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PREFACE.

DuriNe the noonday heats when nature is asleep,
often even when “beasts” are in sight but un-
approachable, the hunter of mountain big-game
has time on his hands to kill somehow or other.
The following sketches, originally pencil-scribbled
in a note-book, are the result of some of such
hours during a period of eight years’ service in
the regions they describe, in the course of which
practically all my leisure moments were devoted
to shooting in one form or another.

At the risk of my narratives appearing * bald
and unconvincing,” I have refrained from any
attempt to embellish them by the addition of a
word of fiction.

Most of these sketches have previously appeared
in periodicals, and my acknowledgments are due



viii Preface

to the proprietors of the following publications, by
whose courtesy I am permitted to reproduce them
in their present form : Magazines—DBailey’s, Black-
wood’s, Longman’s, Macmillan’s, Pall Mall; news-
papers—Asian, Field, Pioneer.
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SPORT AND LIFE IN THE
FURTHER HIMALAYA.

A DAY IN CHITRAL.

In the month of June the Chitral river is a black
flood, swollen by numerous glacier torrents, tear-
ing at a tremendous pace along the intricate way
it has, in the course of ages, worn for itself among
the giant ranges of the Hindu Kush. The muffled
thunder of huge boulders being rolled along its
rocky bed by the tempestuous flood can be heard
for miles. On either hand vast masses of moun-
tains rise up till their snowy peaks appear, at
an infinite height, to meet the sky. The lower
slopes, called in Eastern idiom the “skirts of the
mountains,” have comparatively gentle outlines,
but as they rise they become steeper and more
rugged till, vegetation left far below, the line of
eternal snow is reached—a desolate region of ice-
A
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fields and glaciers, stupendous precipices, and glit-
tering peaks.

Cascading down the habitable lower slopes are
numerous rivulets fed from the snow above. Let
us look at the scene from high up the opposite
side of the valley. First there appear, below the
snow, tiny threads of silver winding through arid
slopes of talus. Some 5000 feet above the river
strips of light green appear, little fields cut in
terraces in which the young barley is just begin-
ning to show itself. A few huts are seen lower
down and some gaunt poplars, a cold and dreary
upland country. Farther down, the strip of green
darkens in colour and gradually broadens. Chest-
nut, apricot, and other fruit-bearing trees appear,
at first scattered, but becoming more numerous,
till, at the river’s edge, the cultivated fan spreads
out to a couple of miles or more in breadth, a
variegated mass of golden corn, orchards, and vine-
yards, with the little villages half hidden in
foliage. Often two or more of these fans join,
forming bands of verdure some miles in length.
Chitral itself is composed of several of such
fans merged into one, and most Chitrali villages
are of the same type. In the south of Chitral,
where the rainfall is greater, the hillsides, at
elevations favourable to the growth of conifers,
are clothed in pine forests, and the scenery is
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consequently less wild and more alpine in
character.

Let us now make a closer inspection of one of
these Chitrali villages. It is entered by a bridle-
path, across which a little brooklet zigzags from
side to side in independent fashion, serving to
conduct the water of the neighbouring streams to
the lower cultivated terraces. Magnificent horse-
chestnut trees cast a shadow delightful to the
traveller after the heat and glare of the bare hill-
side, and the air is filled with the murmur of
running water and the scent brought out of
foliage by a burning sun. On either side the
path are walled enclosures, and a stranger, by
standing up in his stirrups, can see over into
one of the Chitrali gardens famed all over the
Western Himalaya. It is in reality more an
orchard than a garden, but one with exquisitely
kept turf. At one end is the flat-roofed house
where lives the owner, and farther off the
buildings which give shelter, if he be of the
upper class, to his serfs. Presently he will
arrive at an open space where, sitting on raised
seats round a gigantic chestnut, the greybeards
of the village sit and discuss the latest doings
in Chitral. Farther on the polo-ground is en-
tered, a long, narrow, rectangular enclosure with
walled sides, at present deserted but for a party
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of lusty urchins who are playing the national
game on foot. :

My camp had the evening before been pitched
in one of the gardens surrounding the castle
belonging to the lord of the manor. Taking leave
of it with regret, I ride out through a narrow door
into the paved courtyard, and a few yards farther
find myself on the polo-ground. The Mehtar
and his retinue are already approaching from
the farther end, preceded by the pipers of the
village. The Mehtar himself, a not unpleasing-
looking young man, is dressed simply as usual in
the Chitrali choga and rolled cap, for him made of
the exquisite silky homespun that is reserved for
the royal house. He is mounted on a handsome
Arab that had been presented to him by an
English ““Lord Sahib.” His equipment is of the
latest Badakshan fashion. The saddle is covered
with red velvet worked with gold embroidery,
and the arch, crupper, and breastplate glitter with
plates of silver. Slung by a loop to his wrist is
the usual silver-mounted Yarkandi whip. His
dress is finished off by long crinkled boots, the
foot part of which is formed of a separate pair
of high-heeled and square-toed slippers, which can
easily be discarded on entering a house. His
attendants and courtiers are more gaily attired
in Bokhara silks and velvets, with gold-embroi-
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dered turbans and high Afghan boots. They are
excellently mounted on the breedy-looking animals
that are imported from Badakshan, and are known
by this name, though actually bred in the Khatgan
district of Afghan Turkestan. At a short distance
behind are the men-at-arms forming the Mehtar’s
bodyguard, an irregular lot of footmen armed
with Snider rifles, and dressed each one according
to his own fancy. The mar-shekar, or head fal-
coner, is also here with a peregrine on his fist, and
another attendant with a leash of greyhounds,—
the “Tazi” hounds that used to form part of the
tribute to the Suzerain State of Kashmir. Most
gorgeous of all, perhaps, is the court tailor, who
has evidently been given carte blanche in the
framing of his own dress regulations, and had
accordingly run riot in gold lace and brass
fittings. .
After the usual salutations and inquiries we
started off on the short march to the next camp,
preceded by the pipes, which echoed and re-
echoed through the valley in the cold morning
air. As to the road itself, it was as bad as
Chitrali roads usually are. About a foot broad,
up hills so steep that a firm grasp of the mane
is not only an assistance but a necessity, and
down hills at such an angle that there appears
nothing in front but an empty void; often one
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foot hanging over a sheer drop of hundreds of
feet; along crazy wooden galleries hanging on
to walls of rock, through the chinks in which the
river can be seen boiling below. It is a Chitrali’s
“swagger” never to dismount where a pony can
get a foothold at all; and some of the places
where a Chitrali pony can go would turn the
quadruped that some years ago used to perform
under the name of “ the Blondin donkey ” ill with
fear. Riding along one of these roads is therefore
not an amusement for people with nerves. The
road is not all like this, however; often it winds
on the level through fields and villages, orchards
and vineyards. It is variety that pleases, and
here one can often experience three of the seasons
in a single day. Where high up the road creeps
along the mountain-side at a dizzy elevation above
the river, whose roar is borne faintly upwards
on the breeze, it is early spring, with snow lying
in patches here and there, and the young barley
just beginning to show its head; 2000 feet lower,
one is in the land of blossoms, and the air is
full of the scent of flowers and the hum of bees
busy among wild roses such as are seen nowhere
else ; while down close to the roaring river crops
are being cut, and the apricot-trees are breaking
with their golden load. Chitral, indeed, is in
summer the realisation of the poet’s ideal—
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A joyous land,
‘Where waters gushed and fruit-trees grew,
And flowers put forth a fairer hue.

It was along such a road that our cavalcade wound
through the country-side. In the van were the
drums and pipes, the Mehtar’s bodyguard follow-
ing; all playing in turn and keeping up a song
with chorus, one after another taking up the air.
This lasted from start to finish.

