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Introduction

Of the three vocations — as botanist, explorer and writer — in
which Frank Kingdon-Ward excelled, this anthology is designed
to present him as a writer, though the other two naturally provide
the subject matter. His profession was that of plant-hunter, in
which capacity he undertook more than twenty major expeditions
in a career that spanned nearly fifty years; but his interests were
far wider than that label suggests and embraced every aspect of the
terrain through which he travelled: geology, climate, ethnology,
fauna. Before the word had become fashionable his study was
ecology, the science concerned with the relationships of living
organisms, including human beings, to their surroundings.

The geographical area to which his footsteps were drawn time
and again so that it became an obsession is one of the most remote
and inaccessible on earth, being that part of the eastern Himalayas
where Assam, Tibet, Burma and China meet in a tangle of moun-
tain ranges. Among the snow-peaks of that sparsely inhabited,
seldom visited region some of the mightiest rivers of Asia have
their sources; and its alpine meadows in spring and summer are
ablaze with flowering plants. Its inhabitants, too, are among the
most fascinating people in the world.

The key to an understanding of the dynamics of the region,
which for convenience may be divided into three sectors, is some
knowledge of its rivers. In the westernmost sector the Tsangpo
flowing from west to east through southern Tibet turns south to
become the Dihang before it swings back on itself and merges
into the Brahmaputra whose waters, mingling with those of the
Ganges, discharge themselves through multiple mouths in the
swampy Sundarbans south-east of Calcutta into the Bay of
Bengal. The middle sector comprising part of the Kachin Hills of
north Burma includes the Triangle, the watershed dividing the
Mali Hka on the west and the Nmai Hka on the east, rivers that
meet at the Confluence north of Myitkyina to form the Irra-
waddy, which then travels southwards down the central plain of
Burma before emptying into the sea by Rangoon; and the Nmai-
Salween divide to the east of the Triangle with Imaw Bum rising
impressively in its midst. The Salween, Mekong and Yangtze all
have their sources in the easternmost sector, at one point blasting
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their way through sheer rocky gorges less than fifty miles apart,
before proceeding on their separate ways: the Salween flowing
through eastern Burma and reaching the sea at Moulmein; the
Mekong flowing down the length of Indo-China and reaching
the South China Sea at Saigon; the Yangtze traversing the massive
width of China and reaching the Yellow Sea at Shanghai.

In Kingdon-Ward’s day the region was a political Tom Tid-
dler’s ground, loosely administered if at all, much of it unexplored
and unmapped; and it was back-breaking country to travel in.
The climate was severe, a brief spring being followed by months
of torrential monsoon rain before winter brought the heavy snow
that closed the high passes. For the traveller there were many
deterrents. The local tribes upon whom he depended for porterage
were of uncertain temper; their houses were havens for fleas and
lice; at lower elevations leeches infested the paths, and mosquitoes
and stinging insects abounded. The food available locally was
meagre and unpalatable. There was loneliness, too, to contend
with, for though latterly Kingdon-Ward took a European com-
panion along with him on his travels he was usually on his own,
dependent for company on his native servants and people met
casually on the way. To withstand the physical hardships he
needed a tough constitution and a stout heart; to overcome loneli-
ness he had deep spiritual and intellectual reserves to draw upon.
But above all he had to sustain him the obsession that possessed
him. As the title of this anthology suggests, he was a man
enchanted, in bondage to the glamour of the mountains and high
pastures with their wealth of flowers that persistently called him
back.

As he acknowledged in a late essay, he was drawn to botanical
exploration at an early age, his imagination fired by Schimper’s
Plant Geography which he read before he went up to Cambridge,
where his father was Professor of Botany. Although he had no
inclination or aptitude for the teaching profession, he went out
to China in 1907 at the age of twenty-one to become a teacher at
the Shanghai Public School, his purpose (it may be surmised)
being to position himself geographically so as to be able to seize
any opportunity that came his way for exploring in the region
on which he had apparently already set his heart. His chance came
two years later when he received an invitation, prompted by a
mutual friend, to accompany an American zoologist on a collect-
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ing expedition across central and western China to Tatsienlu and
south Kansu.

Less than totally enamoured of the Flowery Kingdom and its
inhabitants and with only the sketchiest command of their langu-
age, his principal qualification for selection appears to have been
his boundless enthusiasm. For he revelled in every moment of
the journey which took them upriver by junk and country-boat,
on foot and by pony along the Great West Road, over the moun-
tains and through the gorge of the Han river to Mantze, the
no-man’s-land between China and Tibet. From Chungking they
travelled two thousand miles up the Yangtze to the borders of
Szechuan and Hopei, and then by stages back to Shanghai. The
glimpse he had been vouchsafed of the snow mountains of Tibet
was decisive in determining the pattern of his life, and on his
return he had no other thought than to go back and explore them.

So he did not hesitate when a year later — a word having been
put in for him by an old friend of his father — a Liverpool nursery
firm invited him to undertake a plant-hunting expedition on the
Tibetan border of Yunnan; and the Shanghai Public School knew
him no more. The journey lasting ten months took him for the
first time to the area of the Salween-Mekong-Yangtze gorges.
Setting out with Chinese mules from Bhamo in north-eastern
Burma he made for T’eng-yueh, reaching the Yangtze 2,500 miles
from its mouth on the east coast of China. He branched ‘west
over its watershed with the Mekong and here had his first encoun-
ters with one of the hill tribes, the Lisus, wild people who came
up from their jungle villages in summer to tend their flocks} cut
wood for their cross-bows and collect wild honey for food and
poison for their arrows. From the Mekong he went north to
Atuntzu, a large Tibetan village at the head of a valley on' the
lower slopes of the Salween-Mekong divide, which became his
base for botanizing excursions. Now among the Lutzus, he came
up against some of the brute realities of Himalayan travel - intract-
able country, vile weather, inadequate diet, manifold pests, and
the unpredictability of the local tribes — but all these were, for
him, more than compensated for by the discovery of rare and
beautiful plants, the wild splendour of the landscapes and the
fascination of the people. For some time he made Gartok, the
capital of the province of Kham, his base; and going over the
snow passes in October to collect seed from the plants he had
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marked down in the summer he heard rumours of a great revo-
lution occurring in China. Back at Atuntzu he packed up his
collection, which he sent with his followers down the main road
to Talifu, while he made his own tortuous way westwards
through tribal territory back to Bhamo.

Myitkyina was his starting-point when in April 1913 he again
set out for Atuntzu and his former collecting grounds among
the glaciers, alpine valleys and screes; and here he learnt of the
inauguration of the Chinese Republic. The autumn seed collecting
done and his collection sent on its way to Talifu, he was free to
go on a winter journey exploring in eastern Tibet. It was an
arduous and adventurous trip, and owing to the disturbed state
of the country his repeated efforts to get through to the Taron
were frustrated. From Atuntzu he was escorted by unruly Chinese
soldiers to the Yangtze, passing in a few days from winter to
spring, from the austere mansions of the Tibetans to the walled
houses of the Chinese, hidden in jasmine-scented lanes.

After only a month’s respite he set off again, planning now to
explore up the Nmai Hka, cross westwards over the watershed
to Fort Hertz, newly established in the Hkamti Long plain, and
proceeding down the Mali Hka to the Confluence so complete
the circuit to Myitkyina. He first operated from Hpimaw where
there was a small Gurkha garrison, then on the slopes of Imaw
Bum which he found a paradise of dwarf rhododendron. It was
August 1914 when he turned north towards the Wulaw Pass,
marching in driving rain and coming suddenly upon a bewitching
meadow of flowers beside a stream. When stores began to run
low - he had been subsisting for some time on a diet of tea, rice
and pumpkins — he made for the fort at Kawnglu manned by
Gurkhas under two British officers from whom, over a dish of
ham and eggs, he learnt that war had broken out in Europe.
When he arrived back at Fort Hertz in September he was in a
state of exhaustion and for six weeks was seriously ill, a timely
warning that there were limits to the endurance of even his tough
constitution.

The Great War imposed a five-year moratorium on Kingdon-
Ward’s professional travels, an interval during which he served
as a captain with a Mahratta battalion of the Indian army in
Burma, Mesopotamia and India; but 1919 saw him once more
plant collecting in the neighbourhoods of Imaw Bum and
Hpimaw, and two years later he revisited old haunts in Yunnan
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and Szechuan. In 1922 he took the old trail from Bhamo to
Atuntzu and the river gorge country, on that journey managing
finally to get through to the Taron, which he memorably
described:

The olive river slid smoothly between tall hills clothed with
tropic forest, and occasionally broke into tempers of white
foam where rocks hindered its swift progress —

a description that, as so often in his writings, finds words to
express his grasp of a given terrain as a living organism. On his
way back he recrossed the Nmai-Mali watershed and presented a
curious figure when he arrived back at Fort Hertz: bearded, wear-
ing a stove-in hat, muddy trousers and decadent boots, and
flourishing a butterfly net.

Lord Cawdor accompanied him in 1924 on a year’s collecting
expedition starting from Sikkim where the political officer F. M.
Bailey, himself a distinguished Tibetan explorer, sped them on
their way, and making for the Tsangpo; for their purpose -
besides the ostensible one of collecting seeds for horticulturalists
at home - was to try and solve once and for all the riddle of the
rainbow falls. From their base at Tsela Dzong at the junction of
the Gyamda with the Tsangpo they made botanical excursions
on the mountainsides above the fort, then in June moved east to
Tumbatse in the valley of the Rong Chu, thence to Pemaké in a
loop of the Tsangpo. The following month they made a circuit
of a glacier-fed lake from which they obtained a sight of Namcha
Barwa, 25,445 feet, and Gyala Peri, 23,740 feet, massive peaks
only fourteen miles apart.

Their journey through the Tsangpo gorge was hard going, at
times dangerous. Passing the point where Bailey had turned back
in 1911 they struggled on for four more days under increasing
difficulties, and their efforts were rewarded when they came upon
a falls with rainbows dancing in its spray, but not the Niagara of
rumour, for it was no more than forty feet high. The onward
journey was equally arduous, at one point causing the porters —
many of whom were women — to mutiny, but they were per-
suaded to struggle on to Payi at the mouth of the gorge where,
tired but triumphant, they celebrated with barley-beer and song.
In December they explored the stretch of the gorge lying between
the falls and the confluence of the Tsangpo with the Po, closing
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all but five miles of the unexplored gap, and in January were back
at Gyamda for the final phase of the expedition before returning
to India through Bhutan.

It 1s necessary to give these brief, inevitably sketchy, accounts
of Kingdon-Ward’s successive journeys in order to bring home
to the reader, not only the completeness of the spell under which
he was held in thrall, but the dauntlessness and determination of
the man. In no other way can his considerable achievements be
seen 1n their true perspective.

In the spring of 1926, then, he made for the sources of the Mali
Hka north of the Irrawaddy-Lohit divide, a range across which
the Diphuk La at the head of the Seinghku valley gives access to
the Tibetan province of Zayul. From Haita he moved camp fur-
ther up the valley and made a reconnaissance to the Lohit, along
which he proposed to make his eventual way back to Assam.
Having time in hand he made a side trip to Fort Hertz before
returning to the Seinghku-Adung confluence for the seed harvest.
On the return journey he faced a dangerous situation when most
of his Nung porters, taking fright at the sight of the deep snow
on the far side of a pass, flung down their loads and made off for
home. Aided by Lisus, Mishmis, and men from Zayul, he man-
aged to make his way westwards, with his baggage including his
seed collection intact, along the Lohit to Sadiya, which he reached
in December.

He returned to Sadiya in March 1928 with H. M. Clutterbuck
with whom he set out up the Rima road through the Delei valley,
making for Meiliang and Peti, Mishmi villages from which they
botanized on the slopes of Kaso and Solon. Next year, deserting
his favourite territory, he travelled in the southern Shan States of
Burma and, as a member of a plush American safari, in Indo-
China. By the end of 1930 he was back at Myitkyina, this time
with Lord Cranbrook a zoologist, his object — besides collecting
seeds for his sponsors - to trace the headwaters of the Irrawaddy.
They followed the Nam Tamai, a tributary of the Nmai Hka, to
the Seinghku-Adung confluence in the country of the Marus, and
for three months operated from Tahawndam, the last Tibetan
village on the Burma side of the nebulous frontier. In May 1931
they crossed the border to Jité in Tibet and penetrated as far as
the Lachong La. October was spent collecting, cataloguing and
packing seeds, and as winter began to sharpen its claws on the
mountains they headed back for Myitkyina.
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Starting from Sadiya early in February 1933 he retraced his
steps beside the Lohit to Rima, taking with him the young Ronald
Kaulback, then struck north on his own towards Shugden
Gompa. July found him exploring the sources of the Salween.
Two years later he went over the Himalayan passes from Assam
back to Haita, Chayul Dzong and Sanga Chdéling and on to the
Tsangpo, linking up with the journey he had made in 1924. On
this expedition he fulfilled a long-cherished desire to penetrate
into the heart of the mountain range whose snow-peaks he had
seen from afar nine years before. He was now fifty years old and
had been tramping the Himalayas for a quarter of a century.

Back among the Nungs in 1937 he worked in the Nam Tamai
and Nmai Hka valleys and made a side trip to Ka Karpo Raz,
Burma’s highest mountain, round whose skirts he botanized
before going on to the Adung gorge. Next year, after exploring
in the Balipara Frontier Tract, he joined the Vernay-Cutting
expedition sponsored by the American Museum of Natural His-
tory, as its botanist. Its objectives were to collect zoological speci-
mens in the Ngawchang valley and around Imaw Bum in the
Kachin Hills and to visit the passes leading to China. To J. K.
Stanford, a former Deputy Commissioner at Myitkyina who
went along as organiser and ornithologist, we are indebted for a
rare glimpse of Kingdon-Ward at work.

We set off down the hill one by one in the wake of the mules.
I started an hour behind Frank but overtook him in the first
mile. What we called his ‘trouser-press’ was open on the road
and covered with assorted flowers, while Frank himself, with
flashing spectacles and his cap-comforter awry, looked as if he
were directing the early stages of a film scenario. He was
waving his stick and shouting Chinese exhortations, coupled
with a few straight-flung English oaths, at Lama Ta, who,
forty feet up in the wrong tree, was pointing at every plant in
sight and shouting back in Yawyin. It was, we were told later,
a Pentopterygium. Somewhere behind the scenes the invisible
hoolocks yodelled and whooped and applauded in their own
tongue, glad perhaps to see us go.

But the expedition was altogether too lavishly equipped for King-
don-Ward’s taste, and he did not much relish the continuous
slaughter of wild creatures for the sake of their skins, longing for
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the solitudes of the high valleys. It was to be his last expedition
for several years, because soon afterwards World War II broke
out, putting an end to plant-hunting sponsorships for the
duration.

Kingdon-Ward was in Burma when the Japanese overran the
country in 1942, but had no difficulty in walking out to India
along familiar mountain tracks. He spent the war there, teaching
jungle survival to soldiers training for the reconquest of Burma.
(Another instructor was Jim Corbett of man-eating tiger fame.)
After the Japanese surrender he was employed by the American
military authorities to locate three transport Dakotas which had
crashed in the hills of Manipur while carrying war supplies ‘over
the hump’ to China. While so engaged he noted that the slopes
of Sirhoi Kashong offered a promising field for plant-hunting, so
when in 1948 the New York Botanical Garden asked him to
undertake an expedition to collect ornamental plants for the south-
ern states of America and California he chose to return to
Manipur.

He was then sixty-two years old, and it was fortunate for him
that on this and subsequent expeditions his wife Jean accompanied
him, not only to assist him in his botanical work, but also to look
after him when his health, as it now tended to do, broke down
after particularly strenuous exertions. Ukhrul in the Tangkhul
Naga country was their base, and at first they confined their
attention to its environs, then in April made for Sirhoi six miles
across the valley to the east. In the slack period before the mon-
soon was due to break they made a sortie towards the Burma
border, and near the Kuki village of Mollen (where wild tea was
reputed, wrongly, to grow) they had a glimpse of the Chindwin
twenty miles away. They secured an abundant harvest of seeds
and plant specimens before going back to India. It had been
Kingdon-Ward’s seventeenth major botanical assignment in Asia,
but still he had not done with exploring, and the most exciting
adventure in a highly adventurous life still lay in the future.

1949 saw the Kingdon-Wards collecting in the Mishmi, Khasi
and Naga Hills, and the following year took them from Sadiya
along the Lohit to Rima. Camping nearby they found themselves,
in the evening of August 15, uncomfortably close to the epicentre
of the most spectacular earthquake of modern times. Lucky to
have survived, they were marooned amid the shattered landscape
for three weeks before, aided by a patrol of the Assam Rifles, they
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were able to start on their perilous return journey. Undeterred by
their ordeal, they were off again in the winter of 1952, starting
from Myitkyina in now-independent Burma and making for
Sumprabum north of the Irrawaddy Confluence, where they spent
three weeks collecting; but their main objective was the group of
peaks seventy miles further north at the source of the Hrang Hka,
a tributary of the Mali Hka. In the spring they explored towards
Tagulam Bum and Tama Bum and, while at Tibu camp on
the slopes of the former, Kingdon-Ward was granted an instant
recapitulation of a lifetime’s travel in the panoramic view pres-
ented to him of the mountains of China, Assam and Tibet and,
conspicuous 125 miles to the south, the massive bulk of Ka Karpo
Razi. He spent his sixty-eighth birthday profitably botanizing on
the mountainside.

By now Kingdon-Ward was a figure of international eminence
in his chosen field, the recipient of many honours and much
sought-after as a consultant and lecturer. More than once he had
been offered the security of a permanent official position in the
world of botany, which would have enabled him to take things
easier; but he valued his freedom too much and always declined.
He had been his own master too long for him now to submit to
harness. And as he once remarked, if he had never been able to
make money, at least he had learnt how to live without it. He
was, literally, of no fixed abode and did not even possess a
complete set of his own books, having nowhere to house them;
but he would not have wished for any other way of life.

He was a man of absolute integrity, pursuing his three vocations
with courage, determination, loyalty and a becoming modesty;
and his achievements in the fields of botany, horticulture and
ecology are internationally recognized. Reviewing the course of
his strenuous, dedicated life it is impossible not to conclude that
he was a great man. Certainly, to the last, he was a happy one.

In his early seventies accompanied by his wife he went on his
last plant-hunting expeditions, first to the Chin Hills of Burma,
then in Ceylon, and he was planning further travels in the Cauc-
asus, northern Iran and Vietnam when, on April 8, 1958, he died
suddenly in London.

