion to the
amount of work she is capable of performing. We met afterwards
in the valley a man who was pointed out as an exceedingly clever
fellow. He bought a wife cheap, for some eight or ten rupees,
broke her in to be a useful worker at home and in the fields, and
then sold her to the next comer for double the money. This seemed
to be his profession indeed, for he was then in process of educating
the third.

Easy-going and dissolute as the men undoubtedly are, with no
moral feeling or public opinion to keep them straight, but on the
contrary with plenty of leisure and opportunity at the many fairs,
where, intoxicated by a plentiful supply of lugri, they indulge
their passions, what encouragement is there for their wives to
remain faithful? Married, in the first instance, simply for money
considerations, disgusted by the flagrant infidelity of her husband,
a Kulu woman sees little harm in throwing herself into the arms
of a lover for whom she has formed a real and natural attachment.
Marriage to her is certainly no romance, but rather an estate of
enforced labour; what surprise can therefore be felt if under these
circumstances she abandons herself to the dictates of a heart that
Nature has provided her with ?

From Manglaor we trudged down the narrow and treeless valley,
now somewhat monotonous in its brown winter tints, another
twelve miles to Larji, passing no villages, only here and there a
scattered hamlet; for the country is large and the inhabitants are
not as yet numerous. We arrived in good time, for the march had
been downhill all day, only to be met by the chaprassi we had
sent on, who informed us that the neghi declared that he would
be unable to furnish us with the kulis that we required on the
morrow, but that he had sent men up to the villages scattered
amongst the hills, and hoped to have them ready on the following
day.

It is no good fretting about delays in the East; they come,
indeed, with a punctuality worthy of a better cause, whether
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welcome or the reverse. We waited therefore a whole day at
Larji, and before the end of it were convinced that, if human nature
is the same here as elsewhere, it must be an enormously difficult
thing to gather unwilling men together from such scattered
hamlets perched high upon the mountains and often separated
from each other by valleys several thousand feet deep.

The little Larji bungalow, which, with a few huts, represents
the dignity of the place, stands near the bank of the Sainj river,
some half a mile above its junction with the Beds, and is shut in by
high hills all round, so that one gets but little idea of its situation
at the junction of the three rivers. The great Beds creeps in
almost unnoticed through the narrow gap in the high surrounding
cliffs that is scarcely to be noticed on the right hand side of the
accompanying photograph. The great gorge through which the
Beds escapes from Kulu, and which prevents all access up its valley
from below, is seen in the middle of the picture. We walked
down to the actual junction of the rivers, and could from there
realise the stupendous heights on either side, which enclose the
narrow pass, and afford no place for life except to the solitary
cormorant sitting on his rock watching the pool, or to the swift
night flights of the countless flocks of wild-fowl on their autumn
and spring journeys to and from the plains below.

The bridge at Larji is a very good specimen of the sangha
bridge, made by the natives all through the Northern Himalayas.
The principle of the cantilever, or bracket, iz one of the oldest as
well as the newest as applied to bridge construction, the brackets
sticking out from each bank in the sangha bridge, being in reality
but the half of one of the great Forth Bridge diamond-shaped
cantilevers. The brackets in the sangha bridges are formed by
building three, four, or even five tiers of deodar logs into a solid
masonry abutment, where, for greater strength, the courses of
stone are tied together with wooden beams. As will be seen, the
greater part of the masonry is resting on the top of the deodar
logs, which penetrate almost as far into the buttress as they pro-
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ject. This mass of masonry is simply the weight to counter-
balance the corresponding pressure on the point of the bracket of
the actual bridge itself, which is formed by joining the extremities
of the brackets with several long deodar logs, on which the decking
i8 laid. To gain strength, it is the thin end of the log that is
buried, leaving thus a greater thickness of wood for the fulcrum
of the lever, on which the weight naturally falls. These bridges,
everywhere met with, are excellent examples of a good design well
carried out, and in most cases they are very well built by the
natives, who have all the necessary materials at hand.

We spent the day lazily, strolling up the narrow Sainj valley
on a wretched apology for a path in the morning, and in the after-
noon making the cliffs around re-echo with our rifles as we tried
to disturb some cormorants fishing in the river some five hundred
yards below us. As fishermen, we always considered these birds
legitimate prey, ever since we cut open one that we had shot,
and found his crop and stomach literally full of fish of the smallest
kind.

‘We had now-finished our downhill, since the next march was
to take us up the Beds into Kulu proper; and a most uninteresting
march it turned out to be. The necessary kulis arrived in the
morning, and soon the long caravan was winding up the steep hill
opposite, on the path which was to take us round into the Beds
valley high above the river cliffs. As Larji is 3100 feet above the
sea, and Bajdora, at the end of the twelve miles’ march, only 500
feet higher, the road continues the whole way at a dull level along
the monotonous slope of brown winter grass. Not a tree is to be
seen on this sunny western-facing slope, nor, for some reason, are
any signs of inhabitants to be met with, though on the other side of
the river, which is, as far as Bajdora, a part of Mandi State, villages
. and cultivation stand dotted amongst the trees which there find
moisture enough to subsist. These great bare slopes of the Hima-
layas must look vastly different in June and July, when the summer
rains have banished the brown in favour of a brilliant clothing of
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green. St.G. and I varied the monotony of the march by making a
deep descent to the river below us, in pursuit of a flock of duck
that were idly resting, after their long night flight, on the waters of
a green pool. Nainu and Ragandthu were sent to do the driving,
and we posted ourselves in the most advantageous positions; but,
needless to say, after circling in a tantalising fashion round our
heads just out of shot, they took their course straight down stream
and were soon lost to view.

About half-way along this march the road crosses to the other
bank of the Beds on a fine sangha bridge of 150 feet span, and
then continues along the flat cultivated valley-bed as far as Bajdora.
Many signs of the hotter climate were everywhere visible, some of
the villages being more like the wattle, daub, and thatch-roofed
huts of the plains, while the rich golden crops of standing maize
took the place of the millet we had met on higher ground.

Bajdora, indeed, has quite a civilised look in its wide open
valley. Besides the bungalow, a well-built house belonging to
Colonel Rennick stands on the knoll formerly occupied by an
interesting old fort, from which a beautiful view of the richly
cultivated ground is seen stretching across the river-bed to the steep
high mountains rising opposite. Colonel Rennick’s farm buildings,
the regular rows of the tea bushes which are cultivated here on a
small scale, the well-kept roads along which trees have grown into
an avenue—all tend to give the place a very homely and cared-for
appearance.

In spite of all these peaceful characteristics, Bajdora is celebrated
everywhere as being a very lair of leopards. Indeed, the Bajdora
leopard must be a regular source of income to many Indian editors,
for his doings are weekly chronicled in detail in the columns of
their papers, no doubt by some observant correspondent who has
never been near the spot. I feel therefore that I should not be doing
Bajdora justice if I did not repeat the lie that the bhisti told me the
morning after our arrival. He vowed by all his gods that, as he
went down into the ravine at dusk to fill his water-skin from the
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stream, he met an immense leopard in the path, which, he declared,
was only driven off by repeated blows of his (the liar’s) staff.

As a matter of fact, it is as easy for a leopard to conceal itself
about Bajdora as anywhere else, for these animals can hide almost
in a tuft of grass, and the many ravines running down here from
the mountains behind no doubt encourage them to come and pick
up a good meal off a stray dog, or any sheep that has not been
securely housed for the night. But during a fortnight’s stay at
Bajdora later, in the course of many a walk home of an evening after
a day’s black partridge shooting, we never had the good fortune to
become any better acquainted with “ Mr. Spots,” although we con-
tinued daily to read of his doings in the newspapers that were
brought up to us from the plains below.

SILVER MIRROR-RING



CHAPTER III

IN consideration of the fact that November had already begun, we
decided to push on at once to the higher ground, leaving the
lower parts of the valley for a later visit. Our preparations were
soon made, for we simply discarded everything that was not
absolutely necessary. Delightful as it is to be surrounded by
many camp comforts on low ground where transport is to be
obtained without great difficulty, such paraphernalia become an
impossible burden to the Sahib who directs, as well as to the kuli
who carries, when anything like a beaten track is left.

We sat down therefore to overhaul our baggage. As every
reformer is confronted with a mass of detail every particle of which
seems of vital necessity to the machine, so each and every article
of our baggage stared at us in mute amazement at the supposition
that it of all things could be dispensed with, and our only safety
lay in seizing several of the prominent necessaries and rushing off,
leaving the remainder to be sat upon by our servants until our
return. When all, however, is said and done, it is astonishing to
find out how many “real necessities” there are, and, in spite of all
cutting down of weights, it is scarcely possible for a traveller to
march into the hills with less than ten kuli loads of baggage.!
We thought, indeed, considering our bulky photographic and
survey kit, that we were rather lucky to start out of Bajdora next
morning with only twenty-five men between us. We took one

1 See Appendix C.
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tent for ourselves, one for the servants, of whom only Badilla and
Abdurrahmdn, the two Mahomedans, accompanied us—one to cook,
and the other to serve. Nainu and Raganathu, of course, came as
gun-bearers, and my camera was carried by the usual man.

We had decided to visit the Parbati valley, which is the main
feeder of the Beds on its eastern side, the scenery of which St.G.
had heard much praised. It is a cul-de-sac, but we hoped to vary
our return by crossing the Malauna Pass, by which we would
descend on to the upper waters of the Beds, and so return down the
Kulu valley.

Waziri Rupi, the silver country of the Wazirs, through which
the Parbati flows, ig so called from the silver mines in the valley,
which from time to time have been worked, but which now do not
repay the labour spent upon raising the ore to the surface. In
area this district is almost exactly the same as its neighbour the
Upper Beis valley ; but owing to its wild and mountainous char-
acter, its population is only about a third of the other, which
includes Sultanpur, the capital, in its 36,000 inhabitants. In
1840, Waziri Rupi was given by the Sikhs as a grant to the
ancestor of the present Rai of Kulu, by whom the revenues are
still enjoyed, these amounting at the present time to roughly a
rupee per head of its 12,000 inhabitants. Its chief interest, to the
native mind at any rate, are the hot springs at Manikarn, about
twenty-five miles up the Pirbati river, which are visited annually
by hundreds of pilgrims in expiation of their sins. While humbly,
however, confessing our sins too, we were anxious also to push on
beyond Manikarn, to get at last near the snows that we had so
long admired from a distance. ~

We made rather a late start from Bajdora, not getting off until
eleven o'clock, for the difficulties of any new arrangement are
always very forcibly impressed on the native mind, and the
change in the composition of our party caused prolonged anxiety
to the jemaddar and his underlings. It was quite a new experience
. to find ourselves in the flat and open valley at Bajdora, riding along



60 LIGHTS AND SHADES OF HILL LIFE PART I

the level path, well shaded with carefully tended trees, which
winds through the cultivated fields. The harvest was in full swing;
the rice fields had already been stripped of their crops, and in
every village we passed could be heard the thud of the pole that
crushed the grain from its husk. The tall maize still stood, await-
ing the reaper’s sickle, and affording shelter to the jackal startled
by our approach. The midday sun was hot on our backs, and to
escape the heat we cantered our ponies sharply along the two miles
of road which leads up the valley to the bridge over the Beas, just
at its junction with the Parbati.

The native’s instinct for idling is excessively strong, and such
an untoward incident in his day’s journey as a bridge to be crossed
is always an excellent excuse for a halt. The result is that the
approaches of a bridge in India are always littered with the refuse
of many a camp, piles of dirt line the road on either side, while the
sanitary arrangements would, if judged by the smell, compete
with any Venice canal at low tide on a hot summer day.

We did not draw bridle until we got well into the comparatively
pure atmosphere on the bridge, where we paused to admire this
marvellous structure—an iron suspension bridge, made with wire
rope and rods brought out all the way from England, every bit of
which must have been carried on men’s or mules’ backs one hundred
miles at least through the mountains. Surely a magnificent ex-
ample of the way not to do it, especially when the materials for the
excellent native-made sangha lie all around on the spot. It is
commonly known as Duff’s Bridge, and the legend runs that a Mr.
Duff, who formerly resided in the valley, on entering into his family
inheritance in Scotland, wished to leave behind him some grateful
token of his happy life amongst these people, and started this bridge
to enable the yearly pilgrims to cross the troubled water in peace
and safety. Needless to say, the bridge had not made much pro-
gress when Mr. Duff’s grant was exhausted, and after a long delay
the Government was forced to take up the work and finish it, at a
sum fabulously beyond the original estimate.
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However, ours was not to reason why, so we trotted on into the
narrow gorge through which the Pdrbati flows almost unnoticed
into the Beds, and experienced all the delight that one does in
turning out of the hot and dusty Rhone valley into the narrow
Vispthal, as we left the open Kulu valley behind us.

The path was good, though narrow, and well trodden by the
bare feet of thousands of pilgrims. In places it has been blasted
out of the face of the cliff, which left, indeed, but little spare room
for the White Rat, who had grown unconscionably fat during his
idle time at Jibbi. I have learnt to consider a road passable where
there is width enough for the White Rat and one of my legs, but
it is unpleasant at times to be called upon in addition to lean out
over the precipice in order to avoid bumping my head against the
projecting rock, under which the Rat, in the happiness of being only
three feet high, complacently jogs. As one surveys the torrent
below one on these occasions, one begins to wonder whether the
sais has remembered to tighten the girths this morning, or whether
that girth buckle which was sewn on at the last village is likely
to hold out.

Little could be seen, for the mountains rose steep on either
side as we wound along above the tumbling, tossing torrent, which
bounded from rock to rock with all the activity of true alpine
water. At about three o’clock the river seemed to bend more to
the east, and as the valley opened out a little, this seemed to be
the spot on our maps where we wished to camp. Another half-
mile brought us to a small hamlet, where we hailed a villager, “O
Budha, this village, what is its name ?” “Sahib salim, Chong is
its name.” We consult our maps. “ Why, Chong must be up on
the hill behind us.” “Yes, Protector of the Poor, Chong is on the
hill above.” “Then this must be Chani ?2” “It is, as the Presence
says, Chani.” “How, O man of little sense, can it be both Chong
and Chani?” “The Sahib knows all things: it is, indeed, as he
pleases.” No wonder map-makers in this country have a difficulty
in putting the right names to the villages!
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We settled the matter by choosing a level spot under some fine
old walnut trees, just above the torrent, and there sat down to await
the arrival of the kulis, who were still far behind.