“The players go before, the minstrels follow
after.” In the midst, unfortunately, were no
““damsels playing on timbrels.” A few years
ago there might have been, but the retirement
of the ladies of Chitral from public view took
place almost simultaneously with the appearance
of an Indian force of occupation in the country.
The introduction of the purdah system into
Chitral was in fact the first sign of the disap-
pearance of local colour and customs, which is
bound to take place.

The time and tune kept by our minstrels were
excellent, and though the air was Oriental the
effect some little distance behind was not un-
pleasing. When the nature of the ground per-
mitted, one or two of them would step aside and
execute a pas on the side of the road. One
magnificent young chap with a jolly sunburnt
face, black eyes, red lips, and a wide laughing
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mouth displaying a magnificent set of teeth,
dressed in dirty white robes with a brilliant
chintz jacket, particularly attracted my attention.
Absolutely unconscious of himself, and perfectly
happy, he revelled in the extravagant postures of
the dance, and shouted from pure joy of living.

The passion these people have for music and
dancing is extraordinary, and this not as a
spectacle, but as a pastime. They have also a
great love of flowers: young and old bind
blossoms in their rolled caps, their favourites
being roses or the delightfully scented eleagnus
that is so common in Chitral. Can any one doubt
that in their veins flows Macedonian blood ?* It
frequently happened on the march that a shout
would make us look up to see a bare-legged
goat - herd come flying down the hill with an
offering of marvellously scented roses, white, red,
and yellow.

We were nearing our camp for the day when
a horseman appeared coming towards us accom-
panied by a single attendant. Presently, coming
closer, he dismounted, and running forward sa-
laamed low to the Mehtar. Rather mock humility,
I fear; it was Shazada Lais, the leading pir of
the Maulai sect of Mohammedans of these parts.

! Local tradition is to the effect that Alexander the Great passed
through this country,
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He numbered half Chitral among his disciples,
and lived in a style not inferior to the chief
himself,—the ‘ turbulent priest” that so often
figures in history. Originally a political refugee
from over the border, he had been given land
in one of the northern valleys in Chitral, and
from the first wielded tremendous influence among
all classes of Chitralis that belonged to the
« Ismaili” persuasion—and not altogether unnatu-
rally, seeing that their hopes of salvation rested
to no small extent on his good offices with the
Creator. And so he had come to be a thorn in
the sides of his benefactors. A clever man, but
no ascetic. He was, no doubt, in agreement with
the “friar of orders grey,” who gave out as his
firm belief that living a good life, and living
well, were much the same thing.

And now rounding a corner, we saw a crowd of
people massed on a gentle eminence, over which
the road ran, some seven or eight hundred yards
farther on. A curious undulating motion appeared
to animate them, and there was the faint sound
of a chorus. Approaching nearer, we saw the
swaying mass in the middle of the crowd to be
a number of men linked tightly together, arm in
arm, performing a grotesque dance, every fifth
step of which they almost sank down to the
ground, keeping time the while with their voices.
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This song and dance is reserved for receptions of
the Chitrali chief. The rest of the crowd, lined up
on either side of the dancers, discharged their
matchlocks in the air, holding their pieces at
the “port.” Further on we found the road
thronged with sightseers, the country-side being
evidently en féte. Near the entrance of the
village a company of old dames blocked the
road, each one carrying a bowl of milk and
sugar. As we approached, the leading lady ad-
vanced, stirring vigorously with a big wooden
spoon, apparently wishing to feed her royal
master; but she was repulsed, not unkindly,
and retired. The crowd now closed round, our
bridles were seized, and we were taken to the
polo-ground. Here, opposite the dais, a tall pole
had been erected, to the top of which was attached
a small silver gourd filled with sand. To the
thunder of the drums horseman after horseman
darted past at full speed—now a noble in rustling
silk and glittering silver accoutrements, now a
retainer in modest homespun, each discharging his
piece at the mark. As the matchlocks frequently
hung or missed fire, and were, after passing the
pole, indiscriminately whirled round the rider’s
head, a prudent man will, when the pastime is
indulged in, get behind the nearest tree or even
behind a stout friend. Four or five had passed
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without hitting the mark, when a cousin of the
Mehtar’s, who had distinguished himself during
the siege of Chitral by his skill in picking off men
in the fort from the high ground on the opposite
bank of the river, came past with a double-bar-
relled breech-loader. A puff of dust from the
gourd answered his shot, the crowd shouted, the
pole was pulled up, and we were conducted to our
respective camps. Mine was in the grounds of the
castle, on a stretch of turf shaded by fine plane-
trees. A Chitrali garden is no garden as under-
stood in England; there are no flower-beds, and,
except in the month of fruit-blossoms, no masses
of colour,—merely soft green turf, running water,
and deep cool shade. A few wild hyacinths grow-
ing by the side of the water suffice to give a touch
of subdued colour in accordance with the restful
spirit of the scene; for, whatever may be the
necessity for colour under dull skies, there are few
that have experienced the brightness and glare of
the Orient that would feel disposed to criticise the
Eastern preference for less obtrusive beauties.

Except during the extreme heat of the day, the
garden resounds with the song of birds: one can
recognise the note of the thrush and the deep
mellow pipe of the golden oriole, and sometimes
catch a glimpse of him as like a streak of flame he
darts among the branches.
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The day passed, no matter whether in the dolce
Jar niente due to the presiding deity of the place,
or the everlasting office-work which makes the
Anglo-Indian official a standing wonder to the
Oriental mind. One incident, however, character-
istic of the people must be related.

An old man came into the garden, and, after the
usual salaams, explained that he was a native of
Mastuj, a district not under the Mehtar’s rule.
He had not very wisely married a young wife,
who a few days ago had eloped with a noble who
was a subject of the Mehtar. I explained my
sympathy with his misfortunes, but did not see in
what way I could assist, as it was his own special
privilege to hunt the guilty couple down and slay
them. Oh, he explained, I could help him very
materially,—his wife and her paramour were now
concealed within this very castle walls: as for
killing them, he desired no such thing; all he
wanted was that the erring wife should be handed
over to him, when all would be forgiven and the
lady received back into his own home. But by
doing so, it was explained, he would forfeit the
right of taking revenge on the ruiner of his home,
as the universal rule among the tribesmen of the
North-West Frontier is that they must kill both
parties or neither. Revenge, however, it appeared,
was far from his thoughts; all he wanted was his
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own wife. The owner of the castle was accord-
ingly summoned. On being apprised of the reason
he had been ““remembered,” ¢ Certainly,” he said,
“the young Adamzada (noble) and his lady have
now becn under my roof these three days; if the
old man wishes their death, it is his right;
but to surrender the girl—such dishonour could
not be supported: the young couple, too,
are willing to die together, but they will not
be parted.”

From the expressions of the bystanders, it
was plain that the errant lovers had their entire
sympathies. A man so mean-spirited as to forgo
revenge and ask for the restitution of his wife was
beyond the pale altogether. At this moment the
old man, now shedding bitter tears, was joined by
some more patriarchs from his own district, who
added to the clamour, and begged for the restor-
ation of the girl; otherwise, they said, all their
young wives would be carried off by Chitrali
Adamzadas, and things would be as they were in
the days of the old Mehtars, when the serf had
no rights.

This was a conundrum. To regard the lady as
a chattel, to be handed back to her husband irre-
spective of her own wishes, was repugnant to
English ideas; on the other hand, Chitrali nobles
could not be allowed to carry off the wives of
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their Mastuj neighbours with impunity. It was
indeed awkward, this lack of blood - thirstiness
on the part of the husband. There was no
“local custom” to meet such a case. A happy
thought here occurred, to hand the case over to
the Kaz' to decide, and no sooner thought of
than done. In the evening he returned to pro-
nounce judgment. This was, after the requisite
number of quotations from the Koran had been
rolled off, that both the lady and her paramour
having been guilty of the crime of adultery,
should be stoned to death—a truly Gilbertian
sentence, that made even the Chitralis shout
with laughter, though the Kaz's countenance
remained unmoved.