Kingdon-Ward wrote twenty-five books, published between 1910
and 1960, of which thirteen are travel books describing his botan-
ical expeditions in Asia and four of the rest collections of essays
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having a bearing on his work as explorer*. Most of his books
have long been out of print, which has meant that a large body
of writing of the highest quality has been generally unavailable.
The purpose of this anthology is in some measure to make good
the default by bringing together in one volume passages from the
travel books and essays which best illustrate his literary gifts.

It has been divided into three parts. The Prelude and first six
chapters are taken chronologically from the first seven travel
books (1910-30). The middle section comprises eight chapters,
each containing a group of short extracts dealing with a particular
facet of Kingdon-Ward’s interests. The last six chapters and the
Envoi are taken chronologically from the last six travel books
(1934-1960) except that an essay on the Assam earthquake of 1950
has been inserted as chapter 20. The chapter headings in the first
and third sections are, with that same exception, the titles of the
travel books from which the passages they contain were chosen.

Like any other anthology, this one is primarily intended for
occasional reading, but each of the chapters in the first and third
sections, if read straight through, will give the reader a bird’s-eye
view of the particular expedition it covers, and the anthology as
a whole presents Kingdon-Ward’s entire career as botanist and
explorer in a nutshell.

My object having been to demonstrate his mastery of English
prose, I tried in making the selection to include only passages that
combine intrinsic interest with good writing, and I have given
preference to those through which his personality — especially his
sense of humour — comes through most vividly. The anthology
is not intended as a substitute for the books from which the
passages have been selected, but rather to stimulate interest in
Kingdon-Ward as a writer, in the hope of creating a demand for
them to be brought back into print. Writers of Kingdon-Ward’s
calibre are not so thick on the ground that we can afford to allow
his work to slip into oblivion.

John Whitehead
Munslow

* See Exploration in the Eastern Himalayas and the River Gorge Country
of Southeastern Tibet — Francis (Frank) Kingdon-Ward (1885-1958) — An
Annotated Bibliography with a Map of the Area of his Explorations by Ulrich
Schweinfurth and Heidrun Schweinfurth-Marby (Franz Steiner Verlag
GmbH. Wiesbaden, 1975).



PRELUDE

On The Road to Tibet
1909-10

On the Han river — Among the Tibetans — Approaching Chengtu —
Nightfall in the mountains — Tatsienlu — Omi-san — The call of the
mountains

On the Han river

The crew, four in number, concealed themselves forward, under
the fo’csle deck-boards, and quartered in the after-deck house
were the remainder, namely, the lao-pan and his wife, and his
son, and his son’s wife, and his son’s wife’s baby, and an obscure
relative and her child, and a friend. The baby wasn’t a bit obscure
— she was one of the most obvious articles in the boat, but the
poor little thing was sick most of the time.

On moonlight evenings, when the junk was tied up for the
night, and the baby girl had gone off into a feverish sleep, it was
the strangest thing in the world to sit on deck and listen to the
old lao-pan calling gently to her soul to come back, come back,
before it flew too far away; when sick children fall asleep, their
souls leave their bodies and wander abroad into the night.

‘Hwei-lai! hwei-lail’ (come back!) he chanted, looking up to the
brilliant stars.

‘Hwei-lai-liao! hwei-lai-liao!” (I have come back!) crowed the
aged grandmother in reply, taking the part of the baby soul.

It was a pretty thin disguise, but it seemed to comfort the old
man, and so the picturesque pantomime went on night after night
till the baby was well again.

Among the Tibetans

This mountain village could not have mustered fifty people all
told, and the men were chiefly hunters, woodsmen and herdsmen;
the people are too indolent, too tolerant of a ‘hand-to-mouth
existence, to cultivate more than the barest amount that would
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suffice, and the women were responsible for most of that; but
excellent fresh milk could be bought here, a luxury unknown in
China.

The men are frequently handsome, tall and slim, but even these
peaceful villagers are apt to exhibit a hardness in the lines of the
face which betrays them as belonging to a ruthlessly cruel people.
The women too are comely, far more than the Chinese, at least
when young, and their well-knit figures, undeformed feet and
breezy, unrestrained bearing betoken a more exalted social stand-
ing than is allowed to their less fortunate sisters. But the strenuous
life and rigorous climate age them prematurely.

The scenery amidst which we were now placed was magnifi-
cent. All around us rose the mountains, densely clothed on their
shaded slopes with silver and spruce fir, giving place in the
warmer hollows to masses of willow showing as brilliant patches
of purple and ochre amongst the olive-green of the sombre forest.

In the morning the graceful tops of these dark trees were always
powdered with fresh-fallen snow, and as the sun rose into the
brilliant sky they glowed and sparkled with the charm of a thou-
sand Christmas trees. Behind them, immense pinnacles of yellow
limestone, flashing in the sunlight, reared themselves far above
the forests, their sharp summits where the eagles nest pricking
through the soft snow mists which wrap them round and writhe
to and fro as the wind rockets through the scree-fed gullies. Far
below in the deeply graven valley the stream went singing over
the boulders between its ice-walled banks, bursting through gorge
beyond gorge where the arching trees ailmost met overhead, leav-
ing the jagged rent through which the confused waters splashed
heavily from one deep green pool to another, dark and noisy.

In one place the bald cliffs, here hewn into fantastic pillars and
impregnable battlements on which even the clinging snow-flakes
find no rest, rose upwards till the roar of the torrent was drowned
in the clouds; in another place the snow lay deep in the shadow
of the fir-clad hills which sloped back tier beyond tier till the river
was lost to view behind the forest barrier. But no temples crown
these lonely mountains as in China; no prosperous villages cluster
in the sequestered valleys, no cultivated terraces chequer the
slopes; only here and there a prayer-wheel stands stark and mute,
strangled in the iron grip of the ice. There are no green leaves
yet, no bursting buds breaking into joyful life, no flowers, though
this is April, the sun shining brilliantly in a clear sky, the birds
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singing merrily in the copses. For out here on the grass hills above
the forest, where the dead haulms of a thousand decayed flowers
are still splitting and cracking in the snow, we are fifteen thousand
feet above the sea.

Approaching Chengtu

Another stage, and we were down on the dead level plain, the
road now deeply ribbed, as many as eight or ten parallel grooves,
worn by the countless wheelbarrows which for ages have plied
to and fro across the plain, cutting up the flagstones for miles.

One of the most remarkable features of this plain i1s the number
of rapidly flowing rivers which traverse it at frequent intervals,
spanned by arched bridges of red sandstone, many of them with
finely carved parapets ornamented with quaint gargoyles. These
rivers, usually from twenty to thirty yards across, are, as a matter
of fact, artificial canals, which diverge from the Min-ho at Kuan-
hsien, some distance to the north of Chengtu, traverse the plain
in a number of parallel arcs, and converge again upon the river
south of the capital. Undertaken at the instance of one of the
emperors more than two thousand years ago, this tremendous
scheme of irrigation converted the previously parched Chengtu
plain into one of the most fertile and densely populated regions
in the world, teeming with prosperous cities and villages, and
cultivated to the last acre under every variety of crop.

On our march of 22nd May, villages became more frequent,
gradually merged into one long hive swarming with human
beings, and culminated beneath the walls of the capital of Szech-
wan. So smothered beneath its canopy of trees and houses is the
plain, that the great gate is not visible above the roofs of the
interminable street till one is within half a mile of it, already
sucked into the vortex of the whirl of coolies and wheelbarrows
which gurgles with ever-increasing velocity towards the narrow
entrance and, rushing through, spreads slowly out into the vast
city; a very different sight to that which greets the traveller as he
approaches Hsian-fu, visible for a distance of several miles, and
enters the huge gate choked with its roaring mule traffic, to hear
through the clouds of dust the grinding and rumbling of wheels
on cobbles, the crack of the long whips, and yelling of frenzied
muleteers.
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Nightfall in the mountains

Though prepared only for summer weather we nevertheless now
resolved to ascend the mountains behind Wha-lin-ping and spend
a few days in the rhododendron forest. A small wooden temple,
some three thousand feet above the village and two thousand feet
below the summit of the ridge, seemed a fitting place in which
to camp, and thither we repaired on 14th June.

The temple, raised on a small level clearing in the forest, was
a well-ventilated shanty which only partially excluded the rain,
and was now deserted, one or two priests remaining in residence
only when it was in demand as a popular resort for the burning
of incense and asking of favours, during the sixth moon. The
valley lay almost at our feet, for the ascent had been very abrupt,
and the little village clustered above the deep ravine where the
torrent flowed seemed but a stone’s throw away; however, rain
fell in torrents every night, and we felt the cold severely, even
after the quite moderate warmth of the valley.

From our platform beneath the summit, we looked across ridge
after ridge of dark forests, to a tremendous range of peaks stretch-
ing across the western sky, from the great glittering snow-fields
of which crept a dozen glaciers, jammed themselves into the black
gullies which scarred the mountain face from top to bottom, and
spread far down into the valleys. In was the rainy season, and
towards nightfall these towering white peaks presented an ever-
changing panorama of rock and snow, banded with gleaming
cloud where the rays of the setting sun played. Now the clammy
night-mist came pouring in a mighty cascade over the pass into
the valley, where it lay for a time heaving, smoking fitfully at
the edges, while the stars twinkled lazily in the brief twilight, and
the gaunt precipices, draped in snow, rose straight up from the
pale ocean of mist to meet them, clear-cut against the fading
tinges of sunset. Now long lapping billows of cloud came thun-
dering silently up the mountain side, hungrily licking the dark
tree-tops as they swept ahead, blotting out the star-lit heaven,
and masking the distant peaks behind a seething flood of mist.
Only the valleys below were filling with purple light now, and
the lower mountains over against the little village were steadily
changing from blue to purple and from purple to black as the
shadows deepened.

Thus it remained for a minute or two and then the tide was
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rolling and swirling out again, leaving crag and glacier and tree-
clad ridge yet more sharply silhouetted against the after-glow,
where the sky was still dyed with filmy green and turquoise blue,
with rose and the deepening purple of night, the magic colours
there, of the eternal west.

Tatsienlu

The city was a place of surprises. It was on this jabbering, slouch-
ing crowd of the strangest people on earth, which ebbed and
flowed listlessly through the narrow streets, that the Chinese
shopkeepers, like parasites of Machiavellian cunning, grew fat.
Amongst this motley throng were tall, bony men, wrapped in
greasy skins, who lived their lives in the saddle, with the terrible
rigours of nomadic life in the mountains stamped on their hard-
lined faces, bringing musks; derelicts from the monasteries sacked
during the recent fighting, bringing wonderful paintings and idols
saved from the wreckage; pilgrims from Lhasa; yak herdsmen
taking out the tea brought in on the backs of Chinese coolies; and
strange primitive men, with nothing save their hardy ponies and
long guns.

Many of the Mantze girls look extremely pretty, tricked out
with heavy silver bangles, ear-rings, and necklaces of coral or
turquoise. Of course that is not all. Dark-blue skirts hitched up
behind and hide boots reaching to the knee give them an
Amazonian appearance which is rather enhanced by the coils of
black hair, closely interwoven with strands of crimson twine,
bound turbanwise round their heads, and the handsome, open
face with its large dark eyes, from which the light flashes and
dances when they smile.

Omi-san

The summit of Omi offers some of the most remarkable sights
imaginable, not the least astonishing of which is the view, occa-
sionally to be obtained, of the snow mountains of Tibet, south
of Tatsienlu, distant more than a hundred miles. Seen in the first
flush of dawn, suffused with a pink glow as the sun rises over
the Kiating plain, they seem on fire; no longer are they snow
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mountains, but burning craters, the glow from which shines
through their glassy slopes. While we look, they are transfigured,
blanching rapidly as the sun rises higher, and before midday the
clouds roll up and obscure them behind massive puffs with gilt
edges, piled high one on another.

From amidst this richest cloudland rise two strange table moun-
tains, one of which is called Wa-wa-san. Both are many miles
long, their summits, formerly perhaps like those whose rounded
peaks rise cape beyond cape out of this sunlit sea, now cut clean
off with a giant knife as it appears; and the stumps, mutilated but
undismayed, not without a wild beauty of their own, planed to
a dead level, falling abruptly away in precipices on every hand.

To the south, green mountains streaked with dark gullies full
of rich vegetation melt into blue, and the blue hills grow fainter
and melt into the summer clouds of the Lolo country, and fade
out of sight. As the harvest moon rises, a great yellow orb seen
through the veil of mist hanging over the plain, the rim of the
snow mountains again becomes outlined, till at last, under the
glare of the moon now riding undimmed, high up in cloudless
space, they glitter all across the western horizon. So quiet and
peaceful is it, so alike are sights and scenes under the softening
and muffling pall of night, that this might be the Alps from
Geneva, instead of the savage barriers of Tibet.

All these pictures we watch unrolling before us from the bal-
cony of the temple crowning the huge cliff which stands boldly
out like a headland, washed at its base by the imaginary Kiating
sea, now a sea of yellow rice- and cornfields, so far below that
no sound of breaking waves could ever come up to us. Though
the glory of this temple was destroyed more than three centuries
ago, never to be restored, pieces remain to testify to its ancient
beauty - two miniature pagodas, about fifteen feet high, exquis-
itely chaste, parts of the bronze altar, studded with carving, and
a few other relics. For the famous bronze temple was destroyed
by lightning during the sixteenth century.

But the most wonderful sight lies right at our feet, beneath the
balcony, where yawns that fearful abyss, the steep ridges green
with forest trees which buttress the great cliff dipping down,
down, two thousand feet to the silvery wisps of mist hanging in
mid-air, and down beyond them to the rolling country, and still
down between the spreading capes out on to the wide Kiating
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plain stretching to the horizon, across which crawl a whole mapful
of twisting rivers.

The call of the mountains

At midday on 13th September we were alongside the wharf; a year
all but seventeen days had passed since I sailed from Shanghai, and
it had seemed half a lifetime. A tram roared down the Bund with
a horrid clanging of bells and screeching of wheels, and suddenly,
with the sound, the terrible loneliness of a big city came upon
me with full force.

Forgotten were the hardship of travel in the interior; desperately
cold, hungry, tired we might have been; almost broken in spirit
too sometimes, our hearts aching for a sight of civilization. But
lonely — never! And it was all forgotten now, the deadly cold that
made sleep impossible, the long marches through snow and rain
and burning sun, the weary climbs, the lack of food, the torturing
heat of the plains with its attendant discomforts of insect life. I
only remembered the sights and cities I had seen, the mountains
of everlasting snow, the wonderful flowers and birds, and the
friends I had made.

And the grand solitude of the mountains out beyond the civiliz-
ation of China is ever calling to me to return. Some day perhaps
the voice will become too insistent to ignore, and I shall find
myself again a willing pilgrim on the road to Tibet.
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The Land of the Blue Poppy
1911

The Mekong valley — A Tibetan festival — Praying for rain — The
Lutzu tribe — La-kor-ah to Men-kong — A Tibetan wedding — At
Atuntzu — Tibetan dancers — A brawl at Ndu-er — Over the A-long La
— The last of the Mekong — A crowded night — Halt at Kai-Tou — ‘The
Land of Deep Corrosions’

The Mekong valley

The weather had now set in fine, and nothing could have been
more delightful than these marches up the Mekong valley, for we
took matters fairly easily, making four stages from Hsiao-wei-
hsi to Tsu-kou. Sometimes the narrow path was enveloped in the
shade of flowering shrubs and walnut trees, the branches breasting
us as we rode, the air sweetened by the scent of roses which
swept in cascades of yellow flowers over the summits of trees
thirty feet high; sometimes we plunged into a deep limestone
gorge, its cliffs festooned with ferns and orchids, our caravan
climbing up by rough stone steps which zigzagged backwards
and forwards till we were out of ear-shot of the rapids in the
river below; sometimes the path was broken altogether by a scree-
shoot, which, dangerous as it looked, the mules walked across
very calmly, though sending rocks grinding and sliding down
through the trees into the river.

In one gorge through which we passed, large pot-holes were
visible across the river between winter and summer water marks
and yet others still higher up, forming a conspicuous feature of
the otherwise smooth bare cliffs which dipped sheer into the
river; but on the left or shaded bank dense vegetation prevailed
wherever tree, shrub, or rock-plant could secure a foothold. The
further north we went the more rich and varied became the
vegetation of the rainy belt, though the paucity of forest trees,
except deep down in the gullies, was always conspicuous.

Shales and slates, dipping at very high angles, and often vertical,
alternated with limestone, through which the river had cut its
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way straight downwards; but at one spot, where an enormous
rapid had been formed, huge boulders of a dark-green volcanic
rock, like lava, with large included fragments, lined the shore and
were piled in confusion below cliffs of slate.

It is at sunset that the charm of this wonderful valley is dis-
played at its best, for the sun having dropped out of sight behind
the western range still sends shafts of coloured light pulsing down
the valley, rose, turquoise, and pale-green slowly chasing each
other across the sky till darkness sets in and the stars sparkle
gloriously. It is long after dawn when the sleeping valley wakens
to floods of sunlight again, and the peaks which stand sentinel
over it, blotting out the views to north and south, lose the ghastly
grey pallor of dimly-lit snow.

A Tibetan festival

The Tibetan festival itself seemed more in accord with the usages
of nat propitiation than with lamaism, except that it was eminently
cheerful, and the people, led by their priests, went to the summits
of the three nearest hills to east, north, and west in turn, in order
to burn incense and pray; after which they ate cakes. The first
day however was devoted entirely to the amusement of the chil-
dren, for Tibetan mothers, as I frequently observed, are warm-
hearted creatures with a great affection for their offspring.

Dressed in their best frocks, and wearing all the family jewels
brought out for the occasion, they went up into the woods in the
afternoon, picked bunches of flowers just as English children love
to do, romped, made swings and swung each other, and finally
sat down to eat cakes, which they had been busily making for a
week past.

Just as the young of different animals more nearly resemble
each other than do the adults, so too are children very much alike
in their games the world over; picnicking is not confined to
Hampstead Heath, nor picking flowers to botanists.

In the evening they all trooped back to the village to dance in
the mule square, and skip. Three or four little girls would link
arms and facing another similar line of girls advance and retreat
by turns, two steps and a kick, singing, in spite of their harsh
voices, a not unmusical chorus; the other side would then reply,
and so it went on, turn and turn about.
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It was a most delightful parody of that pretty little Christmas
game ‘Here we go gathering nuts and may’, and I enjoyed
watching it though I did not understand the words, which were
probably less ingenuous than in the ditty quoted. But the girls
themselves, in their long frocks of dark-blue cloth buttoned up
one side and trimmed with a narrow border of white, long-
sleeved jacket to match, scarlet cloth boots, and tasselled queues,
looked charming. All wore several silver bangles, besides ear-
rings and large brooches, practically all the jewellery they could
find room for.

