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Excerpt:IN the sixth chapter of this work, I have fully explained how the phrase "Abode of Snow"
is a literal translation of the Sanscrit compound " Himalaya," and therefore forms an appropriate
title for a work treating of those giant mountains. The Abode of Snow par excellence is not in the
Himalaya, or even in the Arctic region, but (setting Saturn aside) in the Antarctic region. Owing to
the greater preponderance of ocean in the southern hemisphere, the greatest accumulation of
ice is round the South Pole; and hence the not improbable theory that, when the accumulation
has reached a certain point, the balance of the earth must be suddenly destroyed, and this orb
shall almost instantaneously turn transversely to its axis, moving the great oceans, and so
producing one of those cyclical catastrophes which, there is some reason to believe, have
before now interfered with the development and the civilisation of the human race.

About the AuthorDr. Sean Pitman is a graduate of Loma Linda University with a
hematopathology fellowship from the City of Hope National Medical Center. He currently
practices pathology in Redding, California. --This text refers to an out of print or unavailable
edition of this title.

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Jpjo/OPMw/ZZEvd/The-Abode-of-Snow-Observations-on-a-Tour-from-Chinese-Tibet-to-the-Indian-Caucasus-Through-the-Upper-Valleys-of-the-Himalaya


literature contains such a jewel; and I must say, also, that both the Messrs. Blackwood did me
essential service by the consideration they displayed when I sent in my manuscript at
unreasonable times, or altered proofs unmercifully at the last moment. Prince Bismarck said to
Count Arnim that the business of the Prussian Foreign Office could not be carried on if every
Embassy were to conduct itself in the way that of Paris did; and I am sure the business of Maga
could not be carried on at all if all its contributors were to try its patience as I did.I was much
indebted also to an old friend—a genius loci and yet a man of European celebrity—who at the
commencement of the appearance of my articles wrote to me in terms of the warmest
encouragement. It may be that the favour with which the original articles appear to have been
received may stand in the way of success now that they are reproduced in book-form; so I may
mention that, though long passages have not been added to this reprint, yet very many short
ones have; the interstices, so to speak, have been filled up; greater accuracy has been attained;
and the whole work has been recast, and that into a form which, I venture to believe, will make it
more acceptable to all readers; and I am led to hope that this may be so, among other reasons,
by the fact that an American publishing house, G. P. Putman's Sons, New York, has already
prepared stereotyped plates of my book, with a view to republication across the Atlantic.I feel
some regret at not having been able either to repress my outbreaks on the difficult subject of the
policy which ought to be pursued in governing India, or to enter into the question in a fuller and
more satisfactory manner than I have done; but while that subject lay beyond the proper scope
of this work, it was one which the incidents of my journey naturally led me incidentally to refer to.
I shall now only express my profound conviction, that if India were more directly governed with
an enlightened view to our own national interests than it is at present, it would be far better for
the people of India; that it is the English in India, far more than the Bengal ryot, the educated
native, or the Indian Prince, who have reason to complain of the British Raj; and that, under a
superficial appearance of contentment and progress, there are gathering forces, mostly
powerless for good, which may at any moment break forth with destructive fury, and are certain
to do so whenever the energies of this country are more fully occupied elsewhere.It may be
fancied that some of my descriptions of what I encountered among the Himalaya are somewhat
exaggerated, and especially, I understand, the achievements of the little pony which carried me
over the great Shigri glacier. A lady writing to me on this subject remarks: "Had I not known you
to be scrupulously truthful—in fact, fastidiously careful in the use of language, lest it might
convey a shade of meaning beyond the thought, opinion, or fact, you wished to express—I might
have regarded some of your descriptions as exaggerated ; but I consider accuracy, both verbal
(that is, in the use of words) and in the statement of facts, to be one of your strong points —
barring and excepting in the making of promises with respect to letter-writing." So I have
carefully reconsidered everything which might appear to bear the marks of exaggeration, and,
while finding almost nothing to alter on that ground, have thought it best to say nothing about
one or two incidents which might really appear incredible. I have only to add on this subject, that
the state of Himalayan paths differs somewhat from year to year, according to the amount of



labour expended upon them, and the landslips which occur.One word more, and I have done.
Like many other men, I have written hundreds—I may say thousands —of more or less
insignificant articles in newspapers and periodicals ; but, like the vast majority of my fellow-
labourers in that department of literature, I have sought to keep back my name rather than to
thrust it obtrusively before the public in connection with productions which, however good or bad
of their kind, had no individuality or importance sufficient to warrant their being connected with
any particular author. That is the usual feeling of public writers in this country; but there is always
some one insensible to it. A few months ago one of those candid friends who are the gentian
and rhubarb of life, remarked to me: "What a stupid article that is on the CUTTLE-FISHwhich you
have in !I wonder you put yourname to it." Now the cuttle-fish is a denizen of the ocean with
which I am well acquainted, from its toughness as an article of diet, it having been the habit of
my Hong-Kong butler to give me a curry of it whenever he was displeased with me, adding,
when he saw my frown, the dubious consolation: "Eh! No likey? I tinkee he makee you likey to-
mollow (tomorrow) cully too muchee." But to write articles on the cuttle-fish was, I knew, out of
my line; and I was shocked at having my name pointed out to me, printed in full, at the bottom of
such an article. At first I cherished the hope that this was the work of some practical humourist;
but found on inquiry, that this alter ego, the cuttle-fish A. W., was a sad reality that he had
published several articles of the same kind, and had as much title as myself to the name he
bgars. I know how vain it is to hope that any pushing young Scotchman will consent to preach
behind a screen if he has any opportunity of doing so in front of it; therefore I address no
remonstrance or request to the ichthyologist himself. But, would not some Scotch University—
say Aberdeen or Glasgow— have the goodness to make a distinction between us by conferring
upon him the degree of D.D., LL.D., or whatever other high academical distinction his arduous
researches into the character of the cuttle-fish may justify? LONDON, July, 1875.THE ABODE
OF SNOW.CHAPTER LTO THE HEIGHTS.I HAVE heard of an American backwoodsman who,
on finding some people camping about twenty miles from his log-cabin, rushed back in
consternation to his wife and exclaimed, " Pack thee up, Martha—pack thee up; it's getting
altogether too crowded hereabouts." The annoyance which this worthy complained of is very
generally felt at present; and, go almost where he may, the lover of peace and solitude will soon
have reason to complain that the country round him is becoming "altogether too crowded." As
for the enterprising and exploring traveller, who desires to make a reputation for himself by his
explorations, his case is even worse. Kafiristan, Chinese Tibet, and the very centre of Africa,
indeed remain for him; but, wherever he may go, he cannot escape the painful conviction that his
task will ere long be trodden ground, and that the special correspondent, the trained reporter,
will soon try to obliterate his footsteps. It was not so in older times. The man who went out to see
a strange country, if he were fortunate enough to return to his friends alive, became an authority
on that country to the day of his death,Aand continued so for generations afterwards, if he had
only used his wits well. An accurate description of a country usually stood good for a century or
two, at least, and for that period there was no one to dispute it; but the Khiva of 1872 is



