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INTRODUCTION.

— Ot

I FEEL bound, in submitting this book to the public,
to explain that it is nothing more than the diary
of a journey, undertaken in the summer of 1894,
in pursuit of pleasure and the big game of Baltistan
and Ladakh. I know that it is without any literary
pretension whatever, being merely an account of
an expedition such as is undertaken by many
travellers and sportsmen every year, and cannot
pretend to any geographical or other discoveries.
The heights of mountains, etc., are copied from
the Government Survey ; the heads of the trophies
measured and recorded by Rowland Ward, and the
collection of Lepidoptera classified at the Natural
History Museum, South Kensington. My best
thanks are due to Captain Godfrey (late Joint-
Commissioner of Ladakh), not only for his kindness
in assisting my expedition, but also for the chapter
on Central Asian trade at the end of the book ; he
-also was most kind in revising proofs, and supplying
some of the beautiful photographs taken by himself

at and near Leh, etc. My thanks are also due to
xi



INTRODUCTION.

Mr. H. Lindsay (late Gordon Highlanders) for the
excellent photographs of Baltistan.

I may say that my only hope in setting forth the
diary of a successful expedition is that it may be of
some interest and use to other sportsmen intending
to follow in the same track; and may they enjoy
themselves as much, and have as good luck, as
befell the Author during his ‘“Summer in High

Asia.”

London, 1899. F. E. S. ApaIr.
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A SUMMER IN HIGH ASIA.

CHAPTER L

WHERE is the traveller who,
having gazed on a mighty range
of hills in an unknown land, has
not experienced a kind of fasci-
nation and indefinite longing to
surmount the barrier and see, with
his own eyes, what lies beyond ?
It was with such a feeling that I
had gazed on the Himalaya from
the Indian side when prevented
Kashmiriprimulas. by a soldier's duties and a want .
of time from crossing their snows to explore the
regions on the farther slopes; and I had looked
with envy on those more fortunate individuals who
brought back tales of the wonderful countries and
“ Sportsman’s Paradises” which might be reached

if leisure permitted. Accordingly, it was with
1 "



A SUMMER IN HIGH ASIA.

feelings of more than pleasurable anticipation that I
found myself gazing once more on the hills that
surround the lovely vale of Kashmir, and felt that
time was now no object, and that I was free to
wander over them as fancy, or the chances of sport
might dictate. It is, however, as every traveller
in the East well knows, one thing to propose to
start on an expedition forthwith, and quite another
to find oneself ex route. Even with the best
laid schemes, and every preparation carefully made
beforehand, one is apt to find oneself defeated by
the dilatory Asiatic, and patience is a virtue that
should certainly be cultivated by a traveller in the
East. I was not fortunate in starting on the
expedition that is here to be narrated, and the
unforeseen delays seemed so interminable that at
last 1 began to wonder if I should ever get off at
all. My stores, which were of necessity somewhat
considerable, as I had not made up my mind as to
where I was going, or for how long I should be
away, failed to turn up from Bombay, though I
knew that they were on the road somewhere between
Rawal Pindi and Srinagar. To storm at the carry-
ing company who had undertaken to convey them
was useless ; the more angry I became, the more
the native clerk would smile, promise, and relapse
into Oriental indifference ; nor was it until I had
enlisted the kind offices of a R.E. officer, who
was in charge of the road, and who ultimately

discovered them, forgotten at some wayside station,
2



A SUMMER IN HIGH ASIA.

and had them sent on post-haste, that I managed
to retrieve them. However, one might spend
one’s time worse than by passing the months of
April and May in Kashmir, which surely at this
time of year must be hard to beat anywhere for
beauty. The trees, meadows, and even houses,
are covered with many-coloured flowers, while the
whiteness of the snows, still low down on the
mountain-sides, forms a brilliant background to
every picturesque scene. Nor had I eventually
any cause to regret the delay, though I have
mentioned it here to explain the lateness of my
departure (so late was it, indeed, that everyone
declared that I might as well give up the
expedition as far as sport was concerned), since,
during my stay in Srinagar, I formed the acquaint-
ance of many kind friends, amongst them the Joint-
Commissioner of Ladakh, Captain' S. H. Godfrey,
to whom I was subsequently so much indebted for
the success of my expedition. The pleasures of a
sojourn in the beautiful Vale of Kashmir have been
so often dilated upon by abler pens that it is
unnecessary for me to add anything here ; so suffice
it to say, that after a pleasant stay, during which I
spent some time in pursuing apocryphal black
bears, and getting into training on the steep hill-
sides that surround the Woolar Lake, I eventually
set forth from Srinagar on the 21st of May, 1894,
and reached the first stage, the village of Ganderbal,

that evening.
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A SUMMER IN HIGH ASIA.

It was 6.30 A.M. on the 22nd of May before 1
- left Ganderbal and started on my expedition to
the higher regions. Perhaps, before going farther,
it will be well for me to introduce the chief
individuals of the personnel of my expedition who
accompanied me without change throughout my
journey. First, and most important, was my
Hindu bearer, by name Babu Lal. He had been
retained for me, before I arrived in India, by an
old brother officer who was at that time serving
on the Viceroy’s staff. To me Babu Lal was
invaluable. Having twice been on active service
as an officer's servant in mountain campaigns, he
had acquired a knowledge of camp life that made a
considerable difference to my comfort. A good
mountaineer, he was always willing and hard-
working; and I really believe that he took as much
interest in his master’s sport as did *the sahib”
himself. Never was any work too hard for him.
After a long and weary march there he was to be
seen, washing clothes, mending them, or doing
something equally useful, as cheerfully as if he had
been in camp all day. He alone of my camp spoke
a few words of English. The head of the sporting
department was my shikari, Salia Lohn, well known
to many sportsmen who have shot in Kashmir. He
also had been retained for me some months before-
hand, by the aforesaid friend at Simla, as being
generally acknowledged to be one of the best

shikaris in Kashmir. A square-built, active man,
4



A SUMMER IN HIGH ASIA. .

rather beyond the middle age, with an intelli-
gent face deeply pitted with small-pox, the best
recommendation that I can give him is that on no
single occasion during the five months that I was
shooting did he fail to bring me within firing
distance of the game that we were stalking. When
it is taken into consideration that most of these
stalks were undertaken on the open hillsides of
Ladakh the record is a truly marvellous, and, I
should think, unequalled one.

Of course we were greatly favoured by luck, but
he seemed to have a real knowledge of the habits
of the animals, and his patience was extraordinary ;
but what struck me most, knowing the habits of the
genus shikari, was that instead of urging me to fire
at any animal within range, however small his head,
so that he might subsequently boast of the number
of so and so that his “sahib” had shot, he would
frequently say, even when after a laborious stalk
we had at length got within range, “ Sahib, there is
no animal with a head worth keeping; leave them
to grow bigger.” Sportsmen who have been in
Kashmir will appreciate this. He was always
telling me that his father and grandfather had been
professional shikaris before him, I suppose with a
view of impressing upon me that he had been
brought up “in the trade.” In manner he was
rather independent, but after I had once or twice
shown him that I meant to do what / wanted and

not what /4¢ wanted, was quite willing to do his
5



A SUMMER IN HIGH ASIA.

best. As second shikari I took Salia's eldest son
Saibra. Every whit as keen, though perhaps not
quite so experienced as his father, Saibra was one
of the pleasantest natives with whom I have ever
had to deal. He had been educated by a ““ Moul-
vie,” who seems to have acted as a sort of private
tutor. Saibra could read and write Persian fluently,
which sometimes proved of great use. He had
most cultivated and refined ideas for. a native, and
was, as far as I saw, quite trustworthy (most
wonderful for a Kashmiri!). When I started after
ibex in Baltistan I lent Saibra to a friend of mine,
B., who was going to shoot for some three weeks in
Kashmir, with instructions that, after B.’s trip was
over, he was to take charge of the provisions, &c.,
that I was sending direct to Leh, and was to meet
me there. B. afterwards wrote and told me that he
was more than satisfied with Saibra. My “chota ”
shikari was Ullia, a bright and intelligent Kashmiri,
a wonderful mountaineer to whom I am indebted
for the head of more than one animal that got away
wounded and that he recovered from an apparently
inaccessible place. His eyesight was marvellous,
even for a * Pahari,” and he was always willing to
help about the camp and to do any odd job that
was wanted. When I have mentioned “ Sekour
Khan,” my Mussulman ‘khitmutgar” and cook,
always grave, sometimes frightened, but accepting
everything with the calmness engendered by a

belief that it was * Kismet” and couldn’t be helped,
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A SUMMER IN HIGH ASIA.

and who always rose to the occasion and cooked a
good dinner (indeed, very often- the greater the
apparent difficulties the better the repast), I think
that I have described the chiefs of each department.
Of course, besides these there were some permanent
coolies who were always with me, and who were
employed in carrying my food when I was shooting,
in fetching water, taking heads down to Kashmir,
fetching my mails, and other odd jobs.

The beauties of the Sindh Valley have been so
often described in detail that it would be superfluous
to do so here. The main road from India to Leh,
and indeed to Central Asia, runs through its lovely
scenery. Fertile and well-cultivated fields sur-
rounding pleasant villages whose timber-built home-
steads, nestling beneath their shady walnut-trees,
remind one of Swiss farm-houses (in fact, all the
scenery here is like that of some of the more
picturesque valleys of Switzerland), alternate with
wilder gorges and flowering jungles on either side
of the River Sindh. Above them rise steep grassy
slopes and pine-clad spurs leading up to the lofty
buttresses and precipices of the Sacred Haramook
and other mountains, while above these again are
the shining snows and the glittering glaciers of
the higher hills. After passing Sonamarg the
scenery becomes more exclusively Alpine ; the open
“Margs” or Alps, bright with wild flowers, rising
gradually till Baltal is reached ; a collection of small

huts at the foot of the Zogi-La (11,500 feet) by
7



A SUMMER IN HIGH ASIA.

LOOKING UP THE SINDH VALLEY FROM SONAMARG, KASHMIR.

which pass the road leads over the main range into
Baltistan. To return to my journey. Leaving
Ganderbal we crossed the “ Karewah ” or elevated
plateau, at this time bright with the blossoms of
wild roses of every tint from crimson to white, and
following a path that led downhill through thick
jungle, we crossed the river and arrived at Kangan
(12 miles), a pleasant camping-ground. During
this march I was glad to bid farewell to a hairy
caterpillar which they told me had become a plague
in Kashmir during the last three years. I had
been surprised when exploring some of the lower

jungles, to find that my shikaris warned me not to
8



A SUMMER IN HIGH ASIA.

pitch my tent under certain trees, especially willows,
also to tie a handkerchief round my neck, and in
fact to cover all bare skin when passing through
particular tracts of jungle; but I was soon to be
taught the cause of this solicitude by an object
lesson. Having one day neglected their cautions
and brushed against a bush in one of these tracts
with my bare wrist, I presently felt a tingling
sensation which, on my rubbing the place, seemed
to grow worse, and on return to camp became
inflamed and swollen; I did not recover from this
for ten days or a fortnight, and afterwards did as
I was told! I found out afterwards that the trees
and jungle were in some places almost stripped of
leaves, and were covered with what looked like
spider-webs, but which were in reality nests of small
hairy caterpillars rather like those of our Currant-
moth (Aébraxas grossulariata). It appears that these
on contact leave their hairs in one’s skin with the
afore-mentioned irritating effect. When ‘stung”
the natives scrub the place with earth or sand,
which may remove the hairs ; but rubbing with the
hand seems to have the effect of sending them into
the skin with the unpleasant result described. I
was not sorry to hear that these pests did not exist
beyond Kangan. The natives told me that until
some three years previously, they had been unknown,
and I should think that they are praying for their
speedy departure.

From Kangan the next march was to Goond
9
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(fourteen miles). Here, while I was resting in my
tent about sunset, my shikaris came to tell me that
there were two black bears on the opposite side of
the river. I rushed out with my rifle just as I was,
in dressing-gown and slippers, but the bears were
disappearing into the jungle. I could not in any
case have crossed the river, and was not particularly
sorry that they had escaped, as I had shot many
before, and at this time of year their coats are not
at their best.

However, hearing from B. that he was coming
up to join me and was encamped some eight miles
lower down, and knowing that he had never had
any hill shooting, I wrote to him advising him to
try the opposite side of the river on the following
morning, on the chance of seeing the bears, and
telling him to meet me at the next stage,
Gugangair. This he did, but though he found their
tracks he could not find the bears, as the jungle
was thick. Together B. and I marched from
Gugangair up the magnificent ravine through which
the road leads to Sonamarg. Here the Sindh river
forces its way between tremendous precipices over a
rocky bed. The couloirs were still full of snow,
and in one place Salia carried me on his back for
some distance, up to his knees in the stream and
stooping low under the cornice formed by the end
of a snow-slope. From beautiful Sonamarg, a
broad Alp bright with yellow crocus (from which it

is said to take its name ‘“Golden Meadow”) we
10
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marched to Baltal (ten miles), the aforesaid group of
huts at the foot of the Zogi Pass. Salia said that
here, though it is so accessible from Srinagar, ibex
might often be seen, or at any rate red bear, in a
valley that runs to the east, towards the sacred
caves of Amarnath, so we decided to halt for a day
while B. pursued them. The evening of the day
we arrived he wounded, but did not get, a red bear.
Whilst following its tracks the next morning he lost
the bear and I very nearly lost my shikari! It
appears that the party were crossing a steep snow-
slope, cutting steps as they went, when Salia missed
his footing and started off down the incline. Unable
to stop himself he
went faster and faster
and just as it seemed
that he must inevi-
tably be dashed to
pieces on the rocks
below, was provi-
dentially stopped by
a birch tree which
was projecting
above the snow.
(When an accident
of this sort occurs
to a sure-footed na-
tive, one cannot
help thinking that it AT THE FOOT OF THE ZOGI-LA RAVINE,
might easily happen NEAR BALTAL.