It is a mistake to outstrip your baggage in this way, for the
discomfort of having no shelter when you arrive is great. We
amused ourselves, however, lying on the ground and watching the
troops of monkeys coming down the hill on the other side of the
torrent to drink. Gambolling and springing from rock to rock,
whole families made their way down to the water, the old grey-
headed father screeching and showing his teeth at any young
bachelor who was rude enough to approach the ladies of his retinue;
the anxious mother, with her latest Benjamin absorbing all her care,
as with fond arms he clung round her neck; the younger members
of the family lagging behind to enjoy a game with their neighbours,
or to make love to any one foolish enough to listen to them. Every
movement betrayed their idle inconsequence. We could not resist
the temptation to fire a rifle at a large rock on the top of which a
number were sitting gazing at us with a monkey’s senseless curiosity.
As the bullet splashed against the rock such a scramble never was
seen ; family ties could not stand the strain of the instinct of self-
preservation, and husband and wife, brother and sister, lover and
lass, scattered in all directions at their best speed, only to halt after
a few lightning springs and pour forth their angry chatter at being
thus rudely disturbed. Truly the monkey occupies a contemptible
place in the scale of animal creation. He is the incarnation of un-
fulfilled promises.

At last the kulis came up, and we were soon warming ourselves
driving in the tent pegs, while Badilla crouched over his three-
stoned kitchen-range and tempted us with savoury odours. We
slept well to the tune of the rushing waters, and rose next morning
early, as we had a double march of fourteen miles to Manikarn
before us. The keen morning air seemed fresher every step we
took up the valley, when suddenly on turning a corner a glorious
view burst upon us. There were our snows at last, soft and clear
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under their morning veil, standing majestically at the end of the
valley. The jagged peaks projecting from the glaciers seemed to us
an enormous height, towering above huge cliffs of rock which rose
out of the blue hollows before us. The long beams of the morning
sun were just surmounting the high ridges on our right and streamed
down the buttresses, making alternate bands of light and shade;
while out of the deep dark gorge ahead of us rushed the bounding
torrent, bringing news from the glaciers we so much wished to
approach.

We continued up this beautiful valley all the morning, every
step taking us nearer our longed-for snows. The path is excellent
all the way to Manikarn, rising and falling in pleasing variety, but
keeping on the whole not far above the bed of the torrent. Few
villages are passed on the road, most of them being on the heights
above, so that there is rather a wild and lonely feeling about this
alpine valley. The forest, through which at times we made our
way, bore traces of last year’s fire in the many blackened stumps,
and what is worse, in the poor young saplings standing scorched and
gaunt, extinguishing all promise of future recovery. It is in this
destruction of all the young growth that the forest fires do such in-
calculable damage, and surely the Government deserves the support
of every provident man in its endeavour to preserve the forests for
the benefit of future generations as well as the present. It is
essentially a Government work to prevent the wanton destruction
of its resources. The ignorant villager cannot be expected to look
beyond his immediate selfish needs. His cattle need to graze in
the forest, and he who tends them needs a fire to light his pipe.
It is in gratifying such apparently natural wants as the above
that the great havoc is caused. In the hot month of May, before
the rains have begun, the sun blazes down day after day, scorching
and withering everything under its burning touch. The earth,
dried up under its influence, pours out during the night the heat
it takes in during the day, until the surface of the ground is one
vast tinder-box, and it only needs an ember from the shepherd’s
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fire or the spark from the herd’s pipe to fall upon the dry brown
grass, for the consuming fire to burst into life. Many are the com-
plaints of the interested and the short-sighted at the Government
rules for closing absolutely the forests during those hot dry months,
but no unprejudiced person can visit a Government forest, where
these rules have been strictly enforced for the last ten or twelve
years, without appreciating the enormous improvement that has
taken place, especially in the young growth.

The majority of St.G.’s men were surveying the forest areas
in Kulu with a view of supplying the Government with exact
data upon which to base its decisions; and it is sincerely to be
hoped that the Government will back up the forest officer in
charge, in his endeavours to prevent the present inhabitants from
destroying the wants of future generations in the gratification of
their own.

At noon we reached the village of Pautla, which lies in the
enclosed valley, just opposite to where the Malauna stream issues
out of the narrow and inaccessible gorge which prevents access to
that solitary village from this side. A way has been found indeed,
along the cliffs, but it is so bad in many places, owing to there
being scarcely any foothold on the narrow ledges on which the
track is carried high above the torrent, that the shepherds them-
selves scarcely ever make use of it. Here we met Mr. Senior, one
of St.G.’s assistants, who had just returned from the high ground
at the head of the valley, and whose newly-drawn maps we
examined with interest, for they naturally corrected in many
respects the only other map of this part of the Himalayas that
up to now had been in existence. These are the much-abused
sheets of what is known as the “ Indian Atlas,” which, on a scale
of four miles to the inch, cover the whole of the continent inclusive
of the Himalayas.

This map has been compared, by certain recent explorers, with
General Dufour’s beautiful maps of Switzerland—needless to say,
to the great detriment of the former. Such comparisons surely
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display a misconception on the part of the critics, for the two maps
were produced under totally different circumstances. Switzerland
was accurately and carefully surveyed by a large staff of surveyors
going with great patience over every inch of the ground. No
money was spared to produce a highly finished and accurate
representation of what is, after all, an infinitesimally small piece of
country in comparison with the great Indian continent. The Indian
sheets, on the other hand, were executed some forty or fifty years
ago. As far as the Himalayas are concerned they could never
have been intended for anything else than sketch maps, where, in
one season, a single European surveyor was set to fill in the details
of a vast number of square miles of mountainous country, a few of
the chief peaks of which alone had been triangulated. Working
in this hurried way, it was quite impossible even to visit many of
the valleys delineated ; the leading peaks only could be ascended
by the surveyor, from which the country below was sketched in to
the best of his ability. Another difficulty arose from the fact that
the maps had to be sent home to England to be engraved, so that
those to whom this important work was entrusted had absolutely
no personal cognisance of the nature of the ground they were set
to draw, while they were completely out of touch with the
surveyors themselves, who alone could have helped them.

Under such difficulties as these, the wonder is that these maps
are as good as they prove to be. They have done their duty for
the last forty years, and if the modern traveller, as is only natural,
wishes for a more detailed and expensive survey, surely he can
ask for it without disparaging the men who, forty years ago,
did the best they could with the little money at their command.
The want of money, in map-making as in everything else, is the
root, of all evil, and any one who could devise a means by which
the surveyor’s work could be more speedily brought into the hands
of the public, would deserve the thanks of the Government, as
~ well as those of impatient travellers.

After a cup of tea with Mr. Senior we saw our baggage trans-
F
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ferred to the shoulders of the new set of kulis (for the march from
Chani ends here), and then pushed on up the narrow valley, which
was too much enclosed on either side to give one any idea of the
surrounding country. The snows that we had so much admired
coming up the valley, we were told by Mr. Senior, were not the
main range after all, but a spur running out from it, separating
the Manikarn from the Malauna valley, and the highest peak of
which, Papidarm, is just upon 18,000 feet.

Needless to say, the weather continued quite perfect, and the
crisp alpine air, as we made our way up the gorge, blew with ever-
refreshing sweetness in our faces. Just before reaching Manikarn
the valley closes quite in, and the Parbati comes tumbling down the
ravine in a series of beautiful falls, which send the spray in white .
clouds high into the air. A rough wooden bridge leads across to
the right bank of the river here, and as soon as we got to the head
of the gorge the quaint little cluster of brown houses and temples
known as Manikarn burst suddenly into view. Wedged in on both
sides by enormous precipitous hills, there is scarcely foundation room
for the fifty or sixty houses that compose the village ; nor are they
left here in peace, for the roaring torrent disputes the possession
of even this little narrow strip with them. A curious feature is
the deep dark shadow cast all day long over the village by the
immense heights opposite, a shadow that only disappears for a
short hour at sunset, when the light streams straight up the
narrow valley. As we approached the village a strange smell
of sulphur everywhere filled the air, while the steam rose all
about in clouds from the numberless boiling springs that here
bubble out of the ground. A most curious and original little
place altogether, and one well worthy of a visit even to those
travellers who have no sins to wash away in its steaming pools.

'We marched straight to the little bungalow—a long, low, white-
washed building, innocent of windows, which stands within a few
paces of the torrent; and soon were endeavouring to dispel some of
the gloomy chill of the rooms by kindling the blazing logs on the
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hearth. Long before we had unpacked our kit and changed our
things, the sun had set behind the high hills, and the sudden Eastern
darkness had fallen like a pall upon the little mountain village.
As we stepped out on to the verandah into the chill night air, the
stars sparkled in all their brilliance along the narrow strip of black
sky which forms the roof of this confined gorge, while the roar of
the torrent immediately before us was so deafening that with diffi-
culty could we hear each other speak. A strange mystery seemed
to be floating in the air—the mystery of the respect paid by thou-
sands of weary pilgrims to this sacred spot. How many poor
creatures, before now, had made their long journey up here, perhaps
from the farthermost part of the great continent, burdened with
some great sorrow, and, though tired and footsore, yet lay down on
this their first night in the happiness of having attained their goal,
and in full and faithful hope of the blessings to be derived on the
morrow from a bathe in the sacred water. The faint aromatic smell
of the villagers’ fires, wafted up upon the evening air, seemed like
the incense to the shrine where countless wayfarers had, to the
best of their simple ability, fulfilled the beautiful words, “Come
unto me all ye that are weary and heavy laden, and I will give
you rest.”

The spirit of the place even penetrated to the phlegmatic Nainu,
for as he prepared my bed he broke out, “ Has the Sahib seen the
water? It is so hot that even the hand cannot be held in it.
Without doubt, Sahib, this is a very good place, for there is no
need of buying wood with pice. Flour, rice, pulse, chupattis, all
things can be cooked in this water, and there is no need of fire.
To-morrow we will cook our food in the water that the Nag has
made hot, but Rém Jas says that the water will not cook the food
of Badilla and Abdurrahmén, because they are Mussulmans. The
place is indeed good for Hindu people, and surely the Sahib will
be pleased to stay here the morrow.”

It was well that we decided to wait here a day, for when the
morrow came, the god-despised Badilla and Abdurrahmén were the
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only servants to be found, so we ate our breakfast in peace, and
then sallied out in search of adventures.

In the fresh morning air the steam from the hot springs rose
everywhere in white clouds as we strolled along the bank of the
torrent. The chief source seems to be at the lower end of the
village, where the boiling water is conducted to various rough baths
formed by digging square pits in the ground and banking them round
with stones; but there are so many of these bubbling, boiling
streams flowing down just here into the glacier torrent below, that
it is difficult to find out how many separate springs there are. In
the village itself there are several other sources, which feed the
covered bath enjoyed by the women and the better classes; but
the most sacred place seems to be just under a red flag close by
the edge of the torrent, where only the higher castes are allowed
to go.

Here we found some of our errant ones. Ram Jas, the Brahmin,
who when clothed and in his right mind occupied the some-
what humble position of coat-carrier to us, “sat by the side of the
bubbling water ” in the centre of an admiring crowd. His raiment
consisted of his black elf-locks hanging down his bare back and a
small pocket-handkerchief where most needed. In his hands he
held a book—upside down, for he could not read—in which he was
so absorbed that the bystanders no doubt imagined him already
half-way to heaven. A little farther on, Nainu and Anandi, also
in the airiest of costumes, were crouching over a steaming pool,
into which they had cast their little bags of rice, which was being
cooked for their morning meal.

“ O Nainua, how is the water this morning ?” “Bard achchhd,
Sahib, see how hot it is. Does the Sahib know where the hot
water comes from ? No, Sahib, the people here tell other words,
that Parbati (the goddess) once did bathe here in the river
with Mahadéo, and as she laid her earrings upon the bank, Nég
(the serpent god) did come and steal them, carrying them to his
home beneath the earth. Mahadéo was then very angry, and made
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much complaint, until the gods also were angry, and with one
accord threatened Nag unless he gave back the jewels. Then Nig
snorted with rage, blowing the earrings out of his nostrils, where
he had hidden them, with such force that they flew through the
earth to Pdrbati again, and from the holes they made ever since
the hot water has come. The words must be true, Sahib, for see
here is one of the holes.”

We walked on, looking for a good place from which to photo-
graph the village ; but so confined was the space that it was with
great difficulty that we found a ledge to stand the camera on. We
visited the covered baths on our way back through the village,
and found them to be large enclosed sheds built over a square of
steaming water. They were not altogether inviting, for in addition
to the sulphur there was a strong human smell about them, which
hung in the hot and heavy vapour that rose everywhere from the
surface of the water. Everything was damp and clammy, dripping
with'the condensed steam, so that it was a relief to get into the
fresh air again.

On returning to the bungalow, to our intense astonishment we
met a stranger in our chaprassis’ uniform, who salimed in a grave
and reverent fashion. “Gracious heavens, it's the jemaddr!” we
exclaimed, unable to control our laughter. “O jemaddr ji, what
have you been doing to yourself?” But no answering smile came
back from his grave face, for he was in sober earnest. “Sahib
saldim! The Presence remembers that a year ago my brother, the
son of my mother, being very ill, died, and then in my grief I
vowed that no knife should cut my hair or my beard until my
sorrow should be past. Now, O Protector of the Poor, in this holy
place I have laid my sorrow down, for I have bathed in the water,
and will mourn no more for my brother who is dead.” The jemadar
had indeed transformed himself. Yesterday his thick black beard
and moustache and his flowing hair gave him a rough unkempt
look, hiding almost all his features; to-day he stood before us, with
his head and face clean shaven, almost painful in his nakedness!
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Poor old jemadar, he seemed in general to take life rather sadly, for
he was given to very few words, and a smile scarcely ever passed
his lips,

We came to the conclusion that if we stayed here much longer
our servants would all turn into saints and fly away to a land
where they would no longer have to serve the Sahib, so we gave
orders that they were to be ready next morning for another march
up the valley.

We heard from the neghi that the path beyond this would
not admit of the ponies being taken; we therefore decided to
leave them here with their saises, together with everything that
we could possibly spare, so as to march as light as possible. We
knew that we would be obliged to return to Manikarn and could
then pick up all that we had left behind.

It was with great difficulty, however, that our six men tore
themselves away next morning, seeming to consider us very
heartless for not allowing them another day to idle here; but we
were inexorable and insisted on their starting before us, with the
fifteen kulis with whom the neghi had provided us.

Immediately on leaving Manikarn we scrambled over a small
cliff which shuts the village in at its upper end, and descended
again into the narrow valley, up which we continued for the whole
day’s march. It was quite a relief to get out of the little sunless
village, buried in the shade of its immense cliff, and to find our-
selves in this beautiful sunny valley. Here at last we had reached
the true alpine scenery, and nothing in Nature could be more
charming than this nine-mile march between Manikarn and Pulga.
Here was the picturesque village standing on a knoll, surrounded
by its terraced fields and shaded by a clump of magnificent
deodars; here were the vast pine-woods sweeping down the steep
mountain side into the very torrent rushing below; here could be
seen the alps and rocky precipices above ; while at the head of the
valley, in the clear atmosphere, glistened the dazzling snow-fields
never yet defiled by man's feet. An hour’s walking brought us
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to Uchieh village, in the neighbourhood of which are the best
silver mines in the valley, but these we had not time to visit; and
then the path, which had laboriously climbed to this height,
dropped again with great rapidity until it reached the torrent
itgelf, which just had before seemed so far below.

