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Introduction

FoRr the British, and indeed I think for most Europeans, Tibet
has during the last fifty years held a growing and a particular
fascination. In 1904 Younghusband, in a campaign scarcely
matched in the annals of war either for its administrative diffi-
culties or for the combination of audacity and humanity with
‘which it was conducted, marched to Lhasa and subdued Tibet.
The Tibetans, whose persistent intransigence upon an Imperial
frontier had at length provoked our incursion, were granted the
most chivalrous of terms; and on the remote, mysterious plateau
—silhouetted for a time in sharp, painstaking relief by the.
dispatches which trickled back over the passes from the handful
of correspondents with Younghusband’s expedition—a veil once
more descended.

It was a thick veil, and it did not get much thinner as the years
went by. The end of the nineteenth century found Europe’s eyes
turning towards Asia. The geographical challenge of Africa had
been, in its essentials, met, and on that continent the political
problems, save in South Africa, appeared in those days to be
soluble only in the chanceries of European capitals. In Asia, by
contrast, imponderable and exotic forces were on the move.
Russia’s conquests in Central Asia had fulfilled what was believed
to be only the first phase of her territorial ambitions; in the minds
of Lord Curzon and of Kipling her attempts to probe with
reconnaissance parties the mountain barrier which separated her
armies from India produced apprehemsions which the event
proved to be disproportionate.

But here again Asia came into the picture; for while Young-
husband-—-bringing artillery into action, for the first and so far

vii



viii INTRODUCTION

the last time in history, at 17,000 feet above sea-level—was
defeating the Tibetans, the Japanese, with much less of apology
in their manner, were defeating the Russians in Manchuria. And
only three years earlier, in the Boxer Rebellion, an international
expedition had raised the siege of the Legation Quarter in
Peking. '

‘Tibet did no more then than she had before, or has since, to
gratify Europe’s curiosities about Asia. She continued, increas-
ingly, to stimulate them; the extent to which she reciprocated
them was minimal. Once four Tibetan boys (in the pages which
follow you will meet briefly the only survivor of a sensible
experiment which the Tibetans never got around to repeating)
were sent to be educated at Rugby; and until the Chinese Com-
munist forces took the country over in 1950 the sons of noblemen
quite often went to school in India, learning (among other things)
the English language. Europe would gladly have welcomed
Tibetans, as she has welcomed travellers and students from every
other Asiatic country; but whereas—broadly speaking—Europe
wants like anything to go to Tibet, Tibet has never evinced the
slightest desire to go to Europe.

She has moreover made it as difficult as possible for Europeans,
or indeed for any non-Tibetans, to set foot on Tibetan territory,
however impeccable their credentials. The veil of secrecy, or
perhaps rather of exclusiveness, which was lifted by Young-
husband and then so tantalizingly dropped again, has in the last
fifty years been effectively penetrated by very few, and of these
it is safe to say that not one attained to the remarkable position
which the author of this book, towards the end of his five years’
residence in Lhasa, found himself occupying in the entourage of
the young Dalai Lama.

The European traveller is accustomed to seeing Asia, or
anyhow the backwoods of Asia, from above. By that I meah that,
although at times his situation may be precarious and his
resources slender, the European is generally a good deal better
off than the primitive people through whose territory he is
passing. He possesses things which they do not—money and
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firearms, soap and medicines, tents and tin-openers; he has,
moreover, in another part of the planet a Government which,
should he get into trouble, will try to get him out of it. So the
foreigner tends to ride upon the high though not very reliable
horse of privilege, and to view the backwoods and their denizens
from above.

It was otherwise with Herr Harrer. When in 1943 he made a
third and successful attempt to escape from an internment camp
at Dehra-Dun and headed for Tibet, he was seeing Asia from
below. He travelled on foot, carried his few possessions on his
back and slept on the ground in the open. He was a fugitive, with
no status, no papers and very limited funds. For a weli-found
expedition to follow his circuitous winter route across the Chang-
thang plateau and down to Lhasa would have been a creditable
feat; as performed by Harrer and his companion Aufschnaiter the
journey was an astonishing four de force. When they reached
Lhasa they were penniless and in rags.

Though there was no shred of justification for their presence in
the Tibetan capital, they met with great kindness there, and the
various subterfuges which they had practised upon officials along
the route aroused merriment rather than indignation. They had
nevertheless every reason to expect to- be expelled from the
country, and although the war was now over Harrer assumed, on
rather slender grounds, that expulsion would mean their re-
internment in India. He spoke by now fairly fluent Tibetan,
though with a country accent which amused the sophisticates of
Lhasa, and he never ceased to entreat permission to stay where
he was and to do useful work for the Government.

I have not met Herr Harrer, but from the pages which follow
he emerges as a sensible, unassuming and very brave man, with
simple tastes and solid standards. Itis clear that from the first the
Tibetans liked him, and it must, I think, have been his integrity
of character which led the authorities to connive at, if never for-
mally to authorise, his five years’ sojourn in Lhasa. During this
period he rose—always, it would seem, because of the confidence
he inspired rather than because he angled for preferment—from
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being a destitute and alien vagabond to a well-rewarded post as
tutor and confidant of the young Dalai Lama. Of this fourteen-
year-old potentate Harrer, who was certainly closer to him than
any foreigner (with the possible exception of Sir Charles Bell) has
been to any of his predecessors, gives a fascinating and sym-
pathetic account. When the Chinese Communists invaded Tibet
in 1950 Harrer’s parting from this lonely, able and affectionate
youth was clearly a wrench to both of them.

It is unlikely that their conquerors will be able to alter the
Tibetan character, so curiously compounded of mysticism and
jollity, of shrewdness and superstition, of tolerance and strict
convention; but the ancient, ramshackle structure of Tibetan
society, over which the Dalai Lama in his successive incarnations
presides, is full of flaws and anachronisms and will scarcely sur-
vive in its traditional form the ideological stresses to which it is
now being subjected. It is the luckiest of chances that Herr
Harrer should have had, and should have made such admirable
use of, the opportunity to study on intimate terms a people with
whom the West is now denied even the vestigial contacts which it
had before. The story of what he did and what he saw equals
in strangeness Mr. Heyerdahl’s account of his voyage on the
Kon-Tiki; and it is told, I am happy to say, in the same sort of

simple, unpretentious style.
PETER FLEMING



Preface

ALL our dreams begin in youth. As a child I found the achieve-

"ments of the heroes of our day far more inspiring than book-
learning. The men who went out to explore new lands or with
toil and self-sacrifice fitted themselves to become champions in
the field of sport, the conquerors of the great peaks—to imitate
such men was the goal of my ambition.

But I lacked the advice and guidance of experienced coun-
sellors and so wasted many years before I realised that one must
not pursue several aims at the same time. I had tried my hand at
various forms of sport without achieving the success which might
have satisfied me. So at last I determined to concentrate on the
two that I had always loved for their close association with nature
—ski-ing and mountain-climbing.

I had spent most of my childhood in the Alps and had occu-
pied most of my time out of school climbing in summer and
ski-running in winter. My ambition was spurred on by small
successes and in 1936 I succeeded after severe training in gaining
a place in the Austrian Olympic Team. A year later I was the
winner of the Downhill Race in the World Students’ Champion-
ships.

In these contests I experienced the joy of speed and the glorious
satisfaction of a victory into which one has put all that one
has. But victory over human rivals and the public recognition of
success did not satisfy me. I began to feel that the only worth-
while ambition was to measure my strength against the moun-
tains. So for whole months together I practised on rock and ice
until I became so fit that no precipice seemed to me unconguer-

able. But I had my troubles to contend with and had to pay fo
Xi
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my experience. Once I fell 170 feet and it was only by a miracle
that I did not lose my life—and of course lesser mishaps were
constantly occurring.

Return to life at the university always meant a big wrench. But
I ought not to complain; I had opportunities for studying all sorts
of works on mountaineering and travel, and as I read these
books there grew in my mind, out of a complex of vague desires,
the ambition to realise the dream of all climbers—to take part in
an expedition in the Himalayas.

But how dared an unknown youngster like myself toy with
such ambitious dreams? Why, to get to the Himalayas one had
either to be very rich or to belong to the nation whose sons at
that time still had the chance of being sent to India on service.
For a man who was neither British nor wealthy there was only
one way. One had to make use of one of those rare opportunities
open even to outsiders and do something which made it impos-
sible for one’s claims to be passed over. But what performance
would put one in this class? Every Alpine peak has long ago been
climbed, even the worst ridges and rockfaces have yielded to the
incredible skill and daring of mountaineers. Butstay! There was
still one unconquered precipice—the highest and most dangerous
of all—the North Wall of the Eiger.

This 6,700 feet of sheer rockface had never been climbed to the
top. All attempts had failed and many men had lost their lives in
the attempt. A cluster of legends had gathered round this mon-
strous mountain wall, and at last the Swiss Government had for-
bidden Alpinists to climb on it.

No doubt that was the adventure I was looking for. If I broke
through the virgin defences of the North Wall, I would have a
legitimate right, as it were, to be selected for an expedition to the
Himalayas. I brooded long over the idea of attempting this
almost hopeless feat. How in 1938 I succeeded with my friends
Fritz Kasparek, Anderl Heckmaier and Wiggerl Vérg in climbing
the dreaded wall has been described in several books.

