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Foreword

I cannor let this book set out upon its adventures until I have
recorded my deep gratitude to Mr. Gould for giving me the
chance of fulfilling one of my most long-cherished dreams—of
visiting the Holy City of Lhasa.

I am also indebted to Sir Charles Bell, the greatest living
authority on Lhasa and the Tibetans, for doing me the rare
honour of writing an Introduction to this book. My debt to
his own scholarly and fascinating books, Tibet Past and Present,
The People of Tibet, and The Religion of Tibet is apparent in the
following pages. In Lhasa these works gave us a short-cut to
a more perfect understanding at once of the people, of their
unique institutions, and of their way of life. I have also made
use of Lieut.-Colonel L. A. Waddell’s Lhasa and its Mysteries
and, in my historical chapter, of Sir Eric Teichman’s Travels
of a Consular Officer in Eastern Tibet.

Mr. C. E. C. Fischer of the Herbarium, Royal Botanic
Gardens, Kew, has undertaken the identification of the collec-
tion of pressed plants. As this is published in an Appendix, I
have avoided specific names in the text. As a similar Appendix
dealing with the ornithological observations would be too long,
I have devoted several pages to birds in different parts of the
book. Here again I have omitted Latin names.

Finally, I must thank the Tibetan officials and people whose
guests we were, for doing all that was possible to make our
visit delightful.

If any of my Tibetan friends read this book, as I hope they
will, may they realize that praise unmixed with criticism is as
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insincere as it is worthless; and that, in spite of any faults I may
have found, I have a deep affection for their country, and

for them.
F. SPENCER CHAPMAN

GORDONSTOUN ScHoOL
ELGIN, MORAYSHIRE, 1938
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Introduction

By Sik Craries Beir, K.CM.G., K.C.LLE.

THE real opening of Tibet to the white races took place in 1903
when Lord Curzon dispatched a mission to Tibet under Colonel
Younghusband. The Tibetans being unwilling to receive it,
the following year saw its development into a politico-military
expedition under the leadership of Colonel Younghusband and
General Macdonald, its political and military chiefs. And so it
fought its way to Lhasa, where Colonel Younghusband made
a treaty between Tibet and Britain. The expedition then re-
tired. But for it, none of us who followed later could have
gone and worked in Tibet.

In 1906 Britain and China negotiated a Convention at Peking,
the effect of which was to whittle down some points in the
Younghusband treaty, and to give China a free hand in Tibet.
The Chinese Government was eager to take advantage of this
situation, which from their point of view was now greatly
improved. They commenced a methodical invasion of Tibet,
and that country, having been defeated and upset by the British
expedition, was unable to withstand them as it had done afore-
time. In February 1910 the Chinese attacking troops reached
Lhasa, and the Dalai Lama with his Government fled to Dar-
jeeling, that picturesque station in the Himalaya on the north-
east border of India. Here he remained for more than two
years. But during 1911 Revolution broke out in China, and
the Manchu Emperor, the chief link between Tibet and China,
was deposed. During the autumn of the same year the effects
of the Revolution were felt in Tibet. The Chinese garrisons
became disorganized, and the Tibetans were able to drive them
out into the eastern districts of their country, near the Chinese
frontier. And there the Tibetans had to maintain a consider-
able army to keep the Chinese invaders out.
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In 1913-14 the Tibetans, Chinese, and British met in tri-
partite negotiations in Simla, the summer capital of the Indian
Government in the western Himalaya. A Convention was
made which was to settle the political condition of Tibet. The
Chinese delegate initialed it, as did the British and the Tibetan,
but the Peking Government forbade the former to proceed to
full signature, and so as regards China the Convention was not
executed. Accordingly, the Tibetans still had to guard their
eastern frontiers against the Chinese enemy, and indeed they
still have to do so.

But during these earlier years the Tibetans felt that the dice
were loaded heavily against them. The Chinese troops had
arms, ammunition, and a measure of training; the Tibetans were
deficient in all these matters. The Tibetans became more and
more uncertain and hesitant. They had little hope of obtaining
help from India, for the British Government, though officially
a friend, debarred Tibet from buying munitions in India. Tibet
wished ardently to live her own life, and to avoid domination
and exploitation by the Chinese, but she felt herself helpless.
So in 1920 she admitted a Chinese mission to Lhasa, which in-
creased Chinese influence, and did what it could to poison the
minds of the Tibetans against the British.

To India it was vital that Tibet should be strong and free.
Though that country could be no serious menace to us b
reason of her scanty population and her dread of the hot Indian
climate, yet an independent Tibet—with its mountains, deep
ravines, and desolate windswept plains, higher than the highest
Alpine summits—would be a powerful buttress for India against
those who sought to attack her with rifles or revolutionary
propaganda. Tibet, akin to China in many ways, had always
wished for what she calls self~power, and had indeed almost
always held it.

In October 1920 the Indian Government sent me on a mission
to Lhasa, during which an agreement was reached whereby
India promised to help Tibet in training her army, in im-
porting certain munitions, in developing her mining, and in
educating a few intelligent Tibetans along reasonably western
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lines. For these neighbourly facilities the Tibetan Government
paid in the ordinary way the price of the cartridges, the salary
of the schoolmaster and the mining expert, and so on. She also
opened her doors a little further to the white people, so as to
become accustomed to them in a gradual, healthy manner; but
there was to be no flooding in. This agreement satisfied both
sides, since it made Tibet stronger, more able to live her own
life, and more friendly towards us.

These friendly relations were maintained by occasional
missions and visits in the following years. I cannot say fully
what happened in these, as I had then retired from the service
of the Government. [ understand, however, that Lieutenant-
Colonel Bailey made a friendly visit to Lhasa, and was able to
renew contacts. Lieutenant-Colonel Weir visited Lhasa twice,
mainly, I think, in connection with the Chinese threats against
the eastern frontier of Tibet. From Tibetan sources I gather
that the British Government made representations to China, and
thus the Chinese advance was stopped. But in Tibetan opinion
it was mainly the Sino-Japanese war in Manchuria that was re-
sponsible for the subsequent truce between Tibet and China.

Mr. Williamson, his successor, followed with a visit. But
during December 1933 the Dalai Lama died. In accordance with
long-established custom the Chinese Government in 1934 sent
to Lhasa a mission headed by General Huang Mu Sung to pay
respect to the Dalai Lama’s memory. This mission included a
number of subordinate officials, and used its opportunity to
endeavour to bring Tibet back into the Chinese fold. The
Tibetans were weary of the long struggle against the innumer-
able millions of China and, their strong ruler having died, were
prepared to go to a considerable length to meet Chinese wishes.
But, in spite of the pressure brought to bear on them, they
declined to agree to join the Chinese Republic; and so Huang
Mu Sung’s mission went back to China with its political aims
only partially fulfilled. Soon afterwards Mr. Williamson made
a second visit, but unfortunately died soon after his arrival
in Lhasa.

By the beginning of 1936 it became clear that Tibet was in
3
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danger, not only from direct armed invasion by China, but
also from a Chinese military penetration under the shadow
of the Tashi Lama. This great spiritual leader, second only
to the Dalai Lama, had fled to China some twelve years
carlier, owing to acute disagreement with the Lhasan authori-
ties. By dint of paying them large salaries, etc., the Chinese
had obtained a great measure of control over the Tashi Lama
and his subordinates, and insisted that they should now return
to central Tibet with a substantial detachment of Chinese
soldiers, and that Chinese officials should also accompany them.

In this difficult situation the British Government evidently
decided again to send a mission to Lhasa, this time under Mr.
B.J. Gould. At the end of July 1936 Mr. Gould left Gangtok
for Lhasa, and with him went Mr. Spencer Chapman as his
Private Secretary. They remained in Lhasa until 17th Febru-
ary 1937, and it is of these months that Mr. Chapman now gives
us his own story. It is always pleasant to hear such an account
from one who comes with a fresh mind from other fields, for
his statements and his opinions are his own, and we shall find
them all the more interesting for that reason.

Mr. Chapman has already made a name for himself in other
directions. Twice he accompanied Gino Watkins on expedi-
tions to Greenland; he himself led small expeditions to Iceland
and Lapland, and in 1936 he was a member of Marco Pallis’
expedition to the Zemu Glacier near Kangchenjunga. In
1937, after his visit to Lhasa, he achieved a remarkably fine
mountaineering exploit in climbing to the summit of Cho-mo-
lha-ri, that 24,000-feet giant of the Himalaya. On the last,
and most difficult, part of the ascent, he had only one companion,
a Sherpa from Darjeeling.

And so, when he journeyed for the first time into central
Tibet, he did so with the broad background of acquaintance
with other lands and peoples. His impressions of Lhasa should,
indeed, be interesting. The pleasure with which I look forward
to reading his full story, and seeing his wonderful photographs,
will be shared by all who delight to catch a glimpse of the
veiled places of the earth.

4
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CHAPTER ONE

Preparations

THE train left the sweltering heat of Calcutta at nine o’clock in
the evening of 27th July 1936 and reached Siliguri, the ter-
minus of the full-gauge railway, at six-thirty the following
morning.

When I woke up at six, we were still crossing the inter-
minable plain of Bengal. But already, with a growing excite-
ment, I could see ahead of us the misty blue line of the Hima-
layan foot-hills. In the early morning and late evening the plain
has a strange nebulous beauty which vanishes in the cruel heat
of day. In the uncertain light of approaching dawn shadowy
forms gradually reveal themselves: groves of graceful ohvc-
green bamboos like bunches of Prince of Wales’ feathers, big-
leafed banana trees slashed and torn by the recent monsoon
rains, a village of thatched mud huts, groups of clumsy water-
buffaloes, and everywhere paddy-fields separated by low walls
of mud. They say that so fine is the alluvial deposit brought
down from the Himalaya to form this immense plain, that
the whole way from Siliguri to Calcutta there is found no
stone bigger than a child’s fist.

At Siliguri there was an infectious holiday spirit abroad, and
in the air a sweet tang of the hills. How good it was to see the
smiling oblique-eyed faces of the hillmen again after the im-
penetrable sly hostility of the Bengali Babu. 1 felt that one
had so much in common with these virile, cheerful folk; they
smile, and are obviously glad to see one. The narrow-gauge
Darjeeling line starts at Siliguri, and most of the way to Teesta
Bridge plays hide-and-seek with the road. There is something
very romantic about these Lilliputian railways: possibly because
of their resemblance to the clockwork trains of one’s childhood.

After eggs and bacon at the station, I chose a spacious open
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car and, with all my luggage in the back, set off for Gangtok,
a journey of about fifty miles in which we would have to climb
5000 feet. My driver was a lithe yellow-skinned Nepali, weat-
ing an embroidered black hat like a small fez. Unfortunately
we had no common language.

The village of Siliguri, set about with mango trees and dingy
fly-infested roadside shops, is depressingly squalid; but soon the
road crosses an open stretch of country where the houses are
raised on stilts—presumably because of floods—and where
heavy-horned water-buffaloes plough the dark rich soil. Here
a big roadside tree was clustered with vultures somnolently re-
plete after some loathsome feast; exquisite azure-blue jays sat
sunning themselves on telegraph wires and long-tailed emerald
or white parrots flew screaming from tree to tree. For several
miles the road crosses the level strip of jungle between the plains
and the Himalayan foot-hills known as the Terai, a belt of
swampy fever-haunted forest, the home of countless elephants,
thinos, and tigers. Between the pale straight tree-trunks I
could see for a long way, but near the ground the undergrowth
flourishes with such luxuriance that it would be almost impos-
sible to force a way through, except along the occasional tracks.

Soon after this we entered the forbidding gorge of the Teesta
River, appropriately called by the natives “the Cleft of the
Winds”. The Teesta, a wide and turbulent river at this stage,
is famous for marseer (the Indian hill salmon), but in its lower
reaches has an evil reputation as a haunt for cerebral malaria.
Rising from the glaciers of Kangchenjunga and the great moun-
tains along the Tibetan border, the Teesta flows down the centre
of Sikkim eventually to join the Brahmaputra just as that
mysterious river takes its final southward bend five hundred
miles north of Calcutta. The valley becomes deeper and
deeper, and the road is forced to follow the tortuous gorge
of the river, occasionally making long detours to cross by
suspension bridges the steep-sided valleys that tributary streams
have carved out of the rocky mountain-sides. The road is
very narrow here, and seems to consist of an endless succes-
sion of blind corners and hairpin bends.

6
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My Nepali drove well, but like most Indian drivers seemed
to have a violent prejudice against changing gear, and an
obsession for blowing his horn whenever he could see less than
a hundred yards ahead.

Above the road the forest-clad mountain-sides rose steeply
for thousands of feet; below they led, often in a series of preci-
pices, to the turbid torrent below. The forest was tropical in
its luxuriance: tree-trunks were shrouded in ferns and creepers;
parasitic tree-orchids with sprays of white or magenta flowers
sprouted from branches; palms, tree-ferns, and banana trees
strained to reach the sunlight through the choking dim-day
undergrowth. The trees themselves grew to a surprising
height. Their straight ashen trunks looked as thick above,
where, reaching the sunlight, they suddenly burst into exuberant
foliage, as they were near the ground.

In one place a landslide had recently blocked the way, and
as stones were still falling from the scarred cliff above the road,
a protecting wooden shelter had been built. As we went be-
neath this, a shower of boulders and earth crashed on to the
roof above us, and hurtled away beyond us to fall into the river
below. A cone of debris containing uprooted trees and tons
of earth spread steeply below the road down to the waterside.
During the monsoon such disturbances are frequent and whole
sections of the road may disappear into the river; on little-used
roads cars may be held up indefinitely. Thirty-two miles from
Siliguri we crossed the Teesta by a magnificent single-span
concrete bridge. We were now about seven hundred feet
above sea-level. Had we gone straight on past a ramshackle
village of dilapidated tin-roofed huts, the road would eventually
have climbed through prim tea gardens and then coniferous
and rhododendron forest to Darjeeling. Above the bridge was
a string of multi-coloured bunting stretched from side to side of
the river. A closer scrutiny showed that each was covered
with fine Tibetan characters. They were Buddhist charms and
prayer-flags, put here to ensure the safety of travellers crossing
the river—a strange contrast to the ferro-concrete bridge!

Soon after this we passed a signpost pointing up to the right,
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which read “Kalimpong ¢ miles”. Ignoring this we continued
to follow the Teesta, whose valley opened up sufficiently to
allow a certain amount of crazy cultivation: here an alluvial
fan of rich soil, deposited for centuries by a mountain stream
which now wound peacefully through its handiwork, was lined
with concentric steps of mud-walled paddy-fields; here a clear-
ing in the forest showed a fine crop of maize with lush green
stalks ten or twelve feet high; and further up were groves of
trim dark-green orange trees like overgrown privet bushes. In
some places the mountain-sides, too steep for trees, overhung
the river; and sometimes a causeway, little wider than the
breadth of the car, was precariously supported on wooden props
a hundred feet above the water. It was at just such a corner
that we met a bullock-cart plodding slowly down the middle
of the road. The driver, a low-caste Hindoo, was fast asleep
or drunk on top of his load, and no amount of horn-blowing
would wake him. I wanted my driver, after passing the cart,
to turn it round and leave the Hindoo, still asleep, progressing in
the wrong direction; but the man, though quite deaf to our
clamour, woke up the instant his cart stopped, and as the
bullocks wisely refused to go backwards we were forced to
reverse to a place where the road was wide enough for two-way
traffic.

At Rangpo we passed from Bengal to the State of Sikkim;
and my permit to enter the country, issued by the Deputy
Commissioner at Darjeeling, was examined by two Nepali
policemen. Ialso had to sign my name together with innumer-
able particulars in the police book.

One of the first things that struck me in Sikkim was the
extraordinary profusion of large brilliant butterflies. Twenty
or thirty scarlet, green, and blue swallow-tails, settled or hover-
ing above every patch of moisture in the road, would rise like a
flock of iridescent humming-birds as the car approached.