The neghi, who had come with us, stopped here to superintend
the rebuilding of a small timber bridge which had been swept
away in the last melting of the snows. Some half a dozen men were
very leisurely dragging the logs into their places, a somewhat heavy
job, for they had no appliances of any kind to assist them.
Except at this spot where the bridge was washed away, I think it
would have been possible to have got our ponies along the road as
far as Pulga. In one or two places, however, rocks overhang the
path, which would prevent any large pony passing, but possibly
these too might be successfully negotiated by removing the pony’s
saddle, to enable him to scrape underneath. But a pony would
not be of any great assistance
on this march, for the path so
continuously rises and falls that
very little of it could be done
with any comfort on horseback.
It is rather a tiring march, as a
whole, on foot, for as the torrent
continually flows through narrow
gorges, the path with provoking
regularity is forced to climb over
them in a series of gigantic
steeplechases. We passed con-
tinually large flocks of sheep and

E——
goats returning from their sum- o ’;_/1 L
mer on the high alps whence the =_

first falls of snow had driven THE TAIL OF THE FLOCK

them. The sheep were not unlike the lop-eared Bergamesque
animals that are met with so often in Southern Switzerland, and
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the shepherd who walked at the tail of the flock urging on his
charges with sharp whistles, invariably had his bosom full of the
latest additions to the herd who were as yet too young to brave
the perils of a Kulu path.

About half-way another village is seen picturesquely hanging
to the opposite mountain side, a cluster of brown chalets
surrounded by terraced fields; but beyond this no habitations are
seen until we reach Pulga, which is the highest village in the
valley. A good hour’s walk through a well-wooded ravine along
the banks of the rushing torrent brought us at last to a more
open space, where Pulga lies a few hundred feet up, on the left
bank, surrounded by magnificent deodar forests. The glorious
snows here burst upon us all round as we hurried across the
sangha bridge, which, stepping from boulder to boulder, carries
the path across the water up to the village above. We raced.
at our best speed up the steep path to catch the last of the
setting sun, and as we reached the first houses, the immense
snowy mass appeared at the head of the ndla, just above us.
It almost took one’s breath away to see the great mountain
towering so close, 11,000 feet above us, for up to now we had
marched through such confined valleys that we had little idea of
our near approach to the snows.

The sun had already, at half-past three, dropped behind the
high ridge above the village, and threw a shadow over the
picturesque wooden chalets and homely farms that made up the
foreground ; the dark pines rose in steep tiers on either side of the
ndla, forminga V, within whose arms rose the great white mountain,
glistening and sparkling in the sun like a thousand diamonds.
The whole shape and appearance of the scene recalled to us the
Jungfrau from the lower Lauterbrunnen valley, except that here
we were much closer to the snows.

We gazed for a long time at the great glaciers and pure snow-
fields, every detail of which was sharply defined in the clear
atmosphere, and watched the ever-lengthening shadows cast their
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purple veils across the white expanse. Then we went up through
the village into the pine-woods, where the Forest Bungalow stands
somewhat shut out from the beautiful views that surround it.
The chowkidir brought the key of the well-built little house, and
we were soon trying to make ourselves comfortable and keep out
the cold by piling logs upon the hearth. It was an extremely
chilly evening, for Pulga is 7200 feet above the sea and it was the
middle of November, besides which the squirrels had filled the
bungalow chimneys with their nests, so that the smoke poured in
volumes out into the room. We tried in turn all the fire remedies
that we had learnt in our youth, first stuffing wet handkerchiefs
into our mouths, then as the tears streamed down our cheeks,
lying upon the floor to get the clearer air, only to find that in this
somewhat uncomfortable position the draught nearly blew our
heads off. Finally we retired discomfited, and shivered on the
verandah, while Badilla carried out the smoking logs and with
many anathemas threw them on the ground outside; and as soon
as the atmosphere of the room regained something of its pristine
purity and chilliness, we returned and sought to warm ourselves,
internally at least, by swallowing some soup that Abdurrahmén
now laid upon the table for our dinner.

We had sent for a man who was supposed to know the
mountains about here from being the best hunter in the village,
and after dinner a little dark thick-set fellow appeared, who
answered to the name of Jakhi. He was dressed in the ordinary
woollen pantaloons and blanket tunic of the country, and expressed
himself willing to lead us wherever we wished. After a long
conversation with him, in which he frequently stated his opinion
that it was too late in the year to go on to the higher grounds, we
agreed that he should take us up next day to the alp above the
forest, from which point at any rate we would get a clear view of
the surrounding snows.

We had the usual difficulty here in buying a sheep for our
men, none of the well-to-do villagers caring to part with theirs,
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and it was only on our reminding the neghi that he was bound to
supply the required animal in return for our rupees, that a miser-
able specimen was produced for our inspection. A primitive
balance was then made by hanging a pole by its middle to the
branch of a tree, from one end of which the sheep was suspended,
while from the other, most happy-go-lucky weights were hung, in
the form of large stones, which were said by the vendors without
fear of contradiction, to be of the specified weights. These occa-
sions are made great functions of ; all the servants collecting in a
circle, in the anticipation of getting a free meal, while the villagers,
on their side, assemble to throw every difficulty in the way of a
settlement of the bargain. Every one has his word to say as to the
merits and demerits of the unfortunate beast which is the centre
of attraction, the servants indeed having little scruple in looking
the gift horse very narrowly in the mouth. We wished our
people to have one good feed at any rate, before starting for the
higher ground where the cold would be great; but it is, in reality,
a doubtful benefit to give meat to natives. They are so unac-
customed to the digestion of it, that a sudden and somewhat liberal
supply is apt to upset even the most robust of them; for when
called upon next morning to exert themselves, they approach with
downcast countenances, announcing to the Protector of the Poor
that they have a pain in what, for want of a more polite phrase,
we must call the Usual Place.

Next morning saw us start up into the forest with lighter
hearts and lighter baggage, as we had again reduced “the
necessaries ” in order to take as few kulis as possible on to the
high gi'ound; for it was settled that they should stay with us to
fetch wood and water, and as we had no tent to offer them, they
would have to make the best of it and sleep out in the open.

Jakhi led the way up a narrow path, zigzagging through the
splendid trees, and ever mounting higher and higher. The morning
was a heavenly one, with rather a keener and drier feeling in the air
than is usual in Switzerland at these heights, and perhaps owing
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to the rarity of the atmosphere, the sun beat somewhat fiercely
down on us whenever we crossed an open glade. Our men were
in excellent spirits, the hardy villagers making light of their
somewhat heavy burdens as they stepped from rock to rock with
their grass-shod feet, or mounted steadily up the more slippery
pine-needle-strewn forest path, and frequently the forest resounded
with their merry laughter. We saw but little all the morning, for
the trees shut out all distant views, but by the lie of the ground
we made out that Jakhi was taking us up the steep ridge that
forms the left bank of the Pulga nila.

After about two hours’ steady ascent, we halted to examine some
fresh tracks of bears which had evidently been digging there that
morning. The Himalayan black bear, so well known by the white
crescent on his chest, though a night feeder, is frequently to be
met with in the daytime, especially in November, when he is
searching the forests for acorns, which, with the wild raspberries
and any summer fruit, form his chief vegetable food.

We told the kulis, therefore, to continue quietly up the ridge,
making as little noise as possible, while we, taking our rifles,
followed Jakhi down into the ravine up which we went, in the
hopes of coming across any bear that the kulis above might have
disturbed. Fortune, however, did not favour us, and after a hard
scramble we emerged out of the upper limit of the forest on to a
brown knoll; and there straight opposite us, not a mile away across
a ravine, stood the great snowy mass with its hanging glaciers
pouring like waterfalls from the icy basins above.

We almost shouted for joy as we rushed to the top of the
knoll, for here we were indeed amongst the snows at last; and it
did not take us long to decide to camp on this spot, at any rate for
the night, at this height of 10,200 feet, for the forest was only
half a mile below us, from which the kulis could get as much wood
as they liked, while Jakhi knew of a spring that was not frozen
down in the ravine below us.

Nothing could exceed the beauty of the scene around us. The
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snow-covered ridges came down to within a few hundred feet
above us. The whole of an immense snow mountain rose to a
height of 18,000 feet just across the head of the Pulga néla in our
front. Below us was the blue depth of the Péirbati valley, at the
head of which stood a great rocky cone, marked on the map as
M, 19,000 feet. On the opposite side of the Pdrbati, facing us
like a great wall, were the buttresses of Papidarm, whose jagged
peaks rose in fantastic shapes out of the upper snow slopes which
were supported in turn by the cliffs underneath.

Long before we had drunk our fill of this glorious amphitheatre,
the men had pitched our tents and the kulis were bringing up
dry logs from the forest below in preparation for the coming night ;
for as soon as the sun dropped over the ridge above, we knew that
we should be dependent on the fire for any warmth in the place.
We spent the short remaining daylight in the photographer’s
unfailing resource of overhauling our kit and seeing that
all was in order, for it is only by continual attention to these
details that the many unforeseen dangers to the negatives can
be with certainty avoided.

Night closed in with wonderful rapidity, and after our evening
meal we strolled out, away from the glare of the camp fire before
our tent, to try and impress the position we were in on our
feeble memories. Wrapped as we were in our sheepskin coats, the
marvellous stillness of the air prevented us from feeling any cold
at all. Everything around was full of the mystery of night. Our
great white mass of eternal snow, though scarcely visible in the
bright starlight, stood like a giant above us, seeming to crush
us into insignificance by the vastness of his ghostly presence. The
distant roar of the many torrents, set free from his glaciers by the
day’s hot sun, rose up from the ravine below out of the intense
stillness. It was difficult, when standing here surrounded by the
whole majesty of Nature in the heart of the Himalayas, seemingly
so far removed from all earthly surroundings, to realise that we
still held in our hands a line that bound us to the hurrying and
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bustling civilisation, with all the narrowness and littlenesses which
form so great a part of modern life.

‘We turned to walk down to our men, who were gathered round
an immense fire of their own, and whose animated discussion on
the price of flour showed that, in spite of a square meal off
the Pulga sheep, all was yet well. With true Christian charity,
we had stripped ourselves of any garments that we could spare
for the benefit of our servants, whose wardrobe is necessarily some-
what scanty. My contribution was a pair of woollen stockings to
Nainu, and to Madho, the old camera-carrier, a flannel shirt. Never
was virtue more its own reward, for Madho ever after wore the
garment in native fashion, with the tails hanging down outside his
pyjamas, and as my name was emblazoned on these extremities, I
continually felt the same pride that fills the Mayor of Little
Peddlington, who, in erecting a statue in his market-place to the
Queen, has added his own name beneath that of Her Gracious
Majesty.

We slept soundly that night in spite of the extreme cold, which
froze the milk we had brought up into a solid mass, and which
covered the ground with glistening hoar-frost; but it was a long
time before the servants thawed enough to start their usual
occupations next morning. ’

Natives are frequently abused for their inability to stand cold,
but often little allowance is made for the very scanty provision of
warm clothing that they possess. A woollen tunic and a woollen
pair of pyjamas, with a single blanket, are considered ample for a
servant, when the master is glad of all the thick clothes he possesses,
with the addition of his warm bedding at night. The kulis after .
all had the best of it, for they had all retired to a shepherd’s cave
in the rocks below for the night, the entrance to which they
closed by a huge fire, which, if it did nothing else, must have
covered them with a layer of smoke sufficient to keep out any
possible cold.

We left the camp standing that day, while Jakhi took us for
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an expedition up a ridge which stood out against the sky-line
above us, It was with great difficulty that we could make our
way up in places, for the ground was at a very steep angle, and the
fresh-fallen snow had thawed during the day only to freeze again
into a smooth surface of ice. On such ground as this the
“ gteigeisen,” which can at once be fixed on to the heels of
one’s boots, and which are common in Tirol, would have been
invaluable.

The views all round were most extensive and magnificent,
every detail, even at an immense distance, being clearly defined
in the pure atmosphere. 'We made rather poor progress over the
bad ground, and as we saw no hopes of getting a more extended
view by mounting higher, we turned, after reaching a height of
11,800 feet by our aneroid. In descending we took another way,
down into a nala, where, in the rhododendron scrub, St.G. had a
long shot at a musk-deer. It was a source of continual regret to
me not to be on this high ground in the early summer, when all
the alpine flowers carpet the ground in such profusion. The
rhododendrons here were the large broad-leaved kind, the back of
whose leaves are of red-brown velvet. They grow in bushes about
as high as one stands, in great masses on the mountain side above
the level of the forests, and in the spring-time it must indeed be a
splendid sight. Unlike the common rhododendron which grows in
England, and which covers the lower Himalayas with forest trees,
these bushes that grow on the higher ground have much larger and
more single bell-shaped flowers, almost of the consistency of wax.
Jakhi told us they grew here both in white and red varieties.

It is difficult to say which time of year would be the best for
a tour in the Himalayas. In the spring the weather is very un-
certain, snow still falling at times on the higher ground. In early
summer all the flowers are to be found, but no distant views are
to be seen on account of the great haze which spreads up from the
hot plains below and envelops everything. Then come the rainy
months of June, July, and August, and it is not until September



CHAP, III WE TURN BACK 79

that the weather settles down to its exquisite and uniform
gerenity. So that perhaps September and October may be con-
sidered the best months; but, alas! the flowers have by this time
all gone, and it is then too late for any expeditions which entail
any prolonged stay near the higher glaciers.

‘We got back to camp in the afternoon, and were glad to throw
ourselves on our beds and have recourse to art, in the shape of a
solitary novel that we had brought with us, after our long day
with Nature.

Next morning, as there was nothing further to be done, we ran
down through the forest, and were at Pulga again by lunch-time.
We had had it in our minds to continue up the uninhabited valley
for another march, to an alp called Thakur Tua, at the junction of
the Ratti Roni and Panda Sao ndlas, which form the head waters
of the Parbati where they issue from the glaciers ; Jakhi was also
anxious to take us for a march up the Tdse ndla, which joins the
Parbati opposite Pulga, to a grazing ground called Samsi, at the
foot of the Tése Nél glacier, where he promised us ibex. But
while we were pondering over these alternatives, a message arrived
which altered all our plans, as it entailed St.G.’s presence, in con-
nection with his work, in the Kulu valley. There was no help
for it, so after settling with the neghi about kulis to take us back
to Manikarn on the morrow, we strolled down to look round the
village.