After this adventure I spent the autumn in continuing my
training with the hope always in my mind that I would be invited
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to join in the Nanga Parbat expedition planned for the summer of
1939. It seemed as though I would have to go on hoping, for
winter came and nothing happened. Others were selected to
reconnoitre the fateful mountain in Kashmir. And so nothing
was left for me but to sign, with a heavy heart, a contract to take
part in a ski-film.

Rehearsals were well advanced when I was suddenly called to
the telephone. It was the long-desired summons to take part in
the Himalaya Expedition which was starting in four days. I had
no need to reflect. I broke my contract without an instant’s
hesitation, travelled home to Graz, spent a day in packing my
things, and on the following day was en route for Antwerp with
Peter Aufschnaiter, the leader of the German Nanga Parbat
expedition, Lutz Chicken and Hans Lobenhoffer, the other mem-
bers of the group.

" Up to that time there had been four attempts to climb this
25,000-foot mountain. All had failed. They had cost many lives,
and so it had been decided to look for a new way up. That was to
be our job and the attack on the peak was planned for the follow-
ing year.

On this expedition to Nanga Parbat I succumbed to the magic
of the Himalayas. The beauty of these gigantic mountains, the
immensity of the lands on which they look down, the strangeness
of the people of India—all these worked on my mind like a spell.

Since then many years have passed, but I have never been able
to cut loose from Asia. How all this came about, and what it led
to, I shall try to describe in this book, and as I have no experience
as an author I shall content myself with the unadorned facts.

HEINRICH HARRER






THE GREAT ESCAPE
TIBET AND LHASA







I. Internment

Outbreak of war and our imprisonment—Dehra-Dun—I join up with
Marchese—Escape—Marchese embraces me—We march by night and
ride by day—Trout and cigarettes—The Ganges and Pilgrims’ Road—
Recaptured—1I escape once more, alone—Again recaptured.

BY the end of August 1939 we had completed our reconnaissance.
We had actually found a new way up the mountain and were now
waiting in Karachi for the freighter which was to take us back to
Europe. Our ship was long overdue and the war-clouds were
growing ever denser. Chicken, Lobenhoffer and I accordingly
made up our minds to extricate ourselves from the net which the
secret police had already begun to lay for us and to slip away—
wherever we found an opcning. Only Aufschnaiter was for
staying in Karachi. He had fought in the first world war and
could not believe in a second.

The rest of us planned to break through to Persia and find our
way home from there. We had no difficulty in shaking off the man
who was shadowing us, and after crossing a few hundred miles of
desert in our ramshackle car we managed to reach Las Bella, a
little principality to the north-west of Karachi. But there .fate
overtook us and we suddenly found ourselves taken in charge by
eight soldiers, on the grounds that we needed personal protection.
We were in fact under arrest, although Germany and the British
Commonwealth were not yet at war.

Soon we were back with our trusty escort in Karachi, where we
found Peter Aufschnaiter. Two days later England did declare
war on Germany. After that everything went like clockwork. A

few minutes after the declaration of war, twenty-five Indian
B I
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soldiers armed to the teeth marched into arestaurant garden where
we were sitting, to fetch us away. We drove in a police car to an
already prepared prison-camp fenced with barbed wire. But
that turned out to be merely a transit camp, and a fortnight later
we were transferred to the great internment camp at Ahmed-
nagar near Bombay. There we were quartered in crowded tents
and huts in the midst of a babel of conflicting opinions and
excited talk. “No,” I thought, “this atmosphere is too different
from the sunlit, lonely heights of the Himalayas. This is no life
for freedom-loving men.” So I began to get busy looking for ways
and means of escape. .

Of course I was not the only one planning to get away. With
the help of like-minded companions I collected compasses,
money and maps which had been smuggled past the controls. We
even managed to get hold of leather gloves and a barbed-wire-
cutter, the loss of which from the stores provoked a strict but
fruitless investigation.

As we all believed that the war would soon be over, we kept
postponing our plans for escape. But one day we were suddenly
moved to another camp. We were loaded on to a convoy of
lorries en route for Deolali. Eighteen of us internees sat in each
lorry with a single Indian soldier to guard us. The sentry’s rifle
was made fast to his belt with a chain, so that no one could
snatch it away. At the head and at the tail of the column was a
truck full of soldiers.

While we were in the camp at Ahmednagar Lobenhoffer and I
had determined to make a getaway before being transferred to a
new camp, where fresh difficulties might endanger our chances
of escape. So now we took our seats at the back end of a lorry.
Luckily for us the road was full of curves and we were often
enveloped in thick clouds of dust—we saw that this gave us a
chance of jumping off unnoticed and vanishing into the jungle.
We did not expect the guard in the lorry to spot us as he was
obviously occupied in watching the lorry in front. He only
occasionally looked round at us. One way and another it did not
seem to us that it would be too difficult to escape and we post-
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poned an attempt until the latest possible moment, intending to
get across into a neutral Portuguese enclave situated very near
the route of our convoy.

At last the moment came. We jumped off and I ran twenty
yards off the road and threw myself down in a little hollow behind
a bush. Then to my horror the whole convoy stopped—I heard
whistles and shooting and then, seeing the guard running over to
the far side of the road, I had no doubt what had happened.
Lobenhoffer must have been discovered and as he was carrying
our rucksack with all our gear, there was nothing for me to do
but to give up my hopes of escape as well. Fortunately I
succeeded, in the confusion, in getting back into my seat without
being noticed by any of the soldiers. Only my comrades knew
that I had got away and naturally they said nothing.

Then I saw Lobenhoffer: he was standing with his hands up
facing a line of bayonets. I felt broken with the deadly dis-
appointment of our failure. But my friend was really not to
blame for it. He was carrying our heavy rucksack in his hand
when he jumped off, and it seems that it made a clatter which was
heard by the guard; so he was caught before he could gain the
shelter of the jungle. We learned from this adventure a bitter but
useful lesson, namely that in any combined plan of escape each of
the escapers must carry all that he needed with him.

In the same year we were moved once more to another camp.
This time we were conveyed by rail to the greatest P.O.W. camp
in India, a few miles outside the town of Dehra-Dun. Above
‘Dehra-Dun was the hill-station of Mussoorie, the summer resi-
dence of the British and rich Indians. Our camp consisted of
seven great sections each surrounded by a double fence of barbed
wire. The whole camp was enclosed by two more lines of wire
entanglement, between which patrols were constantly on the move.

The conditions of our new camp altered the whole situation for
us. As long as we were down below in the plain, we always
aimed to escape into one of the neutral Portuguese territories.
Up here, we had the Himalayas right in front of us. How attrac-
tive to a mountaineer was the thought of winning through to
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Tibet over the passes. As a final goal one thougnt of the Japanese
lines in Burma or China.

Plans for escape in these conditions and with these objectives
needed the most careful preparation. By now we had given up
hope of a speedy ending to the war, and so there was nothing for
it—if we wished to get away—but to organise systematically.
Flight through the thickly populated regions of India was out of
the question ; for that one would need plenty of money and a per-
fect knowledge of English—and I had neither. So it is easy to
imagine that my preference was for the empty spaces of Tibet.
And I thought of being on the Himalayas—and felt that even if
my plan failed, it would be worth having a spell of freedom in
the high mountains.

1 now set to work to learn. a little Hindustani, Tibetan and
Japanese; and devoured all sorts of travel books on Asia, which I
found in the library, especially those dealing with the districts on
my prospective route. I made extracts from these works and
took copies of the most iizportant maps. Peter Aufschnaiter,
who had also landed in Dehra-Dun, had various books and maps
dealing with expeditions in Asia. He worked at these with tire-
less energy and put all his notes and sketches at my disposal. I
copied all of these in duplicate, keeping one copy to take with me
when I escaped and the other as a reserve in case the originals
were lost.

It was just as important for me, in view of the route by which I
proposed to escape, to keep myself physically as fit as possible.
So every day I devoted hours to exercising in the open air, in-
different alike to bad and good weather, while at night I used to
lie out and study the habits of the guards.

My chief worry was that I had too little money ; for although I
had sold everything I could do without, my savings were quite
insufficient to provide for the necessaries of life in Tibet, let alone
for the bribes and presents which are the commonplaces of life in
Asia. Nevertheless I went on working systematically at my plan
and received help from some friends, who themselves had no
intention of escaping,
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I had originally intended to escape alone in order not to be
hampered by a companion, which might have prejudiced my
chances. But one day my friend Rolf Magener told me that an
Italian general had the same intentions as myself. I had pre-
viously heard of this man, and so one night Magener and I
climbed through the wire fence into the neighbouring wing in
which forty Italian generals were housed. My future companion
was named Marchese and was in outward appearance a typical
Italian. He was something over forty years of age, slim of figure,
with agreeable manners and distinctly well-dressed; 1 was
particularly impressed by his physique. At the outset we had
difficulties in understanding one another. He spoke no German
and I no Italian. We both knew only a minimum of English, so we
conversed, with the help of a friend, in halting French. Marchese
told me about the war in Abyssinia, and of an earlier attempt he
had made to escape from a P.O.W. camp.