To cut a long story short, I finally decreed
that the husband should have his wish and his
wife. I afterwards heard that the forgiven wife
went off quite happily with her lawful spouse,
not indeed repentant, but shrieking with laughter
at the thought of her spree; while her Lothario
in an agony of woe stabbed himself about the
breast—not so deeply, however, as to do any
more material harm to his already lacerated
heart.

The dub-dub of the kettle-drums and the skirl
of the pipes began to sound on the polo-ground

! Kazi==Tslamic judge.
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about four o’clock, summoning every one to the
national game. In Chitral and the adjacent
countries every village has its polo-ground, in
spite of the fact that there is frequently but
barely sufficient cultivated land to support the
inhabitants. Every one that possesses a pony
plays, and those that have not risen to this
height of affluence have a separate game on foot.
The game as played in the Himalaya has been
so often described that I will not do so here.
Suffice it to say, that though the glimpses of
the players a stranger to the game may catch
amid the clouds of dust, give but a confused
impression of a mélée of wild horsemen with hair
and garments streaming in the wind, shouting,
galloping madly, recklessly, here and there, ac-
companied by the clash of sticks and the click
of the hit ball, and the constant crescendo and
diminuendo of the band, the game is really
played with a very high degree of skill. The
force and accuracy with which these hillmen hit
on both sides of the pony with their short heavy
sticks is certainly not exceeded anywhere.

The ponies are strong, wiry little beasts, with
wonderful stamina—those from Khatgan, whose
reputation extends over the greater part of Cen-
tral Asia, being the best.

The game lasts till one or the other side has
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obtained nine goals, during which time no periods
of rest are called and ponies may not be changed.
It is not surprising, therefore, that in this country
the quality most prized in a pony is staying power.

Once at the annual “ Highland games” at Gilgit
a pony race-course was laid out five miles in
length, but this was objected to by many of the
competitors on the ground that it was too short
to bring a good pony to the front, and so it
had to be lengthened !

Activity also is a quality that commends it-
self in this country. Lying near the track up
the Yarkhun River valley is an irregular-shaped
detached rock, a little higher than a dining-room
table and just large enough for a pony to stand
on with difficulty. When I first passed this way,
I was surprised to see several of the Chitralis
riding with me go off the road and jump their
ponies on to the rock, one after the other. Most
of them managed to get on, but few of them to
remain there. I then learnt that the stone was
“ Al Khan o bohrt rupine”—“ Ali Khan’s jump-
ing stone.” It was a well-known test of a good
pony to jump on the rock and stay there.

The polo over, a hollow square was formed in
front of the dais, and dancing began. Before the -
professionals have their turn, the losers at polo
have to dance for the amusement of the crowd.
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They generally affect the greatest reluctance to
do so, and though there are few Chitralis that
are not really proficients, a forced performance
of this sort causes them unlimited shame, and
they kick up their heels and wave their arms
in an exaggerated failure to imitate the more
or less graceful dance of the country. Chitralis
of even the highest rank are not excused, and
officials holding appointments corresponding to
those of our Prime Minister and Commander-in-
Chief may on occasions be seen capering about
for the edification of the crowd. Sometimes in-
stead of dancing they have to pay forfeit. I
once saw the Mehtar’s foster-brother, a fine
handsome youth in big Afghan boots and a
flowing robe of Bokhara silk, decline to dance.
He was accordingly made to stand on a high
stone, his cap was doffed for him, and the erier,
addressing himself to the crowd of women that
lined the walls, proclaimed in a loud voice, “Oh
ladies, here you see the Mehtar’s own foster-brother,
a beautiful youth that we hear is more at home
in the boudoir than he is on the polo-ground.”
The regular dancing followed, and by the time
all was over, the sun was sunk behind the
purple mountains, a faint rosy light only linger-
ing on the highest snow-peaks; by-and-by this
also faded and grew cold, the call to even-
B
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ing prayer resounded, flocks straggled in, and
with darkness a silence fell over the whole
village.

To-night, however, there was to be an assembly
in the big house, and the post-prandial cigarette
had barely been lighted when the sound of the
kettle-drums again arose within the walls and
the grey-bearded aksakal came to conduct me
to the assembly.

Passing from the garden into the castle by a
narrow postern, I was conducted through a maze
of narrow passages and small chambers. Most
of these were empty, but in some men-at-arms
were stretched out in sleep, while one had occu-
pants in the shape of half a dozen hawks on their
perches, blinking their eyes at the sudden light,
their attendants, never far from their beloved
charges, chatting in an adjoining chamber.

We found the central courtyard lighted by
bonfires and torches made of strips of flaming
pitch-pine. The Mehtar and his company were
already seated on carpets forming one side of a
square, the other three sides of which were filled
in by a miscellaneous Chitrali crowd ; in the centre
of all a large fire. After being seated, and in-
quiring with the greatest empressement after each
other’s health, although we had parted barely two
hours ago, the performance began. The first item
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was a masque, Pathan traders en route to India
robbed by Kafirs.

The traders are passing with their animals along
the deserted road ; evening falls, and loads are taken
off. Being pious followers of Islam, prayer-carpets
are spread, and having “fixed their attention,”
after which they should have become oblivious to
all mundane matters, they become absorbed in
their devotions. Their absorption, however, does
not prevent their looking round every now and
then to guard against the approach of their her-
editary enemies, the Kafirs—a want of trust in
Providence that is received with shouts of laughter
by the Chitrali audience, who *care for none of
these things.”

When they are asleep, barefoot Kafirs come on
dancing and loot the caravan. Pursuit follows;
the Kafirs are surrounded by Afghan troops and
killed, and the soldiers walk off with the spoil—
no doubt a frequent ending to such episodes in
real life.

Dancing then began. One after another the
trained dancing-boys stepped into the square,
performed their tolerably graceful gyrations in
the flickering light of the torches, and retired into
the darkness.

The scene was a picturesque one. In front the
rows of dark wild faces lighted up by the wavering
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light, which could barely penetrate the gloom of
the surrounding walls. The light was just suf-
ficient to reveal a projecting balcony screened by
trellis-work, behind which, no doubt, the ladies
of the castle had a good view of the goings-on.
The sky formed a canopy above us, into the star-
spangled square of which the smoke from the fires
curled steadily upwards in the still air.

The performers on these occasions are invariably
of the male sex, the best being the dancing-boys
that form part of the household of every Chitrali
of position. Unlike Pathans, in whose eyes
dancing is, to say the least, undignified, Chitralis
all dance, and like Western nations think no
shame of it. The * principal boy ” this evening was
the servant of the Mehtarjau, who was our host
and the proprietor of the castle. He was a slight
handsome boy, with his hair dressed in curls after
the Persian fashion. The Mehtarjau, who was
sitting next to me, and was himself considered in
Chitral a poet and musician of no mean order,
was evidently very proud of him, and when his
turn was finished was at pains to explain that
he was nervous at so many spectators, and had
not been dancing up to his true form. I was
happily able to remember a verse from Hafiz
appropriate to the occasion, and he sat back with
a satisfied smile.
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The dancers having all retired, music began.
The band consisted of some six or eight string
instruments made from yellow gourds rather like
the zither in shape, and two tambourines without
the jingle. The singers were three in number,
all tenors. Swaying their bodies to and fro, and
keeping time with a gentle clapping of the hands,
they soon got into the swing of the Chitrali gazal,
and with half-closed eyes became lost to all but
their own melody. The general effect is not bad
if listened to in the way all Eastern music should
be, or rather not listened to,—for the art of en-
joying the music of the Orient is to assume an
absolutely passive attitude, and allow the sounds
to be borne into one’s ears without the mental
effort of listening.

After one rather pleasing air the Mehtarjou
inclined himself towards me.

“My own composition,” he whispered.

I congratulated him. This scion of nobility
was himself an excellent performer on the sitar,
and delighted the audience later on by himself
taking the instrument in hand and producing
some very good effects out of it.