It needed only a single look to be struck by the well-to-do
comfort of these highlanders. Well-built stone and wood houses,
constructed of the splendid timber growing in the forest at their
very doors, granaries full to overflowing with the harvest, ample
yards into which the cattle are driven in the evening on their
return from the day’s grazing, were to be seen everywhere. Well-
dressed, bonny-looking women leant over their balconies, or stopped
their heavy labour of thrashing the grain to crack a joke with us,
while their husbands passed in, carrying great loads of grass on
their backs from the hills above. Children played about every-
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where, or rather followed us in idle curiosity, in no way unlike
their Western contemporaries. Everything betokened such ease
and plenty in this lovely surrounding, with its fine climate, that
we came to the conclusion that many worse places were to be
found in the world than Pulga, the highest village in the Mani-
karn valley. .

We had a delightful walk down the valley next day, only
varied by an exciting hunt after a troop of tutridlas, or pine
martens, that we observed drinking in the torrent below. The
rapidity with which these little creatures can make their way up-
hill, leaping from rock to rock, is surprising. Their fur in winter
is a beautiful black-brown on the back, with yellow verging to
white under the belly, and if a sufficient quantity could be got, a
very handsome rug might be formed by sewing them together. It
is difficult to shoot them, however, in any great numbers, for, like
all these animals, they roam more frequently at night; but there
is no great difficulty in catching a sufficient quantity if traps are
systematically set for the purpose.

That night I slept again in the steamy little rooms of the
Manikarn bungalow, and next morning St.G. and I parted, he
riding away down the valley, taking with him most of the servants
and baggage and my pony, while I stayed behind, for I had made
up my mind to cross the Rashdél and Malauna Passes, and so
descend into the Upper Kulu valley.

The day was spent in getting my things into a more portable
shape, for two high passes had to be crossed, and my object was to
have as little to carry as possible. My party consisted of myself,
Nainu, and Madho, Badilla to cook, and Anandi the Gurhwali
chaprassi, whom St.G. kindly lent to me, and who was invaluable
in superintending everything on the march. Carrying a tent for
myself and a small one for the servants, I found I could not do
with less than ten kulis, especially as their loads had to be con-
siderably lightened for these hard marches. The neghi promised
to send a man on to Rashdl that afternoon, to warn them there
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that men would be wanted to take me on to Malauna on the
following day.

In the Manikarn bungalow there is a small brick-lined pit
forming the bath-room, into which, by damming a little channel
outside by means of some sods, the boiling stream can be con-
ducted. That night I cleansed myself bodily and spiritually by
descending into this Pool of Siloam, which Nainu had filled for me
during the day. The water was still almost unbearably hot, and
the whole proceeding was rather suggestive of snakes and toads as,
by the dim light of a candle, I groped my way down the dark
steps into the steamy, slimy pit. However, there is no doubt that,
with the help of Hindu Providence and a good cake of soap, the
Manikarn water is very efficacious in relieving one of superfluities
of all kinds.

My surprise was unbounded in the course of my afternoon’s
stroll, when, on turning the corner of a chalet in this alpine
village, I came upon a game of cricket in full swing! I could
hardly believe my eyes. Yet there it was, with bats roughly
cut from an old plank, the regulation three stumps of rather
unorthodox lengths, and a ball made up of a hard lump of rag.
It was the Manikarn school (I won’t say “eleven,” for I don’t
suppose there was that number of boys in the school altogether)
spending their half-holiday in the enjoyment of the noble game.
The ground, it is true, was not large, for the cliffs rose steep on
one side and the torrent roared fiercely on the other; but a few
square yards of level ground had been squeezed in between two
chalets, and there the game proceeded with much vigour, one of
the fielders spending most of his time on the shingle roofs, that
always afforded a safe run from a well-placed hit. The game
had, no doubt, been taught by some Assistant Commissioner to
the teacher, and he, in coming up here to this out-of-the-way
village, had brought it with him, to the great delight of the boys.

It is pleasant to notice the care that is given to stimulate such
rational amusements for young India. In no country in the world

G
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do the boys stand more in need of the open manliness that is fostered
by honourable competition in outdoor games, and I could not help
wishing that the young Englishman who, at some time or other,
started the game in Kulu, had been present; he would have been
amply rewarded for the time and trouble he had given in sowing
the seed, in the sight of it growing and flourishing up in this odd
distant corner of the world.

Having found the sporting element of Manikarn thus gathered
together, we extemporised a “ gymkhana,” and spent the remainder
of the afternoon in races, long jumps, high jumps, with two-anna
pieces a8 prizes. The hundred yards course was indeed not quite
level, for it consisted of a race to bring me a leaf off a bush that
grew some sixty yards up the steep cliff; but at the word “Jao!”
they were all off Grown men, lads, and urchins—up they went
in less time than it takes me to write it, leaping from rock to rock
like a herd of chamois, as nimble as cats; and as for their descent,
there seemed only a cloud of dust and a shower of stones down
the mountain side, out of which the eager winner darted forward
and thrust the leaf into my hands amidst the shouts of the excited
villagers.

I made an easy start next morning, for the march to Rashdl
village was no great one. The kulis were already off under Anandi’s
care when the servants and I started on the little path that leads
down the narrow valley on the right bank of the Pdrbati to the
village of Chilaul. Thus far it is a delightful walk of a couple of
hours with varied ups and downs; now passing along terraced
fields and again descending to the torrent’s bank, from which we
disturbed a fine otter in passing. I pulled up at Chilaul, and
while eating my sandwiches, and resting preparatory to tackling
the steep ascent to Rashél, which lies some 2500 feet straight above,
Nainu brought word that a covey of grey partridges were feeding on
one of the terraces near, so, taking my gun, I sent the men round
to drive them towards where I posted myself, and soon the
cliffs around were echoing with loud reports, which somewhat
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startled the village maidens, who had been unaware of my approach.
The birds scattered, and I was lucky enough to get one out of
the drive and to pick up another which happened to pitch in
the ravine up which the path to Rashdl took us.

Game was very plentiful here, for my toil up the steep and
stony path was frequently interrupted by excursions after the black
kallidge pheasant. There were evidently no village shikaris about
here, since the birds, when pursued actively enough to make them
rise at all, simply fluttered up into a bush out of arm’s reach, and
from there complacently surveyed the excited sportsman, as much
as to say, “ Look here, old fellow, play the game; you surely are not
going to be such a cad as to touch me if I don’t choose to run.”
With a good spaniel to flush the birds, an excellent day’s sport
might be got here, for there was plenty of game, and that without
going any. distance off the path to look for it.

After shooting a couple of brace for the pot, the servants
seemed to think they had enough to carry, so we struggled on
for another hour, until suddenly the little village appeared just
above us, and in another fifteen minutes I was standing on a narrow
terraced platform in front of two picturesquely carved wooden
chalet temples. The good people had swept it clean for me, and
soon had my tents pitched, and then I had time to look round.

As I had been coming up the steep climb with my face to the
hill all the way, I had not taken much notice of what was behind
me, but now as I stood on the little terrace in front of my tent,
one step from which would have landed me far down into the ravine
below, I could see far, far down beneath me a strip of the Parbati
valley almost lost in the soft blue haze of the evening light; to
the right was the bold wooded bluff that shut in the view on this
side, while across the deep abyss rose a beautiful great mountain,
the snow on which was growing pink and the shadows opal-coloured
in the setting sun.

But it was not a time to admire scenery, for from every rock
almost in the neighbourhood came the “chuck-chck-chck” of the
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cock chikdr partridge, shouting defiance to his rival; so, stuffing
my pockets full of cartridges and calling Nainu to bring the gun,
I was soon scrambling up the steep mountain side in full pur-
suit of the many coveys. In spite of the exhaustion caused by
steeplechasing over narrow terraced fields which cover the hill-
side here in six-foot steps, I had the best half-hour’s sport with
the chikdr that I had anywhere in the Himalayas. The birds were
plentiful and flew to no great distance, and all too soon the short
twilight made us turn our steps back to the picturesque brown
cluster of houses clinging to the steep hillside, where the lights of
the evening fires had already begun to twinkle.

The neghi came to salim and to tell me that he would now return
to Manikarn, as this was the end of his beat; and he introduced
the lumbadar, who declared that the kulis would be ready next
morning without fail, and that grass, milk, and wood were all at my
service in plenty. The villagers in this quaint little place were
especially civil and considerate, and I heard no objection made even
to the servants, who, finding the god was spending a night out, had
taken possession of one of his temples behind me, where they made
themselves exceedingly at home with the large bundles of hay
they found in the loft.

I knew I had a long day’s work before me next day, but beyond
the fact that I had first to go over the Rashdl Pass and then down
to the Malauna torrent and from there up to the village of that
name, I could gather nothing from the lumbadir—who, however,
confessed that the path was in rather a bad state, but declared
that, hearing the day before that I was coming, he had sent a man
at once to put it in order!

With a long march ahead of you, you can never make a mistake
in starting too early, but, in spite of every effort, I found it im-
possible to get everything packed and started before half-past
eight next morning. The tents are still wet with dew ; breakfast
has to be cooked, and the pots and pans litter the ground up to the
last moment ; the bed has to be taken to pieces, and that receptacle
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for all forgotten articles, the bedding-roll, has to be made up. All
these things combine, and each adds its little delay, so that it was
later than I wished when Anandi started with the kulis, and we
followed them out of the little village of pleasant recollections.
The lovely fresh morning put good heart into the men as they
breasted the hill straight away, but I noticed that before half an
hour was passed, all joking had ceased and they reserved their breath
for the more serious work of getting their loads to the top of the
pass. Indeed, the track was of the steepest; in places rough steps
in the rock took us in a bee-line upwards, and in others, where it
was too steep even for this, we had recourse to little zigzags, so
short as to make one almost giddy with the continual turning. In
this way we continued up the bare mountain side for two hours,
until we got on to a little ridge which ran down from the pass
itself, and where we halted a little to allow the kulis to come up.
Anandi was having no light work in getting them along, for they
could not pass a single projecting rock without giving way to the
temptation of resting their back load upon it. From here we had
another 1500 feet of the same steep angle, up which we made but
slow progress.

It was now eleven o'clock, and the sun was streaming down in
all its heat on our backs, not a particle of wind stirred the thin
air, and, though we were still lower than 10,000 feet, I began to
feel the effects of the rarefied atmosphere very much. Every few
minutes I had to halt with beating heart, and gasp for breath.
As long as no exertion was made no inconvenience whatever was
felt, but the inability to continue any effort was very distressing.
Judging by my own experience, this question of rarefied air does not
depend altogether on the altitude but rather on the atmospheric
conditions at the time being. The distress seems to be mostly
occasioned by the absolute stillness and want of circulation in the
attenuated air one breathes, combined with the intense fierceness
of the sun, which meets with little resistance in the dryness of the
atmosphere through which it passes. On the Malauna Pass, on
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the following day, where we were more than 2000 feet higher,
we experienced no discomfort whatever, and I attributed this
entirely to the strong fresh breeze that blew all that day in our
faces.

There is no doubt that the difficulties arising out of the heat of
the sun, combined with the extreme dryness and stillness of the
air, will always have to be reckoned with in any ascents in the
Higher Himalayas.

At last, however, in spite of the many halts, we reached the
little gap in the sharp ridge which forms the pass at the height
of 10,670 feet, and looked over into the deep Malauna valley
into which we were going to descend. The view was limited by
the high rocks of the ridge on which we stood, but looking back
we could get an idea of the immense depth in the drop down into
the Pdrbati valley from which we had come, while away above it
stood the beautiful group of Pulga snows, sharp and clear, forming
a long and jagged ridge opposite to us. I stayed only long enough
to take some photographs, and then ran down after the kulis
through the snow which lay thick on the ground on the farther
and shady side of the mountain.

Some little way down we got our first view of the solitary
Malauna village, which stands here cut off from all the world, and
which is approachable only by the way we had come, or by de-
scending from the summit of the Malauna Pass, that hangs 4000
feet almost perpendicularly above the clustering chalets. From
where we stood we looked with interest at the great wall up
which we would have to go on the morrow; and though the
path itself cannot be seen in the photograph, it zigzags straight
up the ravine, which may be observed lying in the shadow just
to the right of the village, the pass itself being at the very top of
the gully.

The kulis found it easier going down than up, and with the
start they got while I was taking my photograph, kept well ahead
of me as I ran down the little path through the pine forest, which,
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in 2500 feet of fall, brought us to a somewhat rickety wooden bridge
that was here thrown across the torrent; seven hundred feet of
steady rise then took us up to the village of Malauna itself.

I had been warned that I should find the Malauna folk quarrel-
some, and as soon as I arrived, several individuals, one of whom
turned out to be the neghi of the place himself, approached and
addressed us in loud rough voices, in a language that none of us
could understand, but by their gestures we made out that they did
not wish us to enter their village, so to avoid trouble we followed
their directions and endeavoured to find a level piece of ground
large enough to pitch the tents on, above the houses.

There is something mysterious about this lonely little colony
of human beings, for they know not themselves from whence they
came, but buried here in this narrow valley, they keep themselves
entirely aloof from their neighbours over the mountains. Though
they dress much as do the other inhabitants of Kulu, they have
quite a different type of face, somewhat Jewish in appearance,
with a prominent nose and weak, narrow chin. Their language
also is totally distinct, which is a proof of their almost complete
isolation - for some centuries, since it is inconceivable that they
could have come from anywhere but from the plains below. They
have, indeed, a tradition of the Emperor Akbdr’s kindness to them ;
but beyond this it is most difficult to learn anything of them, for
they are most densely ignorant and incapable of giving information.
They don’t seem, however, to lack of this world’s goods, for the
houses are well built and there is an air of prosperity about the
whole village and its surroundings.

Seeing that we had not come to give him any trouble, the
somewhat evil-looking neghi became less surly, although our
conversation was limited to shouts on his part and gesticulations
on mine, and I went down with him to see the lower village, in
which is an open space, surrounded by curiously carved chalet
temples. In this square sat a crowd of men spinning wool with
their hands, and shouting at each other with loud rough voices,
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which gave one the impression of ceaseless quarrelling. They
would not let me go into the temples, and seemed to consider the
whole of the square rather sacred, so I sent Nainu for the “ picture
box ” and explained to the neghi as well as I could, by means of
arm-waving, that I wished to immortalise him. He must have
got some inkling as to my meaning, for he took up a position in
the middle of the square in as stiff and unnatural a posture as
the most ardent photographer could have wished for.

The temples were picturesque in design and covered with
rough carving and pendent ornaments. It seems strange that so
little is known of these queer people who have thus for so long
lived out of the world.

