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LA ENERA T

IT is with some diffidence that I venture to
offer the following pages to the public, and feel
that a short explanation of my reason for doing
so will not be out of place.

In the year 1889 I carried out a long-pro-
jected expedition from India vz¢ Kashmir, Chin-
ese Turkistan, the Pamirs, and Asia Minor, and
shortly after my return published a rather full
journal in ‘Land and Water.’

At that time very little was known of these
regions, and still less interest taken in them,
therefore all idea of writing a book on the sub-
ject was considered a work of supererogation.
Since then, however, the Russian claims and
expeditions to our frontiers beyond Gilghit have
brought these parts into notice, and other writers
have awakened interest in them.

As 1 happen to have covered a greater ex-
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vi PREFACE.

tent of country than that described by some
more recent travellers, and, having frequently
left the main caravan routes, have crossed passes
and hunted over mountains which do not come
in the way of an ordinary journey, I hope these
descriptions of scenery and sport may still prove
‘acceptable ; and that my offering these pages
somewhat late in the day will be excused: and
I trust that the book may not be voted “a day
behind the fair.”

My thanks are due to the editor of ¢Land
and Water’ for kindly returning my diary,
thus enabling me to reproduce what appeared
there in narrative form.

As regards the sport obtained, I was fairly
successful, bringing back various specimens of
the big game of Central Asia, comprising Ouvis
poli, red-deer of Turkistan, wild camel, jeran
antelope, and, in addition to these, some of the
game-birds of the country: also from Kashmir,
markhor, ibex, burrel, &c.

The mapping was done by my companion,
Captain Bower of the Indian Intelligence De-
partment, who has since distinguished himself
further in that line.

C. S. CUMBERLAND.
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SPORT ON THE PAMIRS AND
TURKISTAN STEPPES.

EIR Al T BRI
IN KASHMIR.

SHOOTING IBEX IN KASHMIR— EXPEDITION TO PANGI—A
NIGHT UNDER A GLACIER—IN THE CHILAS COUNTRY.

THERE is a disease—the Germans call it Wander-
Just—which no time can cure, however much the
subject when on the tramp may vow “ This trip
must be the last.” Shooting is losing its charm,
the pleasure of killing does not compensate for
the pain of missing, the petty annoyances of
camp - life irritate, and he determines to give
it up.

The trip finished, he goes home; at the end
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of a week the decision appears to have been too
abrupt; a little farther north, south, east, or west,
matters would have been better. In a fortnight
he is keen to be off again, and in three weeks has
settled the details of another expedition.

So it was with myself. For many years I had
enjoyed varied sport in the Himalayas; then my
thoughts turned towards exploring new lands, and
hunting the monarch of the mountains, the grand
Ouwis poli, or Marco Polo’s sheep. Before this
could be achieved, however, much had to be done.
I propose, therefore, to relate some of my ex-
periences in the Himalayas which led to these
further wanderings. '

Being on leave one year, I went to Kashmir,
though without any particular object in view.
No sooner had I arrived, however, than the
shikaris fell upon me as vultures on their prey,
hovering round from dawn till dark. ¢ The sahib
had a rifle; why did he not take a nullah and
shoot ibex ?”

When I had been in the valley about a week,
it struck me I might do worse; so, engaging
little Rama, now one of the best shikaris in
Kashmir, we made a start. All the best nullahs
or valleys being taken, I had to content myself
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with the Gwi, a little nullah running into the
Wardwan.  How well I remember my first day
on the ibex-ground! My feelings were far from
comfortable. The Zuds looked horribly danger-
ous ; there was nothing to hold on to except an
occasional bramble, which cut one’s fingers to
pieces, and generally came out by the roots.
With the proverbial luck of the first day, I got
a shot, but of course missed, which, under the
circumstances, was not surprising, having to lean
the most of my precious body over a precipice
and fire straight down on to the back of an ibex
perched on a rock 150 yards below me, while
Rama held on to my heels like grim death. To
feel myself safe once more in my tent was a very
considerable satisfaction, while I intimated gently
to Rama that ibex-shooting was not my style of
business. “Oh,” he replied, ‘““all sahibs are the
same ; but after a day or two they become too
foolhardy, and it is all I can do to prevent them
from breaking their necks. We will shoot a bear
or two first: the ground is not so difficult, for
they come down into the nullahs td feed, and in
a few days we will try the ibex-ground again.”
Well, we shot some red bears, and found it very
easy work; for poor old Bruin cannot see, and
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therefore requires no stalking, and very little
climbing. Meanwhile I had discovered what a
wonderful thing a grass-shoe! is, and when on
the third day we returned to the ibex - ground,
I felt as safe as a goat.

After a blank morning, we sat down to eat the
breakfast we had brought up the mountain, and
as we rested the c¢/ofa, or small shikari, who had
been prospecting, came hurrying up to report a
herd of ibex. Off we went over the snow, and
soon came upon the herd lying in a large corrie.
At first I thought them unstalkable; but as the
ground was well covered with rocks, I soon found
myself near enough for a shot. “ Oh, sahib, do
not be in a hurry,” was Rama’s advice; “your
hand is shaking : the ibex are all lying down, and
will not run away.” Certainly it was a word in
season, for I was in a great state of what they
call in the Highlands “stag-fever.” So I lay
quiet until one got up: of course he looked to
me the “biggest as ever was.” I could resist no
longer, and loosed off at him; in an instant he
and the rest had vanished!

1 The so-called grass-shoe is a sandal woven of a rope made of
rice-straw, and worn over a moccasin made of leather or thick
cloth.
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“ Lugga, sahib, you have hit him.”

Away we went as hard as we could over the
brow of the hill, and there, oh joy! was my ibex,
and down too. ¢ Wait, sahib, wait,” was the
warning cry. I could not, but ran on towards
him, when to my horror up he got; bang went
the second barrel, and missed! The agony of
that moment, and the relief when he dropped
never to rise again! Having, as I considered,
earned a rest, I proceeded back to Srinagar.

My bag consisted now of one ibex (36-inch
horns), two musk-deer, and three bears. After
a week at Srinagar, I began to think this was not
much to swagger about; so consulted Rama, and
was soon on the way back to the Wardwan, where,
finding that a man had just vacated the Crushnai
valley, quite the best nullah in the Wardwan dis-
trict, I popped in, and in a month shot half-a-
dozen ibex, and left a confirmed hill - shooter :
loafing in the Kashmir valley had now no charm
for me.

My next expedition was to Pangi, where I was
first in the field, crossing over the Chini Pass—
now forbidden as dangerous—and secured the
Sechu nullah, since reserved by the Rajah of
Chumba. There fortune favoured me, getting
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in twenty-five days’ shooting twenty-five head—
viz., ten ibex, eight bears, and seven musk-deer.

From there 1 wandered on to Zanskar, and
tried for burrel, but saw no heads worth shooting,
so proceeded to Leh, where, after resting a while
with friends, I again prepared for a start, having
in my mind to add yak, burrel, Tibet antelope,
and a possible Ovzs Ammon to my collection.

After a twelve-days’ march we reached the
Kobrang valley, where traces of yak were soon
found, and, what was more to the purpose, shot
a couple, one of them a very fine bull. The rest
of the herd would not go, and I might have killed
them all had I wished to do so, as they ran round
and round me.

Then moving back to Kiam in Changchenmo,
I shot a couple of antelopes, but found them very
difficult to stalk, as they live on the open grass
plain. Continuing my way over the Marsemik
Pass, I came across a herd of burrel, one of which
I shot; then had two days’ of unsuccessful hunt-
ing after a herd of Ovis Ammon, which frequent
this range. This brought my expedition to an
end, and I returned to Kashmir. Latterly I used
a single Henry 500-bore in place of the old muzzle-
loader with which I began, and found it quite the
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best weapon for mountain-shooting. A double
barrel, take it all round, is a dangerous weapon,
especially for a beginner, as he is pretty sure to
fire his left too soon after his first shot at a re-
treating animal, which is perhaps a small head
not worth shooting, and if he hits it, which is
doubtful, will not kill it clean; whereas the
short time it takes to reload gives the chance of
a steady shot during the short pause which a herd
generally makes after the first spurt, very often on
the sky-line, when they turn to see the cause of
the disturbance before finally separating. Then,
if you have had patience, is the time to select a
good head with a fair chance of killing. Or, if
moving on bad ground where they travel slowly,
you can get three or more shots.

My chief object in life after this was to get
markhor. So, as my amiable commanding officer
sent my name in for another spell of leave, I
proceeded once more to Kashmir.

By the advice of a friend I got Kamala, one
of the best shikaris, and started up the Rupel
valley, west of Nanga Parbat, with the intention
of going over into Chilas. This, Kamala said,
was somewhat risky, as Chilas was yagistan—
literally, a lawless place; but if I promised to
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avoid villages, and keep on high ground, it was
possible we might get a markhor, and return
without our throats being cut!

Going to the foot of the Rupel glacier, I left
my camp standing, and taking half-a-dozen coolies
with necessaries, started to find my way over the
pass. This I did without much trouble, except
from my coolies, who kept collapsing, saying they
were dying, and could go no farther. However,
I got over at last, and curled up below the glacier
for the night.

The next morning, making an early start, we
caught sight of some natives, and as neither ap-
peared to be very confident of the other, we had
a talk across the ravine! After explaining I only
wanted a markhor, two of them started off for
the Malik (headman), while we agreed to remain
there for him. In a couple of hours he appeared,
and inviting me over to confer with him, we soon
became quite friendly. Grey-bearded and vener-
able in appearance, he reminded me of the patri-
archs of old, and very kindly offered me a hut,
and a man to show me the ground, the only
proviso being that I should make but a short
stay, for fear some other Malik might hear of me,
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and take a fancy to my goods and chattels. I
thanked him much, and offered him a snuff-box,
which sealed our bond of friendship, then started
for his little summer residence, which consisted ‘
of a few mud-huts.

Next day the guide came early, and off we
went. I was delighted with the look of the
country, and felt confident if markhor were about
we should see them: being above the forest
region, there was nothing to hide them. We
saw none until the afternoon, when, to my great
joy, I discovered a splendid herd. All seemed
to be old heads, with magnificent neck-manes
and beards. I made a good stalk, and knocked
over three, one' of which, however, got away,
being only stunned, I fancy, with a knock on the
horn, as there was no blood - track. The two
remaining were good ones, resembling the Kaji-
nag heads as to twist, and were not in the least
like the Astor heads.

The following day I devoted to skinning and
cleaning these specimens. Then the old Malik
came and said, “ You have got what you wished.
Now take my advice and return, or the Malik of
Booner may find you out, and I cannot protect
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you.” At first I was disinclined to believe this,
but Kamala and the coolies begged me with tears
_ to go; so I agreed, and started immediately.
Afterwards I heard from Biddulph, who was then
Resident at Astor, that the other man did turn
up, and rather sat on my old Malik for be-
friending me.
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CHAPTER 1.
SPORTING WANDERINGS.

THE PILGRIM AT THE BRIDGE—SHOOTING BURREL—IN THE
PIR PANJAL AFTER MARKHOR—A NARROW ESCAPE—DEATH
OF RASAKA—RETURN TO LEH—FESTIVAL AT A GOMPA—
ACROSS THE SASAR AND KARAKORAM PASSES—AN OASIS
—OVIS AMMON AND SHAPOO.

AFTER a good deal of travelling and contretenips
of various kinds, without any particular sport, I
made up my mind to have a look at Colonel
Markham’s old shooting-ground above Gangootri,
of which I had read an account when he went
there years ago with shikari Wilson.

The road as far as the Hindoo shrine was quite
good, but after that I found it rather difficult.
There being no bridges, I had to cut down trees
and make them myself. After a few days’ hard
work I got up to the Gaomukhi, or Cow’s Mouth,
as the natives call the mouth of the glacier. It
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was a lovely camping-ground, commanding a view
of one of the finest glaciers in the world, with a
glorious amphitheatre of mountains covered with
everlasting snow.

I was accompanied to this spot by one of the
numerous pilgrims who flock up every year to
worship at the shrine of Gangajee, having found
the poor creature squatting down in his yellow
cloth by the side of a little swinging bridge of
wire which crosses the gorge through which the
Bilung river, a tributary of the Ganges, flows.
Except to a mountaineer, walking across is rather
jumpy work, as it is only one plank wide, swung
on wire, and sways a good deal. If you look
down to the torrent rushing and foaming 3500
feet below, it is by no means conducive to steady
nerves.

In reply to my query as to why he had not
crossed, the unfortunate pilgrim told me that he
had been there for two days and had started time
after time, but always failed for lack of nerve. 1
then asked if he would trust me to take him
across, and he said he would, “for the sahibs
never failed in their promises.” So telling him
to take hold of my belt, shut his eyes, and follow,
he did so like a lamb, and in a couple of minutes
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we were at the other side. I looked round and
told him to open his eyes and let go. Never did
I see a man look so happy; he fell down and em-
braced my knees. He followed me to Gaomukhi,
staying near my tent all the time I was there.
He used to say his prayers at the mouth of the
glacier, and meditate in his yellow cloth for the
rest of his time. [ could not get him to eat any-
thing but a little rice and dall, although burrel-
meat was plentiful in my camp. He only asked
for the skin of a beast to take back with him as
a souvenir.

I shot burrel in this spot until I was ashamed,
and left, taking seventeen heads with me. I
marched down the Bhagarutti as far as Batwari,
then took a line across the hills to British Gurwal
vz@ Okimat and Pomwali.

At one camp I heard a good many sambur
trumpeting at night, so took a look round the
forest next day, and came across one or two
beautiful stags, quite the finest horns I ever
saw; but as they were in velvet, did not shoot
them, only wished much it had been a month
later.