Fortunately for him he received the pay of a British general
and money was no problem. He was able to procure for our
flight things which I could never have obtained. What he
needed was a partner familiar with the Himalayas—so we very
soon joined forces on the basis that I should be responsible for
all the planning, and he for the money and equipment.

Several times every week I used to crawl out to discuss details
with Marchese, and by practice became an expert in penetrating
barbed wire. Of course there were various possibilities for the
escape but the one that seemed to me the most promising was
based on one important fact—that every eighty yards along the
““chicken-run” enclosing the whole camp was a steep, straw-
thatched roof that had been put up to protect the sentries
against the tropical sun. If we could climb over one of these roofs
we should have crossed the two lines of barbed wire at a single
bound. In May 1943 we had completed all our preparations.
Money, provisions, compass, watches, shoes and a small moun-
taineer’s tent were all ready.

One night we decided to make the attempt. I climbed as usual
through the fence into Marchese’s wing. There I found a ladder
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ready, which we had grabbed and hidden after a small fire in the
camp. We leaned it against the wall of a hut and waited in the
shadow. It was nearly midnight and in ten minutes the guard
would change. The sentries, waiting to come off duty, walked
slackly up and down. A few minutes passed until they reached
the point where we wanted them. Just then the moon came up
over the tops of the tea-plantation.

There we were. It was now or never.

Both the sentries had reached their furthest point from us. I
got up from my crouching position and hurried to the fence with
the ladder. I laid it against the overhanging top of the fence,
climbed up, and cut the wires which had been bunched together
to prevent access to the thatch. Marchese pushed the thicket of
wires on to one side with a long forked stick, enabling me to slip
through on to the roof. It was agreed that the Italian should
follow me immediately, while I held the wire apart witn my
hands: but he did not come. He lingered for a few ghastly
seconds, thinking that it was too late and that the guards were
already returning—and, indeed, I heard their steps. I left him
no time for further reflection but caught him under the arms and
pulled him on to the roof. He crept across and dropped heavily
down into freedom.

But all this had not happened in dead silence. The watch was
alarmed and they started shooting; but as their firing broke the
stillness of the night, we were swallowed up by the jungle.

The first thing that Marchese did, in expression of his warm
southern temperament, was to embrace and kiss me, though this
was hardly the. moment to give vent to outbursts of joy. Rockets
went up and whistles sounded near us showing that pursuers
were on our track. We ran for our lives and moved very fast,
using short-cuts which I had got to know very well during my
outings from the camp. We made little use of the roads and
skirted round the few villages we found on our way. At the
outset we hardly noticed our packs, but later on they began to
feel heavy.
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In one of the villages the natives beat their drums and we at
once fancied they were sounding the alarm. That was one of the
difficulties which anyone brought up among our exclusively white
population can hardly imagine. In Asia the “ Sahib’’ invariably
travels with an escort of servants and never carries the smallest
package himself—what could the natives think, therefore, when
they saw two heavily laden Europeans plodding on foot through
the countryside!

We decided to march by night, knowing that the Indians are
afraid to go through the jungle in darkness on account of the wild
beasts. We did not particularly enjoy the prospect ourselves,
having often read stories of man-eating tigers and leopards in
the newspapers available in the camp.

When day dawned we hid ourselves, exhausted, in a wady and
spent the whole day there, sleeping and eating in the burning
heat. We only saw one person during the day, a cowherd; for-
tunately he did not see us. The worst thing was that we each of
us had only a single water-bottle, which had to suffice for the
whole day. It was no wonder that when evening came, after a
day spent in keeping quiet, we could hardly control our nerves.
We wanted to get on as quickly as possible, and the nights seemed
far too short for our progress. We had to find the shortest way
thrcugh the Himalayas to Tibet, and that would mean weeks of
strenuous*marching before we could feel ourselves in safety.

We crossed the first ridge on the evening after our escape. At
the top we rested for a while and saw 3,000 feet below us the
countless twinkling lights of the internment camp. At10.1§ p.m.
the lights all went out together and only the searchlights round
the camp gave an idea of its enormous extent.

This was the first time in my life that I really understood what
it meant to be free. We enjoyed this glorious feeling and thought
with sympathy of the two thousand P.O.W.s forced to live down
there behind the wall of wire.

But we had not much time for meditation. We had to find our
way down to the valley of the Jumna, which was completely
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unknown to us. In one of the smaller valleys we walked into a
cleft so narrow that we could not get on, and had to wait till
morning. The place was so lonely and sheltered that I could
without misgiving take the opportunity to dye my blond hair and
beard black. I also stained my face and hands with a mixture of
'permanganate, brown paint, and grease, which produced a dark
shade. By this means I acquired some resemblance to an Indian;
that was important as we had decided, if we were challenged, to
say that we were on a pilgrimage to the sacred Ganges. As for my
companion he was dark enough not to be noticeable at a distance.
Naturally we did not mean to court close inspection.

On this evening we set out before it was dark, but soon had to
rue our haste, for crossing a slope we found ourselves in the
presence of a number of peasants planting rice. They were
wading half-naked in the muddy water and stared in astonish-
ment at the sight of two men carrying packs on their backs. They
pointed to the slope high up on which one could see a village,
which seemed to mean that this was the only way out of the ravine.
To avoid awkward questions we walked straight on, as fast as pos-
sible in the direction indicated. After hours of climbing and
descending we at last reached the river Jumna.

Meanwhile night had fallen. Our plan was to follow the course
of the Jumna until we reached one of its tributaries, the Aglar, and
then to follow this stream till we came to the watershed. It could
not be far from there to the Ganges, which would lead us to the
great Himalayan chain. Most of our route up to this point had
been across country, and only here and there along water
courses had we found paths used by fishermen. On this morning
Marchese was very much exhausted. I prepared cornflakes for
him with sugar and water, and on my insisting he ate a little.
Unfortunately the place where we found ourselves was most
unsuitable for camping. It was swarming with large ants which
bit deeply into one’s skin, and we could not sleep because of them.
The day seemed endless.

Towards evening my companion’s restlessness increased and I
began to hope that his physical condition might have improved.
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He, too, was full of confidence that he would be able to cope with
the fatigue of the next night. However, soon after midnight, he
was through. He simply was not up to the enormous physical
effort needed of us. My hard training and condition proved a
godsend to us both—TI often used to carry his pack strapped over
my own. I should say that we had covered our rucksacks with
Indian jute sacking to avoid arousing suspicion.

During the next two nights we wandered up-stream, frequently
having to wade through the Aglar when our way along the bank
was blocked by jungle or rocks. Once as we were resting in the
bed of the stream between twc rocky walls, some fishermen came
by without noticing us. Another time when we stumbled upon
some fishermen whom we could not avoid we asked in our broken
‘Hindustani for some trout. Our disguise seemed to be convincing
enough as the men sold us the fish without showing mistrust of
us—indeed they cooked them for us—while conversing and
smoking those small Indian cigarettes which Europeans find
so distasteful. Marchese (who before our getaway had been a
great smoker) could not resist the temptation of asking for one—
but he had barely taken a couple of puffs when he fell uncon-
scious, as if he had been poleaxed! Luckily he soon recovered
and we were able to continue our journey.

Later on we met some peasants carrying butter to the town.
We were meanwhile becoming more confident and asked them
to sell us some. One of them agreed to do so, but as he ladled the
almost melting butter, with his dark, dirty hands, from his pot
into ours, we both of us nearly vomited with disgust.

At last the valley broadened out and our way lay through rice-
and cornfields. It became more and more difficult to find a good
hide-out for the daytime. Once we were discovered during the
morning and as the peasants kept asking us all manner of indis-
creet questions, we packed up our traps and hurried onwards.
We had not yet found a new hiding-place when we. met eight
men who shouted to us to stop. Our luck seemed at last to have
deserted us. They asked us innumerable questions and I kept on
giving the same answer, namely that we were pilgrims from a
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distant province. To our great astonishment we seemed some-
how to have stood the test, for after a while they let us go on our
way. We could hardly believe that we had done with them, and
long after we had moved on we thought we heard pursuing foot-
steps.

That day everything seemed to be bewitched and we had con-
stant upsets. Finally we had to come to the discouraging con-
clusion that we had indeed crossed a watershed, but were still in
the valley of the Jumna—which implied that we were at least two
days behind our timetable.

So we had to start climbing again, and soon found ourselves in
thick forests of rhododendrons which seemed so completely
deserted that we could hope for a quiet day and a chance of a long
sleep. But some cowherds came in sight, and we.had to move
camp and bid farewell to the prospect of a good day’s rest.

During the following nights we marched through compara-
tively unpopulated country. We learned soon enough, to our
sorrow, the reason for the absence of human beings. There was
practically no water. We suffered so much from thirst that on
one occasion I made a bad mistake which might have had disas-
trous consequences. Coming across a small pool I threw myself
down and without taking any precautions began to drink the
water in mighty gulps. The results were awful. It turned out
that this was one of those pools in which water-buffaloes are
accustomed to wallow in the hot weather, and which contain
more mire than water. I had a violent attack of coughing fol-
lowed by vomiting, and it was long before I recovered from my
horrid refreshment.