11
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to oneself.) For a time he was quite unnerved,
and could do nothing. During the afternoon of
this day I had the somewhat unusual experience
of watching somebody else stalking an ibex, which
proved almost as exciting as stalking oneself,
as both quarry and pursuer were in sight for
some hours through the glasses. However on

LOOKING BACK DOWN THE SINDH VALLEY (KASHMIR) FROM BALTAL.

this occasion the ground was impracticable and
the goats escaped; but it was interesting to
watch the latter, unconscious that they were
being pursued, slowly crossing what appeared to be
a perpendicular face of rock certainly 2,000 feet

from crest to base. The following morning we
12
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were to cross the Zogi-La, the pass through the
only real depression that occurs in the main range
for many hundreds of miles on either side. The
pass is not a high one (some 11,500 feet), but it has
a bad name, chiefly, I think, because of the sudden
high winds which, accompanied by freezing snow-
storms, come sweeping along the main range, and
are carried through this funnel, as it were, into the
country beyond. Usually after the month of May
(the date, however, depends on the snow-fall of the
previous winter), the path winds up the hill on the
N.W. side of the ravine till it reaches the summit
of the pass, some 2,000 feet above the huts at
Baltal, but till then, the slopes being covered with
snow and very steep, the road lies up the bed of the
chasm, which makes it fairly hard work to cross, as
the ice and snow, filling the ravine, present a series
of steep ascents to get up which steps have to be
cut. When we arrived the summer path up the
slopes was not yet feasible, though uncovered in
places, but the way up the nalah had been pretty
well trodden by the many travellers who had
already crossed. It was nearly five o’clock on the
following morning before we were off, but as the
sun does not reach the snow on the Kashmir side
till it has been up some time, it is not so important
to make an early start here as is the case on some
passes. At first our way lay up the frozen ice-
slopes in the bottom of the ravine and it was pretty

stiff going, but after climbing for some two or three
13
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miles we came out upon undulating snow-fields.
The last birch-trees were now left behind, and we
had bidden farewell to fertility, at any rate to wild
fertility, for many a month to come. The summit
of the pass was a wilderness of snow with rocky
peaks on either side, and so level that it was
impossible to tell where the watershed might be,

CROSSING THE ZOGI-LA,

the only break in the white monotony being the
tops of the telegraph-poles, a sign of civilization
which accompanies the traveller as far as Kargil, on
the Leh, and Skardo on the Baltistan, roads. By
the time that the sun, rising over the eastern hills,

shone on the snow that had fallen freshly during
14
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the night, we were glad that we had taken the
usual precautions of covering our faces with vaseline
and putting on tinted spectacles, as the glare was
very trying. At the summit of the pass some
diversion was caused by the sight of a herd of ibex
on the rocks above, but these turned out to be all
females and young bucks. About nine o'clock we

THE ZOGI-LA.

reached the huts of Mitsahoi which are built here as

a shelter for the d4k runners. One of these hovels

was closed with a Purdah, and we heard that a

young coolie had been born there on the previous

day (fancy alluding to one's birthplace as a stone

hut on the summit of the Zogi-La). Not long
15
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afterwards the snow began to disclose patches of
rock and earth as we descended towards the next
stage, Mataiyan. The descent on the Baltistan
side is so gradual, that were it not for the fact that
the stream flows to the E. instead of the W., you
would scarcely observe for some distance that you
were going downhill. Soon after this I parted from
B., he following the main path down the right
bank of the stream that eventually becomes the
Dras River, whilst I went down the left bank on
the chance of seeing a red bear, which Salia said
were sometimes to be found on the slopes opposite
Mataiyan. At Mitsahoi I found a sturdy little
Yarkandi pony waiting for me, and was not sorry
to mount him after our walk over the snow, which
towards the end had become somewhat toilsome
owing to the sun having made it soft. Soon after-
wards I made my first acquaintance with the
Kashmiri marmots (Ar»ctomys Caudatus), which are
much larger than their Alpine congeners and are of
a reddish-brown colour. On seeing us approach
they sat up, generally on a stone, whistling shrilly,
and soon dived into their burrows. I found out
subsequently that though one can get easily to
within even gun-shot of them, unless they are
dropped dead on the spot, they almost invariably
get away into their earths, and that to bag them
the most effectual weapon is a rook-rifle. After
following the stream for some distance, we came to

some very steep ‘ couloirs” filled with snow, which
16
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ran down to the stream from the precipices above.
I thought these slopes quite steep enough for
ourselves to cross, and was fairly astonished to see
the pony, left to his own devices, calmly following
us, picking his way along the footsteps that we
had made.

Not long afterwards we arrived opposite Mataiyan,
where we could see that our camp had been already
pitched, but between us and it was a great gulf
fixed, in the shape of the Dras stream, by this time
a very respectable torrent. However, by dint of
hailing at the top of our voices, we managed to
attract the attention of a man with a drove of ponies
on the opposite side, and told him that we wanted
to cross. He shook his head, but being persuaded
by our somewhat vehement gesticulations, he tried
to drive some of his ponies over the stream in order
to ascertain its depth ; they, however, declined to
be so driven. At last, in desperation, my Yarkandi
pony was induced to enter the torrent, and struggled
bravely across; so we called out to our friends on
the opposite side to send him back to take us over,
intending to cross one by one on his back. But
here an unexpected difficulty awaited us; he had
gone over willingly enough, but nothing would
induce him to return, and he finally galloped off
gaily to the camp, which he, as well as ourselves,
had noticed. After spending some little time in
disappointment (not silent), we realised that there

was nothing for it but to go down stream some four
17 C
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miles to Pandras, where there is a bridge, and then
return a like distance up the opposite side of the
stream to the camp. This was rather trying, as
we were not more than half a mile in a straight line
from the latter, and had already been going for
some twelve hours. But the greatest difficulty was
still to come. About a mile further on the ground
was cut away by a landslip, which fell almost perpen-
dicularly into the torrent below ; it was only about
100 yards across, and to go round and above it would
have entailed climbing some thousands of feet to
the top of the range, so we determined to cross the
face. To do this we had to cut steps and to rope
ourselves together with turbans, and I, for one, was
not sorry when we reached the opposite side in
safety ; the fact that the river was boiling along
some fifty feet below not adding to one’s sensations
of pleasure. After this we went along some ground
at the foot of slopes which looked made for red
bear, but there were none to be seen, and we
eventually reached the bridge at Pandras, where we
were glad to find ponies (the recalcitrant Yarkandi
amongst them) awaiting us. We trotted gaily back
the other side of the river towards camp. After
going about a mile, Salia said, *“ Look!” and on my
looking, there were three red bears calmly feeding
on the very slopes under which we had passed only
an hour before! We arrived in camp about 8 p.M.,
having had about fifteen hours’ pretty hard work.

I found that an officer of the R.H.A. was also
18
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camping here. He had been early in Baltistan, and
had obtained very good sport in a nalah called
Hushe, where, in spite of bad weather, he had
bagged several fine ibex. He said that he had
been succeeded in the valley by a friend of mine,
W, so I determined to make this nalah my goal,
as W. would probably be leaving just about the
time that I should arrive there. Salia thought that
I could not do better, but at the same time he told
me, as everybody else had done, that it was too late
in the season for me to expect any sport with the
ibex, as they would have gone so high, as the
snow melted, that it would be difficult to find them ;
in fact, the coolie-loads of ibex horns going down
to Srinagar that we met on the road, showed me
that most men were returning just as I was setting
out. However, I determined that to the Hushe
nalah I would go, and my hitherto undecided
wanderings had henceforward a definite objective.

LADAKHI WOMAN
AND CHILD.
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CHAPTER 1L

THERe are few views more
striking, even among the wonder-
ful scenes in the Himalaya, than
the valley in which Mataiyan is
situated, as seen when you are
coming from Kashmir. In the
first place, you have entered quite
a new country as soon as you
have crossed the Zogi Pass. The
smiling landscapes of Kashmir
have been left behind, with their
pine-clad slopes and fertile valleys, and you see
before you a wilderness of desolate hillsides and
stony wastes. The reason is, of course, that the
rain-charged clouds brought up by the monsoon
winds are stopped by the barrier of the Main
Range, and it is curious to observe how, within a
few miles of the Pass, the vegetation decreases and
gradually ceases, so that by the time that you arrive
at Dras,.the next camping-ground after Mataiyan,
you are in the midst of true Thibetan scenery—

rocky precipices and pinnacles, with slopes and
20
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“talus ” of stone and shale and alluvial “fans,”
where the only spots of fertility are the terraced
fields of the scattered villages, which are always
situated at the mouth of some side - valley, where
the water of the mountain torrent that comes down
the ravine can be used for the purposes of artificial
irrigation. But here it is not this sudden change
alone from wooded hillsides to barren mountains
that strikes the traveller ; just beyond the huts of
Mataiyan is a group of some of the most magnifi-
cent precipices that I have ever seen, which rise up
almost sheer for some thousands of feet from the
valley to a collection of rocky peaks. This moun-
tain is known to the natives as being the home of
the resident *“ Deva,” or guardian spirit of Baltistan,
of whom more anon. These crags were rendered
more than ever imposing at the time when we were
there by the tremendous avalanches which came
pouring over them, and which, starting with a noise
like thunder, long before they reached the valley had
become impalpable dust, like a glorified Staubbach.
The level bottom of the valley through which the
Dras River wanders was now a golden carpet of
crocuses, and the peaks on the west side, where I
had seen the bears, were of the ordinary type of
rocky precipice and slope. The following day B.,
being unable to cross the river where I had been
stopped the day before, was off early in pursuit of
the bears, and had to go down to the Pandras
Bridge and ascend the left bank. I watched him

21
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for some time through the glasses as he scaled the
snow-slopes and precipices, and then rode on my
way. Soon the gorge narrowed, and in one place
it looked as if one might almost have jumped across
the chasm through which the river flowed between
the huge rocks. These rocks were quite smooth,
and looked polished and of a deep brown colour,
owing to the action of the atmosphere. This outer
coat can be easily scraped away, showing a light
colour below, a fact which is curiously apparent in
places where the passers-by have scratched rude
figures of ibex with colossal horns, quaint-looking
figures, and rough inscriptions upon them. While I
was eating my lunch B. joined me, having seen a
bear, but been unable to get a shot. Some few
miles farther on we suddenly emerged from the
ravine into the Dras Valley. Here the scenery is
almost like that of Ladakh, the level plain being
surrounded by hills with rounded tops, whose slopes,
composed of shale and loose boulders, are striped
with every shade of ochre and red, and even of
light blue and yellow. The valley itself is con-
sidered fertile in these parts, and there are many
cultivated fields and pastures of scanty grass. A
prominent feature is the small fort, looking like
some toy fortress, which is built quite low down
so as to be easily commanded by the heights on
every side ; scarcely our idea of a good position,
but perhaps the situation is rendered necessary for

purposes of a water supply, and is good enough
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against the attacks of the enemy whom it was
constructed to withstand.

Crossing a rickety cantilever bridge, from which
an Englishman, we were told, had
fallen and been drowned some few
years back, we galloped on to the
camping-ground, which is an en-
closure with a few unhappy-looking
poplars, the only trees in the valley, <. .
planted round it, just in time to * ™™ %°U®
escape a terrific hail-storm. The population of
Dras is a mixed one, consisting of Baltis, a few
Ladakis, Dards, and a sect known as Brokpa. Here
we changed our Kashmiri coolies, who had come
from Goond, for Baltis. The Balti coolie is a
curious-looking being. He shaves the back of his
head, the hair escaping from his little rolled-up cap in
long ringlets that hang on either side over his ears ;
it seems marvellous how his garments, consisting
of a coarsely-woven tunic and pyjamas, can hold
together, so ragged are they, whilst his legs and
feet are clad in boots, of which the upper part is
composed of rough skins and the sole of bundles of
rags, with a view to protecting his feet from the
terrible sharp stones and boulders of which the
roads in his country are composed. Every Balti
coolie carries a needle and thread to sew these
rags together when occasion demands, and it is
by no means an uncommon sight to see him sitting

down by the roadside repairing his foot gear. A
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quiet, uncomplaining creature, there is something
almost pathetic about the Balti, though in some
districts, for instance, high up the Shyok River,
and in places where they are less used to being
suddenly impressed to carry travellers’ baggage or
for Government *begar” (forced labour), they
are far more independent in manner. I found
them on the whole a cheery and inoffensive
people. Every coolie carries a stick, in shape
somewhat resembling a wooden pickaxe, and on
this when tired he rests his load, as the exertion
of getting up again if he once sat down would be
too wearisome.

The following day we traversed the Dras valley,
riding for some miles along the open plain, where
the vivid green of the young grass contrasted
strangely with the brilliant colours of the foot-hills
and the purple canopy of rain-cloud that concealed
the higher peaks. Our way led down a narrow
gorge above the river, and we arrived in a storm
of rain at Tashgaum (fifteen miles). The only
objects of interest seen during this march were a
herd of female ibex high up amongst the crags near
the latter place, and a weary pedestrian with fair
complexion and beard, whom B. declared was a
Russian spy, and whom we passed and repassed.
On our questioning him he merely remarked the
word * Yarkand,” and from what I saw subsequently
I imagine that he was a harmless Central Asian

returning to his native land. At Tashgaum we
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found a most sporting officer who had come from
Aden in quest of ibex, but though he had seen some
here that had good heads, he had not yet had a
shot. Throughout the night of May 3oth the rain
poured upon us in deluges, soaking the outer fly of
our tents, and turning the camping-ground into a
quagmire. On this, and subsequent occasions of
extreme wet and cold, I served out some rum and
hot water to the servants who had accompanied me
from the plains of India, and made them drink it in
my presence. I overcame the scruples of my Mussul-
man khitmutgar by telling him that it was ‘“dawai,”
or medicine, and not ‘sharab,” or intoxicating
liquor, which of course no good Mohammedan would
touch! This rum was given to prevent them
getting a chill, which at once knocks over an
Indian servant, and thereby renders him not only
useless, but a drag upon his master’s movements,
as the wretched man cannot be left to his own
devices when ill and in a strange land. I have over
and over again heard of a promising expedition
having been spoilt by an Indian servant having
fallen ill, so that the simple prescription of rum and
hot water administered as a preventive is one worth
remembering.

By the following morning the rain had ceased,
though the higher hills were still veiled in misty
- vapour. We had to delay our start until our tents
were dry enough to be carried (wet as they were
their weight was increased four-fold), so that we
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did not get away till 10 o'clock, rather a late hour,
especially as I had a twenty-mile march before me.
At the bridge, about one mile below Tashgaum, B.
and I parted, he going down the left bank of the
stream by a goat-path, on his way to the Shingo
nalah, whilst I followed the main road to Leh down
the right bank. For some miles we kept abreast,
and could almost have shouted to one another across
the torrent; but some way farther down the gorge
my way led over a steep spur, while his path led
round some rocks just above the water’s edge, and
the last view I had of B. was seeing him spread-
eagled and sticking like a fly to a window pane, on
a perpendicular-faced rock just above the foaming
torrent, while Saibra, who was like a cat on this
sort of ground, was helping him over. One of B.’s
coolies fell into the stream at this point, but he and
his load were fortunately rescued. My way now
became dreary in the extreme, more particularly as
I was without my cheery companion. Up and down
we went along the stony and desolate gorge as I
then thought it, though on the return journey it
seemed all that was beautiful and fertile; rocky
crags shut out the view on either side, and here and
there we had to cross a snow-slope. On one of these
latter a pony, the one carrying my tent, lost his
footing and very nearly disappeared for ever, which
would have been inconvenient. Soon after this I
met my first Ladaki, with his flat, cheerful, Mongolian

face and queer little pigtail. He was driving a
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zho, a sort of compromise between the yak and
ordinary bullock.