fundamentally different from the Khiva of 1874; and could we stand to-day where Speke stood
sublimely alone a few years ago at Murchison Falls, when he was accomplishing the heroic feat
of passing (for the first time in authentic history) from Zanzibar to Cairo, through the ground
where the Nile unquestionably takes its rise, we should probably see an English steamboat, with
Colonel Gordon on board, moving over the waters of Lake Victoria Nyanza. For the change in
the relations of one country with another, which has been effected by steam as a means of
propulsion, is of a most radical kind; and it proceeds FO rapidly, that by the time the little girls at
our knees ?re grandmothers, and have been fired with that noble ambition to see the world
which possesses the old ladies o<" our own day, it will be only a question of money and choice
with them, as to having a cruise upon the lakes of Central Africa, or going to reason with the
Grand Lama of Tibet upon the subject of polyandry. Any on*; walking along the Strand may
notice advertisements of "Gaze's annual tour to Jerusalem, Damascus, Nineveh, Babylon, the
Garden of Eden," &c, &c. No doubt that sort of thing will receive a check occasionally; there has
been a refreshing recurrence, within the last two months, of brigandage in Sicily and the Italian
peninsula, which may serve to create a vacuum for the meditative traveller; and if a party of
Cook's tourists were to fall into the hands of Persian or Kurdish banditti, the unspeakable
consequences would probably put a stop to excursions to the Garden of Eden for some time to
come; but still the process would go on, of bringing together the ends of the earth, and of making
the remotest countries familiar ground.Such a process, however, will always leave room for
books of travel by the few who are specially qualified either to understand nature or describe
mankind; and there are regions of the world, the natural conformation of which will continue to
exclude ordinary travellers, until we have overcome the difficulty of flying through the air.
Especially are such regions to be found in the Himaliya—which, according to the Sanscrit,
literally means "The Abode of Snow "—and indeed in the whole of that enormous mass of
mountains which really stretches across Asia and Europe, from the China Sea to the Atlantic,
and to which Arab geographers have given the expressive title of "The Stony Girdle of the
Earth." It is to the loftiest valleys, and almost the highest peaks of that range that, in this and two
or three succeeding chapters, I would conduct my readers from the burning plains of India, in the
hope of finding themes of interest, if not many matters of absolute novelty. I have had the
privilege of discoursing from and on many mountains — mountains in Switzerland and
Beloochistan, China and Japan—and would now speak"Of vales more wild and mountains more
sublime."Often, of late years, when thinking of again writing and describing new scenes, the
lines have recurrred to me with painful force, which the dying Magician of the North wrote in
pencil by Tweedside—"How shall the warped and broken board     Endure to bear the painter's dy
e? The harp with strained and tuneless chord, How to the minstrel's skill reply?" But the
grandest mountains of the world, which have
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the habit of my Hong-Kong butler to give me a curry of it whenever he was displeased with me,
adding, when he saw my frown, the dubious consolation: "Eh! No likey? I tinkee he makee you
likey to-mollow (tomorrow) cully too muchee." But to write articles on the cuttle-fish was, I knew,
out of my line; and I was shocked at having my name pointed out to me, printed in full, at the
bottom of such an article. At first I cherished the hope that this was the work of some practical
humourist; but found on inquiry, that this alter ego, the cuttle-fish A. W., was a sad reality that he
had published several articles of the same kind, and had as much title as myself to the name he
bgars. I know how vain it is to hope that any pushing young Scotchman will consent to preach
behind a screen if he has any opportunity of doing so in front of it; therefore I address no
remonstrance or request to the ichthyologist himself. But, would not some Scotch University—
say Aberdeen or Glasgow— have the goodness to make a distinction between us by conferring
upon him the degree of D.D., LL.D., or whatever other high academical distinction his arduous
researches into the character of the cuttle-fish may justify? LONDON, July, 1875.THE ABODE
OF SNOW.CHAPTER LTO THE HEIGHTS.I HAVE heard of an American backwoodsman who,
on finding some people camping about twenty miles from his log-cabin, rushed back in
consternation to his wife and exclaimed, " Pack thee up, Martha—pack thee up; it's getting
altogether too crowded hereabouts." The annoyance which this worthy complained of is very
generally felt at present; and, go almost where he may, the lover of peace and solitude will soon
have reason to complain that the country round him is becoming "altogether too crowded." As
for the enterprising and exploring traveller, who desires to make a reputation for himself by his
explorations, his case is even worse. Kafiristan, Chinese Tibet, and the very centre of Africa,
indeed remain for him; but, wherever he may go, he cannot escape the painful conviction that his
task will ere long be trodden ground, and that the special correspondent, the trained reporter,
will soon try to obliterate his footsteps. It was not so in older times. The man who went out to see
a strange country, if he were fortunate enough to return to his friends alive, became an authority
on that country to the day of his death,Aand continued so for generations afterwards, if he had
only used his wits well. An accurate description of a country usually stood good for a century or
two, at least, and for that period there was no one to dispute it; but the Khiva of 1872 is
fundamentally different from the Khiva of 1874; and could we stand to-day where Speke stood
sublimely alone a few years ago at Murchison Falls, when he was accomplishing the heroic feat
of passing (for the first time in authentic history) from Zanzibar to Cairo, through the ground
where the Nile unquestionably takes its rise, we should probably see an English steamboat, with
Colonel Gordon on board, moving over the waters of Lake Victoria Nyanza. For the change in
the relations of one country with another, which has been effected by steam as a means of
propulsion, is of a most radical kind; and it proceeds FO rapidly, that by the time the little girls at
our knees ?re grandmothers, and have been fired with that noble ambition to see the world
which possesses the old ladies o<" our own day, it will be only a question of money and choice
with them, as to having a cruise upon the lakes of Central Africa, or going to reason with the
Grand Lama of Tibet upon the subject of polyandry. Any on*; walking along the Strand may