Soon after this incident we were so overcome by thirst that we
simply could not go on and had to lie down, although it was long
before dawn. 'When morning came I climbed down the steep
slope alone in search of water, which I found. The next three
days and nights were a little better—our path lay through dry fir
woods which were so lonely that we seldom met Indians in them,
and ran very little risk of discovery.

On the twelfth day of our flight a great moment came. We
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found ourselves on the banks of the Ganges. The most pious
Hindu could not have been more deeply moved by the sight of the
sacred stream than we were. We could now follow the pilgrims’
road up the Ganges to its source—and that would greatly lessen
the fatigues of our journey, or so we imagined. We decided that,
having got so far and so safely by our system of night travel, we
would not risk a change, so we continued to lie up by day and
move only by night. '

In the meantime we were desperately short of provender. Our
food was practically exhausted, but although poor Marchese was
nothing but skin and bones, he did not give in. I, fortunately,
was still feeling comparatively fresh and had a good reserve of
strength.

All our hopes were centred on the tea and provision stores
which were to be found everywhere along the Pilgrims’ Way.
Some of them remained open late into the night, and one could
recognise them by their dull glimmering oil-lamps. Afterattend-
ing to my make-up, I walked into the first of these stores which
we came to and was driven out with cries of abuse. They clearly
took me for a thief. Unpleasant as the experience was, it had one
advantage; it was evident that my disguise was convincing.

Arriving at the next store, I walked in holding my money as
ostentatiously as possible in my hand. That made a good im-
pression. Then I told the storekeeper that I had to buy pro-
visions for ten people, in order to lend plausibility to an offer to
purchase forty pounds of meal, sugar and onions.

The shop-people took more interest in examining my paper-
money than in my person, and so after a while I was able to leave
the shop with a heavy load of provisions. The next day was a
happy one. At last we had enough to eat and the Pilgrims’ Road
seemed to us, after our long treks across country, a mere
promenade.

But our contentment was short-lived. At our next halt we
were disturbed by men in search of wood. They found Marchese
lying half-naked because of the great heat. He had grown so thin
that one could count his ribs, and he looked very sick indeed. We
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were of course objects of suspicion, as we were not in the usual
pilgrims’ road-houses. The Indians invited us to go to their
farmhouse, but that we didn’t want to do, and used Marchese’s
ill-health as an excuse for not going with them. They went away
then, but soon were back and it was now clear that they took us
for fugitives. They tried to blackmail us by saying that there was
an Englishman in the neighbourhood with eight soldiers looking
for a couple of escaped prisoners, and that he had promised them
a reward for any information they could give him. But they
promised to say nothing if we gave them money. I stood firm
and insisted that I was a doctor from Kashmir, in proof of which
I showed them my medicine chest.

Whether as a result of Marchese’s completely genuine groans
or of my play-acting, the Indians vanished again. We spent the
next night in continual fear of their return and expected them to
come back with an official. However, we were not molested.

With things as they were the days did little to restore our
strength, and indeed they laid a greater strain on us than the
nights. Not, of course, muscular but nervous strain, as we were
in a state of continuous tension. By midday our water-bottles
were generally empty and the remainder of the day seemed
never-ending. Every evening Marchese marched heroically for-
ward, and in spite of exhaustion caused by loss of weight he
could carry on till midnight. After that he had to have two hours’
sleep to enable him to march a stage further. Towards morning
we bivouacked, and from our shelter could look down on the
great Pilgrims’ Road with its almost unbroken stream of pilgrims.
Strangely garbed as they often were, we envied them. Lucky
devils! They had no cause to hide from anyone. We had heard
in the camp that something like 60,000 pilgrims came this way
during the summer months and we readily believed it.

Our next march was a long one but towards midnight we
reached Uttar Kashi, the temple town. We soon lost our bearings
in the narrow streets, so Marchese sat down with the packs in a
dark corner and I set off alone to try and find the way. Through
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the open doors of the temples one could see lamps burning before
the staring idols, and I had often to leap into the shadow to avoid
being noticed by monks passing from one holy place to another.
It took me more than an hour before I at last found the Pilgrims’
Road again, stretching away on the other side of the town. I
knew from the numerous travel books I had read that we should
now have to cross the so-called “Inner Line.” This line runs
parallel to the true frontier at a distance of something between
60 and 120 miles. Everyone traversing this region, with the
exception of normal residents, is supposed to have a pass. As we
had none we had to take particular care to avoid police posts and
patrols.

The valley up which our way led us became less and less
inhabited as we progressed. In the daytime we had no trouble in
finding suitable shelters, and I could often leave my hiding-place
and go in search of water. Once I even made a small fire and
cooked some porridge—the first hot meal we had eaten for a
fortnight.

We had already reached a height of nearly 7,000 feet and
during the night we often passed camps of Bhutia, the Tibetan
traders who in summer carry on their business in southern Tibet
and in winter come across intc India. Many of them live during
the hot weather in little villages situated above the 10,000-foot
level, where they grow barley. These camps had a very dis-
agreeable featnre in the shape of the powerful and savage
Tibetan dogs—a shaggy-coated, middle-sized breed—which we
now encountered for the first time.

One night we arrived at one of these Bhutia villages which are
only inhabited in summer. It looked very homelike with its
shingle and stone-covered roofs. But behind it an unpleasant
surprise was awaiting us in the shape of a swiftly running stream
which had overflowed its banks and turned the adjacent ground
into a swamp. It was absolutely impossible to cross it. At last we
gave up trying to find a way over, and determined to wait till day
and observe the ground from a shelter, for we could not believe
that the Pilgrims’ Road broke off short at this point. To our
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utmost astonishment, we observed next morning that the pro-
cession of pilgrims continued on their way and crossed the water
at precisely the spot at which we had spent hours of the night
vainly trying to get over. Unfortunately we could not see how
they managed it, as trees interrupted our sight of the actual place.
But something else equally inexplicable occurred. We observed
that later on in the morning the stream of pilgrims stopped. Next
evening we tried again to cross at the same place and again found
that it was impossible. At last it dawned on me that we had in
front of us a burn, fed by melted snow and ice, which carried its
highest head of water from noon till late into the night. Early in
the morning the water level would be lowest.

It turned out to be as I had guessed. When in the first grey of
dawn we stood beside the stream, we saw a primitive bridge of
half-submerged tree-trunks. Balancing ourselves carefully we
got across to the other side. Unfortunately there were other
streams which we had to cross in the same laborious manner. I
had just crossed the last of these when Marchese slipped and fell
into the water—luckily on top of the trunks, or he would other-
wise have been carried away by the torrent. Wet to the skin and
completely exhausted he could not be induced to go on. I urged
him to move at least into cover, but he just spread out his wet
things to dry and started to light a fire. Then for the first time I
began to regret that I had not listened to his repeated requests to
leave him behind and carry on alone. I had always insisted
that since we had started together, we should carry on together.

As we were arguing an Indian stood before us, who after a
glance at the various objects of obviously European origin spread
out on the ground began to ask us questions. Only then did
Marchese realise what danger we were in. He quickly put his
things together, but we had hardly gone a couple of steps when
we were stopped by another Indian, a distinguished-looking fel-
low, leading a section of ten strapping soldiers. In perfect English
he asked for our passes. We affected not to understand and said
we were pilgrims from Kashmir. He thought this over for a
moment and then found a solution which spelled finis to our
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hopes of escape. There were, he said, two Kashmiris in the
neighbouring house. If we could make them understand us, we
could go on our way. What devilish ill-luck had brought two
Kashmiris into the neighbourhood just at that moment? I had
only used this “alibi” because it was the most unlikely thing to
find Kashmiris in this region. '

The two men of whom he spoke were flood-damage experts,
who had been called in from Kashmir. As soon as we stood
before them we realised that the moment of our unmasking had
come. As we had agreed to do in such a case, I began to speak to
Marchese in French. Immediately the Indian broke in, speaking
also in French, and told us to open our packs. When he saw my
English-Tibetan grammar he said we might just as well say who
we were. We then admitted that we were escaped prisoners but
did not give away our nationality.

Soon after we were sitting in a comfortable room drinking tea,
but all the same I felt bitterly disappointed. This was the
eighteenth day of our flight and all our privations and efforts had
gone for nothing. The man who had questioned us was the chief
of the Forestry Department in the state of Tehri-Garwhal. He
had studied forestry in English, French and German schools and
knew all three languages well. It was on account of the flood, the
worst catastrophe of the kind in the last hundred years, that he
had come on an inspection to this region. He smilingly regretted
his presence, adding that as ours had been reported to him he
was obliged to do his duty.