In the afternoon the sun came out, and the whole
scene became imbued with a colouring that was
strange to me ; the lower crags were brilliant with
every imaginable shade of purple, yellow, and red ;
above them shone the pure white of the freshly-
fallen snow against a bright blue sky, whilst violet
shadows were reflected on the vivid blue-green of
the torrent, a picture which to be appreciated must
be seen. The vegetation had now become scanty,
a few willows and cypress bushes by the stream,
with wild roses that were at this elevation not yet
in bloom, and wild currant bushes (Rzbes ladakensis).
On the stony slopes were a few aromatic shrubs,
prominent amongst them the * Boortse” (Eurotia),
with which I was destined to become so well
acquainted subsequently, and wild lavender. Among
the rocks above flourished the pencil cedar (Funi-
perus excelsa), which grows singly wherever the
roots can cling to the steep and stony hillside, and
which gives the mountains a curiously spotted
appearance. During this part of the march a huge
rock, whose weather-worn surface of a deep brown
that was scrawled over with the rough figures of
ibex, was a very prominent object, and a friend of
mine who had marched along the road some two
months previously, told me that at that time this
rock was the only feature in an otherwise unbroken

expanse of snow. About 5 r.m. we reached the
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small village of Chanagand, and here we were to
leave the main road to Leh and follow the Dras
River to its junction with the Indus. On the opposite
side was Kirkichu, the fertility of whose terraced
fields, at this time green with sprouting corn, was a
welcome relief after the glare of the stony wastes
along which we had been travelling all day. A
sharp descent led us down to the rickety bridge
by which the river is crossed, and the path, already
very different to the main road which we had just
left, led up the side of a steep hill. One of the first
features of a view in Baltistan that strikes the traveller
is a green streak that is generally to be seen near
any village, running almost horizontally along the
barren face of the mountain, often crossing ap-
parently inaccessible precipices ; this is, in fact, the
little irrigation channel that, starting far up in some
mountain ravine, brings down the water to which
the village owes its fertility, and in fact, its exist-
ence; the vivid green is produced by the herbage
and even little shrubs which spring up on these
apparently sterile places if only there is a constant
supply of water. There is one of these ducts high
up on the precipice above Kirkichu, and on the
occasion of our passing a breach had been made in
this channel, and the water, pouring down the
almost perpendicular face, had struck the path, and
flowing down it for a short distance, had almost
washed it away. However, we struggled through,

almost up to our knees in mud, and keeping a sharp
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look-out for the cannonade of stones that came
rattling down from above.*

After a somewhat toilsome progression along the
narrow path, we reached the village of Hardas,
where we were to halt, just as it was getting dark.
What attracted my attention here was the road to
Leh, winding along the apparently vertical preci-
pice, and along which I was destined to wend
my homeward way some five months later. The
following day our march took us to a village called
“Olting-Thang ” (seventeen miles), and I think that
perhaps of all the dull marches on the Dras and
Skardo road this is the dullest, as well as one of
the most arduous. For a few miles you follow the
Dras River till you arrive at the point where it is
joined by the stream from Sooroo which comes in
from the E. Near here I saw some disused pits
which the natives said had been dug to find gems
(probably sapphires). At this point you enter a
gorge running N.W., bounded on either side by
granite rocks. The road henceforward leads either
over steep slopes of stones that have fallen from the
crags above, and which vary in size from a pebble
to a railway-carriage, or else you are climbing over
precipitous ridges (‘‘parris,” as they are locally
termed), some thousands of feet high and falling
sheer to the river. These are usually crossed by

* It was whilst photographing this watercourse from the opposite
side that Knight’s camera came to grief.—* Where Thrce Empires
Meet,” Chap. VIII.
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means of “ galleries,” that is to say, a sort of stair-
case of flagstones, and by no means stable ones at
that, is conducted along the face of the precipices,
supported on rough beams, which in their turn are
held up by stakes stuck into any crevice in the rock
that may be handy. Journeying along a road of
this sort, with a June sun full on one’s back at
midday, and with the glare from the surrounding
rocks as bad as the rays of the sun itself, is the sort
of thing that makes one ask oneself if it is good
enough to undergo all this on the off chance of
getting a shot at a buck goat! However, all one’s
ills are forgotten as soon as one arrives at a village,
and one can truly appreciate the feelings of a
traveller in the desert who at last reaches an oasis.
These villages, as already described, are invariably
situated at the mouth of a side ravine and are
irrigated by a stream from above. Their terraced
fields, to make which the earth is carried up in
baskets from the torrent-bed below, were, at the time
that we saw them, brilliant with the green of the
young corn, and shaded with the bright tints of the
apricot trees, contrasting with the bluer hues of
the poplars and willows. Every field was bordered
with wild roses and lilac-coloured dwarf iris, while
innumerable magpies and golden orioles added.
animation to the scene. The villages themselves
are composed of little square boxes of huts with
walls of mud, wedged tightly together and hope-

lessly dirty ; but the population, at least the male
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portion of it, seem a fairly healthy and cheery lot.
The females fly into their houses at the approach of
a stranger, or, if in the cornfields, throw themselves
on the ground and lie hidden among the crop,
though from what I saw, if this precaution is taken
because of their fatally attractive beauty, it is a
hardly necessary one. But to resume. After many
hours of such journeyings we at last reached the
foot of a steep ascent, at the top of which was
our destination, Olting-Thang. Already weary, we
started up this hill with a broiling sun full on our
backs and eventually reached the camping-ground,
quite ready to have a bath, eat the evening meal
(hardly to be dignified by the name of dinner when
it is over before sunset), and to turn in as soon as it
got dark. On the following day (June 2nd) we
reached the Indus Valley. Starting along the usual
boulder-strewn slope, but now at some considerable
height above the river, after about an hour’s
journeying, we came to a high corner above the
place where the Dras River joins the Indus. I
looked with some curiosity on this, my first view of
the famous valley. The river itself was in no wise
like the comparatively clear mountain torrent of the
Dras stream, but flowed onwards in a swift, if
somewhat sullen, volume of mud-coloured water.
At this season the snows are melting rapidly, and a
large quantity of sand and mud is swept down from
the deserts of Thibet to make the fertile plains of
the distant Punjab. If we filled a tumbler with the
3t
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water and allowed it to stand some little time, we
found a deposit of sand quite half an inch deep.
The valley itself is of course much wider than that
of the Dras, but the tremendous rock * parris,”
which might be described as the ribs of the
mountain ranges on either hand, come down to
the stream, usually ending in steep precipices.

BALTI ROADWAY,

Between these ‘““ribs” are stretches of sand, and

wherever a side ravine sends down its stream, the

“fan” is cultivated, and a village established. We

henceforward lost, to a comparative degree, the

oppressive feeling of being shut in by walls of rock,

as whenever we were high above the stream our
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view was bounded by peaks still covered with snow.
But the road! One does not expect a twenty foot
highway in the Indus Valley, but here the path
seems always to be either crossing a slope com-
posed of boulders of every size or deep sand, or
by way of variety crawling round the * parris” by
means of the galleries already described, which are
here more precipitous and rickety than ever; in
fact, it was no unusual experience to find that,
as one placed a foot on the flag-
stone which was poised on the
precarious wooden scaffolding, it
would tip up, affording an excellent
view of a sheer drop of some
hundreds of feet into the seething
torrent below. To add to the
comforts of the march, owing to
the height of the river, which was
now at about its full flood, the
road (save the mark!) was in
many places submerged or carried  a corner on THE
.. INDUS ROAD.
away altogether, necessitating a
climb of some hundreds of feet over a rocky
crest without even an apology for a footpath,
a fact which added some miles to the advertised
distance of the march. However, though the pro-
gress for the next few marches was to be similar
in character, this day’s work was the worst, and
it is always comforting to have the worst behind

and not before.
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It was during this march that my retainers saw
for the first time my Etna, with which I used to
make myself a cup of Bovril (which I found quite
invaluable on these occasions, as with an Etna,
Bovril, and a couple of biscuits, you are inde-
pendent of other food for many hours). They
could not at all understand why the water boiled, as
they could not see the spirit-flame, until I induced
one of them to substitute his hand for the sauce-
pan—he understood! Henceforward they always
alluded to the Etna as “jadoo” (magic), and I did
not undeceive them, as it gives one a sort of
prestige to be a magician! This night we rested
at Tarkutty, and the following day (June 3rd) our
experiences were of a similar character, though one
circumstance occurred which made no inconsider-
able difference to my feelings. Riding wearily
along on my wretched broken-kneed pony through
the deep sand under a broiling sun (a pony here is
not much good, as he refuses to go up the stair-
cases over the “parris,” and you cannot ride him
down them), I came round a corner and met two
coolies laden with some of the finest ibex heads
that it has ever been my good fortune to behold,
and greatly superior to any of the many similar
loads that we had encountered on the road. The
usual question, “ Whose were they, and from what
nalah did they come?” * They were W. Sahib’s,
and from the Hushe Nalah. “ Was he going to
leave it soon?” (this eagerly). “Yes, in about a

3



A SUMMER IN HIGH ASIA.

fortnight; he had got many heads like these.”
Immediately all thoughts of discomfort vanished ;
fervent sun, deep sand, rocky parris were. all
forgotten, and I felt as if I could have done a
dozen marches that day towards the Hushe Nalah !
However, by the time that we reached Kharmang,
or, as it is sometimes called, Khartaksho, we were
not sorry to camp.
This very picturesque
place is of some im-
portance, and is
governed by its petty
Rajah. We saw the
village on the oppo-
site side of the river,
*which is here crossed by a ‘jhula” bridge,
with its fortified palace perched high up on an
isolated rock; the Rajah, however, wisely prefers
dwelling in a commodious residence situated below
in a fertile ““bagicha,” or garden, to climbing up
and down a perpendicular precipice whenever he
wants to take a walk. A word about the *jhula,”
so often described by the traveller in the Himalaya.
It consists of a strand of birch or other twigs some
six inches in diameter, fastened to piers of stones on
either bank of the river, and hanging in a curve
more or less slack; on this you walk, while on
either side are hand-ropes kept in position by a V
shape of sticks placed at intervals; these, in turn,

are kept stiff by a cross-piece fastened to them some
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two feet above the foot-rope, a contrivance which
renders the crossing something of an acrobatic feat,
as it is necessary to step over these cross-pieces ;
whilst the excitement is sustained by the fact that
you are above (generally very little above, when the
middle of the jhula is reached) a roaring torrent,
and probably the whole fabric is swinging gaily

JHULA BRIDGE OVER RIVER INDUS.

from side to side in the breeze. The descent on
the near side of the curve is the worst part ; during
the ascent on the further side I found that one
usually went much faster! In Pangi once the
natives told me that the mountain sheep would
cross a short * jhula "—clever sheep! The *jhula”

at Kharmang is a long one, and the road down the
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valley usually crosses it to the right bank, recrossing
by another jhula at Tolti, the next march; but on
this occasion the natives said that owing to the
river being in flood we had better keep to the road
on the left bank.

Having heard that the Khitmutgar of a friend of
mine, when accompanying his master along this
road, had refused, point blank, to cross the jhula,
and had eventually to be blind-folded, and, after
having been bound hand and foot, was carried over
on a coolie's back, I chaffed Sekour Khan (the
servants had arrived in camp some time before me),
telling him that it was lucky for him that he would
not be obliged to cross it, or the same steps might

have to be taken in his case. ‘ Yes, sahib,” replied
this grave Mussulman, “but I have already been
across and back to see what it was like!” I said

no more. I sent my Perwanas over to the Rajah,
who returned his compliments, and said that unfor-
tunately he was too unwell to come and visit me
(for which I was not sorry), but he begged my
acceptance of the customary * Dali,” or present, of
dried apricots and currants. Running up from the
Indus, behind Kharmang, was an inviting-looking
nalah, which, I was told, led by a pass to Kapalu,
on the Shyok River, exactly opposite the entrance
of the Hushe Nalah. This was said to be full of
ibex, but the Rajah allows no one to go there, as he
keeps them all for himself (and, indeed, I don't

blame him), and kills them by driving, which is the
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usual way amongst the natives of these parts. The
following morning my camp and most of my
baggage had just started, and I was breakfasting in
the open, when a sudden loud report startled me,
and looking up I saw all the retainers running for
their lives, and calling out to me to do the same ; I
did, and then saw some tons of rock bounding

INDUS ROAD, ‘‘ BETWEEN KHARMANG AND TOLTIL."”

downhill towards the site of our late camp; the
bigger rocks stopped short, but a rain of smaller
pebbles went whizzing past which would have made
things decidedly lively had we'still been there.

In this country one should always be careful to

pitch camp where there is no danger of these stone
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avalanches, which seem to be of frequent occur-
rence, more particularly in wet weather. That day
the march was very similar to the previous ones.
We had one very long and stiff ascent, and when
we got to the top found that there was no water
for the coolies, who were now pretty well done.
The servants and myself had our chagals (leather
water-bottles), and fortunately not long afterwards
we came to a D3k hut, a stage for the mail-runners,
and here they had some snow stored for drinking
purposes, so that the thirsty coolies were able to
get some. For a long way our road led over a
barren and stony upland, with no vegetation save
the sparsely-growing Eurotia; but even this sort
of ground was preferable to the eternal *parris.”
Eventually we made a very steep descent to the
village of Tolti, part of which lies in so narrow a
ravine that the sun only shines on it for ten days
throughout the year. Here there was a pleasant
and shady encamping-ground. The Rajah (they
have one here also) came to pay me a visit and
had tea with me; he, or rather one of his suite,
produced his own cup made of green soapstone or
jade from which to drink. According to Oriental
etiquette he produced a rupee as a token of friend-
liness, which was only touched and returned (I once
knew an officer, lately arrived in India, who,
ignorant of this custom, pocketed the proffered
rupee, much to the astonishment of the Oriental

who had offered this polite token of subservience).
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The Rajah of Tolti was very civil, doubtless the
effect of *“ perwana.” The village seemed a flourish-
ing one, and there was a large polo-ground, which
is to be found in every Balti village where there is
sufficient level space. It was much warmer here,
and there were mosquitoes.

I had before this discovered a way to defeat the
other plagues which had made life a burden, viz.,
by tying up my sleeping-garb, previously well
sprinkled with Keating, at the wrists and ankles.
The next morning the Rajah sent me a bunch of
roses and a horse to ride as far as the next halting-
place, a pleasant change after the native ponies.
The road was typical Indus Valley as far as the next
camp, Parkutta, but there were fewer galleries. In
one place, as I came round a corner, I saw Babu
Lal, Sekour Khan, and a coolie climbing on all
fours like monkeys along some dangerously steep
rocks above the river, and on looking at the road
saw that the reason of their doing so was that the
track disappeared into the roaring torrent. How-
ever, not feeling inclined to climb the *parri”™ if
it could be avoided, and having the horse with me,
I tried the depth, and found that the road was only
submerged some three feet or so. I waded, and was
glad that I had done so, as the horse plunged, lost
his footing, and, had I been on his back, I should
in all probability have sought the bottom of the
Indus and been no more seen. About here the
cultivation becomes more frequent again, and
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besides the wild roses which were in full bloom,
I noticed one tree with a very sweet-smelling
blossom like a mimosa, off which the natives broke
branches, which they stuck in their caps. This
was the Sarsinh (Eleagnus Moorcroftis, Wallich).
At Parkutta the Tehsildar brought me a “ Dali”
of roses and ripe mulberries, the first that I had
tasted ; these mulberries, which grow on large and
shady trees, are a long narrow fruit, somewhat
insipid in themselves, but very refreshing when
mashed up with milk and sugar. The next march
(June 6th) was to finish our journey down the
Indus and take us up the Shyok. This latter is
a considerable river which, originating in the main
~range of the Karakoram Mountains, which are to
the north of Ladakh, flows southwards, and then,
making a curious bend to the west through the
district of Nubra, where it is crossed by the road
from Leh to Yarkand, flows through a valley so
narrow and precipitous as to be practically pathless
even for the Balti mountaineers, which is saying a
good deal. Below these gorges it is met by the
road from Ladakh, which, coming from the south
over the Chorbat Pass, meets it near the village
of Paxfain, and continues down its left bank.
From this point downwards the Shyok Valley
resembles that of the Indus for some distance, till,
turning to the south-west near Kapalu, the valley
widens, and, with the exception of a few narrow

ravines, becomes broader and more fertile, and
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therefore easier to journey along, than that of the
Indus, which it joins about half-way between
Parkutta and Gol. I had sent men on the previous
day to tell the native boatmen to get the rafts
ready for me to cross the Indus at its junction
with the Shyok, and Salia and nearly all the
baggage coolies started early, as I knew that the
crossing would take some time.

Leaving Parkutta the road was rather pleasanter
and in better repair than usual, and only in one
place did we have to take a short (?) cut over a
mountain-top because the track was submerged
by the flooded Indus. About midday we arrived
opposite the point where the Shyok River, here
a broad and peaceful, but, at this time of year, rapid
stream, joins the former river. I found that the
zaks, or skin rafts, started from this point, and
were whirled down by the swollen flood till they
reached the opposite bank about half a mile lower ;
here they landed their cargo, and, starting again,
reached the hither side some distance lower still.
Here they were taken to pieces, brought back over
the sand and shingle on the heads of the boatmen,
and then put together again and started on their
next voyage. Each of these journeys, therefore,
took some time; but when I arrived upon the
scene some six crossings had been accomplished
under Salia’s directions, and I was told that all
my belongings would be ferried across in three

more, so | sat down and watched and lunched,
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though as there was a breeze blowing my meal
consisted as much of sand as of anything else.
These zaks are a curious and not unexciting
means of conveyance, more especially when the
river is in full flood, as it was upon this occasion.
They are formed of goat-skins with the heads and
feet cut off, and sown up with the exception of
one leg, which can be quickly opened for purposes
of inflation, and bound tightly up again ; this process
takes place repeatedly, even in mid-stream, as one
or another skin loses its buoyancy, and reminded me

CROSSING THE SHYOK RIVER ON ZAKS (SKIN RAFTS).

of blowing out a football. The skins are placed side
by side on their backs, presenting a ludicrously
helpless appearance as they lie swollen out with
four short legs sticking up in the air, and are bound
by the half dozen to a kind of hurdle; the raft is
composed of as many of these hurdles as occasion
may demand. But more curious than the raft
itself is the means of propulsion. Six or four
stalwart mariners stand or crouch, an equal number

on either side, and in the hands of each one is, not
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a paddle as would be naturally expected, but a pole
without any blade to it. These poles, when in deep
water, they ply with incredible swiftness, and so
direct the course of the raft, chattering volubly all
the time, but evidently knowing their business well ;
in the meantime the unaccustomed passenger pro-
bably holds on tight to the hurdle as the raft rocks
from side to side in the rapids, and whirls round
and round, while the water washes freely over and
up between the skins, soaking everything.