The road continued to climb. The undergrowth became less
exuberant. The air grew cool and fresh. Suddenly, above the
high forested ridges, there was a glimpse of the far snows. We
had reached Gangtok, the capital of Sikkim, a large village

8
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which straggles along a ridge running out from the centre of
a great horseshoe of densely wooded hills. The sides of this
ridge, wrinkled with steeply terraced paddy-fields, drop pre-
cipitously to the rushing torrents at the valley foot; while at the
lower end lies the Maharajah’s palace and his private temple.
From here a wide concrete road, lit by electric light and
bordered with carefully laid out trees and flower beds, runs
past the rest-house and up to the Residency, which is hidden
in trees a mile from the main part of the village. The native
bazaar—full of strange people and stranger smells—lies just
below the ridge.

The Residency is a most attractive house, solidly built of
stone, and roofed with red felting instead of the hideous corru-
gated iron so common in India, while the entrance hall and
rooms are panelled with attractive local woods. The garden,
with its well-kept lawns, rustic lily pool, and flower-beds of
Sweet Williams, asters and hollyhocks, forms a pleasantly trim
oasis in the tangled undergrowth of the encroaching forest with
its graceful tree ferns and orchid-festooned branches. The
only Europeans in Gangtok besides the Political Officer, who
is frequently away on tour as he is responsible for our diplomatic
relations with Tibet and Bhutan, are a lady missionary, the
schoolmaster and his wife, and the wife of the State doctor.

The population of Gangtok is about two thousand, and of
the whole of Sikkim, eighty or ninety thousand. The ruling
family is related to many of the leading Lhasa families. The
people are Lepchas—the original inhabitants of the Sikkim
forests—Nepalis, and Tibetans. In recent years the aggressive
and more enterprising Nepali has gradually driven back the
easy-going improvident Lepcha, so that nowadays, except in
the more remote valleys, the pure Lepcha is rarely seen. He
is a guileless gnome-like person with a great knowledge of the
trees and plants of the forest.

" From Gangtok the mule-track starts for the Natu La, and
from Kalimpong the longer and more difficult road leaves for the
Jelep La. By these two passes the road from Lhasa crosses the
main range of the Himalaya on its way to India, consequently

9
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Kalimpong and Gangtok are the great centres for the Tibetan
trade, especially in wool. In each of these places many Tibetans
reside, and there is accommodation for the muleteer and his
animals.

The personnel of the 1936 Mission comprised seven; it was
thus the largest Diplomatic Mission ever to visit Lhasa. Of
these, all except two were assembled at the Residency on the
last day of July, ready to set off for Lhasa. H. E. Richardson
of the Indian Civil Service, British Trade Agent at Gyantse,
and Captain W. S. Morgan of the Indian Medical Service,
both recently appointed, were already at Gyantse, about half-
way along the road to Lhasa, and we were to pick them up
there on our way north. As well as the Political Officer, who
was in charge of the Mission, Brigadier P. Neame, V.C,
D.S.0., of the Sappers and Miners, accompanied us, since he
was going to give the Tibetans advice upon military matters.
He was at that time A.D.C. to General Sir Alexander Baird,
at Eastern Command Headquarters, and could only be spared
until the middle of September. The Brigadier, in addition to
his distinguished military record, is a well-known big-game
hunter and “trekker” and a keen photographer.

When making our plans for the journey we had absolutely
no idea how long we would be away. We had been invited
up to Lhasa to help the young Regent and his Cabinet to solve
several exceptionally difficult problems which had arisen in
the last few years. The chief of these was to persuade the
Tashi Lama, who had fled to China in 1923 as a result of a
quarrel with the late Dalai Lama and who refused to come back
to his monastery at Tashi-lhiinpo without an escort of 300
Chinese troops, to return to his native country. As the Dalai
and Tashi Lamas are the two most revered pontiffs of the
Buddhist church, the continued absence of the latter virtually
paralysed the religious life of a country where religion is always
the primary consideration. The peaceful and speedy return of
His Serenity (the title by which the Tashi Lama is usually
known) was especially imperative at this time, as the Dalai
Lama had died in 1933 and his successor had not yet been
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found. We were therefore prepared when we left Gangtok to
travel to the Chinese border, perhaps as far as Jyekundo, to
meet His Serenity and to escort him back to the Holy City on
his way to Tashi-lhiinpo.

There is a telegraph line from Kalimpong to Lhasa. This
was laid to Gyantse by the 1904 Expedition, and continued to
Lhasa by British engineers in 1921.  As far as Gyantse it belongs
to us, but from there onwards it is under Tibetan control.
There is also a wireless transmitting station at Lhasa, but this
had been left, not entirely with the consent of the Tibetans,
in charge of a Chinese operator, by General Huang Mu Sung,
after the Chinese Mission of 1934. As it was necessary for
Gould to keep in touch with the Government of India, he had
asked the Royal Corps of Signals to lend him two young
officers who would be able to do the necessary wireless work,
and also enough equipment for us to be able to establish and
maintain an independent transmitting station should we go far
beyond Lhasa. Lieutenants E. Y. Nepean and S. G. Dagg were
chosen for this work. I was attached to the Mission as Private
Secretary to the Political Officer in order to help him with
cipher and other work which could not be done by his staff of
Sikkimese clerks. As I had been trained as a surveyor and had
had experience of cinemaphotography, these would be useful ;
the former especially so if we were to cross the little-known
upper reaches of the Salween and Mekong rivers on our way
to Jyekundo. I was also to undertake natural history work,
especially by collecting pressed plants and seeds, and by making
notes on the birds seen.

Owing to the uncertain duration of the Mission, and the fact
that the official invitation from Lhasa had only come through
at the last moment, Gould had had the greatest difficulty in
making preparations. We knew that mutton, eggs, potatoes,
and butter could be obtained at Lhasa and at the various rest-
houses, but otherwise we should have to rely entirely on what
we ourselves brought from India; and as we would have to do
a great deal of entertaining this meant that our supplies of food
and drink alone were enormous.  After Gyantse—roughly half-
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way to Lhasa—there were no rest-houses, and we would have to
rely on tents. Though most of us were used to travelling light
and living simply, and would probably have preferred this,
nevertheless a certain amount of display was necessary to impress
the Tibetans, whose own officials travel in magnificent style with
many mounted servants and an immense quantity of baggage.
In a feudal country such as Tibet these outward forms are very
important, especially on a Diplomatic Mission.

For a few days at the end of July, while preparations for our
departure were in full swing, the yard at the back of the Resi-
dency was a scene of great disorder and activity. Nepean and
Dagg were packing things that had arrived at the last moment,
and trying to reduce charging motors, accumulators, and wire-
less sets into loads suitable for mules. I struggled with theo-
dolites, cinema cameras, and flower presses, and tried to make
up my mind what I would need on the journey and what could
be sent ahead.

July 31st, the day chosen for our departure, dawned inaus-
piciously enough. At daybreak the clamour of the muleteers
and their animals in the Residency yard made further sleep
impossible. A thin rain was falling. The stately tree ferns at
the foot of the Residency garden were silhouetted against a
valley full of billowing white mist. On the opposite side of
the valley, thickly wooded spurs, dank and forbidding in the
early morning light, led steeply to an undulating crest which
was half obscured in cloud. Beyond this should have been
visible the far snows of Kangchenjunga and its satellite peaks,
but on this drab morning they were totally hidden from view.
The boom of a trumpet and a confused throbbing of gongs
came up from the monastery below, but was almost lost in the
clatter of mule-bells nearer at hand.

The tumult in the Residency yard increased tenfold. The
mules were picketed in lines to yak-hair ropes held to the
ground by staples. They were small animals, but strong and
with that air of sleck well-being that mules seem to maintain
under conditions that reduce donkeys and ponies to mere skin
and bone. Some of them had terribly sore backs, and all
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showed the white scars of former galls. A crude wooden
pack-saddle was put above several layers of felting, and to this
the loads, usually a couple of boxes each of about eighty pounds
weight, were attached with thongs of yak-hide. Most of the
mules were gaily decorated.  Several had strings of bells round
their necks or a large single bell, of the type associated with
Swiss cattle, hanging on their chests. Another favourite form
of embellishment was tassels of yak-tails dyed a brilliant scarlet,
and hung about the head and neck of the mule. All had on
their foreheads a star-shaped piece of brightly-coloured carpet
material, in the centre of which was occasionally a small
circular mirror.

It surprised me to see how docile these animals were; even a
stranger could thread his way through their close ranks with
no fear of being bitten or kicked. The muleteers themselves
were a ruggedly handsome crowd of vagabonds with scarred
sunburnt faces, who clearly did not believe in too much wash-
ing. They had long pigtails usually finished with a scarlet
thread or tassel. Often the plait was brought round over the
front brim of their dilapidated felt hats, to prevent them blowing
away. The better dressed ones wore a large single ear-ring in
the left ear and a plain piece of turquoise in the other. This
ear-ring took the form of a fluted gold ring about two inches
in diameter, with a turquoise mounted in the front. As this
ring is very heavy, it is supported by a loop of red cotton over
the top of the ear. Covering a very dirty shirt, a homespun
robe was worn hitched up at the waist to leave the knees free.
Very often only one sleeve was used, the other hanging loose
and leaving one shoulder bare. Homespun trousers were
tucked into cloth knee-boots with thick yak-hide or rope soles.
All had a wooden whip-handle with a short lash thrust into the
belt. Many of them also carried swords.

Even more striking than the muleteers were the orderlies of
the Sikkim Residency who were helping to arrange the loads,
and many of whom would accompany us as servants. These
men, in common with the servants of the Maharajah, wear the

uniform of the old Sikkimese militia. A robe of brightly
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striped woven material comes almost down to the knees. Over
this is a very short jacket of bright scarlet with black facings.
Puttees are worn, but the knees and feet are bare. The hat is
of conical wicker-work, like an upturned waste-paper basket,
on the summit of which is a bunch of peacock feathers. From
the back of this hat protrudes the inevitable pig-tail. A broad
Sikkimese sword in an open bamboo scabbard is usually worn.

Most of the mules set off in advance of us, one driver being
in charge of eight or nine animals. Occasionally their loads
became entangled, or a mule took the wrong turning, but be-
yond ruining the appearance of a part of the lawn which seemed
to attract them, they were persuaded without undue difficulty
to take the steep zig-zag track that led from the garden to the
roadway above.
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CHAPTER TWO

To Phari

THE main Lhasa-India trade route, together with the telegraph
line, goes to Kalimpong in the extreme north of Bengal. This
route crosses the southern ridge of the Himalaya by the Jelep
La, a pass slightly higher and much more difficult than the Natu
La, which descends directly to Gangtok. Kalimpong is con-
nected by a ropeway to the Darjeeling Railway, whereas any
merchandise arriving at Gangtok has to be carried by car or
bullock-cart beyond Teesta Bridge before it can be brought to
the railway. Thus it is that the bulk of the Tibetan trade, more
especially the wool traffic, goes to Kalimpong, leaving the
shorter Natu La track comparatively free.

Taking a steep short-cut straight up from the Residency
garden we passed the Sikkim State gaol with its cheerful-looking
prisoners, and met the Tibet road on the further side of the spur
on which Gangtok is built. For the first few miles the road is
possible for motor traffic, though I have never seen a car there.
The track zigzags steeply for a thousand feet, then, having
gained the requisite height, contours precariously around the
steep wooded curve of an immense horse-shoe valley carved
during centuries by the upper waters of the Rongni Chu.

It came on to rain soon after we started, and became oppres-
sively hot. 'The atmosphere of the forest on the lower stretches
of the road seemed to be a combination of the Tropical House
at Kew and the Parrot House at Regent’s Park. Every leaf and
twig scintillated with drops of moisture; the brooding silence
was punctuated by the monotonous dripping of sodden foliage;
a heavy fragrance hung everywhere—the fetid smell of de-
caying vegetation mingled with a hot-house perfume of orchids
and other sub-tropical blooms. At intervals birds would start
to shriek, continually repeating some haunting clarion call; and
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if they showed themselves one saw the vivid colours associated
with tropical forest and jungle—the lapis lazuli blue of a verditer
fly-catcher, the peacock iridescence of a king-crow, the gold
and scarlet of elegant minivets.

The scenery was magnificent; but, to me, depressing in its
dank luxuriance, especially so in the silent drizzle. The track
occasionally led across level clearings where hump-backed
cattle, reminiscent of the plains, wandered knee-deep in the lush
grass. Here would be frail huts walled and roofed with strips
of woven bamboo, and occasionally a more substantial house
of wood. Their occupants, heavy featured Nepalis or effete
sallow-faced Lepchas, watched us with expressionless faces as if
they had long since been overcome by the leaden spirit of
the forest.

The track was about nine feet wide and very well constructed,
with large cobbles neatly aligned at the edge. This surface
provided a good footing for the pack-animals, and successfully
withstood the monsoon rains without becoming a quagmire.
On the left there was a steep grassy bank of a few feet, on which
flourished all sorts of flowering plants; but immediately above
this the impenetrable forest started, and sloped steeply upward
to be lost in lowering clouds a thousand feet above the track.
On the right the wooded mountain-side dropped thousands of
feet to the river in the valley bottom, invisible among the tree-
tops and shreds of cloud. From the other bank of the stream
a similar mountain-side, with never a patch of grass or earth
showing through the trees, ran straight up to disappear far
above in the same sullen clouds.

As we climbed, the character of the forest changed. At first
there were semi-tropical trees with straight pale trunks and
large leaves, while the undergrowth consisted of flamboyant
bamboos and tree ferns. Gradually the big trees became fewer,
partly owing to the increasing height, but also because the hill-
side inclined ever more steeply, leaving insufficient subsoil for
the nourishment of any but the most hardy trees. It seemed
incredible that vegetation could cleave to such vertiginous hill-
sides; indeed in many places the very earth had peeled away
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leaving long scars of naked rock like the ribs of an ancient
wreck half choked in moss and seaweed.

We soon noticed rhododendrons, not the stunted bushes of
the tree-line border-land, but great trees with scaly red bark
and leathery emerald-green foliage. One variety had leaves a
foot in length hanging in the form of a spearhead at the summit
of each gnarled twig. Their flowering season was long over
but there were still a few belated and bedraggled clusters of
pink or scarlet blossom.

The ponies were in excellent condition and we reached the
rest-house of Karponang, nine miles from Gangtok, at one
o’clock. These rest-houses have been put up every ten or
fifteen miles along the way from Gangtok to Gyantse. They
were originally built soon after the Younghusband expedition
of 1904, but most of them have been enlarged or rebuilt since.
They are intended for the use of Government officials but are
also at the disposal of tourists, a limited number of whom are
each year allowed up the trade route as far as Gyantse.

Karponang is the dog-Tibetan name given to the place by a
British subaltern who was attached to the escort at Gyantse.
It is a literal translation of the words White House; but in the
first place the two words would be the other way round in the
Tibetan language, and in any case they are not the right words.
The bungalow is built on a steep ridge overlooking the track.
It is made of wood, and has half-a-dozen rooms furnished with
beds, wooden arm-chairs, tables, and large open fire-places.
Visitors provide their own bedding and food, but, from the
watchman, paraffin for the lamps can be bought, and an un-
limited quantity of firewood. At one time an enterprising
Political Officer ornamented the walls with menus of sumptuous
dinners from most of the best known eating-houses of London
and Paris. But one of his successors, thinking these too tan-
talizing for an exile living on eggs and tinned food, had them
removed. In each bungalow there is a collection of literature,
including, inevitably, venerable bound volumes of Punch,
Blackwood’s Magazine, Vogue—for lady travellers—and a mixed
collection of cheap thrillers, Victorian novelettes, and obsolete
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text-books on the most abstruse subjects under the sun. Kar-
ponang bungalow was exceptionally large and imposing. A
glass-fronted verandah enclosed one side of the building from
which doors opened to the rooms. As the cook and his mate
had gone on ahead, a hot lunch was ready for us on our arrival.