The boys played together, but were less resourceful than the
girls and, as in other parts of the world, never seemed to know
quite what to do with themselves. They wore smart white coats
for the great occasion, but favoured Chinese dress, and probably
they are made to do so in the schools in Atuntzu, for one never
sees a small boy belonging to the village in Tibetan dress. One
boys’ game is however worth mentioning. They call it ‘eggs’ and
it is played as follows. One boy is in the middle — a fundamental
necessity in nearly all children’s romps — and sprawled on all fours
over several pebbles, representing a bird sitting on a nest of eggs,
which the others, who danced round, were trying to despoil.
When a favourable opportunity offered itself, one of the pillagers
would dart at the eggs, and if he secured one without being kicked
or hit, he was deemed to have been successful; otherwise the
mother bird who pivoted round with much agility, kicking out
right and left, in front and behind, put him temporarily out of
action — metaphorically speaking.

Praying for rain

One night I camped to leeward of a magnificent Asclepias tree in
full bloom, which perfumed the night air. The cicadas were chirp-
ing all round, the Mekong could be heard thudding over the rocks
below the village, and so brilliant was the moonlight that I was
able to write my diary in the open air. And sitting there, I heard
above the voice of nature yet another sound, the sound of drums
being wildly beaten. Presently there came into view a procession
of villagers headed by priests, carrying fragrant torches of pine-
wood, sticks of smouldering incense, drums, gongs, and red
sign-boards on which various Chinese characters were depicted.
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Outside the tiny village temple an altar had been erected, and a
fire crackled lustily at the entrance, sending a dense column of
smoke up into the air. On the altar were trivial offerings of grain
to the gods, and no doubt many paper prayers were burned and
wafted to them on the breeze. Then the procession marched round
and round the altar, and passed into the fields, waving the torches
madly, while the noise grew louder. They were praying for rain.

The Lutzu tribe

The Lutzu tribe, amongst whom we now found ourselves, are
interesting for the reason that they seem to indicate an irruption
of tribes from the west. That they have come down the Salween
valley from Tibet, representing one of the links in a chain of
emigration in that direction, I do not believe, and so far as langu-
age is any test, the Lutzu tongue seems to bear no more resem-
blance to Tibetan than could be accounted for by the fact that the
Lutzu are a small tribe enclosed by Tibetans who, being great
travellers and traders, have long been in and out amongst them.
The English language has been influenced in much the same way
by Norman, but is not related to it.

The Lutzu on the other hand are not traders at all, being in the
enviable position of having everything they require, hemp for
their clothes which are woven by the women during the winter,
tobacco, maize, wheat, buckwheat, apples, oranges, and so on.
Bamboos and gourds supply them with vessels, and with the
cross-bow they shoot game. Though not a drunken people, they
certainly drink large quantities of liquor made by fermenting
maize; but this beverage, which is of the consistency of pea-soup
and is taken warm, is probably more nourishing than inebriating.
In the winter men and women sit round the fire for hours at a
stretch, chatting, smoking, and drinking. It is meat and drink and
medicine to them, and by no means unpalatable.

The men wear their pig-tails down, not bound on the top of
the head as do the Tibetans, and their dress, though simple, 1s
not unpicturesque — short breeches (probably copied from the
Chinese) and shirt of white hemp cloth, trimmed round the collar
and sleeves with light blue, and strips of cloth wound loosely
round the calf, like puttees. The women wear a single long-
sleeved garment usually of dark-blue cotton cloth, reaching below
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the knees and tied round the waist, and frequently a hempen
cloak, extending across the chest from the right shoulder to the
left arm-pit, is added. A hempen bag, decorated with seeds but
of plain workmanship, is slung over the shoulder, and it may be
remarked that similar bags are carried by most of the tribes west
of the Mekong, but not by the Tibetans or Mosos. They usually
bind the pig-tail round the head, after the style of the Tibetan
women, but there is little jewellery worn. Some of the girls before
childbirth are extraordinarily handsome. Their complexion is
decidedly lighter than that of the Tibetans, but not so sallow as
that of the Chinese; the features are regular, the nose well bridged,
the eyes large and round, the high cheek-bones scarcely
prominent.

The religion of this people is a modified form of lamaism, but
I believe this has been clumsily grafted on to a much older cult,
probably nat propitiation, for in common with the Lisu and other
tribes they hang up special corn cobs in their houses, which are,
I think, in the nature of propitiatory offerings to the Penates, a
practice which is not observed by the Tibetans at all. How far
their Buddhism differs from the degraded form current in Tibet,
I cannot say, for the only rite I ever saw anyone perform was
when the young lady of the house took up a jug of water, and
made the sign of the cross over the household fire by throwing
water across it to north, south, east, and west. She did it in a
very business-like way, just as she might have fed the chickens,
the first shower hitting the wall behind, and the last one drenching
me.

I find 1t difficult to escape the conviction that the Lutzu, now
essentially an agricultural people, represent a jungle tribe in a
comparatively advanced stage of civilization. Their short stature,
their method of carrying loads by means of a strap passing round
the forehead, their use of the cross-bow, pre-eminently a jungle
weapon for jungle warfare owing to its short range and diabolical
effectiveness, their gourds and bamboo tubes, and their rope
bridges, all suggest this.

La-kor-ah to Men-kong

La-kor-ah consists of three huts and a temple, in the shadow of
which the tent was pitched. It was a sanctified spot, and dozens
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of prayer-flags made it look larger than it really was, while on
each side of the temple stood a row of big leather prayer-drums,
much the worse for wear, containing probably hundreds of yards
of the everlasting prayer. Each passer-by set them revolving one
by one, the rusty spindles groaning fearfully in their sockets.
Immediately below, a grey glacier torrent came booming through
a deep sword-cut in the mountains and, sweeping down into the
mighty Salween, was instantly engulfed in a surge of yellow
waters. Up this narrow rift lay the pilgrims’ road to sacred Doker
La. Here Gan-ton learnt from the residents that the French travel-
ler M. Bacot was at Men-kong with a large number of mules,
and I looked forward to meeting him; but in this country one
rarely hears the truth of a story the first time of asking.

Next day’s march through a terribly arid and totally uninhab:-
ted stretch of the valley was a tiring one, though the track was
surprisingly good. The river swept in huge S-shaped curves round
colossal buttresses, smashed its way through deep gorges, and
roared over the boulders. Immense screes, sometimes smoking
with the dust of falling rocks, rose bare and lifeless on either
hand, and the ceaseless scorching wind, which seemed to suck
the vitality from everything, blew throughout the day with ever-
increasing violence. Once in crossing a scree I narrowly escaped
being hurled into the river by a small avalanche, but hearing a
peculiar noise I glanced upwards in time to see a cloud of rocks
whizzing through the air, whereupon I turned and ran, reaching
safety just as they hummed past.

Under that incandescent sky, stretched like a tongue of fire up
the valley, the place became an oven, but the mountains to east
and west were as usual buried in cloud. However, from the village
of Chia-na we watched the sun sink in a wild blaze of colour
behind Men-kong, now only a few miles distant. Above Chia-
na a narrow stony valley to the east led to another pass across the
watershed. The lama caravans which pass through Atuntzu go
this way to Lhasa, joining the main road again at Chiamdo, to
the north of Men-kong.

Passing between boulders of granite amongst which grew
masses of Opuntia now in flower, we reached the capital of Tsa-
ring before mid-day, and leaving the men to fix the camp Gan-
ton and I crossed to the right bank by the rope bridge and climbed
the chff.

Men-kong is built on an alluvial fan washed down from the
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mountains by two converging torrents and ending abruptly in a
bluff some six or seven hundred feet high, the Salween — here
almost continuously interrupted by rapids ~ flowing in a deep
trench below. Scattered down the slope are the big two-storied
‘manor’ houses, standing amongst fields of waving corn and
shaded by magnificent walnut trees; the contrast between the
golden barley and the olive-green foliage, from amongst which
the white houses peeped out here and there, was charming,

Up on the hillside, almost under the shadow of the forest,
stands the ancient monastery, its splendour dimmed by the rav-
ages of time, unheeded by the priests and people, and westwards
the neglected road winds away over the mountains to the plains
of Assam. The stone-paved courtyard facing the temple is empty
now, and the heavy doors of the temple itself are locked. Only
the wind sighs gently through the sombre arbor vitae trees which
spring up here and there amongst the courts and little wooden
houses, some of them decked with flowers where the priests
reside, and the ragged prayer-flags flutter merrily. Even as I stroll
through the deserted courtyard, its red and white walls almost
flashing in the brilliant June sunshine, I hear the rise and fall of
the flails and the chorus of Tibetans singing perhaps their harvest
song.

A Tibetan wedding

Two days later, that is on June 27, we reached Atuntzu, the
journey having extended over twenty-five days, and been fairly
successful in results. As in the corresponding region of the
Salween valley, the weather remained fine coming up through
the arid region of the Mekong, though all day long heavy masses
of cloud rested on the mountains to east and west, and the usual
local wind got up at midday without ever affecting the movement
of the clouds. Never more than a few drops of rain at a time -
the dregs from the cloud-fringe — fell in the valley itself at this
period.

My landlord had gone away to get married during our absence,
the ceremony consisting of fetching the woman and bringing her
to his house, no doubt after exchanging presents with the parents.
He turned up the day after my arrival, driving several donkeys
laden with supplies, chiefly presents from his father-in-law.
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Behind him came his wife, dressed, I imagine for the first and
last time in her life, in new and clean clothes, with a friend on
either side holding her hands, while she coyly looked at the
ground. Escorting the party came a crowd of shouting children
carrying bunches of flowers, while the villagers stood around in
groups to see the triumphal entry. In the evening there was a
horrid orgy directly under my room, and everybody got glori-
ously drunk. Two days later I was called in to prescribe for the
bride. On the whole, however, it was nothing like such a popular
holiday as a funeral we had in the village a few months later,
which was attended by the whole community.

At Atuntzu

From the time the snow disappears towards the end of May till
the grass withers and winter sets in about the end of September,
the herdsmen camp in the big mountain valleys, fattening their
flocks of sheep and yak on the rich alpine grassland, from 14,000
to 16,000 feet above sea level. Once or twice Gan-ton and I had
been caught in heavy rainstorms when high up in the alpine
pastures, and had resorted to these herdsmen’s tents for shelter
and refreshment.

A small ridge-tent of brown hemp cloth, the sides pegged
down and weighted with stones, one end built against a rock or
stuffed up with branches, the other open to the winds — this is
the home of the Tibetan herdsmen for four months of the year,
while his food consists of tsamba, tea, butter, and sour milk. There
is just enough room for three or four to squat cross-legged round
the fire in the middle, which fills the tent with pungent smoke.
The remaining space is occupied by the leather bags of tsamba,
the wooden cylinders for making tea, and the wooden milk-pails,
so dirty with clotted curds that milk drawn into them rapidly
turns sour. The men dress in the skins of animals and huddle by
day round the fire, sleeping at night on beds of pine branches.
An altar is always rigged up at the far end of the tent, and here
a single butter-lamp splutters, faintly illuminating small offerings
of tsamba or barley grains, and clay ikons of the crudest form,
daubed with pats of butter.

Kin one morning watched a herdsman rush out from a tent
with his long gun, kneel, and fire at a dark object which was
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moving coolly up the mountain slope with a lamb in its mouth.
It was a leopard. These marauders, which stalk the mountains in
broad daylight, are a constant source of alarm to the herdsmen,
though they never dare attack any but isolated animals. At night
they descend to the lower valleys, several having been reported
in the neighbourhood of Atuntzu while I was there, and in the
winter they come right down into the village, though I never saw
one myself. Deer, however, and precipice sheep I saw on several
occasions, and sometimes when camping in the forest I would
awake in the dead of night to hear Ah-poh [his mastiff] barking
furiously at the entrance to my tent, as some denizen of the
mountains prowled by.

On July 21 a great Mahommedan festival known as the ho-pa-
hwei was held in Atuntzu in honour of a certain Ming Emperor,
called Pei-wang or the White King, who came from Talifu.

Outside many of the houses, torches ten or twelve feet high
had been built by tying bundles of pine-sticks in tiers round a
central pole, the entire structure being decorated with flowers,
branches of green leaves, and paper flags, making a gay show.
As soon as it was dark, crackers were fired as a signal for the
revels to begin, and immediately afterwards the big torches were
lighted at the top; and looking down the street one saw by the
light of these beacons which smoked and crackled on either side
the black figures of people dancing.

Everyone was out of doors. Processions of boys formed up
and ran round the village, and so along the hill paths above the
cultivated slopes, waving fire-brands and whirling round glowing
sticks snatched from the torches. The principal Mohammedan
merchants had decorated and lighted up the family altars, and
engaged musicians to beat drums and cymbals to exorcise all the
devils which had gathered during the year, and the din went on
all night. Large grotesquely-swollen lanterns swung to and fro in
the evening breeze, feasting was carried on till a late hour, and
everybody got very drunk in honour of the White King. Alto-
gether it was a most successful carouse.

Tibetan dancers

After supper as I lay on my mattress in the tiny room allotted to
me, writing up my journal by the light of several pine-wood
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chips blazing on a stone, in stalked three Tibetans, all of them
over six feet high. Their coarse gowns were tied up above their
knees, the right shoulder thrust jauntily out exposing the deep
muscular chest, and they were bootless. One of them carried a
fiddle, consisting of a piece of snake-skin stretched over a bamboo
tube with strings of yak hair, upon which he scraped vigorously
with a yak-hair bow.

There was little enough room, but my visitors soon lined up,
stuck out their tongues at me in greeting, and began to dance, to
and fro, up and down, twirling round, swaying rhythmically to
the squeaky notes of the violin (there were only about two notes
on which to ring the changes), and singing in high-pitched rau-
cous voices. Presently three women joined in, all tricked out in
their best skirts and newest boots, with cloaks flung negligently
over their shoulders. Thus they went through many of their
national songs and dances, and in justice to my sex I must say
the men danced with more skill and grace than did the women,
though of course it is easier to dance heel and toe, bare-footed
like the men, than in the clumsy boots and skirts worn by the
women.

I can still picture the scene in that dim little smoke-blackened
room, the rain lashing down outside, and the roar of the river
just below us, while I lay back on my bed enjoying it hugely, all
cares forgotten. Those great giants of men looked strangely weird
in the flickering light of the blazing torches which flared up and
burnt down alternately; the wail of the fiddle rose and fell, the
voices blended, and broke, and ceased, and still they danced on,
up and down, to and fro. They danced for two hours in all, and
in return for the little present I gave them would willingly have
gone on till midnight, had I not told Gan-ton I wanted to go'to
sleep.

A brawl at Ndu-er

At the next village, called Ndu-er, all the women and children
flocked out to have a look at the stranger, dogs barked, and
everyone talked and shouted at the same time; then two of the
men, in spite of the soldier’s orders, insisted on unloading one of
the ponies, whereupon he jumped down in a great rage and,
picking up two rocks each the size of a quartern loaf, flung them
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with all his force at the offender standing but a few feet from
him. The first missed its mark, nearly brained a child standing
just behind, and ricochetted off the ground on to the hind quarters
of a dog, who went off yelping; but the second one caught the
victim fair and square amidships, luckily just where the sleeves
of his gown were tied round the waist, making a thick pad. He
doubled up like a shot rabbit, but apparently no serious damage
was done; still, I should not like to have been the recipient of the
missile. I now interfered and through Gan-ton put a stop to
reprisals. Every man carries a sword here and we should have
seen them bared next minute.

Over the A-léong La

We camped on a grassy flat amidst poplars and firs at an altitude
of about 12,000 feet and awoke to find it snowing.

Once en route, riding soon became intolerable, for my feet and
hands were nearly frozen, so I clambered up through the forest
on foot. When we stopped for lunch under some junipers near
the tree-limit the snow was whirling down thicker than ever;
nothing was visible but grey clouds, trees laden with snow, and
a world of falling flakes. Through the heavy mists everything
loomed white and indistinct, and once out of the forest we got
the full benefit of the wind. Granite had given place to the usual
limestone capping this range, but of the fine scenery we were
now coming into I could see little. The valley head was blocked
by a rounded hummock of rock over which the stream poured
in several small cascades, but this obstacle we outflanked, reaching
an open plateau-like valley covered with dwarf rhododendron,
but now buried under deep snow. We could not see more than a
hundred yards in any direction, but presently we entered a narrow
stony gulley with tremendous scree-slopes rising steeply on either
hand to the splintered limestone towers which had given birth to
them. It was a most desolate scene and the going was very bad,
for, the gulley being blocked by large boulders, it was necessary
to traverse the scree itself.

Finally we scrambled up a wall of rock to the actual pass, where
our troubles really began, for we had turned to the north. It was
difficult to arrive at an approximation of the altitude from a
comparison of the vegetation on the two sides, on account of the
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snow, but evidently we were somewhere near the limit of plants
on both north and south slopes, so that 17,000 feet is probably a
near estimate for the A-16ng La, which 1s considerably higher
than the Tsa-lei La, marked 15,800 feet on Major Davies’s map.

Across the path the snow was much deeper, and very soft; men
and ponies slipped on the loose scree, and we had to go dead
slow. But it was the wind whistling over the passes and dashing
the snow in our faces which made me call myself a fool for
coming and vow I would never do such a thing again. Sensation
almost left my feet after a time, but I continued to ride my pony,
having no desire to slither about on these treacherous screes and
roll in the snow as the men frequently did, though more than
once the pony looked like turning a somersault.

I noticed a lot of Meconopsis speciosa lower down, but somehow
the wind rattling amongst the dead haulms gave me a momentary
distaste for botany.

The last of the Mekong

This was the last we were destined to see of the great Mekong
river. I was scarcely sorry to say goodbye, for the Mekong gorge
- one long ugly rent between mountains which grow more and
more arid, more and more savage as we travel northwards (yet
hardly improve as we travel southwards) — is an abnormality, a
grim freak of nature, a thing altogether out of place. Perhaps I
had not been sufficiently ill-used by this extraordinary river to
have a deep affection for it. The traveller, buffeted and bruised
by storm and mountain, cherishes most the foe worthy of his
steel. Nevertheless there was a strange fascination about its olive-
green water in winter, its boiling red floods in summer, and the
everlasting thunder of its rapids. And its peaceful little villages,
some of them hidden away in the dips between the hills, others
straggling over sloping alluvial fans or perched up on on some
ancient river-terrace where scattered blocks of stone suggest the
decay of a ruined civilization — all these oases break the depressing
monotony of naked rock and ill-nourished vegetation, delighting
the eye with the beauty of their verdure and the richness of their
crops.