Arrived near the bank, the boatmen leap out,
drag the raft to the shore, disembark the cargo, cross
the river again, lift it on to ferra firma, take it to
pieces, trudge away to the starting-point, where
they inflate any of the skins that may have become
leaky, tie the raft together again, launch it, and are
ready for the next trip. Truly a primitive means
of conveyance, but one admirably suited to the
character of the streams and rapids on which pro-
bably no other craft, except perhaps the Canadian
birch-bark canoe, could live. Where the rivers are
suitable, and there is plenty of water, long journeys
are undertaken on these rafts, and at such times
it is very exhilarating to be whirled along, while
the banks present a giddy and misty panorama
which seems to fly past before any of the details
on either side can be realised. When I arrived on
the Shyok side I found all my kiltas and baggage
grouped upon the shore guarded by the faithful, but

disconsolate, Sekour Khan, who had survived the
4“4




A SUMMER IN HIGH ASIA.

terrors of the voyage, but was now looking as if he
heartily wished that he had never started on an
expedition of travel and adventure. No coolies
had arrived from Kiris, the neighbouring village,
though they had been repeatedly sent for, and Babu
Lal had gone off to impress them. Armed with
my * perwanas,” I set off at once along the some-
what hot and toilsome path that leads to the hamlet,
and in due time interviewed the ““ Thanadar” (head
man), and brandishing my letters in his face
threatened him with all sorts of penalties for dis-
regarding the orders of the Commissioner Sahib,
advising him to procure and send coolies forthwith.
He procured them. He now asked me to honour
the garden of his house by pitching my camp there,
which, after some dignified deliberation, I graciously
consented to do. Shortly afterwards some of his
retainers came to my tent, and, presenting a bouquet
of roses, begged me not to be angry with the
“ Thanadar.” 1 eventually promised (with some
reserve, as my baggage had not yet arrived) to
overlook his misdemeanours for this once, but I
cautioned him that he had better afford every
assistance to any servant of mine who might subse-
quently pass through the village on his way to
Skardo, whither I knew that I should be sending
for letters, &c., later on. Kiris is a large and
fertile village, and here I observed more flowers
and birds than I had seen for a long time, the

latter including, besides the ubiquitous magpie,
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hoopoes, orioles, ravens, chiff-chaffs, &c. The next
two days’ journeyings call for no comment; the
first march to Kuru and the next to Karku
presenting the same features of broad sandy valley
with occasional precipitous ravines. At the latter
place we arrived in the midst of a large amphi-
theatre, so to speak, of magnificent mountains
topped by snows, where there were not only
meadows with long grass, but even bogs brilliant
with familiar field flowers, such as the purple orchis,
a truly pleasant experience after travelling through
stony wastes under a broiling sun as we had done
ever since leaving Dras.

The next march, a short one, brought us to a
camping-ground opposite Kapalu, and here I found
a messenger whom I had sent on ahead to W. in
the Hushe Nalah, bearing a welcome note which
bade me come on with all speed as he had had
grand sport with the ibex and was about to leave;
but, he added, the snows were melting fast, and
for some days he had not seen a good head, which
was not encouraging. Near the camp I observed
some rough scrub in the bed of the river which
looked as if it might repay the trouble of beating it
for game. Accordingly I organised a drive, and
though the Balti coolie proved the most inefficient
beater, screaming the whole time at the top of his
voice, and running hither and thither in every
direction, I was able to add some hares and a
“chikore ” (red-legged partridge) to my commis-
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sariat. Though this was not quite the season to
shoot game, I must plead the fact of having to
replenish a somewhat depleted larder with whatever
I might obtain. The usual road up the Shyok here
crosses to the village, or rather district, of Kapalu,
which we could see on the left bank, and which
appeared to be a most prosperous place for these
parts; but our way became a mere goat-track
leading along the right bank. For some distance
we ascended a very steep path which brought us
out on to the top of some tremendous precipices
overhanging the river. Here I made my first
acquaintance with a frequent feature of this country,
steep slopes of shale standing at an angle that I
should be afraid to mention (suffice it to say that
it is the steepest slope at which loose shale can
stand), the stones of which fell away under our feet
‘as we crossed until they took their final plunge over
a precipice of some 1000 feet. Some miles further
on, the path led us down to the fields of Machily,
the village at the entrance of the Hushe Nalah, to
rcach which we had compassed so many weary
marches. This nalah, or valley, runs almost due north
from that of the Shyok, and is between twenty and
thirty miles in length. It leads up to the Mustagh
group of the main Karakoram range, with whose
peaks, which compose the highest group in the
world, viz., “ K* or Mount Godwin Austen” (28,265
feet), Gusherbrum (26,378 feet), and Masherbrum

(25,678 feet), everyone who has read Sir Martin
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Conway’s magnificent work on the country will be
acquainted. The latter mountain, Masherbrum, is
at the head of the Hushe Valley, and it is from its
magnificent glaciers that the Loongma, or river, of
the same name originates, its several streams pouring
down the many ravines into which the valley
branches at its upper end.

Never shall I forget my first sight of this
glorious hill; I had been feasting my eyes on the
lofty mountains which form the stupendous aisle of
the Hushe Nalah, and which, of a height from
15,000 to 20,000 feet, diminished amongst the
clouds in the distant perspective, when suddenly
through a rift in the mist, far, far above them
shone one glittering peak, seeming to reach almost
to the zenith. It produced in one a feeling which
can never be forgotten, but which it were better not
to try and describe. The range that bounds the
valley on the east side is composed of a succession
of fantastic crags and precipices that fairly took my
breath away as I inquired whether it was there
that we were going to pursue ibex, and I must
acknowledge to having experienced a feeling of
relief when I heard that they were too steep for
even a particle of herbage to grow upon them, and
that therefore there were no ibex there. These
crags appear to be of a dolomite formation, and in
places present the appearance of organ-pipes sur-
mounted by sharp pinnacles. On the west side of

the valley the hills are less steep and are of the
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type of granite mountain of which we have seen so
many lately, viz., rocky ‘ parris,” alternating with
steep slopes of loose shale and stone which come
down the couloirs from the precipices above and
spread out into fans or talus, whose skirts are
bordered by the boulders which have fallen from
the mountain side. At Machilu I left most of my
stores, taking only what I considered would be
necessary for a month or so, the time which I
expected that I should have to spend in the valley
before 1 got the one or two good ibex heads on
which I was intent; besides, I could always send
down for any-

thing more

that I might
nced. The
River Hushe,

though it was,
even at this
time of year,
only about
one hundred
yards across,
flows down a
broad stony
bed in places
quite a mile
wide, a fact which shows what tremendous floods
must sometimes come sweeping down from these

giant peaks. On either side, where a supply of
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water can be obtained by means of the usual
irrigation canals, are perched villages, but here
they are of a poorer class than those of the main
Shyok Valley, growing apparently only sufficient
barley and apricots for their own use. A short
way up the nalah we passed the opening of the
Saltoro Valley which leads eastwards beneath the
afore-mentioned organ-pipe peaks, and then, turning
northwards, runs up to the glaciers of the main
range. ’

MARMOT,

5o



CHAPTER III.

I HaAD now, after some

three weeks marching, arrived

on my shooting-ground, and

was longing to let off my

rifle, which as yet had not

been taken out of its case.

gun had occasionally proved

l, as several times when on

narch I had shot some blue-

.v~.. pigeons to vary my larder.

raow macmirv.  These latter were in no place very
numerous at this season, though I

believe that both earlier and later than this they
are to be met with almost anywhere in large
flocks, more especially just after the barley has
been harvested. | had now arrived in the country
of the ibex, and eagerly was every hillside scanned
in the hopes of seeing them. On the following
morning (June 11th) I sent Salia off early with a
Balti villager, whom 1 had engaged as guide, to
prospect the country. W. had kindly sent me a

note telling me of places where I was likely to see
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ibex as I marched up the nalah to join him.
Starting later myself, I had proceeded some few
miles when we met the Balti who had been sent
back by Salia, who was exploring the western
slopes, with a message to advise me to encamp on
the nearest available ground, as he had seen game ;
also that he was some way off, and that I had

IBEX GROUND,

better wait below and not join him that day.

Although burning with impatience, I supposed that

he knew best and stopped below, and in the

evening he arrived and said that he had seen four

female ibex, but no males, and also, far up the

mountain, some oorin (Ovis vigned). 1 had not
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expected to see any oorin, or shapoo, as they are
called in Ladakh, in these parts, and was much
excited. The following day it poured with rain and
blew a hurricane, making it quite impossible to go
out, and I had to content myself with looking up
the valley and seeing occasional glimpses of
Masherbrum through the clouds; I, however, sent
Ullia up the hill, and on his return he said that he
had watched a flock of thirty oorin, and amongst
them were certainly six very good rams.

Very early the next morning, as soon as it got
light enough to see our way, we started. It was
my first day’s real climbing, and 1 was not yet
accustomed to the rarefied air of these elevations,
so that I got considerably *“pumped”; while to
add to my discomfort my * pulas,” or grass shoes,
kept on curling up under my feet, owing to the
steep angle of the slopes that we ascended, and in
spite of the thong which passes between one’s big
toe and the rest, to facilitate which fastening one
wears stockings with the big toe separated, like the
thumb of a glove. The hillside that we were
climbing was a steep one, and in many places steps
had to be cut in the hard sand as if we had been on
“ice (the mountain staffs used by the Baltis always
have a wooden blade somewhat resembling a spud
for this purpose). We continued our upward
scramble for four hours, and 1 was not sorry when
we reached a ridge, where at last we halted and

looked over. There, sure enough, far below us,
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we could make out two lots of oorin, the first that
I had ever seen. Salia now decided that we were
not high enough, so off we started again for
another stiff two hours’ climb up the ridge, at the
end of which time we reached the snow. As we
lay here, watching and resting, we observed five
figures high up on the mountain-side and apparently
tending some cows, but examination through the
glass revealed the fact that one of them carried a
gun and that they were stalking sy oorin! This
was too much! Off set my shikaris to give chase,
and off by this time also set the oorin ; the shikaris
came back again, but the oorin didn't. It was
very disappointing after all our toil ; however, on
thinking it over, I confessed to myself that it was
rather hard on the villagers not to be able to chase
game on their own- hills, though, of course, 1 did
not tell my followers so, but talked long and loud
of reporting the case to the Rajah of Kapalu, and
of having the whole village put in irons, as it is
against the law for any villager to carry a gun or
to shoot, if a Sahib is in the valley. However, the
oorin had gone, and there was nothing for it but
to admire the view, and this I must say made up
to some extent for the toil and disappointment of
the stalk. Looking up the valley I could see the
whole group of the Mustagh peaks, though one or
another would become occasionally veiled in cloud.
The nearest of them, Masherbrum, rose sheer at
the head of the valley, and behind werc other
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peaks which I take to have been Golden Throne,
Gusherbrum, and K* On the opposite side were
the organ-pipe mountains, while some three or four
thousand feet almost sheer below us, our camp
looked like one white speck; this speck was my
tent, the others being too small to be visible.
Whilst we were resting here we suddenly espied a
flock of eight oorin lying in the middle of the slope
below. They were the first that I had been able to
observe fairly close and were all females and young
rams ; they looked for all the world like red sacks
with black heads as they lay there quite comfortable
on their sides, with their legs stretched out. They
soon got up as the sun gained power, and went off
to the shelter of some rocks which projected from
the ridge where we were ensconced. This being my
first day’s stalking with him, Salia was anxious to
show me how he could bring me up to game, and
off we set down the hillside as fast as we could (a
somewhat different pace to that by which we had
ascended), and finished by a glissade down a sand
slope. Peering cautiously over the edge of some
rocks, Salia beckoned to me, and, on my looking
over, there, not fifty yards below us, lay the un-
suspecting oorin, nor did they perceive us until we
threw stones at them, when they were off and out
of sight in a minute, but oh! how I wished that
they had been the big rams, instead of ewes and
lambs !

We reached the tents about 3 .., having been

55



A SUMMER IN HIGH ASIA.

out some twelve hours, and Ullia, who had been
sent to prospect in another direction, returned
having seen a herd of some thirty ibex, but no good
head amongst them. The following day was spent
in marching up the valley to the village of Kande.
Here, after many endeavours to extract information,
an‘old man eventually told us that a small ravine
that we saw opening up to the west, and which was
apparently closed by a big mountain about a mile
from its mouth, turned a corner and became a large
valley which had never yet been explored by a
white man (this I believe to have been true, as I
found, and found on this occasion only, that the
Government Survey was not correct), and was full
of large ibex. This was, of course, exciting, and
Ullia was despatched then and there to investigate.
He returned late, having been for some way up the
nalah, and said that he had seen three lots of ibex,
and that, though he had been accompanying sahibs
for many years, never had he seen finer heads. 1
could not explore this valley now, as I had promised
to meet W. on the following day, and besides, it was
really on the latter’s shooting-ground, as he had not
yet made it over to me. I heard that the village
cattle were to be driven up this nalah on the next
day, and knowing that as soon as they put in an
appearance the ibex would leave for higher regions,
I sent for the Lumbardar, and promised much
‘““baksheesh” if he would keep his herds below for

another week, by which time I hoped that 1T might
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have at any rate reconnoitred the higher valleys,
“after having done which I said that I would return.
This he promised to do, and, after renewing my
injunction on the morrow, I set out, and following
the path which led over a stony plateau, and
through a rocky ravine where the going was, to say
the least of it, rather rough, eventually reached the
nest of mud huts that represents the village of
Hushe.