After this I made my way back to Dagshai,
where my regiment was then stationed.
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My next four months’ leave I decided to try
for markhor in the Pir Panjal, and met old
Sadik, a shikari who had lived there all his life,
and knew every markhor by name. For three
weeks we worked in the Bakri and Andar nullahs,
but only saw small heads, so went off to Kashmir.

I got Rasaka, a shikari I had known formerly,
and started for the Wardwan, having promised
to get some ibex for the mess. All the good
nullahs were taken; but on my way I happened
to meet the occupant of Crushnai, in the Ward-
wan district, who had come as far as the
Margan pass to meet his wife. This he offered
to me, as he had soon to leave, promising to let
me know when he did so. Meanwhile I went
into the Mangal nullah, where I had not only
great grief, but a narrow escape for my life.

As we went out in the morning, Rasaka told
me how two sportsmen and their followers had
been killed in this nullah, showing me the place
where the snow came on them. [ remarked that I
had little experience of avalanches, but was more
afraid of the rocks when they came down with a
run. Now and again in our lives a casual remark
seems prophetic, and it proved to be so on this
occasion.
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We were working our way down a very steep
snow - filled rift on the mountain -side, a coolie
from the nearest village leading, Rasaka next,
and [ last of all. We were moving in dchkelon,
and had only got a few hundred yards down,
when | was startled by a whizz on the snow:
before I could look round or say a word, a
flattish rock the size of a cart-wheel went past
me like a toboggan, caught poor Rasaka behind
the knees, turned him over, and sent him spin-
ning down the snow on to the coolie in front,
and the two went off head over heels. T felt
very sick, thinking they would never stop until
they went over the Zud at the bottom of the
ravine ; but, to my great relief, they came against
the side of the rift, which took a bend some way
below, and there they hung on. I got down
to Rasaka first, and for the moment thought
he was not much hurt; but when I asked him,
he replied quite quietly, “ Sahib, I am done for;
look at my leg.” And, sure enough, it was
smashed all to pieces—almost knocked off! I
ran on to the other man, who was groaning;
but finding he was all right beyond a bruise
or two, shook him up, telling him it was no time
for crying, and we must see what could be done
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for Rasaka. Finding it was impossible to move
him any distance, I decided there was nothing for
it but to return to camp and rig up some sort of
a litter to carry him down in; but as I doubted
much getting back before dark, when travelling
on such bad ground would be dangerous, we
moved him into a sort of cave, where, making
him as comfortable as was possible under the
circumstances, I left him with the coolie, tell-
ing him if I did not return in time he must
stay there for the night. I had some difficulty
in finding my way without a guide, and did not
get down before dark. Early next morning I
was back, and got the poor fellow down to the
village, which was not far from my camp. He
then told me he felt certain he should not live for
twenty-four hours; and as he was spitting and
passing blood, I feared it was too likely. He
died that night. I was much distressed at losing
him like this, and was very glad to get a note
from a friend asking me to join him, so left the
fatal spot at once. I stayed in Crushnai a
month, killed a dozen ibex, and so kept my
promise to the mess.

During my next leave, in 1884, I determined
to go as far as I could towards Chinese Turk-
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istan on the Yarkand road. I reached Leh,
where I found an old friend, Fraser by name, who
was Joint Commissioner, and with his kind assist-
ance soon made arrangements for a start. But
as the Sasar and Khardung passes were not
quite open, I went up with him to Hemmis to see
a great festival at the gompa or monastery there.
It was curious, but rather monotonous. The
court of the gompa was decorated with flags and
pictures, and the lamas performed many quaint
dances in masks and fancy dresses. I went over
the establishment, and found it quite like the
European monastery, with refectory, library, and
cells; also that the lamas, like the monks of
old, took very good care of the inner man! The
head lama wears a red cardinal’s hat on state
occasions.

Having got my caravan in order, I started off
over the Digar La, which is a fairly easy pass,
and found mygelf on the Yarkand road. After
crossing the Shyok river in a boat, the ponies
swimming, I proceeded up the Nubra valley for
two days. ~ Here I bade adieu to the habitations
of man and crossed over the Sasar Pass. It
was hard work for the ponies, the winding path
being covered with d&ébrss and moraines of

B
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glaciers all the way, until reaching the glacier
itself. Over this the going was good enough,
as the snow on the top was caked hard. But the
descent on the other side was just the reverse,
and our difficulties were great. However, getting
over at last, I camped on the shore of the Shyok
river.

The next morning, crossing the river with my
tent, &c., in the ferry-boat, the ponies swimming
as before, I loaded on the other side, and pro-
ceeded up a narrow gorge to the plains of Murghi.
It was early morning, and the water in the stream,
which I forded about fifty times, was low, so had
little trouble and made a good march. The
following day I crossed the Depsang plains,
17,000 feet above the level of the sea, and found
myself again on the Shyok river, now a very
shallow stream.

My next obstacle was the Karakoram, 18,500
feet; but it was easy going, and I did not feel it
in the least.

Two days after, I reached Wahab ]Jilga, from
which it was my intention to go over a pass
called Karatagh towards Kizil Jilga, where yak
are said to swarm. Failing, however, to strike
the road, I found myself, after two days’ trav-
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elling, at the top of the Potash gorge, which
leads down to the Karakash river. It was a
pleasant sight for “sair een,” the beautiful green
grass, rose-bushes, tamarisk, and wild - flowers,
after the eternal gravel, dust, and shale of the
road. My ponies, too, evidently relished the
change when they got their packs off and were
given the run of their teeth.

I stayed there three days to rest and feed
them, and then started back, having promised
not to cross the river into Chinese territory for
fear of political complications, intending to try
once more to find the road to Kizil Jilga; but
finding I could not shake off an attack of fever
which developed the day I arrived at Potash,
decided to return to Leh, and had a most un-
pleasant journey, fever every two days. As
soon, however, as I got into Nubra and had
apricots and vegetables, I picked up quickly,
and had quite recovered by the time I reached
Leh.

Having only shot a couple of antelopes
this trip, [ pushed on to Gya, hoping for an
Ovis Ammon, and in three marches reached
the Kamer nullah, though by no means san-
guine of the result, knowing others had been

(4
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there already. However, on the evening of
the third day I got my chance, killing two:
one good head went off with what I took to
be a shapoo with him, the rest of the herd
taking another direction. Getting back to camp
late, I found Colonel Thornton, who was en-
vious of my luck, having had no shot. As I
had to leave next day, having promised to
meet Fraser at Miroo, I recommended him to
hunt for the Ouis that had gone off with the
shapoo.

Starting early next morning, and crossing over
the ridge of the Kamer on my way into the
Miroo nullah, I came on the very. Ovzs and
shapoo of the previous day, made an easy stalk,
and shot them both. The shapoo proved to be
a hybrid Ouvis; the Ovis was a very fine one,
but the horns a good deal broken. I hesitated
about letting Colonel Thornton know, but on
second thoughts deemed it better not to destroy
his hopes. I did no more shooting, being again
troubled with fever, so returned with a couple
of friends to Kashmir.
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CHAPTER IIL
START FOR CHINESE TURKISTAN.

PREPARATIONS FOR TRIP TO CHINESE TURKISTAN AND PAMIRS
—PROCURE A GUIDE—START WITH CAPTAIN BOWER BY THE
SCIND VALLEY—BAGGAGE PONY DROWNED—GOVERNMENT
INTERFERES— M. DAUVERGNE JOINS US—CLIMBING THE
KHARDUNG PASS— THE SPOT WHERE DALGLEISH WAS
MURDERED—A COURT OF INQUIRY.

BEING now a free man, having completed twenty
years’ service and sent in my papers, time was
no longer a matter of consideration. I there-
fore began my preparations for the trip so long
thought of, to the new dominion of Chinese
Turkistan, having previously applied for a pass-
port, about which there was considerable difficulty.

The Foreign Office handed the application
over to the India Office, the India Office to the
Foreign Office in India. Finally, the Foreign
Office in India said the Foreign Office in Eng-
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land must procure it from Pekin; but at length
I received it, and was at liberty to proceed.
I had arranged with Captain Bower of the 17th
Bengal Cavalry to accompany me, for which he
procured a year’s leave from June 188o.

This business completed, I employed my spare
days trying for markhor (Capra megaceros) on
my way in to Kashmir on the Pir Panjal range,
but saw none worth a shot. I got, however,
three tahr (Hemitragus jemlaicus) and a couple
of bears. The former I was very glad to have,
requiring a specimen to complete my Indian
collection.

On May oth I got to Srinagar and began
making preparations for a start. My great idea
was to get to the Pamirs without going to
Yarkand, as I feared the Chinese authorities
would hinder me as much as they could from
going anywhere off the main road, and deter-
mined therefore, if possible, to leave the Yar-
kand road at Aktagh and take a course north-
west through Raskum to Sarikol. As this route
had never been explored by an Englishman,
I thought it would suit Bower well, he having
been granted leave on the understanding that
he should do some mapping.
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The first proceeding was to arrange for a
team of ponies and a guide. By good luck an
old friend of mine, a Ladaki, who held an
appointment of some importance at Leh, hap-
pened to be in Srinagar—having brought down
a party of lamas to perform with their band
before General (now Lord) Roberts, the Com-
mander - in - Chief, who was on a visit to the
Maharajah. As he had a good deal to do with
the people who frequent the road between Yar-
kand and Leh,— merchants, &c., who provide
ponies for caravans, called ‘4arakasi,— he was
the very one to help us, and procured the most
suitable man for the business. Baratbai was his
name, and he happened to know Sirikul and the
Southern Pamirs well, having been there more
than once getting poli-horns from the Kirghiz to
sell in India. He had just come down with a
consignment, and said he would be delighted to
go with us, and knew the Raskum road, but that
it was too early to start, the rivers being too
high, and the fords, of which there were many,
too deep, so that it was useless to leave Leh
until the middle of August. All I wanted was
to get my polis before winter set in; therefore I
arranged with him to supply as many ponies as
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required, that we should start from Leh as soon
as the road was open, proceed 274 Raskum along
the foot of the Mustagh range on to the Sarikol
Pamir, there to hunt as long as I wished, and
then, if I pleased, to go to the Little and Great
Pamir, and on to Yarkand,—the trip to occupy
any length of time up to four months, for
which I agreed to pay him 100 rupees for each
baggage - pony, he to find drivers and spare
ponies to carry grain, and feed them all. This
was all put upon stamped paper in due form,
with 300 rupees in advance to enable him to
make his arrangements.

There was nothing further to do but lay in
stores and foshkarna —i.c., pieces of cloth,
lungts, king - kob, a few watches, and odds and
ends, for presents to the inhabitants of the
country we were to visit. This system of
exchanging presents in the East is a great
nuisance, and costs a good deal of money.

Everything was now in order. My battery
consisted of a double express of Dougal’s which
had done me very good service for fifteen years,
a smooth-bore gun, and last, and least in size but
not in importance, a Martini-Henry carbine. 1
got this from the arsenal at Ferozepore, and
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sighted it myself to shoot four drams of powder
with an express bullet, making it shoot beauti-
fully at 156 yards. This weapon it was my in-
tention to have always with me, and carried it on
a bucket slung on a native cavalry-saddle, the
thing of all others for that kind of work, as it
carries all sorts of odds and ends, and if carefully
adjusted never gives a sore back, besides being
comfortable for a long day’s march. When in
full marching order I filled it up in the following
manner : Behind the cantel I slung my carbine
in bucket on one side, my soldier’s canteen for
food purposes in a leather case on the near side;
on the D.’s behind the cantel was rolled a good
big Inverness cape made of thick puéfoo (Kashmir
homespun), and in front a pair of wallets for any-
thing else. This arrangement I found most con-
venient, and never altered it during the whole trip.

On June 17th Bower arrived, and on the 22d
we bade adieu to our kind friends in Srinagar,
and started for Gandarbal, at the mouth of the
Sind valley. We were accompanied by Major
Johnstone Douglas? of the sth Lancers, who in-
tended to march to Simla vi¢ Leh.

1 The sad news of Major Johnstone Douglas’s death at Simla
has reached me since writing the above.
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Our first stage in the Sind valley was Kan-
gan: it is a pretty road, and all went well. On
our next day’s march to Revel, however, we had
a terrible mishap. The road here and there
follows the banks of the Sind river, which at
this season is a mighty torrent. At Gond we
sat down and waited for our traps to come up,
that we might breakfast. After a short time one
of our servants arrived looking utterly flabber-
gasted. He told us that the ponies had got
jammed in turning a corner where the roadway
was cut out on the banks of the river, and one of
them was hustled over the edge into the stream :
having a heavy load, he disappeared at once, and
was never seen again.

The man was in such a state of mind that we
had some difficulty in discovering what the load
was; but when everything had turned up, we
found that, besides other important articles, it
consisted of Johnstone Douglas’s battery, a
double express, and one of Holland’s paradox
guns, which he set great store by. I never was
so grieved for any one in my life. Here he was
without a weapon of any sort, going a long journey
through a shooting country. He took it wonder-
fully well, saying it was the fortune of war. I
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was especially sorry, feeling in a measure re-
sponsible, having persuaded him to come. He
sent back word to the authorities in Kashmir,
but with very little hope of seeing his things
again.