notice advertisements of "Gaze's annual tour to Jerusalem, Damascus, Nineveh, Babylon, the
Garden of Eden," &c, &c. No doubt that sort of thing will receive a check occasionally; there has
been a refreshing recurrence, within the last two months, of brigandage in Sicily and the Italian
peninsula, which may serve to create a vacuum for the meditative traveller; and if a party of
Cook's tourists were to fall into the hands of Persian or Kurdish banditti, the unspeakable
consequences would probably put a stop to excursions to the Garden of Eden for some time to
come; but still the process would go on, of bringing together the ends of the earth, and of making
the remotest countries familiar ground.Such a process, however, will always leave room for
books of travel by the few who are specially qualified either to understand nature or describe
mankind; and there are regions of the world, the natural conformation of which will continue to
exclude ordinary travellers, until we have overcome the difficulty of flying through the air.
Especially are such regions to be found in the Himaliya—which, according to the Sanscrit,
literally means "The Abode of Snow "—and indeed in the whole of that enormous mass of
mountains which really stretches across Asia and Europe, from the China Sea to the Atlantic,
and to which Arab geographers have given the expressive title of "The Stony Girdle of the
Earth." It is to the loftiest valleys, and almost the highest peaks of that range that, in this and two
or three succeeding chapters, I would conduct my readers from the burning plains of India, in the
hope of finding themes of interest, if not many matters of absolute novelty. I have had the
privilege of discoursing from and on many mountains — mountains in Switzerland and
Beloochistan, China and Japan—and would now speak"Of vales more wild and mountains more
sublime."Often, of late years, when thinking of again writing and describing new scenes, the
lines have recurrred to me with painful force, which the dying Magician of the North wrote in
pencil by Tweedside—"How shall the warped and broken board     Endure to bear the painter's dy
e? The harp with strained and tuneless chord, How to the minstrel's skill reply?" But the
grandest mountains of the world, which haverestored something of former strength, may
perhaps suggest thoughts of interest, despite the past deathin-life of an invalid in the tropics.
There is a lily (JF. cordatd) which rarely blossoms in India, unless watered with ice-water, which
restores its vigour, and makes it flower. So the Englishman, whose frame withers and strength
departs in the golden sunlight but oppressive air of India, finds new vigour and fresh thought and
feeling among the snows and glaciers of the Himaliya. If the reader will come with me there, and
rest under the lofty deodar-tree, I promise him he will find no enemy but winter and rough
weather, and perhaps we may discourse not altogether unprofitably under the shadow of those
lofty snowy peaks, which still continue
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becoming "altogether too crowded." As for the enterprising and exploring traveller, who desires
to make a reputation for himself by his explorations, his case is even worse. Kafiristan, Chinese
Tibet, and the very centre of Africa, indeed remain for him; but, wherever he may go, he cannot
escape the painful conviction that his task will ere long be trodden ground, and that the special
correspondent, the trained reporter, will soon try to obliterate his footsteps. It was not so in older
times. The man who went out to see a strange country, if he were fortunate enough to return to
his friends alive, became an authority on that country to the day of his death,Aand continued so
for generations afterwards, if he had only used his wits well. An accurate description of a country
usually stood good for a century or two, at least, and for that period there was no one to dispute
it; but the Khiva of 1872 is fundamentally different from the Khiva of 1874; and could we stand to-
day where Speke stood sublimely alone a few years ago at Murchison Falls, when he was
accomplishing the heroic feat of passing (for the first time in authentic history) from Zanzibar to
Cairo, through the ground where the Nile unquestionably takes its rise, we should probably see
an English steamboat, with Colonel Gordon on board, moving over the waters of Lake Victoria
Nyanza. For the change in the relations of one country with another, which has been effected by
steam as a means of propulsion, is of a most radical kind; and it proceeds FO rapidly, that by the
time the little girls at our knees ?re grandmothers, and have been fired with that noble ambition
to see the world which possesses the old ladies o<" our own day, it will be only a question of
money and choice with them, as to having a cruise upon the lakes of Central Africa, or going to
reason with the Grand Lama of Tibet upon the subject of polyandry. Any on*; walking along the
Strand may notice advertisements of "Gaze's annual tour to Jerusalem, Damascus, Nineveh,
Babylon, the Garden of Eden," &c, &c. No doubt that sort of thing will receive a check
occasionally; there has been a refreshing recurrence, within the last two months, of brigandage
in Sicily and the Italian peninsula, which may serve to create a vacuum for the meditative
traveller; and if a party of Cook's tourists were to fall into the hands of Persian or Kurdish banditti,
the unspeakable consequences would probably put a stop to excursions to the Garden of Eden
for some time to come; but still the process would go on, of bringing together the ends of the
earth, and of making the remotest countries familiar ground.Such a process, however, will
always leave room for books of travel by the few who are specially qualified either to understand
nature or describe mankind; and there are regions of the world, the natural conformation of
which will continue to exclude ordinary travellers, until we have overcome the difficulty of flying
through the air. Especially are such regions to be found in the Himaliya—which, according to the
Sanscrit, literally means "The Abode of Snow "—and indeed in the whole of that enormous mass
of mountains which really stretches across Asia and Europe, from the China Sea to the Atlantic,
and to which Arab geographers have given the expressive title of "The Stony Girdle of the
Earth." It is to the loftiest valleys, and almost the highest peaks of that range that, in this and two
or three succeeding chapters, I would conduct my readers from the burning plains of India, in the
hope of finding themes of interest, if not many matters of absolute novelty. I have had the
privilege of discoursing from and on many mountains — mountains in Switzerland and