On our way we passed the opening of another
valley which runs to the eastward, and ‘which was
also said to be unexplored. It looked as if it might
be well worth trying. Near the village of Hushe I
found my friend W., whom I had not seen for many
years, and as neither of us had talked to a white
man for some weeks, we found plenty to say. He
had had fine sport, and had made the most of his
opportunities, the result having been a magnificent
bag of ibex, the biggest head of which was the
splendid pair of 45-inch horns that I had met in
the Indus valley, when on its way down to
Kashmir. He gave me all the information that
could possibly assist me; but his report, that for
several days past he had not seen a big head on the
feeding grounds, and that the ibex had evidently
left for higher regions, was not very encouraging.
The following day we spent together, and on the
morrow (June 17th), giving me the nalah with
the best of wishes for good luck, W. departed.
southwards on his way to Kashmir, while I sct off
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for the head of the valley, determined that if the
ibex had gone high I would go high too, and that it
should not be for want of trying if I did not get one
or two good heads. A rather amusing incident
occurred before we parted. W. and I found that the
time by our watches varied, his being about an hour
in advance of mine. We each maintained that we
were sure that our own time was the right time, he
saying that a second watch of his, that had never
been known to go wrong, made it exactly the same

as the one that he was showing me, whilst I quoted
Babu Lal's to back me up. After a somewhat
animated discussion, and some thinking over it,
with the help of a compass, a stick, and a plumb-line
(the latter to keep the stick upright) we rigged up a
rough sundial, agreeing that when the shadow of the
stick coincided with the N. and S. line, it should be
12 noon. My watch won, being only a few minutes
out, but I think that what vexed W. most was
the fact of his having retired to rest an hour before
he meant to do so, and having got up an hour too
early ; especially the latter ! I subsequently checked
my time by this rough method about once a week
during my wanderings. The village of Hushe was
in itself interesting as a type of the home of the
Balti mountaineer who dwells in the more secluded
valleys. Shut in on either side by precipitous and
forbidding crags and dominated at the head of the
valley, some three miles away, by the glaciers and

precipices of Masherbrum, the inhabitants pass
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their existence in a cluster of huts, resembling
nothing so much as boxes made of mud. Round
the village are the terraced fields, extending from
the cliff on the one side to the gorge of the torrent
on the other, a stretch of perhaps half a mile of
laboriously cultivated ground, producing a crop
which mainly consists of ‘“grim,” a sort of stunted
barley. A certain number of flocks and herds, that
is, sheep, cattle, and goats, belong to the villagers,
and as the snow melts these are driven up to the
higher and better pastures as they become un-
covered by the melting snow ; and these little black
mountain beasts are literally the ééfes noires of the
hunters of ibex, as these latter of course leave the
slopes as soon as the herds with their herdsman and
dogs appear. The people themselves are, beyond
description, filthy and poverty-stricken, and what
their life must be during the long winter months is
awful to contemplate. I was told by my servants,
however (I did not verify the statement), that these
villagers are possessed of an enormous quantity of
gold-dust which they obtain from the river; possibly
this might prove to be a veritable Pactolus if
properly exploited. These villagers told me that
they did not care for the ‘* Sahib Log” coming to
shoot, as, though, indeed, they got money by their
doing so, yet money could not be eaten, and, as
they were only able to grow sufficient food for
themselves, it came rather rough on them to have

to supply the successive retinues of ** Sahibs ” who
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came here. I suggested that the money thus
obtained might procure food in plenty from the
villages in the neighbouring and fertile Shyok
Valley, but this fact did not appear to have struck
them in their primitive innocence! Amongst the
villagers was an old, very old, blind beggar, more
like an animated (slightly) bundle of rags than
anything else, who used to crawl out when the sun
got warm, and squat down near my cooking tent.
Regarding him as a sort of guardian spirit of the
valley, I propitiated him with small copper change,
to bring me good luck, and this act, I am certain,
produced the wonderful results to be hereafter
mentioned. I took with me from the village two
natives, who were to act as guides in the
neighbouring ravines, and had been employed in a
like capacity by W. who had recommended them :
wild-looking fellows enough they were, their hawk-
like faces with the straggling elf-locks falling on
either side, being quite in keeping with the rocky
solitudes amongst which they had been bred.
After following the valley for some miles, there are
three ravines which all look good to hold ibex ; the
one straight in front, that leads northwards, being
filled with a glacier coming down from Masherbrum.
To the west is a long valley very stony and (for
Baltistan) fertile, with many birches, cedars, and
“bik” trees growing near the torrent; but as this
had been shot lately by W., I chose the one leading

eastwards. The road follows the left bank of the
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stream for some three or four miles with cliffs rising
almost sheer on either hand, one crag standing
out particularly, like an isolated buttress about
1000 feet high, from the Mass of Masherbrum,
with sides apparently perpendicular, though there
are slopes of grass on the top. ‘“ What should we
do if we were to see ibex there?” I asked of
Salia. ‘Leave them,” was the laconic reply. This
was in a way comforting, as I thought that perhaps
he considered this sort of thing easy for ibex
ground. Some little way farther on we passed
. through quite a small wood of the pencil cedar
(Funiperus excelsa), which here grows to a consider-
able size, that is to say, not high, but with a trunk
of some girth. The wild flowers here were lovely.
Roses in full bloom of enormous size and every
shade of crimson and pink, wild indigo, several
sorts of Myosotis, including the forget-me-not (whose
English name, literally translated into Hindustani for
the benefit of my following, became ** Humko-mut-
buljao,” which scarcely sounds attractive), several
Alpine blossoms, such as edelweiss and gentians,
and many others whose names I do not know. A
little way farther on, this side valley divides into
two branches, the one running due north and being
filled with a large glacier leading up to Masherbrum
and other lofty peaks, while the other runs south-
east to another range, the latter being also filled
with a glacier and dominated a few miles farther on

with some of the most stupendous precipices that it
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has ever been my fortune to behold. We camped
at the junction of these three valleys where there
was some level sandy ground strewn with huge
boulders and where many cedar-trees were growing.

All the following day the rain poured down

SIDE NALAH OFF THE HUSHE VALLEY.

unceasingly, and continued to do so throughout the
night. 1 was much startled at first on hearing
sundry loud explosions, followed by a rumbling

sound, which lasted sometimes for several minutes
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together. From glimpses occasionally obtained
through the rain-mists, I found that the cause of
these alarming noises was a series of rock avalanches.
The overhanging crags split, as I suppose, by the
" winter’s frosts, and then loosened by the heavy
rains, came thundering down the gullies and out on
to the fans of débris which are such a noticeable
feature of these rock-strewn valleys. One soon
gets accustomed to the noise oneself, but it was
some time before I could allay the fears of Sekour
Khan, who was fully persuaded that our camp
would be overwhelmed ; I pointed out to him that
we were quite safe, being, as it were, out in the
middle of a basin. The noise caused by these rock-
avalanches can only be likened to that made by the
passing of many heavily-laden luggage trains, varied
with the occasional firing of a big gun. At one
time on the following day, I must confess to having
felt a little nervous myself, as an entire hillside
apparently gave way, and the noise was terrific, the
rain at the time being so dense that we could not
see anything until all of a sudden tons of rock
came bounding into view straight towards us;
however, they checked their career long before they
reached our ground. What with us was rain, a few
hundred feet above us was snow, and this we hoped
would drive the ibex down. Nor were we dis-
appointed. As it began to clear in the evening,
Salia came rushing to my tent to say that a big

buck ibex was standing on a rock looking down into
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the valley. Unaccustomed, or rather out of practice
as I was at spotting them, it took me some time to
find him, but at last I did so, just as he moved away
out of sightt My mind was at once made up, I
would go after him. Salia, however, refused to go,
saying that the danger from the still falling stones
was too great. I have always found it best to
follow one’s shikari’s advice, but on this occasion
it was my first chance; I was tired of staying
inactive in camp, and I had not yet had a shot,
which must be my excuse for having said, ** Never
mind, I will take a walk up the valley with you,
rifle in hand.” This we did, accompanied by Ullia
and Umdoo, the latter being the tiffin coolie,
surnamed “ Bhalu” (the Bear). Of course, when
we got opposite the foot of the gully above which
we had seen the ibex, I insisted on ascending. To
make a long story short, we suddenly caught sight
of a herd of bucks which had already seen us, and
were moving off rapidly along the rocks, some two
hundred yards above us. No time to waste, and I
cmptied both barrels at them as they disappeared.
One staggered, but went on; and, firing at them
again, 1 thought that I heard another bullet tell.
However, I found myself seized by the arms and
dragged down the couloir and round a corner, and
not too soon, as a lot of stones came whizzing by us
like shots from a gun, having probably been dislodged
by the ibex in their flight. I was back in my camp

within an hour, having, as events proved, bagged two
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fine ibex, one with horns of forty-two inches, while
the other one was a unicorn of nearly forty-four
inches. This latter had only one horn, the skull being
almost smooth where the other should have been.
Personally I would rather that he had carried the
ordinary complement, as his head looks a bit lop-
sided, but the shikaris were delighted, declaring
that the fact of having shot him portended great
good fortune, and that never had so big a unicorn
been shot before ; and I verily believe that this super-
stition made them work all the harder subsequently,
as they thought that they were in for a “lucky”
expedition. The following day (June 20th) I took
it easy, sending Salia with the Balti guide up the
nalah that ran northwards from my camping-ground,
while I followed him about 1 p.M. The natives
told me that a Sahib had been up this nalah some
eight years ago, but that no one had shot there since
then, and as it led up to the higher feeding-grounds,
I had hopes of seeing ibex.

Almost as soon as I left camp I got on to the
glacier, which comes down in an unbroken stream
of ice from the eastern slopes of Masherbrum. To
the right, or eastern side as I went up, were high
crags, with fairly easy rock-strewn slopes below
them; but the precipices on the opposite side of
the glacier, a main spur running down from the
peak, looked quite unscaleable. Making our way
for some distance up the rocky moraine we came

upon Salia. He had seen some ibex on the slopes
67 F 2



A SUMMER IN HIGH ASIA.

above, but on investigation they proved to be
mostly females, with no big bucks amongst them.
Not long afterwards, however, on the hillside some
little way higher up, we saw a sight to make glad
the heart of man, or, at any rate, of shooting man.
On a boulder-strewn slope, which comes down to
the glacier from the precipices above, was what
looked at first like a flock of sheep, but which,
on examination, proved to be seventeen buck ibex,
most of them with very fine heads. As it was now
getting towards sunset we thought it best to leave
them undisturbed till the morrow, and I hastily
despatched a messenger to Babu Lal to tell him
to bring up one of the small tents, food, and
blankets. He arrived in about two hours time,
and we bivouacked under some overhanging rocks
lower down the valley and well out of sight of the
ibex. I ate some food and lay down half-dressed,
and my troubled slumbers were peopled with ibex
of gigantic size tumbling down unspeakable preci-
pices. By 2.30 amM. I was on my way towards
the slope where we had seen the bucks on the
previous evening, as I was determined that I would
not miss my chance by not being on the ground
before the ibex, which were almost certain to return
to it as they had not been disturbed. What a
scene met our eyes as we set out! The moon,
which had not yet set, shed a flood of brilliant
light over mighty Masherbrum and its glittering

glaciers which towered above us; the crags on our
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side of the valley were plunged in the deepest
shadow, while, in spite of the moonlight, the stars
shone out with the strange brilliance that is only
to be seen in a rarefied atmosphere such as this
was. Not a sound broke the intense stillness save
our own footsteps and the trickle of water and
occasional fall of some stone into the abysmal
crevasses of the glacier on our left; the whole
scene produced an impression of stupendous gran-
deur that seemed almost supernatural. Before
starting I had made a hasty meal of hot cocoa and
two boiled eggs, or perhaps I should say of one
of the latter, as the second, on inspection, proved
to be, to say the least of it, ‘“advanced,” and this
at 2 AM.! As we were making our way along the
edge of the glacier the moon set and the day began
to dawn behind the peaks on our right hand. At
this time we had to do a rather awkward bit of
scrambling over the loose stones of a side glacier
that comes down from the east. Jumping from one
rock to another in the dark, especially when, as
often as not, the one upon which you are for the
moment poised, like a performing goat on its ball,
shows a decided inclination to topple over, is not
the pleasantest mode of progression. Many and
frequent were the tumbles, and many would also,
doubtless, have been the objurgations, had we not
felt that we might now be close upon the ibex ; so
we suffered in silence, and finally reached the foot

of the slope upon which we had seen them the
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previous evening. After climbing some little way
we stopped to take breath, and never shall I forget

the sight that we gazed upon. If Masherbrum

had looked beautiful by moonlight, how magical
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did it now appear. The whole valley was plunged
in the blackest darkness, and the sky was still that
of night, but above us rose one mighty peak, as if
illuminated by crimson fire, the summit of Masher-
brum touched by the rising sun still low behind
the eastern range. However, there was not much
time to rhapsodise, and we continued our way up
the slope. As day broke Salia's experienced eyes
distinguished several grey specks amongst the rocks
above, which he said were the still sleeping ibex.
Soon the females and young bucks awoke and
came skipping down the face of the precipice, the
latter butting at one another in play and frisking
about as they descended to the feeding-ground.
We now worked some way beyond, and climbed
till we were slightly above them. The wind was
at this time blowing down hill, but Salia’s know-
ledge told him that as soon as the sun touched
our side of the valley the breeze would change
and blow up hill, which would be favourable for
a stalk. Accordingly we crouched under a rock
and waited, watching for the big bucks to come
down. “We” consisted of Salia, the Balti guidé,
myself, and * Bhaly,” the latter carrying food.
How long we seemed to sit there, and how cold
it was, and how I watched the sunshine creeping
across the valley and lighting up first the precipices
of the opposite side, then the glacier and its pools,
turning these latter to brilliant blue as it passed,
and finally climbing our hillside as the sun rose
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above the peaks behind us. True to Salia’s
prediction the wind changed, and after some little
time the old bucks appeared, coming leisurely
down from rock to rock and looking suspiciously
around them ; there were ten of them, all carrying
good heads. They disappeared behind a ridge,
and we set off in their direction, crouching low to
keep out of

sightt We

eventually

reached

some stones,

and, taking off

our caps, cau-

tiously peeped

over. There

they were,

feeding  un-

consciously

two hundred

way at the foot

perpendicular

rocks. Salia whispered

to me to come with him, and we wriggled along flat
on our faces to a big rock some fifty yards nearer.
“ The dark one is the biggest, shoot him first,”
whispered Salia. It wasa critical moment as, after
a minute’s pause to take breath and steady myself, 1
raised my rifle and fired at the big one—down he

came sprawling on the ground—while the second
72



A SUMMER IN HIGH ASIA.

barrel hit another, who stumbled on to his knees and
went off. Hastily reloading, I fired at a third as
the herd vanished

round the corner,

and heard the bullet

tell. By this time

the females and a

few bucks who were

with them, alarmed

by the noise, came

rushing up from ‘I RAISED MY RIFLE AN’I.? F{RED AT
below ; 1 fired at a THE BIG ONE

big one, but am sorry to say that by this time I
was so excited that I missed him and sent a
small buck crashing over the precipice on to the
glacier below. All this in shorter time than it
takes to write it. In the meantime Salia had
rushed forward to ‘“hallal”* the first one before
the latter breathed his last, so as to make the
meat lawful for good Mohammedans (z.e. himself)
to eat, when, to our disgust, he sprang to his
feet and followed the herd. At this moment a lot
of does and small bucks, one of the latter carrying
a fair head, rushed past within fifty yards. I fired
at this last as he departed and hit him hard. He
took to the precipices above. Here he lay down
on a ledge, and the Balti, after a perilous climb,

* Unless the throat of the animal is cut while still living, the good
Mussulman will not eat him, though 1 Aave seen an animal
“ hallaled ” some considerable time after he had breathed his last !
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was just about to catch hold of him when he got

up and bounded down the sheer rock straight

towards us. He was going slow, and “Bhalu”

caught him by the hind leg, but was sent sprawling

with a kick, and it was some minutes before Salia

caught him by the horns, as he floundered in deep

snow, and despatched him in the orthodox manner.

On following up the others we could see two of
them lying on the glacier far below, and the other

two had taken to inaccessible places as is their

wont when badly wounded : these we had to leave

till next day, when they were retrieved. Thus

ended a very lucky stalk, and, as Salia said with

some pride, *“ We had at least one hundred pairs of
eyes and ears matched against our four, and had

fairly defeated them on their own ground.”