Happy people! What do they know of the strife and turmoil of
the western world? We wear ourselves out saving time in one



20 HIMALAYAN ENCHANTMENT

direction that we may waste it in another, hurrying and ever
hurrying through time as if we were disgusted with life, but these
people think of time not in miles an hour but according to the
rate at which their crops grow in the spring, and their fruits ripen
in the autumn. They work that they and their families may have
enough to eat and enough to wear, living and dying where they
were born, where their offspring will live and die after them, as
did their ancestors before them, shut in by the mountains which
bar access from the outer world.

A crowded night

As 1t was obvious that we could not possibly reach Lu-k’ou before
midnight, we decided to halt at a hut perched up on the hillside
in front of us, the firelight of which shone out brightly through
the open door. We reached this retreat about ten o’clock, just as
the moonlight flooded into the valley, turning night into day,
and found a number of men lying round the fire, for it was
bitterly cold now. Two boards were soon procured, laid across
two tubs, and my bed made up, but the hut, though well thatched
and eminently capable of keeping out the rain, had not been buiit
with a view to keeping out the cold. It was, indeed, more like a
rude stockade than a house, the walls consisting simply of tree-
trunks in the rough, planted vertically in the ground and held
together by occasional cross-pieces. Consequently, not only were
there big gaps in the walls, but the eaves at either end from the
top of the wall to the ridge-pole were entirely open, and sleeping
right up against this airy partition I awoke at an early hour half
frozen.

People now began to rise in every direction, and I found that
there were altogether fourteen of us asleep in the one room of
that hut, our own party contributing but four. However, this fact
caused no inconvenience whatever, for the hut was of ample
dimensions and, as already stated, extremely well ventilated.

[ was particularly impressed with the manner in which the
womenfolk of the family, who were allotted the other end of
the room, contrived their nocturnal arrangements; for they were
packed into their bed or, to be more precise, under their quilt,
with the skill we are accustomed to associate with the fitting of
sardines into a box just too small for them. That is to say, the
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mother had one end of the quilt all to herself, as befitted her
position, while from the other end, where one would naturally
have expected her feet to be, peeped the heads of her eldest
daughter, a girl of about sixteen, and two small children; a con-
fused lump in the middle suggested a tangle of legs, the plank
bedstead being no longer than bedsteads usually are.

It fell to the lot of the eldest daughter - who was in the
exasperating position of being young enough to do the housework
for her mother and old enough to look after her little sisters — to
arise first and, having lit the fire, swept the floor, fed the pigs,
and washed herself, to get hot water for everybody else. The
mother followed half an hour later, but the two small girls having,
doubtless for purposes of warmth, slept naked, appeared some-
what loath to get up under the eye of a white man, even though
well screened beneath their quilt. Two little heads of towzled hair
peeped out from cover, and two pairs of large black eyes, round
with wonder, having stared at me for some time, looked at each
other and laughed shyly. Presently they also dexterously slipped
on a garment apiece and, emerging from their end of the quiit,
stood shivering in the cold.

Halt at Kai-t’ou

Pursuing our way we crossed endless rice-fields and at dusk
reached the market village of Kai-t’ou, a mean and dirty little
place whose inhabitants crowded round the inn door as though
even the building itself had been grotesquely affected by my
presence. Certainly they could not see me, for, having been free
from this type of curiosity throughout my travels, I found it
sufficiently unbearable at the end, and hid securely in my room.

In fact the only good word I can conscientiously put in for Kai-
t'ou is that, the early mornings being bitterly cold, with hard
frosts, everybody was supplied with a small bamboo basket con-
taining an earthenware pot full of red-hot charcoal, to be carried
about whether one is engaged in sweeping the room or cooking
the food or waiting impatiently for breakfast, as I was. This
device, however, is by no means peculiar to the locality.

But if I excited curiosity, it was nothing to the furore created
by the appearance of Ah-poh. Never a man passed us without
remarking on his size, or the length of his hair, or his entirely
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unique figure, and on the following day he had the satisfaction
of stampeding an entire caravan of mules, who doubtless thought
he was some wild animal escaped from the jungle. After this little
incident, Ah-poh meanwhile turning round to me with a pleased
‘See what I've done!” sort of expression, I thought it expedient to
lead him by a rope when passing pack-mules, though even then
they sidled past him in the gutter with an eye open for possi-
bilities.

‘The Land of Deep Corrosions’

Convinced as I am that with its wonderful wealth of alpine flow-
ers, its numerous wild animals, its strange tribes, and its complex
structure it is one of the most fascinating regions of Asia, I believe
I should be content to wander over it for years. To climb its
rugged peaks, and tramp its deep snows, to fight its storms of
wind and rain, to roam in the warmth of its deep gorges within
sight and sound of its roaring rivers, and above all to mingle with
its hardy tribesmen, is to feel the blood coursing through the
veins, every nerve steady, every muscle taut.
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Ominous greeting

The path no longer follows the cliff edge, but winds its way up
the steep slope of the mountains. Just above the temple, many
hundreds of feet above the glacier, is an unmistakable fragment
of moraine, buried in the forest, evidently a continuation of the
moraine below.

Numerous streams, at first sliding stealthily down bare rock
slabs, presently leap over the precipice on to the glacier below.
Finally we emerged on to a natural platform, where, on the very
brink of the chasm, stood a second wooden temple. Below, the
cliff fell away sheer for hundreds of feet to the glacier, and we
had a superb view of the snow-peaks at the head of the valley,
and of the wonderful ice-fall opposite: even as we looked there
came a crack which brought us all to our feet in time to see a
huge ice pillar sway for a moment, totter drunkenly, and fall with
a roar that went bellowing down the valley, frightening a cloud
of green parrots from the trees. So that was our greeting! and
indeed the thunder of avalanche and crumbling sérac was with us
day and night, becoming more continuous as the summer
advanced. By midsummer the glacier for a long way below the
fall was white with splintered ice as a rocky coast with salt sea
spray. It seemed to me that the glacier must be moving at a fair
pace, to judge by the frequency with which these séracs toppled
over the brink.
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The forest of winds and waters

Trapped between granite cliffs several hundred feet high, the only
way out was up one of the flues which slit the walls of our prison.
These flues had vomited out cone-shaped screes which spread
fanwise into the valley; below were massive boulders, covered
with a dense growth of shrubs; towards the apex the carpet of
vegetation was striped with long gashes, flogged raw by the
continual rain of stones. To reach the topmost cliffs, one had to
buffet a way through the bamboo brake, scramble from boulder
to boulder amidst tangled shrub growth, and finally ascend the
shipping gravel which grew ever steeper, to the broken rocks;
then climb up by narrow chimneys, clinging precariously to
dwarf bushes. Everyone’s life hung on a chance. I have lain awake
in my tent when moonlight flooded the meadow and listened to
the roar of the rock avalanche rolling from cliff to cliff; and
looking across the valley, all black and silver, when the frantic
noise has died away to a whisper, and only the owl is hooting
gently, and the stream humming to itself, seen the white fog of
dust hovering over our own gully — the very one we had climbed
that afternoon. And I have raced across the scree for my life, and
ducked panting under the friendly shelter of a cliff.

Dinner with Chinese merchants

One evening [ was invited to dinner with the local Chinese mer-
chants. At five o’clock we sat down ten at a table, some thirty
guests in all. Everyone was provided with a pair of chopsticks
and a china wine-cup, but there were no napkins, and the China-
men used their sleeves freely. No ladies were present; they are as
rigorously excluded from these functions as from a college ‘hall’
at Cambridge. Half-naked cooks now came dashing in from the
kitchen next door with steaming bowls full of chopped liver,
sprouting beans, pickled eggs, sea-cucumbers, birds’ nests,
sharks' fins, bamboo shoots, and other exotic delicacies. Then,
armed with chopsticks, we all set to, finicking in the bowls for
titbits like a flock of sparrows. Presently the wine began to circu-
late, and to the business-like clapping of chopsticks and curious
noises made by obese Celestials shovelling hot rice into capacious
mouths was added uproarious laughter. I say wine, but that is a
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poetic licence. It is called shao-chiu or burning spirit; it is the
colour of gin and tastes like methylated spirit. Luckily the wine-
cups are no bigger than liqueur glasses, since you must drink; to
refuse would be a serious breach of etiquette. Moreover, it is
necessary to play for drinks three rounds with each guest at your
table: a strange game, showing fingers and shouting a number.
Every time you shout the number corresponding to the total of
fingers shown, you lose — and drink forfeit. A rapid calculation
assured me that I was in imminent peril of twenty-seven drinks;
but happily I won several times. The fun waxed fast and furious.
Men were shouting across the room to each other, rocking with
helpless laughter. At this point the tables were cleared and the
cooks came rushing in again with what at first I mistook for clay-
coloured pancakes; however, they turned out to be only hand
towels dipped in hot water and wrung out. Each guest received
one, and now red-faced men mopped their fevered brows. Finally,
chopsticks were wiped clean on sleeves and put away, and the
guests, talking and laughing noisily, tumbled out into the street;
as for me, I went to bed and stayed there quite a long time.

Madness of the mountains

It is evident that the Ka Karpo peaks can best be climbed from
the Mekong valley. By far the best climbing season is the autumn
and early winter, from the middle of October till the middle of
December, when, in spite of the cold, fine weather can be almost
guaranteed. In summer, though there is often fine weather for a
week or ten days at a stretch, especially in June, climbing is
probably more difficult, if not impossible, on account of ava-
lanches.

I had no particular ambition to set foot on any of these virgin
peaks myself; yet | sometimes wondered, as I gazed on them in
the pink glow of sunset, when the lightning rippled across the
sky far down the valley, and the setting planets glowed big,
whether their future conqueror would ever think of me, follow
my routes, and find my camping grounds. Sitting thus, outside
my tent under the brilliant stars, I watched the moon rise over
the Pai-ma-shan, till, from high in the heavens, it shed a ghastly
radiance on the tortured glacier below; and as [ mused, the dead
heroes of the mountains seemed to wander out of the night into
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the glow of the firelight, and pass silently before me - Mummery,
hero of a hundred climbs, Whymper, whose name is imperishably
associated with the disastrous triumph on the Matterhorn, and
many others, men whose iron nerve had never deserted them in
the supreme moment; they were, I thought, kindred spirits in
this madness of the mountains; but looking up from the flickering
fir-logs I found myself alone . . . an ice pillar crashed to ruin,
with a tremendous roar, and the dog-star rose under Orion,
scintillating like a diamond.

Hoa village

Night had fallen before we reached the valley, and it was pitch
dark when at last we heard the barking of dogs and lights began
to show up in Hoa village.

Guided by a fearful din, we approached the first house; and
saw, in the ruddy glare of pine-torches, a crowd of priests and
others engaged with drums, cymbals, trumpets and oft-repeated
prayers in exorcising the devil from a sick man. The noise alone
would have been enough to drag any but a helpless invalid very
quickly from his bed.

At our unexpected appearance out of the darkness the noise
ceased, and the fact that the crowd was by this time hilariously
merry, in spite of the solemn occasion which had brought them
together, added to the usual warmth of a Tibetan greeting. We
were now escorted to another house and made comfortable by
the fire. Food and drink were set before us, and my guides were
very soon as drunk as our hosts; but personally, being hungry
after twelve hours’ marching, I only sipped the raw spirt.

So we sat round the fire while my two men talked as long as
they could of the day’s adventures, and I cooked myself a meal;
it was all very enjoyable and homely - the young wife with a
baby at her breast baking flapjacks on an iron pan, our tall
unkempt loose-limbed host, the dark room with the circle of faces
lit up by the glow of the fire fading into darkness where outlines
became suggested rather than seen, and my two tired men sprawl-
ing anyhow on the floor. '

Afterwards I went up on to the roof and lay down as I was, 1n
a pile of straw, and, covering myself up with a blanket, soon fell
fast asleep under the stars; while a warm breeze floated up out of
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the Mekong valley and rustled through the trees, and at intervals
the summer lightning flashed out palely.

Last night at Londré

On the last night of our stay I went across to the boulder beneath
which the Tibetans were camped. In the purple dusk the younger
ones went forth to collect firewood and herbs for the evening
meal. Presently someone climbed up on to the rock and sang out:
‘Come, friends, supper is ready.” One by one they wandered
back, some carrying bundles of faggots, others with lily bulbs,
garlic and toadstools, and all hungry. A large iron pot bubbled
over the fire, and into this were thrown various leaves, a pinch
of coarse salt, and lumps of butter. Then the wooden bowls were
brought out and each received a portion of soup. Meanwhile,
buttered tea was being churned in the tall wooden cylinders till
it frothed, skin bags of barley flour were untied, butter boxes
opened, and the Tibetans now set about their meal in earnest.

The night was fine. Through the trees one could see the constel-
lations rolling majestically across the swarthy sky. Someone
began to twang a little bamboo jew’s harp, to which was presently
added the mournful wail of a reed whistle. Outside, the night
wind blew softly, making the trees scrape against each other as
though whispering secrets; an owl hooted plaintively, and the
torrent grated over the gravel. Suddenly the silence was rent by
a clatter and roar as an avalanche of rock emptied itself down one
of the gullies.

My companions were a strange lot of scarecrows. One girl
with a huge goitre was deaf and dumb, and one of the men,
similarly burdened with two goitres which dangled in a pouch of
his neck, was blind in one eye and stone deaf. There was an oldish
man who was nearly bald, and an undersized thickset little man
with a pock-marked face. One old woman had but two teeth in
her head, and immense eyes like a fish. Finally, there was a tall
man with thick curly hair and a prominent nose, a very good
fellow; and a pretty little girl, slightly disfigured by goitre, who
was the life and soul of the party, always singing, laughing or
dancing. She kept everyone in good spirits — but indeed all were
merry and cheerful. The deaf and dumb carried on a spirited
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language by signs, from which I at any rate learnt that hooking
the two little fingers together signified firm friendship.

Meanwhile, those swains who were the fortunate possessors of
lady-loves pillowed their heads on their mistresses’ laps, and had
their hair done. The sham queue (made of blue wool, carefully
plaited) was first unwound and detached, the hair combed out,
buttered and plaited; and the false queue, with its section of
elephant’s tusk threaded on it, hooked into position. Finally, the
whole was rebound on top of the head.

Arrival at Kibu

Over the top of the ridge, only a few hundred feet high, we see
huge portals framing the entrance to a wild rocky valley, lying
south-west, and it is here that the river finally wriggles its way
out of this mountain maze and turns bravely to meet the Salween.
In the failing light the view down the valley, girded by giant rock
ribs, is wildly imposing. Terrific gusts of wind buffet us in the
face as we continue down the river, and I find the greatest diffi-
culty in taking compass bearings. Now the pink glow, which for
an hour has lingered, changes to silver as the moon rises into a
sky of palest blue, illuminating bands of white road. I feel in the
highest spirits, and sing as we march along in the warm darkness
under the brilliant dome of night.

Soon I am far ahead of the porters — only my guide has gone
on with the ponies, and except for the splash of the river down
below and shrieking gusts of wind which whirl up thick clouds
of dust, the night is very still. Presently I am standing on the
summit of a high spur, a deep gully into which the moonlight
can find no way, below. Looking back, a snow-peak is seen
glittering in the north, and the moonlight has turned the river to
quicksilver.

The descent is steep and stony, I trip frequently, and have to
go cautiously. At last I reach the bottom in safety, cross the gully,
and ascend a little way up the opposite side. Silence everywhere.
For some minutes I stand listening. Suddenly I hear dogs barking,
and see lights, though it is too dark to make out the village. So
I blow several blasts on my whistle and along comes the ‘Monkey’
with a torch, followed by two strangers. We are arrived at Kibu.
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A dispute settled

November 9th was a blazing hot day, and the march down the
arid valley was most trying.

After a couple of hours across stony terraces, in places burst
open by deep narrow ravines where not a drop of water trickled,
the porters halloed to a village on the right bank to send over a
relief. A reply having been obtained, we went on slowly, leaving
the relief to catch us up, as soon as they had crossed the river by
canoe. However, they were unable to bring ponies with them,
so when they arrived I insisted on keeping the animals from Jana.
Thereupon a dispute arose, a Jana man trying forcibly to unload
a pony which was as valiantly defended by one of the newcomers,
at my behest.

Meanwhile, to my astonishment, one of the Jana girls who had
supplied a pony, thinking, I suppose, that we were going to annex
her animal altogether, and being pushed roughly aside when she
attempted to lead it home, burst into a flood of tears and went
off stamping and sobbing, to sulk like a child.

In order to settle the matter as amicably as possible, and not
promote a fight between the opposing factions, I hit the inter-
fering Tibetan from Jana gently on the nose, so that he lay down
and bled freely; harmony was immediately restored, and every-
body smiled again. Promising to send the animals back from
Lakora, we continued on our way.

A party of Kiutzu

Next morning, November 20th, a party of Kiutzu arrived at Tzu-
li from the Taron. They were an uncouth crowd. Their hair hung
matted over their dirty faces, giving the men a girlish appearance.
They possessed only two garments apiece, a sort of hempen
blanket worn round the waist like a skirt, and another thrown
over the shoulders and tied across the chest. They carried light
loads in bamboo baskets, long spears, big Shan dahs in open
wooden sheaths, and war-bows with a span of four or five feet.
The arrow-case is usually made from the skin of a silver-grey
monkey, with long soft fur, the legs making the shoulder strap,
and the two little paws crossed rather pathetically over the lid.
These monkeys are the sweetest little animals, with long tails and
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black faces — later I saw one alive which a Kiutzu had brought
over with him.

The Kiutzu come to the Salween for salt, Chinese cotton yarn,
and sometimes Chinese garments, breeches and jackets. Cloth is
of no use to them as they do not know how to sew. They bring
in exchange huang-lien [Coptis teeta, a root used as a drug by the
Chinese], skins (monkey and black bear), musk, and gold dust.

An unruly servant

About three o’clock in the morning I awoke - the rain was
pouring down and whining over the sodden thatch. All that day
it continued without intermission. First thing in the morning Kao
[a Chinese officer] again came to see me and stayed two hours.
He told us now it would be impossible to reach the Taron before
next summer — and what was worse, there was a strong chance
of our being imprisoned in the Salween valley, unable to reach
the Mekong either. We must stay where we were for the present,
as the Lisu refused to travel in the rain. In any case I was too
unwell myself to travel.