When the pack mules came in I collected all my gear and
sorted it, leaving out the boiling-point thermometer so that I
could estimate the exact altitude of the bungalow. Some diffi-
culty was experienced in carrying my cameras so that they
would be available at 2 moment’s notice, especially as some of
them were so bulky. No saddle-bags were available at Gangtok
and I had not had time to have any made. In the end I packed
most of the cameras in a large rucksack which was carried, not
without some complaint, by one of the grooms (the word groom
is rather flattering: most of the syces, as they are called in India,
know little about the care of horses, relying on their masters
for instruction).

After lunch I went out to collect plants. The forest flora is
fairly well known, as botanists since the time of Sir Joseph
Hooker have collected in Sikkim. I did not really intend to
collect and press specimens until we reached the highlands of
Tibet, but there were many plants entirely new to me, and I
could not resist making a collection of these. So engrossed was
L in blue campanulas, new primulas, and other exciting flowers
that I forgot all about the leeches, those insidious pests of the
forest that for me, at any rate, take all the pleasure from forest
travel at this time of the year. Suddenly, as I stooped to pick
a flower, I saw two of these slimy slug-like creatures moving
over my hand trying to secure themselves in their favourite
place for blood-sucking—the soft flesh between the fingers.
They were impossible to shake off, and plucking at them merely
transferred them from one hand to the other. Desperately
wringing my hands to get rid of them, I saw another, an
enormous one, looping its hideous way from my stocking to
my bare knee; several were disappearing over the tops of my
shoes; another, anchored firmly to my shorts, blindly waved its
body as it searched for my flesh. All around me through the
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wet grass I could see them undulating their way towards me
relentlessly, their eyeless senses telling them that here, at last,
was the smell of living blood, the meal of a lifetime—for how
many of all the millions of leeches can ever get the chance of a
good drink of warm red blood? Leeches always fill me with an
inordinate fear, and I was paralysed with terror. Was it better
to stay there desperately plucking off the creatures while more
and more surrounded me and crawled on to my shoes, or should
I allow many of them to get a hold while I bolted for the open
path where I could keep pace with their attacks? The latter
course prevailed, and I charged precipitantly through the
clinging undergrowth and half ran, half slithered to the track
a hundred yards below. I pulled off those that had not already
attached themselves, and then ran back to the bungalow where
I could get salt which instantly makes them release their hold.
I knew that there were a good many already sucking, and to be
without salt (or a cigarette-end which is equally effective) and
to watch these loathsome creatures gradually bloating them-
selves, and knowing that if you pull them off not only will it
hurt, but the wound will go on bleeding for hours, is a horrible
predicament. Even when the replete leech lets go of his own
accord the small puncture will bleed for several hours and will
itch terribly for days, because the insect injects some chemical
which prevents the blood from coagulating. Leeches have a
way of lying in wait on the extremities of twigs, so that as the
victim brushes past they can attach themselves. Some say they
drop from trees. But most of them come from the ground,
clinging to your shoes as you pass. This can be prevented if
you wear two pairs of socks or stockings, and smear them well
with a solution of areca nut. The natives sometimes go about
with a small bag of damp salt on the end of a stick and one
touch with this makes the leech dropoff. The above may sound
rather exaggerated seeing that these forest leeches are a mere
couple of inches in length at the most; but it is an under-
statement of the paralytic terror that seizes me when I find
myself among them.

After dinner we sat round a roaring log fire, and for the first
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time I could really believe we had started. Though I had gone
to Dehra Dun to take a “refresher’’ course in survey, and though
for some time I had been practising cipher work and trying to
learn the Tibetan language, it had not been certain until only a
week or two previously that we would actually go to Lhasa;
and since the official invitation came through I had been so busy
making last-minute preparations and not thinking beyond the
matter in hand that I had scarcely had time to realize that T was
about to satisfy a life’s ambition—to visit the Holy City of
Lhasa; that once more I was embarking on an expedition—
leaving civilization (as we smugly call it) with a few chosen
companions in order to undertake a difficult enterprise.

There is always a feeling of overwhelming liberation in set-
ting off on some carefully planned expedition that has occupied
your mind, possibly for years; but there was something
essentially dramatic in the beginning of this journey to Lhasa.
One day we did not know if we would even start: a day later—
as it seemed—we were on the road.

That night, after spending some time pressing plants and
writing up my various logs, I went out to look at the weather.
I could hear the laughter of the muleteers as they sat—prob-
ably gambling—round the fire in the hut a hundred feet
below, through the frail walls of which the lamplight feebly
glowed. The mist had rolled away. The clouds had vanished.
It was a clear starlit night. Far, far above me I could make out
the broken line where the summit trees were silhouetted against
the sky. And the Great Bear, who usually rides so freely in the
heavens, appeared to be shut in and almost surrounded by the
encroaching sides of a bay in this high horizon.

Next day, the 1st of August, we left soon after five o’clock.
It was cloudy, but the hills were clear. Their wooded slopes
cut by deep gorges rose right up above us; and coasting across
them, disappearing only to follow the contours round the edges
of hidden ravines, could be seen our track until it disappeared
among pine trees over the Lagyap La, a pass just over 10,000
feet, the lowest exit from the great amphitheatre formed by the
head of the valley. 'The track here was in a few places really
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steep, but was far more spectacular than the day before. In
some places, supported only by crazy scaffolding, it cut across
precipices. On many stretches an iron railing was necessary
to protect the animals from a vertical drop of hundreds of feet
on to the tree-tops below. There were still a few large rhodo-
dendron trees beside the track, but higher up the steep slopes
were covered with scrubby bushes of an exquisite blue-green
colour, a contrast to the yellower green of the dwarf hill
bamboos.

The flowers increased in number as we approached the pass,
and I grew weary of getting on and off my pony to collect
them. In one place, turning a sharp corner, we came upon a
waterfall pouring down on to the track. There was just room
to splash across a narrow platform, where the water ran level,
before plunging over the edge and falling in a series of cascades
to be lost in the tree-tops below. The ponies were imperturb-
able, having been bred to forest tracks and passes. Just as we
reached the Lagyap La, looking back, we had our last view of
Gangtok: 4000 feet below us on the end of a wooded spur we
could see the Maharajah’s palace, and the golden roof of the
temple shining in the sunlight. Above the ridge, hill behind
hill paled into distance.

Beyond the head of the pass we seemed once again to be in
a different world. Here were only coniferous trees; and the
track at first followed a clear mountain stream, occasionally
crossing it by wooden bridges. The fir-clad hills sloped steeply
to bare hill-tops over which the clouds hung low. The aromatic
fragrance of pines, the clear cold air blowing off the hills in
front of us, the bright primulas growing out of the moss beside
pellucid springs, the sound of yak bells falling sweetly from the
upland pastures, and the houses roofed like chalets with ash-grey
wooden tiles weighted down with stones, all carried an atmo-
sphere of Switzerland.

We passed a wayside monastery where a surly monk stood
at the entrance gate and watched us with expressionless face.
The track zigzagged steeply for several miles through the lichen-
covered fir trees, then suddenly, in company with a fair-sized
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cascade which tumbled down the rocks, it emerged above
the final wooded ridge and entered a cup-shaped valley filled
with a still grey lake. The trees stopped abruptly. On the
right of the lake a steep slope clothed in birch and rhododendron
scrub ran down to the water’s edge. On the left a bare rocky
hill-side just left us sufficient room along the margin. A
mile ahead of us the lonely bungalow of Changu overlooked
the lake, and beyond it the track led over a low ridge covered
with dwarf rhododendron and azalea bushes. The scenery re-
minded me of the north of Sutherland, especially as the clouds
had descended again and low mist swept across the hills.

Changu has a bad reputation. Hardened travellers feel ill
here and blame the water, which they say is poisoned by the
thododendrons. But the explanation is simple: being at an
altitude of just over 12,000 feet, it is high enough to bring on a
temporary attack of mountain sickness, especially in those who
come up from Gangtok, more than 6000 feet lower down, in a
single day. 'We had lunch at the bungalow, and a much needed
rest. Though none of us felt ill we were all rather weary.
Through the window of the bungalow we looked out on to a
border of tall Primula Sikkimensis and wild blue iris. Below
us lay the lake, sombre and grey. At the far end, just at the
outflow of the water, the mountains fell back on either side so
that the sky appeared to meet the lake in which it was reflected.
Beyond there seemed to be a great void.

After lunch we climbed the low hill behind the bungalow
and contoured round the head of a deep but narrow valley to
the foot of the Natu La. On this stage of the journey there
were open meadows covered with gay flowers like an Alpine
pasture. Just at the foot of the pass lay a shallow lake, and near
this a track came in from the right, and there was actually a
signpost. Had we turned to the right we should have reached,
after seven or eight miles, the village and bungalow of Kopup
on the main Lhasa-Kalimpong trade route, just south of the
Jelep La.

Our own track climbed the rock-strewn grassy slopes to the
summit of the Natu La (14,300 feet) in a series of carefully
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graded zigzags. Unfortunately there was thick mist on the top,
and we were deprived of a magnificent view across to the hlgﬁ-
lands of Tibet. From here we should have seen the distant
peak of Chomolhari (pronounced Cho-mo-lha-ri) rising in
majestic isolation to a height of 24,000 feet. Near the summit
of the pass we met a herd of yaks picking their way carefully
down the stony pathway. Grotesque, with their matted coats
hanging like plus-fours to their knees, they are in spite of their
formidable horns, as docile as domestic cattle. At the very totﬁ
of the pass were several large heaps of stone surmounted wi
bunches of many-coloured prayer-flags tied to sticks. These
were not only used to afford spiritual protection to travellers,
but to mark the frontier between Sikkim and Tibet. Some of
the muleteers threw additional stones on to the cairns, and one
of the more pious attached a scarlet flag covered with black
writing. I could hear the querulous note of choughs coming
through the mist, and once thedeep croak of a raven. On the far
side we soon got clear of the mist, and here the whole hill-side was
carpeted with rhododendron bushes three feet or so in height.
It was indeed a pity they were not in bloom. Once more we
descended from the upland meadows to the belt of birches and
flowering shrubs, then to the woods of deodar, silver fir, and
pine. When we stopped by the roadside for a picnic lunch
we were intrigued by a great number of spikes, four to six feet
in height, standing like candles on the bare hill-sides above us.
At that distance they seemed too straight and regular to be any
kind of flowering plant, but on investigation we discovered that
they were giant wild rhubarb.

The road was no longer paved with stones, and henceforward
it deteriorated into a treacherous muddy track with puddles up
to the horses’ knees. At four o’clock we reached the bungalow
of Champithang (13,350 feet), having covered a double stage of
about twenty-five miles. This bungalow has three rooms—a
small dining-room and two bedrooms—but that night I think
we would have slept anywhere.

I now make more direct use of my diary:

August 2nd, Sunday.—Stayed up till midnight pressing flowers
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and drvine their paper before the fire; in this damp country it
has to ge cghangcdpaf)most daily. Called at five. Feel dull and
heavy owing to the height, but not really ill. Porridge, tmnc,d
herrings, scrambled eggs, bacon and potatoes: the height doesn’t
affect our appetites! Arranged my camera gear into a coolie
load and two saddle bags. The big tripod is awkward to carry
on horseback. Away soon after seven. Raining intermittently
and lowering clouds. The track is vile here: alternate ridges of
clayey mud and water, as if the foundation were railway
sleepers. Tree trunks were put down in the worst places to
lead across the mud. Neame, who had a headache last night,
rode; Gould and I walked all the way to the monastery. I
collected flowers. Two new primulas today: a deep violet
variety with grape-like bloom on it, and a cow-slip coloured
one with the flowers in several whorls. The periwinkle gentian
is common and a new blue one. Very few birds. Saw two
blood pheasants and a monal. The path ran gently downhill
among pine trees for several miles then quite suddenly came
out at the top of an open bank sloping steeply down to Kargyii
monastery.

This south-facing slope was a veritable lower garden. There
was a wild red rose in flower, and two varieties of the single
waxy azalea, deep cherry-coloured and cream. Several kinds
of orchid grow here, including a vivid pink one I haven'’t seen
before. Away down below we can see the winding river of
the Chumbi valley set among a chequer-work of fields, green
and gold and brown. Villages of grey-roofed chalets cluster
at the foot of the heavily wooded hill-sides; and up above, inter-
mittently visible through a hanging curtain of mist, are clearings
of open pasture where yaks graze.

Took some cinema shots of our baggage mules descending
the hill. Met a few travellers: women dressed in brightly
striped homespun, carrying immense loads of grass and bamboo
shoots for fodder; vagabond men with square turquoise ear-
rings, untidy pigtails tied round their heads, and unkempt
straggly beards; itinerant monks with shaven heads and deep-set
unfriendly eyes wearing dirty mulberry-coloured robes; and
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always trains of mules and donkeys carrying wool. The mule-
teers and yakherds are often accompanied by large black
mastiffs with heavy red woollen collars, worn as protection
against wolves. Often they are kept on chains. They are
very independent and aloof, but not aggressive.

The monastery of Kargyii, on the spur of a hill commanding
the Chumbi valley, looks lovely from above with its ash-grey
shingled roof and brightly painted walls. The monks of the
monastery belong to a special sect of Buddhism called Kargyi,
which is prominent in Bhutan but rare in Tibet. On the hill-
side above, and just beside the monastery, are a number of
chortens (curiously shaped monuments of stone usually erected
over the ashes or relics of a holy man; similar to the Indian
stupa). As we approached we heard the deep resonant boom
of the long trumpets, like a buffalo in pain. Just outside the
monastery entrance was a mane, or prayer-wall, overgrown with
moss and ferns. Religious custom demands that the traveller
leave these on his right-hand side. Just here we were met by a
lama* band of drums and cymbals, which preceded us to the
monastery. As in Sikkim, one man carries the drum on his
back while another walks after him and beatsit. The musicians
were cheerful grubby youths with deep terra-cotta robes and
close-cropped hair. We followed them through a most attrac-
tive wooden gateway into a large cobbled courtyard where
a crowd of monks welcomed us. Behind carved pillars there
was an ambulatory right round the yard with ancient-looking
frescoes on the walls, depicting fierce gods embracing, medi-
tating Buddhas, multi-headed Buddhas, Buddhas with blue,
green, or red skins—hundreds of Buddhas, and all different;
also the wheel of life depicting man’s vicissitudes through end-
less cycles of existence. A fine pony was tied to a pole in the
centre of the court; many dogs prowled round.

We climbed a rickety wooden stair, up and up till we reached

! The word lama means “superior one” and is correctly applicable only to
monks who are the incarnations of certain Buddhist saints, or to those who, by
their devotion and learning, have raised themselves to that status. It has now
come to include any Buddhist monk.
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the Chumbi valley, looks lovely from above with its ash-grey
shingled roof and brightly painted walls. The monks of the
monastery belong to a special sect of Buddhism called Kargyii,
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side above, and just beside the monastery, are a number of
chortens (curiously shaped monuments of stone usually erected
over the ashes or relics of a holy man; similar to the Indian
stupa). As we approached we heard the deep resonant boom
of the long trumpets, like a buffalo in pain. Just outside the
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their devotion and learning, have raised themselves to that status. It has now
come to include any Buddhist monk.
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the Abbot’s room. Here we were presented with blue, instead
of the customary white silk scarves of greeting, which were
collected again before we left. The Abbot (he has held that
position for twenty-seven years) is an aged man with a benign
yet lively face; unlike the other monks we had met he wore a
grey robe, and had a great mass of hair tied in a bundle on top
of his head. We were told that never during his life had he
cut his hair. He wore flat discs of spiral-curled ivory in his
ears and rings on his fingers—surely unusual for 2 monk. He
also wore steel-rimmed glasses. A very striking figure, but that
of a man of the world rather than of an ascetic. 'When we asked
him if it were going to be fine, he replied that it was bound to
rain for three days as the Holy Pig had just risen from Man-
sorawar Lake (near Mount Kailas) and that three days of rain
Were necessary to consecrate it.