Beloochistan, China and Japan—and would now speak"Of vales more wild and mountains more
sublime."Often, of late years, when thinking of again writing and describing new scenes, the
lines have recurrred to me with painful force, which the dying Magician of the North wrote in
pencil by Tweedside—"How shall the warped and broken board     Endure to bear the painter's dy
e? The harp with strained and tuneless chord, How to the minstrel's skill reply?" But the
grandest mountains of the world, which haverestored something of former strength, may
perhaps suggest thoughts of interest, despite the past deathin-life of an invalid in the tropics.
There is a lily (JF. cordatd) which rarely blossoms in India, unless watered with ice-water, which
restores its vigour, and makes it flower. So the Englishman, whose frame withers and strength
departs in the golden sunlight but oppressive air of India, finds new vigour and fresh thought and
feeling among the snows and glaciers of the Himaliya. If the reader will come with me there, and
rest under the lofty deodar-tree, I promise him he will find no enemy but winter and rough
weather, and perhaps we may discourse not altogether unprofitably under the shadow of those
lofty snowy peaks, which still continue "By the flight Of sad mortality's earth-
sullying wing, Unswept, unstained." The change in modern travel has brought the most
interesting, and even the wildest, parts of India within easy reach for our countrymen. Bishop
Heber mentions in his Journal that he knew of only two EnglishmenLord Valencia and Mr Hyde—
who had visited India from motives of science or curiosity since the country came into our
possession. Even thirty years ago such visits were unknown; and the present Lord Derby was
about the first young Englishman who made our Indian Empire a part of the grand tour.
Nowadays, old ladies of seventy, who had scarcely ever left Britain before, are to be met with on
the spurs of the Himaliya; and we are conveyed rapidly and easily over vast stretches of burning
land, which, a few years ago, presented formidable obstacles to even the most eager traveller.
On the great routes over the vast plains of Hindusthan there is no necessity now for riding twenty
miles a day from bungalow to bungalow, or rolling tediously in a "palki gharri" over the
interminable Grand Trunk Road. Even in a well-cushioned comfortable railway apartment it is
somewhat trying to shoot through the blinding sunlight and golden dust of an Indian plain; and
knowing ones are to be seen in such circumstances expending their ice and soda-water upon
the towels which they have wrapped round their heads. But we are compelled to have recourse
to such measures only in the trying transition periods between the hot and cold seasons;
because, when the heat is at its greatest, artificiallycooled carriages are provided for first-class
passengers. Three days from Bombay and twenty pounds conveyance expenses will land the
traveller at Masuri (Mussooree) * on the outer range of the Himaliya; and yet, if he chooses to
halt at various places by the way, a single step almost will take him into some of the wildest
jungle and mountain scenery of India, among* The spelling of Indian names is at present in a
transition state, though SO much has been done to reduce it to one common standard that it is
expedient to follow that standard now, which is the official system of spelling adopted by the
Indian Government, and usually followed by Dr Keith Johnston in his valuable maps. That
system partakes of the nature of a compromise, for accents are only used when specially



necessary; and in the lists drawn up by Dr W. W. Hunter they are used very sparingly, and are
omitted in some cases where they might have been added with advantage. I have followed these
official lists in almost every instance, except in using the word " Himaliya;" and the simple rules
to be borne in mind in order to render their system of spelling intelligible are that—1. The long d
sounds broadly, as in almond.2. The short a without an accent, has usually somewhat of a u
sound, its the a in rural.3. The / with an accent is like ee, or the i in ravine.4. The tl with an accent
is like 00, or the » in bull.5. The e has a broad sound, as the a in dare,6. The 0 sounds openly as
in note.7. The at sounds as in aisle, or the i in high.8. The au sounds like ou in cloud.the most
primitive tribes, and to the haunts of wild animals of the most unamiable kind. Had the
Bishoppoet lived now, he might have sung, with much more truth than he did fifty years ago
—"Thy towers, they say, gleam fair, Bombay, Across the dark-blue sea ;" for the schemes of
Sir Bartle Frere, energetically carried out by his successor, Sir Seymour Fitzgerald, have given
that city the most imposing public buildings to be found in the East—if we except some of the
Mohammedan mosques, with the palaces and tombs (for these, too, are public buildings) of the
Mogul Emperors—and in other ways, also, have made it worthy of its natural situation, and a
splendid gate of entrance to our Indian Empire. But half-Europeanised as the capital of Western
India is, within ten miles of it, in the island of Salsette, at the little-visited Buddhist caves of
Kanhari, the traveller will find not only a long series of ancient richlysculptured cave-temples and
monastic retreats, but also the most savage specimens of animal and vegetable life, in a thick
jungle which often seems alive with monkeys, and where, if he only remains over night, he would
have a very good chance of attracting the attention of the most ferocious denizen of the Indian
forest. Though the locomotive bears him swiftly and smoothly up the inclines of the Thull Ghaut,
instead of his having to cross the Sahyadri range by a bridle-path, or be dragged painfully by
tortured bullocks at the rate of half a mile an hour, as was the case only a few years ago; yet he
has only to stop at the picturesquely-situated bungalow at Egutpoora, and wander a little way
along the edge of the great bounding wall of the Deccan, in order to look down immense
precipices of columnar basalt, and see huge rock-snakes sunning themselves upon the bastions
of old Maratha forts, and be startled by the booming cry of the Entellus monkey, or by coming on
the footprints of a leopard or a tiger. And it may not be amiss, when writing of the Western
Ghauts, to point out the remarkable parallelism, which has not before been noted, between
these mountains and the Himaliya, for it may serve to make the contour of both ranges easily
intelligible. Both are immense bounding walls; the one to the elevated plains of the Deccan, and
the other to the still more elevated tableland of Central Asia. Carrying out this parallel, the
Narbada (Nerbudda) will be found to occupy very much the same position as the Indus, the
Sutlej as the Tapti, and the Godaveri as the Brahmaputra. All have their rise high up on their
respective tablelands; some branches of the Godaveri rise close to the sources of the Narbada,
just as the Indus and the Brahmaputra have their origin somewhere about Lake Manasarowar;
and yet the former rivers fall into the sea on opposite sides of the Indian peninsula, just as the
two latter do. So, in like manner, the Tapti has its origin near that of the Narbada, as the Sutlej