That evening Atung suddenly turned up, and began to make
further trouble. After a preliminary shout, he dashed outside and
presently came in again swearing furiously and dragging by the
arm my Tibetan, who cringed before him like a child. I was
sitting huddled up by the remnant of a fire at the time, feeling
very sick, but this was too much. I went at once to the rescue of
the ‘Monkey’, hitting Atung in the face, so that he fell back with
a bleeding nose, and let go his hold. Then he sprang past me,
shouting for his dah and dashed into the next room, I after him;
but just as I clutched him I tripped in the doorway and fell.

Some women in the next room screamed, two men dashed in
between us, pushing me back, and I picked up a big stone from
the fireplace with which to defend myself, and retreated into my
own room. Atung was pacified somehow and led outside, nor
did he appear again that evening. Later he drowned his sorrows
in drink.

It appeared afterwards that he was desperately afraid of Kao
and had determined to leave me, whereupon the ‘Monkey’ remon-
strated with him. Hence the scene. Subsequently the matter was
referred to Kao, who promised that Atung should see me as far
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as Latsa, when he himself would get me another man. This quite
satisfied me, for I had had enough of Atung.

Truculence of the Lisu

The start from Chilanda on the 17th was delayed by the truculence
of the Lisu, who, having demanded an exorbitant price for por-
ters, wanted the money down, in advance. As it was these very
people who had only done half a day’s journey, after receiving a
day’s wages in advance, I refused, whereupon the chief, a very
powerful man, threw down his load in a rage and began untying
the bamboo head-strap.

‘Not so fast,’ I said, and held his arm. He turned on me like a
wild cat, and I caught him by the neck as he gripped hold of my
shirt. For a moment it looked as if there was going to be a free
fight, and it would have fared ill with me, for the chief, though
a short man, had the arms, chest and shoulders of a Hercules.
Then the angry faces of two other men were thrust menacingly
into mine, a fist was clenched, a dah was bared, and I let go,
while my pacific Tibetan danced round shrieking in an agony of
apprehension, and the soldier stood by, afraid to say a word.
Evidently these people had not forgotten my hammering Atung,
and thought me a dangerous person; on the other hand, there is
nothing more to be feared than a frightened tribesman. One
cannot hope to succeed with such people till one has gained their
confidence.

After this little argument had been settled, we started, the Lisu
promising to go as far as a small village just beyond Sukin.

Through the granite gorge

It was evening now, the sky very pale, a chill breeze making the
leaves flap and rustle and rattle together in the jungle; the mourn-
ful song of the Lutzu came to us from across the water,and
down below the sandbank we heard the water raging amongst
the boulders.

Presently the canoe returned and we jumped in, the Lutzu
women standing up in the bows; the long bamboo rope was also
paid out and coiled up forward, ready for immediate use. Away
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we went with a swish of paddles, beneath the towering cliffs
which hemmed 1in the river, till we came to a big pebble bank
over which the shallow water tossed and raced, rattling the peb-
bles together as a retreating wave does on the steep shingly shores
of England. Bump! went the heavily laden canoe, and the ill-clad
girls leapt over the gunwale into the icy water and ran ahead with
the long rope. The water swirled around their knees and wetted
their tightly bound skirts, the canoe rocked and yawed as they
pulled this way and that, hauling us slowly through the rapids
while the men pushed with their paddles, and the sound of a
million rattling dice echoed from cliff to chff. At last we were
hauled and pushed into deep water again, the women being in
nearly up to their waists before they came aboard, and shortly
afterwards we ran ashore on the right bank where was a sandy
cove; the canoe was unloaded and pulled ashore, and all hands
went to collect firewood from the forest which thinly fringed the
chffs behind.

A cutting wind blew down the valley, and we sought shelter
in a trough of the sand, and built windscreens with faggots, and
lit the fires. My bedding was laid out on the sand, and as the
stars began to glitter above the great Salween river, the ‘Monkey’
brought me my supper and we sat down to talk. . . .

Now it is dark; the Lutzu women sitting in a circle round the
fire, their knees drawn up, their feet and legs bare, their wet skirts
pulled tightly round them and an extra wrap thrown over their
shoulders, look like ghouls. How cold they must be! The temper-
ature is down to 38°F. now, and their clinging garments are
scarcely warmed by the blaze. Yet they do not seem to mind. So
they sit in a ring, from time to time filling their wooden bowls
with hot maize porridge from the bubbling iron cauldron in the
centre. Gradually the talk flags, then ceases; one by one the ill-
clad crew nod, a head droops on a breast, and then another, till,
sitting as they are in the cold sand and crowding closer and closer
to each other for warmth, they sleep.

Last stage to Atuntzu
Three magnificent black and white eagles circled over the desolate

mountains. Lower down, the snow had melted and refrozen, and
ever-widening slopes of green ice lay spread out over the valley
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bottom, making the path difficult and dangerous. Ice in a hundred
fantastic forms locked the stream between its bush-grown banks.
It was nearly dark when we reached our old camp, and finding
that the snow lay deep under the trees we camped in the open
where we looked straight down the valley to the east, and beheld
a belt of light in the sky in which all the most magnificent stars
glittered at the same time.

Eighteen degrees of frost in the night, and the stars shining
brilliantly. When I awoke before dawn the fires were down, but
it was too cold to crawl out and revive them, and the Tibetans
were asleep. It was the last camp of our long journey, on which
I had set out three months ago. The veil of night lifted slightly
in the east and the long ragged chain of the Yangtze-Mekong
divide appeared, black against the coming dawn; the great stars
which all night long had patrolled the sky were setting; new ones
waned, and vanished as they rose. The stream was hushed, frozen
solid; not even a breeze whispered through the forest. Now the
Tibetans begin to stir; presently they sit up, and the fires are
quickly attended to, while snow is melted in the iron pot for tea.
At last I crept out from my blanket nest, pulled off my woollen
gloves, slipped into a woollen dressing-gown, wrapped myself in
an enormous chupa, and sitting by the fire drank cup after cup of
foaming tea. Then the sun appeared over the mountain rim like
a ball of burnished gold, and by eight o’clock we were off, picking
our way cautiously down the steep path and over the smooth
green ice-slides which confronted us.

Under the trees where the snow lay the going was easy, but in
the open it was terrible, especially where we had to cross the
glassy stream which had welled over in broad, smooth steps.
Beautiful were the sun shafts shining red through the long tattered
strips of bark wrenched from the birch trees, and the streamers
of green lichen which danced in the breeze. Lovely little crested
tits hopped amongst the branches; and when at last, leaving the
dark forest, we emerged into the arid gorge to find ourselves
looking down once more on the Mekong, now blue as the South
China Sea, it was impossible to feel anything but gay.
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A climb from Hpimaw

Up and up, still climbing steeply, at one time enveloped in a
forest of bamboos so thick that one could not see twenty yards
into the brake, artd all clothed in green moss; at another, out on
the open ridge again, brushing through stiff bunches of Pieris,
like white heather. Far down the steeply shelving hillside lies the
network of tree-girt veins which gather water from ten thousand
hidden springs and, overflowing, fling it into the pulsing arteries
roaring out of sight.

Grass and bracken grow on this rock-strewn slope, with bushes
of blue-washed hydrangea, golden-leafed buddleia and willow.
Conspicuous too were slender trees of Enkianthus, from every
twig of which hung bunches of striped red cups. In the long grass
there sprang up in June - it was but May, when the rhododen-
drons blotched the mountains with colour - a beautiful Nomoch-
aris with rose flowers speckled with purple at the base, pink
geranium, gaudy louseworts and other flowers.

Suddenly in the forest we came upon a shady bank blue with
the lovely Primula sonchifolia growing in careless luxury, as prim-
roses do in a Kent copse. The path was strewn with fallen corollas,
scattered like jewels. It is a charming plant, with rather the habit of
an English primrose, a hemispherical umbel of azure-blue flowers,
each yellow-eyed, springing from a thickly clustered rosette of
dark-green leaves.

Up here it really was still winter — there was snow in one of
the gullies.

And now the cold air of the pass itself chilled us, while borne
on the wings of the wind came rushing up on every side from
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invisible valleys the rain-clouds, melting about us as they wrapped
round the trees, twisting and whirling through the branches like
smoke.

Drip! Drip! Drip! It was the only sound which greeted us, for
the torrent was out of earshot in the depths below, and birds are
rare and subdued in these gloomy forests — we saw only some
long-tailed jays and gaudy woodpeckers. Perhaps even their spi-
rits are oppressed by the ceaseless patter of the rain and the sour
smell rising from the sodden leaves whence in a night spring
strange and sickly speckled pilei, spawn of perpetual twilight.

A deep gash in the mountain ridge — the pass itself, dipping
steeply over into the warm blueness of the Salween valley, across
which the sun shone brightly on the wall of mountains opposite,
twenty miles away; and across those mountains too, deep down
in the bowels of the earth, rumbled the red Mekong, another
warrior river of Tibet.

We stood now on the rim of the Burmese hinterland, looking
into the fair land of China, the threshold of Yunnan, which means
‘Southern Cloudland’.

A paradise of flowers

Emerging next day from an oak forest interspersed with rhodo-
dendrons and holly, we reached a big stream, its banks so thickly
overgrown with bamboo that we had to wade knee-deep through
the chilly water of the stream itself. The mules enjoyed this,
splashing lustily, and when the sun broke through the clouds and
sparkled on the chattering water, it was delightful, save for the
leeches which we collected.

Paddling thus slowly up the stream, we came from time to
time into the most enchanting meads, where the little valley
broadened. Here the grass was purple with Primula beesiana, and
the shallow waters dotted with tall yellow cowslips, which were
not cowslips in fact, but Primula helodoxa, growing on the banks,
on gravel islands, on fallen tree-trunks, in careless profusion. And
there were flowering bushes all round us instead of forest, thickets
of buckthorn and rose, wayfaring-tree, barberry and honeysuckle,
amongst which sprang up white lilies, tall as grenadiers (L. gigan-
teum*), marsh marigolds and grasping coils of yellow-flowered

* since renamed Cardiocrinum giganteum.
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Codonopsis, sunning itself as it sprawled carelessly over the sur-
rounding plants like a rich exquisite.

Most lovely of all, hiding shyly within the dark bamboo
groves, was a meadow-rue, its large white flowers borne singly,
half nodding amongst the maidenhair leaves, so that in the gloom
of the brake they looked like snowflakes floating through a forest
of ferns. I called it the snowflake meadow-rue — there is none
more beautiful.

‘Why, what a paradise of flowers!’” I said to my companion.
‘Who would have thought that these sorrowful mountains and
dim, dripping forests held such treasures!’

‘It 1s pretty,” he replied. ‘I thought you might find something
interesting at the Feng-shui-ling.’

‘Feng-shui-ling! Is that what they call 1t? Why, that may well
mean ‘“‘the pass of the winds and waters”. Certainly there is water
enough’ (we were still paddling upstream). ‘Better did they call
it ““Hua-shua-lin”’ - the forest of flowers and waters.’

Village of the dead

Maintaining the pace down, we were out of the forest in an hour
next morning, great volumes of cloud rising from the valley
towards the summits we had left. We soon reached the Yawyin
village, only to learn that the sick woman had died the previous
day. But the old man had recovered, and with tears in his eyes
thanked me for the medicine I had given him.

[ went in to see the dead woman, and in the darkness of the
poor hut just made out a figure wrapped in a white cloth which
entirely concealed it except for the hands crossed on the breast.

An aged hag, crouched on the mud floor, was watching over
it, wailing hopelessly and wringing her hands; from time to time
she ceased crying and muttered incantations; then she would burst
forth again in mournful wailing that had in it a note of uncontroll-
able despair, dreadful to hear. In the heavy darkness beyond,
where the embers of a fire glowed, a white-haired old man was
cooking food, and several children crawled about, playing in the
dust, heedless of the ruin round them. In such gloomy surround-
ings, with the old witch beside it, the corpse, swathed in its
coarse hempen winding-sheet, looked horribly like an Egyptian
mummy, and [ was glad to withdraw from that fallen house.
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Outside some men were hammering a coffin together — next
day the dead woman would be buried on the cold mountainside.

Monkey-scarers

The maize crop was now ripening, and many are the devices
employed to scare away the monkeys which raid the fields by
night. On the very steepest slopes a small hut is built at the top,
with a long diving-board jutting out, thus overlooking the entire
slope below. In this forward observing-post one or two — gener-
ally two — people take up position for the night and, when the
monkeys come, sally forth and drive them away by making
strange noises and throwing things at them. In the slack intervals
between raids they make love.

A more ingenious method is to erect bamboo poles with split
tops, here and there, attaching a cord to each. When the cord is
jerked the split bamboo clacks lustily, and by tying all the cords
together and leading the one line to the hut the clappers can with
one tug be set clacking simultaneously. Thus all the sentry has to
do is to sit in the hut and give the line a sharp tug every few
minutes, when alarming noises start up unexpectedly from every
corner of the taungya [hillside field]. The disadvantage of this
method is that, as only one is required on sentry duty, the pro-
spects for love-making are not so good.

Tins are sometimes used instead of split bamboos, and where
a stream runs through the taungya, the line is stretched out from
bank to bank with a float in the shape of a log of wood attached
to 1t, dangling in the water. The rush of the torrent against the
float, flinging it this way and that, jerks the rope spasmodically,
which in turn rattles tins or clacks bamboos all over the field;
thus a more or less continuous noise is kept up, breaking out now
here, now there with whimsical uncertainty.

But the most ingenious apparatus of all was worked by means
of a hollow log, pivoted in the bed of a torrent. As the stream
filled the reservoir with water, the log tipped up, emptied out
the water and returned heavily to its original position, hitting a
stretched bamboo cord a shrewd blow as it fell back. This in turn
jerked a cord attached to all the clappers, which clacked away out
on the taungya every few minutes as the trough filled and fell,
emptied and rose.
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A Maru village

Sliding and tripping we came down a tremendously steep hillside
in the open, and saw the village of Che-wen below on the left
bank of a considerable stream which flowed in a deep valley.

An hour later we were splashing through the sties and mud-
holes of a Maru village, its dozen huts standing amongst little
fenced-off gardens, where grew beans, tobacco, opium poppies
and a few peach-trees. Pigs grunted and scuttled, an odd cow or
two stood uncompromisingly in the fairway, and women seated
in the porches looked up from their weaving and stared at us.
However, we were well received, and soon shown into a house,
whereupon the inhabitants crowded round the doorway to gaze
at me.

At last [ was able to take off my wet clothes, and having started
a big fire in the room placed at my disposal, we set to work
drying everything.

These huts, made of bamboo matting, raised on stilts, with
hard floors of wooden boards laid across beams, narrow verandas
and front porch, are small, like the Yawyin huts, not at all like
the typical Maru huts of the Nmai valley. Outside the houses are
small box-like granaries raised high on four pillars capped with
circular discs of wood, which serve to defeat the rats.

Fields of maize and buckwheat slope down to the river.
Beyond, the shadowy outlines of high mountains disappear into
the rain mists. Up the valley and across the Salween divide,
distant eight marches, lies the country of the Shapa Lisus, an
evil tribe according to Maru tradition; but this is not altogether
surprising, since they wage a continuous defensive warfare against
the Chinese, whose ruthless efforts to exterminate them are calcu-
lated to sharpen all their latent cunning and cruelty.

Approaching Laking

It seemed doubtful whether we should reach Laking, the village
at the confluence of the Laking Hka with the Nmai, that night
or not; but I was determined to try, so about five o’clock we set
out again.

Continuing the ascent, we were soon high above the river,
which plunged down deeper and deeper into the bowels of the
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earth, till close upon sunset we stood on the last spur and looked
clear away westward down the now open valley; and black against
the western glare a high range of softly rounded mountains
appeared, drawn clean across the horizon. It was the containing
wall of the Nmai Hka - the Irrawaddy itself! Behind us grey
storm-clouds were piling up on the mountains we had lately
crossed, but in front the sun, wrapped in mackerel sky, had turned
the clouds into a broad lake of chequered silver.

Numerous deep gullies spun out the journey, and in places
steep slabs of granite lay athwart the mountainside, in crossing
some of which we experienced difficulty in keeping our balance,
so that one of the porters fell and cut himself painfully. At last a
deeper rent than usual yawned below us like a wound in the
mountainside, but descending the path into complete darkness far
below, there was heard only a feeble trickle of water, as though
the torrent, exhausted after its hard work of carving out this
canyon, had slumbered.

A growl of thunder in the mountains behind now spurred us
on, and climbing up from the depths, we reached the first huts
of Laking at seven o’clock, just as the rain began. We had been
ten hours on the road.

An eclipse of the moon

That night the full moon rose partially eclipsed into a clear sky,
and by eight o’clock the eclipse was almost total; it was extraordi-
nary to watch the glowing velvet sky, in which formerly none
but the most brilliant stars had been visible, slowly turning black
till stars of the second and third magnitude shone out like lamps
being lit in a distant city, and the heavens sparkled with the full
splendour of a starlight night.

Meanwhile the villagers had become greatly excited, believing
that a devil was devouring the moon. A procession formed up
and paraded with gongs, which they banged lustily, shouting as
they circled round a barrel-shaped drum on which a small boy
operated as it lay on the ground. Finally, the procession moved
off through the village, carrying the gongs above their heads and
flapping their arms to a sort of cakewalk, while a child not much
bigger than the tom-tom staggered along with that instrument
for another person to hammer.
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After a time the efforts of these merry roysterers were
rewarded, the devil grew frightened and sicked up the moon even
as the whale did Jonah, and presently its silver rim reappeared,
and by ten o’clock the exhausted band stood in the full flood of
moonlight, their labours ended. As for me, I went to bed.

A sudden storm

A short climb up the opposite spur soon brought us to a village
insecurely perched in an exposed position on the hillside, where
some slabs of slaty rock stood on edge like low walls; one hut
was built close to the brink of a small scarp formed by one of
these outcrops. To the west the mountains, in the form of a small
horseshoe-shaped bay, stood up very steep and menacing, as it
seemed.

Since four-thirty p.m. I had noticed an occasional growl of
thunder, and when I looked out of our hut at six-thirty the wind
was rising; before eight it was raining, a strong wind was blowing
and frequent flashes of lightning illuminated the dark sky; evi-
dently it was working up for a storm.

Quite suddenly it burst upon us with awful fury, the wind
blowing with hurricane force. Now the lightning blazed incess-
antly, flash following flash with such rapidity that we could see
everything — bending trees, whirling leaves, and the dark outline
of brooding mountains; and to the continuous roll of thunder,
like heavy artillery, was added the shriller rattle of drenching rain
as 1t beat viciously on the stiff palm leaves.

The storm simply crashed down on to the village from the
mountains, as though someone was tipping barrels full of water
and compressed air on top of us.