He was extremely affable and gave us tea, cakes made with
maize-meal, and russet apples grown in the valley below. The
room was painted everywhere with vivid colours, and on the
two walls were richly coloured religious paintings hanging in
frames of silk brocade. One side of the room was filled with
holy books and innumerable images of Buddha in gaily coloured
pigeon-holes. (A Tibetan book consists of rectangular un-
bound pages of manuscript held between two carved wooden
boards; the whole is usually wrapped in a cloth to preserve it.)
The tumult of bright colours was bizarre but effective. Before
going outside again we followed the Abbot into a long musty-
smelling room where we walked between rows of huge gilded
figures. We then wandered round the outside of the monas-
tery, and returned to the yard where we took photos of the
monks. They enjoyed this thoroughly. Some of them looked
intelligent, others degenerate and criminal. ‘They were all very
dirty. Gould gave them the customary present of so rupees
(nearly £4)—an expensive tea! Escorted by our child band,
we followed the track downhill. Here we were met by
Captain Salomons, of the 2/7 Rajputs, who is in charge of the
escorts stationed at Gyantse and Yatung. A cheerful Scot who
is very fond of Tibet, both people and country.

26



TO PHARI

Below the monastery the track dropped steeply through fir
woods to the village of Pipitang. The Tibetan Trade Agent,
usually a fairly senior Lhasa official, lives here. It looked like
some Tyrolean village with its wide-eaved roofs almost mee
over narrow streets. There were some fine houses, built of
stone up to the foot of the gables, with beautifully carved
wooden window-frames and huge frescoes on the wa.lls In the
middle of an open space is a building encircled by a row of
wooden cylinders containing prayers written on tightly rolled
paper. These are carefully fixed on axles so that the pious can
set them revolving, and thus be so many million prayers to the
good. Some of those who turned the big wheels were spinning
their own little prayer-wheels with the other hand to make
doubly sure.

The Jelep La track comes in here, and from now onwards we
should have the company of the telegraph line. We crossed
a bridge and passed a number of chortens surrounded by
fluttering prayer-flags on enormous poles; on the flags were
charms and invocations to various divinities. As there was a
good wide track by the river we rode again, rejoicing in the
contrast to the steep forest. I saw several bronze-winged turtle-
doves in a field of pink buckwheat. A pair of hoopoes
crossed the river, and a white wagtail. Many crows too,
and orange-billed choughs. The river is twelve or fifteen
yards wide and very green and swift. It should be a wonderful
wet-fly stream, but I don’t think there are any trout here.
Passed several small water-mills, then a shed containing an
enormous water-driven prayer-wheel eight or ten feet high,
and nearly twenty feet in circumference, a prodigious cylinder
of prayers painted brightly, and with gold lettering on the
outside. Passed more chortens and prayer-flags; then rounded
a corner and saw Yatung, a prosperous village of stone
houses with grey shingled roofs nestling at the foot of a
narrow valley. Steep fir-clad hill-sides rise all round to open
grassy meadows.

Gould and Neame inspected a platoon of Indian troops
stationed here for the benefit of the British Trade Agent; fine-
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looking men and well turned out. Then we inspected a group
of tiny schoolboys, each with a Union Jack. After that we
walked up to the Agency, which overlooks the village—a lovely
long low red-roofed bungalow with a glass verandah in front,
It possesses a most heavenly garden: the drive bordered by
riotous masses of nasturtiums, green lawns, a pergola of ram-
bling roses in full bloom, a paved garden with huge pansies,
lupins, antirrhinums, eschscholtzias, and petunias—all you could
wish for. I should have liked to live there. There are burrhal
(wild sheep) in the hills, and many bears, which come down
from the woods and raid the crops. The rest-house is very
comfortable and lies on the other side of the river. On this
side are the village, the barracks, the Agency, and Post Office.
Yatung is almost 10,000 feet above sea-level, but being so shut
in by mountains it cannot get much sun in winter, though in
the summer it is delectable.

The Chumbi valley, wedged in between Sikkim and Bhutan
on the southern slope of the Himalaya and therefore geo-
graphically outside Tibet, has played an important part in our
relations with the Tibetans as it holds the shortest and most
practicable route from Lhasa to India. The prosperous natives,
who make the most of their position on the trade route, have
frequently been disturbed by reminders of the outside world.
After the return of the 1904 Mission the British occupied the
Chumbi valley until the indemnity had been paid. In 1910,
when large numbers of Chinese soldiers suddenly appeared in
Lhasa, the Dalai Lama fled from the Holy City. Closely pur-
sued by Chinese officials he made his way down the Chumbi
valley and reached the sanctuary of the Agency at Yatung.
Next morning, at earliest dawn, he took the Jelep La route to
Kalimpong, where he stayed for a few days before proceeding
to Darjeeling, where His Holiness was to spend three years as a
guest of the British Government. Eight years later the tables
were turned: owing to internal strife connected with the over-
throw of the Monarchy and the establishment of the Chinese
Republic, the soldiers at Lhasa found themselves without pay and
without orders. It was through the Chumbi valley again that
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these disarmed Chinese soldiers fled on their way to seck tem-
porary asylum in India.

The valley holds many monuments of the decay of Chinese
power in Tibet. Where Yatung lies, the valley is compara-
tively open; but a mile or two above the village the rocky walls
close in, and in one place almost block the valley.  Just here we
noticed the crumbled remains of a wall built by the Chinese in
the eighties of the last century to strangle any trade between
Tibet and India. A little to the north of this lie the ruins of
Chinese barracks and official residences.

August 4th, Tuesday: to Gautsa (12,400 feet): 15 miles—Left
Yatung and followed an eastern tributary of the Amo Chu be-
tween mountains 15,000 feet high. The river became a rushing
mountain stream overhung with thickets of wild rose, daphne,
and jasmine. The stony track, driven to the bottom of the
valley, was forced to follow the stream, and rose with extra-
ordinary steepness. Up among the bare crags on our left were
a number of desolate hermitages connected with the monastery
of Tungkar, which overlooks the plain of Lingmatang. As we
rose higher, snowy mountains appeared above the fir<clad
slopes.

This level tract of country set among the surrounding hills
forms one of the most striking changes of scenery I have ever
encountered. The whole valley has been blocked by some
ancient landslide, and the resulting lake has gradually silted up
and dried. The track, shut in by steep hill-sides, comes sud-
denly to the crest of the heaped up landslide débris, and as if
by magic the mountains fall back, leaving a dead level expanse,
several miles in length, of lush green grass starred with flowers.
The river, reminiscent of the Usk in its peaceful meanderings,
wanders through the verdant pasture which in most parts is
carpeted with the cowslip-like blooms of Primula Sikkimensis
and other flowers. We lunched beside this pleasant stream
which in places forms deep pools. Gould put his rod together
and tried for a fish, but though we saw some fry nothing bigger
showed itself. Many yaks grazed on these meadows, and
several of the dark yak-hair tents of the herdsmen were pitched
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upon a ring of bales of wool. They seem to travel in the early
morning and let their animals graze for the rest of the day.
From Lingmatang to the bungalow of Gautsa the scenery
became increasingly wild. The road climbed steeply at the
foot of the bare mountain-sides broken with desolate crags and
huge detached rocks. At each turn the valley was so shut in
that it seemed impossible that there could be any escape for the
boulder-strewn track; yet always another gorge appeared with
beetling walls or naked tumbled screes—the wildest and most
formidably beautiful valley I have ever seen. Crossing a primi-
tive cantilever bridge, we reached the bungalow of Gautsa in a
tiny village of wooden houses roofed with shingles. There was
a big shed here for the mules and accommodation for the mule-
teers who were heard making merry far into the night.
August sth, Wednesday: to Phari (14,600 feet): 23 miles—An
amazing day. Filmed the laden mules with a rushing torrent
in the foreground and a savage rock-strewn mountain-side be-
hind. A vile track as yesterday. Uneven boulders sticking out
of mud, and more mud on each side. Awkward for the ponies.
Wonderful flowers. The lavender-coloured campanula stll
here, and the periwinkle gentian; also several varieties of pedi-
cularis including the deep magenta one. Much ragwort too.
In one place the track ran just beside the stream along the foot
of the gorge. Here were prayer-flags on sticks, and a great
heap of stones to which every mule-driver added as he passed.
Met three begging monks. The chief one, a gaunt old man
with a lovely copper prayer-wheel bound with silver, had a
large religious painting which he explained to us in a queer
chanting voice. Filmed him. Many travellers on the road
today; and always wool, load after load of it. We left the
bottom of the gorge with its hard-bitten trees, and climbed up
and up past scrubby slopes, seeing new plants all the time, so that
I got left far behind trying to collect them. Found a wonderful
sky-blue poppy with yellow sepals and prickly stem (Mecanop-
sis horridula); fields of pale mauve cranesbill, smiling blue
gentians, and tiny china-pink primulas with yellow centres.
Gradually the country became transformed, and we entered

30



TO PHARI

the real Tibet of my imagination. The gorge opened out until
we were among rounded hills, grassy low down and marked
with scars of scree and ancient landslides, but quite bare and
stony on top. There was now not a tree or bush in sight ; only
a great waterfall dropped from a cleft among some rugged hills
on the right. Hundreds of yaks grazed on the fertile valley
bottoms or upin the hills, while the blue smoke rising from their
dung fires showed where the herdsmen had pitched their tents.
Often we would pass a cheerful group of them in the open,
naked to the waist, sitting round a fire and eating tea and tsamba
(roasted barley meal), scooping it out of their polished wooden
cups and cramming it into their mouths. They all turned to
stare at our cavalcade, but not unkindly. The track passed
another great heap of stones surmounted with fluttering prayer-
flags, and entered a wide grassy valley which gradually opened
up to form a rolling plain about ten miles in length bounded at
the sides by rounded hills and sloping gently uphill to the
summit of the Tang La. Turning a corner we saw Phari
Dzong (fort) away in the distance, and the track going straight
across the plain towards it.
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CHAPTER THREE

To Gyantse

August sth (continued)—We have entered another world. A
world of immense distances: the dun plateau slopes up to meet
the rounded sienna-scarred hills, and behind them the far snows
are dominated by the ethereal spire of Chomolhari rising alone
into the clouds. In the distance the flat-roofed village of Phari
looks like an excrescence on the barren plain. Around it there
seems to be a lake of blue water several miles in extent, though
we know that this is not so. As we approach we find to our
amazement that certain parts of the plain are thickly carpeted
with blue forget-me-not, and darker aconite. One of the
most beautiful things I have ever seen in my life—the sober
olives and browns of the plain, then suddenly these exuberant
splashes of cerulean blue running up to the massive keep of the
Phari fort and the mud boundary-walls of the village.

The plateau, austere and lifeless at a casual glance, is actually
full of life. Tiny blue gentians and a minute yellow flower like
a celandine smile up at one. I saw several kinds of snow and
mountain finches, and Elwes’ horned lark with its black and
white face like a ringed plover. Soaring above are many birds
of prey—lammergeyers, Himalayan vultures, kites, and a soli-
tary harrier. Hundreds of mouse-hares, attractive little rodents
of the shape and size of guinea-pigs, sit up and watch us, only
scuttling into their burrows at the very last moment. At one
time I could count over two hundred baggage animals—ponies,
mules, donkeys, yaks, and oxen, straggled along the track be-
tween us and Phari, and away beyond where the track sloped
gradually up to the summit of the Tang La. I was far behind
the rest of the party, having often stopped to collect plants and
watch birds, but I could see various officials riding out to present
the traditional white silk scarves of greeting.
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On the right, coming down from a pass between two rounded
hills, can be seen the Tremo La, the main route between Bhutan
and Tibet. There are a good many Bhutanese traders here,
including the representatives permanently stationed at Phari.
They are bigger, wilder-looking men than the Tibetans; they
wear their hair short, and their kilt-like robes, usuvally of a
characteristic striped weave, come only as far as the knees.
Nearly all of them carry straight swords in beautifully worked
silver sheaths. The Bhutanese are inveterate raiders, and up ull
quite recently they would terrorize the less virile inhabitants of
the Phari plain and the Chumbi valley by suddenly crossing the
frontier hills and attacking mule-trains and even plundering
private houses and monasteries.

The Phari bungalow is flat-roofed, as are all the buildings
here, and faces onto a cobbled courtyard together with the Post
Ofhice and the rooms of the Postmaster, who is a Nepali, and
the hut-keeper, who is rather a superior-looking Tibetan with a
long plait, and a heavy gold ring in his left ear. The Post Office,
at 15,000 feet, is supposed to be the highest in the world. Soon
after our arrival the local headmen, four or five in number,
came round to make arrangements for supplying transport for
‘the next stage of the journey. To see them c%ustcrcd round
Gyaltsen, the clerk in charge of the department, was very enter-
taining. Tibet is a completely feudal country, and except from
those in the highest positions there is a great show of obsequious-
ness. The headmen, successful traders and middlemen, stood
there with bowed heads nodding in unison as each order was
given. In Tibet to obtrude the tongue is a mark of respect, so
is a sharp suck-in of the breath so that it will not pollute the air
that the honoured person is breathing. As the servant takes
orders he continually says the word la-les, which means “yes,
sit”’, in a high-pitched sobbing voice, sucking in his breath at
the same time. The effect is most ludicrous. The result of
these negotiations was at any rate successful, for later in the day
there were about 200 yaks and dzos (cross-bred yaks and cattle)
picketed outside the bungalow wall.

The Dzongpin (fort commander) of Phari came in for tea.
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Even fairly minor officials seem to have perfect natural manners,
This man wore a long silk robe of a very lovely violet colour
with a pattern woven into the material. It was held in at the
waist with an orange sash. A white silk shirt was folded down
over his collar and cuffs. From his left ear hung a turquoise
and gold ear-ring with a single pearl in the middle. (This type
of ear-ring is about five inches in length and is worn by Tibetan
officials of any standing. The strict sumptuary laws of Lhasa
insist that the large tear-shaped stone at the end of the ear-rin
shall be of blue porcelain and not turquoise.) His black hair
was parted in the middle and arranged in two plaits which were
brought up to the crown of his head, where they were held in
place with scarlet ribbon tied into a double knot. Thus it has
been said that in Tibet the officials even have their hair tied up
with red tape. He wore a conical hat of white parchment
covered with red tassels which hung down over it like a lamp-
shade.

Most writers agree that Phari is a bleak and filthy place with
no redeeming feature except its superb surroundings. In the
afternoon I went to look at the fort. The roads are deep in
mud and dung and no one seems to trouble to remove dead and
decaying dogs and mules. There are great piles of dung on all
sides. Lean curs wander disconsolately round corners. The
streets themselves are so choked with the accumulated garbage
of centuries that they are many feet higher than formerly and in
most cases actually obscure the ground-floor windows; when
leaving the road to enter the courtyards round which most of
the houses are built one steps down a considerable distance.

The people are dressed in very dirty robes of dark homespun.
The women look cheerful but disfigure their faces by smearing
blood onto their cheeks and noses as protection against the sun
and wind. Some wear the high hooped head-dress of the
Tsang or Gyantse province, while others favour the triangular
Lhasa style. Most of them wear turquoise charm boxes. Just
east of the fort there is a street of bazaar stalls containing a sur-
prising variety of merchandise: mirrors, ribbons, cheap jewel-
lery, cooking vessels, bricks of Chinese tea, iron and copper
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(Above) A nomad turning a prayer-wheel
(Below) Beggar with skull-drum and dorje (sacred thunderbolt) bell
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goods, spices, china, and wooden tea~cups—all sorts of things.
Here innumerable beggars sit cross-legged beside the road
spinning prayer-wheels and importuning passers-by for chariry.
They stretch out and shake their arms with fists clenched and
thumbs in the air, at the same time protruding their tongues and
whining. Several are maimed and deformed, but many seem
young and capable of work.