We did not reach the main camp till 2 p.M., doing
the last part of the march under a broiling sun.
The delight of the retainers was extravagant, and
they caroused far into the night, singing and feasting
on ibex flesh. 1 cannot myself imagine anyone
eating ibex unless he was absolutely dying of
starvation, for even on approaching an old buck
you perceive that he is decidedly * goaty,” but to
eat him, ugh! However, the natives like the
flesh, and I have even seen them greedily devour
the meat of a tahr, which is, if anything, more
so! On my measuring them, the heads proved
to be forty-two and a half, forty, thirty-nine, and

twenty-nine inches respectively, the latter being
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that of the small buck that was shot by mis-
adventure. Having now got more heads than I
expected or, in fact, wanted, I determined to leave
the ground (though had I stayed, I should, I think,
have got a shot at many more good ones), and,
after paying a visit to the untrodden nalah that I
had passed on my way up, to make my way eastward
along the Shyok River and over the Chorbat-La
to Ladakh and the haunts of the Ovis ammon.
Accordingly, having got my ibex, and not being
pressed for time, I lingered for two days in this
lovely spot, sketching and taking things easy ; my
dak (mail) had arrived from Skardo, so that I had
no lack of occupation, with letters to write, papers
to peruse, &c. It may not be out of place to state
here, as showing how anyone journeying in these
parts need not be entirely cut off from the outer
world, that, by taking in a paper published in India
(which has, of course, the latest telegrams), and
arranging so as to always have one coolie bringing
the mail up from the nearest office while another is
on his way to fetch the next lot, one need never be
at any time more than one month behind civilisation,
though, of course, if one goes very far afield one’s
news becomes proportionately older. This rest was
very pleasant after the continual marching, and, as
my tent became unbearably hot during the middle of
the day, the handy Babu Lal rigged me up a sort
of summer-house, composed of cedar-boughs with a
roof made of a waterproof sheet, to keep off the
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rays of the sun. On the 24th of June I made my
way down the valley, with the comfortable feeling
that I was already possessed of seven ibex heads,
instead of having had to work hard for many weeks
for one or two, which was what I had expected.
That evening we halted at the village of Hushe,
and on the following day arrived at the village of
Kande, whence I was to explore the unknown
nalah! On the morning of June 26th I started up
this valley, expecting great things. I found on this
occasion, the only one during the whole of my trip,
that the Government Survey Map was incorrect.
The entrance to the valley is most curious. It runs
east and west, and looks as if it were a narrow
nalah about a mile long, and closed by a big
mountain ; however, the volume of water pouring
down the stream denotes a ravine of some length,
and indeed, on reaching the head of the apparent
‘“cul-de-sac,” you find that the river takes a bend
at right angles, the valley running about north.
For some way our path was difficult, as, owing to
recent heavy rains, the track had been washed
away, and in many places steps had to be cut across
landslips which made the going somewhat risky.
However, all the coolies and baggage arrived
safely if somewhat tardily, and we emerged on to a
green plateau where another valley came down from
the westward, and where there were traces of former
cultivation. Here we pitched camp. It was a

lovely spot; the pencil cedars and ‘“bik” trees
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(looking rather like a willow) grew in profusion
amongst the boulders that had fallen from the
precipices above, and the sward was carpeted with
wild indigo, various kinds of vetch, many alpine
flowers, gentians, edelweiss, potentillas, forget-me-
nots, a beautiful sweet-scented columbine (A gu:-
legia), with pale lilac and white blossoms, and a
flower unknown to me, which looked rather like a

VIEW IN SIDE NALAH OFF THE HUSHE VALLEY,

small yellow calceolaria. It was on the slopes
opposite this camping-ground that Ullia had seen the
fine ibex of which he had told me, when I sent him
to explore the nalah on my way up the main valley.
The Lambadar of the village had, marvellous to
relate, kept his word, and had not allowed the cattle

to come up and disturb the game. Nothing was,
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however, visible from the camp that day, but Salia,
who had gone up the valley to prospect, returned in
the evening and reported having viewed two lots
of ibex of fifteen and forty, with some good heads
amongst them. Accordingly the following morning
I took the small tent and food for two or three
days, and started for higher ground. Soon after
leaving the camp the valley turns to the north-west,
and after a scramble of some miles over loose
boulders, we camped in the middle of quite a wood
of bik and birch-trees, the most fertile wild spot that
I discovered in the whole of my wanderings in
Baltistan. From the crags above us on the north
side, several magnificent cascades fell into beds of
snow ; the southern range was precipitous and stony,
while the end of the valley was closed by huge
glaciers comingdown

from the snowy

range above, a view

which had probably

never been gazed on

by the eye of white

man, which made it

the more impressive.

Whilst we were

watching in  the

“WE CAMPED IN THE MIDDLE evening | waspleased

OF QUITE A Woo.” to be the first to de-

scry three bucks with enormous heads appear on the

top of a sheer precipice opposite the camp on the
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southern hills, and soon afterwards an excited Balti,
who had been sent higher up the valley with Ullia,
came running back and reported
having seen a herd of twenty-two
bucks. As it was just sunset, we
determined to leave them for the
present, and to pursue them early
the following morning. We de-
cided that we would then first turn
our attention to the herd, in the
hope that the three large ones

would reappear the following

evening, on the same ground

where we had espied them. At

2 AM. I was called, made a hasty meal, and soon
afterwards set off up the stony bed of the river by
moonlight. The moraine and rocks at the foot of
the glacier were fearful going; however, we toiled
onwards for some hours. I noticed a snow bridge,
which was quite the most perfect that I have ever
seen, and formed a graceful and glittering white arch
over the torrent below ; it was formed by the junction
of two avalanches which had come down opposite
slopes, and was therefore different in shape to the
ordinary bridge formed by one snow slope under-
mined by a stream. After a bit we turned up the
rocks on our right, and climbed a ‘chimney,” or
angle. Ibegan to feel very much done, as we were at
a considerable height, but was revived on looking

over a ridge by seeing a herd of large ibex feeding
79
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upwards, and about parallel to us. A short, sharp
climb to get above them, and we turned off to our left
to intercept them. I peeped over a rock just in time
tosee a small one disappearing round a corner about
twenty yards away ; they had got wind of us somehow
and were off ; disappointing after our very hard work !
I ran up as fast as I could, and saw the herd
crossing a bed of snow some way above, and with
the despairing hope that a shot might turn them
towards us, put up my sight for three hundred yards
and fired. I saw the snow spurt up quite close to
them, and, taking careful aim, fired again and brought
one down. This was unexpected luck, though firing
at this distance is not to be recommended, more
especially at a moving object, as it is much better
to leave the game quiet, in the hopes of getting a
more certain shot on a subsequent occasion. How-
ever, this time 1 did not much mind whether I got
one or not, so it was lucky. The head was a good
one, measuring forty-two and a half inches. The
return journey was even harder work than the
upward climb, as the sun was now high, and clamber-
ing over the rough moraines most laborious, and I
was not sorry to reach camp about noon, and here
I determined to stay in the hopes that the three
monsters seen the previous evening would come out
to feed again in the same place ; but as they never
reappeared [ fancy that they must have heard our
shots in the morning.

The following day I returned to Kande; the
8o
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path seemed harder than ever, and on this occasion,
and I think on this occasion only, I suffered
severely from mountain sickness, experiencing
intense pains in my head and limbs, with a most
uncomfortable sensation of not knowing when
one’s foot would reach the ground, such as one
experiences in a very rough sea, or (Babu Lal said),
like a drunken man. On June 3oth we started on
our way down to the Shyok Valley. At Machily,
where [ retrieved the stores that I had left, I found
that the Commissioner’s letter to the Tehsildar of
Skardo had produced an order to all heads of
villages to help me, and a letter to the Rajah
of Kapalu, who had sent an official to accompany
me. A very droll figure was this same official,
dressed in coat and trousers and soldier's ammuni-
tion boots; he answered to the name of Karim.
The Rajah also sent a message to say that he
would be pleased to play polo or go out shooting
with me. [ was unable to visit him, as my way
lay up the other bank of the Shyok; but I sent
him a hunting-knife, of which I had brought a
store for like occasions ; this he appreciated, and
asked for any picture-papers that I might have; I
suppose that he wanted them to decorate the walls
of his palace. I sent him some copies of the Dazly
Graphic and Black and White. At Machilu we
crossed the Hushe River on ‘“zaks,” and had a
somewhat merry time of it, as the waves occa-

sionally broke completely over us; the Kashmiris
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were pale with terror, and I thought that it was a
little dangerous, as perhaps it was, as we were
afterwards told that ““zaks” had never crossed here
before ; but that the Rajah had said that the
boatmen were to go where I wanted, and that I
had said that I wanted to cross the stream !—so
Oriental ! Soon after our arrival at a fertile village
where we encamped, one of the whirlwinds that so
often come on in the Shyok Valley in the evening
burst upon us, and it required a man clinging on to
both poles of my tent to keep it up; those of the
servants and shikaris were laid low. The main
road to the Chorbat Pass and Ladakh follows the
left bank of the river, but I thought that I should
like to try a new way, and accordingly marched on
the following day to a village called * Abadon,”
situated under a lofty cliff, the inhabitants of which
were much surprised to see a white man. How-
ever, | might have saved myself the trouble of
coming here, as there was no practicable road up
this bank any farther, and I had to retrace my steps
for some distance and cross the Shyok, here quite
a calm stream, on ‘zaks,” joining the main road
just above Kapalu.



CHAPTER 1V.

I TRAVELLED up the left bank

of the Shyok by easy stages,

being in no hurry. After

leaving Kapalu the valley be-

comes narrow and turns south-

east. The track itself is bad in

parts, and in many places is

carried round the *parris” by

means of galleries similar to

those on the Indus road; the

e e villages seem large and well-to-
do, but the interest of the sports-

man is centred in the various nalahs that run up
towards the Karakoram (or, to be more accurate,
that spur of it which separates the Shyok Valley
from that of Nubra) from the right bank. There is
no road or even goat-track to many of these nalahs,
most of which, presumably, have never been visited
by human being. The rock ‘“ parris” in most places
are terrific, presenting a sheer wall, thousands of
feet high, descending to theriver. The entrances to

the gorges are narrow and precipitous, but doubt-
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less, like so many mountain ravines, open out and
become better going as you get higher up them,
while in many cases the volume of water in the
streams that come down, shows that these valleys
must be of some size. The only way to reach them
would be by crossing the river on ziks; but I fancy
that they would well repay the adventurous sports-
man who should be the first to enter them. As we
went up the left bank 1 scanned these ravines, as
far as I could, with my glasses, but only saw ibex
on one occasion, a herd of eleven; this was more
than 1 expected to see so low down at this season.
The best looking of these nalahs are opposite the
villages of Do-oo and Kubaz. The weather was,
by this time, extremely hot, and marching up the
confined valley very toilsome, especially as recent
rains had swollen the side-torrents, and in some
places carried away bridges, necessitating long
détours and occasional wading. The river itself
was so full that the stones being rolled down its bed
sounded like continual muffled thunder. The
vegetation, as usual, was confined almost entirely to
the villages, and a very noticeable feature was a
thistle that grew almost everywhere, with a head
that resembled a huge spiked ball, probably an
Eryngium.

The villagers of these parts are not accustomed
to seeing many strangers, and, fortunately for .
themselves, are too far away from the Kashmir-

Gilgit road to be impressed for forced labour, and
84




A SUMMER IN HIGH ASIA.

perhaps it was these facts which caused them to be,
at least so it struck me, of a far more independent
and less depressed demeanour than the Baltis
farther south. On the 4th of July I camped at the
village of Kustang ; one march further on, the main
road at Paxfain, leaves the Shyok Valley, which
above this point is, I believe, impassable, or almost
so, even for natives, and turns southwards, following
the course of the Chorbat L.oongma, or river, to the
Pass of the same name (16,800 feet), by which it
crosses into the Indus Valley in Ladakh. 1
determined to cut off this angle, and on July s5th,
sending on my baggage and coolies by the main
path, I started straight up the mountain behind
the village of Kustang, taking the small tent and
provisions for four days. For about three hours we
climbed gravelly hillsides and stony precipices, and
after that our way lay over slopes of grass; but
these were very steep, and at this altitude breathing
became difficult. There were many flowers on
these slopes, amongst them one resembling a white
anemone or hellebore (winter-rose), but with the
head pendent. We camped that night in a slight
depression on the hillside, where there was a
creeping willow for fuel, and a tiny trickle of water.
The view of the Karakoram peaks immediately
opposite was superb. Near our camp were several
colonies of marmots, here the yellow or Ladakhi
sort (Arctomys aureus), not quite so large as the
red Kashmiri ones ; there were also several coveys
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of that fine bird the Ram Chukore, or snow-cock
(Zetraogallus Himalayensis), whose weird whistle
sounded in every direction, whilst now and again
they might be seen in small companies, flying along
the hillside with wings set and long necks out-
stretched. Though we saw some female shapoo
and ibex here, there was nothing worth going after.
The following day we started early, upwards along
the slopes, and eventually reached the highest
point, where the only other white man who had
ever been here (so I was told) had raised a cairn,
and had stuck a pole in it, and this latter he must
have brought up from below for the purpose. I
could not conceive why anyone should have taken
the trouble to do this, until they told me that he
was “ making maps,” 7.e. surveying, and that it was
many years ago, probably an officer of the Govern-
ment Survey.

Certainly this hilltop is a good point from which
to take observations, and when I sat down to look
at the prospect, I had no hesitation in saying to
myself that 1 was looking upon a mountain
panorama which is probably unequalled anywhere.
This mountain-top, some 15,000 feet or more high,
commands, from its position, a marvellously ex-
tensive prospect, as it stands isolated between
the Shyok and Indus valleys. The whole of the
Mustagh and Karakoram range, from Nagyr to
Thibet, stretch before one in an unbroken line from

north-west round to the east, prominent amongst
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them being, of course, the Mustagh, or “ K ” group,
whilst from the south-east to the west are the snow-
clad peaks of the range that divides the Shyok and
Indus valleys.

Immediately below us, as we faced north, we
could trace the windings of the Shyok River from
Kapalu almost as far as Nubra, and to the east and
south, at the bottom of precipices, which fell sheer
from the point where we were for some thousands
of feet, was the road winding up the Chorbat Valley
till it reached the snows of the pass that we were to
cross. It was a sight never to be forgotten, this
unbroken circle of eternal snow, and by great good
luck, at the time when we were there, there was
scarcely a cloud on any of the mountain-tops. I
sketched in outline some of the more noticeable
peaks, and with my compass took their bearing,
hoping that subsequently I might be able to
identify them, as, of course, the Baltis who were
with me were worse than useless, and knew
absolutely nothing about them. After gazing at
this view (which, miradile dictu, seemed to impress
even the natives) for some time, we began the
descent to the Chorbat road. For some way our
path led down extremely steep shale and boulder-
strewn slopes, and here I noticed for the first time
a fine purple auricula growing under the rocks.
Near some shepherds’ huts we met Salia, who
had gone on ahead and had seen some ibex, and

eventually camped opposite a precipitous mountain-
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side where we hoped that the latter would come
out to feed towards evening. In the meantime,
however, wind and dust storms arose, and thunder
rolled amongst the peaks, a rare occurrence in these
regions. We did not see any ibex until it was getting
dark, and then there were no heads big enough
to tempt me, so we left them alone. The descent
of the mountain on the following morning was an
exciting one, as the way led us down sheer rocks
and precipices where a slip or false step would have
hurled us into oblivion ; but after some hours of this
sort of work, followed by a scramble down slopes
of shingle, we eventually reached the Chorbat
stream, only to find that a bridge was washed
away, and we had to go some two miles lower
down before we could cross. At last, somewhat
weary, we reached the place where we had told the
remainder of the party to encamp and await our
coming, but alas! instead of a comfortable camp,
nought was to be seen but the ashes of the previous
night’s fires, and there was nothing for it but to
continue our way, #zof rejoicing !

However, we found the camp pitched some few
miles farther up the valley, and the comforts of a
big tent, hot tub, table and chair, soon revived one.
That night it rained in torrents and blew a
hurricane ; they told me that two men held on to
my tent-poles all night; but I slept through it all !
The next morning we started in thick mist and

cloud for the Pass. After some miles over rolling
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Alps, carpeted with turf and bright with flowers, we
camped in a lovely spot. Half a mountain had
fallen down and dammed the stream, which here
forms a brilliantly clear lake, some half a mile in
diameter, and in this lake was reflected the brilliant
purple, red, and blue of the surrounding rocks, and
dazzling white of the snow which came down almost
to its edge. The stream enters this lake at its
upper end in a cascade, and round the margin is a

belt of short, bright-green turf. 1 was not sorry
that the coolie whom 1 had sent to Skardo for my
letters had not yet turned up, and, as 1 could not
cross the Pass without him, I remained for a day in
this lovely spot. Being a golf enthusiast, I had
brought a driver with me, and a putter, and so,
having made a hole in the short turf, I instituted a
putting competition for the camp, | should think

the first time that the royal and ancient game had
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been played at an elevation of upwards of 16,000
feet, though Knight seems to have introduced the
pastime into Hunza and Nagyr. The prize was
won by Sekour Khan, who holed out in five.