Water poured through the thatch roof of our hut, bringing
with it dirt and leaves which it splashed everywhere, quenching
the fires and soaking our belongings; the hut rocked and shook
on its piles like a liner in a gale; people screamed, dogs barked,
every moment | thought the hut must collapse. Now the voice
of the wind in the stiff-leafed sago palms and amongst the tall
clumps of bamboo rose to an angry scream, and above all this
tumult could be heard the deepening roar of the torrent below.

There came an ominous crash, and a shower of sodden leaves,
dirt and debris from the roof littered the room where I sat, the
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earth floor of which was already a puddle; but in the furious gusts
which came raging down the mountainside I could not tell what
had happened.

Then the people of our hut, snatching up torches, rushed out
into the darkness, scared and weeping, and in the dim light cast
by the quivering flames I saw the hut just above ours lying on
the ground, a mass of broken beams, torn thatch, and split posts;
the wind had simply crumpled it up like brown paper. Around
it stood a group of wailing villagers, who seemed more concerned
in rescuing a little food and a few stoups of liquor than in looking
to see if anyone lay beneath the wreckage, though that may have
been because they knew all had escaped. However, cne of my
men said there were people in the hut when it was blown down,so
taking my lamp I climbed up the shattered roof and dropping
through a hole found myself in the midst of a dreadful tangle
through which it was very difficult to crawl; in this way, partly
on my belly, partly on hands and knees, I explored such of the
interior as was not absolutely razed to the ground. However,
there were no victims. The villagers were somewhat concerned
for my safety, as they feared a further settling down of the huge
mass, for their huts are enormously long, and it had been simply
doubled up. As a matter of fact, little of it could have been laid
much flatter than it was already.

Luckily for us this hut stood near us and to windward, other-
wise ours would have gone! As it was, fragments had beaten
against our roof, sending showers of debris into the rooms.

Close by, a second hut, in which less than an hour before a
dozen people had been seated round their family hearths, lay a
shapeless mass on the ground, but from this too the inhabitants
had escaped just in time, so that our further explorations led to
no sad discoveries. Had anyone remained in the wrecked hut he
must have been crushed by the falling beams, or suffocated
beneath the weight of sodden thatch.

After paddling about in the mud outside and delving amongst
the wreckage till I was festooned with soot and leaves from the
thatch roofs (for chimneys there are none, and the interior of the
hut is black with the smoke of generations of fires), while people
shouted to me as I crawled here and there to hand out bite and
sup which they specially prized, I returned to my quarters, thank-
ful they were safe. The fire had been lit again and T'ung was
preparing my dinner, though even here, so much water and



42 HIMALAYAN ENCHANTMENT

rubbish were scattered about, it looked as though there had been
a small earthquake.

It was nine o’clock and the storm was fast disappearing in the
south-west — you could still hear it, growing fainter and fainter
as it died away down the valley. By nine-thirty it was all over,
the wind hushed, even the thunder too faint to be heard. A great
stillness seemed to come upon the wrecked village as suddenly as
the storm itself had fallen on it.

A day’s march

September 21st. — Minimum 62.7°F. It rained steadily all night and
continued most of the day, the longest and most trying march
we had yet done, ten hours in the sodden jungle.

First we continued the descent of the previous evening, crossed
a big torrent, and traversed for some distance, winding our way
round gully after gully. The whole region was a perfect maze of
mountains, cut up by hundreds of streams flowing deep in their
jungle-hidden ravines, and the road was marked by the skeletons
of mules and broken pack-saddles. All the time we were squelch-
ing ankle-deep in mud, tortured by leeches which dropped on us
from the trees.

My feet and ankles were now covered with dreadful sores
brought on by being always wet and the bites of leeches which
easily got through my worn-out boots. Every night the continu-
ous irritation would awaken me, or even prevent me getting any
sleep at all sometimes.

A long climb brought us to the top of a ridge, and this we
followed up and down for mile on mile. A gleam of sunshine at
one o'clock was a false alarm, but another gleam about four
proved less fleeting. At five, when I was tramping along mechan-
ically, noticing little, I saw something better than sunshine, for
the white mist between the trees suddenly gave place to a deep
indigo blueness, and I knew what that meant — it was the blueness
of distant mountains. The plains at last! I thought. At the same
moment we began to descend into a deep valley, and presently
the fretted mountains on either side of the ridge showed up
momentarily through the changeful mists; far below we distinctly
heard above the patter of raindrops the unmistakable chatter of a
river.
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It was now getting late, and we raced down the almost precipi-
tous path as fast as we could go. Down, down, several thousand
feet, till the whirr of cicadas filled the air again, and it grew
perceptibly warmer. At last we could see the valley below us,
and at six-thirty we reached a considerable river, the Shang Wang,
a tributary of the Nam Tisang, which flows into the Mali.

Crossing by a bamboo trestle bridge, we reached a small hut
at dark, built by the expedition in the previous year. Never had
I been so tired as I was that night. Next day I anticipated an easy
walk down the river valley to the plains.

Of leeches

The land leeches, however, were dreadful.

These little fiends are about an inch long and, at a full stretch,
no thicker than a knitting needle. They progress similarly to a
looper caterpillar, though they are not, of course, provided with
legs. Fixing one end, which is expanded into a bell-shaped sucker,
the leech curves itself over into a complete arch, fixes the other
extremity in the same way and, releasing the rear end, advances
it till a close loop is formed. The process is then repeated, the
creature advancing with uncanny swiftness in a series of loops.
From time to time it rears itself up on end and sways about,
swinging slowly round in larger and larger circles as it seeks
blindly, but with a keen sense of smell, its prey; then suddenly
doubling itself up in a loop, it continues the advance with unerring
instinct. There is nothing more horribly fascinating than to see
the leaves of the jungle undergrowth, during the rains, literally
shaking under the motions of these slender, bloodthirsty, finger-
like creatures, as they sway and swing, then start looping inevi-
tably towards you. They have a trick, too, of dropping on to the
traveller from above into his hair and ears, or down his neck.
Cooper* says there are three kinds of leeches in Assam, including
the red or hill leech, and the hair leech. 1 do not recollect coming
across either of these last two on the North-East Frontier, but I
have no doubt that if they are found in Assam they are also found
in the Burmese hinterland.

Poor little Maru [his puppy] suffered most of all. I halted

* The Mishmee Hills, by T. T. Cooper.
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continuously to relieve him, on one occasion pulling six off his
gums, two from each nostril, several from inside his eyelids, and
others from his belly, neck, flanks, and from between his toes.
Sometimes his white coat was red with blood, or rather with a
mixture of blood and mud.

As for me, leeches entered literally every orifice except my
mouth, and I became so accustomed to the little cutting bite, like
the caress of a razor, that I scarcely noticed it at the time. On
two occasions leeches obtained such strategic positions that I only
noticed them just in time to prevent very serious, if not fatal,
consequences. I also ran them down in my hair, under my arm-
pits, inside my ears — in fact everywhere. My feet and ankles were
by this time covered with the most dreadful sores, the scars of
which I carry to this day.

Out of the valley of death

There is perhaps no more lovely experience on earth than to
awaken slowly to life after a long illness, much of which was a
dark blank, with vague shadows projected on it from time to
time; to see again the blue sky overhead, the golden paddy-fields,
green forests and distant snow-clad mountains; to wake in the
radiant dawn at the cry of gibbons shrilly calling from the jungle,
when the mist hangs over the river and the first rays of the rising
sun are sparkling across the blue mountain-tops; to hear the birds
whistling and trilling and the silver-throated gong vibrating in
the monastery. A vast peace seems to have enfolded the whole
world in its embrace. You tread on air with winged feet, and
sing, nay shout, for the very joy of living. Every leaf and flower,
every bird and beast, every cloud in the sky, is revealed as an
object of beauty, welling life and love. Happy the man to whom
such revelation 1s permitted.

Therefore shall I ever remember with gratitude those convalesc-
ent days at the end of November in Fort Hertz, when, having
emerged from the Valley of Death, I walked a little farther, and
grew a little stronger, each day.
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Six to dinner

We had only ten miles to do, starting with a long climb up from
the valley till we stood over 3,000 feet above the river. A few
miles more and then from the ridge just above the Nsop stream
we had a clear view southwards of the Mali Hka, blue as the
cold-weather sky, twisting through the forested mountains; the
bare, white-barked trees striping the green wall of jungle made a
very pretty scene, bathed in the golden afternoon sunshine. A
precipitous descent brought us down to Nsop Zup, splashing
over its bed of jagged slate rocks; and crossing by a bamboo
trestle bridge we reached the military police post above.

That night we sat down six to dinner — two P.W.D.* men, an
officer of the 32nd Pioneers at work on the new mule-road, a
military police officer, the doctor and myself. The talk naturally
ran on exploration at the sources of the Irrawaddy, of dead and
dying mules, of trackless forests and strange beasts, of rations
and ammunition abandoned and buried in the jungle for lack of
transport, of wild savages and wilder mountains, remote valleys
and unknown rivers. It was a picturesque gathering on a far
frontier of the Empire, while Britain was fighting for her life in
Flanders.

* Public Works Department.
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Great rivers of eastern Tibet

There 1s no more remarkable strip of crust on earth than that
where the great rivers of eastern Tibet almost jostle each other in
their eagerness to escape from the roof of the world. They issue
from Tibet through a grooved slot in the backbone of Asia, and
are squeezed between two of the mightiest uplifts in the world.
Deep down in their troughs they rage. They cannot get out,
neither can they spill over.

To the east flows the Yangtze. In the west, million-throated
Irrawaddy gulps down inexhaustible waters, wrung from the
misty hills. Between these two, the Mekong and the Salween
force their way. The gap is narrow — barely 70 miles wide — and
through it the four loud rivers rush. So they must hustle. There is
no waiting. They pour through together in one roaring, bouncing
flood, and the iron-shod alps which hem them in lift their heads
to heaven as they plant their feet in the howling water and brace
themselves to the storm.

The Yangtze rolls along with pompous might, for it has come
a thousand miles hotfoot. Already it has reached adolescence. To
frolic would be undignified. But its solemn dignity is but a pose.
It has nearly 3,000 miles yet to flow, before it attains to the
wisdom of the sea, and is absorbed into the oneness which all
rivers attain. So, having shed its pose for a time, it breaks into
riot.

The Mekong rumbles by in muffled laughter. It is as though it
has slipped through unobserved, and had chortled at the trick
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ever since. It is a merry river, but often gusts of fierce anger seize
1t.

The Salween is neither so majestic as the Yangtze nor so trivial
as the Mekong. Nevertheless, it is sedate. And then, with little
cause, it is roused to a cold fury terrible to see. Emerging proudly
from the stark gorges of Tsa-rong (the gateway to eastern Tibet),
it plunges headlong into the monsoon valley. Henceforward it is
peevish and perverse.

But the Taron is the darling of them all. From aloft you may
look down the frightful slopes, over forest and lawn, to the river
shouldering its way through the velvet-coated gorge, 3,000 feet
below. How puny it looks! — a weak and wayward river, inaud-
ible, crawling along at the bottom of its deeply eroded valley.
And then you come to it, and behold, it 1s a savage river, yet
beautiful, with that ruthless beauty which compels grudging
admiration.

Yangtze-Mekong divide

The Yangtze-Mekong divide is here fissured longitudinally.
Overlooking the Mekong is the snowy Pai-ma-shan range; on the
other side, towards the Yangtze, is a high, undulating grassland
plateau. Between the two 1s a deep ice-carved trough, which
collects the water from both sides. The range trends north and
south, between the two rivers; and the road on the summit plateau
also lies north and south, or nearly so, seeking a way down to
the Mekong. It follows the foot of the high, bare limestone
escarpment of the grass country, with all the rhododendron moor-
land and the milky glacier-fed stream between it and the snowy
range.

This rhododendron moorland, though now drab, is in the
spring a many-coloured sea of bloom. What heather is in Scot-
land, the dwarf rhododendrons are in the Chinese alps; but instead
of an endless haze of purple, the hillsides here are chromatic
with many colours. They grow ankle-deep, no more, thick and
twiggy, covered with wee crusty leaves; but the flowers are large
in comparison. Pale gold and lavender blue, plum-juice, wine-
red, and flame are some of the favourite colours. On Pai-ma-shan
the carpet consists largely of Rh. chryseum — one of the few yellow-
flowered ‘Lapponicums’ - and a purple-flowered ‘Lapponicum’.
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Only solitary blooms of these lingered on till August. One of the
aromatic leafed ‘Anthopogons’ is also common. The under-sur-
face of the young leaves is covered with a scurf of silvery-white
scales, which turn a deep rust-brown as the leaves age. At higher
levels I noticed the crouching bushes of a ‘Saluenense’.

The view of the snowy range from the point where the road
switchbacks over the high downs is wonderful; but though only
a few miles distant, they are rarely visible during the summer.
The plateau summit, on which the topmost ridges stand, is then
swathed in mist. It comes rolling up like a sea-fog out of the
Mekong on one side and the Yangtze on the other, and then for
an hour the cold, pricking showers rocket through the high val-
leys, and rumple the blue glacier lakes, and blot out the snow-
peaks. Then out pops the sun, and for ten minutes you can see
the whole coloured, tortured world around you, while the battery
1s being recharged for a fresh onslaught.

High pastures

One day I ascended the limestone escarpment, by a defile. The
stream was fringed with flowers, fragrant Cremanthodium, and
nodding primulas. Abundant in boggy places were P. wardii and
P. chrysopa. The latter has purplish mauve or lilac flowers, with
deep orange eye, and is delightfully fragrant. Calyx, bracts, and
scape are heavily crusted with snow-white meal, which shows up
the flowers well. The plant stands some 10 inches high. Other
species were P. pseudosikkimensis and P. secundiflora, neither of
them, however, in flower. On either side the chalk-white cliffs,
with their feet buried in rubble, towered up to airy spires; and
on the rubble slopes were more flowers. But the clitfs were almost
naked.

After reaching the top of the corridor, which pierced right
through the escarpment, | emerged dramatically into wide and
wonderful pastures. On every side an uncharted sea of rolling
downs, 16,000 feet aloft. Innumerable rills oozed from the shal-
low, bowl-shaped valley heads - it was amazing the amount of
water wrung from these Elysian fields ~ and swelled into brooks
girt with flowers. Where the hillsides were not emerald green
they were bright red with the stain of manganese. The wind raced
splendidly out and across the plateau, and over the ridge and back
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again it sang the song of the free; then swooped on and whispered
to the meadow flowers till they nodded their heads. It came
rollicking over the passes and stirred the tufted rock-plants; or
whistled coldly through the corridors, till it reached the open
heights. It buffeted the stolid yak which dotted the slopes in their
hundreds, and spun out their long shaggy hair and fluttered it
bravely. And everywhere water sucked and gurgled as it collected
into rills.

Nowhere as far as the eye could see to north or east or west
was there a rock or a tree to break the smooth, even sweep and
heave of the plateau; only behind me the glazed white girders of
the world, grinning defiance, poked through the green plush
lining.

The setting sun flared on the red ranges, and a sheet of white
mist sailed solemnly up from below, shrouding the valleys one
by one. Then I climbed a thousand feet up the pale screes to the
crest of the escarpment. There were golden saxifrages in flower
on the cliff, widely scattered tuffets, but glaringly obvious in the
wastes. Most of the flowers here were over, but I recognized 1n
fruit plants of such characteristic form as Meconopsis souliei and
Primula dryadifolia. Finally, as the mist floated up, I crept back to
camp with the sting of the rain and the cuff of the wind in my
face; and sweet night came down over the immeasurable earth.

A Tibetan welcome

The people are friendly to strangers. Behold our arrival at a
Tibetan house. ‘Arro,’ shouts ‘Joseph’, my interpreter, and the
good wife comes forward. Seeing me, she pulls down her queue
(a mark of respect), spreads out her hands, bows and stniles. The
Chin-t'ang, or family chapel, is swept and garnished, and there I
repose. Later the headman himself arrives, puts out his tongue —
also a mark of respect, not defiance — smiles and bows. He exam-
ines my property. Presently buttered tea is brewed in one of the
tall wooden brass-bound churns, of which there are several in the
spacious kitchen. The butter, more or less aged, is emulsified
with the tea by means of a perforated wooden piston, which is
vigorously worked up and down in the cylinder; a generous pinch
of salt is added, and the clay-coloured liquid is poured frothing
into wooden cups. Everyone sits cross-legged on the floor round
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the fire, over which bubbles a huge cauldron. The kitchen is the
chief room in the house - it is living-room, dining-room, and
bedroom as well. Going to bed is a simple matter, as the people
lie down on the floor, covering themselves with a rug or a couple
of goatskins; a block of wood serves for a pillow.

There are plenty of other rooms in the house nevertheless,
mostly store-rooms, padlocked and as sacred as Bluebeard’s
closet. The stables occupy the ground floor. On the roof is a shed
for straw and grain. A chimney-like structure crowns the parapet,
and here each morning green branches are burnt, sending a pillar
of smoke up to heaven.

A wealth of rhododendrons

Now the valley began to open out. The slotted cliffs on either
flank came into view, and conic wedges of boulder scree spread
themselves out below. We clambered over the piled-up ruins and,
towards evening, camped under a colossal block of granite which
offered convenient shelter. Indeed, so ample was the protection
afforded by it, there was no occasion to set up my tiny tent, and
I slept on the ground by a welcome fire, 3,964 feet above the
Salween.

We were now in the midst of the most wonderful wealth and
variety of rhododendrons it is possible to imagine. They grew
everywhere. Bogs, boulders, cliffs, forest, and meadow existed
for them. In the forest, they were trees with glass-smooth,
chestnut-coloured trunks. In the meadows, they formed bushes,
gnarled and compact. On the steep granite platforms, smoothed
by the scour of ice, they formed patches of interwoven scrub,
not a foot high. On the alpine cliff, they changed again to little
scared creeping things hugging the rock like ivy. There was no
end to them. Every thousand feet of ascent they changed com-
pletely. It would have been worth a year of one’s life to have seen
that valley in June, with the caked snow lying about, water
gurgling in a thousand brooks, and everywhere clots of rhododen-
dron romping into flower — gamboge and carmine, snow-white,
ivory, purple, crimson, and lavender. I counted twenty-eight
species here. The most interesting was a small shrub whose
shoots, petioles, and capsules were covered with dark, stiff
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bristles. The under-leaf surface was furred with a thin coppery
red indumentum (K. W. 5427).

Before dark one of the Lutzu porters — Sere, that is to say,
‘Gold’, by name (he spoke a little Chinese) — cooked my evening
ration: boiled rice, some potatoes, and a slice of meat; and I
brewed myself a mug of hot cocoa to finish up with. By eight
o’clock the men, muffled up in their cloaks, were fast asleep round
the fire. I sat in my corner for an hour, writing my diary, and
packing specimens collected during the day. The stars blazed
fiercely in a jet sky. The shrill gurgle of many torrents was
interrupted only by the hoot of an owl or the occasional squeal
of an animal. Then I crawled into my ‘flea-bag’, and presently
fell into an iron sleep.