The walls of the fort are solidly built and in good repair, but
no one seems to live there. I went up some steps and through
a massive gateway into a cobbled yard, on the far side of which,
at the top of more stone steps, was a great double door beauti-
fully carved and painted. Outside this door were stocks,
pillories, wide wooden collars that lock round the neck, iron
fetters, and several thong whips, all prominently displayed to
remind the people to behave themselves. A rickety wooden
stair led up three floors to a flat roof.  All the doors that I passed
were locked with heavy padlocks of local design and workman-
ship. The whole building seemed to be deserted, but from the
roof a low droning complaint could be heard, accompanied by
the intermittent beating of a deep-toned drum. I traced this
to a dark cell-like room opening off one corner of the flat roof,
where a solitary monk was praying. He took no notice of
me whatsoever, looking straight through me as if I were not
there.

There was a cold wind blowing, and Chomolhari was hidden
in scudding storm-clouds. In winter Phari must be unutterably
bleak and desolate, a target for all the winds that blow. The
roofs are flat and surrounded by parapets, from the corners of
which flutter white prayer-flags on branches of bamboo. Itook
some photos, then returned. That evening was spent sitting
round a blazing wood fire. The wood, juniper and pine, is
carried from Bhutan, for yak-dung is the usual fuel here. The
wireless made queer noises, Gould composed telegrams, Neame
made corrections to the military route book of Tibet, while I
changed some films and wrote up my bird diary.

August 6th: to Tuna (10,000 feet): 21 miles.—Slept well. Woke
at four to see Chomolhari a forbidding black cone surrounded
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by a wreath of nebulous cloud. An incredible mountain—for
impression of sheer height and grandeur it surpasses any I have
ever seen, except the Matterthorn. Put on gym-shoes and ran
up the rounded hill to the north-east with the idea of examinin
its approaches. Heard a marmot whistling in the valley behind,
and put up a couple of blue hares and a fox. Ihad a good view
of the long southern snowface of Chomolhari. It is not very
steep, and though it is cut by several ice-falls it looks possible if
once one could cross the intervening valleys and get on to it.
The north and east faces look quite unclimbable. It clouded
up before I could examine it in much detail, but I think the
southern aréte might “go”.

Across on the other side of the plain rises the great snowy
mass of Pauhunri with no very striking peaks. Got back in
time to photograph our yaks being loaded up. They don’t like
the smell of Europeans, but are most placid with their own
drivers. Their horns and shaggy coats resemble those of High-
land cattle, but they are much larger and have long thin faces.
Went down to film the forget-me-nots in colour. Rai Sahib
Tondup, the Sikkimese doctor from Yatung, is staying with me
to interpret to my camera men. [ practise my Tibetan on him
as we ride along. He is going up to Gyantse to take charge
while Morgan and Rai Sahib Bo Tsering, the other Sikkimese
doctor, go up with us to Lhasa.

A vast crowd of beggars and other people lined the road as
we cut through a corner of the town. Crossed several streams,
then got into the open plain again. It is very dusty and reddish
coloured. Long stretches are covered with stones. On the
south and west of Phari there is considerable cultivation, but I
gather the barley never ripens up here, but is cut for fodder.
The local officials escorted us for a considerable distance along
the track, then before returning they presented Gould with
more white silk scarves. This scarf technique is complicated.
A senior official accepts a scarf from a junior but does not give
one in return; sometimes he places the one he has received over
the donor’s shoulders like a stole. With officials of equal rank
scarves are simply exchanged, and the art is, as you hold out
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your hands with the scarf, to receive yours underneath. The
scarves one receives can be passed on again so that one does not
accumulate them.

I am getting very sore from all this riding. Gould’s pony,
like all the best Tibetan ponies, is an ambler; that is to say it
moves like a camel, using the two legs on each side together.
He progresses at a slow amble of about six miles per hour, a
tireless pace for man and animal. My pony only trots. Going
fast is comfortable, but a slow trot throws me up and down
intolerably.

We passed fairly near a red-walled monastery and then
through the cheerless hamlet of Chu-gya, which means “frozen
stream”. It is at a height of 15,000 feet. Just a few houses with
mud walls and a square chorten from which a couple of old
ravens cursed us. A great many nettles growing here.

Our party of about fifty horsemen looks most impressive.
The track gradually rises to the summit of the Tang La. It
means “‘level pass”, and certainly presents no difficulty to horse
or man. Were it not for the line of cairns it would be difficult
to locate the summit. We are at our nearest to Chomolhari
here, but though the rocky foot-hills were visible, the snows
are hidden in cloud. Itis most amazing the way the peak rises
suddenly from the level grassy plain. Saw two red foxes
skulking along near the top of the pass. Hoped to see some
kiang (wild asses) but there are none, only great herds of sheep
and yaks.

From the top of the Tang La the plain falls only a little to
Tuna, our next halt. The country is very barren and stony;
only a few scrubby vetches and the sere plateau grass survive.
In front of us is a range of low pinkish hills with the village of
Tuna at their foot. To the left, the plain continues towards
Kampa Dzong, one of the routes taken by Everest expeditions.
Our way lies to the right beside a great lake which is hidden in
stormy clouds. Lunch was ready for us when we got in just
before a heavy rain-storm.

Later I walked up the cindery red hills behind the bungalow,
and found a surprising number of flowers, including a magni-
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ficent blue poppy. The barrenness of its surroundings em-
phasized the beauty of its transparent blue petals and yellow
sepals so that one literally gasped to see it. There was also a
blue allium, arenaria, several androsacae, a pink saussurea, and
some mauve asters. For the rest it was very wild and lonely, the
more obvious vegetation consisting of nettles and thistles. On
the far side I could see for miles and miles; there the wide level
bay of the plain rose to another range of scarified red hills
paling to amethyst in the distance. I have never seen such
colouring. The salmon pink of the Tuna hills; the rich shades
of bracken and russet where the sun lights up the grassy foot-
hills; the deep viclet of the cloud-shadows chasing each other
across the plateau; the clear blue of Dochen Lake, and the white
snow-clad peaks beyond.

I saw six burrhal in the distance, and a grey animal which
might have been a wolf or a snow leopard. I tried to stalk it
but lost sight of it. There is plenty of water at Tuna, and the
squares of green barley-field look dark against the olive-coloured
plateau. From up here the track can be seen plainly all the
way back to the top of the Tang La, twelve miles to the south.
I ran down the scree slope to the bungalow, much to the amaze-
ment of the muleteers who had probably never seen anybody
run before. I had a long talk with one of them, but I don’t
think either of us understood very much. He was telling me
about the Gods on Chomolhari. He had tied his pigtail right
over the top of his battered felt hat to stop it blowing away.
What magnificent teeth many of these men have.

Some monk beggars appeared at dusk. One had a black
beard and a curious frilled eye-shade of stiff black hair. The
chief one had a drum made from two human skulls, and a
dorje (symbolical thunderbolt) bell. They chanted a mournful

rayer.
’ Nepean and Dagg fixed up a couple of amplifiers and
persuaded some of the muleteers to sing Tibetan songs. A
great crowd collected. Their singing is curiously harsh and
broken.
August 7th: to Dochen (14,950 feet): 13 miles—Got up at five

38



TO GYANTSE

and ran up the hill behind the bungalow. I seem to be fairly
well acclimatized as I climbed a thousand feet in forty minutes
and took seven to get down again. The pyramid of Chomo-
lhari is clear but does not stand out, for from here it is no
longer isolated but forms the western peak of a magnificent
line of mountains. Dochen Lake, the Hram Tso or Otter Lake,
can be seen running up to the foot of them. All the photo-
graphers were at work taking the Chomolhari range and our
yaks moving off. We had changed transport at Yatung and
again at Phari, but we keep this lot as far as Gyantse; these stages
are carefully regulated as different types of country require
different animals.

The track led round the corner of the Tuna hills and away
across a wide level plain. There were tufts of vetch, occasional
thistles and a sedum-like plant, otherwise it was barren and
stony. Still no wild asses, only Tibetan gazelle seen dimly in
the far heat haze. There are solidly built square milestones
along the track, but many have been razed, and the mileage is
only written in Tibetan.

I like to walk and then canter, but we go along at a slow
trot which causes a stitch and a sore backside and makes me
bad tempered. Met some craggy red hills on the left and soon
reached the hot springs of Guru, where General Macdonald had
to fight the Tibetans in 1904. There are still traces of the wall
which the Tibetans built between the hills and the marsh. A
great many birds in the warm water—mallard, redshank, and
some new wagtails. Very wild, broken country away to the
left.

Soon we met David Macdonald returning from Gyantse.
We had hoped he would accompany us to Lhasa to teach us
Tibetan, but he has not been well. He is an old man now,
an interesting character. His father was a Scot, his mother
Sikkimese, and his wife a Nepali; and as he was for twenty
years British Trade Agent at Gyantse and Yatung, and was at
Lhasa with the 1904 Mission, he has a wider knowledge of the
Tibetans than any other English-speaking man. A little later
we met a woman and two children with their faces completely

39



LHASA: THE HOLY CITY

muffled up, but for the eyes. Their importance was shown by
the number of their retinue. This was the wife of Tsa Serkang,
one of the high Tibetan officials with the Tashi Lama. She was
coming down to Calcutta to collect her husband’s baggage,
which had come from China by sea. She had a frank con-
versation with the Political Officer, and told him that the Tashi
Lama had already left China for Lhasa; but one has heard that
story for many years and he has not arrived yet.

Soon we reached the lake. Between it and the bare reddish
conical hills is a mile of fertile grass where graze innumerable
sheep, goats, donkeys, mules, ponies, and yaks. Passed a village
of flat-roofed houses built of low mud walls striped vertically
with brown paint, and reached Dochen bungalow, which is
built round a cobbled courtyard. No trees grow up here, but
the grazing seems good and the black tents of nomads are dotted
about the pasture-land.

After lunch T walked for several miles back along the lake,
then returned over the hills as it got dark. It was a fascinating
walk. 1watched a pair of red foxes playing like puppies. The
lake is very wide, about eight miles across; on the far side the
mountains rise steeply to be lost in the clouds. I saw Pallas’
fish-eagle soaring above the lake; first I've ever seen. Hundreds
of redshank here. There are many flowers in the hills, which
at first sight look completely barren. Watched some bright-
coloured redstarts and rose-finches. On the way home I sud-
denly saw two kiang walking past and keeping a careful eye on
the people in the fields down below. There was no cover, but
I lay flat and they came within thirty yards before they saw me
and cantered away. They are most beautiful creatures, not like
donkeys at all, but more like zebras. They have cream-coloured
legs, belly, and chest, and rich chocolate brown back and flanks
with curious diagonal markings on the shoulders. A black line
runs from the mane down the back and tail. After cantering
away they turned several times to look at me, and each time
advanced a few paces as if overcome by curiosity.

Behind the village are many fields of barley and potatoes.
As I walked round from the back of the rest-house a big mastiff,
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which was chained in a niche on the corner, shot out with fierce
growls and very nearly got me.  Luckily he was firmly chained,
but my heart almost stopped beating.

Pressed flowers; had a Tibetan lesson; listened to a German
concert on the wireless. Neame developing photographs; Gould
studying mysterious files. [ am sleeping in a tent now as the
bungalows are small. A vast tent designed to impress the
natives of Bengal, but the coldest, draughtiest marquee of a tent
I have ever lain awake in.

The evening sunlight illuminates the blue smoke of our
yakherds’ fires as it drifts through the black roofs of their hair
tents. There are prayer-flags fluttering over each; these too
are transfigured by the setting sun.

August 8th: to Kala (14,850 feet): 12 miles.—Fearful noise of
dogs and muleteers from three o'clock onwards, so got up and
wandered down to the lake. Some large calandra larks here
with an unusual melodious whistle; innumerable terns, gulls, and
ducks. Clouds down over the mountains but sunny and warm.
Neame, Nepean, and Dagg went over the hills to Kala to see if
they could stalk an Ovis ammon (big-horned wild sheep) or
gazelle.

We rode along the shores of the lake in blazing sunshine.
Several black-necked cranes standing far out: so it must be
shallow. They were perfectly reflected in the still water.
Hundreds of yaks and dzos coming south, mostly loaded with
wool: yaks go at a steady three miles per hour, mules a mile
faster. Many of the men carry antiquated flint-lock guns with
two projecting prongs of antelope horn to use as a rest when
firing. Others carry swords, often with silver scabbards set
with coral and turquoise. They are grand-looking men,
swarthy and independent as Bedouins. They are very cruel to
their animals; I watched donkeys being beaten along with huge
loads dragging on the ground. Often when the donkeys stop
they lie down and have to be hauled up again by their tails, ears,
and loads. The foals of many of the animals run alongside
while their mothers work.

All along on the left are bare rounded hills of reddish earth.
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We reached a corner of the lake where a river overflowed into
a narrow valley. Crossed the river by a causeway gay with
flowers, and followed the valley down to Kala. There is a
ribbon of luxuriant cultivation along the foot of the valley, then
barren rocky hillsides go up to meet the sky. Excellent crops
of barley and mustard with wonderful wild flowers—red and
yellow pedicularis, forget-me-not, wild asters, and primulas.
Passed a bare fort and the small mud-walled village of Chalu.
Very biblical scenery: parched white sand, rocky track, ochrous
boulder-strewn hill-sides, flat-topped houses with grain and
straw stored on the roof, and a blazing sun. Reached the wide
Kala valley and saw the lake over to the left; and to the right
an immense grassy plain running up to rounded foot-hills and
higher mountains to the north.

The low flat-roofed rest-house is surrounded by fields of
wonderfully rich barley. Walked down to the lake and
watched a man ploughing with two yaks. Followed a winding
stream to the lake, and put up a pair of goosanders. There are
thousands of animals grazing on the pasture-land here. The
lake is very shallow and muddy with sandbanks running far out.
Some large fish rippling the surface. Many different kinds of
waders and ducks here. Returned by the village. It has turned
cold now and is overcast. My face is very sore from the sun.
The others returned in the afternoon having seen only one
gazelle in the distance.

August gth: to Samada (14,100 feet): 14 miles.—Up at five, and
down to the lake before breakfast. It is cool and peaceful in the
early morning, but too hot later on. The Tibetans are all out
at dawn. Set off at eight o’clock. Passed a village where all
the inhabitants came out and begged. The women wear a
strange hooped head-dress with tousled pigtails hanging from
the horizontal base of the hoop; they are all very dirty and
ragged, but I dare say they have everything they want of life.
The plain is eight miles wide here, and in many places is only
sand, parched and cracked. There are flocks of hundreds of
piebald goats and sheep tended by ragged boys. Lammergeyers
and kites soar above us. Saw a good many kiang and gazelle.
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Nepean and I tried to photograph them, but they were as wild
as could be. I hid behind a sandbank, and Nepean and two
grooms drove five gazelle and some kiang quite close; I was so
overcome by the grace and beauty of the kiang’s movements I
almost forgot to use the camera.

Soon we left the plain and met the Nyang Chu which flows
to the north and takes us all the way to Gyantse. It eventually
flows into the Tsang-po (the Tibetan name for the Brahma-
putra) at Shigatse; so we are really getting on. To the south-
east across another plain I saw a remarkable range of snowy
mountains which run from Chomolhari north-east to the peaks
beside the Karo La; I don’t suppose anyone has ever even
tried to climb them, except perhaps some lama hermit
plodding to his desolate cave. All along the sides of the
stteam there is lush marshy ground abounding in flowers,
while tall yellow senecios and blue delphiniums grow on steep
banks carved ages ago by the river. While we rested the six
coolies carrying the charging motor walked past chanting the
most weird and haunting dirge to keep in step: four double
notes repeated over and over again with variations. Then
came a coolie carrying on his back a basket containing three
black-and-white cocker spaniel puppies which are going up to
Lhasa as a personal present from the Viceroy of India to the
Regent of Tibet.