On July 7th we reached Leh, after a very hot
march up the Indus valley. Our dogs suffered
much, and poor Johnstone Douglas had another
blow in the loss of his favourite fox-terrier.
Karakash Baratbai was there before us, and said
he was feeding up his ponies, but that we must
wait another month, as there was no chance of
crossing the rivers for some time. We also found
Dauvergne, a Frenchman, there, who had long
been settled in Kashmir, and had travelled a
great deal, and who intended taking the same
road as ourselves. He had brought up a stone
pillar which he intended to set up on the spot
where poor Dalgleish was murdered the year
before by Dad Mahomed, a Pathan. Douglas
and I were just starting off for Gya with the
intention of trying for an Ouvis Ammon, when
Captain Ramsay, who is Joint-Commissioner at
Leh, came over to our bungalow and said informa-
tion had been received of our intention to travel to
the Pamir 24 Ruskum, and that by order of the
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Government of India we were not to be allowed
to start until we had signed certificates to the
effect that we would not leave the main road
until we had crossed the Kilian Pass into Chinese
Turkistan. This took me quite aback, having
taken good care not to mention it to any but
those immediately concerned, fearing something
of the sort would happen. The reason given by
the Government of India was that they did not
consider the road safe on account of the maraud-
ing Kunjuts who infest it. We were much dis-
appointed, but there was no help for it, so we
signed the agreement.

Under these circumstances, the sooner we were
off the better, as we should have to make rather
a long défour. Our intention now was to leave
the main road as soon as we had crossed the
Kilian: we should then be on the Chinese
border, and the matter would rest between us
and the Chinese. Baratbai told us he had heard
of a path which branched off towards Kugiar due
west from the main road. As it was unexplored,
and would probably take us to Sirikul quicker
than going to Yarkand and back to Sirikul, we
determined to try it. ‘This also suited Dauvergne,
whose object was to shoot some poli on the
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Taghdumbash, and return to Kashmir by Chitral
and Gilghit in early winter.

Having laid in a stock of cotton goods, consist-
ing of ckogas, lungis, prints, muslin, and coloured
handkerchiefs, to exchange with the natives for
sheep, milk, butter, &c., we started on July 27,
very glad to be off at last. We sent the kit on
early, and at 2 P.:M. ordered our ponies to be
saddled. This we found easier said than done.
Our animals were of the Kalmuk breed, who
possess a great deal of character, and that not
of the best. They objected most strongly to the
proceeding, no doubt knowing by hard and bitter
experience what a sore back was like, and
preferring to eat green lucerne in orchards in
Ladak to living on two tea-cups of barley per
diem, varied with what éurtsa they could pick
up on the road. After blindfolding, twitching,
tying up legs, and all sorts of dodges, we
succeeded in getting into the saddle, and bade
adieu to our kind friend the Commissioner.

We found our camp already pitched at the foot
of the Khardung, at an altitude of 16,000 feet,
and very considerably colder than at Leh. At
break of day we began to climb the pass, which
resembles many others in the far Himalayas,
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being a gradual ascent up a great barren corrie,
until within a couple of thousand feet of the crest,
when the road becomes more abrupt and zig-
zags to the top. Our ponies seemed to feel the
altitude very much, though unladen, having put
our things on yaks for the first two marches.
Just over the col, on the northern side, there
is a nasty bit of frozen snow and ice which
has been the death of many a good pony. The
Wazir had been so good as to send a gang of
men there to cut a foothold in the ice, so that
by passing them on carefully, one man hanging
on by the head and another to the tail of each
pony when he got to a bad place, we got them
safely over the dangerous parts. From there a
small glacier runs down to a tarn about a mile
from the crest, and the road continues down the
corrie. After about five miles we debouched
into the Shyok valley. There we unloaded our
ponies at the ferry. Owing to there being only
one boat, and the stream running very strong,
it was nearly evening when we got all our kit
across. Continuing our march, we reached Salti,
and camped on a nice plot, with grazing handy
for the ponies.

Our breakfast was taken in an orchard next
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day, where the apricots kept tumbling down
asking to be eaten. At Taghar we camped in one
similar. These oases, for you can call them
nothing else, are numerous in the Nubra valley,
which is very well cultivated, the people making
good use of their short summer; and besides
such fruit as apples and apricots, the land pro-
duces good crops of grain, bearded wheat and
barley, and lucerne-grass: the latter is much
affected by the Yarkandi caravan-ponies when
they come in from their starvation journey from
Turkistan. The only drawback to camping in
these charming little orchards is that, unless you
are very careful in taking precautions, there is
always a chance of having your tent and kit
swamped, as the streams which irrigate them
come from the hills above, and being fed by
snow, always increase towards evening.

At Panamikh we determined to halt for a day
to give our ponies a final good feed, and lay in
our stock of grain and flour,—this being the last
village where supplies can be procured on the
Yarkand road, and nothing can be got in the
way of grain until Shahidula, a sort of half-
way house, where a certain Pathan called Ian
Mahomed sets up his camp in the caravan
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season, and supplies traders at rather an exor-
bitant rate. :

From Changlang we crossed the Carawul Pass
to Totiyalek. The road was very rough and
stony, ‘winding amongst déris of granite and
shale. Our ponies were not in until late; but
having gone a good way towards the Sasar Pass,
it left less climbing for the morrow. This was
our first really cold camp, being amongst glaciers.

The road over the Sasar Pass is a very bad
one, winding over the moraines of glaciers, which
come down each side of the gorge. It was a
good scramble to the top, where there was fresh
snow, but not enough to impede us much. Once
over, we again camped on the Shyok.

Nothing eventful happened before reaching
Shahidula, except the destruction of a Tibet
antelope by Bower at Wahab ]Jilga.

We found the Karakoram very easy, with no
snow. On reaching the spot where Dalgleish
was murdered, we found the stone pillar which
had been sent on ahead by Dauvergne. There
he set it up. I only wish we could have put the
head of Dad Mahomed on a post on the other
side.

After halting four days to rest the ponies, we
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left Shahidula for Sanju Kurgaon. We had
rather a disturbed night at the ford owing to
rain and storm. Dauvergne’s tent was nearly
knocked over by a stray pony, who imagined he
could get in by the back-door, and tried to do so,
thinking, no doubt, it was more comfortable to
be inside than out. Caravan-ponies have a great
fancy for pottering about tents, and stumbling
over the ropes.

At Sanju Kurgaon there is an old frontier fort,
now in ruins. Here the Kilian and Sanju roads
bifurcate. The Sanju road was formerly open to
caravans; but the Chinese, for some reason of
their own, have closed it, which is a pity, being
by all accounts a better road than the Kilian.

As we continued our way the road grew very
steep, winding up the side of the gorge towards
the Kilian Pass, the ponies going slowly, being
very short of wind. Our camping-ground on
the side of the mountain was very indifferent,
and we had to keep the ponies tied head and
tail all night to prevent them wandering back
the way they came.

The pass itself was very easy,—no snow to
speak of, although over 17,000 feet. Descending
the gorge for ten miles, we came on a nice bit of

c
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grass with one or two Kirghiz yurfs! on it, and
made our camp for the night. Here we had our
first trouble with Baratbai. Three of his drivers
came and said they must leave him, as he had
the temper of the devil, but that they wanted
their pay before starting. They had been en-
gaged, they said, to go with him by the Yarkand
road, and now they were being taken they knew
not where. I was much exercised at the prospect
of losing half my drivers, and told them wherever
we went [ would answer for it they should not be
losers. They still insisted, though Baratbai said
they were not entitled to anything, being paid in
advance. When I told him he must pay them
extra to keep them, he said it was as much as
his life was worth after the row they had had, as
they were Pathans, and would cut his throat the
first opportunity. So I called a court of inquiry,
with Dogpa (Dauvergne’s servant) as president,
to try and settle the matter. After a stormy
meeting, it was agreed that Baratbai should pay
something, and that on arrival at Yarkand the
affair should be settled by the Aksakal, or magis-
trate. The three men were then told they
might go.

L A yurt is a dome-shaped tent made of felt.
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We went about fourteen miles down the valley
to where a tributary nullah joined from the north-
west. This, we concluded, from information given
us by the Kirghiz at the last camp, was the spot
where we should leave the main road; so we sat
down and waited for the caravan. Baratbai soon
came up, said we were right, and that, though he
had never been by the road, he had a general
idea of it. He knew we could get to Kugiar
this way, and after that he knew all the roads
in the Sirikul well, having been born and bred
there. This latter I found to be a very respect-
able lie, for he was born a Kunjuti, and sold as
a slave to a Sirikuli by his parents when they
were hard up! Two miles up this valley was
a fair bit of grass for the ponies, so we camped
there.

In this country the three necessaries of camp-
life are generally found together — viz., grass,
water, and fuel; for unless there is a stream or
spring there is no grass, and where there is grass
ponies or yaks have left their traces in the way of
dung, which soon dries and furnishes fuel. This,
together with durfsa—a sort of wild lavender or
wormwood plant with a woodeny root, which
contains a certain amount of oil, and burns freely
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even when green—is the fuel generally found on
the Pamirs and plains of Central Asia.

We had now left the beaten track of Yarkand,
and were getting into a country as yet unexplored
by Europeans. Bower produced his prismatic
compass, and began plotting from where our new
road turned off.
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CHAPTER 1V,

JOURNEY TO THE PAMIRS.

HOSPITALITY OF THE WAKHIS~—A STIFF CLIMB—AN UNEXPECTED
FRIEND—THE RUSSIAN’S CAMP—PLAINS OF TURKISTAN—
DISTINGUISHED VISITORS—WE LOSE OUR WAY-—A FERTILE
VALLEY—THE BEG OF KARGALIK—A SUCCESSFUL DEAL—
CROSSING THE YARKAND RIVER—A NOVEL RAFT-PROPELLER
—THE HAKIM BEG AWAITS OUR ARRIVAL-—A STATE VISIT—
AN AWKWARD FALL—FIRST SIGNS 6F ovis POLI—MORE
INTERVIEWS—THE TAGHDUMBASH PAMIR—A WOLF IN THE
WAY—CHANGING GROUND.

PrRocEEDING up the same nullah, we came to a
camp of Wakhis, or people of Wakhan, a tract of
country lying north of Kunjut. Like the Kirghiz,
they are nomads, but totally different from them
in feature, physique, and character,—altogether a
much superior race. Several of them had come
over from Wakhan and settled in this country,
paying tribute to the Chinese, and are, in fact,
naturalised Chinese subjects. Their hospitality
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delayed us a little, for they brought out bowls of
butter-milk and bread, which our servants were
nothing loath to accept. They told us our road
left the valley and wound over a spur called the
Kisnach Loch Dawan.” It was steep, but other-
wise good enough, and by mid-day we reached
the top, Bower taking the altitude at 14,000 feet.
We were rather disappointed not getting a view
from the ridge, which was blocked by another
spur running parallel to the one we stood on.
A similar march the following day brought us
to another Wakhi camp at the foot of the Saragat
Pass, 14,000 feet. Here the same ceremony of re-
freshment occurred, and one of the natives offered
to come on with us as far as the next camping-
ground as guide, for which we were very thankful,
for no one in the caravan had an idea of the way.
It was a much stiffer climb than the previous day,
and this our ponies soon found out, requiring
much driving. All things have an end, however,
and we got over at last, and slithered down the
other side. From what the Wakhis told us, we
found that until we got to Kugiar every march
would be very much alike, with a #20pa dawan (pass
of earth) to cross, until we struck the Tisnaf river.

L Dawan is the Turki for pass.
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The spurs we were crossing seemed very
similar in height and formation, and appeared
to run north and east from the Mustagh, merging
into a subsidiary range of hills running parallel
to the said Mustagh—in fact, much alike in for-
mation to the Sewaliks at the foot of the Hima-
layas, only much higher.

I had questioned our guide about the game
in the neighbourhood. There were, he said,
ibex and burrel in abundance on the hills in the
winter, but at this time of year (August) they
moved off to the higher ranges, as the sheep,
‘goats, and yak were all over the place. Chikore,
marmots, and hares we saw numbers of, also
snow-cock at the higher altitudes.

The Tusla Dawan was a much harder ascent,
and we had terrible work to get our ponies over :
one, White Surrey by name, went down, and it
was with the greatest difficulty we got him on
his legs again, he was so utterly done, though
to look at he was one of the best. Some of the
others showed signs of striking work, so we
loaded our riding - ponies, who. had had an easy
time of it, as we had walked nearly all the way,
and managed to get over at last; but Bower and
[ came to the conclusion that unless we could
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get a team of yaks, and so give the ponies a
rest, we should never get to Sirtkul. By good
luck we saw some grazing near our next camp,
and arranged with the Malik (headman) for a
team of ten. This was a great relief to our
minds ; for to break down where we were would
have been wretched indeed, while four days with-
out a load, and a fair amount of grass, which
they said we should find, would pull the cripples
round wonderfully.

The yaks were so late in coming that we
began to be afraid our friends had repented of
their bargain; but at ten o'clock they appeared,
saying they had some trouble in catching them,
for, when grazing, Bos gruniens becomes rather
wild. Itwas useless attempting to cross the Topa
Dawan that day; so, coming to a good ground,
we determined to unload and give the beasts
a chance of a mouthful of grass. This was cer-
tainly the best ground of the whole journey. On
the banks of a river, which looked as if it ought
to be full of fish, extended a broad strip of grass,
with groves of willow and birch-trees, and here
and there patches of tamarisk jungle. The grass
was very good, and our ponies thoroughly en-
joyed themselves. Not so the poor yaks, how-
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ever; for their drivers said if they were loosed
for a moment they would be off to their last
camp, and so, like Tantalus, they were tied up
with food under their noses, of which they could
not partake.

A long but gradual ascent took us up the
Dawan-Urtang, 15,000 feet. The view from the
top was the same as usual—everlasting parallel
ridges. Descending about the same distance, we
camped on turf. [ was rather exercised, when
the caravan came in, to find that Jaffer, our in-
terpreter and general servant, the most useful
man we had, had been taken ill. He came up
soon after, riding one of the ponies, looking very
sick. I promised him a pill or two, which gave
him some comfort, and he said that no doubt my
all-powerful medicine would soon put him right.