I had told the servants to make no difficulties, but, except for
the noisy shouting in the village which was kept up nearly all
night, the people gave us no trouble and the night passed without any
disturbance. I lay awake for a long time listening to a solitary jackal
who wandered restlessly about uttering his mournful “ pi-a-o” (for
all the world like the mewing of a large cat); while the inevitable
accompaniment of all these alpine villages could be heard in the
ceaseless roar of the torrent far below, rising up through the still
night air. -

It was nearly nine o’clock next morning before the things were
packed ready for the kulis, but we got away at last and soon
settled down to a monotonous ascent of 4000 feet. Some idea of the
scale on which everything is made in this country may be gathered
from the fact that this 4000 feet was up one single straight ravine,

. which appeared from the Rashdl Pass opposite simply to be a little
scratch in the mountain side! Our progress was again slow, for
the little stony track mounted as steep almost as the stones would
lie, and even the kulis sat down frequently to rest. We pushed
on steadily, however, and after the third hour had passed we
knew we must be getting near the top of the ndla. A cold wind
swirled round us in a somewhat threatening manner, giving us
the unusual feeling of unsettled weather; but on the whole we
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welcomed it, for it fanned our lungs, and took away a great deal
of the breathlessness from which we had previously suffered.

Two or three snow slopes brought us at last to the top of the
ridge, where, with great satisfaction at having accomplished our
mounting, we halted to look round. No words can give an idea of
the vastness of the panorama. It is so big that the individual
mountains look dwarfed, and one longs for a little concentra-
tion. I put up the camera with the inevitable disappoint-
ment at the poorness of the result, for where the eye fails to
take in a panorama there is but little chance of success for
the lens.

Over the edge of the snow in front of us was the deep cleft at
the bottom of which the Malauna torrent flowed 5000 feet below.
Straight opposite, looking as if you could reach it with your arm,
stood the immense buttress of Papidarm, over which we had come
yesterday,! and beyond which lay the deep trench of the Pdrbati
valley, with the Pulga snows in the far distance. Nearer, and to
the left, are the jagged peaks of Papidarm itself (18,000 feet); while
at the head of the Malauna valley lies the Malauna glacier,
descending from a circle of snowy cones. Looking along the
broken and rocky ridge on which we stood, we could see the great
snowy domes of Deotiba, a giant who raises his head over
20,000 feet above the sea; while farther to the left, facing N.W.,
rose the innumerable snowy peaks of Bara Baghal, over which
some ominous storm-clouds were collecting. The Kulu valley,
between us and the Baghal Mountains, we could not see, for it lies
some distance off, deeply embedded in the pine forests, which cover
the hills below us on this side in a dense mass.

Standing here at this height of 12,200 feet, on what seemed
but a little ridge in the surrounding hills, it was difficult to
believe that we were not much below the height of the summit
of the Jungfrau, and that if that beautiful mountain could have

! The Rashdl Pass is the right-hand of the two little gaps in the middle ridge
seen in the photograph from the Malauna’ Pass.
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been dropped down here, it would scarcely have commanded notice
in the vastness of the surrounding panorama.

The gusty wind was bitterly cold, and I packed up my photo
kit in haste to follow the kulis, who had got a good start of us.
I believe there is an easier track to the left along the ridge, but
as it is somewhat longer, it is needless to say the kulis avoided it,
and went straight down the mountain side. 'We had an extremely
disagreeable hour until we got into the forest, for this northern
side of the mountain was deep in snow, which, having melted some-
what in the hot sun, had again frozen into smooth sheets of ice,
so that in places we were at a loss almost how to proceed. Not
expecting ice, I had only my leather sandals on, which afforded
little or no foothold on the slippery surface. How the kulis got
down is to this day a marvel to me, for we never caught them
up; but their grass-covered feet must have held well to the ice,
for not one single man fell, in spite of the top-heavy burdens with
which their backs were loaded.

I was in some anxiety about my precious camera, for old
Madho, in spite of many years’ wanderings in these mountains,! on
several occasions involuntarily descended some of the slopes in
a sitting position, much to the detriment of his only pair of nether
garments. Nainu was really invaluable; he took off his shoes to
give himself a better foothold, planted himself firmly at the worst
places, and was able to give me a hand in crossing every awkward
slope, or with the help of his alpenstock to lower me into a place
of safety. We made our way into the head of a ravine where the
rocks projected through the ice, and down which we were able to
make somewhat better progress? and I was not at all sorry to

! Madho was the only member of our party who had been on this ground before,

having previously crossed this pass in company with Colonel Tanner of the Survey
of India.

2 Though I experienced no especial pain at the time, the roughness of this piece
of the march must have been considerable, for my feet, which were hard with much
walking, were much knocked about, and I subsequently lost the nails of both great
toes.
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step at last on to the hard frozen ground, where we could relieve
our cramped limbs by stepping out briskly.

We found a little track down the nila, and were soon follow-
ing the stream in its descent through the forest. Nainu whiled
away the long march of some nine miles down to Nagar with end-
less stories of the difficulties he had encountered on the Baspa Pass
and the wonders of the Nilung valley near Gangutri, the source
of the Ganges, whither he had once been sent in search of butter-
flies. The mind of a hill man is an extremely undeveloped article,
but one cannot help being struck by Nature’s eternal law of the
fitness of things, and the suitability of these simple children of
hers to the peaceful though limited conditions under which they
are born and bred.

Pulig village was the first sign of life we came to, and then
another long tramp down through the forest brought us to the
wooden chalets of Ramsu, where for the first time we began to
see the wide Kulu valley opening below us. We could not wait
here long, however, for it was already five o’clock, and we had still
a good hour’s walk before we got down to Nagar. Evening closed
in apace, and it was quite dark by the time we groped our way
down the stony path on to the little terrace above the pointed
temple, where I found camp already pitched.

“Saldm, Sahib; it is well that the Sahib has arrived,”
came a soft voice out of the dark. “O Anandi, is it you? How
long have you been here?” “It is half an hour since the
Presence’s servants arrived. All things have come without loss,
and the kulis are ready, Sahib.” And while Anandi held the
lantern, I walked along the line of shaggy-haired kulis, and
presented each with the hardly earned eight annas, which sent
him away happy after his nine hours’ march over a pass 12,200
feet high.

I was too tired to do anything but pull off my clothes and my
chapplis, and tumble into the bed I found ready in my tent, from
which point of vantage I reflected on the happiness of having
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accomplished a long tramp, and the pleasing prospect of again
sitting on the White Rat’s back, until good Badulla brought in
his savoury messes, and best of all a bundle of letters which
Tuarsu, the sais, had brought up the valley from the post-office
for me.

KULU CHAKMAK OR STRIKE-LIGHT
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CHAPTER 1V

THE Upper Beds valley, into which we had now descended, and
which is known as Kulu proper, is at Nagar perhaps a mile wide;
and seen from the village, which stands at a fair height up on the
hillside, the beautiful cultivated slopes stretch in great profusion
as far as the eye can reach, both up and down the valley. Pretty
villages are dotted here and there amidst these fields, and the
dark pine-woods sweep in long lines down the steep mountain
sides, forming bays and promontories in this sea of plenty.

It is indeed a land flowing with milk and honey, and it looked
none the less inviting to us after our stay in the wilder mountains.
. Nagar itself, as well as its surroundings, bears the stamp of pros-
perity, and its situation at the foot of the pine-woods, overlooking
the valley below, shows at any rate great taste on the part of the
old Rajas who used it as their capital some three hundred years ago.
At present it is but one of the many prosperous villages of the
valley, the study of which always presents a scene of homely peace
and comfort.

The Kulu zaminddr’s house is generally solidly built of grey
dressed stone in the shape of a square, and is strengthened as well
as relieved in colour by the brown wooden beams that tie every
few courses together. A wooden balcony, running sometimes
completely round the upper story, projects most picturesquely
from the stone walls, and is often the subject of much skill and
attention in its ornamentation, especially where in the better
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houses it is arched in by columns and panelled with elaborately
designed wood-carving. It is here that the bright colours of the
women’s dresses are to be seen passing to and fro, as with a laugh
they only half hide themselves from the stare of a stranger who
stops to admire the scene. Great flat stones cover the roof, on
which may be seen the golden heaps of drying corn, or a profusion
of millet almost smothering the whole in its warm embrace.
Every available shelter is piled up with the fruits of the year,
while the bees fly in and out of the holes left for them in the walls
with a busy hum.

Nor are the inhabitants of the house themselves less occupied.
The men have gone out in the morning, in charge of the little
black oxen, and are cultivating the terraced fields on the upland
above their home, with the primitive wooden plough that they
have carried up upon their shoulders. On the flat terrace beside
the house two laughing girls, half-smothered in the mass of straw,
are pounding with heavy pole the hard-grained rice, to the accom-
paniment of a crooning song; while alongside their brother follows
the patient bullocks, who circle round a rude mill, formed by an L-
shaped beam, the short end of which revolves laboriously in a large
hollow stone, expressing the oil from the kernels of the peaches
and apricots which he from time to time throws in. Children,
the same all the world over, play about, getting in every one’s way,
until recalled by their mother, who stops her household work on
the balcony above to lean over and rebuke them.

As the day draws on, the other members of the household return,
driving, perhaps, the cattle from the alps above, or returning from
the dark forest with loads of firewood piled in kiltas! on their backs,
a task which the strong, well-built girls are fully able to share with
the men. The whole is as bright and prosperous a scene of peasant
life as one could wish to see, and though no doubt he too, like
most of us, is troubled with the cares of life, yet we could not help

1 These kiltas are in shape exactly like the baskets carried by the Swiss on their
backs.
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. thinking that, outwardly at any rate, the Kulu zaminddr must be
reckoned as one whom the gods delight to please.

The spot where my camp was pitched was on the little terrace
in front of the conical-roofed temple, round which, forming a sort
of amphitheatre, the terraced ground rose in steep steps to the fine
deodar forest which surrounded us. To-day the place was cheerless
enough, for the Bara Baghal storm had burst upon us during the
night, driving in wintry gusts the mist-laden atmosphere up from
the valley below, and saturating our tents with the pitiless rain.

It is on this very spot, however, that quite a different scene is
enacted on a May morning, when the sound of the distant drumming,
accompanied by ear-piercing trumpet blasts, announces the approach
of the village gods to take part in the Nagar mela, or fair; for to-
day is a Kulu holiday, and every one in the neighbourhood, from
hill above and vale beneath, must don their best clothes and
hie together to the festival. On every path are to be met brightly
dressed groups of women in all colours, and men gaily adorned with
flowers, hastening to the rendezvous, for the mela is dear to the
Kulu heart. As the morning wears on the crowd increases about
the little temple, for religion is mixed up with their pleasure, and
it is a field-day for the Brahmins, who sit at the receipt of custom,
impressing with no great difficulty the ignorant peasants with
their sanctity and virtue. Suddenly amidst the hubbub is heard
a renewed tomtoming as, headed by several men blowing dis-
cordant blasts upon great curved trumpets, another village con-
tingent arrives, escorting its deity. The latter arrangement con-
sists in a sort of chair carried on the shoulders of two men by long
poles. The chair is covered with trappings of all sorts, on which
are arranged many silver masks of rough workmanship, the whole
being much bedecked with flowers. There is apparently a fashion
in gods as well as in most things, for there is little variety to be
seen in the appearance of any of these village patrons, except that
a richer village may perhaps afford a gold mask or two, and express
its religious fervour by an additional clamour of trumpets and drums.
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The god, having been carried round through the admiring crowd, is
then unceremoniously relegated to a back seat, and deposited in the
row of fellow-deities who have also come here to grace the day with
their presence, but who now command but little reverence or respect.

By midday the scene is most brilliant, and the noise of the
drumming and piping deafening. The little arena is crowded with
men standing in long lines dancing a sort of slow shuffle to the
encouraging strains of the musicians. Aimlessly and without any
seeming purpose, like all native dances, they keep it up by the
hour—to the great interest, however, of the thronging bystanders.
A booth or two have been run up, and cover the stalls of sweet-
meats, which find eager buyers in the women and children. Even
the Rai of Kulu himself has come up from Sultdnpur, and under
his immense umbrella sits hour after hour, a willing spectator.

But by far the greatest attraction are the rows upon rows of
women who sit round upon the terraces, filling the little amphitheatre
with a blaze of bright colouring, right up even to the dark shade
of the pine forests above. Dressed in all colours, they wear the
soft woollen blanket dress, in which white and red, grey and brown,
with a great fondness for checks, largely predominate. Bright-
coloured handkerchiefs are tightly tied round their heads, for to-day
every one has put on her cleanest and her best, and fully intends to
captivate all those who come within her reach. The amount of
jewelry worn is simply amazing, and is no small proof of the very
easy circumstances in which these peasants must live. Scarcely a
single woman is to be seen without her silver necklace and her large
hooped earrings ; while the olive-brown skins and handsome faces of
most of them are almost hidden under the heavy weight of silver,
with which are mingled strings of red coral and frequently a
green turquoise or two. Taken as a whole, the women are very
good-looking, with clean-cut features and large eyes, and when seen
thus dressed out in their holiday attire, the close-fitting blanket
dress well setting off their finely-shaped figures, no brighter picture
could be desired.
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A little native dancing goes a long way with us Westerns, and
one cannot but wonder at the idle way the women sit still the
whole day long, looking down upon the monotonous evolutions of
the men below. But they see and are seen, and the consciousness
of the part they play in contributing to so pretty a picture, no
doubt makes the day a happy one to them.

After all they are but intensely ignorant children, and having
no idea of any intellectual pleasures, the mela is the only form
of social gathering that relieves them from the daily drudgery in
the fields, or the dull routine of work at home, and as such it is
welcome to all.

It would be well, however, if the melas ended at sundown, for
by this time the frequent drafts of lugri, a wretched spirit which
is distilled from rice, have inflamed the passions of the men, and
with the increasing excitement, the fun grows boisterous. Torches
are lit, and by their glare the revel is continued far into the night,
with all the evil consequences of free intercourse of the sexes
under such circumstances. Dazzled by the light, the noise, the
music, it can cause but little surprise that the women, with no
home ties as we know them to bind them, wander off with their
lovers into the dark forest, where, in the warm night, the tall
deodars spread their sheltering branches over them.

Much has been said in condemnation of these gatherings, and
rightly so, for the evil results that arise from their abuse are
as bad for the men as for the women; but it is difficult to see
where the remedy is to come from as long as the present ignorance
and weakness of moral restraint continue to exist in the valley,
the causes of which no doubt lie in the want of consideration given
to the marriage tie.