Innumerable ruins here of ancient Tibetan forts and houses.
Some say the earlier inhabitants were wiped out by smallpox,
others say Bhutanese and Tartar invaders. Certainly the popu-
lation and cultivation have decreased, for along the lower slopes
of the hills are the scars of aqueducts and terraced cultivation
which are no longer kept up. Reached Samada, at the junction
of two valleys, just before a heavy hailstorm and thunder.
Across the river are beautiful rounded hills; on this side there
are dry ridges of parched red rock. Near the camp is a massive
chorten.

Beside the bungalow is a field of dark-blue aconite, in others
yellow mustard grows. The barley is beginning to ripen.
Turnips, potatoes, and peas are also grown up here. Skylarks
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are singing, and there are hoopoes and yellow wagtails. A few
willow groves here, the first trees since Chumbi.

There is a monastery up the side valley with walls painted
red and ochre. 1 wish I could like these hostile inscrutable
monks, but I cannot see what good they do either to themselves
or anybody else. The word charity means nothing to them:
they do not heal or minister to the people. They have secured
the material detachment advocated by Buddha, but they use it
to aggravate and exploit the superstitions of the layman.

August 10th: to Kangma (13,900 feet): 14 miles—From 3 a.m.
onwards a fearful noise of donkey bells and shouting people.
The rains have worn great gorges down the hill-sides leaving
vertical walls fifteen or twenty feet deep. Soon after starting
we passed a very fine monastery on the roadside. There were
cylindrical banners and brass ornaments on the roof. A few
monks stared insolently as we rode past.

In some places there are low broad walls built right down
the middle of the road. Along the sides of these are flat stones
carved with Buddhas and with the mystic formula OM MANE
PADME HUM! (“Hail to the Jewel in the Lotus!” Referring
to the Buddha, who is often depicted sitting cross-legged upon
a lotus bloom.) We have always to keep to the left of these.

Followed the river downhill all day to Kangma (red house).
Dried up hill-sides covered with emerald-coloured artemisia
scrub and empty water courses. Except near the rivers the
country is intensely parched and desert-like. Many ruins again
today.

So}xlne fine villages with gaunt fortress-like houses, whose
walls are painted in horizontal stripes of red, brown, and white.
There are rows of thorns along the parapets surrounding the flat
roofs, and prayer-flags built up at the corners. The river falls
steeply, and on each side aqueducts lead from it along the sides
of the valley to water the barley fields. The Tibetans are most
skilful irrigators. Many blue delphiniums by the side of the
track, also a big white gentian and a trailing clematis.

Two miles short of Kangma we met Norbhu who had come
down from Lhasa to meet us. Resplendent he was, in orange

44



TO GYANTSE

silk robe, purple sleeveless jacket, pink, white, and blue striped
boots, and a hat with a multicoloured braid crown almost
hidden by a high brim of black velvet, and with a scarlet tassel
hanging down behind. He rode a dun horse with a black tail
and flowing mane, gorgeously caparisoned, and with two scarlet
tassels hanging from its chest. As soon as we came in sight
Norbhu dismounted and presented a scarf to the Political Officer.

[Rai Bahardur Norbhu Tondup is the confidential adviser to
the Political Officer of Sikkim. He holds the very high title of
Dzasa in Tibet, which is next to that of Cabinet Minister. He
has had a most interesting career. By birth he is a Sikkimese
Tibetan. When he was sixteen he was at school at Darjeeling
when Captain—now Sir Frederick—O’Connor came to choose
four boys to accompany the 1904 Mission to Tibet as inter-
preters. Norbhu, who passed out at the top of the list, was
made personal interpreter to Colonel Waddell, who wasnot only
the senior Mission Doctor but a serious student of Tibetan
customs and religion. Norbhu witnessed the battles at Guru,
Kangma, Red Idol Gorge, and the storming of Gyantse fort.

He stayed at Gyantse with Waddell, then went to Phari on a
temporary clerkship, and later looked after the 200 Indian drivers
of the mule and yak carts there. When the Mission left Tibet,
Norbhu, who was engaged to a Tibetan girl, refused to leave
and was treated as a deserter. A year later, when the Tashi
Lama visited India, Captain O’Connor took Norbhu as inter-
preter, and afterwards sent him to the office at Gyantse for
training. In 1906-7 Norbhu was doing survey work in the
Punjab. After this he became Trade Registration Clerk at
Pipitang (Yatung) and then Tibet Clerk at Gyantse. He was
there in 1912 when the Chinese were driven out of Tibet. In
1913-14, when Gould as British Trade Agent, Gyantse, was acting
Political Officer, Norbhu went to Gangtok as his Confidendal
Clerk.

In 1913, as the Tashi Lama returned from his visit to India,
the Dalai Lama was on his way home after his exile in Dar-
jeeling. They determined to meet and settle their differences.
Gould and Norbhu met the Dalai Lama at Phari and escorted
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him to Gyantse. From 1915 to 1919 Norbhu was Confidentia]
Clerk to the British Trade Agent, Gyantse, and to the Political
Officer, Sikkim. In 1920 he accompanied Sir Charles Bell to
Lhasa. In 1923 he became Rai Bahardur and that year visited
Lhasa with Lieut.-Col. Bailey, having previously gonethere alone
with a present of ponies for the Dalai Lama. In 1927 the Dalai
made Norbhu a Depén (military rank equivalent to a general).

In 1928 Norbhu went up to arrange Lieut.-Col. Weir’s visit
to Lhasa, and later accompanied it. Both visits were repeated
in 1930, when the Dalai Lama conferred the rank of Dzasa on
Norbhu. In 1934 he went alone to Lhasa to counteract the
Chinese Mission of General Huang Mu Sung and remained there
in considerable danger for eight months. In the following year
he accompanied Mr. Williamson to Lhasa and, after the tragic
death of the latter, went to Gangtok to be Confidential Clerk
to Gould. In May 1936 he went up to Lhasa to make the
necessary arrangements for our Mission. He has recently been
appointed British Trade Agent, Yatung, a post that for many
years has been combined with British Trade Agent, Gyantse.
At the end of the Mission he received the’O.B.E. For the last
thirty years, therefore, Norbhu has been in very close touch with
Tibetan affairs and people; he has a wife at Kalimpong and
another at Lhasa. From a former wife he has a son of sixteen
who is at school at Darjeeling. ]

In the afternoon heavy rain came on and there was a thunder-
storm. Had champagne for dinner in honour of Norbhu.
Lhasa seems much nearer now that he has joined us.

August 11th: to Saugang (13,000 feet): 15 miles.—To begin with
we followed the river along the foot of a deep grassy valley
where there was little cultivation. The chief object of interest
was some hot springs on the right of the track. Suddenly the
mountains steepened and closed in. We had reached Red Idol
Gorge, the scene of a battle in 1904 and certainly the most
marvellous place for an ambush. The river falls more steeply
here, and for several miles is forced from side to side by immense
rocky spurs running out from the all but perpendicular sides of
the gorge, which tower a thousand feet above the track. The
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slopes are a chaos of enormous reddish boulders, many of which
almost block the way through. The track is paved with slabs
of granite, and is continually forced aside by boulders. White
quartz crystals have been heaped together by the pious, and
there are Buddhas carved on the rocks and often protected from
the weather by side walls and an overhanging lintel. The sacred
prayer is also cut in the rocks and there are splashes of dull red

aint and innumerable prayer-flags. An awesome and for-
bidding place, wilder than Glencoe or Killiecrankie.

At the foot of the gorge is a huge carved and painted Buddha
about twenty feet high. In front of it is a pile of stones col-
lected as an act of piety. At the end of the gorge a valley came
in from the north and we looked down on to fields of barley,
mustard, and peas. Here were several fine houses surrounded
by groves of willow trees. Soon afterwards we crossed the
river by a cantilever bridge resting on an enormous central pier,
and reached the rest-house of Saugang.

This is a delightful place: groves of willows and a few poplars
surround the bungalow; magpies, sand martins, rose-finches,
willow-warblers, and partridges abound nearby, and I found a
new deep-purple primula. A wonderfully fertile valley care-
fully irrigated and tended. Was much pestered by beggars.
Just above the village and bungalow on the far side of the river
many Buddhas have been carved and painted on the vertical
walls of rock.

After dinner worked at Tibetan. The man in charge of the
rest-house produced a 13} 1b. fish which he had caught in the
river; it looks like a kind of char.

August 12th: to Gyantse (13,120 feet): 14 miles.—Rai Sahib
Tondup and I went on an hour ahead to photograph the officials
who will come out to receive us. He wears lovely silk robes
but spoils the effect with a Homburg hat. A parching hot day;
clear blue sky above and heavy cumulus clouds over the hills.
More and more trees. One poplar growing in a village was as
big as I've seen anywhere. Passed donkeys carrying loads of
rice sewn up in skins. Magnificent scenery here: a great pyra-
mid of rock with a fort on the summit; hills running up for
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thousands of feet on either side, and in one place overhanging
the track in huge vertical rust-coloured cliffs.

Soon the valley opened out and I saw tall delphiniums and
aconites as well as wonderful crops of barley and potatoes,
Up in the hills on the left was a tiny monastery approached by
a precarious track. Suddenly, by a chorten, we saw a group of
horsemen, and I dismounted to be introduced to a dark-com-
plexioned man wearing a conical hat with a jewelled ornament,
and heavily flowered silk robes. This was Rajah Tering, the
half-brother of the Sikkim Maharajah, who had some trouble
with the British Government many years ago and now lives
on his estates near Gyantse. We exchanged compliments in
Tibetan, and I photographed him. The Sikkimese doctor and
servants bowed down to the ground three times to him as he is
of their royal family. Soon afterwards we met a platoon of
Mounted Infantry, drawn up with Captain Salomons in charge,
Richardson, the British Trade Agent, Gyantse, Morgan the
doctor, and Guthrie from whom he is taking over, were also
there. I filmed Gould arriving and inspecting the escort. The
clerks were all there in brightly coloured silk robes and the
Agency orderlies in short scarlet coats, all mounted of course.

Soon afterwards we met the Eastern and Western Dzongpons
of Gyantse who had come out to present scarves to the Political
Officer. Then a little further on we were stopped again by
the Tibetan Trade Agent and the Abbot of Gyantse monastery.
All these were fantastically clad in gorgeous silks and jewels.
The last two are very high officials; for the more senior a
Tibetan is, the less distance he rides out to meet a superior.

All these gaily-dressed officials and their servants fell in at the
back of our procession, so that by the time we crossed Gyantse
bridge and clattered up to the bungalow we resembled some
brilliant scene of Elizabethan pageantry.
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CHAPTER FOUR

To Lhasa

August 12th (continued).—Gyantse at last! The third biggest
town of Tibet, it owes its importance to the trade routes from
India, Bhutan, Nepal, Ladakh, and Shigatse meeting here on
their way to Lhasa.

Immediately after crossing the massive pier bridge yesterday
we saw Changlo, the 1904 Mission headquarters, where they
were attacked by night and besieged. Half a mile nearer the
town, in a grove of willows and poplars, is the rest-house. The
dzong is at this end of the town, on the summit of a volcano-like
rock six or seven hundred feet high—a magnificent situation.
At the other end of the town, on the southern slopes of a rocky
ampbhitheatre, are the various buildings of the Parkor Choide
monastery, surrounded by a twenty-foot wall which runs along
the top of the rocky spur. The dzong and the monastery, from
the summits of the only two eminences of the plain, completely
dominate the low white-walled houses of the town, which lie
on either side of a rocky saddle connecting them.

These spurs are offshoots of a ridge forming part of a 17,500-
foot mountain, the highest in the district, which shelters
Gyantse on the north-west. Each hanging valley of this moun-
tain has a white monastery or nunnery secluded in its clump of
willows. The plain is wide and of great length, full of fields
of barley, wheat, oats, peas, beans, and potatoes. Dotted about
are little farms and villas, each in its grove of willows. There
is much flood water at this time of year. Mountains rise on
every side, but only on the north are they near at hand. We
have put up our tents on a beautiful lawn surrounded by willows
and poplars. We expect many guests tomorrow, so leave
the bungalow free for entertainment. Spent the evening doing
cyphers.

49 E



LHASA: THE HOLY CITY

August 13th: at Gyantse.—Left bungalow at 4 A.M. to climb
the high mountain to the north-west. I cut along the edge of
barley fields, through the end of the town by a vilely muddy
street full of barking dogs, and across an open stretch of plain
covered with vetch, artemisia, and thistles. The foot-hills are
seared by great gorges as from torrential rain. Lovely white
buildings in the hollows of the hills with trees and shrubs round
about, and the inevitable chorten in front. On a spur of the
hill some people were chanting and beating drums, and the white
smoke of incense drifted up. I presume they were cutting up
a dead body because, one after another, twenty-eight vultures
whizzed from the hills above me and settled in a circle round
the group. I was too far away to see much, and it was only
just growing light.

Wonderful flowers here. I found white roses in bloom at
15,500 feet, blue and yellow poppies, several new vetches, and a
scabious. As I came over the col on to the final ridge I saw
twenty burrhal in the mist on the far side. There is quite a
good track up to the summit, on which there is an immense
square cairn and bundles of prayer-flags of all colours. A line
of smaller cairns goes off to the north.

I reached the top, 17,500 feet, at 6.30 A.M., that is 4000 feet
in two and a half hours, including taking photographs and
collecting plants. Pulse 104 to the minute. Stayed half an
hour on top. I saw a hundred laden yaks and a man on a pass
to the north-east. A party of eight large burrhal stags just
below me took no notice of the man’s shouts. It grew cold as
clouds scudded across the summit. The country hasa marvellous
relief-map appearance: the ridge far below me with the dzong
and monastery; the wide chessboard plain with its winding
waterways and clumps of dark willows; and then the parched
ochrous mountain ranges, ridge behind ridge visible for an
unbelievable distance. Some snow peaks still visible to the
south-west, probably the range that runs from Chomolhari to
the Karo La.

Ran down a vile way over rough screes and dry watercourses.
Saw several blue hares and a weasel. From one of the villages
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half-a-dozen huge black and yellowish mastiffs came at me; after
keeping them at bay for some time with stones, they pressed
me so hard that I had to climb up a chorten for sanctuary. A
most terrifying experience. They would have finished me in
no time if they could have got me. After a time a man came
out and rescued me. He was very friendly and thought it the
hell of a good joke. Got back at eight-thirty.

Spent morning pressing flowers and changing drying-papers.
The Brigadier went outside to inspect the barracks and lines.
Wireless officers tried in vain to start the charging motor; a bad
show if it won’t run at this height, even though it doesn’t at the
moment look as if we shall go beyond Lhasa. But it limits our
entertainment programme. Gould received visitors all day.
The first was the Tibetan Trade Agent, who is a very important
lay official; he is a wizened little man with a pock-marked face.
The last Trade Agent was a monk official. He was a great
friend of the late Dalai Lama and used to supply him regularly
with news. But he was degraded because he forgot the words
of a prayer while he was officiating at some important ceremony.
At least that is what we are told. The present man lives in a
building which used to be the English school run by Frank
Ludlow. It lasted from 1923 to 1925, but was closed down as
the Tibetans did not really support it.

The Eastern and Western Dzongpéns also called. One is
tall and has very aristocratic Mongolian features. The other,
Tendong, who is coming up to Lhasa as our guide, speaks
English, having been at Ludlow’s school. He is a younger
brother of one of the Cabinet Ministers; a shy and very attractive
man. The titles Eastern and Western refer to the location of
their houses, not to the districts which they control. They work
together and watch each other’s step.