I also had a shooting competition with my little
* 300-bore rifle ; but, at fifty yards range, the only
ones to hit the target were my three shikaris, and
even they seemed to be puzzled by the Beach and
Lyman sights. They implored me to compete
myself, and I did so, not without some inward
misgiving, that I might miss the target altogether
or take ten to hole out; but fortunately my first
shot hit the bull's-eye, and I was in the hole in four
strokes, so, trying to look as if I always did it like
that, I remarked, “ That's the way,” and rested on
my laurels. On this day Saibra, Salia’s son, arrived,
whom I had left as shikari with B. He had
crossed the Pass, which he reported as having very
little fresh snow upon it. He brought woeful tales
of flood and disaster in Kashmir, and of bridges
washed away. He had brought my stores safely to
Khalsi, and said that he was the last man to cross
the bridge at Kargil, on the road from Kashmir
to Ladakh, before it was washed away. Here, he
said, Godfrey and some other Sahibs on their way
to Leh were on one side of the Sooroo River, while
others were on the Ladakh side on their way
down, unable to build a bridge owing to the floods.
Godfrey’s graphic account of their adventures

appears in a subsequent chapter. 1 was glad that
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I had chosen the Chorbat road; but my troubles
were yet to come! One Sahib, he said, had lost
some ponies, with all his heads and much of his
baggage, and [ trembled for the safety of my
precious ibex horns, now on their way to Kashmir.
He also brought me a note from B. with whom
he had been, and who had shot an ibex with a
head of forty-six inches in the Tashgaum Nalah
(the one where the sportsman from Aden had been
so unlucky), which head proved to be the largest
shot by anybody that season. The letter was full
of the praises of Saibra. While encamped here I
shot two marmots, but they were bagged with some
difficulty, as the first one was not retrieved until
the torrent had been forded, whilst the other one
went to ground under some big rocks, and was
not recovered until Sultana, one of my Kash-
miri coolies, had been pushed down the hole
head foremost, and then withdrawn by the
heels. I found that for marmots my little *300-
bore rifle was by far the best weapon, as, if
wounded by a shot-gun, they almost invariably
escape. The wild flowers here were most beautiful,
and amongst others I noticed a small viola which
I saw nowhere else, and in places the ground was
covered with tufts of a lilac and a white primula,
whose blossoms grew singly, without a stalk,
looking like stars on the green tufts. I had
intended to cross the Pass on the following

day, but the storms were so frequent that the
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freshly fallen snow would have rendered this
inadvisable, so I had to content myself by moving
my camp some three miles farther on, to a spot
just below the snow-line. My followers at this
height began to feel the effects of the rarefied
air, and complained of severe pain, more es-
pecially in the head and back; Babu Lal and I
found that we had not got complete control over
our legs, as before described. There is a theory
that would seem well worth discussion by those
learned in such matters, and which was propounded
to me over and over again by the natives of
Baltistan, that the sickness and giddiness which is
often experienced at altitudes considerably lower
than the high passes where perhaps no incon-
venience is felt by the same individual, is caused
by some aromatic plant or plants.

Authorities such as Drew, in his “ Northern
Barrier of India,” Chapter XIX., discussing this
theory says: “ Of course, an easy answer to this
hypothesis is that the effect is greatest at those
heights whence all these plants, and even all
vegetation, are absent.” Whilst, on the other
hand, General Macintyre, in ‘“ Hindu-Koh,” says:
“ Although this idea is generally ridiculed by
Europeans, it is so universally entertained through-
out the Himalayas by the hill-men as to make
one almost think that there must be some found-
ation for it.” Personally, I am inclined to think
that perhaps the explanation lies midway between
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these two opinions, and is, that a person already
suffering from * Berg-krankheit” is rendered more
susceptible to, and suffers from, the pungent odours
of these aromatic plants. One of the favourite
remedies suggested for want of wind was the
smelling of an onion, and it may have been my
imagination, but it certainly did seem to me to
make one feel less “blown,” and as the natives
continually practised it also they presumably
believed in its efficacy. Drew mentions that the
wild onion is one of the plants that is blamed for
bad effects, so perhaps the remedy is a homece-
opathic one! On this day the coolie arrived with
my dak from Skardo, letters and papers being
full of the description of tremendous floods below,
and doubling my anxiety as to the fate of my
precious ibex-heads.

During the night 1 was awakened by thunder
and lightning, hail and snow, but by 6 a.M. the
weather had cleared somewhat, and I determined
to attempt the Pass, as there was neither firewood
nor food for the coolies for another day. We
were soon on the snow, but though the slope was
steep for a couple of miles or so, during which
we must have risen nearly 1,000 feet, it was not
so soft as I had expected. The rarefied atmo-
sphere produced various effects on the different
persons. The Balti coolies, laden as they were,
did not go more than thirty yards or so without

stopping to take breath, and encouraged one
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another by singing and shouting at the top of
their voices (hardly, one would have thought, the
best way to recover their wind). Some of the
Kashmiris felt pains in the head, some in the back,
and some in the neck, whilst, for my own part, I
suffered chiefly from my face becoming blistered
and almost flayed from the glare and the atmo-
sphere. One of my Kashmiri coolies was really
ill near the top of the Pass, but recovered suffi-
ciently to struggle over. 1 saw Babu Lal take off
his own thick stockings and give them to this man,
almost the only instance in which 1 have ever seen
one Oriental help another of a different race and
creed. The scenery of the Pass was a chaos of
rocks and snow, and on the top, which consists
of a sharp ridge, I saw two little birds hopping
about and apparently quite cheery. For some
distance before reaching the summit I had observed
a beautiful purple auricula, which grew in the snow-
water under sheltering rocks. Unfortunately the
heavy clouds and mists hid what must be a magni-
ficent view of mountain ranges, more especially
towards the north, but we were lucky in our day,
as there was neither sun to soften the snow, nor
cold wind or snow-storms, which would have
greatly increased the difficulties of the Pass.
Arrived at the summit we rested for a short time,
and I made my entry into Ladakh with a glissade
of some 1,000 feet down a snow-slope, an easy

and pleasant mode of progression after our toilsome
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ascent on the other side. Leaving the snow we
reached a broad and grassy valley, carpeted with
primulas and surrounded by mountains of the most
extraordinary colouring, purple with streaks of red,
crimson, orange, and yellow, with bright green
grass, and capped with snow.

. Our way led across a mountain stream and down
a stony slope. Here we met our first Ladakhis,
with their queer good-natured faces and little
pigtails.  Showing their usual disinclination to
allow strangers to enter their country, they said
that, as the two bridges at Goma Hanoo had
been swept away we had much better return to
Baltistan ; but I flourished my ‘ perwanas ” in their
faces, and remarked that I was sure that the
Commissioner Sahib would be very angry if I
was kept waiting, so that the bridges had better
be repaired at once ; this had a great effect.

We camped that night above Goma Hanoo,
and though the rain descended and the thunder
rolled, little did I care now that the Chorbat-La
was left behind! That night I slept for the first
time in Ladakh. I had to stay in this camp for
two days, the bridge lower down having been swept
away by the floods. I sent up the valleys in the
neighbourhood to see if there were any ibex, but
the men reported only does and small bucks. I
went up the hills behind the camp, where a small
nalah comes down, and saw two doe ibex, which

came down almost to the village. They soon
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observed us, and, jumping the torrent—here a fairly
broad stream—climbed up the rocks on the
opposite side, continually looking back. The
shikaris said that they must have been pursued
by a snow-leopard to come down so low at this
season, and, sure enough, we found his fresh tracks,
but no glimpse of the wily beast did we obtain.
Though far from rare, this beautiful animal (Felis
uncia) is seldom seen, and still more seldom shot
by Europeans, owing to his nocturnal habits and
extreme wariness. Their tracks are common in
places, and their presence often spoils sport in a
nalah, not only from their frightening away the
game, but also from the fact that where the snow-
leopard is there the animals will be much more
on the alert than usual. At last a new bridge
was completed, having been constructed under
Salia’s directions with a couple of tree-trunks and
my spare rope. The chief difficulty had been to
get a good founda-

tion on either side, as

the flood was tremen-

dous and theboulders

were being rolled

down the narrow

. ravine with a noise
ATw!/‘u;s-cr:o;;i:zgﬁ"DGE like thunder. The

path having been

washed away we had some very nasty rock-

climbing, and in one place had to be let down,
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dangling over the torrent. However, we all
arrived safely, and encamped a little below
Yogma Hanoo. The poor villagers were in a
dreadful state, two houses and three men had been
washed away, and where there had been fertile
fields when Saibra had come up only a week
previously there was now nothing to be seen but
a wilderness of mud and stones. 1 promised the
Gopa or head man that I would report his case
on reaching Leh, in the hopes that some of the
taxation of the district might be remitted for this
year. Many Ladakhis, who had been waiting to
cross the stream for some days, took advantage of
our bridge to do so.

Below Yogma Hanoo the valley becomes narrow
and rocky, with magnificent precipices, but is rather
gloomy and shut-in, and we had some difficulty in
climbing the steep rocky ‘ parris,” and, in places,
in wading the stream, the road having been almost
completely demolished by the floods. On the
morning of the 15th of July we reached the mouth
of the nalah, and came out into the Indus Valley,
for which I was not sorry. From this point down
to a point opposite Parkutta, where I had struck
the road on the opposite bank when on my way to
Baltistan, the gorges of the Indus are tremendous
and almost impracticable, though they are traversed
on rare occasions. Near this spot Babu Lal, to
whom I had given a butterfly net, with instructions

to catch all that he might see (an occupation that
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afforded him endless. amusement), captured five
specimens of Papilio mackaon (the common swallow-
tail) with one swoop of the net. On reaching the
Indus Valley, the most noticeable proof of our being
in Ladakh, the country of Lamaism, was the frequent
occurrence of the long piles of ‘“mani” stones,
These stones, so often described by travellers, are
usually flat and of varying size; an average one
would be perhaps some nine inches in length, and
on each one is scratched or carved in varying
degrees of elaboration, the sentence, ‘ Om mani
padmi om” (“Oh! the life in the beautiful lotus,
oh!”), or, as it is sometimes translated, ““ Oh! the
jewel in the beautiful lotus!” the mystic formula
of the Buddhist. These stones are built up in walls
usually some five feet or so high, and perhaps the
same in width, which extend sometimes for as
much as‘a quarter of a mile along the road.

Each good Buddhist is supposed to add his
stone to the pile as he passes, and this latter has to
be left on the right-hand side as you go along, as,
if passed by on the left, the inscriptions would be
read backwards, and bring harm rather than good
to the Buddhist who had deposited the stone.
Accordingly there is always a path on both sides of
the piles. These stones you have always with you
on the main roads in Ladakh, and they generally
denote the propinquity of a village. This day, too,
I saw, for the first time, * churtens,” the burying-

places of Lamaism, queer dome-shaped erections of
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the form so well known 'to travellers in these parts,
with their pigeon-holes in which the ashes of the
departed are placed after having been mixed with
clay. These “ potted Lamas” are sometimes most
elaborate, the mixture being formed into discs
covered with symbolical figures and even coloured,
but the ordinary being is simply made into a shape
somewhat resembling a mince pie, and stowed away
in the “churten.” The Indus Valley is here very
wild ; the scenery is composed of rocky crags and
precipices, with snowy peaks in the distance, and
the river itself was, at the time we were there, like
a torrent of yellow mud, which tossed its spray high
into the air, even in mid-stream, while miniature
breakers rolled upon the shore, wherever it was
sufficiently level. Our march for that day ended at
Acheenathang, a village perched upon a plateau
above the river ; here were many ‘‘churtens” and a
gaudily painted temple ; here, also, for the first time,
I saw the Ladakhi women, but, as I subsequently
found out, not first-class specimens. The typical
lady of Ladakh is clad in a striped skirt of red and
blue cloth, faded according to her age (as I believe
that, with the Ladakhis, both men and women, a
garment once donned is never doffed again, unless
by chance it doffs itself by falling to pieces). Over
her fair(!) shoulders falls a sheepskin; this latter
she does occasionally remove when the weather is
hot ; but the most remarkable thing about her is

her head. The hair, woven into innumerable small
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plaits, is gathered together behind her back and
finishes in a sort of tail, not infrequently adorned
with tassels or.bells, while over the ears it is twisted
with black wool or fur, into two large circular
excrescences (Moorcroft calls them *oreillons”),
and the whole is covered by the ‘ peyrak,” which
ornament varies according to the status in life of
the wearer, and consists of a strip of dull red cloth,
some six inches wide and eighteen long, with rows
of rough Chinese turquoises sewn upon it, and
occasionally cornelians and other stones, the largest
of which is usually pendent over the forehead.
When the wearer is rich some of these ‘ peyriks ”
are very handsome, and even the poorest coolie
woman wears one ; in her case, probably bedecked
with a few indifferent, greenish-coloured stones.
The turquoises are brought down by the donkey-
load from China, and are of little intrinsic value,
being mostly mottled with dark-brown or black, but
they look very effective on the * peyraks.”

The next day our road from *Acheenathang”
lay along the same sort of wild valley, and, in some
places, where the pathway had been washed away
by the recent rains, we had to cut steps across the
landslips. The scenery about here is extraordinary.
The mountains seem to have gone mad, and if
anyone were to paint them faithfully, he would
certainly be accused at home of having sought
inspiration in the brandy bottle. They are of every

shade of red, blue, and purple, and the strata are
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twisted and serpentined in every direction. After
crossing a plateau at some little height above the
stream, we descended to ¢ Skirbichian,” a most
picturesque village of some importance, with its
houses perched on crags, as is their wont in Ladakhi
villages, and overlooking the fertile fields below,
while, in every direction, and picturesquely perched
on prominent points, are to be seen the * churtens.”
A large stream here comes down from a considerable
valley to the northwards, and sad were the tales
told us of destruction caused by the recent floods.
Salia, who had gone on ahead, had just completed
a bridge when we arrived. Changing the coolies
who had come with us from Hanoo, we continued
our way to “ Doomkhar,” a large village ; here, too,
we heard that whole villages had been swept away
in the side valleys. The Kardar, who came to pay
his respects, told us that three * Sahibs” had
occupied the nalah which comes down here, during
the present season, and had got three ibex.