rises close to the Indus; and if we can trust the Sind tradition, which represents the upper part of
the Arabian Sea as having once been dry land, there may have been a time within the human
era when the Tapti flowed into the Narbada, as the Sutlej does into the Indus some way above
the sea. There is no mountain group in the Highlands of Central India where the three southern
rivers rise quite so close together as do the three northern rivers from the lofty and inaccessible
Tibetan Kailas, but still there is a great similarity in their relative positions; and it is only when we
think of the Sahyadri and Himaliya as boundary walls that we can understand their relations to
the tableland behind them, and their terrific fall to the low-lying land in frontBut there is no snow
on the Sahyadri mountains, so we must hurry on past Ndsik, where there is a holy city scarcely
less sacred than Benares in the estimation of the Hindus; so holy is it, that the mere mention of
the river on which it stands is supposed to procure the forgiveness of sins; and the banks of this
river are covered by as picturesque ghauts and temples as those of the Gangetic city. No
traveller should omit stopping at Nandgaum, in order to pay a visit to the immense series of
carved hills, of rock-temples and sculptured caves, which make Ellora by far the most wonderful
and instructive place in India. If we have to diverge from the railway line again into the upper
Tapti valley, we shall find that the basins of rich and once cultivated soil are covered by dense
jungle of grass and bamboo, full of tiger, bear, bison, sambar and spotted deer, and inhabited,
here and there, by Ktirkies and other aboriginal tribes, but having a deadly climate during great
part of the year. Approaching Khandwa on the railway, we see the ancient and famous fort of
Asirghar in the distance, rising 850 feet above the plain, and 2300 feet above the sea; and
Khandwa itself, which has been built with the stones from an old Jain town, is important now as
a place where the whole traffic of Central India to Bombay meets, and as one terminus of a
branch line of rail which takes into the great native state of India, and the capital of the famous
Holkar. Here we enter into the Narbada valley, and are soon between two notable ranges of
mountains, the Sdtpura and the Vindhya. Ten years ago the Central Provinces were described
as "for the most part a terra incognita;" and, though now well known, the Highlands of Central
India present abundance of the densest jungle, full of the wildest animals and the most primitive
cf men. In the early dawn, as the railway train rushes along through the cool but mild air, are
seen to the right-an irregular line of picturesque mountains covered with thick jungle to their
summits ; and the Englishman unaccustomed to India, who leaves the railway and goes into
them, will find himself as much out of his reckoning as if he threw himself overboard a Red Sea
steamer and made for the Arabian coast. The Narbada, which is the boundary between the
Deccan and Hindiisthan proper, rises at Amartank, at the height of 5000 feet, in the dominions of
the painted Rajah of Rewa, who was certainly the most picturesque figure in the great Bombay
durbar two years ago. It enters the Gulf of Bombay at the cotton town of Bharuch or Broach, and
to the English merchant is almost the most important of the Indian rivers. It is supposed that, in
prehistoric times, its valley must have been a series of great lakes, which are now filled by
alluvial deposits of a recent epoch; and the discovery of flint implements in its alluvium, by the
late Lieutenant Downing Sweeney, has indicated it as an important field for the researches of the



archaeologist. Though its upper course is tumultuous enough, in deep clefts through marble
rock, and falling in cascades over high ledges, it soon reaches a rich broad valley, containing
iron and coal, which is one of the largest granaries, and is the greatest cotton field of India.
Through that valley it runs, a broad yellow strip of sand and shingle; and it has altogether a
course of about 800 miles, chiefly on a basalt bed, through a series of rocky clefts and valley
basins.If the traveller has come straight from Bombay, he will feel inclined to halt at Jabalpur
(Jubbulpore) after his ride of twenty-six hours; but if his stay there be only for a day, he will do
well, after seeing the novelty of a Thug school of industry, to hire a horse-carriage, and drive on
about ten miles to the famous and wonderful Marble Rocks, where he will find a
beautifullysituated bungalow for travellers, and an old but by no means worn-out Khansamah,
who will cook for him a less pretentious, but probably as good a dinner as he would find in the
hotels of Jabalpur. The place I speak of presents one of those enchanting scenes which remain
for ever vivid in the memory. The Narbada there becomes pent up among rocks, and falls over a
ledge about thirty feet high, and then flows for about two miles through a deep chasm below the
surface of the surrounding country, cut through basalt and marble, but chiefly through the latter.
The stream above its fall has a breadth of ico yards, but in the chasm of only about 20 yards; and
the glittering cliffs of white marble which rise above it are from 80 to 120 feet high, and are
composed of a dolomite and magnesian limestone. Such, briefly stated, are the constituents of
the scene, but they are insufficient to explain its weird charm. I went up between the Marble
Rocks in the early morning in a boat, by moonlight, and floated down in sunlight; and as we
moved slowly up that romantic chasm, the drip of water from the paddles, and the wash of the
stream, only showed how deep the silence was. A tiger had been doing some devastation in the
neighbourhood, and one of the boatmen whispered that we might have a chance of seeing it
come down to drink at the entrance of the cleft, or moving along the rocks above, which of
course made the position more interesting. The marble walls on one side, which sparkled like
silver in the moonlight, reflected so white a radiance as almost to illumine the shadow of the
opposite cliffs; but the stream itself lay in deeper shadow, with here and there shafts of dazzling
light falling upon it; and above, the moonbeams had woven in the air a silvery veil, through which
even the largest stars shone only dimly. It did not look at all like a scene on earth, but rather as if
we were entering the portals of another world. Coming down in the brilliant sunlight, the chasm
appeared less weird but hardly less extraordinary. Large fish began to leap at the dragon-flies
which skimmed over the surface of the water; monkeys ran along the banks above, and
chattered angrily at us; many peacocks also appeared above, uttering their harsh cries; and the
large bees' nests which hung every here and there from the Marble Rocks, began to show
unpleasant symptoms of life. Let every visitor to this place beware how he disturbs these
ferocious and reckless insects. They are very large; their sting is very poisonous, and they
display a fury and determination in resenting any interference, which makes them most
formidable enemies. Two Englishmen, I was told, were once floating through the chasm, when a
ball, which one of them had fired at a peacock, slanted off from the rock and unfortunately



happened to hit one of these nests. The consequence was, that the bees immediately swarmed
about the boat, and stung one of its occupants, who was unable to swim, so severely that he
died from the effects. His companion leaped into the stream and floated down with it; but even
then a cloud of bees followed him for a long way, watching his movements, and immediately
attacked his face and every portion of his body which appeared for an instant above the surface
of the water.

for the schemes of Sir Bartle Frere, energetically carried out by his successor, Sir Seymour
Fitzgerald, have given that city the most imposing public buildings to be found in the East—if we
except some of the Mohammedan mosques, with the palaces and tombs (for these, too, are
public buildings) of the Mogul Emperors—and in other ways, also, have made it worthy of its
natural situation, and a splendid gate of entrance to our Indian Empire. But half-Europeanised as
the capital of Western India is, within ten miles of it, in the island of Salsette, at the little-visited
Buddhist caves of Kanhari, the traveller will find not only a long series of ancient richlysculptured
cave-temples and monastic retreats, but also the most savage specimens of animal and
vegetable life, in a thick jungle which often seems alive with monkeys, and where, if he only
remains over night, he would have a very good chance of attracting the attention of the most
ferocious denizen of the Indian forest. Though the locomotive bears him swiftly and smoothly up
the inclines of the Thull Ghaut, instead of his having to cross the Sahyadri range by a bridle-
path, or be dragged painfully by tortured bullocks at the rate of half a mile an hour, as was the
case only a few years ago; yet he has only to stop at the picturesquely-situated bungalow at
Egutpoora, and wander a little way along the edge of the great bounding wall of the Deccan, in
order to look down immense precipices of columnar basalt, and see huge rock-snakes sunning
themselves upon the bastions of old Maratha forts, and be startled by the booming cry of the
Entellus monkey, or by coming on the footprints of a leopard or a tiger. And it may not be amiss,
when writing of the Western Ghauts, to point out the remarkable parallelism, which has not
before been noted, between these mountains and the Himaliya, for it may serve to make the
contour of both ranges easily intelligible. Both are immense bounding walls; the one to the
elevated plains of the Deccan, and the other to the still more elevated tableland of Central Asia.
Carrying out this parallel, the Narbada (Nerbudda) will be found to occupy very much the same
position as the Indus, the Sutlej as the Tapti, and the Godaveri as the Brahmaputra. All have their
rise high up on their respective tablelands; some branches of the Godaveri rise close to the
sources of the Narbada, just as the Indus and the Brahmaputra have their origin somewhere
about Lake Manasarowar; and yet the former rivers fall into the sea on opposite sides of the
Indian peninsula, just as the two latter do. So, in like manner, the Tapti has its origin near that of
the Narbada, as the Sutlej rises close to the Indus; and if we can trust the Sind tradition, which
represents the upper part of the Arabian Sea as having once been dry land, there may have
been a time within the human era when the Tapti flowed into the Narbada, as the Sutlej does into
the Indus some way above the sea. There is no mountain group in the Highlands of Central India