After the Nepalese representative had called, a monk, Tering
Rimpoche (rimpoche means precious one”) came to secus. He is
a brother of the Maharajah of Sikkim, and was at one time in
charge of all Sikkim monasteries. He has the wisest and most
expressive eyes in all Asia. His brother Tering Rajah came too,
with his son, another pupil of Ludlow’s.  All these officials have
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the distinguished bearing and perfect natural manners of an
ancient and proud civilization.

In the evening we had a dinner party. The guests were
Richardson, Salomons, Morgan, Guthrie, and Norbhu. After
dinner each of us in turn had to sing a song or tell a story. [
sang an Eskimo folk-song and Norbhu said it was exactly like
Tibetan music—a doubtful compliment, but interesting, seeing
that the Eskimos and Tibetans are, ethnologically speaking,
fairly closely related.

August 14th: at Gyantse.—All very busy. Charging motor
still only spluttering. Nepean and I sorting big film for the
entertainment of Lhasa audiences, with Norbhu as censor. We
have Douglas Fairbanks’ round-the-world trip, a selection of
news reels, and my Greenland films. The first is a series of
shots showing Douglas dancing with dazzlingly beautiful girls
of innumerable different nationalities; it won’t do for Lhasa.
The news reels are too disjointed, and as the subjects are mostly
unfamiliar to Tibetans, and the shots all very short, they will be
incomprehensible. Probably we shall leave the big projector
here and rely on the smaller one.

We rushed round returning calls and drinking Tibetan tea.
This is made from Chinese brick-tea. Norbhu says they spread
it in the road for several days to let it acquire the strength and
flavour demanded by Tibetan palates; certainly we cannot grow
it in India, which is a pity, because every year thousands of loads
of tea come over the high passes several months’ journey from
China. Any good Tibetan drinks fifty or sixty cups of tea every
day of his life. The leaves are boiled for several hours, then
the infusion is poured into a section of hollow bamboo, where
it is churned up with a plunger, together with a handful of salt,
a pinch of soda, and a good lump of butter—usually rancid.
The result is a purplish liquid of unusual taste for tea, but as soup
excellent. The great thing is to blow aside the floating scum
of butter before you drink. The moment you put the cup
down, even if you have only taken a sip, it is filled up by a
servant who stands ready with a silver or earthenware teapot.
Custom demands that one drinks at least twice, but however
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much one has, the cup is always left full. To eat, we were
offered dried apricots, sweets, and biscuits.

In the late morning we went to a local race meeting organized
by the British Trade Agency. The “Fort” is a solidly buile
two-storied building surrounding an open square. The rooms
secem very comfortable, which is probably necessary, since in
winter Gyantse is a grim place, the most frightful dust storms
raging almost every afternoon for months on end and the tem-
perature below zero at nights. In the old days there was con-
siderable trouble here because it was never quite clear who was
the senior, the British Trade Agent, or the officer in charge of
the escort. As the latter was often a major and the former a
captain the position was further complicated. Later it was
pointed out that as it is the British Trade Agent’s escort, the
B.T.A. is obviously in charge. It must be a terrible place in
winter for the men’s nerves, in spite of the peacefulness of the
hills and the people. No English women are ever stationed
here. At present it is delightful, with a wonderful vegetable
garden (at 13,500 feet) and lines of pollard willows all round to
act as wind-breaks.

The polo-field nearby had been arranged as a racecourse with
a smallish track, and tents for grandstands. A pony race came
first, then a yak race. Actually they were all cattle or rather
undersized dzos. They were ridden bareback with a single rein
running from the nose-ring. Most of them ran wide, but three
finished. Then there was a pacing race, in which all but one
broke into a canter and were disqualified. After this came tent-
pegging by the Mounted Infantry of the 2/7 Rajputs, finally egg-
and-spoon races and pillow fighting on a greasy pole. It was
terribly hot. Clear pale sky above, the ring of dun and olive
hills shimmering in the heat, and very heavy cotton-wool clouds
like stage scenery. Several hundred of the inhabitants came.
The better-class ones brought tents where they drank tea and
chang (the local beer brewed from barley). The others were
incredibly dirty but very cheerful. We then lunched in a big
marquee behind the Fort. All the local worthies were there in
resplendent silks and brocades. To drink we had chang, which
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I found to be excellent. It is flat and yeasty and of the colour
of cloudy lemonade. Tibetans also have a remarkable liking
for créme de menthe; perhaps the colour appeals to them. 1sat
next to Rai Sahib Bo Tsering, the sub-assistant surgeon, who
works under the Agency doctor. He is coming to Lhasa with
us. A red-faced genial Sikkimese in loud checks, he is a famous
horse-coper and is liked by everybody. His pony won the open
race today.

August 15th: at Gyantse—Neame and [ visited the dzong,
Passed through the bazaar on the way. It lies beside the road
leading to the monastery. The goods are on trellis tables or
simply on the ground under umbrellas. Queer roots and vege-
tables, rice and grain, wool, dyes, carpets, dried and fresh fruit,
cups, jewellery, swords, and all sorts of odds and ends. An
open sewer runs the whole length of the street, which is abso-
lutely filthy. Most of the women have red pigment smeared
on their faces to protect their complexions. Innumerable
scrofulous and clamorous beggars. The walls and doors are
covered with lucky signs—swastikas, stars, crescents, and above
the doors are intricate devices of rams’ horns and coloured wool
in geometric patterns to divert the visitations of evil spirits.
Lean and hungry dogs everywhere. To reach the dzong we
rode up and up a rough roadway. Massive wooden gates with
crudely stuffed wild yaks and mastiffs hanging in the rafters as
emblems of ferocity.

Tendong showed usround. Thedzong is full of small monas-
teries. Saw six huge Buddhas in oneroomand a giganticseventh
in a room below. Drank Tibetan tea with the monk in charge.
The dzong, which is half ruined, is built tier upon tier to the
summit of the steep rock; not unlike Mont St. Michel. Went
right upto the top. There are no staircases, so we had to pull the
ladder up from roof to roof. In a tiny dark room at the very
top sat a monk, muffled up in a heavy red cape, beating a huge
gong and praying to the spirit of the dzong. He seemed to be
in a trance and appeared quite oblivious of our presence. I felt
an unaccountable terror as if in the presence of something deeply
sinister. Superb view: green barley-fields, blue winding rivers,
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russet and sienna hills. The big monastery of Tse-chen lies on
the southern side of a rocky hill a mile or two to the north-east.
The monasteries here are more like fortified cities than the abode
of peaceful monks. One wonders exactly what goes on inside
them.

Had tea with Tendong and watched his carpet-weavers
working on the balcony outside. Three of them work on one
carpet. They use wonderful vegetable dyes of local prepara-
tion and rather a coarse weave, but their colours and designs
are good. Gyantse is famous for its carpets.

Spent afternoon sorting entomological and survey gear.
Tremendous discussion about the wireless. Nepean is to stay
here and get things going while Dagg returns to Calcutta to
obtain a hand charging machine. 'We wired to Kalimpong to
see if we could get the Everest expedition charging motor, but
it has been sent back to England.

In the evening Dinka Depon, the Shigatse Dzongpén, appeared
to call on Gould. He is an important official, being the most
senior of all the dzongpéns. A very stout man, he had ridden
over at great inconvenience to discuss important matters with
Gould. It appears that the Shigatse Tibetans are increasingly
anxious to get the Tashi Lama back. In their eyes he is more
holy than the Dalai Lama, and without his presence at Tashi-
lhiinpo their religious life is crippled. A cheerful dinner party
at the Agency Fort. Wonderful how the ponies know the way
home in the dark.

August 16th : to Gobshi (13,800 feet): 174 miles—Couldn’t get
away early as we had to receive scarves and were lunching with
Rajah Tering on the way. Dull and raining. Followed the
Nyang Chu valley. Very dried-up this side, with queer barren
hillocks sticking out of stone and sand deserts. The hills are
parched and seared by dried-up watercourses. It’s like a land-
scape on a dead planet. A few lammergeyers and kites circling
high up over the hill-tops. Down on the right is a fertile strip of
cultivation by the river, and then the same desolate hills beyond.

Tering has a beautiful country estate—which bears his name—
about six miles from Gyantse. He is noted for his hospitality
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and the excellence of his chang. His wife, a large cheerful
woman, is a wonderful hostess. We had seen women wearing
the hooped head-dress, but hers was incredible. The hoop was
about two feet in radius and was held together with wide bands
consisting of strings of seed pearls. The horizontal part of the
hoop was studded with large stones of turquoise and coral.
From a necklace hung a diamond-shaped charm-box inlaid with
turquoise and other gems. “Daisy”, the son’s young wife, is
very pretty, and has a beautiful complexion. She has her black
hair brushed back and plaited, without adornments. The room
was spoilt by European furniture and inferior Chinese hangings.
We had a good Tibetan lunch: a dozen small dishes—eggs,
curried beans, meat, etc., then five or six big bowls of such
delicacies as mince and peas, boiled mutton, and mushrooms.
Finally, as many bowlsful as we could drink of vermicelli soup.
Chopsticks are very difficult at first, but soon yield to practice.
Chang was poured out by a beautifully dressed girl. The chang
jug was of silver with embossed designs picked out in gold. A
magnificent and cheerful party; got away at one o’clock.

Soon after Tering the road enters a stony valley and the river
rushes down below in a gorge. Farther along it becomes a
muddy turgid river crossed by unfenced cantilever bridges.
The water coming down the side valleys is led off in aqueducts
to water the fields. Gobshi is a desolate half-ruinous village at
the junction of several barren valleys. It is guarded by a derelict
fort on the summit of a rocky pinnacle.

Just managed to get one of the tents up before deluges of rain
came down. There are no more rest-houses now and we rely
solely on our tents, of which we have one each. There are also
two mess tents, one of which is sent ahead.

Now that we have left behind the thirty loads of wireless and
projection gear, we have 200 pack animals—ponies, mules, and
donkeys. A third of them have gone ahead. The arrange-
ment is for the majority of the gear to set off at daybreak (about
four o’clock); our own tents are packed up at six o’clock and,
with an hour’s start, get in soon after us. Of the two mess
tents; one goes on at earliest dawn and is ready when we arrive,
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and the other is left for breakfast and for us to use after our
own tents are packed. The muleteers are very careless. Each
is in charge o(P nine or ten animals, and they let them get too
far ahead, when they are apt to knock their loads against the
rocks. They continually encourage their charges with loud
cries. Yaks seem to respond to whistling rather than shouting.
The drivers also have a wild ululating cry which they use to
signal to each other at a distance, for instance, when approaching
a stretch of one-way track to see if anybody is already on it.

Many flowers here in spite of the apparent barrenness of the
country. Tall delphiniums and monkshood by the track, and
in the hills a small deep-violet delphinium and a large blue
gentian growing from a rosette of leaves. Much edelweiss and
deep-red rhubarb. Many choughs and magpies here and in-
numerable small birds, mostly larks, wagtails, redstarts, and rose-
finches. Did one cypher after dinner, then pressed plants tll
midnight.

August 17th: to Ralung (14,800 feet): 15} miles—We are called
at five, breakfast at six, away at seven. We crossed the Nyang
Chu gorge by a high and precarious cantilever bridge, and then
struck up a side valley to Ralung. Soon the gorge opened out
to a narrow fertile valley. Side streams continually come in,
providing irrigation water for a cone of cultivated fields. Barley
does well at 14,000 feet, but the upper limit for oats seems to be
12,000 feet, and for wheat 11,000 feet, though this depends upon
the amount of shelter. Along the river are dark-green twisted
willows exactly like those in willow-pattern china. Just as the
road cut round a projecting spur of rock I saw a clump of white
spiraea. Pale emerald of artemisia up in the hills, tall yellow
senecio, marvellous blue delphiniums and, for the first time,
masses of an orange poppy with glaucous leaves. On each side
of the valley red and orange volcanic mountains scarred with
scree slopes and crags run up for 3000 feet. The houses, with
their mud walls and flat roofs with dung-cakes on top, are
like Egyptian villages. The desert scenery and houses make the
strangest contrast to the wonderful crops and flowers in the
valley bottom.
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Got in at 10.30A.M.—a fantastic time to finish the day’s march.
Ralung is a squalid little village at the junction of two streams.
There is a walled Chinese posting-house here, still in a good
state of preservation. Our camp is on a great level stretch of
turf. In one place some stonc paving has been put down with
a square of white stones for the Dalai Lama’s or Tashi Lama'’s
tent and a pathway. They use this route when travelling to
and from Lhasa.

The local headman came and presented a scarf, the dried
year-old carcase of a sheep, and a box of eggs. Unfortunatel
practically all the latter were bad. Climbed a hill behind the
camp. There is a magnificent view over to the peaks and
glaciers by the Karo La, which we cross tomorrow. These
mountains run up to 23,500 feet, and no one has ever tried to
climb them though they do not look at all difficult. Many
small tortoise-shell and blue butterflies here and an astonishing
variety of beetles and flies. The country ahead is exactly like
the north of Sikkim. There is no cultivation, just wide rolling
valleys with winding streams in the centre of them, and grassy
foot-hills going up to 18,000 or 19,000 feet. The dark tents
of nomads are conspicuous again, and immense herds of yaks,
sheep, and goats. The nomads have black mastiffs with them,
but dogs are never used to round up the animals, only for pro-
tection against wolves. Over the other side of the hill I could
see Ralung monastery where monks and nuns are housed
together. This sect are permitted to marry and the children
follow their parents’ calling. Ralung means “‘the valley of the

oat”.
i Carefully following Nepean’s directions I joined up innumer-
able different coloured wires to aerials, batteries of all sizes,
accumulators, earths, and a portable wireless set. As I have
never touched a set before—except to turn knobs—we were all
very surprised when it worked and we could get the news. An
ibisbill and several redshanks are calling down by the stream.

August 18th: to Dzara (15,700 feet): 16 miles.—Followed Ralung
valley for a time, then crossed a wide level plain of wonderful
pasture-land. Terribly hotsun. Sawabuzzard. Filmed a party
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of wild-looking herdsmen sitting round a yak-dung fire eating
barley-meal and tea. Innumerable mouse-hares on the phin
but no kiang or gazelle. Magnificent view of the glaciers and
snows ahead. Soon we turned to the right and followed a
narrow valley to the summit of the Karo La (16,800 feet). Met
a big party of yaks coming down with wool. They prefer to
walk on the rocky broken land by the stream rather than on
the track, and are in fact, in spite of their efficiency, the most
wayward and grotesque of animals. Saw a wall-creeper, my
favourite bird; last one I saw was on the Grepon at Chamonix.
The track follows a rocky river-bed with steep pudding-stone
rocks on each side leading up to precipitous snowclad moun-
tains with hanging glaciers. Heard a snow-cock clucking up
on the right. Extraordinary luxuriance of plants: even juni-
per, roses, and jasmine grow here up to 15,000 feet, as well as
the usual delphiniums and saxifrages. Near the summit are
wide level valleys as if the gorge has at some time been dammed
up by landslides. Crossed a river of glacier water by a bridge—
not many bridges at 16,000 feet! On the summit are two cairns
joined by festoons of prayer-flags. All the muleteers raise their
hats and shout Lha Gya-lo (God be praised). A continuous
stteam of baggage animals over this pass. On the descent we
noticed wide subsidiary valleys of rolling grassland up to 19,000
feet, without any snow.

Soon came to our camp on a stretch of level ground beside
the altogether desolate village of Dzara, which has a Chinese
posting-house as protection against the brigands for which this
valley is famous. On the far side of the stream I saw several
large marmots sitting up like kangaroos. They are brown and
cream, and have faces like otters. The largest stand three feet
high. They have a loud shrill whistle like a bird, and when
disturbed run awkwardly along the ground and disappear down
their burrows. They hibernate all the winter.