Today when I think of the concatenation of circumstances
which led to our capture, I cannot help feeling that we were vic-
tims of something worse than ordinary ill-luck and that we could
not have averted our fate. All the same I did not for a minute
doubt that I would escape again. Marchese, however, was in a
condition of such complete exhaustion that he had given up’all
idea of another attempt. In a very comradely manner he made
over to me the greater part of his money, knowing how short I
was. I made good use of an enforced leisure to eat hearty meals,
as we had hardly eaten anything for the last few days. The forest-
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officer’s cook kept us continuously supplied with food, half of
which I tucked away in my knapsack. Early in the evening we
said we were tired and wanted to sleep. Our bedroom door was
locked on the outside and the forest-officer had his bed put on the
veranda in front of our window to prevent any attempt at
escape that way. However, he was away for a short while and
Marchese and I took the opportunity to start a mock quarrel.
Marchese took both parts, so to speak, shouting abuse in a high
and then a low key, while I swung myself through the window,
rucksack and all, on to the forest-officer’s bed, and ran to the end
of the veranda. Darkness had fallen, and after waiting a few
seconds till the sentries had vanished round the corner of the
house, I dropped down twelve feet to the ground below. The
soil into which I fell was not hard and I made little noise; in a
moment I was up and over the garden wall and had vanished into
the pitch-black forest.

I was free!

Everything was quiet. In spite of my excitement I could not
help laughing at the thought that Marchese was still abusing me
according to plan, while the forest-officer was keeping watch on
us from his bed in front of our window.

However, I had to go on and ran, in my haste, into a flock of
sheep. Before I could get back a sheepdog fastened on to the
seat of my trousers and did not let go till he had bitten a piece out.
In my terror I dashed away but found that the road I had chosen
was too steep for me and so I had to go back and creep round the
sheep till I found another way. Soon after midnight I had to
admit that I had again gone wrong. So once more I had to go
back a few miles in breathless haste. My aimless wanderings had
lost me four hours and the day was already dawning. Turning a
corner I caught sight of a bear about twenty yards away. Luckily
he shuffled oftf without seeming to take any notice of me.

When it was fully light I hid myself again, although the country
showed no trace of human habitation. I knew that before reach-
ing the Tibetan frontier I should come to a village at the other
side of which lay freedom. I marched through the whole of the
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next night and gradually began to wonder why I had not reached
the fateful village. According to my notes it lay on the far bank
of the river and was connected with the near side by a bridge. 1
wondered if I had not already passed it, but consoled myself
with the reflection that one could hardly miss a village. So I
marched on carefree, even after daylight had come.

That was my undoing. As I came round a heap of boulders, I
found myself right under thé houses of a village, in front of which
stood a swarm of gesticulating people. The place was wrongly
indicated on my map and as I had twice lost my way during the
night, my pursuers had had time to come up with me. I was at
once surrounded and summoned to surrender, after which I was
led into a house and offered refreshment.

Here I met for the first time with the real Tibetan nomads,
who wander into India with their flocks of sheep and loads of
salt and return laden with barley. I was offered Tibetan butter-
tea with tsampa, the staple food of these people on which later I
lived for years. My first contact with it affected my stomach most
disagreeably.

I spent a couple of nights in this village, which was called
Nelang, playing vaguely with the idea of another attempt to
escape, but I was physically too tired and mentally too despon-
dent to translate my thoughts into action.

The return journey, in comparison with my previous exertions,
seemed a pleasure trip. I did not have to carry a pack and was
very well looked after. On the way I met Marchese who was
staying as a guest with the forest-officer in his private bungalow.
I was invited to join them. And what was my astonishment
when a few days later two other escaped members of our company
in the P.O.W. camp were brought in—Peter Aufschnaiter, my
comrade on the Nanga Parbat expedition, and a certain Father
Calenberg.

Meanwhile I had begun to occupy my mind with plans for
escaping once more. I made friends with an Indian guard who
cooked for us and. seemed to inspire confidence. I handed
him my maps, my compass and my money, as I knew that we

Cc
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should be searched before being readmitted to the camp, and
that it would be impossible to smuggle these things in with
us. So I told the Indian that I would come again in the following
spring and collect my possessions from him. He was to ask for
leave in May and wait for me. This he solemnly promised to do.
So now we had to go back to the camp and it was only my resolve
to get free once more that enabled me to endure the bitterness of
my disappointment.

Marchese was still sick and could not walk, so they gave him a
horse to ride. We had another agreeable interruption, being
entertained on our way by the Maharajah of Tehri-Garwhal,
who treated us most hospitably. Then we returned to our
barbed-wire entanglements.

The episode of my flight had left a visible mark on my person,
which appeared when on the way back I bathed in a warm spring.
There I found my hair comii.g out in handfuls. It appears that
the dye I had used for my Indian disguise was deleterious.

As a result of my involuntary depilation and all the fatiguing
experiences I had gone through, my comrades in the camp
found it hard to recognise me when I arrived.



2. Escape

A risky masquerade—1I follow the same road—Tibet wants no strangers
—We retrace our steps—Back to India.

“You made a daring escape. I am sorry, I have to give you
twenty-eight days,’’ said the English colonel on our return to the
camp. I had enjoyed thirty-eight days of freedom and now had
to pass twenty-eight in solitary confinement. It was the regular
penalty for breaking out. However, as the English took a sporting
view of our bold attempt, I was treated with less than the usual
rigour.

When I had finished my spell of punishment I heard that
Marchese had endured the same fate in another part of the camp.
Later on, we found opportunities to talk over our experiences.
Marchese promised to help me in my next attempt to get loose,
but would not think of joining me. Without losing any time I at
once began to make new maps and to draw conclusions from the
experience of my previous flight. I felt convinced that my next
attempt would succeed and was determined this time to go alone.

Busy with my preparations I found the winter passing swiftly
and by the time the next “escape season’ came round I was well
equipped. This time I wanted to start earlier, so as to get through
the village of Nelang while it was still uninhabited. I had not
counted on getting back the kit I had left with the Indian, so I
supplied myself afresh with the things I most needed. A touch-
ing proof of comradeship was the generosity of my companions
who, hard up as many of them were, spent their money freely
in contributing to my outfit. '

I was not the only P.O.W. who wanted to get away. My two

I9
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best friends, Rolf Magener and Heins von Have, were also
engaged in preparing to escape. Both spoke fluent English, and
they aimed to work their way through India to the Burma front.
Von Have had already escaped two years before with a companion
and had almost reached Burma, but was caught just before the
frontier. During a second attempt his friend had a fatal accident.
Three or four other internees, it was said, planned to escape.
Finally the whole seven of us got together and decided to make a
simultaneous break-out on the ground: that successive individual
attempts increased the vigilance of the guards, and made it more
and more difficult to get away as time went on. If the mass escape
succeeded each of us, once out of the camp, could follow his own
route. Peter Aufschnaiter, who this time had as his partner
Bruno Treipel from Salzburg, and two fellows from Berlin, Hans
Kopp and Sattler, wished, like me, to escape to Tibet.

Our zero hour was fixed as 2 p.m. on April 29th, 1944. Our
plan was to disguise ourselves as a barbed-wire repairing squad.
Such working parties were a normal sight. The reason for them
was that white ants were always busy eating away the numerous
posts which supported the wire and these had to be continually
renewed. Working parties consisted of Indians with an English
overseer.

At the appointed time we met in a little hut in the neighbour-
hood of one of the least closely watched wire corridors. Here
make-up experts from the camp transformed us in a trice into
Indians. Have and Magener got English officers’ uniforms. We
“Indians” had our heads shaved and put on turbans. Scrious as
the situation was, we could not help laughing when we looked at
one another. ‘We looked like masqueraders bound for a carnival.
Two of us carried a ladder, which had been conveyed the night
before to an unguarded spot in the wire fencing. We had also
wangled a long roll of barbed wire and hung it on a post. Our
belongings were stowed away under our white robes and in
bundles, which did not look odd as Indians always carry things
around with them. Our two ‘“British officers’> behaved very
realistically. They carried rolls of blue-prints under their
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arms and swung their swagger-canes. We had already made a
breach in the fence through which we now slipped one after
another into the unguarded passage which separated the different
sections of the camp. From here it was about 300 yards to the
main gate. We attracted no attention and only stopped once,
when the sergeant-major rode by the main gate on his
bicycle. Our “officers” chose that moment to inspect the wire
closely. After that we passed out through the gate without
causing the guards to bat an eyelid. It was comforting to see
them saluting smartly and obviously suspicious of nobody. Our
seventh man, Sattler, who had left his hut rather late, arrived
after us. His face was black and he was swinging a tarpot
energetically. The sentries let him through and he only caught
up with us outside the gate.

As soon as we were out of sight of the guards we vanished into
the bush and got rid of our disguises. Under qur Indian robes we
wore khaki, our normal dress when on outings. In a few words
we bade each other goodbye. Have, Magener and I ran for a few
miles together and then our ways parted. I chose the same route
as last time, and travelled as fast as I could in order to put as
long a distance as possible between me and the camp by the next
morning. This time I was determined not to depart from my
resolve to travel only by night and lie up by day. No! this time I
was not going to take any risks. My four comrades, for whom
Tibet was also the objective, moved in a party and had the nerve
to use the main road which led via Mussoorie into the valley of
the Ganges. I found this too risky and followed my former route
through the Jumna and Aglar valleys. During the first night I
must have waded through the Aglar forty times. All the same,
when morning came I lay up in exactly the same place which it
had taken me four days to reach in the previous year. Happy to
be free, I felt satisfied with my performance, though I was
covered with scratches and bruises and owing to my heavy load
had walked through the soles of a pair of new tennis shoes in a
single night.