Boys and girls are sometimes betrothed in their youth, but as
a rule it is not until he is grown up that a man begins to look
round in search of a wife. He is not then troubled by any
romantic feelings in his choice, but goes straight to where he
considers he can get the best article for the money, and offers the

H
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father of the fair one a sum to compensate him for the loss of the
labour of his daughter; most likely the girl’s consent is not asked,
but she no doubt views the case philosophically, seeing that she
must work for somebody ; a few presents are given by the bride-
groom to the bride’s relations, and the affair is then completed by
the girl following her husband to his cottage.

Of course in cases of this kind married happiness must be a
lottery, and it is indeed not looked for, for the remedies are always
at hand. The man knows that he can carry on his intrigues with
any other woman he prefers, without any loss to himself; and his
wife, brought up in a home with the example of her parents’
infidelity constantly before her eyes, sees little harm in choosing
a lover from the many that offer, knowing full well that the last
person to object will be her husband, for should she leave him, he
would only be obliged to spend some thirty rupees in buying
another wife to supply her place, while she, on the other hand,
would be welcomed back by her family, as an additional worker in
the ancestral fields.

In Kuram, as will be seen later, they manage these things
better, for there they supplement women’s fidelity by a lock and
key, and conjugal rights are insisted upon at the point of the
sword ; but here in Kulu, it must be admitted, things are rather
at a deadlock, for in the absence of education and any moral fibre,
they have not even the courage to fight for the possession of their
wives—a form of virile energy which was considered legitimate and
praiseworthy even in England, before the emancipation of women
taught us the error of our ways.

I was lucky indeed to get over the Malauna Pass on the day I
did, for the weather broke with the heavy storm, and I might have
been imprisoned at Malauna by the deep snow that now fell on
all the mountains round, the cold from which made us realise
that we were still nearly 6000 feet above the sea.

The days, however, were passed pleasantly enough in exploring
the fertile valley of the Beds, where the busy winter cultivation was
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in full swing. Fruits of all kind grow here to such perfection
that several Europeans who have settled in the valley have
seriously turned their attention to growing it for the Simla market.
Apples, pears, peaches, apricots, quinces, all thrive and grow in a
way that could not be believed had not one seen the trees; but in
spite of this abundance of Nature, the cost of transport of the
fruit on men's backs over the ten marches to Simla is almost
prohibitive, especially as owing to the perishable nature of the
crop it has all to be packed in double kiltas or baskets, between
which hay is wedged in order to soften the blows that it receives
at the hands of the rough kulis. A few tea gardens are still in
existence, but for some reason or other they have not had the
success that has attended the neighbouring Kangra plantations,
and the area is not extending.

Nagar Castle, the residence of the Assistant Commissioner,
which looks down upon this prosperous valley, is an interesting
old block of grey stone buildings, quite unfortified, and having the
appearance rather of a large, rambling, English country-house. It
was probably built about the middle of the seventeenth century,
and was used as the palace of the Rajas of that day, until they
moved the capital to Sultdénpur, when it fell, as most native
buildings do, into disuse and disrepair. Now again it has become
the seat of government (in a country where one man represents
that authority), and its fine rooms have been modernised by the
addition of glass windows and balconies.

It is an interesting old place, though of no great architectural
pretensions, and its commanding situation overlooking the valley
gives it a more imposing appearance than it perhaps deserves.
I wandered through the old courtyards, now silent, wondering
what it could have been like in the former days of the native court,
when dark eyes looked down from the windows above, and the
serai was crowded by the Raja’s motley retinue. The glories of
the East were, no doubt, never at any time to be found up here in
the mountains, for they are only bred in the heavy air of the sun-
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stricken plains below, where the heat has dried up all effort,
and where the weary eye is attracted only by a wanton blaze of
colour.

The weather now became so wet and cold that I turned my
steps down the valley and rode some twelve miles down to
Sultdnpur, the White Rat being a pleasant change after Shank’s
mare. It is a beautiful bit of road the whole way, passing through
the rich cultivation that fills the wide bed of the open valley.
About half-way the road crosses the Beds and continues along the
flat river-bed beneath the shade of some of the finest alders I have
ever seen, which quite equalled English elms in size. The villages
lie mostly on the slopes of the hills above, so that comparatively
few are seen in the day’s march, but numerous colonies of Ladakhis
are met with, encamped in their brown tents on the flat ground
beside the river. These people come over the Rotang Pass in the
autumn to trade, bringing borax and salt, and evidently find the
banks of the Beés a more comfortable winter abode than their
own lofty and inhospitable valleys.

As you ride up to a cluster of the dark widely-spreading tents,
you are greeted by the loud barking of numerous sheep-dogs,
whose evil looks and shaggy coats give them more the appearance
of half-bred wolves. The noise brings the inhabitants to the doors
of the tents, and you are welcomed with a smile that but scarcely
conceals the unmitigated hideousness of its owner. The type is
distinctly Chinese; the small sloping eyes peer out above the
prominent cheek-bones, the thick lips, especially in the older women,
hang in a coarse repulsive way, while the narrow chin gives the
whole face a weak and irresolute appearance. But they are an
easy-going, good-natured people, and manage very well to conceal
their roughness under a certain instinct of hospitality which is not
often found amongst natives who perbaps outwardly are more
inviting. Some of the men wear their hair in pig-tails, but the
straight black locks of the women, very much of the quality of
horse hair, hang in an unkempt fashion over their greasy shoulders,
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a suggestive harbour for creeping things innumerable. They never
wash : what more need be said ?

There is no accounting for tastes, however, for on our ap-
proaching a moon-faced damsel whose features were so small as to
be scarcely discernible in the
dirt on her cheeks, Nainu was
smitten with love at first sight,
and whispered to me, “ Sahib,
these women are more beauti-
ful than any we have yet seen,
and this one is surely the fairest
of all,”—from which I gathered
the comforting assurance that
Nainu and I at any rate would
never be rivals.

The only interesting thing
that I could see about them NAINU'S FANCY
was a red flush on the girls’ cheeks, which showed even through
the superimposed layer of mother earth, and the rough but artistic
necklaces which some of the women wore. These consisted of
strings of coral beads along which, at intervals of a couple of
inches, were strung alternate lumps of amber and green turquoise
of a size equal to a large walnut. Even at the risk of getting
more than I bargained for, I tried to buy a necklace of this kind
off one of Nainu’s beauties; but no, she would not sell it, no, not
for many rupees. When asked why, she also said that she could
not replace the coral if she parted with this; so it would be well
next time that one comes up here to bring a string or two in
one’s pocket wherewith to satisfy these dusky ladies.

The men, seeing there was money to be made, with a far keener
eye to business than the Kulu folk, produced little bags of turquoises,
very few of which, however, were without large flaws. In size
they varied from one’s little finger nail to somewhat larger than one’s
thumb nail, and being of a greeny blue in colour, they appeared to
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me far more beautlful than the sky-blue ones so common in Europe.
I do not know where these turquoises come from, but evidently
they must find them in the country north of the Himalayas, for
few Ladakhi and Thibetan women are without them, wearing, as
they do, on their heads a broad leather strap closely studded with
them. The price asked for these stones seemed to me considerable,
but possibly this was because the Sahib bought in person.

It was quite a new sensation to find myself nearing a town
again, if indeed Sultinpur is big enough to bear the weight of so
great a name; but as it is the capital of a country, and has a
Raja, a palace, a paved alley and a bazdr, I suppose we must
give it its due. It is well situated on a spur of the hill between
the Beds and the Sivbari stream which here joins in from the
right, and is compactly built, though not surrounded by any walls.
We rode up from the river-bed into the town, and passed down
the narrow “ High Street,” which was lined with the little shops
one sees all over India, and peopled by the enterprising Punjabi
merchants, in whose hands all the trade of the valley lies. The
paving was clean and well swept, though of course in the absence
of all wheeled traffic the streets were extremely narrow. Once
through the town, the wide bed of the Sivbari has to be crossed,
and the farther bank mouhted, on the top of which is a large, flat,
grass-covered space known as the maidin or plain.

There is nothing these hill men admire so much as a maidan.
They go to see it as we go to see a mountain, and loud were the
servants’ expressions of joy at the unusual sight of a quarter of a
mile of flat grass. We put up at the comfortable Dik Bungalow,
ordered dinner, walked to the post-office, bought stamps, and in
general treated ourselves to all the luxuries of civilisation that
Sultanpur could afford.

The palace of the Rai of Kulu is at the lower end of the town,
and though large and rambling, has not many architectural features
worth noticing. The Rai is now only the titular ruler of the country,
but is still looked up to by the people as their lord and master.
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Great mourning was still hanging over Sultdnpur, for a couple of
years before the dread cholera had swept through the valley, carry-
ing off hundreds of victims, including even one of the few Europeans
that reside here. Terror reigned supreme, every one who could
escape fled, and to make the disorganisation more complete, just
about this time the Rai himself—an excellent and much-respected
man—was carried off by small-pox.

I heard that the scene in the palace was most distressing as
. the poor man lay dying, for on these occasions the Brahmins
exert to the full the power they have over their superstitious flock,
and they seized the occasion to extract from the poor heart-broken
Rani a fresh supply of gifts and donations to appease the angry
god. After the Rai’s death an event occurred which illustrates
the dark sides of Oriental life. Among the Rai’s household was an
extremely pretty slave-girl of the Rani’s, a child of only twelve,
very gentle and modest by nature, who, being one of the
younger ones of the household, always kept behind the Rani
on all occasions. One morning she was found in one of the rooms
lying dead, with her throat cut. It was given out that she had
killed herself to do honour to her dead lord and master. Whether
this was so or not will never be known, but it seems unlikely that
8o young a child should have committed such an act. It is much
more probable that she was murdered by the Brahmins’ orders,
who hoped thereby to fan the religious devotion for self-immolation
on the part of widows.

There is no doubt that the Government would not hesitate to
hang any Brahmin if found guilty, to the first tree, but in cases
of this kind it would be quite impossible to get evidence; the
influence and power held by the priestly caste is so great, and the
superstitious belief in their virtue so strong, that few natives could
ever be got to believe a Brahmin guilty of such a crime, even
though they saw it with their own eyes, much less would they
accuse him of it openly, in a court of law.

The Government has quite enough to do without embarking on
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such fruitless chases as these, and, wisely perhaps, abstains from
the attempt, for stories from time to time come out in the courts
of law which give an extraordinary picture of a native’s capacity
for bearing witness, a fact that he himself admirably expresses in
his proverb: “ Great is the justice of the white man—greater
the power of a lie.”

The Rai of Kulu, though not a ruler, holds a sort of hereditary
dukedom, and with it as much of a court and appanage as his some-
what slender means will allow. He can only marry a girl with
“royal” blood in her veins, and should he wish to do so he
receives a proposal from the girl’s father offering his daughter in
marriage. In the case of a rich girl the father can command the
Rai to come to his house with as many followers and attendants
as he considers due to his daughter’s position. On the Rai’s
approach with some two or three hundred followers he is received
in great state, presents are exchanged, and the marriage is com-
pleted by a curious ceremony in which the bridegroom walks seven
times round the bride.

It is the custom then for the Rani to be accompanied to her
new home by a suite of several girls, the daughters of any villagers
whom her father has influence enough to impress, though in some
instances, if they are beautiful, he has to pay for them! These
girls become a part of the Rai's household, and are from time
to time supplemented by new purchases of the Rani’s, whom she
presents to her lord and master.

The late Rai had two Ranis, the elder and the younger, and
some sixteen of these girls, and being a most kind and enlightened
man, they were very well treated by him, often accompanying
their lord (in closed conveyances) on the occasions of his visits to
the Ganges, to bathe in the sacred water.

The Rani has a room of her own and her food is cooked for her
by a Brahmin, while the girls all live happily together in a big
upper room with glass windows on all sides, where they sleep at
night on mattresses placed in rows along the walls, each being
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covered with a clean white durri on which the occupant’s name is
carefully embroidered! In the daytime the mattresses are rolled
up and put away, and each girl cooks her own food in little rooms
set aside for the purpose. The Rai’s bed stands in the middle of
the room, and he spends his time partly here and partly with
the Ranis, without apparently exciting any jealousy in this
well-ordered household.

The simplicity of the whole arrangement may be gathered from
the fact that these “ladies-in-waiting ” receive as pay each eighty
pounds of grain a month, two pieces of homespun, and two pairs
of shoes a year, while one anna (about a penny) is given her a
month as pocket-money! The girls always dress in the homespun
cloth of the country, the Ranis alone wearing the richer coloured
muslins,

No doubt some people would urge that the position of these
girls is nothing more nor less than slavery, but slavery is such a
wide word and covers so many varied conditions of life, that it may
be said to include almost every phase, since no one is quite his
own master. In spite of the horror that this name implies to the
average Briton, as a matter of fact in the East, domestic slavery
only becomes an evil when those in subjection begin to desire to
change their life, which they very rarely wish to do, for they accept
dependence and subjection with no different feelings from those of
a Western girl in a humble state of life, who is obliged to earn
her living by service.

In considering the position of these girls who belong to the house-
hold of a Raja, it must be remembered that they acquire a status
that has been held in honour ever since the days of Solomon. Their
life of ease and comfort, with ample provision of food and clothing,
their freedom from all care under the protection of an indulgent
master, must be contrasted with the alternative offered to them by
remaining at home. In the latter case they would make a
manriage de convenance—in other words, be sold by their father for
a few rupees to some young peasant. A life of toil and drudgery
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would then commence, in which “home life” as we know it,
would most probably be embittered by the infidelity of the husband
and by her own intrigues, with an old age of neglect and want as
a consummation. Of the two, the latter picture presents quite as
many features of slavery as the former, with the addition also of
hard labour for life.

During my stay at Sultanpur I was anxious to get some of the
silver jewelry worn by the women, and went frequently to the
dark alleys in the town where the silversmiths sit in their little
open shops at their work. As is the custom of the country, they
had nothing ready made, in spite of the fact that almost every man,

SILVER PINS OF THE KULU DRESS (} natural size)

let alone woman, in the streets wore a silver necklace of some sort.
They had no specimens, and simply told me that if I left the
rupees, they would make them into anything I desired. As no
man or woman will sell the jewelry they possess, not even for
double its value, having no need of money, it was impossible to get
it otherwise than by having it made.

After some difficulty I was able to persuade a woman to lend
me a pair of pretty earrings she was wearing, and having borrowed
one of the rough enamelled necklaces of a man, I had these copied
in the bazdr; and by great good fortune one of the silversmiths
happened to be making a chain ornament for some damsel’s head,
and this he willingly also repeated for me. Almost the best silver
work I obtained, was that made for me by the carpenter in one of
the villages ; it showed great taste as well as fine execution, which
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CHAP. 1V KULU HARVEST 107

is somewhat rare in Kulu, for the best silversmiths are said to
come from the neighbouring Kangra.