A makeshift bridge

Presently we camped on a tongue of land between the Taron and
another river which roared in from the Salween divide. Across
the latter, on a small platform, stood a hut.

We had not been here long when visitors began to arrive. First
a fat little woman with a basket of firewood, and scanty clothing.
Her round, chubby face was woefully tattoed with blue spots and
criss-cross lines; it formed a mask, sharply defined, extending
from the angle of the eye, down the cheek to the chin, and round
the mouth. She wanted to cross the smaller river, and we were
introduced to the ‘monkey bridge’ for the first time. Three or
four separate cables, made of twisted bamboo, each no thicker
than a skipping-rope, were tied to trees on either bank. The
sportsman who wished to translate himself from one side to the
other tied himself to a wooden slider, which he plac\ed on this
collection of ropes, and proceeded to haul himself across, hand
over hand. Of necessity he hung underneath the apparatus, and
so could push with his bare feet at the same time. The Nung
woman, after trussing herself up, with basket, proceeded to give
us a demonstration.

It appeared an undignified position for a lady; but her clothes,
though inadequate, were adapted to this form of athletic exercise,
for she wore a very small and tight pair of bathing-drawers
underneath her abbreviated skirt. Anyhow, she hauled herself and
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her basket of faggots across while we stared in dumb admiration
at her brawn and courage.

No quarter asked or given

The forest was most imposing. The trees were immense, with
massive trunks ending in candelabra of gnarled limbs, and so
smothered under vegetation as to render identification very diffi-
cult. Easily recognizable species were oak, Pseudotsuga, and
Castanopsis. Each was a wild garden unto itself. A mane of lichen
fringed every branch, waving like seaweed in a tideway. Bushes
of rhododendron foaming into bloom, creepers, ferns, climbing
plants, and orchids - especially orchids - fought and struggled in
ruthless dumb determination for light and air. There was no
quarter. Nature asks none, gives none. The weak, the wounded,
and the dying went equally to the wall in the fierce competition
for a place in the sun; and the result was certainly beautiful.
The variety of orchids, their strange colours and bizarre forms,
were a perpetual source of wonder. A sweetly scented Pleione
frilled every tree-trunk with its purple blooms. Another species,
milk-white with a chocolate lip, formed drifts of snow, high up.
Many hung down from the branches in festoons, or beaded
threads; or lolled in corners; or stood up in stiff haughtiness. But
all of them, plain and coloured, proud and humble, had the
craftiest, daftest lowers, tuned to the tricks of the insect world.
A colony of belligerent caterpillars created a certain amount of
disturbance. They had recently emerged from dormitories, made
by weaving together two leaves with a silken web; several such
dormitories, crowded with kicking caterpillars, were still intact,
but the plants were also speckled with the little black chaps, who
resented my mere approach. Their displeasure was so acute that
they stood up on their hind legs, so to speak, in protest, lifting
their heads with a jerk. The curious thing was that they did
it simultaneously, like a company sloping arms; the effect was
extraordinarily odd. The leaves seemed to shudder under their
efforts, and any faint-hearted bird, seeking a succulent morsel,
might well be daunted by such combined action. There were,
perhaps, six or eight caterpillars on each leaf. Did I approach,
they would suddenly jerk up their heads at me in unison, and
repeat the movement; did I touch the leaf, those on other leaves
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would join in the agitation; till finally the entire bush, containing
maybe half a hundred larvae, would be twinkling as the outraged
inhabitants jerked up their heads and let them fall, repeating the
manceuvre while the danger lasted. However, they seemed to
grow weary after a little while, till at last they could scarcely lift

aleg.

In the Irrawaddy jungle

Oh, but the smell of the jungle as it rose richly to my nostrils!
The perfume of flowers in the boscage, mingled with the sour
odour of decay, and the shapeless musty patches, where some
creature had crossed the path, breathing infection! And the queer
cries and noises, the sudden fearful silences, the long hush in the
misty dawn, before the valley rang with the hoot of the hoolock
monkey!

The cry of the hoolock, the white-faced gibbon, as it greets the
dawn, is the most joyous cry in the world. When the sun slants
over the ridge, splitting the forest with golden wedges, and the
hills begin to harden out of the nebulous vapour, the jungle gives
tongue. ‘Wa-hu! Wa-hu! Wa-hu!’ cry the gibbons in chorus; the
yelps quick and short, like the yapping of a puppy, the second
note almost lost. And then comes the answer, ‘Hu-wa-a-a!’ in a
long-drawn wail, and - silence. Suddenly the chorus breaks out
again wildly, and the glad shout is taken up by more and more
of the troop, till cutting crisply through the babel comes a clear,
shrill whistle, repeated at intervals; and once more abrupt silence.
And presently the cry is heard more faintly, far away in the
jungle.

Perhaps during a lull you may hear a movement in the tree-
tops, and see the branches shaking, and hear a splash of foliage;
but rarely do you catch sight of the gibbon, for he is a shy
creature, being much persecuted by the hunter for his skin, and
no doubt for food also. It is the exception to hear him cry after
noon; at dawn, when the shredded mist hangs over the valleys,
he yelps with joy, and so goes away and hides himself in the
jungle.

During the heat of the day, insects and birds keep up a monot-
onous vamp.” The whirr of the scissor-grinders is heard every-
where, and the whistle and steady chirp, chirp of crickets. A
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sudden clamour of birds, quarrelling under the bamboos, breaks
through the stifling peace, and then the maddening twonk,
twonk, twonk of the coppersmith bird, or barbet, repeating itself
on one note for as long as you care to listen.

As the sun gains in power, silence gradually steals over the
jungle; the drone, and clack, and tick of insect life ceases, and
even the birds are dumb. Then it is that the jungle begins to
whisper to itself, and swift noises stab through the afternoon rest,
loud and clear, leaving the silences between more tense. A fruit
drops to the ground with stunning violence. A leaf snaps loudly,
and comes crackling down through the branches. Bamboos, rub-
bing against each other, grunt and squeak dismally, and even the
stiff palm-leaves twitch noiselessly in a stray eddy. In the hill
jungle you are always within earshot of tumbling water, and the
splash of the torrent as it drops from pool to pool is as refreshing
as 1t 1s musical.

At night is heard the minatory bark of the muntjac, and perhaps
the scream of an animal in deadly terror, which dies away in
horrible gurglings, or ceases abruptly.

‘Great land of gold’

As the morning mist dispersed, there was a slight fall of rain —
just enough to keep the vegetation fresh; but the gibbons yelped
in derision till the sun drove off the mist, and the forest was
striped and dappled with light and shade. In the rocks in the
stream-bed grew masses of curious but beautiful begonia, with
snow-white flowers, and very regular, lanceolate leaves. In the
forest a large species, 2 to 3 feet high, was also in flower, the
flowers in this case being blush-pink, the capsule clothed with
crimson hairs, and the stems and leaves hoary. The march was
an easy one, the path ascending gradually, tll at last we came out
on to a narrow platform. Below us the last spurs flared away
westwards, and at our feet lay the honey-coloured plain, with the
Assam ranges dimly outlined beyond; an arc of silver where 2
loop caught the sun proclaimed the Western Irrawaddy. We raced
down the slanting rock rib and so out on to the level plain of
Hkamti - ‘great land of gold’. Crossing the paddy-land, which is
diversified with strips of bog and dense scrub, we came to the
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village of Kang-kiu, on the bank of the placid Mali Hka, the
Western Irrawaddy itself.

A soft peace enfolds the world. Doves coo in the jack-fruit
trees about the village; myna birds chuckle to one another in the
roofs; and the silvery tinkle of bells from the monastery, whose
thatched spire peeps up from the palm-grove, mingles with the
lowing of cattle. A calm-faced monk in yellow robe beats a
spinning gong, and the high throbbing note calls the neatly
dressed Shan women to evening prayer. And when the sun has
dipped down behind the purple ranges, bats flit to and fro in the
shadows, wheeling through the hut and out again with sure skill.

Rainy season in the jungle

During the rainy season it 1s, of course, impossible to get along.
The scene then is very different. The swollen river fills its bed
and comes galloping madly down from the hills; as it rushes along
at the foot of the forest, it plasters the lower branches with
flotsam. The stagnant air throbs with the roar of flood and the
rumble of grinding boulders. Pale wisps of cloud writhe through
the tree-tops like wet smoke, and the melancholy drip, drip of
the rain from the leaves sounds a perpetual dirge. There is a
rank odour of decay in the jungle, though life 1s everywhere
triumphant. Scattered over the dark squelchy ground are speckled
pilei in flaring colours, and horrid fungi scar the bloated tree-
trunks. Pale, evil-looking saprophytes lurk beneath the creaking
bamboos, and queer orchids peep from the bibulous soil. The
atmosphere 1s foul with mould, yet life is at full flood.

The most entrancing ferns carpet the banks with jade tracery,
and wave from the tree-tops; filmy ferns cover the nakedness of
the lower limbs, maidenhair and polypody frill the rocks, and the
great bayonet fronds of the bird’s nest fern stick up menacingly
from the boughs. Mingled with these are orchids, trailing their
spikes of long-lipped flowers; the lounging, leather-leaved stems
of Aschynanthus, with pairs of perky scarlet flowers; bushes of
Agapetes, hung all over with urn-shaped pink bells, like a Chri-
stmas-tree; creepers, arums, and sheets of bright green moss. The
vegetation, with the thick sap of youth tingling in its veins,
overflows in all directions, sprawling and careless in the bitter
strife. The slain are out of sight. That is the curious part of
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Nature’s war in the jungle; the dying are visible sometimes,
though so well nursed by their enemies (not in love, but in hate)
that only a practised eye can recognize them. But the dead are
not there, or only very few of them. If you search long you may
find some newly slain, but they are already forgotten. Millions
died that life might surge sweetly through this green forest, with
its infinite variety of strange and beautiful forms, its cool colours
and daring contrasts, its tangled order and ordered chaos. But
they died very young; at birth — nay, before birth, many of them.

When a giant of the forest dies there is a conspiracy amongst
its enemies to hush up the matter. Friends it has none. It is each
for himself and all against all. New enemies appear, to feed on
the remains. They fight tooth and nail, but in a common cause,
to hide the dead. Not till that is accomplished do they turn and
rend one another again. And then the great tide of deathless life
sweeps on once more; the gap is filled; the dead are forgotten.

But the slaughter amongst the young and the weak and the
helpless is frightful. It goes on and on without cessation, behind
the fairest scenes. Where life is most prolific, death is most active.

In the jungle there is not only the fierce competition of plant
with plant, for light and air and water; there is a much fiercer
hidden warfare carried on with the myriad insect world. In the
hot weather the jungle is filled with strange noise, the whirr and
drone and hiss of an unseen multitude. It is the war-drum of the
six-footed.

Mishmis encountered

After marching several miles, we began to meet strange men of
savage aspect. They were watching some fish-traps, which filtered
every sluice in the boisterous river; or trailed from stakes driven
amongst the boulders, or from low bamboo fences built out from
the shore. These half-wild men were Mishmis, who had come
over the Krong-Jong pass, at the head of the Nam Yin, from the
Lohit valley, to fish on the British side of the frontier.

In stature they were short, but sturdily built, with a mop of
cotton-black hair. Their mahogany-coloured faces were round,
with oblique Tibetan eyes, and flat noses. They wore few clothes,
yet though we were scarcely 3,000 feet up here, it was none too
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warm by the river; we had not seen the sun all day, and an
ominous snow-mist hid the peaks ahead.

A short kilt of thick red Tibetan cloth covered the thighs of
these fishermen. The edges are not sewn together, but overlap in
front for convenience in marching; so for decency’s sake the
savage wears underneath a — well, sporran - tight and tiny. A
sleeveless cloth jacket and a long scarf, thrown over his shoulders,
completes his costume, which, though scanty, is picturesque.
Every man carries a short dah in an open wooden sheath, and a
monkey-skin bag, in which are pipe and tobacco.

The Mishmis come from the hills below Rima, on the Lohit-
Brahmaputra, and were much the most Tibetan-looking tribe we
had met with yet. They belong to the Assam stream of migration,
which diverged towards the south-west, skirting the Irrawaddy
basin.

Sunrise at Fort Hertz

We had just finished breakfast when the sun, roused at last, began
to tear rents in the milk-white mist. So we carried our chairs
outside and sat down in the waxing warmth, to watch a scene of
marvellous beauty unfold itself. The mist, which an hour earlier
had appeared solid in its opaqueness, was merely cobweb, after all;
it was fraying in all directions. Huge windows opened suddenly,
displaying pictures of a world beyond the plain, and we looked
out on to the gleaming snow-clad ranges of Assam and Tibet.

The white dome of Noi Matoi, whence rises the western branch
of the Irrawaddy, swam to the surface of the milky sea, and
remained floating in space. Even the peaks above the Shingrup-
kyet, which overlooks the boisterous Nmai Hka, where the sun
rises, a hundred miles away, were mottled with snow, while the
Assam ridge to the west was heavily furrowed.

Then the last shreds of mist melted, and the tusk-shaped wall,
Burma’s northern rampart, stood out clearly in harsh grandeur.
It towers up there, aloof and scowling, as it has done since the
days when it was built, untold ages ago; its rivers shout a savage
warning to the hardy races beyond not to venture southwards
into the Irrawaddy jungle.



FIVE

The Riddle of the Tsangpo Gorges
1924-25

Flowers and beggars — The day’s work — Precautions to ensure cross-
pollination — A wonderful day — Pomé royalty — A bleak and dreary
spot — Abors at Pé — An awkward climb — The rainbow falls — Through
the gorge — Lost on the plateau — Over the last pass

Flowers and beggars

At the end of May and beginning of June we had ten days of
really fine weather, and the valley grew hot and close. Blossom
burst from the bushes. A clump of butter-golden peony flowered,
and so did the dainty tamarisk. We walked through lanes of
yellow dog-rose into billowy blue seas of Sophora, whose pre-
vious year’s seeds still lay scattered over the hard ground like a
broken string of coral beads. Clematis montana, cool and virgin
white in the sultry jasmine-haunted air, trailed over every tree
and bush.

One afternoon we went for a walk up the Gyamda valley as
far as Pu-chu, about 5 miles distant. There is a small temple here,
conspicuous for its golden roof, and noteworthy for its Chinese
architecture, with curly corners. This roof was fitted with a
system of bamboo drain-pipes, the top of a long bamboo being
split and opened out into a funnel to catch the rain-water, while
the bottom opened on to a splash-board.

The temple courtyard was almost deserted save for a few
diseased beggars. One horrible leper, his hands replaced by
stumps, sat on the steps in the hot sunshine working two prayer
drums ceaselessly round and round by means of a rope.

The day’s work

The day’s work in camp was as follows: We rose early, apd I
usually spent the hour before tea was ready writing descriptions
of new plants discovered the previous day. Then came tea and
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biscuits, at which meal we discussed our plans, or, since it is not
always safe to talk to an Englishman or Scotsman before break-
fast, read our books in stony silence. While the men were break-
fasting round the fire, we dressed and went on with our work.
Then we had breakfast, usually about 10 o’clock ~ porridge occa-
sionally, curried chicken or scrambled eggs and chappatties. The
only things that weren’t severely rationed were flour, rice, tsamba
and butter, all of which could be obtained locally, so that when
we were hungry we demolished quantities of buttered chappatties
— that is, thin baked cakes of flour and water. We had no bread,
of course. After breakfast we went out on the day’s excursion
exploring, botanizing or taking photographs, according to the
weather, usually making some peak our objective. We returned
to camp about 4, changed our wet clothes, had tea, and worked
or read till supper-time. Supper — menu as at breakfast, with soup
instead of porridge and a cup of cocoa to finish up with — was at
7. After that we talked and read by candle-light, recorded the
events and observations of the day, and turned in at 10. How
peaceful it all was! No train to catch in the morning, no unsatisfac-
tory play to criticize, no income tax form to fill up, no income,
no broadcasting, no hustle, bustle, and boost.

All the same, June is a strenuous month for the plant-hunter,
and I often worked ten or twelve hours a day in order to keep
abreast of the times. For in June all the flowers are coming out
with a rush, and moreover one finds oneself fresh and eager for
the task in an astonishingly new and beautiful world. Naturally,
one tries to make the most of it. After the long journey by sea
and land, it is immensely refreshing to settle down to a serious
job. Of course, the pace does not — cannot - last. At the end of
two months, altitude and weather — unceasing rain — begin to tell
on the nerves. Reaction sets in, and you feel peevish. Then it is
you know that the crisis is come, that if you are to get through
the long season successfully, you must keep yourself well in hand,
and keep a firm grip of things. August is the critical month. It is
long and wet. The spring flowers are over, the autumn flowers
are not yet out. If you can get through August with your flag
still nailed to the mast, you are all right. Things begin to mend.
The worst of the rain is over by September, and the weather is
getting finer every day. Seeds are ripening, autumn flowers are
blooming, and that shapeless shroud which for three months has
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muffled a dead world is being blown away to reveal the quick
form reincarnated beneath.

Winter comes with its biting winds, its clear cold skies, its
sunshine and snowstorms. By this time one is tired with a tired-
ness which knows no equal; not the tiredness which can be cured
by a night’s rest, or a week’s rest. Every cell and fibre in one’s
body seems worn out, and it takes months of gradual rest and
change of scene to renew one’s strength. It is the effect of pro-
longed living at high altitude, of course, not of late hours.

Precautions to ensure cross-pollination

A close heath of purple-flowered ‘Lapponicum’ covered large
patches of oozing lawn, where the ground flattened out at the
foot of the steep forest; and just within the forest, lining a burn,
we found one of our very best rhododendrons, a bush ‘Oreotre-
phes’, hung all over with masses of rosy-purple flowers. The
colouring was rich, and luckily we had found the plant in a good
year, at its best; the glen was simply glowing with it (K. W.5790).
On dry sunny slopes, particularly on old moraines, amongst
wizened bushes of the Mahogany triflorum was an undergrowth of
dusky crimson ‘Lepidotum’ rhododendron, which bloomed in
July. The precautions taken to ensure cross-pollination in this
plant are significant. The flowers stand on edge, erect on their
long pedicels, and slightly arched, so as to present only their
mailed backs to the rain; a sensible enough provision in a flower
which opens in the wettest month of the year. There are ten
stamens of equal length, the filaments of the five upper ones being
expanded at the base, while the upper edge of the corolla tube is
slightly inturned to form a flange, where honey is secreted. On
the upper lobes of the corolla are painted a number of darker
spots and streaks, all pointing like fingers towards the honey bath,
held up between the flange and the palisade of filaments. Insects
want honey - or, in a few cases, pollen - for food; they don’t
care two straws about pollinating flowers. But flowers want to
be pollinated — and the aristocracy want to be cross-pollinated, a
little honey costs them nothing, and they willingly pay that
bounty to insects in return for a little solid cross-pollination work.
An insect approaching this rhododendron flower reads the hiero-
glyphics on the corolla, and translating them, ‘Step inside; this
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way, please’, reaches the honey without waste of time. While
blindly probing for the concealed honey, it may entangle its legs
with the pollen, which is in the form of elastic white threads, and
carry some off to another flower. At any rate, these threads may
often be seen festooning the lower stamens and trailing all over
the flower, as though brought from elsewhere.