I chose my first day-camp between two boulders in the river-
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bed, but I had hardly unpacked my things when a company of
apes appeared. They caught sight of me and began to pelt me
with clods. Distracted by their noise I failed to observe a body
of thirty Indians who came running up the river-bed. I only
noticed them when they had approached dangerously near to my
hiding-place. I still do not know if they were fishermen or per-
sons in search of us fugitives. In any case I could hardly believe
that they had not spotted me for they were within a few yards of
me as they ran by. I breathed again, but took this for a warning
and remained in my shelter till evening, not moving till darkness
had fallen. I followed the Aglar the whole night long and made
good progress. My next camp provided no excitements, and I
was able to refresh myself with a good sleep. Towards evening
I grew impatient and broke camp rather too early. I had only
been walking for a few hundred yards, when I ran into an Indian
woman at a water-hole. She screamed with fright, let her water-
jar fall and ran towards the nearby houses. I was no less
frightened than she was and dashed from the track into a gulley.
Here I had to climb steeply and though I knew I was going in the
right direction my diversion represented a painful detour that
put me back by several hours. I had to climb Nag Tibba,a moun-
tain over 10,000 feet high, which in its upper regions is com-
pletely deserted and thickly covered with forest.

As I was loping along in the grey of dawn I found myself
facing my first lecopard. My heart nearly stopped beating as I was
completely defenceless. My only weapon was a long knife which
the camp blacksmith had made expressly for me. I carried it
sheathed in a stick. The leopard sat on a thick branch fifteen feet
or more above the ground, ready to spring. I thought like light-
ning what was the best thing to do, then, masking my fear, I
walked steadily on my way. Nothing happened, but for a long
time I had a peculiar feeling in my back.

Up to now I had been following the ridge of Nag Tibba and
now at last I tumbled on to the road again. I had not gone far
when I got another surprise. In the middle of the track lay some
men—snoring! They were Peter Aufschnaiter and his three
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companions. I shook them awake and we all betook ourselves to
a sheltered spot where we recounted what had befallen us on the
trek. We were all in excellent shape and were convinced that we
should get through to Tibet. After passing the day in the com-
pany of my friends I found it hard to go on alone in the evening,
but I remained true to my resolve. The same night I reached the
Ganges. I had been five days on the run.

At Uttar Kashi, the temple town which I have mentioned in
connection with my first eséape, I had to run for my life. I had
just passed a house when two men came out and started running
after me. I fled headlong through fields and scrub down to the
Ganges and there hid myself between two great blocks of boul-
ders. All was quiet and it was clear that I had escaped from my
pursuers; but only after a longish time did I dare to come out
into the bright moonlight. It was a pleasure for me at this stage
to travel along a familiar route, and my happiness at such speedy
progress made me forget the heavy load I was carrying. Itis true
that my feet were very sore, but they seemed to recover during my
daytime rest. I often slept for ten hours at a stretch.

At length I came to the farmhouse of my Indian friend to
whom I had in the previous year entrusted my money and effects.
It was now May and we had agreed that he was to expect me at
midnight any day during the month. I purposely did not walk
straight into the house, and before doing anything else I hid my
rucksack, as betrayal was not beyond the bounds of possibility.

The moon shone full upon the farmhouse, so I hid myself in
the darkness of the stable and twice softly called my friend’s
name. The door was flung open and out rushed my friend,
threw himself on the ground, and kissed my feet. Tears of joy
flowed down his cheeks. He led me to a room lying apart from
the house, on the door of which an enormous lock was hanging.
Here he lit a pine-wood torch and opened a wooden chest.
Inside were all my things carefully sewn up in cotton bags.
Deeply touched by his loyalty, I unpacked everything and gave
him a reward. You can imagine that I enjoyed the food which he
then set before me. I asked him to get me provisions and a
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woollen blanket before the following night. He promised to do
this and in addition made me a present of a pa1r of hand-woven
woollen drawers and a shawl.

The next day I slept in a neighbouring wood and came in the
evening to fetch my things. My friend gave me a hearty meal and
accompanied me for a part of my way. He insisted on carrying
some of my baggage, undernourished as he was and hardly able
to keep pace with me. I socon sent him back and after the friend-
liest parting found myself alone again.

It may have been a little after midnight when I ran into a bear
standing on his hind legs in the middle of my path, growling at me.
At this point the sound of the swiftly running waters of the Ganges
was so loud that we had neither of us heard the other’s approach.
Pointing my primitive spear at his heart, I backed step by step so as
to keep my eyes fixed on him. Round the first bend of the track I
hurriedly lit a fire, and pulling out a burning stick, I brandished
it in front of me and moved forward fo meet my enemy. But
coming round the corner I found the road clear and the bear
gone. Tibetan peasants told me later that bears are only aggres-
sive by day. At night they are afraid to attack.

I had already been on the march for ten days when I reached
the village of Nelang, where last year destiny had wrecked my
hopes. This time I was a month earlier and the village was still
uninhabited. But what was my delight to find there my four
comrades from the camp! They had overtaken me when I was
staying with my Indian friend. We took up our quarters inanopen
house and slept the whole night through. Sattler unfortunately
had an attack of mountain sickness ; he felt wretched and declared
himself unequal to further efforts. He decided to return, but
promised not to surrender till two days were up, so as not to
endanger our escape. Kopp, who in the previous year had
penetrated into Tibet by this route in company with the wrestler
Kramer, joined me as a partner.

It took us seven long days’ marching, however, before we
finally reached the pass which forms the frontier between India
and Tibet. Our delay was due to a bad miscalculation. After
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leaving Tirpani, a well-known caravan camp, we followed the
most easterly of three valleys, but eventually had to admit that
we had lost our way. In order to find our bearings Aufschnaiter
and I climbed to the top of a mountain from which we expected a
good view of the country on the other side. From here we saw
Tibet for the first time, but were far too tired to enjoy the pros-
pect and at an altitude of nearly 18,000 feet we suffered from lack
of oxygen. To our great disappointment we decided that we
must return to Tirpani. There we found that the pass we were
bound for lay almost within a stone’s throw of us. Our error had
cost us three days and caused us the greatest discouragement.
We had to cut our rations and felt the utmost anxiety about our
capacity to hold out until we had reached the next inhabited
place.

From Tirpani our way sloped gently upward by green pas-
tures, through which one of the baby Ganges streams flowed.
This brook, which we had known a week back as a raging,
deafening torrent racing down the valley, now wound gently
through the grasslands. In a few weeks the whole country would
be green and the numerous camping-places, recognisable from
their fire-blackened stones, made ug picture to ourselves the
caravans which cross the passes from India into Tibet in the
summer season. A troop of mountain sheep passed in front of us.
Lightfooted as chamois, they soon vanished from our sight
without having noticed us. Alas! our stomachs regretted them.
It would have been grand to see one of them stewing in our
cooking-pot, thereby giving us a chance, for once, to eat our fill.

At the foot of the pass we camped in India for the last time.
Instead of the hearty meat dinner we had been drcaming of, we
baked skimpy cakes with the last of our flour mixed with water
and laid on hot stones. It was bitterly cold and our only protec-
tion against the icy mountain wind that stormed through the
valley was a stone wall.

At last on May 17th, 1944, we stood at the top of the Tsang-
chokla pass. We knew from our maps that our altitude was
17,200 feet.
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So here we were on the frontier between India and Tibet, so
long the object of our wishful dreams.

Here we enjoyed for the first time a sense of security, for we
knew that no Englishman could arrest us here. We did not know
how the Tibetans would treat us but as our country was not at
war with Tibet we hoped confidently for a hospitable welcome,

On the top of the pass were heaps of stones and prayer-flags
dedicated to their gods by pious Buddhists. It was very cold,
but we took a long rest and considered our situation. We had
almost no knowledge of the language and very little money.
Above all we were near starvation and must find human habita-
tion as soon as possible. But as far as . we could see there were
only empty mountain heights and deserted valleys. Our maps
showed only vaguely the presence of villages in this region. Our
final objective, as I have already mentioned, was the Japanese
lines—thousands of miles away. The route we planned to follow
led first to the holy mountain of Kailas and thence along the
course of the Brahmaputra till at last it would bring us to Eastern
Tibet. Kopp, who had been in Tibet the year before and had
been expelled from that country, thought that the indications on
our maps were reasonably accurate.

After a steep descent we reached the course of the Optchu and
rested there at noon. Overhanging rock walls flanked the valley
like a canyon. The valley was absolutely uninhabited and only a
wooden pole showed that men sometimes came there. The other
side of the valley consisted of slopes of shale up which we had to
climb. It was evening before we reached the plateau and we
bivouacked in icy cold. Our fuel during the last few days had
been the branches of thorn bushes, which we found on the slopes.
Here there was nothing growing, so we had to use dry cow-dung,
laboriously collected.