“Call not his sitar a gourd,” says a Persian
poet, “but a golden bowl, filled to the brim with
the wine of song!”

Refreshments were brought, and the evening
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wore on. For my part, remembering that I had
to march on the morrow, and that a Chitrali
bazam lasts till morning, I left the company early,
and was lulled to sleep in my tent in the garden
by the faint sound of music, continued, no doubt,
till the flush of dawn.
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THE STORIES OF TWO IBEX.

I was after ibex for the first time in my life.
For two days we had been looking for a herd
which, as tracks showed us, frequented the crags
at the head of the glen where my tent was
pitched, but so far without success. This even-
ing, however, the faint tinkle of a falling stone
drew my shikari’s telescope in the right direction.

“Follow,” he said, ‘“the next ridge to the one
we are on, right up to the top, where the patches
of snow begin: you will see a big rock like a
fort : they are on that.”

The directions were unmistakable, and I was
soon reaching for the big telescope to see them
better.

What a thrill the sight of any new game animal
gives one! Not indeed like one’s first of all;
for whether he be a Scotch stag or the modest
but not less sporting black buck of India, that
is a sensation that comes once only in a lifetime.
Of course the ibex looked enormous. They were



24 Sport and Life in the Further Himalaya

lying down on the top of a big rock that rose
up from a confused mass of crags, which reminded
one, as the shikari said, of the crenelated walls
of some medieval fort. As the ibex moved their
heads, their horns looked like curved scimitars
against the sky, turning this way and that. Their
fort was quite impregnable as far as we were
concerned, for let alone the fact that the wind
was wrong, our approach, whichever side we made
it, would be visible to the keen eyes of watchful
sentries.

So I had to be content to sit and watch my
first herd, till the shadows began to steal along
the hillsides and throw gigantic shapes on the
opposite side of the valley.

That was the day I first heard the call of the
snow - cock,! the very embodiment of the spirit

! The Himalayan snow-cock, Zetraogallus Himalayensis, is a
magnificent bird somewhat bigger than a guinea-fowl. I have
often thought the experiment of introducing him inte Scotland
ought to be tried. Their plumage is speckled grey, but when their
square tail is cocked up, as they frequently carry it, a mass of pure
white downy feathers is displayed which is very conspicuous from
a distance. They live just below the snow-line, and their food con-
sists principally of mosses or the insects found therein. They are
generally seen by the big-game hunter whilst in pursuit of ibex
and markhor ; but a day after them with a rook rifle affords not
bad fun and very hard exercise. In the Yasin district, where they
abound, the natives drive them from hill to hill while the snow is
on the ground, and by a skilful arrangement of beaters, can tire

them out and then knock them on the head. They are excellent
eating, but should be hung as long as possible.
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of the mountains. It is a fine day; listen to
them laughing and chortling high up above your
head like a party of schoolgirls. Presently a
“tiip, tiip, tiip”; a great rush of wings and they
come sailing over your head. There they go,
“tiip, tiip, tiip, tyrrhio—tyrrhio—tyrrhio,” in a
splendid curve straight across the gulf to the
opposite side of the valley. Another day you
sit huddled up peering into a wet fog of cloud
that is almost rain. The vapours weave them-
selves fantastically round the near rocks, but the
surrounding mountains are blotted out, or are
only seen as disappearing pictures in the caverns
of the mist. Your stalker’s heart attunes itself
to the scene, for there is nothing to be done to-
day. You are depressed by an eerie feeling of
remoteness engendered by the silence and the
solitude. Somewhere from out of the mist, you
know not where, comes a long-drawn mournful
whistle. The snow-cock is calling to the jinns
of mist and mountain that are surely abroad
to-day.

Towards evening the ibex one by one got up,
took a look down and began to descend, first
slowly and then more quickly, till by the time
they reached the deep green grass, they had lost
all their stateliness and apparently all their cau-
tion. The procession became a scramble, and
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down they rushed, the little ones larking about
and tumbling over one another like a pack of
school children let loose. But it was too dark
for a stalk, and we left them scattered about the
alpine pastures below us. My first shot at ibex
looked almost a certainty for to-morrow, and my
dinner off a roast leg of wrial shot a few days
before, and the ¢tappio” pudding beloved of
Eastern chefs, might have been an alderman’s feast
for all I knew or cared. After dinner a pipe, and
I went outside to look at the weather before
turning in. It was a glorious night. The crescent
moon was just setting behind a queer-shaped
mountain the other side of the Astor river, and
the dark mass took to my ibex-heated imagination
the resemblance of a gigantic buck lying down,
with the moon his golden horn.

But alas for youth’s imaginings! Next morn-
ing, when I should have been getting up with
the first glimmer of light in the east, the patter-
patter of rain on the tent made me spring from
my bed and poke my head out between the flaps.
Black as Jorrock’s cupboard was the morning, and
pouring dismally. Five o’clock and daylight
showed no change, but a sea of mist and clouds
enveloping my camp, and so my hope of ibex
fled for that day. How the time dragged!
Eleven o'clock saw my gun and rifles polished
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and speckless, one o’clock my correspondence all-
finished. By three o'clock I had smoked more
tobacco than was good for any one who wanted
heart and lungs in climbing order. The day was
long, but it passed, and evening closed in still
wet. Stalking in mist and rain with the wind
blowing in all directions at once was a hopeless
impossibility, and it was no use going out either
that day or the next. Wet weather when in
camp among the mountains is abominable. Wet
tents, wet clothes, wet carpets, wet dogs, food
smoked instead of cooked, are some of the ills
one has to laugh at, and the acme of comfort one’s
imagination can depict is a dry room with a fire
in it, and an arm-chair before that fire.

On the third day rain had stopped, and patches
of blue sky—oh, how welcome!—had appeared,
though the great clouds still rolled in the valley
below us, and at times enveloped us in a dense
wet mist. Our ibex had in the meantime shifted
their quarters, and were discovered among some
black jagged-looking rocks at the opposite side
of the glen we were in. FEarly next morning we
were on our way across the valley, knee-deep in
sopping grass and flowers and mountain vegeta-
tion. The rain had been snow only a few hundred
feet above us, but the white line was quickly
creeping up the slopes under the intermittent
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gleams of sunshine. The weather still threatened,
however, and before we had gone across the valley
we had been soaked through by a heavy burst
of rain. We pushed on through it all, and by
the time we reached the rocks they were again
glistening in the sun. We found an almost per-
pendicular ridge which had to be surmounted to
get a view into the ravine where the ibex had
been seen. I found my nailed boots would not
bite on the wet rocks, so off they came, and the
climb was begun in my stockings. With a shoul-
der to stand on there, and a hand-pull here, we
got along somehow or other; but it was desper-
ately bad going, and nearly at the end a smooth
wall of rock almost stopped us; but thanks to
my shikaris, after half an hour’s struggle the top
was reached, and I found myself, rather to my
surprise, lying, rifle in hand, gazing across a
hundred and fifty yards of air at three big ibex
lying on a dry ledge of rock opposite me. From
the point of view which connects hill shooting
with precipices, it was quite the typical ibex
ground, and though I have shot much in the
Himalaya since my first essay after ibex, I cannot
recollect a more awesome but pictorially appro-
priate scene. Great naked black cliffs rose up
out of the mist on all sides. Our heads projected
over a sheer drop, the bottom of which could not
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be seen. Opposite us where the ibex lay, a wall
of rock abutting up to a dizzy height overhung
the chasm. The noise of loud rushing waters
filled our ears, and from every crevice and gully
streams flung themselves into space, but swept
away by currents of air, became wreaths of smoke
before they could touch rock again. My imagin-
ation as to the sort of ground ibex ought to be
shot on was thoroughly satisfied, and all that
remained was to do it. I wanted to take my
shot there and then as they were, lying down;
but my shikari—not at that time Gul Sher—
insisted on my waiting till they rose and gave
me a broadside shot. We should perhaps have
whistled them to their feet, but did not. So,
wet and shivering with cold and excitement, I
waited, and just when I least expected it the
ibex rose simultaneously to their feet, moved
along their gallery, and were gone. A puff of
air had no doubt told them of our presence. It
seemed like a moment of time, but I had fired
two aimed shots and both misses! We never
saw those ibex again, and next day I had to
return to Gilgit. Thus ended my first stalk.
Let me ask my readers to accompany me now
on another stalk. It was some six years after
the episode of which an account has been given.
I had in the meantime been almost continually
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employed on duty in the best shooting-grounds
in the Further Himalaya, and had shot many ibex,
and good heads among them too, but not the
enormous one with fifty-inch horns that figured
in my day-dreams.