During the next march [ was able to ride once
more, as the road becomes better; for this I was
not sorry, as the hot marches had begun to get
rather wearisome, and I had been walking for a
month.  The pony that was brought me was
a wretched little beast, but, as we went along, a
plump and well-fed grey was seen, looking out of
his shed some little way below the road. My
people promptly impressed him, and on my insisting
on their finding the lawful owner, so that I might
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ask his leave (a proceeding which they appeared to
think unnecessary, if not foolish), we discovered that
he belonged to the * Kardar,” who said that he
didn’t mind my taking him. The road was of the
same barren description, with the foaming Indus on
our right hand, and low sandhills, that looked good
for shapoo, on our left, till we reached the fort of
Kbalsi or Khalatze which guards the bridge where
the main road from Srinagar to Leh crosses the
Indus. This fort is of the type usual in these parts,
and has been built down on the rocks near the
river, so that it is commanded by the higher ground
all round. An amusing story is told of this bridge.
The first camping-ground on the Kashmir, or
rather Baltistan, side, is at Lamayuru, and early in
the year an officer, whom we will call A., was
encamped there. It was the season when all the
soldier officers, simultaneously let loose from India,
race for the good shooting nalahs. A sporting fellow
will undergo incredible hardships and perform pro-
digious marches to be the first to arrive at the nalah
on which he has set his heart, and, once his tent is
pitched, by an unwritten law, which is always
rigorously respected, no one else may fire a shot in
that valley. Well, A. was at Lamayuru, when unto
him came another officer, B., who was also racing
along the road. They dined together, and B.
confided to A. his intention of taking the Khalsi
Nalah, where there are ibex and shapoo, and asked

A. what he was intending to do. “Oh,” said
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A., “I shall stop here for a day or two and try
for shapoo.” However, in the dead of night Als
shikari came to him and induced him to get up and
proceed at once to seize the Khalsi Nalah. He had
not gone long when B.’s shikari, who had got wind
of their departure, came and dragged B. out of
bed, and putting him, as he was, on a pony, started
off in hot pursuit. On the road there happens to be
a ridge over which a short cut may be taken, but
A., all unconscious that he was being raced, went
quietly along the main pathway; meanwhile B,
going over the ridge, got a good start, crossed the
bridge at the Khalsi fort, and persuaded the native
soldiers who were on guard to shut the gates of the
bridge for a couple of hours, so that A. and his
shikari were kept storming, but impotent ; and when
at length they got through and rushed on to the
nalah, they found B., whom they thought to have
left behind, sound asleep at Lamayuru, comfortably
installed. Of course this is only a story, and must
be taken for what it is worth; one hears many
such ; how sportsmen, racing for some nalah, have
lain down to sleep across the road, so as to make
sure of being awakened should anyone pass, and
been stepped over by their rivals as they slept; or
of men being called up in the middle of the night
because others were coming, and pursuing their
way over deep snow in night-gear and slippers, and
such-like tales, which are generally true. Officers

who want to shoot are many, leave is short, and
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good nalahs are few, which accounts for the racing ;
and it shows what an Englishman will go through
to obtain good sport, more power to him! It is,
indeed, a healthy sign when our young officers
prefer the hardships and victories, or I might even
say defeats, of a sporting trip in the Himalaya to
any other form of amusement; and as a means of
promoting the soldier-like qualities of coolness,
self-reliance, and pluck, an expedition amongst the
mountains of the Northern Barrier of our Indian
Empire cannot be overrated; in fact, the officer
who has pursued the wild game of the Himalaya
must feel himself more at home when engaged in
one of the frequent expeditions against turbulent
tribes, which is so often the lot of our soldiers in
India, than if he had spent his leave in the plains,
or enjoying the more Capuan life of hill-stations.
Perhaps he may find himself stalking human
game over the very ground where he has stalked
ibex, plus the excitement supplied by the fact that
human game occasionally return his shot, which
ibex never do! But to return to our journey. At
Khalsi there is a clean and comfortable bungalow,
built on the rising ground above the village by the
Commissioner. This is kept religiously closed, but
the “ Perwana” proved a veritable *“open sesame,”
and I found myself sleeping that night under a
roof, for the first time since I left the Murree road
some three months before. 1 was not sorry that

this was so that night, as the rain descended in
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torrents. The following day I rested here, and
looked over the stores brought by Saibra from
Srinagar, which he had left in charge of the
Tehsildar. Our next march was a long one, being
in reality a march and a half, twenty-five miles. At
the village of Snurla I changed my coolies, this
being the proper * Parao,” or march. Continuing
for some distance, I met a gorgeously apparelled
Ladakhi with his suite. We exchanged greetings,
and he told me that a short way further on the
road had been washed away, and a short cut had to
be taken over the mountains by a path that was
quite impossible for beasts of burden; this was
pleasant, as I had five yaks, or rather zhos, and a
pony, amongst my transport! This Ladakhi proved
to be Munshi Palgez, a charming old man and a
great shikari, who holds a Government appointment
. of some importance in Ladakh, and to whom
Godfrey had kindly given me a letter. On reading
this, he gave me a note to his son at Leh, as he
himself was on his way down to meet the Joint
Commissioner who was still detained at Kargil,
building a bridge over the Sooroo River.

On leaving the road to take the short cut we
had some climbing, and then a very steep descent,
and equally steep ascent to cross a ravine. The
baggage animals managed somehow—I believe that
they must have walked up the torrent breast-high
in the water. It was certainly a climb, but a Balti

would have made light of it. Ladakhis are not so
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accustomed to bad ground, as their hills are of a
different type to the granite crags of Baltistan.
The road eventually took us over a high plateau,
whence we had a fine view of the promised land
Ladakh, a sea of rolling mountains and snowy
peaks, ahead of us; and we eventually descended
to Saspul, a village of some importance. En-
camped here I met P. and C., who had wintered
in Yarkand, and were bringing down several fine
heads of Ovis Polii and other Central Asian game.
They had tried to cross the Mustagh Pass from
the north, but had been deserted by their coolies,
and after severe hardships had reached Leh. We
spent a pleasant evening together—they kindly
gave me dinner, and I was able to supply them
with some newspapers, &c. Amongst other
curiosities they
were bringing
down was a
four-horned
sheep, one of
the fat-tailed
sort, from the
Pamirs; in
addition to its
ordinary ram'’s
horns, it had
two horns
rather like those of an ibex, but straight and some

twenty inches in length; it was quite tame and
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would eat from the hand. The next day we passed
through Bazgo, another of the picturesque villages
perched on crags
which are so common
in Ladakh, and here
we saw a prayer-
wheel turned by
water, a convenient
way of having one’s
prayers said for one,
as, according to the
Lama religion, the
greater the number of
times that the mystic
“Om mani padmi
om” is repeated,
the more stages you
through on your way -
attainment of the seveuw
RUINED BUDDHIST

heaven, * Nirvana.” [ was VILLAGE OF BAZGO.
unable to ascertain whether
this prayer-wheel said prayers for the whole
village at once, or was to be hired by the hour.

That night we encamped at Snemo, and the
following day we started up a path leading at first
through many gullies and ravines in the low
sand-hills. Here in one place I observed innu-
merable small heaps of stones piled up in every
direction in a narrow defile. On inquiry I was

told that these were placed here in order to be
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handy for the good spirits to throw when attacked
by the demons who would some day come down
this ravine. I should like to be there to see the
battle when it comes off! Still following the
course of the Indus we reached a grassy flat below
the Gonpa, or Monastery, of Spitak, and here
we left the valley and turned northwards along
a straight road crossing an extensive, stony plain,
at the head of which we could see the trees and
buildings of our destination—Leh. Though appa-
rently so close, yet it is in reality some five miles
away, and I was not sorry when I found myself
at last riding under the archway into the main
bazaar of the capital of Ladakh.

¢“MANI" STONE.
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CHAPTER V.

THE town of Leh, or Ladakh, as the natives
call it, naming the chief town rather than the
district, has been so often dilated upon by other
pens, that anything more than a description of it
as it struck the writer would be superfluous. From
its position, at a point where three great roads
meet, it is bound to be a place of some importance,
at any rate, during the season that these roads
are open and the caravans arriving. Roughly
speaking, from the north comes the road from
Yarkand and Central Asia over the Karakoram
Pass; from the east that from China and Thibet;
and from the south those from India. I say those,
as there are two roads which are both much used,
the more easterly one that from Simla, which,
crossing the main range of the Himalaya by Spiti
and Lahoul, arrives by way of Rupshu; and the
other, the well-known one, from Kashmir. In
the bazaar of Leh, therefore, during the summer,
you will find individuals of many nationalities who
have arrived, after months of travelling over lofty

passes and stony wastes, to exchange or sell their
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goods in this common mart. But of the trade
that passes through Leh we will speak later. At this
time but comparatively few merchants had arrived,
and I did not see the picturesque bustle of this
centre of commerce until my return journey, when
the town was full of life and local colour. The
town is dominated by a palace (the residence of
the Gyalpo, or ruling race in times gone by), and
the inevitable Gonpa, Lamaserai, or monastery, as
we should translate it. The palace is a huge
barrack-like erection, standing on a commanding
spur, and presents that curious form of building,
so common in Ladakh, which slopes inward from
the foundations, and reminds one somewhat in
shape of the * pylon” of an Egyptian Temple.

The Gonpa is apparently very similar to other
“ Gonpas” in this grotesque land, being painted red
and white, and ornamented with many yak’s tails
on poles, and rags on strings, floating in the breeze.
The main bazaar is a long and fairly broad street,
with open shops on either side, where the merchants
of many nationalities ply their trade, and is planted
with rows of poplars, each one of which is fenced
round with a curious open-work brick erection.
The Serai, where the Yarkandi caravans are en-
camped with their herds of ponies and yaks, is well
worth a visit, as also is the Wazir Wazarat’s. house,
which stands in a well-planted *‘ bagicha,” or garden.
Behind and beyond the main bazaar are the narrow

and tortuous lanes of the town, while farther west
112



A SUMMER IN HIGH ASIA.

we come to the dwellings of the Europeans, the
houses of the Moravian Mission (whose members,
Mr. and Mrs. Weber and Mr. Shawe, are untiring
in their kindness, and in doing everything they can
to make things pleasant for the European traveller),
the Joint-Commissioner’s house, which stands in a
grove of well-grown trees, and where there are
both grass and flowers in the “compound,” and the
“ Dak Bungalow ” next door, which can also boast
of a fine row of poplars, and contains three sets of
rooms for travellers. The Joint-Commissioner had
very kindly given me leave to make use of his
vegetable garden, should I be in Leh during his
absence, and, as he was unfortunately still detained
in making a bridge near Kargil, I took advantage
of his kindness.

Never before had cabbages and salad tasted so
good ; to appreciate green vegetables thoroughly
one must go without them for a couple of months
or so. For my part, I had been living on potatoes
and compressed vegetables ever since I had left
Kashmir—the latter a sort of stuff that is very good
in its way (you cook a square inch and it enlarges
itself into a plateful of chopped-up carrots, &c),
but is not quite the real thing ; besides, after eating
it daily for some weeks, you get rather tired of it.
I had fed on the wild rhubarb of Baltistan, which
was good but insipid, and on one occasion had even
tried grass, not on all fours like Nebuchadnezzar or

an Ovis Ammon, but cooked like spinach; I didn’t
113 I



‘A SUMMER IN HIGH ASIA.

care for it. The day after arriving at Leh, I called
on the Wazir and presented Captain Godfrey’s
letters. He was very civil, offered me a cigarette
in a sherry-glass, reminding one of a cheap
restaurant, and really did all that he could to
help me. He gave me ‘““perwanas” to be read
to all head-men of villages, said that he had
heard from Samad Shah, my banker in Kashmir,
and would be happy to supply me with unlimited
rupees, gave all necessary orders that transport
should be supplied to me, as well as the store of
food that we had to take with us for the retinue (as
we were about to plunge into wilds where supplies
were scarce), and last, but not least, gave orders
for a local shikarii who was said to be well
acquainted with all the best shooting-grounds, to
accompany me.

This man was an Argoon, that is, the son of a
Kashmiri father and a L.adakhi mother, and, though
he did not know much about the actual hunting of
animals—indeed, Salia would nct let him take charge
of a stalk—he proved quite invaluable in the way
of talking to the inhabitants and interpreting for us,
as of course he knew both Kashmiri and Ladakhi,
and also made all the necessary arrangements with
them for food, &c. He answered to the name of
Ramzahn. The remainder of the one day that I
stayed at Leh was spent in selecting the stores
that I should require for two months or so, and

sending the rest of my baggage to the Wazir, who
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kindly undertook to look after it till my return, and
to put it with the State treasure under the charge
of a guard (this was a hardly necessary precaution,
as it mainly consisted of old clothes, books that I
had read, and other such like valuable articles).
During the evening the Wazir returned my visit
with a ceremony that is truly regal, and still obtains
in the East, and we sat discussing the weather and
other interesting topics for the orthodox period,
after which he mounted his piebald pony (his house
was quite two hundred yards away), and rode off
amidst the salaams of the natives. I did not start
until rather late on the following morning (July 23rd),
as there was still a good deal to be done, and the
first march is a short one. By the Wazir's orders
I had been supplied with an excellent pony, and it
did not take long to reach Golab-Bagh, our camping-
ground (twelve miles).

Our way led at first along the eastern edge of the
Leh plateau, down to the Indus, which we crossed
to the left bank. Here the valley of the river is
very different to what it is lower down; in fact, we
seemed to have entered a new world. Instead of
narrow gorges and frowning precipices we were
now traversing a broad valley, the mountain boun-
daries of which are many miles apart. The stone
“fans” that run down from these latter descend at
a very gradual slope to the river, which is here
half a mile across in places, and these slopes are
well cultivated and occupied by many thriving
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villages. Nearer the river are big grassy stretches,
on which were feeding innumerable ponies and
donkeys.

For some miles our road lay through the fields
belonging to the village of Chushot, which were at
this time green with barley and bright with flowers,
whilst on the opposite side of the river we could see
the Gonpa of Tikzay, perched as usual on a high
rock, and many villages, while on both sides were
stony mountains rising to the snows above. Ahead
of us, and far away was the range that separates
Ladakh from Chinese Thibet, crossed by the (to
Europeans) mysterious and untrodden road to
Lhassa. Why this first camping place should be
called *“ Golab Bagh” (garden of roses) I cannot
imagine, as anything less like a rose-garden I never
saw ; it consists merely of a swamp in which grow
a quantity of willow-trees, and so wet was it that
we had some difficulty in finding a dry spot on
which to pitch my tent.

On the following day our road took us to
Machalang, pronounced * Marchalong,” evidently
an invitation to proceed; and the way led over
sandy plains with considerable cultivation in places.
Particularly did I notice the entrance of a nalah
running southwards, which, from the length of the
piles of ‘“ Mani” stones which bordered the path .
approaching it, evidently was the road to some
large village. I noticed this, but not having a map

of these parts, I did not then know that the sacred
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village of Himis, with its wonderful monastery, was
within a couple of miles of me; as it is situated in
a side ravine so narrow and rocky that from the
main road you see no vestige of it. I had been
told when in Srinagar that I ought to make a
point of seeing what I thought they called the
‘“ Hemisphere.” 1 had not at that time read
Knight's book, and knew nothing of the Himis

Fair; however, I could not have combined ibex-
shooting in Baltistan and this wonderful Buddhist,
or, to speak more correctly, Lamaist, ceremonial,
and, perhaps it was my bad taste, preferred the
former. On my way back I visited this Gonpa,
which is well worth seeing. even when the ceremony
is not going on. From Machalang there is a nalah,
which is famous for its burhel-shooting, by which
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you can make a short cut over a Pass into the Miru
Valley ; but as at this time I had not heard of the
burhel, and was told that the road was deep in
snow, I did not attempt it, but continued my way
along the main road to Upshi, at which point we
were to leave the Indus Valley. Here, for the first
time, F saw those heaps of horns, so common in
Ladakh, and which I was so often to scan anxiously
in later days, to get a clue as to which game was to
be found in the vicinity.

These piles usually consist of a cairn of stones
with a pole stuck in the middle of it, from which
flutter age-worn and tattered rags of linen or cloth ;
round the base of this pole are heaped the horns of
the domestic yak and goat, as well as those of the
wild animals found in the neighbourhood. These
latter, as a rule, are not from the heads of beasts
that have been shot by the villagers, for your
Ladakhi is no sportsman, but have been picked up
in the ravines, or by the edge of some stream which
has washed them down from the higher grounds,
and have probably belonged to some animal that
has died from natural causes, been swept down by
an avalanche, or devoured by wolves, wild dogs, or
snow-leopards. Many of these horns are coloured
red, a fact which, though it may add to their virtues
in the sight of a Lama, rather detracts from their
appearance as a horn!

The natives told me that all the animals whose

horns are thus collected and placed upon the sacred
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piles, will in time be born again in the Buddhist
heaven.

Amongst the burhel horns that I measured from
the pile at Upshi, were specimens of twenty-two
and twenty-five inches in length, the latter pair
having a girth of twelve inches. At the village of
Upshi the road from Leh to Simla turns off south-
wards, leaving the Indus Valley, and ascends
through the narrow ravine of Miry, till it comes
out on the tableland of Gya. It was in a nalah
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