Before noon next day we reached our first Tibetan village,
Kasapuling, which consisted of six houses. The place appeared
to be completely deserted and when we knocked at the doors,
nothing stirred. We then discovered that all the villagers were
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busy sowing barley in the surrounding fields. Sitting on their
hunkers they put each individual grain of seed into the ground
with the regularity and speed of machines. We looked at them
with feelings that might compare with those of Columbus when
he met his first Indians. Would they receive us as friends or
foes? For the moment they took no notice of us. The cries of
an old woman, looking like a witch, were the only sound we heard.
They were not aimed at us, but at the swarms of wild pigeons
which swooped down to get at the newly planted grain. Until
evening the villagers hardly deigned to bestow a glance on us;
so we four established our camp near one of the houses, and when
at nightfall the people came in from the fields we tried to trade
with them. We offered them money for one of their sheep or
goats, but they showed themselves disinclined to trade. As Tibet
has no frontier posts the whole population is brought up to be
hostile to foreigners, and there are severe penalties for any
Tibetan who sells anything to a foreigner. We were starving and
had no choice but to intimidate them. We threatened to take one
of their animals by force if they would not treely sell us one—
and as none of the four of us looked a weakling, this method of argu-
ment eventually succeeded. It was pitch dark before they handed
to us for a shamelessly high price the oldest billy-goat they could
put their hands on. We knew we were being blackmailed, but
we put up with it, as we wished to win the hospitality of this
country.

We slaughtered the goat in a stable and it was not till midnight
that we fell to on the half-cooked meat.

We spent the next day resting and looking more closely at the
houses. These were stone-built with flat roofs on which the fuel
was laid out to dry. The Tibetans who live here cannot be com-
pared with those who inhabit the interior, whom we got to know
later. The brisk summer caravan traffic with India has spoilt
them. We found them dirty, dark-skinned and shifty-eyed, with
no trace of that gaiety for which their race is famous. They went
sulkily to their daily work and one felt that they had only settled
in this sterile country in order to earn good money from the
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caravans for the produce of their land. These six houses on the
frontier formed, as I later was able to confirm, almost the only
village without a monastery.

Next morning we left this inhospitable place without hindrance.
We were by now fairly well rested and Kopp’s Berlin mother-
wit, which during the last few days had suffered an eclipse, had
us laughing again. We crossed over fields to go downhill into a
little valley. On the way up the opposite slope to the next
plateau we felt the weight of our packs more than ever. This
physical fatigue was mainly caused by a reaction to the disap-
pointment which this long-dreamed-of country had up to now
caused us. We had to spend the night in an inhospitable sort of
depression in the ground, which barely shielded us from the
wind.

At the very beginning of our journey we had detailed ecach mem-
ber of the party for special duties. Fetching water, lighting fires
and making tea meant hard work. Every evening we emptied our
rucksacks in order to use them as footbags against the cold.
When that evening I shook mine out there was a small explosion.
My matches had caught fire from friction—a proof of the dryness
of the air in the high Tibetan plateau.

By the first light of day we examined the place in which we
had camped. We observed that the depression in which we had
bivouacked must have been made by the hand of man as it was
quite circular and had perpendicular walls. It had perhaps been
originally designed as a trap for wild beasts. Behind us lay the
Himalayas with Kamet’s perfect snow-pyramid; in front for-
bidding, mountainous country. We went downhill through a sort
of loess formation and arrived towards noon at the village of
Dushang. Again we found very few houses and a reception as
inhospitable as at Kasapuling. Peter Aufschnaiter vainly showed
off all his knowledge of the language acquired in years of study,
and our gesticulations were equally unsuccessful. |

However, we saw here for the first time a proper Tibetan
monastery. Black holes gaped in the loam walls and on a ridge we
saw the ruins of gigantic buildings. Hundreds of monks must
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have lived here once. Now there were only a few living in a
more modern house, but they never showed themselves to us.
On a terrace in front of the monastery were ordered lines of red-
painted tombstones.

Somewhat depressed we returned to our tent, which was for us
a little home in the midst of an interesting but oddly hostile
world.

In Dushang, too, there were—when we came—no officials to
whom we might have applied for leave to reside or travel. But
this omission was soon to be rectified, for the officials were
already on their way to find us. On the next day we resumed
our march with Kopp and myself in front, and Aufschnaiter and
Treipel a little way behind us. Suddenly we heard the tinkling
of bells and two men on ponies rode up and summoned us in the
local dialect to return to India by the same way as we had come.
We knew that we should not do any good by talking and so to
their surprise we just pushed them aside. Luckily they made no
use of their weapons, thinking no doubt that we too were armed.
After a few feeble attempts to delay us, they rode away and we
reached without hindrance the next settlement, which we knew
was the seat of a local governor.

The country through which we passed .on this day’s march was
waterless and empty with no sign of life anywhere. Its central
point, the little town of Tsaparang, was inhabited only during the
winter months and when we went in search of the governor we
learned that he was packing his things for the move to Shangtse,
his summer residence. We were not a little astonished to find
that he was one of the two armed men who had met us on the
way and ordered us to go back. His attitude, accordingly, was
not welcoming and we could hardly persuade him to give us a
little flour in exchange for medicine. The little medicine chest
which I carried in my pack proved our salvation then, and was
often to be of good service to us in the future.

At length the governor showed us a cave where we could pass
the night, telling us once more that we must leave Tibet, using
the road by which we had come. We refused to accept his ruling
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and tried to explain to him that Tibet was a neutral state and
ought to offer us asylum. But his mind could not grasp this idea
and he was not competent to take a decision, even if he had
understood it. So we proposed to him that we should leave the
decision to a high-ranking official, a monk whose official residence
was in Thuling, only five miles away.

Tsaparang was really a curiosity. I had learned from the books
I had studied in the camp that the first Catholic mission station
in Tibet had been founded here in 1624. The Portuguese Jesuit
Antonio de Andrade had formed a Catholic community and is
said to have built a church. We searched for traces of it, but
could not find any remains of a Christian building. Our own
experience made us realise how difficult it must have been for
Father Antonio to establish his mission here.

Next day we marched to Thuling to lay our case before the
monk. There we found Aufschnaiter and Treipel, who had
followed a different route. We all visited the Abbot of the Clois-
ter, who happened to be the official we wanted, but found him
deaf to our prayers to be allowed to proceed on our way east-
wards. He only agreed to sell us provisions if we promised to go
back to Shangtse, which lay on our road to India. There was
nothing for it but to agree, as we were without food.

There was also a secular official in Thuling, but we found him
even less accommodating. He angrily refused all our attempts to
approach him and went so far as to arouse the hostility of the
people against us. We had to pay a high price for some rancid
butter and maggoty meat. A few faggots cost us a rupee. The
only pleasant memory that we took with us from Thuling was the
picture of the terraced monastery with its gold-pointed roof-
pinnacles gleaming in the sunlight and the waters of the Sutlej
flowing below. This is the largest monastery in West Tibet, but
it has a very deserted aspect and we heard that only twenty out of
two hundred and sixty monks were actually in residence.

When we had finally promised to return to Shangtse, they
gave us four donkeys to carry our baggage. At first we wondered
at their letting us go without any guards and only accompanied
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by the donkey man; but we soon came to the conclusion that in
Tibet the simplest method of supervision is to forbid the sale of
provisions to strangers unprovided with a permit.

The presence of the asses did not add to the pleasure of the
journey. It took us a full hour to wade across the Sutlej, because
the beasts were so tiresome. We had continually to urge them on
so as to reach the next village before dark This place was called
Phywang and had very few inhabitants, but looking up at the hill-
side we saw, as in Tsaparang, hundreds of caves.

We spent the night here. Shangtse was a full day’s march dis-
tant. On our way there next day we had the most glorious views
of the Himalayas to compensate us in some measure for the
barren landscape through which we were driving our donkeys.
On this stretch we first met the kyang, a sort of wild ass, which
lives in Central Asia and enchants travellers by the gracefulness
of its movements. This animal is about the size of a mule. It
often shows curiosity and comes up to look at passers-by—and
then turns and trots off in the most elegant manner. The kyang
feeds on grass and is left in peace by the inhabitants. Its only
enemy is the wolf. Since I first saw them these untamed
beautiful beasts have seemed a symbol of freedom.

Shangtse was another hamlet with only half a dozen houses
built of weather-dried mud bricks and cubes of turf. We found
the village no more hospitable than the others. Here we met the
unfriendly official from Tsaparang, who had moved into his
summer quarters. He would on no consideration allow us to pro-
ceed any further into Tibet, but gave us the choice of travelling
via Tsaparang or taking the western route over the Shipki pass
into India. Only if we agreed to one of these routes would he
consent to sell us provisions.

We chose the Shipki route, firstly because it was new country
for us, and secondly because we hoped in our hearts to find
some way out. For the moment we could buy as much butter,
meat and flour as we wanted. All the same we felt dejected
at the unenlivening prospect of landing once more behind
the barbed wire. Treipel, who found nothing pleasant aboug
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Tibet, was ready to throw up the sponge and to cease from
further attempts to stay in this barren land.