The chief fair, or mela, in Kulu is held annually on the Sultan-
pur maidan in October, and is the cause of assembly of a great
number of people from the valley ; and though it is a semi-religious
holiday, at which over one hundred village gods have been known
to be present, yet it is in a great measure the chief market of Kulu,
the maidan being covered with booths, while large flocks of sheep
are brought down from the mountain sides and find a ready sale to
buyers, who drive them down to the plains for killing. But at this
season of the year the great maiddn is empty, save for the presence
of a curious little temple on wheels which is used as the chariot
of the god at the fairs, and is untenanted except by a stray bullock
or pony, to whom it affords but a scanty grazing.

After a few days at Sultdnpur, I started again and marched
down the pleasant valley some ten miles to Bajdora, where I hoped
to meet my brother again. The road follows the right bank of the
Beds through the same cultivation as above the capital, though
as we get lower down the flat valley-bed loses all its mountain
character, and the greater heat is shown in the different appear-
ance of the villages. The wooden chalets have disappeared, and
the little thatched mud houses have replaced them, while a high
screen of reeds surrounds each little compound, affording shade and
privacy to the inmates. As we rode along through the fertile
valley the regular beating of the tomtom and the minor wail of a
pipe near a little hamlet drew us away from the path, and we came
upon the autumn signs of plenty.

On a flat, clean-swept piece of ground lay a great heap of
orange maize cobs, which were being thrashed by the vigorous
strokes of four strong men in time to the strains afforded by some
strolling musicians, who, in return for a few handfuls of grain, had
come to encourage by voice and sound the labour of the day. The
yellow crop stood close at hand, and was being cut down by some,
others lopping off the cobs, while two old crones paced backwards
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and forwards carrying the severed heads to the ever-increasing heap.
The little hamlet half buried in the heaps of straw, the rich valley
stretching away to the uplands in the blaze of morning light, the
golden grain, the measured beat in time to the wild strains of the
musicians, whose red turbans threw in a dash of colour—all made up
a picture of a harvest-home which needed no additional decoration.

These lucky peasants get two crops off their land a year, at the
cost of but little manure; for the soil is good, and with the hot sun,
tempered by frequent irrigation, there is little to check the promise
of an abundant growth. The wheat is off the ground by June, but
the soil is given no rest. Immediately the ploughing begins again,
in preparation for the summer rice crop. The ground is made
quite level, no rollers being used, but a rough flat board, on which
a man stands to add his weight, is drawn by bullocks across the
little field. When all is prepared, the water is let in upon the soft
ground, which it thoroughly saturates, until it lies to a depth of
about six inches on the top.

In the meantime the rice seed has been sown in little nurseries,
and has quickly shot up, and is ready for transplanting. Thus far
the men have done the work. Now is the women’s turn.

The neighbours all are summoned and cheerfully come to render
the annual service of mutual assistance, for which no pay is taken,
though the owner provides them with their homely meals. Musi-
cians are got together, and soon the rows of laughing girls with
kilted skirts are standing up to their knees in mud and water,
planting the bright green shoots in the soft ground at their feet.
It must be hard labour, this stooping all day long in the hot sun,
but the work goes on merrily to the weird sound of the music and
the drum. The singers chant of love, always however in the minor
key, to the running commentary of the light-hearted girls, who
emphasise each point with many a joke upon their comely neigh-
bours, while the bystanders lose no opportunity of throwing in a
rough jest to raise the colour in the cheeks of the girls before them.
Captain Harcourt in his Government report has given such a
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CHAP. IV RICE PLANTING 109

picturesque, a8 well as exact, account of this scene that I cannot do
better than conclude with his own words :—*“ Towards evening,
when the workers are pretty well wet through, and one would
think the toil (and very severe toil it is) would result in fatigue,
the spirits of the party rise and the more playful members of the
fair sex commence slyly throwing water on those near; this is
returned, but usually in the wrong direction, and soon- all are
busily engaged in pelting each other, till struggles for supremacy
occur, and, with a shout of laughter, the weakest go bodily into the
water. Sometimes a more than usually audacious damsel advances
to the bank, and before the spectators can be aware of her inten-
tions, one of them, possibly the owner of the field, is dragged from
his place of safety and water is poured down his neck, to the
delight of the bystanders, who, however, have to be careful that
their turn does not come next.”

As I rode into Bajdora I met St.G., who had finished his work,
and we were soon comfortably sitting on the verandah of the little
bungalow discussing our past adventures and future plans. He
told me that he was obliged to go back to Simla, and that he
intended to return a different way from which we had come; that
by crossing the Dolchi Pass into Mandi and going from thence to
Bilaspur we should march through the lower hills, and so avoid
the cold that was beginning to make itself felt. This route would
take us back to Simla in ten marches, and, as it was new ground
to me, I decided to accompany him.

We spent a fortnight at Bajdora, passing our time mostly in the
pursuit of the black partridge, that at one time were to be found
here in good numbers, but which are now rather shot out owing
to the persistent harrying they have received from some of the
residents in the valley.

Our preparations for our new march were soon made, and,
having obtained some mules from Sultdnpur, we started one
morning, in rather uncertain weather, up the road that leads up
the ndla behind Bajdora.
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The Englishman’s hand had again been at work here, for while
our kulis followed the bed of the ravine straight up to the pass,
we spent some hours winding in and out of valleys and spurs
on a gradient so gentle that even a well-laden four-wheeler might
have trotted up it with ease. By degrees we rose and obtained a
last look down into the Kulu valley, as we got into the rhodo-
dendron forest at Kandi, the top of the pass.

The rhododendrons here are some of the best in the Himalayas,
and among the glorious blaze of crimson are also to be found many
white ones. No more beautiful sight can be imagined than one of
these rhododendron forests in April and May. The trees, some
twenty-five to thirty feet high, when seen from above, are one mass
of large crimson flower-balls, which, contrasted with the dark-green
foliage, give the mountain side the appearance of one vast flower-
bed. I looked in vain to see if I could find anything especial in
the soil which made these trees grow to so fine a size, but in general
the ground seemed rather poor in quality, and there was no trace
of the sandy peat that we associate with these trees in our gardens.

We slept the night at the bungalow on the top of the pass—a
cold and somewhat dreary night after the late rains. A few steps
along the path next morning took us to the little gap which
forms the Dolchi Pass, at the height of 6700 feet. A last glimpse
is obtained here over the forest, of the Kulu valley lying far down
below, above which rose up some fine snow-peaks, now wreathed
in the clouds of a winter storm.

Looking forwards over Mandi, a most curious sight is seen in
the endless, herring-boned, bare, red ridges, which rise in lines one
above the other. As all these slopes face south-east, scarcely a tree
is to be seen upon them, and the appearance of this sea of brown
hills is truly monotonous. There was nothing to keep us here, so
we ran down the long and winding road that took us to Kataula.

I can never pass a tomtom without an inclination to go and
see what “ devilment ” is up, and as we descended to the low ground,
the monotonous thud of the drums enticed me down to a hamlet,
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CHAP. IV THE MARCH BACK 111

where I found no one less than the village god himself out for an
airing. The erection consisted of a sort of small round table
surrounded by an orange and white striped drapery. Over the
table was an umbrella-shaped canopy of red and white lappets,
while on the table itself, embedded in many orange and white
flowers of the jessamine kind, lay the silver mask of the deity with
several other silver charms and tokens; a silver stick stood beside
the table, and in front of it a little brasier with smoking incense.
There is something maddening in the beating of these tomtoms, for
the noise is always redoubled on the approach of any Sahib, as if to
stir the god himself up to the realisation of the fact of the white
man’s arrival. Probably in this case some one had been ill in the
cottage, and the visitation was made to drive out the evil one, for
the Brahmin sat immovable (except for the instant that the lens
cap was taken off!) beside the door, while the peasants squatted
in a circle in simple adoration.

We got into Kataula somewhat early, and only regretted that
we had not loitered on the way, for the bungalow that was to be
our home for the night was, without exception, the most uninviting
construction we had yet come across, and its situation on a bare,
treeless flat is in keeping with its architectural beauties. Any boy
of ten with a blunt axe and a wooden spade would, I am sure, have
had no difficulty in turning out a more suitable human habitation.

Next day we continued down the stream we were on, until it
reaches the Ul river,a large tributary of the Beds, which we crossed on
a fine iron suspension bridge that the Raja of Mandi has had built.

The march is not an interesting one, but for variety we could
not help being amused at the antics of an immense crowd of monkeys,
who were being scared from the fields on the hillside across the river
by the shouts of the angry villagers. Skipping down the steep
bank, stopping now and again to watch if the pursuer was in real
earnest, they escaped across the torrent below us, leaping from
boulder to boulder in some magnificent bounds. The monkey is a
spoilt child, for his semi-sacred character in the eyes of the natives
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causes his ravages amongst the crops to be patiently borne, while in
towns where he cannot help himself, an excellent system of outdoor
relief causes him to be supplied with the necessaries of life ; and when
in his abundance he becomes unbearably impertinent, the muni-
cipality of the great Government itself undertakes a raid upon the
offenders and, catching them in numbers, deports them in a special
train, personally conducted, to the jungles, where they are set free.

This troop, having escaped the shouts and the stones of the
villagers by crossing the stream, sat down to amuse themselves, con-
scious that they were out of harm’s way. They are quaint beasts.
As we watched them, one old fellow, as if proud of his agility, ran
up to the very top of a sapling and there, just like a child, swung
himself backwards and forwards as if on a trapeze, while the crowd
below gazed up at him in wondering admiration, encouraging him
with ceaseless chatter. As soon as he got down, another, jealous
of the applause, flew up the tree and repeated the performance, with
even greater success, until a bullet from my little rifle flying just
over his head caused him to spring at one bound into the arms
of the astonished crowd below, and in a minute they had all
disappeared up the rocks into the scrub.

From the Ul river a good path leads up a steep ridge, from the
top of which a fine view is obtained of the Beds valley below in
which the town of Mandi lies, our evening’s camp. The whole
country about here is very much like the Apennines, and has, I
fancy, much the same climate. Everything has a dry and burnt-
up look; the trees are poor, the hillsides being covered with a
good deal of scrub, but there is a fair amount of field cultivation
in the valley bottoms. Such country needs the morning and
evening light to make it attractive, for any beauty of tint or
colour is lost in the strong midday glare.

As we approached Mandi, plenty of evidence that we had left
British territory and entered & native state was to hand in the well-
cared-for roadside temples, and the well-built stone platforms at the
base of the spreading pepul trees, those resting-places so dear to the
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CHAP. IV A CONTRAST AT MANDI 113

native heart. Each spring by the roadside was carefully walled in,
affording clear cool water to the passers-by, while in a niche above
the water sat the hideous, fat-bellied, elephant-headed Ganésh giving
his blessing to the thirsty traveller.

This sort of rule appeals to the native, I imagine, much more
than does the cold justice of the English régime. Their native Raja
oppresses them, no doubt, at times very hardly, but when he is in
a good humour he appeals to their hearts by spoiling them a little ;
and if he neglects the more useful ways of spending the money of
the state, he atones for it in their eyes, by lavishing it now and
again upon some popular fancy. The English Rdj, on the other
hand, cannot go in for fancies, but keeps all its money for roads
and railways, irrigation and education, and such-like prosaic works,
which, however useful in the long-run, do little to bring personal
comfort to Ram Buksh as he plods, at a very gentle pace, along the
path of life.

Mandi is a wonderfully pretty little town, built just where the
Sukéti river joins the Beds in a deep green pool. A fine iron
suspension bridge (the Raja’s ““ Victoria Jubilee ” offering) joins the
banks of the Beds, while a row of pointed-roofed Hindu temples,
with steep broad flights of steps down to the river, adds to the
picturesque appearance of the place as you come in from the north.
When this bridge was being built by Captain Hoskyns, R.E., who
was lent to the Raja for the purpose, it caused a great sensation in
the neighbourhood, the natives declaring that it would be im-
possible to build a bridge from bank to bank. After some little
delay, however, a couple of light wire ropes were stretched across,
high above the river, from which a few single planks were slung,
in order to facilitate the passing across of the suspension cables
which were to form the bridge. Captain Hoskyns, having to absent
himself for a few days just at this time, returned to find the hill
men making full use of this light and airy structure, imagining
that the Sahib’s work was done; their only complaint to him being
that they could not get their sheep to cross it !

I
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The little streets of the town were well paved and well swept,
though their narrowness reminded us again that we were still in
a wheel-less country. We passed through a rather picturesque
open market-place, well thronged with people, one side of which
is overshadowed by the Raja of Mandi’'s palace, the older part of
which is rather a tumble-down native erection, to which has been
added a newer building of very doubtful European architecture,
adorned with much painting and colour. The Raja is by all
accounts a most enlightened little man, as well as terribly orthodox,
for the East is a country of strong contrasts, and while standing on
the iron “Victoria Jubilee” Bridge you can gaze into the deep green
pool below and see the great mahseer swimming lazily along which
bears the soul of the Raja’s late lamented grandfather in his
capacious bosom.

Civilisation has certainly extended to the Mandi bungalow,
which actually numbers amongst its attractions curtains to the
windows. Here we met Lieutenant Ryder, R.E., who was survey-
ing in the neighbourhood, and who came in to see St.G. about his
work. He was the third European we had seen since we left
Simla more than two months before, and on these occasions one
morally embraces the new-comer as a man and a brother; the
fatted calf was killed in the shape of our last tin of salmon, and
we dined merrily in the somewhat gloomy magnificence of the
Mandi bungalow. St.G. got away early next morning, while I
went back through the town to take a photograph of the river
with the bathing ghats. On crossing the bridge I met a Ladakhi,
who was wearing one of the curious necklaces of large turquoises,
blocks of amber, and coral beads roughly strung together. I
urged him to sell it to me, but as he asked the absurd sum of
forty rupees for it I passed on, hoping that when I returned from
taking my photographs, I might find him in a more reasonable frame
of mind. However, with the characteristic disregard for money of
the natives, he had not waited the quarter of an hour that I was
away, and in spite of a lengthened search he was nowhere to be
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found. I mention this to show the extreme difficulty of making
any purchase in India, unless one is staying for a lengthened
time in a place and can devote the time necessary for a “ deal.”

Our road was now to take us from Mandi on the Beds over
the low watershed to Bilaspur on the Sutlej, with a night at
Sukét and one at Dihr on the way. I had rather a long march
to catch up St.G., and as soon as I had got through the town
again, I mounted the White Rat and, leaving Nainu to follow
with the sais, cantered along the excellent path leading almost on
a level up the narrow Sukéti valley. Numbers of huge mahseer
lay basking in the clear pools of the stream below the road, for
they are all unmolested owing to the presence among them of the
Raja’s lamented relative. I could not help, however, somewhat
irreverently dropping a stone on to the back of one huge monster,
much to his astonishment and indignation.