After lunch Richardson and I climbed a mountain behind the
camp. The top thousand feet consisted of enormous granite
boulders piled together. Among the rocks we found the skull
and most of the skeleton of a Tibetan. A little farther up we
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found the pigtail, rotten but still plaited, caught between two
rocks. Probably one of the casualties of the 1904 battle; for
there are still the remains of walls here put up by the Tibetans
to stop the British Mission. A heavy snowstorm is sweeping
over the pass, which is spread below us like a map. There are
two lakes here surrounded by glaciers and snowy peaks. Several
parties of burrhal in the hills. Found a new striped blue gentian
and a pale delphinium with sticky foliage and a nauseous smell
of cheap scent and sweat; we are going to call it Aconitum
Barmaidiae. Had tea in Richardson’s tent and discussed books
while a sleet-storm raged outside. Dzara in this weather is the
bleakest and most unfriendly place in the world.

August 19th: to Nangartse (14,500 feet): 14 miles.—Bitterly cold
morning with new snow on the ground and a chilling wind.
Sun not up yet, so we walked on ahead of the ponies to get warm.
This side of the pass is unutterably wild and desolate with bare
scree slopes leading up to overhanging rocks and snow-sprinkled
stony summits. The gorge narrowed occasionally and there
was only just room for the track between the stream and the
rocky spurs. Soon we got out of the gorge into open pasture-
land. There are several forts on conical hill-tops, long prayer-
walls beside the track, and Buddhas and prayers carved and
painted on the rocks. Many burrhal up in the hills and gazelle
on the wide plain beside the lake, which we can see in front of
us. The rounded mountains on the left run down to a massive
fort on a spur above Nangartse village which is separated from
the lake by a mile or two of very green grass. Thousands of
animals grazing on the level turf. The lake is intensely blue,
and rounded green hills rise on the far side of the water. The
fort is most impressive with grim bare whitewashed walls, and
a line of dark red along the summit.

On the far side of the plain is the famous monastery of
Samding which is the home of Dorje Phagmo, the “Thunder-
bolt Sow”, the only female incarnation in Tibet. With the
Dalai and Tashi Lamas (and in former days the Chinese Ambans)
she shares the privilege of being allowed to ride in a palanquin.

Our camp lies at the foot of the dzong. After lunch and
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some cypher work Richardson and I walked down to the lake.
A fresh wind now raising white and angry waves on the pale
emerald waters of the reedy shallows. Out in the middle are
deep-blue spray-flecked strips of water, and beyond, the purple
hills are greyed by passing snowstorms—for all the world like a
stormy Scottish loch.

This is the Yamdrok Tso, “the lake of the upper pastures”.
It is about fifty miles long and almost as wide. In the centre
is a piece of land twenty miles across, which would be an island
were it not joined by an isthmus near Samding. This penin-
sula itself contains a lake of considerable size. The water is
very slightly brackish and has recently receded, judging by the
wide plain which is only a foot or two higher than the lake.
It is at a height of 14,500 feet above sea-level.

Small waxy pink primulas, yellow pedicularis, and mauve
asters flower profusely beside the lake, and there are hundreds
of bar-headed geese, Brahminy ducks (the same as our ruddy
shelduck), and other wildfowl. On the south-facing hill-side
beside Samding is a grove of large willows—surely one of the
highest in the world; juniper, wild roses, and clematis also
flourish.

The two dzongpdns came to present scarves. One is a monk,
the other a layman. They seem to work very well together;
often one would start a sentence and the other would finish it.
They brought the usual presents of dried sheep, eggs, and peas.

At four o’clock there was a thunderstorm followed by heavy
rain. 'We have about forty tents on the plain and resemble a
small army. I hope the Tibetans are duly impressed!

August zoth: to Pede (14,500 feet): 16} miles.—Off early in spite
of the rain. The dzongpéns rode out a mile or two to present
scarves. There are many chortens and massive prayer-walls in
the road, while rock frescoes increase in number as we approach
Lhasa.

All day we rode along beside the lake. Ikept a rough check
of the pack-animals going south: about 1250 passed us today, of
which nearly half were yaks. It is extraordinary how the yaks
avoid the track and choose the roughest sort of country. Very
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often grassy flats lay between the track and the lake, and we
could cut across. Saw a grebe’s nest floating, and hundreds of
sand-martins on the telegraph wire. Many goosanders on the
lake and snow-finches and mountain-finches hopping about in
the roadway. A pair of black-necked cranes strutted about in
a marsh. When I went to photograph them I was attacked by
hungry mosquitoes. The birds here are quite tame: I can get
within forty yards of goosanders on the lake and even nearer
to the cranes. An old fish-eagle sitting (most unsuitably) on a
telegraph post allowed me to walk right up to the foot of the
post. There is also a strange little bird called a ground-chough
that allows me to get quite close; he seems to share burrows with
the mouse-hares.

A causeway cuts off a mile of the road just where the Shigatse
track branches away to the east. Here we saw innumerable
fish, some up to 3 Ib. weight. They looked like char. The
wild flowers were surprisingly beautiful. On the upper side of
the path was the most superb natural rock-garden, while the
boulders themselves were carved with exquisitely coloured
Buddhas. Deep-blue and violet delphiniums three feet high
literally covered the rocks for hundreds of yards. It was just
like one of Sutton’s seed fields. There were also several kinds
of gentian, yellow marigolds, a lavender-coloured mint, and
clumps of yellow asters. The grass beside the lake was carpeted
with bright-yellow pedicularis.

Soon we saw Pede Dzong on the end of a point running out
into the lake. It is just like an old Scottish castle. Unlike
Nangartse Dzong it is now ruined. The village lies behind.
In the valley nearby barley and peas grow very well in spite of
the height. We finished our ride in pouring rain and camped
on a flooded field beyond the dzong. There are prayer-flags
even here in the water, tied to bamboo poleswhich are stuck into
the bottom of the lake. Spent two hours doing Tibetan, and
stayed up till eleven pressing flowers.

August 21st: to Singma Kang-chung (11,700 feet): 11 miles.—Set
oft at dawn. Overcast. Crossed Nyapso La to Tsang-po
(Brahmaputra) valley. Followed the lake for a few miles, then
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(Above) Pede Fort and the Yamdrok Lake. (Below) Crossing the Yamdrok
Lake in February. Ningdingzonka (23,000 ft.) in background. Nangartse village
is visible beyond the white pony’s head
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rode up a fertile valley to the left past some square buildings like

blockhouses. I suppose these isolated farms and villages must
be capable of withstanding the attacks of bandits.

A superb view over the arms of this fantastic lake. It looks
more like a Scottish loch every day except that there is no
heather on the hills. There are fertile valleys and villages on
the far side, but many signs of a decreasing population. Today
we must have passed dozens of ruins in small valleys where the
terraces of former cultivation and aqueducts still show. The
ancient buildings seem to have been taller and even more
strongly built than the modern ones.

The top of the Nyapso La is 16,000 feet above sea-level. The
ascent was fairly easy. Drifting cloud spread over the top. 1
left my pony with my groom and started to walk down. Sud-
denly the mist started to clear, and I found myself gazing through
a hole in the clouds into the mysterious Brahmaputra valley,
4500 feet below me. Through this I saw a wide silvery river
winding its way among the sandy waste caused by its annual
floods. On the far side were areas of rich cultivation and
groves of willows on the lower valleys of high mountain ranges.
For years this great river flowing at 11,500 feet from east to
west beyond the Himalaya was known, but it was not till the
adventurous boat journey of Morshead and Bailey that this was
proved to be the same as the Brahmaputra of Assam.

The track here descends in a series of steep zigzags. As we got
lower the vegetation became more and more luxuriant, and I
found many new flowers. A wine-coloured primula, a blue
gentian two feet high, periwinkle,and the usual delphiniums and
asters. 'This valley is riotously fertile. Saw a partridge near
our camp, which is in a field beside a willow grove.

After lunch I went down to pay my respects to the river, and
found a turbid brownish torrent surging past at great speed,
never breaking into waves—nothing so undignified, but with
fearful power’in its writhing eddies. At this time of year, with
the melting snow-water from the Himalaya augmented by the
torrential monsoon rains, the Tsang-po is at least 400 feet
wide, even where it is constricted into a single channel. Up
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to the east are two pointed rock mountains covered in snow.
They should just be climbable.

Found clumps of iris here; it has long since flowered, but I got
some seeds. Found a new blue flower. Watched an ibisbill
by the river. Blackbirds are fluting in the willow groves, and
turtle-doves cooing. Again we are in a different world. The
barley here is golden ripe and as fine a crop as I have seen any-
where. The women cut it with sickles, singing as they work.
There are cherry trees here and apricots. Clouded over and
came on to rain.

Morgan, as usual, receives patients and administers medicines.
They are nearly all cases of venereal disease. Spent evening
pressing flowers and doing a cypher. Millions of midges come
in round our pressure-lamps.

August 22nd: to Chu-shur (11,600 feet): 16 miles.— A very
thrilling day though dull and overcast—the two pinnacle peaks
only occasionally showing through. Many butterflies here,
painted ladies, tortoise-shell, dark clouded yellows and blues,
also hundreds of big black beetles with red markings on their
backs.

We cross the river here by coracle as it is too swollen for the
Chaksam ferries to be used. Chaksam is twelve miles farther
down. Rode for a mile over rough stony ground where extra
banking has been built to hold in the river. The coracles are
rectangular and made of yak-hide stretched over a framework of
willow branches. Each boat is about 8 feet by 6 feet, and weighs
80 to 9o Ib. During the crossing they get swept down nearly
half a mile, so the boatmen lift the coracles on to their heads
and walk up-stream again, afterwards propping the boats up on
one oar to dry. They float very high out of the water and are
absolutely unstreamlined. Although one boat is fairly steady,
for greater safety we used them lashed together end to end in
couples. The unfortunate ponies had to swim alongside while
one of the boatmen held the head ropes. As the men would
insist on taking three or four together, and the ponies plunged
about and got very excited, the back ones were apt to get kicked
by those in front. Several broke away before we could
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(Above) A yak-hide coracle. (Below) Crossing the Tsang-po. Notice pony
swimming to right of coracle
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persuade them to take to the water, but they soon returned when
they saw their companions had disappeared. Rai Sahib Bo’s
best pony, the one that won the race at Gyantse the other day,

ot kicked on the way across and, having reached the far shore,
Eroke loose and swam back, but it got washed away down-
stteam and was drowned. Two others that broke back
succeeded in getting safely across.

The boatmen row furiously with oars like ping-pong bats
on the ends of poles, but even then the coracles go ten yards
down-stream for every yard across. We changed transport
here, so only the loads had to be ferried across and this had
been accomplished without loss early in the morning.  Actually
most of the baggage is going the whole way to Chu-shur by
boat; we ourselves are not allowed to go by boat as it is con-
sidered too dangerous and undignified.

On the far bank a Tibetan appliqué-worked tent had been put
up, and we were given chang and Tibetan tea by the local
headmen. Then a procession of wild-looking yet obsequious
ruffians appeared with the usual presents: dried carcases of sheep,
eggs, and grain. 'We had a grand gallop over the sandy plain,
where there are many prayer-walls and chortens. Cinnamon
sparrows nest in these. The banks of the river are too high
here to allow of any irrigation, and only at the foot of streams
coming from the hills are there villages, monasteries, and culti-
vation. The valley is dead flat and the mountains rise straight
out of the plain as from the sea. The river has reduced miles
of land to sandy wastes with occasional islands of willow scrub.
The sand-storms must be terrible in winter.

We can see the Kamba ILa zigzagging up the hills. This is
the pass used when Chaksam ferry is running. We rode by
some huge walnut trees, also peaches, apricots, cherries, alders,
poplars, and willows. The crops—barley, oats, a little wheat,
beans, peas, and potatoes—look very rich. We also passed a very
beautitul monastery beside the track. The windows and door-
ways were exquisitely carved and coloured, the chortens pierced
by archways under which we rode. There were window-boxes
full of bright flowers, and very lovely trees.
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Had lunch by the river. Saw a cormorant and watched
pair of Tibetan babax making loud fluting notes—the first we
have seen or heard.

A very high percentage of the people here have goitres, some-
times of enormous size. Although the valley is so fertile the
peasants seem very poor and ill-clad. There are many alter-
native tracks winding through the willow groves and fields:
some are flooded, others are so rocky that the ponies can scarcely
use them, and it is quite difficult to find the way.

It is curious that the sand carried down and left by the flooded
river has been blown up into the hills by the winter storms so
that valleys several thousand feet above the river are completely
choked with sand which is formed into dappled drifts by the
wind.

Just before Chu-shur a number of rocky spurs come right
down to the river, which throws itself against the foot of the
hills in a fearsome boiling torrent. The track was, in many
places, under water, so dozens of ragged men and boys were
waiting to lead our ponies for the last mile or two. Even then
the water came up to our stirrups. One false step and horse
and rider would have been swirled away for good.

There are two ruined dzongs perched high up on the pinnacles
of the serrated spur which protects the village. Bhuddas,
prayer-flags, piles of stones, and carved prayers are scattered all
along this part of the track, and little shrines protected by iron
grilles. At the foot of Chu-shur village is a prayer-wall fifty
yards long encircled by slates with attractive coloured deities
carved thereon. Some prosperous farms here. Our campisin
a grove of stately pollard willows.

After lunch I climbed to the ruined dzong and had an im-
pressive view of the Tsang-po inflood. The Kyi Chu (meaning
either “river of happiness” or “middle river”), the stream on
which Lhasa stands, joins the Tsang-po at Chu-shur, and it too is
flooded. Each of these rivers have innumerable channels which
join and partagain, leaving scrub-covered islands and sand-banks.
The river-beds are therefore about two miles wide. In the
other direction lay the rich cultivation of the Chu-shur valley,
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(Above) Looking up the flooded Tsang-po from Chu-shur.  (Below) Taken
from same place, the fertile valley to north of Chu=shur
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with yellow-gold fields of mustard, dark-green pea-fields, and

the varying shades of ripening oats and barley.

The sun was setting in tattered storm-clouds above the
Tsang-po, and long shafts of light filled the valley with molten
silver.

A busy evening packing up film to be sent to India for
processing.

August 23rd: to Nethang (11,600 feet): 23 miles.—It is most im-
portant to reach the Holy City on an auspicious date, so we are
doing a double march today and getting to Lhasa early tomorrow
morning. All day we followed the Kyi Chu, sometimes cross-
ing level arid plains, at other times splashing through water or
following precarious tracks over spurs which jutted out into
the flooded river-bed. Wherever there is any irrigation the
land abounds with rich crops and groves of trees, but in between
these oases the scenery is as desolate and barren as any we have
passed. The more shallow valleys and the hills themselves are
completely smothered in sand ; for miles on end nothing grows
except coarse grass and weeds. At the heads of the valleys are
red and white monasteries and small villages. More trafhic than
ever today, mostly wool. Many monks on the road; they
are usually barefooted, but often carry their boots to save
wear. In one place reddish granite cliffs rose for a thousand
feet above the track, which limped along beside the river. It
was exactly like stage scenery — the clear blue sky, hard
cumulus clouds as if cut out of cardboard, red rocks going
straight up in magnificent cliffs and overhangs, and farther
up the valley the blue hills surrounding Lhasa flecked with
transient cloud shadows.

About half-way we were met by a monk official who is to
be one of our guides during our stay. He is a fifth-rank official
in Lhasa, but he counts as fourth rank away from the city. He
is a very polished and intelligent man. Oddly enough, his
mulberry-coloured robe, which is quite new, has small patches
on it, not because it is torn but, I suppose, to indicate conven-
tional poverty. He rides a fine pacing mule and wears a
remarkable wide-brimmed hat of papier-miché, covered with
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gold lacquer. I gather he has travelled in China and other
places. Hence his cleanliness and savoir faire.

Nethang is a fair-sized village in the middle of the valley,
The tomb of Atisha is here, the originator of the yellow hat or
reformed church of Tibet. He came up from India just before
the Norman Conquest of England. We camped on a grassy
field just beside the river. 'Watched a pair of ibisbills and some
ringed plover. Many hoopoes here. Heavy rain in the even-
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