We spent the next day mostly in satisfying our appetites. I
also brought my diary up to date and attended to my inflamed
tendons, which had been caused by my forced night marches. I
was determined to take any risk to avoid going back to confine-
ment, and Aufschnaiter was of my way of thinking. Next morn-
ing we got to know the true character of the local governor. We
had cooked meat in a copper pot, and Aufschnaiter must have
been slightly poisoned as he felt very unwell. When I asked the
governor to allow us to stay a little longer, he showed more ill-
will than ever. I quarrelled with him violently, and to some effect,
for he finally consented to supply Aufschnaiter with a horse to
ride as well as putting two yaks at our disposal to carry our bag-
gage.

This was my first acquaintance with the yak. It is the regular
Tibetan beast of burden and can live only in high altitudes.
This long-haired species of ox needs a lot of training before you
can make use of him. The cows are considerably smaller than the
bulls and give excellent milk.

The soldier who had accompanied us from Shangtse carried a
letter for our safe-conduct and this entitled us to buy whatever
provisions we needed. It also entitled us to change our yaks
without payment at each halting-place.

The weather by day was pleasant and comparatively warm, but
the nights were very cold. We passed a number of villages and
inhabited caves, but the people took little notice of us. Our
donkey driver, who came from Lhasa, was nice and friendly to us
and enjoyed going into the villages and swaggering about. We
found the population less mistrustful-—no doubt it was the
influence of our safe-conduct. While we were trekking through
the district of Rongchung we found ourselves following Sven
Hedin’s route for a few days, and as I was a great admirer of this
explorer, lively memories of his descriptions were kindled in my
mind. The terrain we traversed remained very much the same.
We continued to cross plateaux, climb down into deep valleys
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and climb painfully up the other side. Often these ravines were
so .narrow that one could have called across them, but it took
hours to walk across. These constant ups and downs, which
JQubled the length of our journey, got on one’s nerves and we
thoght our own thoughts in silence. Nevertheless we made pro-
gress \nd had not to bother about our food. At one point, when we
had th\idea of changing our menu, we tried our luck fishing.
HavingWith the hook we stripped and waded into the
clear mountain ¢ and tried to catch the fish in our hands. But
they seemed to have better things to do than to end up in our
cooking-pot.

So we gradually approached the Himalaya range and sorrow-
fully the Indian frontier. The temperature had become warmer
as we were no longer so high up. It was just here that the Sutlej
breaks its way through the Himalayas. The villages in this region
looked like little oases and round the houses there were actually
apricot orchards and vegetable gardens.

Eleven days from Shangtse we came to the frontier village of
Shipki. The date was June 9gth—we had been wandering about
Tibet for more than three weeks. We had seen a lot and we had
learned by bitter experience that life in Tibet without a residence
permit was not possible.

We spent one more night in Tibet, romantically encamped
under apricot trees whose fruit unfortunately was not yet ripe.
Here I succeeded in buying a donkey for 8o rupees on the pretext
that I would need a baggage animal for my things in India. In the
interior of Tibet I could never have managed this, but near the
frontier it was different and I felt that a baggage animal was
absolutely essential to the successful accomplishment of my
plans.

Our donkey man left us here and took his animals with him.
““Perhaps we shall meet again in Lhasa,” he said with a smile. He
had spoken to us enthusiastically about the pretty girls and good
beer to be found in the capital. Our road wound up to the top of
the pass where we reached the frontier, but there were no
frontier posts, Tibetan or Indian. Nothing but the usual heaps of

D
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stones and prayer flags, and the first sign of civilisation in the
shape of a milestone which said |

SIMLA 200 MILES.

We were in India once more, but not one of us had the intention
of staying long in this land in which a wire-fenced camp was

waiting to receive us.



3. Into Tibet

Once more over the frontier—A better reception—Gartok, the seat of a
Viceroy—Another strenuous journey—A red monastery with golden
roofs ; Tradiin—Kopp leaves for Nepal.

MY plan was to seize the first opportunity to slip over the fron-
tier again into Tibet. We were all of us convinced that the minor
officials we had hitherto encountered were simply not competent
to decide about our case. This time we had to approach some
higher authority. To find what we wanted we should have to go
to Gartok, the capital of Western Tibet, which was the seat of the
governor of the region.

So we marched down the great, much used trade road a few
miles till we came to the first Indian village. This was Namgya.
Here we could stay without arousing suspicion as we had come
from Tibet and not from the plains of India. We passed our-
selves off as American soldiers, bought fresh supplies and slept
in the public resthouse. Then we separated. Aufschnaiter and
Treipel went down the trade road which flanked the Sutlej,
while Kopp and I drove our donkey into a valley which ran in a
northerly direction towards a pass which led over into Tibet. As
we knew from our maps, we had first to go through the Spid
valley, which was inhabited. I was very glad that Kopp had
attached himself to me as he was a clever, practical and cheerful
companion, and his vein of Berlin wit never petered out.

For two days we tramped upwards on the bank of the Spiti
river ; then we followed one of the nearby valleys which would
clearly bring us over the Himalayas. This region was not well
marked on our map, and we learned from the natives that we had

35
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already passed the frontier when we crossed a certain bridge
known as Sangsam. During all this part of our journey we had
on the right of us Riwo Phargyul, a beautifully shaped peak more
than 22,000 feet high on the crest of the Himalayas. We had
reached Tibet at one of the few places where Tibetan territory
extends into the Himalaya range. Of course we now began to be
anxious and to wonder how far we should get this time. Luckily
no one knew us here and no unkind official had warned the
people against us. When questioned we said we were pilgrims
bound for the holy mountain of Kaila:

The first Tib:tan village we reached wus called Kyurik. It
consisted of two houses. The next, Dotso, was considerably
larger. Here we ran into a number of monks—more than a
hundred of them—in quest of poplar trunks which they were
going to carry over the pass to Trashigang and there use for one
of the monastery buildings. This monastery is the largest in the
province of Tsurubjin and the abbot is at the same time the
highest secular officer. We began to fear that our journey might
come to a premature end when we met this dignitary. However,
when he quesiioned us we said we were the advance party of a
large European force that had obtained official permission to
enter Tibet from the central government at Lhasa. He appeared
to believe us and, much relieved, we continued our journey.
We had a gruelling climb to the top of a pass called by the Tibetans
Biid-Biid La. This pass must be over 18,000 feet high. The air
was unpleasantly rarefied and the ice-tongues of a neighbouring
glacier projected across the route.

On the way we met a few Bhutias, who also wanted to go into
the interior. They were nice friendly people and they invited us
to share their fire and drink a cup of rancid butter-tea with them.
As we had pitched our camp near them, they brought us in the
evening a tasty dish of nettle spinach.

The region through which we were travelling was completely
unpopulated and during the next eight days of our march we
met only one small caravan. I have a vivid recollection of one
person whom I encountered on this stretch of road. This was a
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young nomad, muffled in a long sheepskin coat and wearing a
pigtail, as all Tibetan men do who are not monks. He led us to
his black tent made of yak’s hair where his wife was waiting for
him. She was a merry creature, always laughing. Inside the
tent we found a treasure that made our mouths water—a haunch
of venison. Our host gladly sold us a portion of the meat for
an absurdly low price. He begged us to say nothing about
his hunting or he would get into trouble. Taking of life, whether
human or animal, is contrary to the tenets of Buddhism and
consequently hunting is forbidden. Tibet is governed on a
feudal system, whereby men, beasts and land belong to the
Dalai Lama, whose orders have the force of law.

I found I was able to make myself understood by these
pleasant companions, and the feeling that my knowiedge of the
language was improving gave me great pleasure. We arranged to
go hunting together the next day, and meanwhile made ourselves
at home in the tent of the young couple. The nomad and his wife
were the first cheerful and friendly Tibetans we had met, and I
shall not forget them. The highlight of our host’s hospitality
consisted in producing a wooden bottle of barley beer. It was a
cloudy milky liquid which bore no resemblance to what we call
beer, but it had the same effect.

Next morning the three of us went hunting. Our young friend
had an antediluvian muzzie-loader and in a breast-pocket carried
leaden bullets, gunpowder and a quick-match. When we saw the
first flock of wild sheep he managed laboriously to light the
quick-match by using a flint. We were anxious to know how this
museum-piece of a gun would function. There was a report like
thunder and by the time I had got clear of the smoke, there wa:
no sign of a sheep to be seen. Then we saw the flock galloping
away in the distance; before they vanished over the rocky ridge
some of them turned round to eye us with a mocking glance. We
could only laugh at our own discomfiture, but in order not to
1eturn with empty hands we picked wild onions which grow
everywhere on the hillsides, and which go so well with venison.

Our friend’s wife was apparently used to her husband’s bad
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luck in the hunting-field. When she saw us returning without
any game she received us with screams of laughter and her slit-
eyes almost disappeared in her merriment. She had carefully
prepared a meal from the game her husband had killed a few
days before and now got down enthusiastically to cooking it. We
watched the operation and were somewhat astonished when she
slipped off the upper half of her great fur mantle, round the
waist of which she wore a bright coloured belt, without a trace of
shyness. The heavy fur had hindered her movements, so she
stripped to the waist and carried on happily. Later on we often
encountered similar examples of natural simplicity. It was with
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