Our summer camp had been pitched near the
head of the lovely Harpai glen, about the place
where the junipers begin to grow scarce and
the valley spreads into open stretches, in the
soft bottoms of which grass, mosses, and flowers
grew deep. A charming camp it was. One could
look across fifty miles of pine-clothed valleys
and ridges to where the great white cone of
Dobani rose beyond the Gilgit spur, and by
climbing up to the pass at the head of the
valley one could see half a dozen or more peaks
of over 24,000 feet cleaving the sky, and among
them the giant crest of Nanga Parbat.

Ibex and markhor were, of course, our main
interest, and though the cares of a district pre-
vented my being always on the wander, it was rare
that we had not news of the existence somewhere
in the neighbourhood, of a mighty old buck of one
or other of the wild goats. Indeed, the story of
that summer camp is, in the main, the history of
attempts to compass the death of two remarkably
fine beasts—one a markhor and the other an ibex.
It is with the latter that this story deals.



The white cone of Dobanni.
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We were playing golf one evening on the links
round our camp, certainly the highest though
not the worst course in the world, when Gul
Sher, who had been roaming about with tele-
scope and binoculars, turned up and took my
clubs.

Gul Sher was a character, and should have been
born a Scotchman, although, loth as I am to confess
evil of him, he did not appreciate golf. The end
in view seemed to him so disproportionate with
the pains taken in attaining it. All the same he
used frequently to carry my clubs, and did not
hesitate to criticise freely, but he would not drop
the language of the rifle. When we topped a ball
we were told we had “gone high,” and when we
dug into the ground we were told to take a “finer
sight ” ; but the absence of a second barrel, after
some such a contretemps, always seemed to him an
unredeemable blot on the game.

As we were going round, he gradually allowed it
to become apparent that he had seen a real mon-
ster ibex among the high crags known as Kine-
chuch, that overhung the valley six or seven miles
below our camp. He was an ibex of great age, his
winter coat not yet shed, and with horns not less
than six spans in length. Gul Sher had seen him
one day, but he had been gone the next; his re-
treat, however, was one to which he would be
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certain to return, being isolated, remote, and
precipitous.

Next morning, taking my shootmg tent and kit
for a few days, I went down the valley, through
forests of juniper and cedar, and then, turning up
to the right, crossed a high bare pass leading to
the Gasho valley, from which the Kinechuch ridge
could be attacked. It looked formidable. A high
black razor-edge of slate, bare of all vegetation for
a couple of thousand feet above our heads, in
length three miles or more. From the side we
were to attack it—which was the reverse of that
the ibex were on—the ridge looked very steep and
rather awesome, but on essaying it next morning
we found it easier than it appeared, and a couple
of hours’ scramble over sharp jutting-out angles of
slate, forming easy but treacherous footing, and
loose jangling débris of the same, brought us to
the top. Here quite a different kind of ground
awaited us. The drop down the opposite side
was almost sheer, being parallel with the dip in
the slate, and gave no foothold of any kind. The
precipice fell straight down for five to eight hun-
dred feet or so, and then the naked rock was
buried under a less steep slope of old avalanche
snow. Below this came alpine pastures falling
away down into pine forests two or three thou-
sand feet below us. Sharp ridges ran down at
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frequent intervals into the pastures, forming a
series of corries—altogether an ideal haunt for
ibex. It was in one of these that the big fellow
had been seen. So we walked along the razor-
edge, or rather just behind it, examining every
ravine in turn. Ibex we found in plenty, but not
the one we were after. From the edge of the
ridge, where it fell away abruptly, we retraced our
steps and went back to the other end, and were
rewarded by seeing—nothing. So back we went
to camp. There was not anything surprising in
this : big ibex are not picked up every day, and,
as Gul Sher remarked, “If not to-day, then to-
morrow or the next day; but find him we shall.”
But he was there neither on the morrow nor the
day after. The Kinechuch ridge was then aban-
doned, and in the next few days all the likely
ground on that water-parting was examined ; but
with no result, and the pursuit of the big ibex was
dropped for the time. A fortnight or more later
Gul Sher found him again in the same spot, and
again I laid myself out for his destruction. The
evening before he had been there, but when I
went up the ridge he was gone— vanished as
mysteriously as before. However, I determined
to look yet another day before again dropping his
pursuit; and this time, if the big one was not to
be seen, we agreed I was to shoot one or other of
C
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the smaller ibex on the other side. So up we
went. Proceeding our usual round, first to the
east, we came on a herd of ibex among which was
a fair head—a good one anywhere else,—which I
judged to be about forty-two inches, or perhaps a
shade more. My faith in the big one was growing
faint. ¢ I’ll shoot that one,” I remarked ; *“a bird
in the hand, anyhow.”

“Good, Sahib,” said Gul Sher; “if you will
wait here with the second shikari, I will go to
the end of the ridge and have one more look,
and if you don’t see me wave my coat, go round
and shoot him.”

The old man disappeared, and I lay and ate
my cold mutton, and watched the herd lying
peacefully below us chewing the cud and little
recking of danger. We waited a couple of hours
and no signs of Gul Sher, when just as we were
preparing to move, a black dot moved out into
a patch of snow at the extreme end of our ridge.
Gul Sher, no doubt, and a look through the glasses
discovered him furiously waving his coat. Over
the loose slates we clattered, sending small aval-
anches down the hill, working slowly round the
dizzy corners and running over the slopes of shale
till, in an hour’s time we arrived‘, somewhat blown,
to where Gul Sher was sitting. His face and nod
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were enough, and words superfluous. The ridge
here turned at a right angle, forming on the
inside a snow-filled gully and on the outside a
steep cliff, a thousand feet or so in height, of
broken rocks. It was on the latter the ibex
were lying.

Gul Sher had the telescope propped up on the
ridge crest, and I crawled up and applied my eye.
There were two ibex in the field of view, and one
of them was the monster, with horns forming
an almost complete circle, though reaching right
back behind his shoulders,—a truly magnificent
head, measuring fifty inches at least. They were
lying facing us, and a lot of does and kids were
scattered all about and around. The herd was
about five hundred yards away, and so we worked
without further ado along the ridge towards them.
The wind was in our faces, but dark clouds had
appeared on the horizon, and no time was to be
lost, as it might change any moment. After
going a few hundred yards, a small V-shaped
depression in the crest gave what seemed a good
firing point; so we crept to this and looked over.
The big ibex was within a hundred yards of us,
still lying facing us, but with head and a por-
tion only of his chest visible. I might have
taken the shot then, but I intensely desired to
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risk nothing ; the herd was absolutely unalarmed ;
and finally, Gul Sher was against it. So we crept
farther still along the ridge, to a point from where
I should get a view of his red back lying not forty
yards below me. With extraordinary care I crept
to the edge. Nothing to be seen. I pushed my-
self a little farther over. At this moment there
came a low growl of thunder, and—fearful thought !
—I felt a breath of cold air on the back of my
neck. Almost simultaneously a tremendous clatter
of stones and a cloud of dust arose from below me.
‘An exclamation of intense disgust came from Gul
Sher. The hillside seemed alive with ibex, dashing
at headlong speed along the cliff-side away from
me. I swung my legs over the edge, to get a
sitting shot at the big one when he should appear,
but they seemed all small.