where the three southern rivers rise quite so close together as do the three northern rivers from
the lofty and inaccessible Tibetan Kailas, but still there is a great similarity in their relative
positions; and it is only when we think of the Sahyadri and Himaliya as boundary walls that we
can understand their relations to the tableland behind them, and their terrific fall to the low-lying
land in frontBut there is no snow on the Sahyadri mountains, so we must hurry on past Ndsik,
where there is a holy city scarcely less sacred than Benares in the estimation of the Hindus; so
holy is it, that the mere mention of the river on which it stands is supposed to procure the
forgiveness of sins; and the banks of this river are covered by as picturesque ghauts and
temples as those of the Gangetic city. No traveller should omit stopping at Nandgaum, in order
to pay a visit to the immense series of carved hills, of rock-temples and sculptured caves, which
make Ellora by far the most wonderful and instructive place in India. If we have to diverge from
the railway line again into the upper Tapti valley, we shall find that the basins of rich and once
cultivated soil are covered by dense jungle of grass and bamboo, full of tiger, bear, bison,
sambar and spotted deer, and inhabited, here and there, by Ktirkies and other aboriginal tribes,
but having a deadly climate during great part of the year. Approaching Khandwa on the railway,
we see the ancient and famous fort of Asirghar in the distance, rising 850 feet above the plain,
and 2300 feet above the sea; and Khandwa itself, which has been built with the stones from an
old Jain town, is important now as a place where the whole traffic of Central India to Bombay
meets, and as one terminus of a branch line of rail which takes into the great native state of
India, and the capital of the famous Holkar. Here we enter into the Narbada valley, and are soon
between two notable ranges of mountains, the Sdtpura and the Vindhya. Ten years ago the
Central Provinces were described as "for the most part a terra incognita;" and, though now well
known, the Highlands of Central India present abundance of the densest jungle, full of the
wildest animals and the most primitive cf men. In the early dawn, as the railway train rushes
along through the cool but mild air, are seen to the right-an irregular line of picturesque
mountains covered with thick jungle to their summits ; and the Englishman unaccustomed to
India, who leaves the railway and goes into them, will find himself as much out of his reckoning
as if he threw himself overboard a Red Sea steamer and made for the Arabian coast. The
Narbada, which is the boundary between the Deccan and Hindiisthan proper, rises at Amartank,
at the height of 5000 feet, in the dominions of the painted Rajah of Rewa, who was certainly the
most picturesque figure in the great Bombay durbar two years ago. It enters the Gulf of Bombay
at the cotton town of Bharuch or Broach, and to the English merchant is almost the most
important of the Indian rivers. It is supposed that, in prehistoric times, its valley must have been a
series of great lakes, which are now filled by alluvial deposits of a recent epoch; and the
discovery of flint implements in its alluvium, by the late Lieutenant Downing Sweeney, has
indicated it as an important field for the researches of the archaeologist. Though its upper
course is tumultuous enough, in deep clefts through marble rock, and falling in cascades over
high ledges, it soon reaches a rich broad valley, containing iron and coal, which is one of the
largest granaries, and is the greatest cotton field of India. Through that valley it runs, a broad



yellow strip of sand and shingle; and it has altogether a course of about 800 miles, chiefly on a
basalt bed, through a series of rocky clefts and valley basins.If the traveller has come straight
from Bombay, he will feel inclined to halt at Jabalpur (Jubbulpore) after his ride of twenty-six
hours; but if his stay there be only for a day, he will do well, after seeing the novelty of a Thug
school of industry, to hire a horse-carriage, and drive on about ten miles to the famous and
wonderful Marble Rocks, where he will find a beautifullysituated bungalow for travellers, and an
old but by no means worn-out Khansamah, who will cook for him a less pretentious, but
probably as good a dinner as he would find in the hotels of Jabalpur. The place I speak of
presents one of those enchanting scenes which remain for ever vivid in the memory. The
Narbada there becomes pent up among rocks, and falls over a ledge about thirty feet high, and
then flows for about two miles through a deep chasm below the surface of the surrounding
country, cut through basalt and marble, but chiefly through the latter. The stream above its fall
has a breadth of ico yards, but in the chasm of only about 20 yards; and the glittering cliffs of
white marble which rise above it are from 80 to 120 feet high, and are composed of a dolomite
and magnesian limestone. Such, briefly stated, are the constituents of the scene, but they are
insufficient to explain its weird charm. I went up between the Marble Rocks in the early morning
in a boat, by moonlight, and floated down in sunlight; and as we moved slowly up that romantic
chasm, the drip of water from the paddles, and the wash of the stream, only showed how deep
the silence was. A tiger had been doing some devastation in the neighbourhood, and one of the
boatmen whispered that we might have a chance of seeing it come down to drink at the
entrance of the cleft, or moving along the rocks above, which of course made the position more
interesting. The marble walls on one side, which sparkled like silver in the moonlight, reflected
so white a radiance as almost to illumine the shadow of the opposite cliffs; but the stream itself
lay in deeper shadow, with here and there shafts of dazzling light falling upon it; and above, the
moonbeams had woven in the air a silvery veil, through which even the largest stars shone only
dimly. It did not look at all like a scene on earth, but rather as if we were entering the portals of
another world. Coming down in the brilliant sunlight, the chasm appeared less weird but hardly
less extraordinary. Large fish began to leap at the dragon-flies which skimmed over the surface
of the water; monkeys ran along the banks above, and chattered angrily at us; many peacocks
also appeared above, uttering their harsh cries; and the large bees' nests which hung every here
and there from the Marble Rocks, began to show unpleasant symptoms of life. Let every visitor
to this place beware how he disturbs these ferocious and reckless insects. They are very large;
their sting is very poisonous, and they display a fury and determination in resenting any
interference, which makes them most formidable enemies. Two Englishmen, I was told, were
once floating through the chasm, when a ball, which one of them had fired at a peacock, slanted
off from the rock and unfortunately happened to hit one of these nests. The consequence was,
that the bees immediately swarmed about the boat, and stung one of its occupants, who was
unable to swim, so severely that he died from the effects. His companion leaped into the stream
and floated down with it; but even then a cloud of bees followed him for a long way, watching his