The average insect 1s doubtless a wiseacre; it aims at economy
of effort, and goes straight to the point — in this case honey -
without creating a disturbance elsewhere, or doing a stroke more
work than is necessary to accomplish its purpose. But there 1s the
usual village idiot to be considered — a clumsy oaf which always
does everything upside down and inside out. The plant legislates
for him, too — it is taking no risks. The device described ensures
that the clever insect shall concern itself only with the upper
male part of the flower, without troubling itself about the female
apparatus — which has nothing to offer; but the clumsy insect
would be sure to blunder into that, so the plant cleverly removes
it out of the way by bending the style down till the stigma projects
between the lower lobes of the corolla.

The most stupid insect, fuddled with honey and entangled with
pollen threads, cannot now fall against the home stigma on his
way out, and deliver the goods at the wrong door; the chances
are it will carry them away and deliver them outside the 4-mile
radius, where they will be entangled amongst foreign stamens
and eventually blown on to a foreign stigma.

A wonderful day

The day after our arrival we set out from camp to ascend to the
alpine region, selecting the avalanche as the best route. Thus,
instead of having to cut our way through the dense scrub which
clothed the steep slope above the forest, we could walk on the
snow, keeping to the open valley, where the torrent flowed
beneath the avalanche. Nor had we climbed far when we began
to find treasure. There were ruffled seas of ‘Glaucum’ rhododen-
dron (K. W. 5844), with a pink foam of blossom frothing over
it, and brilliant clots of purple ‘Saluenense’. Broad bands of sul-
phur and pink striped the sheltered slope, where two scrub spec-
ies, a ‘Souliei’ and a ‘Lacteum’, made an impenetrable wire
entanglement 3 feet deep; and the former became known as
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‘Yellow Peril’ by reason of its aggressive abundance. The slope
was steep and difficult, so that we halted often to regain our
breath, and to collect specimens. Once, when gazing across the
torrent to a steep grass slope, I pointed out to my companion
some brilliant scarlet leaves which formed a pattern on a rock;
and he, taking out his telescope, looked at them long and care-
fully. ‘Why,” said he, at length, ‘they aren’t leaves, they are
flowers; it’s a thododendron, I believe.” ‘“What!’ I shouted, almost
seizing the glass from him in my eagerness; and gazing as he had
done, I realized that he was right. They were flowers, not leaves
— flowers of vivid scarlet flaming on the rocks.

Straightway we tried to cross the torrent, but finding that
impossible, continued upstream to a dangerous-looking snow-
bridge; this we might have risked crossing, so great was our
anxiety to reach the prize, but at that moment we observed
another blaze at our feet, and there was Scarlet Runner, as we
called 1t, laced to the rocks.

For a minute we just stared at it, drunk with wonder. It lay
absolutely flat on the rocks, no part of the plant, not even the
corolla which is considerably larger than the leaf, rising 2 inches
above the surface; stems, leaves, and flowers cling as closely as
possible to the ground. Some of the mats were 18 inches in
diameter, with stems as thick as a man’s little finger, and must
have been many years old. But the plant grows slowly and keeps
to the sunny side of the slope, sprawling over the barest gneiss
rocks, where nothing else will grow. It is the first of its kind to
flower and the first to ripen its seed; for the winter sunshine melts
the early falls of October snow, when the bushier species of the
lee slope are buried alive. Consequently it has to withstand much
lower temperatures than Carmelita and its allies; I have seen it
lying out on the bare rocks night after night in a temperature
which approached zero. Scarlet Runner, in fact, goes through the
whole evolution of flower and seed production in the five months,
June to October.

Continuing the ascent by a steep gully, we found ourselves
ploughing through snow and an inextricable tangle of dwarf rho-
dodendron. There was nothing else but rhododendron in fact, -
sulphur seas of Yellow Peril (K. W. 5853), lakes of pink ‘Lacteum’
(K. W. 5863) and a vast confusion of ‘Anthopogons’ of all sizes
and colours, which completely swamped the few poor little
brooms of violet-flowered ‘Lapponicum’ (K. W. 5862).
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Above the rhododendron turmoil there was only snow; we
therefore made our way round the base of a cliff and over the
spur which separated us from the next valley, descending towards
the stream which flowed from the Doshong La. There we hoped
to strike the path and return to camp.

But it was not so easy as it looked. Below us was the valley
under deep snow, vaguely visible from time to time through rifts
in the white cloud which came pouring over the pass; below us
were cliffs whose depths we could not plumb; and between the
bottom of the valley and the path raged a torrent swollen with
melting snow and half-hidden by unmelted snow which concealed
many a trap. We therefore advanced cautiously, in a rapture of
joy at what we found. We were on a giant stairway of smooth
rock, whose steps, ice-carved ledge by ledge, were filled with
dwarf rhododendron in astonishing variety.

At the top on the naked rock was Scarlet Runner in proud
isolation. Sometimes it crawled over the flat and, reaching the
edge of the step, shot out tongues of fire visible a mile away
across the valley. It was already in full bloom, passing over
lower down, and flowered so freely that mats and festoons were
smothered beneath the blaze. The virgin snow, dabbled with its
hot scarlet, spread a bloody sheet over the tortured rock.

A little lower down were the twiggy brooms of R. damascenum
or Plum Warner (K. W. 5842), its absurd little plummy mouths
pouting discontentedly at us. Mixed with this, on the sheltered
ledges, grew the more coarsely woven mats of Scarlet Pimpernel,
another fiery ‘Neriiflorum’ (K. W. 5846). At first sight it looked
like a darker edition of Scarlet Runner; but on closer inspection
it was seen to be a bigger plant, with larger leaves and darker
flowers, borne two or three in a truss instead of singly.

Just as Scarlet Runner was succeeded by Scarlet Pimpernel, so
lower down on a lee slope, Scarlet Pimpernel was succeeded by
Carmelita (K. W. 5847). This plant belongs to another branch of
the family. It is bigger again, with still larger leaves, and flowers
of luminous carmine, in threes. It grows socially, in foot-deep
tangles, and is not really a creeping plant at all, but prostrate with
ascending stems; also, lest anyone should think that it is not
sufficiently distinct from the other two, it may be remarked that
it flowers and ripens its seed a fortnight later than Scarlet Runner.
In October we dug it out of the snowdrifts in order to get seed;
and the crimson conical capsules were found to be scarcely split
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at the apex, when those of ‘Scarlet Runner’, lying prone on the
rocks, were wide open and empty.

Next, amongst a chaos of fallen rocks, we found a thicket of
Plum Glaucum (K. W. 5843), one of the most striking species of
all. The flowers are dark cerise, borne in pairs as in Plum Warner,
but formed more after the pattern of Pink Glaucum, which the
leaves with their white waxy under-surface recall. In size it is
intermediate between Plum Warner and Pink Glaucum, and it
looks rather like a cross between the two; but it requires more
shelter than Plum Warner.

Thinking that we should find this species abundantly lower
down, and finding that we were at the moment in an awkward
cul-de-sac, I omitted to mark this spot. We got out of the predica-
ment, and — [ never saw Plum Glaucum again! It was only by
retracing my route laboriously up the cliff in October, when
everything was hidden under a pall of snow, and every landmark
wiped out, that at the third attempt I rediscovered the little hollow
in which our only Plum Glaucum grew. How well I remember
the occasion, for it was in the lilac dusk one frozen night when
at last I came on it, excavated it, and triumphantly secured a little
seed! As for Pink Glaucum, whose silvered leaves and flat 5-
flowered corymbs resemble those of R. glaucum itself, it grew
everywhere in the bottom of the valley in billowy masses of pale
pink and mauve tones.

After crossing the torrent we found the path on the far side
under the cliff, and descending through the forest reached camp.
It had been a wonderful day.

Pomé royalty

That evening we reached Chunyima, the first village in Pomé,
where we were well received by the inhabitants. There was
another guest in the house — a servant of the Kanam Raja, or
King of Pomé. He was a tall, well-built man with a cheerful
cherry-red face, and long, wavy hair falling loosely over his
shoulders like a King Charles spaniel. His wife, though a Rongpa
(that is, an inhabitant of the rong), was a pretty woman, but she
declined to face the camera. Pomé women, unlike Kongbo
women, do not lacquer their faces, which is an advantage; for the
Kongbo women, ugly enough at the best, look absolutely hideous
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when their faces are hidden beneath a shining black mask. Perhaps
the idea is, or was originally, to make themselves less attractive
to men; though it would seem unnecessary. But it is easy for a
foreigner to get a prejudiced view of these customs, which are
largely conventional; and a Tibetan girl with a varnished face may
be as popular amongst her set as an English girl, chromatic with
powder, rouge, and peroxide, is in hers.

We declined the offer of a room in the house, on account of
the excessive number of fleas to the square inch, and elected to
sleep in a shed which, by unmistakable signs, proclaimed itself
the dairy. Fleas seemed nearly as plentiful here as in the main
building, though less brisk, possibly depressed by the odour from
bacterial milk pails.

A bleak and dreary spot

Atsa is a bleak and dreary spot. The wind whistles up these bare
valleys, and sudden storms swoop down from the heights. The
pastures all down the valley were black with tents and yak now,
but in a month or two the shadow of winter would fall on the
plateau, and the herds would withdraw. Meanwhile we lived in
the tiny temple, and were none too warm there with only an
earthenware pot of smouldering yak dung.

An excursion to the Banda La proved full of interest. It is a
severe climb, but on a fine day the view is worth it. Far away to
the north we saw three very high snow-peaks. Much nearer, in
the east, was a fine pyramidal snow-peak, forming part of the
southern ridge, the true Tsangpo-Salween divide, on which we
counted six dying glaciers.

On August 29th we awoke to find it snowing heavily, the
valley full of mist, and the hills all round white; but presently the
sun came out, and the snow quickly melted. However, we
remained at Atsa another day, while all the evening thunderstorms
re-echoed from peak to peak, and the thunder rumbled up and
down the glen. Next day we started south by the Lhasa road,
having given up the idea of going as far as the Salween, since it
was clear it would take us another ten days to get there. Passing
round the south side of the lake again, we turned .up a wide valley
and travelled a few miles to a postal station called Kolep. Before
we got there, however, we were struck in the flank by a blizzard,
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and hurled flat, drenched and breathless. The wind blew the rain
through us like grape-shot. The animals could not move, and
those which did not get under a neighbouring rock, simply fell
down. It was very unpleasant for half an hour, but then the wind
ceased and it just rained. We reached Kolep, shivering with cold,
but some hot tea soon put us right. There were several tents and
a few square cabins here.

Abors at Pé

Most of the people we saw in Pé were Monbas, a few Kampas.
But most interesting of all were three Lopas, as the Tibetans call
the most surly, savage and benighted of the Assam tribes. These
dwarfs (they stood less than 5 feet high) had come twenty-five
marches to buy salt and were evidently the folk we call Abors.

It was surprising enough that such small, ill-nourished men
should carry loads weighing over 80 lb. over tracks that would
break a white man’s heart; but to have crossed the Doshong La
in deep snow, almost naked, was even more astonishing. For the
only garment they wore was a coarse red-dyed shirt of hand-
woven cloth, not reaching to the knees, with a small flap beneath
for decency’s sake. Just imagine it. Bare legs, bare feet, bare
hands, bare heads, in that bitter wind. A second garment, like a
Tibetan gushuk, is worn at night. With such heavy loads they can
only travel very slowly. Indeed, while we ourselves were in camp
on the Doshong La, they tried to conquer the pass, but were
driven back by a fresh fall of snow; the wonder is they did not
perish outright. Instead, they hid in the forest for a day, and then,
when the storm was over, crossed safely.

These Abors knew no word of Tibetan, and all the resources
of the local interpreter were strained to hold a brief conversation
with them. They were suspicious of us and surly, scowling at our
advances. Their shifty eyes, low bulging forehead, and projecting
muzzle gave them a dreadful ape-man look; one wonders if even
Neanderthal man looked so utterly simian — if so, he must have
been an ugly customer.

For ornament, these Lopas wear bead and chain necklaces and
large hollow silver ear-rings, like a back collar-stud, the size of a
half-crown and an inch through. A short chopping knife is carried
in a basket sheath round the waist, and a bamboo bow with
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bamboo string and poisoned arrows. We bought an ear-ring for
two rupees, but it was evident that they did not want the money;
they did not know what it was or what to do with it; an empty
sardine tin was more coveted.

An awkward climb

After a minimum temperature of 45°F. in the night, we got away
early on the 23rd. There was fresh snow on the trees not very
high up, but the day kept fairly fine, with glimpses of sunshine;
the clouds, which clung obstinately to the snow-peaks, however,
warned us that a storm was brewing.

Almost immediately we were in difficulties, with an awkward
cliff to climb, followed by a nasty traverse round the face, along
a narrow ledge which overhung the reeling river. The pioneer
party went first, and we hauled the women up, the men posting
themselves at intervals along the ledge and handing them along.
After that, we made our way through the forest for an hour
without further adventure, until the way was blocked by an
overhanging cliff. Here the main body sat down, thinking that
the end had come. A more formidable obstacle at first sight it
would be difficult to imagine. It was over the cliff, or back; there
was no way round, with the river battering at its foot. Fortu-
nately, there was a chimney or narrow cleft about 30 feet high
between the main wall and a detached stack. If we could climb
that, the thing was done. At this crisis Curly, the Lay Reader and
Shock-headed Peter performed one of the most remarkable feats
of rock-climbing I have ever seen; they went straight up the
almost vertical outer buttress like cats.

Next they felled two small trees, cut steps in them, and lowered
them into position in the chimney — which was too wide and too
smooth to climb otherwise — and made fast; two ladders had to
be used because there was a block half-way up the chimney, the
upper ladder standing precariously on a sloping ledge.

The porters now went up hand over hand. Some of the stoutest
even went up with their loads, and Cawdor carried his rucksack
up without turning a hair and, descending again, helped the
others. But I liked not the look of it, and shed my rucksack at
the top of the first ladder, breathing a sigh of relief when I reached
the ledge, and safety, above. Tom then tactlessly suggested that,
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as it was getting late and the pioneer party who had explored for
another half-mile had not come on a camping-ground, we should
descend the chimney again, camp at the foot and start fresh on
the morrow. I flatly refused. I had got safely up the beastly thing,
and nothing on earth would reconcile me to chimney-climbing
as a habit. Once at the top, there I intended to stay; and to clinch
matters [ scouted ahead as fast as I could go. Eventually we
bivouacked in the forest just above the river, having made some
4 miles’ progress in seven hours.

The rainbow falls

We camped amongst the boulders, close beside the thundering
river. A quarter of a mile ahead a blank cliff, striped by two silver
threads of water, towered a thousand feet into the air. The river
came up against this cliff with terrific force, turned sharp to the
left, and was lost to view. We scrambled over the boulders,
crossed a belt of trees and a torrent, and made for the foot of the
cliff in order to see what became of the river; but even before we
got there our ears were filled with a loud roaring noise. As we
turned the corner, and before we could see straight down the
river again, we caught sight of a great cloud of spray which hung
over the rocks within half a mile of where we stood. ‘The falls
at last.” I thought! But it wasn’t — not the falls. A fall, certainly,
perhaps 40 feet high, and a fine sight with rainbows coming and
going in the spray cloud. But a 30 or 40 foot fall, even on the
Tsangpo, cannot be called the falls, meaning the falls of romance,
those ‘Falls of the Brahmaputra’ which have been the goal of so
many explorers.

Nevertheless, we stood spellbound, as well we might. The
river here swung round to the west, boring its way between two
mighty spurs which jutted out, one from Gyala Peri, the other
from Sanglung. Cliffs towered up on both sides, so close together
that it seemed one could almost leap from crag to crag; and the
cliffs were smooth as well as sheer. Only high up against the
skyline did a few trees cling like fur to the worn rock surface.
Obviously we could get no further down the gorge; to scale the
cliff seemed equally impossible.

But above our camp the cliffs were to some extent covered
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with shrub growth; and up these lay our route, as I was to learn
on the morrow.

Through the gorge

The descent down the east flank of the Sanglung spur, at first
northwards along the face, and finally north-eastwards along the
crest of a minor spur, took us nearly five hours; but there was a
track all the way. Passing through conifer forest into oak forest,
we soon got down into jungle, and a wealth of new trees; Rhodo-
dendron maddeni was in fruit and a new species with tiny capsules
in threes, which I did not recognize (K. W. 6335). There were
big bamboos, giant Araliacez with huge palm-like leaves, queer
orchids, such as Cirrhopetalum emarginatum, in flower on the moss-
clad tree-trunks, and many other things. And then suddenly the
abrupt descent ceased and we came gently down into cultivated
fields, and saw clusters of wooden huts in the distance. We had
descended about 5,000 feet from the top of the spur, though we
were still a good thousand feet above the river.

Now we were in a new world. How surprising it was to see
fields and houses! Nay, the surprising thing was that we were in
the world at all! While we had been following the river as it
gnawed its way through the Himalaya, wedged between those
magnificent snow mountains, nothing seemed more unlikely than
that we should ever reach civilization again. Every day the scene
grew more savage; the mountains higher and steeper; the river
more fast and furious. Had we finally emerged on to a raw lunar
landscape, it would scarcely have surprised us, but for one thing.
As the river, rushing like a lost soul between the hot hell in the
heart of the Himalaya and the cold hell on the wind-swept peaks
which guard the gorge, grew more dynamic, as the scenery grew
harsher, and the thunder of the water more minatory, the touch
of Nature came marvellously to the rescue. Everywhere, by cliff
and rock and scree, by torn scar and ragged rent, wherever veg-
etation could get and keep a grip, trees grew; and so, from the
grinding boulders in the river-bed to the grating glaciers above,
the gorge was filled with forest to