Again we crossed a pass of 15,000 feet, then
wound our way by a stony ravine, the sides rising
in precipitous cliffs, very nearly meeting overhead
in places. At about 3 p.M. we began to look out
for a camping-ground; but as the stream which
we had followed for some time had disappeared
underground, there was nothing for it but to
follow on until it vouchsafed to reappear. The
valley gradually opened out; several branch
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nullahs joined it, but still no water. At last
we came to a beautiful bit of grass-land, in the
middle of which we saw some yurfs, and so con-
cluded that the long-expected stream had come
to light again. A native soon appeared, and to
my astonishment addressed me in Hindostani.
He said he was very pleased to see a sahib
again; that all he had was mine; and that the
sakib log were the most wonderful people in the
world. I asked him what he was, and how he
came to be settled in this out-of-the-way place.
He replied he was a Kashmiri, and was in
Turkistan in the time of Yakub Beg; that when
the Chinese conquered the country, and were
killing right and left, he ran off with a few sheep
and goats by the Kugiar road, and so came to
where I found him, and was well satisfied to
remain, there being water and grass for his
sheep, of which he had now a good many, and
had managed to raise enough Indian corn to
keep his family. On hearing we were going
to Ak Masjid next day, he mentioned there was
a party of Russians camped there with many
Cossacks and camels. The object of their visit
was, however, unknown to him.

The stream we had followed joined the Tiznaf
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river ; but it was impossible to follow it at this
season, owing to the banks being overflown and
the fords very deep and rapid. Accordingly we
retraced our steps a mile and a half, and crossed
over the Kitchikul Pass, 16,000 feet. It was a
good pull; but the yaks did their work nobly,
and we got up all rightt We then followed a
narrow ravine downwards for six miles, when
water began to trickle through the gravel, and
soon after came to a yurt. We went on, fully
expecting to come to some sort of town or
village : nothing greeted our eyes but groups
of yurts at intervals, until the water disappeared,
and with it the yusts. We had a talk with the
Beg, or headman, who told us this was Ak Masjid,
and that about two miles lower the Russians were
encamped, but that there was no water, and they
sent camels up frequently with water -skins to
fetch it. Soon after, we came on a string of them
escorted by Cossacks, evidently being brought
back from grazing: they looked in very poor
condition. Going on far enough to be clear
of the dogs, who made night hideous near the
yurts, Bower and I camped. Dauvergne said he
would join the Russians. As soon as we had had
a wash and changed, we went in search of their
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camp, which \\;e found about a mile and a half
down the nullah. It consisted of two or three
big yurts, and some long sort of pall tents for
the Cossacks. Dogpa (Dauvergne’s servant)
showed the yu7¢ of the commanding officer of the
expedition, Colonel Pieutrow, who, with three
other officers and twenty-five Cossacks, was carry-
ing on General Prejvalski's explorations towards
Tibet. They had been camped there some time
feeding up the camels, which they had brought with
them from Russian Turkistan, and when ready
intended to proceed zz¢ Khotan towards Polo.

The colonel was very civil, and taking us into
the mess-yur¢, which was very comfortable, we
squatted down on the mundas (felt carpet) and
partook of the conventional glass of tea and a
cigar. He and one other officer spoke French,
so we got on all right. They asked us to stay
and sup with them; but we excused ourselves,
being some distance from our camp, and having
had a pretty hard day of it. In course of con-
versation it transpired that they had crossed the
Tian Shan mountains by the Bedal Pass, and
proceeded vzZ Ushturfan to the Zarafshan river,
which they struck somewhere about Tumchuk,
and then followed the river-bank to Yarkand.
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Going down early, we found Dauvergne ready
for a start, so, bidding our friends good-bye, we
proceeded'on our road, following the same nullah
as before. As we advanced it opened out, and
the hills becoming lower on each side, showed
that we were approaching the plains of Turki-
stan. Here we had our first experience of the
mists of that country, which are frequent during
summer. The sun was completely veiled, and
for this we were not sorry, as we should other-
wise have had a hot march. There was no
water, except here and there a stagnant pool,
which was so nasty that the ponies even would
not touch it, though they had none before start-
ing. Turning a corner, we saw what appeared
to be a tower looming in the distance; but on
approaching nearer, this proved to be a large
poplar - tree, which meant water, and also the
end of our day’s march, for which we were not
sorry, and, distinguishing a grove of poplars and
willows with a few huts, like the camel of the
desert we quickened our pace, and soon reached
the long-wished-for oasis.

At first the little village appeared to be de-
serted, but after poking about we found a native
Turki, who told us we were about six miles
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from Kugiar, the first place of importance on the
Turkistan plain. Here, he said, was a Chinese
karaol, or frontier post, but that we had better
camp where we were, and that he would supply
us with fuel, eggs, milk, and fowls, and our
ponies would find lots of grazing on the edge
of the little canal which irrigated the few fields
which surrounded the village. This canal, on
exploration, we found started from a spring at
the foot of the poplar we had first sighted.

The mist was thicker than ever, so we could
get no view of the country ahead—rather a dis-
appointment, for after travelling so long amongst
high mountains, a view of a plain is always a
pleasant change to the eye, even if it be a desert,
as by all accounts this was.

We pitched our camp in a little grove of
apricot-trees, and in a short time our friend from
the village turned up with the promised supplies,
—the eggs and fowls being especially welcome
after the hard fare on which we had been for the
last month. We determined to halt the next
day, for as we had travelled from Shahidula
without a pause, we considered that both our-
selves and our beasts were entitled to the

rest.
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In spite of the promise of what in India is
called a “ Europe morning "—z.c., getting up late
— I awoke at daylight and soon turned out.
The mist was as thick as ever, and after a little,
the wind getting up, the dust began to fly, which
scattered our hopes of a quiet day in camp. At
about ten o'clock Baratbai announced distin-
guished visitors. They turned out to be the
headmen of Kugiar. We spread a big munda
in front of my tent, as it was the largest in the
camp, and then went out to meet them, led them
up in due form, and begged them to be seated.
They brought us a welcome present of melons,
for which we were very grateful, not having tasted
fruit or vegetables for a long time. We then
ordered tea, which was passed round, and
having concluded ceremonies, they proceeded
to business.

The Beg said that he had come, as was his
duty, to offer us all he had, and at the same time
to ask us who we were, where we came from,
where we were going, what our caravan consisted
of, how many horses we had, how many servants,
and last, but not least, to see our passports. We
thanked him much for his civility, and told him
we were not traders, but simple sportsmen, pro-
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ceeding to Sirikul by the shortest route, there to
shoot the Owvis poli called in Turki goolja,; that
having done so, we intended to go to Yarkand,
and spend the winter in the plains of Turkistan;
that I was furnished with a passport from Pekin
to pass me all over the dominion, and that this
passport enabled me to take a friend with me,
pointing to Bower. I then produced the precious
document, which, being written in Chinese, was
quite unintelligible to them; but the sight of it
proved satisfactory, and they took leave, going
off to have a talk with our followers, to find out,
probably, if we had been speaking the truth—for,
of course, they could not understand why we
undertook such an arduous journey just to kill a
beast or two.

On September the 1st we were up at daylight,
and just starting, when the head of the /4araol/
appeared, and begged us not to go through the
town of Kugiar, as he had strict orders from the
Amban of Yarkand that no travellers were to pass
that way. This was rather disappointing, as we
wished to see the place; besides which, we heard
that the alternative road led over a pretty high
ridge. They told us that over the ridge was
much the quickest way ; for if we went by Kugiar,
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we had to go down to the end of this ridge, and
then turn up the Tiznaf valley at right angles,
and the road therefore was twice as long.

We ascended the ridge by a winding ravine,
and kept thinking that every sky-line we saw
meant the summit, only to be disappointed time
after time. At last we got on to a sort of table-
land, and there the path branched off in various
directions. The country seemed easy enough as
long as we kept on the plateau, but when we got
into a ravine and began to descend, the aspect
began to look grave. We got involved in a
narrow precipitous nullah, which every now and
again became so confined at the bottom, and so
steep at the sides, that we had to drive our
ponies up side nullahs and go round to avoid bad
places. Time went on, the poor ponies began to
show signs of having had enough of it, and the
prospect of being benighted where we were was
anything but cheering, as there was no water, no
fuel to cook food, and no grass for the ponies.

Bower and I (Dauvergne had left us) decided
that there must be a path somewhere, and the
only thing to do was to find it; so, halting the
caravan, we set out to explore. At first it looked
hopeless : we found ourselves in a complete net-

D
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work of ravines and ridges as far as we could
see. The Tiznaf valley was not far off, and
the Kugiaris had declared there was a path some-
where, if we could only find it; so we determined
to ascend a spur and stick to it until we came
across a track. By good luck, after climbing a
bit, we found the welcome path, and having
dragged the ponies up with some difficulty, we
went on, determined not to leave until we reached
the place to which it led. It was getting dusk by
the time we left the hill, and got on to what
appeared to be a flat, stony, barren valley, where
we could hear a river, but could not see it. When
we left the last ridge the path turned sharp to the
east, our course over the ridge having been gen-
erally north, and so far as we could see there were
no signs of cultivation or habitation. We could
make out two or three beasts, evidently laden
with durtsa (fuel), ahead of us on the path, so we
concluded that a village was not far off. On
catching them up, the driver told us that if we
kept the road we should be at Tiznaf very shortly.
At last we got to the edge of a pretty high cliff,
and there, like the Israelites of old, we saw the
promised land at our feet. The river had cut its
way in this valley, forming a fertile bottom about
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half a mile wide, leaving a sort of shelf on each
side, on one of which we had been travelling.

I never was so glad to get to the end of
a march, as our ponies were dead beat, and it
was nearly dark. We pitched our tents in what
appeared to be a fallow-field close to the village.
Some of the natives turned up at once, and
brought fuel, and bdoosa (chaff) for the ponies,
which was all we required; of water there was
abundance. We got our dinner at about ten
o'clock, and decided that we must halt the next
day and rest our ponies.

Daylight awoke me, and I got up at once to
see what sort of place we were in. We were
camped just on the edge of cultivation. Up and
down the valley as far as eye could reach were
green fields of Indian corn, millet, peas, mustard,
&ec., interspersed with groves of walnut, poplar,
and aspen trees, with here and there an orchard
of apricot and apple trees, to say nothing of
melon-plants and vines all about the cottages. It
did, indeed, appear a land of plenty. After walk-
ing about for a while and feasting my eyes on
the scene, I began to think it time for breakfast,
so returned to camp and found the dreams that
my imagination had conjured up realised. Quite
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a crowd of natives had come with melons, apri-
cots, grapes, apples, eggs, and milk—in fact, all
that the heart of a traveller could desire; so
opening my pack of cotton-stuff, I distributed col-
oured handkerchiefs, bits of cotton prints, and so
on, right and left to the villagers, who were just
as delighted with them as we were with the fruit.
This was the village of Ushlaich, situated at an
altitude of 6000 feet.

In the evening I put my trout-rod together and
started off to see what the Tiznaf river would
produce. Not a fish would move in the main
river,—I fancy the water was too cold,—but in a
side-stream, artificially made for irrigating pur-
poses, where the water was warmer, I caught as
many as I wanted ; nothing bigger than six inches
in length, but good enough to eat, and better than
nothing to catch. I was of course watched by a
crowd, who were astonished at my rod, gut, and
flies. The fish was a barbus of some sort, very
like the Kashmir so-called trout.

Proceeding down this lovely valley for a mile
or two, and then turning west, after a short ascent
we found ourselves once more in a desert. A
long wearisome march it proved, over a barren
plateau, not a blade of grass or a drop of water
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all the way. The mist, which had hung over all
for the last few days, now cleared off, and we
were able to see what was before us, We seemed
to be crossing the base of spurs that ran down
from the high mountain region to our south or
west. To the north and east appeared the desert
plains of this part of Turkistan, and a very deso-
late country it looked. It was quite late in the
evening when, on emerging from a close gorge
which we had followed for the last two miles, we
came suddenly into a valley exactly similar to the
Tisnaf, and camped at a village called Uyoung,
which we made out to be about the same altitude
as the last. We had no sooner got there than
the headman came and said that during our stay
we must be his guests, that he would supply us
with all we wanted, and prayed of us to halt the
next day. This we decided to do, for the march
of twenty-six miles had been very hard on the
ponies, owing to heat and want of water.

We had many visitors and presents of fruit,
&c., during the day. Our host was most kind,
and asked permission to entertain our servants at
a dusterkhan, consisting -of tea-bread and sweet-
meats, in his house; for which we thanked him,
and said we also should pay him a visit, which
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pleased him much. In the evening he came to
our camp to ask us not to start very early the
next morning, as he had received a message to
say that a Beg would arrive with a Chinese inter-
preter from Kargalik to see our passport and
give us every assistance in his power—in other
words, to find out all about us.

The Usbashi, or headman of the village, came
when we were striking our tents, and said that
the Beg had come during the night and would visit
us shortly ; so we spread a carpet for his accommo-
dation and got out the passport. He was accom-
panied by a miserable-looking Chinaman, whose
duty it was to read and take note of the passport.
The language of the country is old Turkish, but
educated people speak Persian. The Beg turned
out to be a capital fellow, and seemed to know
all about English manners and customs. . He had
been in the Kilian fort for a long time, and had met
Dalgleish once or twice : he it was who took the
fakir who was with Dad Mahomed when he com-
mitted the murder. After some general conver-
sation, he asked us kindly to give him information
relative to the composition of our caravan and
future movements, so that he might inform the
Amban of Kargalik. Having drawn up his re-
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port, he asked permission to depart, which we
graciously accorded, being in a hurry to be off
ourselves. We then presented the Usbashi who
had been so civil with a Zungs or turban, and a
few odds and ends of cotton goods, and once
more were en roule.