movements, and immediately attacked his face and every portion of his body which appeared
for an instant above the surface of the water.Allahabad, the capital of the North-West Provinces,
has become one of the most important places in India from its position at the junction of two
mighty rivers, and as the centre of the railway communication between Bombay, Calcutta, and
the Panjab. It possesses a newspaper, the Pioneer, which obtained great popularity all over India
from the humour of its late editor, the Rev. Julian Robinson; and while its past is interesting from
its connection with the Indian Mutiny and the stemming of the tide of mutiny, the archaeologist
will find in it remains which are of great importance for the elucidation of Indian antiquity. English
travellers will also find there the residence of the cotton commissioner, Mr Rivett-Carnac, who is
so well known by his great efforts to enable India to meet the demands of Great Britain for its
products, by his activity in collecting information of all kinds, and his extreme readiness in
imparting it to those who are happy enough to come in contact with him.But we must proceed
towards the Himaliya; and in order to do so at once, I shall say nothing here of Cawnpore and
Lucknow,* Delhi and Agra. They have been admirably described by several modern writers, but
no description can give an adequate idea of the mournful interest excited by a visit to the two
former, or of the dazzling beauty of the Taj Mahal and the Pearl Mosque of Agra. I shall only
remark, that those who visit the scenes of the Indian Mutiny may do well to inquire for
themselves into the true history of that dreadful outbreak, and not allow themselves to be
deceived by the palliating veil which such amiable writers as the late Dr Norman Macleod have
drawn over it. That history has never been written; and I was assured by one of the special
commissioners who went up with the first relieving force from Allahabad, that the Government
interfered to prevent his publishing an account of it, drawn from the sworn depositions which had
been made before him. It is right that the Angel of Mercy should bend over the well at Cawnpore,
and flowers spring from the shattered walls of the Residency at Lucknow; but the lessons of the
Mutiny are likely to be in great part lost, if its unprovoked atrocities are to be concealed* These
are two names, the spelling of which should have been left unaltered, even according to the
Government's own views.in the darkness to which every humane heart must desire to relegate
them.Here, in the valley of the Ganges, we may be said to be at the base of the Himaliya, though
even from near points of view they are not visible through the goldendust haze of an Indian
March. This valley runs parallel with the Stony Girdle for 1200 miles, itself varying from 80 miles
in breadth at Monghir to 200 at Agra, and is so flat as to suggest rather an immensely long strip
of plain than anything like a valley. Those who do not think of venturing into the high and interior
Himaliya, but yet wish to have something like a near view of the highest and grandest mountains
in the world, will of course direct their steps to one or more of the hillstations on its southern or
south-western front, and each of the more important of these is a place of departure for the
wilder and more inaccessible country behind. A brief glance at these latter will serve to expose
the points from which the most interesting parts of the Himaliya are accessible.To begin from the
east, Darjiling (Darjeeling) is the great sanitarium for Bengal, and is usually the residence, for
some portion of the year, of the Lieutenant-Governor of that province, and of his chief officers. A



railway is in course of construction, or is to be constructed, which will greatly facilitate access to
it. As it is, we have to go eleven hours by rail from Calcutta, four hours in a river steamboat, 124
miles in a dak gharri, bullock shigram, or mail-cart, then fourteen miles on horseback, or in a
palanquin to the foot of the hills, and by similar means of carriage up to the top of them, in order
to reach Darjiling. In the rains this is a horrible journey to make; and, except in the very hot
season, the miasma of the Terai, or jungle forest between Siligari and Pankabarri, is so deadly
that the traveller is always advised to pass it by daylight—a proposal which in all probability he
will be glad to accede to, unless familiarity with tigers and wild elephants has bred in him a due
contempt for such road-fellows. This makes Darjiling not a very easy place to get at, and it has
the additional disadvantage of being exceedingly wet and cold during the south-west monsoon—
that is to say, from any time in the end of June till the beginning of October; but, notwithstanding
these drawbacks, it recommends itself to the tourist who does not care to attempt tent-life in the
mountains, on account of its magnificent view of the Himaliya, and its vicinity to the very highest
peaks of that mighty range. Gaurisankar, or Mount Everest, the culminating point of the earth's
surface, and which rises to the height of 29,002 feet above the level of the sea, is in Nepal, and
is not visible from the hill-station we speak of; but it can be seen, when weather allows, from an
elevation only a day or two's journey from Darjiling. Kanchinjanga in Sikkim, however, which is
the second highest peak in the world, and rises to the height of 28,150 feet, is visible from
Darjiling; and no general view of the Himaliya is finer, more characteristic, or more impressive,
than that which we may have from the Cutcherry hill at Darjiling, looking over dark range after
range of hills up to the eternal snows of Kanchinjanga, and the long line of its attendant
monarchs of mountains. Unfortunately, Gaurisankar, the loftiest mountain of all, is out of the
reach of nearly all travellers, owing to our weakness in allowing Nepal to exclude Englishmen
from its territory; but if any one is very anxious to try Chinese Tibet, he will find one of the doors
into it by going up from Darjiling through the protected state of Sikkim; but whether the door will
open at his request is quite another matter, and if he kicks at it, he is likely to find himself
suddenly going down the mountains considerably faster than he went up them. Verbum sat
sapientibus; but if one could only get through this door, it is a very short way from it tc Lassa, the
capital of Tibet, and the residence of the Grand Lama, which, possibly, is the reason why it is
kept so strictly guarded.Gaurisankar, and the highest peaks of the Himaliya, are on the border
between Nepal and Tibet, and form a group somewhat obtruding from the line of the main range.
It is provoking that the weak foreign policy of the Indian Government—a policy, however, which
has been very much forced upon it from home—should allow the Nepalese to exclude English
travellers from their territory, while at the same time we treat the former as friendly allies, and
heap honours upon Jung Bahadur. To take such a line is always regarded in the East as a proof
of weakness, which indeed it is; and the best commentary upon its effects is the belief,
everywhere prevalent in India, that the Nana Sahib is, or for long has been, the protected guest
of the Court of Katmandu. This policy places about 500 miles of the Himaliya out of the reach of
the English traveller, though these 500 miles contain the culminating point of the whole range,