After a few miles of this narrow valley, the road runs out into
a wide flat basin with hills some 3000 feet above us all round.
It is a sudden change to all the characteristics of the low country.
Open flat fields, thatched villages clustering under the tall clumps
of waving bamboos, groves of bananas, and the inevitable sugar-
mill, round which two pairs of oxen wander sleepily to the tune
of the creaking wooden wheels, until the driver infuses new life
into the machine by a twist of the bullocks’ tails. It is a primitive
affair, the sugar-cane being pressed between two wooden rollers
while the clear liquid is caught in a pot beneath. This is then
boiled until the heavy brown sugar is left at the bottom. I took
a photograph of the mill at work, and gladdened Nainu’s and
Madho’s hearts by buying, for four annas, a huge cannon-ball of
the black sugar for them, which certainly weighed as heavy as
lead.

I overtook St.G., and found him eating his lunch in the shade
of a clump of bamboos, while the smoke of the pipe of peace curled
up from the group of servants hard by. It is from here that a
road branches off to the west to Unih, passing by the Rewalsir
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Lakes, which are the goal of so many pilgrims. These are small
sheets of water lying in the hollows of the mountains, and are fed
by the rain that falls into the little basin, the most curious feature
about them being the celebrated floating islands, which are worked
by the Brahmins in attendance to the advantage of their pockets
as well as to the wonder of the pilgrims. As far as we could see
they were really floating, and probably consisted of a mass of
wooden débris on which enough soil had collected to grow grass
and a few sedgy plants. The Brahmins had stuck sticks into
them, from which red streamers hung and fluttered in the wind as
the little islands slowly drifted about with the passing breezes.
We tried to see if the Brahmins controlled these movements by
means of strings, and also whether they had made the islands
artificially themselves, but apparently neither was the case; still
no doubt whenever he gets the chance the good Brahmin does his
best to assist Nature in sustaining what must be to him a fine

*source of income. Some Thibetans who were here on a pilgrimage,
were going through a strange performance. They made the circuit
of the entire lake by measuring their lengths upon the ground in
repeated prostrations; standing where their heads had reached,
they threw themselves flat on their faces, only to repeat the pro-
cess again and again. If the path to their heaven is a difficult one,
surely these good gentlemen must almost have reached the goal by
this time, for I can imagine no sort of progression more wearisome
and disheartening than this.

It was late in the afternoon when we rode up to the bunga-
low at Bhéjpur, another forlorn tumble-down building standing in
the middle of a bare piece of ground.

One is constantly coming across traces in India of bygone
pretensions reduced to a most sorry plight. Possibly they are the
old-fashioned luxuries that served the Jos Sedleys of former days,
which have indeed been kept alive, though lamentably fallen
from their high estate. In this case we groped our way into
the musty, dilapidated rooms, disturbing a family of rats that



CHAP. IV THE KOTWALS OFFERING 117

seemed the only tenants, and threw ourselves into a couple of
chairs, most magnificent as to their backs of green and gold, but
alas! totally wanting in seats, the cane bottoms having long since
disappeared.

‘We were now in the little native state of Sukét, a fact of which
we were reminded by the announcement of the arrival of the
Kotwal, a sort of Lord Mayor of the village. He comes riding up
on his white horse—which, judging by his uneasiness, he has
evidently mounted for the first time in our honour—accompanied
by a retinue of some half a dozen followers and some servants
carrying baskets. The whole turn-out is very oriental, without
any of the magnificence.

He dismounts respectfully at a distance, marshals his under-
lings, and approaches, bending low. “Saldm Sahib, Sahib saldm.”
“Saldam, Kotwdlji. How is His Highness the Raja?” “The Raja
Sahib sends his saldéms, O Protector of the Poor, and places every-
thing at the Presence’s feet.” A pause ensues, in which the
Kotwal shifts uneasily from foot to foot, while “the Presence”
thinks of a suitable answer, and turns over a couple of rupees in
his pocket, wondering whether they will satisfy the great man.
The Kotwal, however, breaks the embarrassing silence by beckon-
ing to the scantily clad servants, who approach and lay at our feet
some four or five baskets, containing a few pounds of rice, flour, a
pot of ghee (clarified butter), a ball of sugar, a couple of chickens,
and some vegetables. “The Raja Sahib has gone out hunting, O
Protector of the Poor; but sends these poor offerings to the Pre-
sence. The Sahib will be pleased to accept them ?”

The well-known rule in India is, that no Government official
is allowed to take anything from a native; but in these out-of-the-
way parts one cannot well refuse these customary dalis, or pres-
ents of fruit, without giving offence; so the sad-faced jemaddr,
who has been watching attentively in anticipation of a free meal,
is called, and the baskets are handed over to him for the use of
the men.
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The conversation then becomes more easy, and the Kotwal re-
lates a long-winded story in which it appears, while hunting in the
hills near, that had it not been for /s prowess and ks cleverness
in shooting at the critical moment, the Raja’s life might have been
in danger, owing to the attack of a great, great boar, so immense
a one never having before been seen! At last the good man
retires, the jemaddr announces that everything is “thik,” which
is the native for “all right,” and we sit down after our long
march to the cook’s most excellent dinner, on the gold-backed,
bottomless chairs.

It is again a somewhat monotonous march, down a long narrow
valley enclosed by low hills, from Bhéjpur to Dihr on the Sut-
lej, though the change to the lowland vegetation is interesting.
Bananas, bamboos, and wide-spreading mangos tell of the heat in
summer, for one is here only some 1800 feet above the sea. Our
march was only enlivened by some excursions off the road after
black partridge, to whose presence the dogs now and then called
our attention; and after some four hours we came to the summit
of a low ridge and saw before us the wide flat valley of the Sutlej,
backed up by the hills opposite.

We were soon down at the new Dihr bungalow, which had
only just been built on a low cliff overlooking the wide shingle
bed of the great river. Water always has an immense attraction
for me, and I at once made my way down over the quarter of a
mile of rough shingle which separated me from the ferry that here
plies backwards and forwards over the dark-green swirling stream.

The great boat lay idly moored to the bank, and the old ferry-
man squatted before his little reed house, conversing with his
fellows, and enjoying his evening pipe after the day’s work, for
the sun was sinking and no more travellers would come to cross
that day. Only an old fisherman stood at the water’s edge casting
his net in the time-immemorial way of the East. A flat circular
net some eight feet across, loaded with iron weights all round the
edge, and held from the centre by a light rope, is gracefully whirled
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round the head and cast over the shallow water in a great flat disc.
There it falls with a splash over any unsuspecting fish that may
be lying sunning themselves, and entangles them in their efforts
to escape.

Needless to say, though we watched him for some time in the
evening light, he was not successful in landing any. There ought
to be a proverb, “ The watched fisherman catches nothing.”

We turned to the old ferryman and asked him about the
possibility of floating down the river on senais to Bilaspur, our
next march, as an alternative to toiling along the dusty road. He
stopped drawing at his hubble-bubble, and stood up with an effort
to his thin old limbs. “Tt is as the Sahib pleases. I have no bed
whereon the Sahib may sit, but I will send to the village, if per-
chance one may be found. Senais we have, and this man who is
my brother, and another, will go with the Sahib, so that there be
not trouble. Yes, Sahib, at this season of the year, because there
is little rain, the water in the great river is low, and there will
be danger in passing the rapids where the water is broken. The
Presence will then be pleased to land and go on foot until the water
is good again. Butin the rainy season, as the Sahib can see, when
the water is up over all these stones, there is no difficulty, and
Bilaspur can be reached before the sun begins to fall in the heavens.”

Next morning we were down at the ferry in good time, and
while they were getting the senais ready, we watched the huge
flat-bottomed ferry-boat being brought across. St.G. said that he
would go on, as he doubted the possibility of my making much
progress down the river, and, getting into the boat with our horses,
was soon swept across to the other side, while I sat down to wait.

The great ferry-boat had time leisurely to go and return, and
then was made fast to the bank. Some peasants with a buffalo
and donkey, who had been patiently basking in the sun on the
bank awaiting their turn, now summoned up courage, and
scrambled headlong into the boat. No sooner had they settled
themselves comfortably, than over the wide shingle bed in a
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cloud of dust came the long line of the Sahib’s mules, the cook-
ing-pots rattling noisily on their backs as they jogged over the
rough stones. They were headed by the tall Anandi, who was
in charge of the baggage this day. His first proceeding was to
jump into the boat and with voice and arm bodily to remove
the animals and the bewildered peasants, while our mules congre-
gated in a great circle on the bank above, lost in admiration at
the stubbornness of the donkey who for a long time resisted all
Anandi’s efforts. The peasants, seeing their animals put ashore,
followed philosophically, and squatted down quite happily on the
bank again, taking it all as a matter of course.

What matter indeed to them ? They were journeying from one
village to another, and the Sutlej was a great river to cross.
.They had waited patiently for some hours, until those boatmen
who were so wonderfully skilled in taking the huge ship across,
were ready, and a pipe of tobacco as they sat on the bank con-
templating the river was but a natural solace. At last all is ready,
and they make up their minds to embark, and think, no doubt,
with satisfaction that the curtain has dropped on the first act. But
no: a long string of mules, which must belong to some great man,
appears in sight, headed by a well-dressed, brass-badged officer,
whose commands must be obeyed. Who are they, poor peasants,
to stand in the way of a Sahib’s retinue ? And so out they bundle
and sit down complacently to wait for another start as they watch
with wonder the vigorous efforts of the men, who with force and
abuse pack the great boat full of mules. Then, when all is ready,
the grass rope is cast ashore and the heavy boat is towed by three
men slowly up the stream in the back eddies for some fifty yards,
when with a jump the boatmen board her, seize the big oar, and,
to the melody of the boatman’s song, sweep the lumbering craft
out into the rapid stream, where, after a few minutes’ struggle in
the boiling water, it drifts peacefully into a sandy haven on the
farther side, and is again made fast.

While I lazily watched these proceedings, the senais were
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being brought down to the bank—those wonderful skins, which for
all the world resemble some antediluvian animals, but which are
nothing more than the hides of the harmless buffalo, removed from
the body without cutting, which have been inflated through one
of the hind legs, and which are universally used in the East as a
means of crossing the rivers.
In using them the men them-
gelves simply balance their
bodies by lying across the in-
flated skin, using a paddle in
their hands and propelling
themselves along sideways
with their feet; but for the
Sahib, who is unaccustomed to such acrobatics, a bed is laid across
two skins, whereon he sits, the whole being guided by two men, who,
each floating on his own senai,
grasp the bed legs at each
end, steering and paddling
with their feet.

How old this method is,
may be seen by these tracings
from an ancient Assyrian
relief at Khorsabad, where the men are observed blowing out the
skins, and then steering a raft by floating on them, exactly as they
do at the present day.

The motion as one dashes down the rapids is most exhilarating,
. not to say exciting, for as the raft draws only some three inches of
water, the great black boulders, which are plainly seen in the clear
water, and over which one flies at lightning speed, are literally
only a few inches beneath one. It is a series of mad rushes, with
intervals of peaceful floating down the long deep pools, in which
the stillness around is broken only by the gentle splashing of the
men’s feet as they paddle swiftly forward.

In the quieter reaches of the river I had a few shots at some
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duck and teal, which seemed not to notice my approach in this
silent manner; and then, owing to a succession of wearisome
“ portages ” across the rough shingle beds to avoid some bad rapids,
I dismissed the men after floating about half-way to Bilaspur, and
scrambling up on to the path above, continued on foot with Nainu.

Bilaspur, the capital of the little native state of that name, lies
almost hidden in the trees on the high bank of the Sutlej, where
it takes a sharp bend. The small white-washed houses are go
scattered about in the dark-green foliage that no idea is obtained
of the size of the little town, and we marched through it on to the
big open maiddn almost without realising its presence. This is
indeed not a country of industries which gather men into crowded
spots, but here, where every one lives by the produce of the land,
the hamlet is found a more convenient unit than the town.

We were sorry that the Raja, a boy of fifteen, was away shoot-
‘ing, for he is a nice little fellow and a most keen lawn-tennis
player. He has been brought up under English influence more or
less, and shows it in the active life he leads, and in his love of
games. There are two great attractions in Bilaspur. One is the
flat piece of ground known as the maiddn, and the other is a
carriage and pair in which the Raja drives round and round it, to
the great admiration of the inhabitants of his wheel-less realm.
This great honour was paid to us too at the Raja’s request, so
St.G. and I were driven solemnly round and round this enlarged
circus, drawn by a prancing overfed pair of horses, until our souls
sighed for paper hoops and the crack of the ring-man’s whip.

The Raja’s palace is an imposing great stucco building of arches
and domes, and for the accommodation of travellers he has built a
very nice little two-storied bungalow on the high bank above the
river, the upper rooms of which have been devoted to his studies.
The lower rooms we found very comfortably arranged, and as soon
as it was dark, the smell of Badilla’s excellent roast mutton saved
Abdurrahmén the trouble of announcing that our evening meal
was ready.
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In India one dines & la Russe, and as the cook-house is always
at a distance, and side-boards not always plentiful, our roast leg
was deposited upon the floor of the verandah outside our door;
hence, by the light of a candle, Abdurrahman brought St.G. some
luscious slices, upon which after our long day’s march my gaze
rested in fond anticipation. There was, however, a vast slip be-
tween the mutton and the lip on this occasion, for in the man’s
momentary absence a wretched pariah dog, which no doubt had
been lying in wait, pounced upon it out of the darkness, and with
one bound carried off Badilla’s ckef-d’euvre into the black night!
It was but poor satisfaction to me to hear the thieves quarrelling
for hours long behind the bungalow, and I can only trust that the
severe stomach-aches which these half-starved beasts must have
had after this surfeit of solid meat, were a warning to them not to
meddle with other people’s dinners in future.

Next morning we continued our march, and leaving the low
Sutlej valley behind us, began our long climb up on to the higher
ground again. The absence of forest makes the country here very
ugly, the bare hillsides being at the best but clothed with scrubby
bushes and hideous cactus-like euphorbias, from which oozed a
white sticky milk at every thrust of our alpenstocks.

It is a long six hours’ pull up the four thousand feet of rise to
the little Naméli bungalow, which stands on a sharp ridge over-
looking an immense depth on both sides. The architect must
evidently have appreciated the situation, for the opposite ends of
the empty room were all glazed with windows, and through the
numerous chinks in these the chilly evening wind now blew in gusts,
as we sat impatiently waiting for the arrival of the mules, with our
few comforts of civilisation on their backs. The sun had long set
behind the distant ranges, and the short twilight had turned to
dark, before the usual clatter of the pots and pans told that the
belated ones had arrived.

The path next day continued along this high level, rising
slightly in the course of some s