“There is no use looking that way,” said Gul
Sher; “the big one has gone down the ridge.”

The shikari was standing up, looking away down
the ridge through his glasses. I found the direc-
tion, and saw two ibex going hard five hundred
yards away, and they were lost to view.

We followed them down the ridge,—a difficult
descent that nothing but the thought of that big
ibex would have induced me to make; but he
had evidently not stopped, and had gone on into
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the forests below. We got back to camp when
it was pitch-dark, as sick and disgusted as we
could well be.

That ibex did not return to his haunt the next
day; nor, hunt high, hunt low, as we did for
many days afterwards, did he ever once appear
to me again, except in my dreams.

It is as well to be philosophic over one’s shikar
as in other things, and in a little Persian proverb
I sometimes call to mind is embodied a deal of
philosophy. It runs—

Agar shabha hamal shab ¢ kadr budi
Shab ¢ kadr be kadr budi :

“If every night was the ‘night of miracles,” the
‘night of miracles’ would cease to be miraculous,”
and might be freely rendered, “ If you could shoot
an enormous ibex every day of your life, enormous
ibex would no longer be worth the shooting.” But
as regards this particular beast, the proverb has
not had its wonted efficacy, for I shall always
regret his loss.

That same season I lost, by no fault of my
own, a markhor which would have been the second
finest I have ever shot. I got his “brother” out
of the same herd, a distinctly smaller beast, which
measured fifty-two inches. A deal used to be said
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to Gul Sher about the loss of this markhor, and I
well remember his reply: “You talk about that
markhor, Sahib, but mark my words, you may find
a dozen markhor like the one we lost, but you
will never in your life see the like of the ibex
of Kinechuch”; and I believe him.



The big markhor.
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THE BIG MARKHOR.

The things we know are neither rich nor rare,
But wonder how the devil they got there.

SucH were the words which kept recurring to me
as Gul Sher and I sat watching the herd from
our cranny, high up in the Shingye Glen. The
long telescope had been propped up on rocks and
pointed towards some grassy ledges in the middle
of a sheer face of rock on the opposite side of
the valley three thousand yards or more away.
Even with the forty-power glass the markhor
appeared absurdly minute as they moved about
the rocks and nibbled the dry autumn grass.
Pope’s lines about the fly in amber seemed
peculiarly appropriate. ‘ How the devil,” indeed !
For as far as we could see there was absolutely
no path leading across the great scarp of black
rock to their lofty grazing ground. But where
nothing else can go, the markhor, biggest and
most majestic of all the wild goats, wanders with
ease, to find among dizzy precipices his refuge
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from wolf and snow-leopard. My stalker and I
had been watching this particular herd off and
on for many days, and with the greatest care,
for in it was a monster like which few have been
shot and fewer still could remain in the Gilgit
Kohistan — or any other part of the Himalayas.
He was with a herd of fourteen others, all hoary
old males. But whenever we had seen them,
they were always high up on this same rock face
and absolutely unapproachable from any direction.
A seat like Sinbad on the back of the simurg, or
even a modern flying machine, might have served
our purpose, but nothing else. Inaccessible and
distant though they were, as they moved about
we could distinctly see their great spiral horns
against the patches of snow which lay here and
there. Soon after taking up our post of observa-
tion In the early morning, we had found out that
the big one was not that day with the herd, and
on running through the muster, fourteen were
counted instead of the full fifteen. Still, at any
moment he might appear from some hidden ravine
or cranny, so we settled ourselves down to a day
of watching.

Old Gul Sher was no bad companion with
whom to while away a long day’s spying. He
was not a great talker; who is that has spent his
life, or the greater part of it, alone with Nature ?



Gul Sher spying.
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But what he did not know about the beasts, birds,
and plants of this wild country was not worth
knowing, and with judicious questioning he would
propound it all. Then what tales he could relate
of the savage deeds these valleys and mountains
had witnessed before the advent of the English,
not so many years ago! Of the many remote
and inaccessible glens we visited together, there
were few which had not been the scene of some
dark tragedy. Far below us, for instance, a black
dot marked a cave at the foot of the huge scarp
opposite, whither a former Ra of Gilgit had fled
for refuge, accompanied by a handful of devoted
retainers. So great was his name for valour that
his enemies durst not attempt to take him there,
but determined to starve him out. A semicircle
of low walls built of rock débris still remain and
were visible from our perch, showing how his cruel
foes watched him by day and night. After a
week of starvation the chieftain surrendered with
his followers, on the assurance of their lives being
spared,—a promise as readily given as it was
promptly broken; for all were conducted to Gil-
git, and like the King of the Amalekites, hewn in
pieces.

In this most difficult of all stalking, in which
the quarry is nothing meaner than the king of
all the race of wild goats, Gul Sher was a perfect
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marvel. Of his fifty years, forty spent high up
on the mountains had furrowed his face and
grizzled his beard ; but on the most dangerous
ground his step was as sure as ever, his nerve
as steady; and many was the time I found he
could give me the weight of my rifle and a bad
beating up a stiff hill. He began life as a goat-
herd, when he would be away for days together
without seeing a human face, and thus he learnt
to wander about the awesome solitudes where
the eagle builds its nest and the wild goat is
monarch of all he surveys, as fearless of step
as they. Later on he was a hunter on his own
account, the most celebrated in all the Gilgit
Kohistan. His weapon was the matchlock of the
country, accurate up to perhaps fifty yards, and
with this he stalked and shot many hundreds of
these, the wildest game animals in the world.
That needed more craft than is necessary in these
days of Mannlichers and suchlike arms of pre-
cison. “Ah, Sahib,” he used to remark, ‘if I
had only had your rifle in those days!” to which
I would reply that I was uncommonly thankful
he had not!

Well, we waited and watched till evening, but
the big markhor did not appear that day, nor
indeed did we see him for some weeks after,
though we searched high and low, and spent
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many cold days sitting out examining from
different points every square yard of the neigh-
bouring valleys. I think I may safely say that
never in my life was I so keen to get any beast
as I was to shoot that markhor; and keen as I
was, Gul Sher was even more so, for it had eluded
us so often that he had begun to think that his
reputation depended on getting me a shot—his
face, as he said, was “blackened” till he did so.

At last came a heavy fall of snow, and when
the air cleared, the patriarch was again with
the herd. We were watching the party one
evening as they appeared in single file out of
a ravine and wandered down into a deep snow-
filled ravine leading into the Shingye nullah.
Last of all came a markhor with very long straight
horns, which I picked out as the big one. Gul
Sher said, “ No, that is a new-comer, and by his
size he must be the big one’s own brother, but
our old friend will not be far off.” Sure enough,
a hundred yards behind all emerged a markhor
the like of which has rarely been seen, with a
gigantic pair of horns both long and massive,
looking like the gnarled branches of a tree.
“ That’s the one,” said Gul Sher, “and I should
know him well.” It was getting dark as the
herd moved slowly down out of sight—all except
the straight-horned one. He stopped behind,
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standing immovable, his face down the valley
towards us. Whether or no he had some
mysterious suspicion of danger, who can say?

We returned to camp pretty pleased, as barring
snow-leopards, which infested this glen, and
accidents, I should get a shot at the big one next
morning.

We were out before dawn. In order to get
above the herd in the ravine where we had left
them, we had to walk up the main Kargah glen
for a mile and a half and then climb up to the
left, crossing over a spur into the Shingye nullah,
some 800 feet above my camp, to which there
was an almost sheer drop down. We zigzagged
up and down, Gul Sher leading and finding
paths along dizzy ledges where paths there
appeared to be none, I following, haud passibus
@quis, my second shikari with rifle and lunch
coming last. Gul Sher knew every inch of the
ground we were on—it used to be his own
hunting-ground in the old days—else, covered
with snow as was every spot where snow could
lie, the stalk would have been an impossibility.