We followed the valley for about fourteen miles,
throughout which cultivation and little hamlets
appeared at intervals all the way, and camped in
a grove of willows, whose shade we found very
grateful, as the sun, since we had got rid of the
mist, was powerfully hot. About nine miles
farther we turned up a tributary valley from the
west, which we followed for five miles; then hear-
ing from our guide that we left it to ascend a
pretty high range, decided to camp, there being
water and other necessaries, and commence the
ascent the next day. "

Ascending a steepish narrow ravine for about
six miles, we came to a small village of yz’n‘s.
Here we found an intelligent man, Sultan Beg by
name, who had come from Wakhan by the road
we intended to follow. He offered to go back
and show us the road ; and as he spoke Hindo-
stani, we were delighted to have him. There
being no room for our camp near his yur/ at the
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bottom of the ravine, he led us up the side of the
mountain to a flat bit of prairie, covered with grass,
where there was a lovely view of green hills all
round, with woods of pine, juniper, and mountain-
ash. It was a wonderful contrast to what we had
been accustomed to, and reminded us strongly of
Kashmir. Bower and I went up towards this
pass in the evening, and enjoyed our walk im-
mensely : the smell of the pines and juniper in
the woods was a better tonic than any produced
by a doctor.

Early next morning we found Barat trying to
do a deal with some Wakhis for a couple of new
ponies, and after some haggling he got hold of a
nice one, which I determined to annex for my
own riding. How he got round the man I can-
not imagine, for he gave him a terrible cripple
and five rupees in exchange! To our disappoint-
ment Sultan Beg did not turn up. However,
another man who had come to the camp said he
would guide us as far as Langar. Our way was
by the path we had explored in the evening, to
the top of the pass Tahta Dawan, 15,000 feet, pine-
woods and grass-prairies all the way—a nice easy
ascent. The descent was more abrupt. At first
the path led through pine-woods; but after a little
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we left these behind, and got on to the same bare
rocky mountains that we were accustomed to see,
for about seven miles, until the ravine merged into
a larger valley that came from the west. Follow-
ing this for three miles, we arrived at a fort and
karaol called Egizarak Kurgaon.!

As we followed the river, which ran into nice
little nooks, I had spotted some fair-sized fish;
so as soon as we had pitched camp, I up with
my rod and started off, and had a capital evening’s
sport with an alder-fly, fishing it dry and catching
a lot, for they rose beautifully.

Dauvergne had joined us on the line of march
again, and with him we found our faithless friend
Sultan Beg, near whose yur¢ he had pitched his
camp. He was off ahead of us in the morning.
We had a gradual ascent to the Arpalik Dawan,
about 10,000 feet, from the top of which, looking
north and west, appeared a massive range of
mountainous rock falling sheer down on every
side, too steep to support any soil or vegetation.
On descending we found a gigantic gorge with a
wall of rock rising on each side of us, and so pre-
cipitous that the sun was only visible for a very
short time in the valley. These gorges, our guide

1 Kurgaon means fort.
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told us, were the features of the mountain-chain
through which the Zarafshan (Yarkand) river
flowed. We inquired if there was a road along
this river. He replied, *“ Oh no, there are no
banks; the river at every turn washes up against
the sides of the gorge through which it flows.”

At about five o’clock we got to our destination,
a small village called Langar. Here we found
Dauvergne camped in an orchard of apricot and
walnut trees. He had been in some time, and
had sent over word to the Hakim Beg?! at Tung
to make arrangements for a za#/%, or raft, sup-
ported on inflated goatskins, to take his kit across
on the morrow. So we told Barat to get out the
skins which we had brought for such an emer-
gency, and make arrangements for transit the
next day.

Having fortified ourselves with a cup of tea,
and settled our camp, Bower and I walked down
to the river, which we could hear roaring below.
It was at that time a mighty torrent, and looked
most uncompromising ; but it had to be crossed
somehow. They told us that about a mile above
our camp there was a long flat reach where we

1 The governor of the province of Sirikul, into which you enter
after crossing the Zarafshan.
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could float our raft across. In the late autumn
and winter it ran low, and was fordable in many
places. The gorge through which it runs is, I
think, the finest I ever saw, and even beats that
of the Chimdra Baga, in Pangi,—huge mountains
of black rock rising sheer up on each side, and so
narrow that the river seems to have cut its way
through.

Meanwhile Barat had made arrangements with
some men whose business it was to ferry across
the river, unpacked the skins, and cut some poles
to form the raft, so that there was nothing further
to be done until morning. We got up early, and
found that Barat had gone to the ferry to put the
raft together. He left word for us not to hurry,
as it would take some time; so we breakfasted
at our ease before striking camp, then loading
up the ponies, we went to the crossing-place.
There we found quite a crowd assembled on the
opposite side, of all the principal men of Sirikul,
who lived at a place called Tung, situated on a
small river of that name in the valley in which
the town stood. The Hakim Beg, or governor
of the province, was conspicuous amongst them
also the Shan Beggi, or vice-governor, and various
other big men of sorts, all attired in their best



60 JOURNEY TO THE PAMIRS.

chogas, with gold-laced Zungss or turbans on their
heads. They had come down to receive us in
due form. Barat said he knew them all, and told
us that when we interviewed the Hakim Beg we
must be careful not to excite him in any way, for
he was rather mad, and inclined to be violent at
times. He had on several occasions killed people
on the spur of the moment in a fit of passion;
and on no account should we give him a loaded
revolver, as he might try its effects on some un-
fortunate individual!

We found our raft ready, and the Mullahs who
were to conduct it across in attendance, so set
to work to load it for the first trip. It seemed
rather a frail craft for the work, formed of a
dozen inflated goatskins, lashed together by a
slight frame of green willow - poles on the top.
On this frame were placed four molis, or pack-
saddles, which are stuffed with dry grass, and
made a very good floor to the raft, and on it we
put our first consignment of cargo, about 220 lb.
weight. These we lashed down securely with
ropes, and a man was told off to sprawl over the
top and keep all as snug as possible. When we
launched our raft, we soon found the use of the
floor of m0lis, as the raft swam pretty deep when
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fully laden, and without them our goods and
chattels would have got soaked through. Hav-
ing proceeded so far, I asked how the raft was
to be got across, for I saw no paddles or oars of
any kind, such as are used in Kashmir and other
parts. Barat replied, “Oh, that is the ponies’
business; you will soon see how it is done.”
Bower’s riding-pony, which happened to be the
most suitable, was caught, and after some trouble
forced into the river in front of the raft as it lay
alongside of the shore, which was here rather
abrupt. He was taken by the head by one of
the Mullahs, who was mounted on an inflated
goatskin ; his tail was then made fast to a tow-
rope fixed to the raft, and he was headed by his
driver, who swam alongside across the stream !
Rather a novel sort of propeller, but it worked
admirably. The stream took them down about
100 yards, when the pony found his legs and
hauled the raft up on the opposite shore. Hav-
ing discharged its cargo, the raft returned in the
same way to our bank, and landed 200 yards
below, This was the slowest part of the pro-
ceeding, for it had to be worked back up-stream
to the point of departure. It was then loaded
and ferried across as before.
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On its second trip I got on to the raft, think-
ing that it would be well to go and discourse with
the swells on the opposite shore. Being rather a
wet performance, I took off my shoes and stock-
ings, rolled up my trousers, and committed my-
self to the deep. The raft swam rather low in
the water, and as we neared the opposite shore
it stranded, so I jumped off to relieve the weight,
and waded ashore. I was received with much
ceremony as | stepped out of the river, and was
bidden to sit down on a munda which had been
spread for my accommodation.

I tried to look dignified as I waded ashore,
but fear I did not succeed, for the stones were
very rough and hard to the naked feet, and
trousers rolled up to the knee did not add to the
effect. However, I squatted down and looked
dignified to the best of my ability.

Of course, after the first civil speeches had
been got over, the usual “Who are you?”
“ Where are you going ?” “ What have you come
for?” and all the rest of it, began. I replied
that I had received permission and a passport
from the Emperor at Pekin to travel all about
the country, shoot, and collect specimens of
animals ; that for this purpose I was going first
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of all to Taghdumbash Pamir, and that I had
travelled by this road in order that I might see
the Hakim Beg of Sirikul, of whose greatness and
kindness I had heard so much, and so on. [
had very nearly got through my #»édpertoire of
humbug when fortunately Bower landed, and a
rush was made for him, and he took up the run-
ning, whilst I was left in peace. When he was
played out Dauvergne came, and so we kept our
friends occupied, showing them odds and ends,
watches, pipes, pocket-knives, &c., until, having
satisfied their curiosity, we thought we might as
well get rid of them, so suggested that the day
was getting on and they had a long way to go
home,—that we would follow them to Tung as
soon as we had got our things across the river;
and so, to our great relief, they went, with the
promise that we should visit them in due form
next day. Dauvergne crossed all his things with
only one turn over, which, bar getting the cargo
wet and tipping one of his servants into the
river, did no harm. Ours was a longer job, as
our combined kit was greater than his, and it was
dusk before the last load was landed and the
ponies across. However, we got under way as
quickly as possible, had a stiff climb over a cliff,
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and then a mile of flat, which brought us to the
Tung river, which we forded, and as it was by
then quite dark, pitched our camp on a con-
venient place, and turned in, very much relieved
at having got across the great Zarafshan without
a mishap.

Everything was in a mess and wet, so we took
it easily in the morning and started about eleven,
following the Tung river along a nice easy path
for eight miles, chiefly through cultivated fields
and orchards, to Tung, where we found Dau-
vergne encamped. Having put on our best
clothes, such as they were, we started off in a
body, servants and all, to call on the Hakim Beg.
It has often struck me that we travellers in the
East make a great mistake in not taking some-
thing better in the way of clothes for swell
occasions. We seem to have a special objection
to anything of the sort. Each trip I vow I will
do so, but at the last moment the garments are
put aside, and I go off with nothing better than
a shooting -suit. I had taken the trouble to
bring some uniform from England, fully intend-
ing to astonish the natives of Turkistan with my
magnificence, but at the last moment left it
with that stupid English feeling, “ Why should
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I dress myself up for a Chinaman or any other
savage ?”

When we approached the viceregal lodge of
the Hakim Beg, he came out to meet us, and
showed us into his durbar—a large room with a
platform all round, spread with carpets, where we
were invited to squat. The proper way to do so
in this country is to kneel down and sit on your
heels. We found this not only difficult but very
painful, so apologised to our host, telling him
that no doubt we had been badly brought up,
and so could not do what was right and proper.
He was very polite, saying that he did not
wonder at it, for he had heard that the Faring/
(European) always sat in a chair, and he regretted
much he had none to offer us.

We were then served with a dwsterk/ian, con-
sisting of a boiled sheep cut into quarters. As
etiquette demands that the whole of the animal
should be placed before you, it presents rather
an appalling dish, especially when you have just
breakfasted ; besides which, no plates or forks
are used,—you have to cut off the limb of the
animal and gnaw it like a dog! We had a good
excuse for our abstinence ready, as the Hakim
Beg had sent us a present of fruit and bread

E
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shortly before; so we told him that we found
these things so good, and had eaten so freely of
them, that we could not possibly eat any more,
but that we would take it away with us and eat
it later in the day. Our servants, meanwhile,
seated on the other side of the room, had been
presented with another sheep, of which they
made short work, and thoroughly enjoyed them-
selves. When we had sat for half an hour and
partaken of tea, we presented the Hakim Beg
with a choga of silk, and to each of his assistants
a gold Zungz, then thanking him for his hospi-
tality, asked leave to depart.

As soon as I got back to camp I put my trout-
rod together and had a try at the river. The
fish were rather shy, but I got half a dozen, the
largest rather over 1 lb. in weight. They were
of two sorts, one similar to the Kashmir fish,
the other very like the mahaseer in shape, but
with small scales, and of a general bluish colour,
with small teeth in the gills and larger ones in
the throat, exactly like the mahaseer.

We had now no need of a guide, as Barat said
he knew the country from this to the Pamirs
perfectly. I found Dauvergne had engaged yaks
to carry his things over the pass, and told Barat
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to do likewise, but he put it off till the next camp.
We had only got a mile out when we were
stopped at the house of the Shan Beggi, who
insisted on our partaking of a dusterklan similar
to yesterday’s, sheep and all.

From being fairly good at first, the road as we
went along the valley grew narrower, and we had
to ford the river at every bend, which was hard
on the ponies, and I regretted we had not the
yaks to relieve them. At the camping-ground
Barat said he would now make arrangements for
some, and as in the course of the afternoon a few
did turn up, I thought the bargain was con-
cluded. No yaks were to be seen in the morn-
ing, and on asking where they where, Barat ex-
plained the terms were too exorbitant, and he
would get them during the day, or at the next
camp. I was very angry, and gave him a bit of
my mind, but there was nothing to be done but
load the ponies and make the best of them.