There was that morning one particularly un-
attractive place to negotiate. The ledge, which
was our only means of reaching our point, ran
round a corner, to pass which the entire weight
had to be thrown on one foot placed on a small
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corner of stone having a slight slope outwards.
The sheer wall of rock afforded no hand-hold, and
of course we had no rope, for in markhor stalk-
ing, though the advisability of being roped not
seldom occurs, such aids would be too much of
an encumbrance to be habitually carried. There
was no great difficulty about the step if the foot
did not slip, but on the ledge lay an inch or two
of snow, which the shikari going first with un-
hesitating nerve and assurance had not improved ;
so about that “if” there was a note of uncertainty.
It may be that it is the recollection of such
moments as these, when the heart has to be
hardened and the nerves taken in hand, that
makes a collection of mountain trophies one’s
dearest possession.

We arrived at the edge of the ravine into which
the herd had gone the night before as the sun
topped the mountains to the south, and slowly
raised ourselves to peer over. The herd was not
there. After some consultation it was decided
to go on to the next ridge, which they had prob-
ably crossed, when whizz! thud !—a falling stone
plunged into the snow in front of us. We looked
up. Nothing was visible to the naked eye, but a
few seconds’ examination with the glasses showed
us the herd moving leisurely up a grey stone shoot
far above us. Now a few steps, now a bound to
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reach a high ledge, a halt to look round, and on
again. They were quite safe, and knew it. To
pursue them would be useless, and to get above
them at that time of year impossible; nothing
remained but to return to camp or wait where we
were till the evening, when, if they had not got our
wind, they might come down again. We elected
the latter course, and, having retired a few hundred
yards to avoid an upward current of air taking the
markhor news of our ambush, spent the short
winter’s day as comfortably as we could. Many
times did we measure in anticipation that markhor’s
horns, but as Gul Sher said, “It was not in his
fate to meet death that day.” Evening came, but
not the markhor, and we returned to camp cold,
hungry, and disappointed.

It was not till ten days after this, during which
I had twice seen the big markhor, but without its
being possible to attempt a stalk, that the herd
again one evening wandered into the identical
ravine where we had stalked them before. Next
morning was one of those glorious days one gets
in the Himalaya in the depth of winter. Not a
breath of wind, the sky cloudless and of the
deepest blue, against which the black jagged peaks
of the mountains, encrusted in lines and ridges
with snow and seemingly bound in silver, stood
out in the clear air with extraordinary sharpness
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and brilliancy. Below the crests immaculate
snow-fields faintly reflected in their shadows the
intense blue of the sky above. The silence was
only broken by the deep gurgling of the torrent
near our camp under thick ice, and by the cries of
a flock of ravens which were wheeling round and
round at an immense height above our heads.

I was finishing the square meal with which a
wise man never omits, whatever the hour, to
strengthen the inner man before commencing a
day on the mountains, when Gul Sher, who had
been up before dark, walked into camp. He had
been up the opposite side of the valley with the
glasses to assure himself that our herd had not
moved during the night, and brought the welcome
news that the fifteen were together in the ravine
they had entered the previous evening, and that
the big one was with them.

After warming the stalker with a bowl of hot
tea, the binding on of my Kashmiri grass shoes
(an unequalled form of footgear for snow) was
quickly completed, and we started off at a good
pace. When we were nearing the top of the scarp
overhanging our camp we heard above us the
curious loud snort given by an alarmed markhor.
A doe was staring at us from a rock a hundred
yards above, and somewhat in front of where we
had precipitately sat ourselves down. It was a
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very anxious moment. If the frightened beast
made off round the other side of the spur towards
which we were going, it was odds she would give
the alarm to our herd, and then good-bye to our
chance of the big markhor that day; so we simply
sat motionless as stones and waited. It seemed
as if she would never satisfy her curiosity, for
she stood without a move for a good ten minutes.
At last she turned and began bounding off—and
in a safe direction! And now, as it had been
already late before this contretemps took place,
and we did not wish to find the markhor had
wandered up into their fastnesses, Gul Sher
quickened the pace, and without a word or a halt
we traversed the precipices that guarded the flank
of the ravine that was our objectsf. Arrived at
the spot, Gul Sher took off his cap and erawled
stealthily to the edge of the ridge and looked over,
while I stood for a moment, face to the breeze, to
regain my breath. Then crawling after Gul Sher,
I reached his side and looked over. In front of
us was a ravine some five hundred yards across,
deep in snow, and terminating above us to our
right in a black wall of rock. But it was bare of
any living thing. Tracks, however, we could see
with our glasses, and they showed that the herd
had moved on over the opposite ridge. After
assuring ourselves that there was no watchful
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sentry posted on the look-out, we plunged into the
deep snow and began a slow progress across the
valley. It was tolerably easy going to the bottom,
but the wind seemed to have drifted all the snow
on to the south side, and the ascent became a
struggle. The distance was short however, we
had the markhor in front of us, and we floundered
on, The leading man frequently sank up to his
arm-pits in some hollow, and before we had gone
half-way up the hill a halt was called, and this
was repeated at every fifty yards or so, for there
is no use trying to hold a rifle steady when it’s
“bellows to mend.” A final struggle brought us
within five yards of the top, and while I sat down
to recover my wind and clear my Mannlicher from
snow, Gul Sher crawled on and looked over. A
nod from him showed me it was all right, and that
at last I was within shot of the big markhor. On
the next minute hung the result of many days’
toil. After seeing to the rifle, I had meant to
give myself another fifteen seconds in which to
steady down after our climb, when Gul Sher
whispered, ““ Quick, Sahib, I think they’ve got our
wind.”

I was down in the snow beside the shikari. He
was trembling as if he had the ague. The mar-
khor were on the move. Three or four were
standing looking our way and the rest moving

D
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slowly to the opposite side of the ravine. Some
were already half-way up the opposite side, three
hundred yards away, and making the best of their
way with great bounds in the deep snow. Fifty
yards ahead of the first flight, and showing the
way, was our friend with the straight horns, who
was not to be caught napping, and had probably
been the one to start the panic. The big one was
not in sight, and an exultant thought shot through
me that he must be just below us, though out of
sight. Half a minute’s intense expectation, and
he suddenly appeared—not indeed below us, but
from behind a small under-feature about two hun-
dred and fifty yards away. He stood out coal-
black against the snow, but was already far for
a shot, and was going straight away from us.
¢“Shall I risk it or not?” I thought, and put the
question in words to Gul Sher. * Please yourself,
Sahib,” he said, *“ but of you shoot and miss him
now, you'll never see him again.”

He was a long way off by this time, and, terribly
disappointing though it was, I determined not to
shoot, but to try and get a better chance some
other day, though mechanically I followed him
with my rifle as he moved off. Suddenly he
stopped, turned broadside on, and looked round.
The sight of the rifle was covering him, and it was
in the inspiration of a moment that I raised



The Big Markhor 51

it to above his back and my finger pressed the
trigger.

The report echoed and re-echoed among the
crags. I saw the markhor bound on, throwing the
snow about him. But to get in a second shot was
the thing, and I hastily shoved another cart-
ridge into the breech. When I looked up again he
was gone.

“Where is he ?” I asked.

“I don't know, Sahib,” said Gul Sher hesitat-
ingly. ‘“He seemed to disappear by the knot of
junipers.” The glasses through which we had been
looking had got snow on them and were useless.
“It was too far,” he added, “but maybe he is
wounded and will come out soon.”

The herd were now far black specks on the
snow ; he surely could not be among them. We
waited and waited, expecting to see him appear in
the distance from behind some ridge or tree, but
not a sign! But stay; did I see something move
underneath that juniper, or is it the withered
branch of a tree sticking out from the snow?
“@o, Gul Sher, to that rock above us, and see if
you can make anything out.”