It was terribly bad going, having to cross the
river times innumerable, the fords getting worse
and worse, the bottom being composed of large
boulders, over which the ponies had to struggle,
and frequently came down. The valley got
wilder as we proceeded, and the hill-tops opened
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out, having snow on their summits, but with
beautiful grassy slopes lower down. It looked
like excellent ibex-ground, but no one had ever
shot over it. Here and there we saw big flocks
of sheep and goats on the downs, and in the
bottom an occasional yur¢ of the shepherds.
Dauvergne, who was already encamped, gave us
a cup of tea, for which we were very grateful
after the worry of the road. The ponies came in
late dead beat, entailing a halt on the next day.
Dauvergne started early to cross the Kolkand-
har Pass, and we were left in the lurch. How-
ever, there was a man who was said to have some
yaks, and we sent for him. He tried to make
excuses, but when asked point-blank his reasons
for refusing, said that Sultan Beg, Dauvergne’s
guide, had told him that if he took service with
me I should beat him on the road! Naturally I
was rather put out, and had I been able to lay
hands on Mr Sultan Beg, he would have re-
membered it. His reason, no doubt, was enmity
with Barat, there having been a feud for a long
time between the servants of our two caravans—
no unusual occurrence when two parties travel
long together. I told him he was a fool to
believe what he was told by a liar like Sultan
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Bég; that I would pay him at once for the yaks,
and answer for it that no one should touch him
on the road. On these terms he promised to
supply us with what beasts he had, and in the
evening four yaks turned up.

Just behind our camp the path led over a very
steep slope, up which the ponies scrambled, but
hustled each other a little as they got near the
top : one lost his footing, and fell back head over
heels, a fearful cropper, down to the bottom in
about three bounds. We ran down expecting to
find every bone in his body broken, but when we
got his load off he staggered to his feet, very
much cut about, but otherwise unhurt: the tent
with which he was laden had saved him. After
a while he gave himself a shake, which meant he
was all right; so we put on his load again, and he
soon caught up the others !

About mid-day we got into a hollow where
there was a small lake, and beyond saw our path
winding up to the summit of the pass, apparently
at no great distance ; but we soon realised it was
both farther and steeper than it looked, for it led
up a slope of shale which gave no foothold to the
animals, and one -after another they subsided as
if the life had gone out of them. The altitude
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prevented their getting their wind, and we had
regularly to haul them up without any loads, the
yaks doing the whole of the work in several trips.
Altogether it took four hours to get everything
to the top over this bit, which could not have
measured 300 yards. Bower tried to take the
altitude with his boiling-point thermometer, but
the wind prevented the water boiling, and he had
to give it up. The height could have been little
less than 18,000 feet. The view was very fine,
and the most extended we had had for long.
Far away in the north we made out what we
afterwards found to be Pargarma Peak: at our
feet lay a broad valley, down which and north-
wards was our road; while to the west appeared
a sort of pamir, broken up by low hills, which
looked very like Ovis-ground.

We were now within three marches of Tagh-
dumbash,—one to the valley below us, one over
the range facing, called the Karatagh or black
mountains, and the last up the river Tashkurgan
to Taghdumbash. This was a cheering prospect,
and so the ponies seemed to think. The slopes
on this side became more and more gradual, and
they jogged down the path merrily. At five
o'clock they thought they had earned their tea,



FIRST SIGNS OF OVIS POLIL 71

for coming to a patch of green turf, a sign of
water, they made for it. The yak-drivers, how-
ever, recommended a camp farther on; so they
had to be content with the promise of better
things to come, and we soon reached the spot,
where there was grass, water, and fuel.

During the night snow fell to the depth of
three inches, but the warm sun quickly melted it;
so, dismissing our yak-drivers with a small present
of cotton-stuff, we started down the valley, which
soon showed signs of cultivation. Here and,
there were little hamlets of mud-huts, and fields
of wheat and barley, as yet quite green.

On that day’s march we saw the first signs of
the animals of which we were in search— Quvis
poli horns amongst a heap of others, ibex and
burrel : they were beside a mazar or shrine by
the roadside,—not very large ones, but it showed
we were approaching their habitat. The villagers
told us that in the winter they were to be seen
now and again on the hills between us and
Taghdumbash.

I tried the river that evening, but without suc-
cess. Bower, who had taken his gun to a small
bog near, had better luck, getting a couple of
snipe and several blue pigeons. We had a try
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next morning at another bog; I had only a shot
at a snipe, but Bower got a couple and some
teal. When we got back to camp, a man brought
up a very nice pony, which I promptly bought,
after some haggling, for 150 rupees, a top price
in this country; but I took a great fancy to the
animal, a well-shaped dark bay, 13.3, without a
white spot, so did not grudge the money.

We were just going to sit down to dinner when
we saw a crowd of people approaching full tilt.
It proved to be the Beg of Tashkurgan and his
followers, so we had to postpone our repast and
go through the usual ceremonies, giving him tea
and showing the passport. He was quite a boy,
barely twenty, a son of the Hakim Beg of Sirikul.
After a little talk we told him we would not de-
tain him, and sent him off with a present of a
gold-laced Zung:.

We were anxious to be off early next morning,
but found the yaks Barat had arranged for had
not appeared. He was at his old game of cutting
down prices, for when I produced the rupees de-
manded they turned up immediately.

After descending the valley a short distance,
we found ourselves on a small table-land which
took us to the base of the range of hills dividing
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us from the Tashkurgan valley. The ascent of
these was easy but tedious; we had hoped at the
col for a sight of the Pamir; but the path took
us down a winding ravine, the ridge of which,
rising to a good height on both sides, blocked
the view. At about 3 p.M. we reached the mouth
of the ravine and entered the valley of the Tash-
kurgan river, commonly called the Sarikol Pamir.

This valley, about twelve to fourteen miles
across, descends gradually from the ranges on
either side in stony moraines to the river, which
flows in the centre. About six miles below we
saw our camping-ground, which in the distance
looked like a patch of jungle; and farther again
we could distinguish the fort of Tashkurgan,—
literally translated, Fort of Stone.

On the other side of the range, on the opposite
side of the river, lay the Little Pamir; and the
upper part of the valley, which we were now to
ascend, was called Taghdumbash Pamir.

The camp was on a cliff overlooking the river,
at the sight of which, as a fisherman, my heart
warmed. What a salmon-river it would have
made, running into lovely pools at every turn!
In colour it was like blue crystal; but not a sign
of a fish could I see, although in 20 feet of water
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[ could count every stone at the bottom. As
night was coming on, we set to work to collect
burtsa, and soon had a goodly pile ready for Mr
Rahimadar, the Kashmiri cook, so that soon
after the caravan came in our dinner was ready.

These Kashmiri servants (and this one in
particular) are excellent people for this sort of
work. They go anywhere with you, ask no
questions, and follow like dogs. They will walk
the whole day, and as soon as they arrive in
camp, wet or dry, sun or snow, they set to work
to light your fire and make you a dinner, how-
ever scarce may be the fuel or the victuals.
To-day I reckoned our march at twenty miles.

The next morning we found our tents frozen
stiff as a board from having been packed wet
the previous day, so we had to wait for the sun
to get up and thaw them before resuming our
march. All down the valley we had showers of
sleet and snow, and after going about ffteen
miles, we camped near a group of Kirghiz yurts,
the people very civilly bringing us milk, da/z
(butter-milk), and clotted cream—a great addi-
tion to our usual fare.

Crossing a tributary stream, we followed the
main river to an old fort called Kurgaon-i-Ujad-
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ba, then forded the Tashkurgan river, and went
due west until we entered a valley which led
down from the Karachunkar Pass.

We were now in what may be called the
extreme westerly corner of Chinese territory, the
range on the west dividing us from Wakhan.
About three miles up this valley we came to
the tent of the Beg of the district, a Kirghiz,
Kutch Mahomed, who is stationed here as a sort
of agent between the Kunjuts and the Chinese;
and it was to him we were to apply for shikaris
and guides to show us sport in the neighbourhood.

Dauvergne had already arrived, and told us
that, after shooting a few days up the valley, he
should cross the Karachunkar Pass ihto Wakhan
on his way back to Kashmir 7z Chitral.

Kutch Mahomed soon came to pay us a visit,
and kindly promised to do all he could for us.
He was very anxious we should remain a few
days at his yurt, placing all he had at our dis- -
posal. We assured him we were most grateful
for his kind offer, but were keen to get at the
poli, and should prefer if he would allow us to
pay him a visit on our return. All we asked in
the meantime were shikaris to show us the
ground. He brought us over a couple of sheep,
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butter-milk, and cream. Giving him our thanks,
we presented him with a ¢koga, placing it on his
back with our own hands, which pleased him
much, as it is in this way you show honour to a
guest in the East.

It was snowing hard at daylight, so we waited
until nine o'clock, when it cleared off. We had
not gone many miles when we came upon
another Kirghiz camp, and were again enter-
tained. As we travelled on, the valley gradually
opened out, the slopes on each side becoming
less precipitous, and more like what we took to
be poli-ground. There were, we were told,
plenty of arkar, or female Ovzs po/i, in the hills,
but for the goolja, or male, we must go higher up
the valley. Coming to a grassy patch, we deter-
mined to camp, as the Beg had told us it would
be impossible to reach the hunting-ground in one
march. After going some six miles or so next
morning, we came on the track of poli, but only
small arkars. The shikaris said we must go
higher up the ravines and mountain-sides for the
gooljas. Finding a good place, we settled the
camp, and I started up the hill, burning to get
sight of my first polii My hopes were soon
realised; for after a couple of miles up the
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slopes, I saw some dots in the far distance, and
turned the glass on them. Poli at last! Giving
the glass to the shikari, I asked him what they
were. He could make nothing of them; but
when we got nearer, I made them out clearly
to be females. Excepting in colour—for they
were darker brown on the back and whiter on
the legs and belly—they were just like the female
Ovis Ammon. 1 saw no males near them; so
after watching them graze awhile, I went back,
and we turned in, big with hopes for the morrow.

We were off before daylight, Bower following
the main range, while I took the same direction
as on the previous evening. The herd were in
the same place; and after getting close enough
to have a good look, left them undisturbed, and
went on up the nullah. I did not like the
ground at all; it was too precipitous, and not
my idea of poli-ground—that is to say, compar-
ing it with the habitat of the Owvis Awmunon, the
male of which species generally frequents open
undulating hills, the females only being found
on the more precipitous mountain-sides. I kept
on for some distance, looking carefully for fresh
tracks ; and seeing none, I concluded that at this
season, at all events, the great sheep sought his
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food elsewhere, so retracing my steps, I got back
to camp about three o'clock. There I found
Bower’s shikari without his master. He told
me that Bower had got a shot at a herd of
gooljas, and thinking he had wounded one, had
gone after it as hard as he could—so fast indeed
that he (the shikari) could not follow. I told
him I thought he had behaved very badly, as
Bower might lose his way and get benighted on
the mountain. He said he was sorry, but not
being a good walker, he could not possibly keep
up with the sahib. I soon found out this was a
fact : the Kirghiz, as a rule, cannot walk a bit,
and generally when hunting ride a pony or yak.
I was on the point of sending him off when
Bower appeared. He had been led a terrible
dance, right on to the top of the range which
bounded the valley. The beasts were moving,
and he was not steady, but thought he had
wounded one: they did not stop, but travelled
on, so that he could just keep them within sight.
On crossing a spur he ran into full view of
another herd, and immediately unslinging his
rifle, banged off right and left, but without
effect. Meanwhile he had lost sight of the first
herd, and as the stony ground showed no tracks,
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gave them up in despair. Fortunately he had
taken his bearings as he went, and so got in all
right. So much for our first attempts !

We were off again next morning, separating
as before and taking the same line of country.
There were the female herd in much the same
spot, but below I could see a few more. Before
putting the glasses on them, I thought they were
gooljas, for they looked even at that distance
quite different in shape and colour. As soon as
I sighted them in the glass there was no doubt
about it. Gooljas they were, seven of them.
They were lying in a sort of basin, and, as
far as I could make out, quite unapproachable;
and there was nothing for it but to wait patient-
ly till they moved. The hollow plain on which
they lay, after ascending a bit, fell abruptly in
the valley. If they would but get up and graze
their way within shot of this edge, I had them;
but if they moved in the other, there was nothing
but open easy slopes, which would not afford
the slightest cover for a stalk. As they did not
seem in any hurry to move, I thought that in
case they did as I wished them to do, I would
take time by the forelock and meet them half-
way; so I worked round the edge of the plateau,
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taking a look over now and again to see what
they were up to. At last one got up, and,
stretching himself, began to graze. One after
another followed suit, and, to my great joy,
moved quietly in my direction. I really began
to think that the dream of my life was about
to be realised, and I was to kill my first poli.
I made up my mind to be very steady, and,
when the time came, pick out the best of the
lot. While watching them intently with this
object, all of a sudden up went their heads, they
wheeled round, paused for a second, gazing in-
tently, then away they stretched at full gallop
right across the plain, and did not pause till well
up the mountain-side,

What was it?

Why, a beast of a wolf, half a mile off, trotting
along with his tongue hanging out! Oh, why,
oh, why were such vermin ever invented? If
only /e had been within shot! The herd of
females had also seen him, and huddled them-
selves up together. There must have been a
hundred of them, packed as close as a herd of
tame sheep. I passed within 300 yards of them,
in full view, but they only wheeled about, and
did not seem to dread me at all. This, for some
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occult reason, I have always found to be the case.
If you do not intend to shoot at certain ani-
mals, they always seem to know it, be they Ouvzs
Ammon, ibex, markhor, burrel, or what not. [
have sat down within 200 or 300 yards of a herd,
and after staring at me or circling round, they
have begun to graze, or even lain down in front
of me.

After lunch I wandered about, but saw no
fresh tracks. Every now and again a most in-
tensely cold blast came down the valley, accom-
panied by fine snow which almost blinded me,—
so, thinking the sport not good enough, I turned
back.

Bower soon after came in. He had watched a
herd of gooljas all day in a most unapproachable
place, and they had at last moved off where he
could not follow. We held a consultation as to a
change of ground with the shikaris, who recom-
mended a move up the main valley where two
branch nullahs came down.

Dauvergne, we found, was camped in another
called Kukturuk, which, they said, was the best
place for good heads. Where we were, as a rule,
heads were good ; but the ground had been much
disturbed by the Kirghiz from the Little Pamirs,

F
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who constantly came over to hunt—there having
been much sickness amongst the Ovis in their
own part, and scarcely any left. This epidemic,
they told us, occurs about once in twenty years,
and the reason it does not spread into the Tagh-
dumbash is, that the grass is so much better
and more plentiful than on the other Pamirs.

The shikaris asked permission to shoot females
on the way. We did not much like the idea;
but as we were more or less dependent on them,
we thought it well to keep them in good-humour,
and they started off in the middle of the night.

As we got higher up the valley, there were a
lot of poli-heads lying about, mostly very fine
specimens, very few small ones, and hardly any
females. These, Barat explained, had been killed
by wolves. Being weak in the winter from
scarcity of food, those with heavy heads were
easily run down, whereas the small rams and
females were able to hold their own.

As we travelled over the foot-hills, we kicked
up a hare at almost every step, blue in colour,
like the Scotch mountain-hare. Our dogs—
Joker my black spaniel, and Waffles, a nonde-
script fox-terrier of Bower's—were always on the
run. Needless to say, they never caught one,
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but it was impossible to keep them to heel. As
soon as we got them in, another hare would start
up, and they were off again.

After going about six miles we found ourselves
on a good grass flat, at the top of the main val-
ley, up which we had been working. This was a
favourable place to stop at, as Barat said there
were some fine beats in various directions, while
there was grass and fuel for camp necessaries.

The shikaris did not cast up until mid-day,
without, however, having had a shot; and when,
at 4 p.M., we sent for them, intending to have a
try up the mountain, they said they were much
too tired to go, and wanted to cook some food.
We began to think our Kirghiz gillies a bad
bargain, but concluded we had better not run
them too hard at first, or they might leave us in
the lurch. Bower said he would go alone; and
Jaffer, my servant, saying he would like to have
a sight of a goolja, I gave him my rifle, and we
started off. At the mouth of the nullah, Bower
took the left spur and I the right. It looked a
very likely place, having good patches of green
grass, and a small stream running along the
bottom. When we had scrambled up the stony
ridge, and began to get blown, Jaffer was glad to
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sit down, as he found his breath short at these
high altitudes, so I got out the glasses, and very
soon made out Bower on the other side, about
the same height. Presently I heard some stones
rattle down the opposite slope, and saw seven
gooljas, who appeared to be descending to the
bottom, probably for their evening meal; and
after looking about to see if the coast was clear,
they began to graze. They then worked up the
valley, and I determined to go in a similar direc-
tion, so that if they caught sight of Bower, who
was moving along on the sky-line, and who had
evidently not seen them, I should be handy, and
get a shot as they crossed my way. This was
my only chance, for the wind was blowing right
up the nullah.

It was hard work scrambling over the abrupt
stony slopes of broken quartz, keeping our bodies
as low as possible amongst the stones, and lying
quite still in all sorts of uncomfortable positions
when any of the poli raised their heads to look
about. After a while they seemed to get uneasy,
then all of a sudden made up their minds and
turned up the slope on which we were. My
hopes were done for, as they would now pass at
least 400 yards in front of where I lay, and there



EFFECT AND SPREAD OF SCENT. 83

was no cover; besides, as soon as they got to my
level they would get my wind. My chance of a
shot being over, I made up my mind to study the
effect and spread of scent at a certain distance. I
reckoned that if they came on straight, they would
pass exactly 400 yards in front, with the wind
directly in my rear. They came on slowly,
exactly in the line I expected, and when within
about 100 yards of the point I had marked as
being straight down wind, the leading ram threw
up his head, sniffed the wind in my direction, and
set off up the mountain-side at a gallop, the rest
following. They were all good heads; but, I
consoled myself, no shot was better than a miss.
I verified the distance, and found that 8o yards
below the direct line of wind the Ovis had got
my scent, 400 yards from where I was, which
gave the spread at that distance 160 yards. The
strength of the wind was normal, the usual
draught, which blows dbwz. the valleys in the
morning and #p as soon as the sun rises.
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CHAPTEIR\ V.
AMONG THE PAMIRS.

WE VISIT DAUVERGNE'S CAMP—A SUCCESSFUL STALK—DEAD
BEAT—DAUVERGNE LEAVES—THE KILIK VALLEY—A TAN-
TALISING SHOT—MESSAGE FROM GROMCHEFSKI—AN AVA-
LANCHE—AKAL JAHN PROVIDES SHIKARIS—MORE OVES—
BOWER’S SUCCESS—AN ICE WALL—COLLECTING THE SPOILS
—TEA WITH GROMCHEFSKI.

THE next morning it was snowing hard, and bed
was the best place; but as it showed signs of
clearing by eight o'clock, I shouted to Bower if
he was ready for breakfast, and turned out. As
we were discussing our programme over our pipes,
two Kirghiz mounted on ponies came in, bringing
a note from Dauvergne and some Ouvis poli meat.
He had, he said, great luck the previous day,
killing three good gooljas; that there were plenty
more in the nullah, and as he was leaving for
Wakhan in a couple of days, we had better come
‘up and camp with him at once.
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Now, moving camp in a snowstorm is not a
pleasant diversion; so we determined to walk
over and see him, leaving our tents until next day.
We found him very busy with his heads and skins,
with which he was well satisfied. He intended
to start for Chitral in a couple of days, fearing, if
he delayed, the passes would be closed by snow.
After spending an hour or two with him, we re-
turned to our camp. The snow had ceased, but
the mist hung thick on the hill.

We laid our plans overnight. The day broke
clear, the air crisp, and, with snow on the
ground, it was a grand morning to spot game.
I very soon ascended the slope of the steppe,
which occurs all round the base of the mountains,
and had hardly got one eye over the top when I
spotted a herd of poli. They showed up well on
the snow, and with the aid of my glass I counted
twenty, all rams. It looked as if I was to get
my chance at last, as they were all busy digging
through the snow, which lay about 4 inches deep,
to get at the grass beneath.

The edge of the steppe was undulating, and I
soon made out a line that should take me within
shot; so, telling my Kirghiz to lie quite still—
really the only thing these people are good at—
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set to work to crawl along the snow, casting an
eye over the spur to see that the herd were all
right. It was slow work, and very cold for the
hands, and I had taken off my sheepskin gloves
to be ready for a shot. The cover was not high
enough for me to move on my feet, even crouch-
ing, so I had to go on all-fours, as it were, on my
elbows and toes. Having reached the last hillock
that afforded cover, I determined to take my
chance. It was a longer shot than I reckoned,
rather more than 200 yards; but as I could see
no better stalk, and as it was getting very cold,
I tried to make up my mind which to fire at.
They were all pretty close together; but, as I
was hesitating; one walked out a little apart from
the rest and turned his head. Seeing it was a
pretty good one, I gave him the preference, and,
after a careful aim, fired. The smoke hung for
a moment, so that I saw nothing; but when it
cleared, they were all on their legs. They had
taken a short spurt, and paused, as they often do,
for a moment after a shot, so I gave them the
other barrel. This time there was no mistake;
I heard the bullet tell, and as they made off, one
remained behind. He did not fall at once, but

moved on slowly. Presently he lay down, and I
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went round, and approached from behind, think-
ing he might want another shot; but he was quite
dead. In working up to him, I crossed the line
of No. 1, and saw by the blood-tracks that he also
was hit, but had disappeared with the rest of the
herd. I tracked him for some way, but conclud-
ing I should have to follow a considerable dis-
tance, I went back to have a look at the other, and
was disappointed to find his head only measured
44 inches.

Sending the Kirghiz off to camp for a pony to
take it back, I slung my rifle and went off up the
mountain, determined to stick to the wounded one
until he was brought to hand. The blood-tracks
were well defined, but always with the herd. At
last I came within sight of them, and with my
glass made out the hindermost one was dead
lame. I followed on, though very done, the
ascent being steep and stony, and the rifle on my
back feeling very heavy. Soon after this he fell
out, and making sure I should find him in some
corrie, plucked up heart and went on. Yes, there
he was, but with his head well up, and apparently
not very sick. Getting up, he limped to the top
of the ridge, but not liking the look of the ground,
turned back, and caught sight of me full in the
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open. After staring a minute, he cantered off
quite strong, heading for a snow-ridge which ran
along the top of the opposite sky-line, and fell
away on this side in a steep curtain. He paused
for a moment as he got near this obstacle, then
putting on a spurt, he popped over and disap-
peared.

As there was an icy wind, sure forerunner of a
snowstorm, and which froze the very marrow in
my bones, I did not stop long to consider my posi-
tion; and though disliking the idea of leaving a
wounded animal, I felt that to follow it into an un-
known region, in the midst of a snowstorm, would
be madness. Itherefore began to retrace my steps.
The descent over rocky débris covered with snow
was very laborious; even stout shooting-boots
with nails gave a very uncertain grip, and a slip
meant a sprained ankle or worse. After a time
I got out of the snow-cloud, and could see my
way better. The slope was still very rough, and
my boots, of which I had not too many pairs,
were getting cut to pieces. By degrees I got to
the bottom of the ravine, and while thinking over
my luck, and wondering what the others were
doing, did not look about very much, but, on
turning a corner, looked up the nullah, which was
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pretty steep, and there, to my astonishment, were
seven gooljas, standing in single file, about 200
yards off. In a second my rifle was unslung, and
before they had realised the situation I gave them
one, two, right and left. Neither fell to the shot,
but the leader seemed to stagger, took two strides
down the slope, then recovered himself and fol-
lowed the rest. Reloading, I gave him another
shot, and down he went head over heels. Run-
ning after the others, I looked for blood-tracks,
but finding none, though I followed within sight a
good way, I gave in where they disappeared over
a spur, and returned to where my ram lay. He
had a good thick head, which measured, although
broken off at the tips, 58 inches by 17 inches.

As it was getting late and I did not know how
far off the camp lay, I rolled him down the slope
into a deep water-course, and stuck my mountain-
stick into the ground, with a red cotton handker-
chief tied to it, to mark the spot and keep off the
birds ; then I started off across the steppe in the
direction of the camp. When I got to the far
edge of the plain, I found I had made a good
shot, for there lay our camp at my feet, about two
miles off. The prospect of food and drink fresh-
ened me considerably, and quickening my pace, I
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soon reached it. Bower and Dauvergne were
still on the mountain. ‘

The servants came crowding up with the usual
anxious inquiry, “ Kutch shikar mella ?”—* Have
you had any sport?” But I suddenly found I
was dead beat, and could only reply, “ Bring me
tea at once!” Whilst I was going, I did not
realise how done I was; but now, as I lay on my
camp-bed, I came to the conclusion that I had
never done such a hard day’s work. Some tea
soon revived me, and calling to Barat, I told him
to send a pony to bring in the last goolja. He
said the shikaris had not yet returned from the
first beat, so I gave him directions to follow my
track over the snow which covered the steppe,
and he could not fail to see the red handkerchief
on the opposite side; then changed my things, lit
a pipe, and felt quite jolly again.

Bower and Dauvergne came in soon after, hav-
ing seen plenty, but they had not killed any.
Bower, who is as strong a walker as I ever met,
was just as dead beat as I had been, and we came
to the conclusion that, to work on these Pamir
ranges, a good meal at starting is necessary.
Walking on an empty stomach does not answer.

We had gone out in the early morning after a
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very light repast, and only a bit of bread in our
pockets to last the day! I had never felt the
altitudes farther south in Tibet or Ladak half so
much as here, which, I fancy, is due to the cold
being greater farther north, though our altitude
to-day was not over 17,000 feet at the most.
We had a snug little dinner that evening in my
tent, which was the largest of the three, and after-
wards sat round a big fire made of a sort of peat,
of which we found a fine deposit close to camp.
This is formed by the droppings of sheep, which
are always penned close together at night; and as
the Kirghiz invariably camp on the same spot,
it gradually accumulates, and being hardened and
dried by the summer sun, when dug up into peats
it forms excellent fuel. To make a good fire of
it, it has to be built into a hollow cone open at the
top. In the middle of this cone a heap of dry
burtsa is placed. This burns fiercely for a bit,
and sets alight the inside of the peats, whilst
the air penetrates all round through the inter-
stices. Once the pile is well alight, it throws out
great heat, and never goes out until the whole is
consumed. The only drawback to this style of
firing is the smell of the smoke, which is horrible !
The following morning was lovely, not a cloud
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to be seen. I was soon on the track of a herd of
poli which were feeding on the plain, but from the
lie of the ground it was impossible to stalk them,
though it was not for want of trying, and I found
I was only running a very good chance of being
frost-bitten, so gave it up, and crossed to the spot
where I had left the big poli the previous day.
Not a trace of it remained, though Barat had only
brought in the head and skin, leaving the body,
which had not been made lawful food, according
to Mussulman ideas, by having its throat cut.
The wolves had been there during the night, and
demolished every scrap. Nor could I make any-
thing of the wounded one, though his tracks were
visible until coming to stony ground, when all
traces vanished.

A hearty breakfast and a pipe was a pleasant
variety, and we agreed that hunting poli was the
hardest work in the world, and it would be well
to keep ourselves fresh for another day.

Dauvergne now bade us good-bye, and started
on his return journey for Wakhan.

After toiling again all day unsuccessfully, we
determined to try a new ground, and started
down the main valley south-east from camp,
towards the mouth of the Kilik valley, which ran
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down from the Kunjut border, taking a couple of
yaks with us to bring back the spoils if we got
any.