Gul Sher got up and went up the hill for fifty
yards and sat down, carefully wiped his glasses
and applied them to his eyes. Scarcely had he
done so when he was on his feet again, his
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face radiant and his glasses waved about his
head.

“ Margya, Sahib, margya!” (He's dead, Sahib,
he’s dead!) he shouted, and plunged down the
snow slope, taking enormous leaps. It was a bad
and dangerous journey to that juniper-tree under
which the markhor lay dead, but I got over the
ground in a dream. The markhor was shot through
the heart, and had fallen stone-dead near the tree
under which I had seen him plunge in his death
run. A lucky shot indeed! Gul Sher passed his
hands over the gigantic horns. Seven spans, which
the tape at home afterwards showed us to be fifty-
five inches.

¢ Ah, Sahib,” the old man said as we sat down to
talk it over, “my face has been black this month
past, but now it is red !”
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A DAY AFTER URIAL.

r behoves all sportsmen whose fate ordains that
ey shall live for a time in Baluchistan, on the
unjab frontier, in Chitral, Gilgit, and the Western
imalaya generally, to thank Providence who has
_iven them the urial—for there is no more sport-
ing animal under the sun. Their heads, when
seen hung up in a hall, do not attract the same
attention as those of their cousins of Tibet and
the Pamirs, but they are in their own way very
handsome. The horns are light in colour and
beautifully corrugated, and when entire form two
almost complete circles; but, as is the case with
most wild sheep, the tips are often minus the last
few inches, which have been worn or broken off.
Anything less ‘sheep-like” than the appear-
ance and behaviour of the urial cannot well be
imagined. Their heads certainly bear some re-
semblance to a sheep, in the same way as the
head of a race-horse is similar to that of a
donkey, but here similarity is at an end. The
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body, covered with short, stiff, reddish-coloured
hair, is essentially deer-like ; while to understand
the agility of the beast one must have seen a
frightened herd dashing at full gallop over
ground where the human animal can scarcely
venture at all.

The writer’s best acquaintance with the circular
horned sheep is in the valley of the Indus, from
a couple of stages beyond Leh, near the Tibetan
border, at a height of 10,000 feet and more, to
below Chilas, where the mighty river has fallen
to 3000 feet or so above the sea. Here their
country marches with that of their kinsmen the
great Ovis ammon, and one severe winter when
the latter were driven lower down the Indus than
usual, the two breeds are known to have crossed,
though the offspring of the union have, I am
afraid, all been wiped out. It is between Leh
and Chilas that the Indus, after rising north of
the main Himalayan axis, bursts through this
stupendous barrier. The huge rift it has worn
for itself appears to one high up on either side
of the valley as a great purple gulf opening
before him, through the haze of which the snow-
topped mountain crests of the opposite side can
be seen anything from ten to forty miles away.
Far below the big river washes smooth black
rocks carved and hollowed into fantastic shapes
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by the ceaseless action of nature’s great sculptor;
bays of sand and shingle, and accumulations of
boulders of gigantic size. Above these come
sandy rock-strewn terraces, high cliffs of yellow
hardened mud, screes of loose rock fragments,
and straight slopes of sand —all the débris, in
fact, accumulated through ages from the weather-
ing of the great mountains above. Where the
slopes are gentle enough for earth to lie, the
ground is covered with a scanty growth of
strongly aromatic wormwood, known by different
names in different localities, the pungent smell
of which will always be bound up in the writer’s
memory with the scenes of many years’ sport in
the Himalaya. This is the ground beloved of
urial during the winter; in parts as easy to
stride over as a heathery moor at home, but else-
where as difficult and treacherous as ground can
well be.

The spot to which I would ask my readers
to accompany me is some forty-five miles from
Gilgit, on the narrow road which has been
scraped and blasted and built along the left bank
of the Indus as far as the border fort of Chilas,
where it was my duty for a space to watch the
doings of the lower Indus tribesmen. I was on
my way thither, accompanied by Gul Sher, and
had decided to spend a couple of days after the
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urial which frequent the high cliffs below the
junction of the Astor river with father Indus.
A light wire bridge has here been thrown across
the tributary stream, nearing which we dismounted
to lead our ponies across. A more wild and for-
bidding scene it is impossible to imagine. Black
perpendicular rocks ascend to an enormous height,
through a narrow cleft in which, and seeming to
issue from the bowels of the earth, the Astor
river appears wild and foaming. The bridge is
hung across at the river’s narrowest part, and it
is here the rapids assume their most terrific aspect.
No one crossing the frail-looking structure can
help but pause a moment to look down and
wonder, and be fascinated by the tumult of
yellow water below him. At any rate we did,
and in doing so I could not help speculating
on the result of the breaking of the wire strand
on which we leant. How many seconds of life
would remain to any one falling in amongst the
spouting, boiling waves whose spray wet our
faces ?

After crossing the bridge we followed the road
for a short way, and then, leaving our ponies to
be taken on to the little fortified post at Lechir, -
we struck off to the left to look for the wild
sheep. After a quarter of an hour’s climb we sat
down behind a rock and set to work with the
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glasses. Mine were a pair of powerful prism
binoculars, and Gul Sher’s the old-fashioned tele-
scopic binoculars; so, ceteris paribus, I with the
better instrument should have picked up anything
there was to be seen first.  Other things, however,
were not equal, and it was Gul Sher’s grunt and
not mine which told the other that something
had been seen which deserved examination
through the telescope. They were lying, three
of them, and all rams, on one of a series of
steep ridges of hard clay about three-quarters
of a mile from us. Two of them certainly, with
black beards and ruffs, were old rams with good
heads. But between us lay a very deep and
precipitous ravine, which could not be crossed
except by dropping down to the road below us
or climbing high up; and as it was then three
o'clock on a short February day, the stalk had
to be put off till the morrow. So the afternoon
was spent in watching them.

Of course the talk was of urial. Gul Sher
recounted the tale about the herd which swam
the Indus near this very spot. To translate the
old chap’s quaint idioms and descriptions into
bald English, or even worse, the Biblical phrase-
ology which writers of the East sometimes put
into the mouths of their dark heroes, I will not
attempt. The story, however, ran that in his
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young days Gul Sher was stalking a herd of
urial on a flattish piece of ground opposite where
we were now sitting. From some way above
he had seen the herd disappear down a steep
cliff as if going to water, and had gone down
after them ; but on arriving at the spot where he
expected to get a shot, he saw to his astonishment
the last of them emerging from the water on
the opposite bank. I suggested that what he
saw was in reality a different herd. ‘That may
be, Sahib,” said the old man, nodding his head
and taking a great pinch of snuff, “but if it was,
then there must have been on each bank of the
Indus at that moment a herd of exactly the
same number, with an identical proportion of
rams, and each with one ram that was lame in
the same hind leg!”

The belief is common enough in the Gilgit
district that in winter urial do swim the Indus,
but Gul Sher is the only native of these parts
I have met or heard of who could be called in
any sense an “eye-witness.” The idea is that
in early spring they cross from the good winter
feeding-ground on the right bank to go to their
summer pasturages high above Astor. If the
story is true, they must be extraordinarily good
swimmers, for even in winter the distance to be
crossed would be not less than a couple of hundred
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yards, probably more, and the current is always
swift.

These beasts are second to none in activity
and wariness, and though the ground they are
found in is less romantic than that of some of
the other game animals of the Himalaya, the
day an old ram urial is fairly stalked and shot is
one any sportsman can remember with pleasure.

About the time the shadows began to creep
along the hillside, a cloud of dust some way
above the urial attracted our attention to another
herd coming down. Like most mountain game
going down to water, their progress was by
short rushes at headlong speed; then a sudden
halt, and they would become stones. The big
rams got up and joined the herd, and they all
disappeared into the ravine together. Then we
too got up and went on to the edge, on the
chance of their having moved down our way;
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