We had not gone very far on the steppe which
ran along the edge of the valley when we saw
some lammergeirs sitting about, which meant
meat of some sort in the vicinity. Looking about,
I thought there was a dead animal, and on draw-
ing near found it to be a poli ram. A good deal
had been eaten by the lammergeirs the previous
day, and they were evidently waiting for the sun
to thaw the meat, which had frozen hard during
the night, to conclude their meal. We went on,
wondering how he had met his death, when it
suddenly struck me he must be the one I had
wounded, and going back, I examined him more
closely. I could not make out any bullet-wound,
but one haunch amongst other parts had been
eaten away; and as vultures always begin at a
wounded spot, I came to the conclusion it was
probably my ram, so told my yak-man to cut off
its head,—a very fair one, measuring about 50
inches,—and bring it on.

The formation of this valley (the Kilik) was
like all those of any size in these parts, having a
steppe of undulating or flat ground on either side
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of the ravine through which the river cuts its
way. The poli lie about on these steppes, where
there is a certain sort of grass which springs up
through the gravel; but in the early morning, or
at night, they go down to the flats by the river,
where they can feed with less trouble.

We sighted some gooljas, but they were out in
the open, and unstalkable, and after hunting up
the valley until within view of the glacier at
its head, and having investigated all the likely
ground, we retraced our steps to the mouth of
the nullah, where we found my yak-man with
the head of the poli, with which we returned.

My next chance was after a long and difficult
stalk, finally having to scramble over the rocks as
hard as I could go, so that I was not at all in a fit
state to fire. On my getting up to them the herd
stood for a moment, but it was a good 200 yards
off. However, pulling myself together as well as
I could in my breathless condition, I fired right
and left. Clean misses both! Reloading, I gave
them two more shots as they scrambled up the
mountain-side. I watched them for some time,
in hopes that one might be hit and fall out; but
no such luck,—on they went, stopping every now
and again to look back, and at last they disap-
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peared over the top of the ridge. Smoking a
pipe of bitterness, I wandered over the ground
where my first ram was shot, but no Ovis had
been about since my last visit, and turning back
to camp, I found Bower in before me. He also
had had a shot with no result.

In the evening a man arrived from Chaddirtash,
the Kirghiz camp at the mouth of the valley, to
say that news had come from the Little Pamir
of Gromchefski, the Russian explorer, who had
sent to let Kutch Mahomed, the Beg, know that
he would probably be here in a day or two, on
his way to Raskum, and wished to ascertain where
we were camped, as he would like very much to
meet us. Not knowing Russian, I wrote him a
note in English, telling him where we were, and
asking him to join us for a few days’ shooting.
I translated the gist of the note to the bearer,
and told him to explain it to Gromchefski if he
did not understand it.

To the non-sporting reader, if I have any, de-
scriptions of our unsuccessful days’ hunting may
seem unnecessary; but if record only of good
sport were given, the trials of the chase would be
entirely overlooked, and a wrong impression con-
veyed. The hardships of the life, the fatigue

G
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which could scarcely be borne were it not for
the hope of better luck which buoys every true
hunter up, must to a certain extent be entered
into to enable a real impression to be formed of
the life we led. As a gambler lays his all on the
throw of the dice, so does a hunter stake his
hopes for the future, always with the firm belief
that the next move will be the lucky one. And
so we worked on in faith.

Going to the nullah where I had made my last
shot and miss, I spotted a herd in a capital posi-
tion, and hugged myself with the idea of an easy
stalk. But not a bit of it. They left the nullah
to graze in the open. There was nothing for it
but to lie down and wait. The sun was getting
up, which meant a change of wind, and if they
did not move soon, my chance was gone. One
by one they went towards a depression, and dis-
appeared. As the last scut went out of sight,
I got up and ran after them, but before getting to
the edge, paused a moment to get my breath,
when, horror of horrors! I felt the wind on my
back. It was all up then, but I went on and looked
over the brow. They had evidently got my
wind, and had made their first rush, for they
stood looking towards me, It was a long shot,
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and | was quite unsteady, but took the chance,
threw up my rifle and fired. The bullet fell
short into the snow. Giving a little more eleva-
tion, I tried the second barrel, but with no better
success.  So, after giving the nullah one more
chance, and finding my friends comfortably settled,
evidently for the day, with a fine extensive view
all round, we agreed to change our ground, and
gave orders to march the caravan down to the
mouth of the Kilik.

Bower was to try the left side of the valley,
and I started up towards the col, from Kuk-
turuk. Here there were fresh tracks of a good
herd of gooljas, but I got to the crest of the pass
without seeing them. At the top of the col a
rocky spur came down from the left, shutting out
the view like a wall, and we (the shikari and
myself) had to work our way round the end of
it before we could see the snow-slopes above.
There were the herd, busy digging up the snow
to get at the grass.

As the wind is very shifty on these heights, we
got back quickly, and made a detour to get well
above them. It took an hour’s hard walking,
crossing a succession of rocky spurs from 10 to
20 feet in height. Climbing each one cautiously,
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we looked over the third, and there they were,
quite twenty of them, about 150 yards off, looking
grand on the white snow, and quite unsuspicious
of our presence. Some were scraping holes in
the snow, others lying down on the bare spots
they had made.

As far as I could see, the best heads were
farthest off, but I determined to take time and
choose a real good one. While watching, one
that had been lying down with some others in
a clump got up and showed his horns clearly
defined against the snow, as he turned his head
and looked in my direction. I could resist no
longer, and; drawing a steady bead on him, let
drive. The bullet struck, not with that #Z«d so
dear to the sportsman’s ear, but with a crack as
if it had struck a rock. He appeared staggered
for a moment, then shaking his head, made off
with the rest of the herd down the slope as hard
as they could pelt, never pausing for an instant.
I took a running shot at another, which must
have missed.

My feelings can be better imagined than
described. My first inclination was to shie my
empty rifle after them, my second to sit down
and cry! I never felt so sick in my life. After
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having made such a beautiful stalk, and taken
everything so quietly, only to succeed in hitting
my game on the horn! Why had I not waited
a moment longer? He was standing broadside
on, but with his head turned towards me, and so
covered his shoulder with his horn.

I watched them for a long time. Having
ascended the hill on the opposite side, about
half a mile from where I sat, they proceeded to
cross a corrie, when all of a sudden they turned
as if by word of command, and came scampering
back! At the same moment I heard a rumbling,
and saw the snow which had accumulated in the
corrie begin to pour over the edge of the
precipice, which fell away suddenly, just below
where they were crossing. After running back
some distance, they stopped as suddenly as they
had started. My shikari made signs that we
should follow them, as they were evidently
frightened at the avalanche they had set in
motion.

It did not take us long to run down; but when
we began to ascend the opposite side, it was quite
another thing. The slope lay at an angle of 457,
and the snow more than knee-deep in places.

We toiled and sobbed up the hill for half an
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hour at least, while they stood gazing at the
corrie, and I began to think they would wait for
me after all ; but whilst we were still a long way
off, they made up their minds, and started again
up the mountain-side.

Looking at each other in despair, we sorrow-
fully descended the slope the way we came, and
then tried one of the branches of the Kilik, right
up to the glacier at the head, but with no result.
The day was getting on, so we turned about and
made for camp.

Bower having fared no better, we decided to
move to the mouth of the Mintaka, a valley
leading down from the Kunjut border. Beyond
getting a most magnificent view of snow-moun-
tains in every direction, as far as eye could reach,
we might have saved ourselves the scramble; so
as we expected Gromchefski would by this time
have arrived at Chaddirtash, we proceeded there,
and were most hospitably received, and enter-
tained by Kutch Mahomed with tea and a sort of
girdle-cake, which the Kirghiz women made with
flour, cream, and butter,—very acceptable to a
hungry man.

The Russian not having come, we left the
Karachunkar valley and turned up the Taghdum-
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bash Pamir towards the Mustagh range, passing
some groups of Sirikuli yurts. These people
come on this pamir to graze their flocks in the
summer, and in the winter return to the smaller
villages in the lower part of the valleys.

Akal Jahn, the Beg of the neighbourhood, whose
acquaintance we had already made on our journey
up, entertained us, and told us where we were
likely to find some gooljas, and also introduced
two Kirghiz, the best shikaris, he said, in the
country.

We walked up an easy road for about ten miles
to the base of a broad col, the Kunjerat Pass,
and there, sheltered by a circle of rocks, we made
our camp. Bower and I started up this col to-
gether, and separated to the right and left. We
had not gone far when I saw a herd of rams on
the slopes on Bower’s side, which he evidently
saw also, and I watched him through the glasses
manceuvring for a chance. Then, when about
half-way across the plain, I sighted another herd,
and made out some good heads. After making
one or two false stalks, and having to wait and
change my tactics as the wind veered round,
I worked my way very carefully down. Instead
of my double .500, I had brought out the Martini
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carbine, which had not yet shot an animal, and
thought of giving it a turn. Having loaded, I
crawled to the top of a hillock, and found the
herd still lying down and half asleep. The
moment I showed myself on the sky-line they
were on their legs. I selected one, and gave him
a shot which plugged into him, but did not bring
him down, and he went on with the rest in single
file. I got in another cartridge and fired again.
This time they went round a swell, which covered
them, and going after, I gave them two more
shots, and thought I heard every bullet tell, but,
as yet, none had fallen, so, sitting down, I watched
them going along the bottom and up the opposite
slope. Here one began to go short, turned along
the side, and lay down behind a rock. Expecting
that Bower on the heights above would meet the
herd, and if the wounded ones lagged, turn them
back to me, I hurried along, and on crossing the
line of the herd found two distinct blood-tracks.
Being anxious to follow, I went to the wounded
one, and as he staggered up gave him another
shot, and set off up the hill, along a rough track,
which wound in and out the inequalities of the
moraine, so that it was impossible to see far
ahead. Just then there were two rapid shots
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above., Bower, then, had met the herd; but I
did not feel easy about his having met the
wounded ones, so kept on. The ground grew
more and more rocky and broken, till it fell
abruptly from the glacier into a deep ravine and
brought me to a full stop. Presently, seeing
Bower ascending the opposite side of the ravine
to my left, I turned and went to the right; but
after hunting for some time among the rocks,
where the traces grew fainter and fainter, and
beginning to feel I had done a good day’s work,
circled round to see about the dead ram, at which
I had scarcely looked. As he lay on his side he
appeared to have a very fair head, but on turning
him over I found one horn was broken, which
spoilt his beauty considerably.

Sitting down to smoke a pipe while the shikari
cut off the head and skinned him, I soon felt
better, and taking out my knife, began at the
other end. We then quartered him, and hiding
the meat and skin under some rocks, started for
camp with the head slung on my mountain-pole,
which we carried between us.

Bower came in soon after. He had made
out the wounded ones, but could not get a
chance at them; a long shot at two others had
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no results. The wounded one had a grand head,
but he was going so strong that it was useless
following. In the distance he saw another, not
far from where I had my shots, looking very
sick, and was quite surprised I had not found
him. Later he had two more shots, and hit
one hard, but as the day was getting on, faced
about for home, expecting to find him under
a rock on the morrow.

I was far from satisfied with my performance.
Was it my fault, or the rifle? Out of four
beasts, only one bagged; and I could not help
thinking that had I used my double .500 this
would not have occurred.

Starting off to seek dead, I got on the track
in some snow, and could see the bullet had
been through his body, there being blood on
both sides of the track. Farther along there
appeared fresh marks of wolves, and though
knowing there was now no chance of his body,
felt sure of finding his head; but though I
searched high and low, not a trace was to be
seen.

While sitting in my tent consoling myself
with a cup of tea, Bower came in looking
radiant. When following the ram wounded the
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previous day, a very fine goolja had started
up suddenly within 100 yards of him, and
paused a moment. Throwing up his rifle,
which fortunately he had loaded in his hand,
he dropped him before he could get away.

Going up the nullah next morning, which
debouched near our camp from the north, I
spotted a herd of ibex, and with my glasses
made out two bucks amongst them, but as
their horns were small, let them be. Five
miles farther on, the nullah took a bend, and
on rounding the shoulder a most magnificent
view greeted me.

I was looking into a kind of amphitheatre.
The rocky precipices which bound it were too
steep for snow to lodge on, and for this reason
had formed a huge glacier at the base. Out
of this glacier, which ended in a wall of ice
at least 300 feet high, sprang the stream, one
of the sources of the Tashkurgan river. It
was superb, but impassable, —so turned back,
and indulged in a square meal in camp for
a change.

Bower had great good -luck, having come
suddenly on another herd of Ovis, and dropped
three. Luckily he had ponies with him to col-
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lect the spoils of the previous day. It was
dusk before they got in with their load. The
largest head measured 60 inches, the finest we
had shot; the others were not very big.

A messenger coming in to say that Gromchefski
had arrived at Chaddirtash, we mounted our
ponies and started for Akul Jahn’s camp. He
was not at home, having gone to meet Young-
husband, who was exploring all the passes of the
Mustagh range.

As the pamir is quite flat here, we could make
out in the distance the mazar, where we expected
to find the camp, but could see no signs of it.
Presently we met some Kirghiz who had been
sent to conduct us thither, and who said it was
no distance; but, like the Scotch “mile and a
bittock,” the “bittock ” was the longest part, and
we travelled a good six miles before we reached
our destination.

Gromchefski had only just arrived, but soon
got a small tent up, and offered us tea and
biscuits. He had with him a German, whose
name has escaped me. Our conversation was
rather curious. I talked French, but understood
German a littlee Gromchefski talked German,
but understood a little French! I therefore
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addressed him in French, and he replied in Ger-
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