the most splendid jewel in the Stony Girdle of the Earth. There is another stretch of 500 miles to
the east of Nepal, occupied by Bhotan, in which also no European can travel, owing to the
character of the inhabitants and of the Government; so that it is only in the little narrowed strip of
Sikkim that one can get up at all to the main range of the eastern Himaliya; and thus we are
practically shut out from a thousand miles of the Himaliya—from a thousand miles of the noblest
mountains in the world, overlooking the Gangetic valley and the conquered provinces of British
India. It follows from this, that the traveller who wishes to enter among these giant mountains,
and is not content with a view of them, such as we have of the Oberland Alps from the summit of
the Righi, must of necessity betake himself to the western Himaliya. It is true he may go up the
Sikkim valley from Darjiling to the foot of Kanchinjanga, but he is then confined to the narrow
gorges of the Testa and the Ranjit. Moreover, it is only in summer that one can travel among the
higher ranges, and in summer, Sikkim is exposed to almost the full force of the Indian monsoon,
which rages up to the snows of Kanchinjanga with a saturated atmosphere and the densest
fogs. Pedestrianism and tent-travelling in such circumstances are almost out of the question; and
as it is only when the traveller can get a snowy range between himself and the Indian monsoon
that he can travel with any comfort, or even with safety, among the Himaliya in summer, he must
perforce betake himself to their western section, if he desires to make acquaintance with the
interior and higher portions of that mighty range.Passing, then, over the 500 miles of Nepal, and
casting one longing look in the direction of Gaurisankar, we come to Naini Tal or Nyni Tal, which
is the sanitarium of the North-West Provinces, as Darjiling is of Bengal, and is visited every year
by their Lieutenant-Governor and a large portion of Allahabad society. It is a charming spot, with
a beautiful little lake surrounded by wooded mountains; but it is not in proximity to any high
peaks, nor does it command views of the snowy ranges. It does not afford easy access to any of
the points of special interest in the higher mountains, and we do not recommend the Himaliyan
tourist to pay it a visit, for the time which it would occupy might be much better bestowed in other
directions; but it has the advantage of having two outposts of civilisation between it and the
snowy mountains,—namely, Almora, from which a long route by the base of Nanda Kut (22,536
feet high), will take up to another door into Chinese Tartary—and Ranikhet, to which the late
Lord Mayo had some thought of removing the summer seat of the supreme Government from
Simla, because it has abundance of wood and water, and is one of the very few places in the
Himaliya where there is a little level ground.The next sanitarium is Masiiri, or Mussooree, which
can be reached, through the Sewalik range and the beautiful valley of the Dehra Doon, in a long
day from Saharunpore on the railway. It is not visited by any Government in particular; there is
nobody to look after people's morals in that aerial retreat; and the result is, that though Masiiri
has much quiet family life, and is not much given to balls or large gay parties, it yet has the
character of being the fastest of all the hill-stations, and the one where grass widows combine to
allow themselves the greatest liberty. This is scandal, however— not exact science; and as I
have something special to say about both Masiiri and Simla, I shall only remark here that they
present by far the best points of departure for a tour in the interior Himaliya; but it should be



noted that it is almost impossible to cross the outer snowy range from the former station during
July, August, and September, when the monsoon is piling snow upon it, and beneath the snow-
line the rivers are flooded.The younger hill-stations of Dharamsala and Dalhousie are a long way
to the north-west of Simla, and are so far from the line of railway to Lahore and from any carriage
roads, that they are not likely to be sought, in the first instance, by any tourist, however
enterprising. But it may be remarked that they are convenient depotsBof the products of
civilisation; that Dalhousie is a good starting-point for Kashmir, and that Dharamsala, where the
houses stand at elevations of from about 4000 to 7000 feet high, rises out of the Kangra valley,
which Lord Canning held to be the most beautiful district in India, with the exception of Kashmir,
and which combines the advantages of tropical with Alpine climate and vegetation. Very far
beyond these, at a height of about 7000 feet, we have Mari (Muree) which is the hill-station for
the Panjab and its Lieutenant-Governor, and the great point of departure for Kashmir. It is only
40 miles distant from the Grand Trunk Road at Rawal Pindi, and can be reached in hill-carts, so
that it is really more accessible to the English tourist than some of the hill-stations which
geographically may appear much nearer; but it is not in immediate proximity to any very high
ranges, though sometimes a glimpse can be got from its neighbourhood of the wonderful peak
of Nangha Purbat, which is 26,629 feet high. Close to the Indus, where the Himaliya have
changed into the Hindii Kiish, there is Abbotabad, which, though a military station, and little over
4000 feet, is one of the points which command Kashmir; and it has beside it the sanitarium of
Tandali, or Tundiani, which presents more extensive views from the height of 9000 feet. And here
our line of sanitariums comes to an end; for though the plain of our trans-Indus possession is
bounded by the most tempting mountains, the lower ranges of the Hindii Kiish, yet if the tourist
makes even the slightest attempt to scale these, he will find that, between the Akoond of Swat,
the Amir of Kaubul, and the officers of the British Government, he will have an uncommonly bad
time of it, and may consider himself fortunate if he is only brought back neck-and-crop to
Peshdwur (Peshawur) and put under surveillance, or ordered out of the district.Simla, as I have
indicated, is the best starting-point for the inner Himaliya, besides being an interesting place in
itself, as usually the summer residence of the Viceroy and the other chiefs of the supreme
Government of India, though this year they have been detained in Calcutta by the Bengal famine.
But Masuri is more easy of access; that place, or rather the closely adjacent military station of
Landaur (Landour), commands a finer view of snowy peaks; and it is not necessary to descend
from Masuri to the burning plains in order to reach Simla, as a good bridle-road, passing through
the new military station of Cliakraota, connects the two places, and can be traversed in fourteen
easy marches, which afford very good preliminary experience for a tour in the Himaliya. In April
of last year Masuri was the first elevation I made for, and eagerly did I seek its cool breezes after
the intense heat of Agra and Delhi. Anglo-Indians are very hospitable towards English travellers;
and as the thoughtful kindness of Sir William Muir, the then Lieutenant-Governor of the North-
West Provinces, had furnished me with some valuable letters of introduction, I could not but
accede to his wish that I should go to Rurki (Roorkee) and see the Engineering College there,



the workshops, and. the works of the Ganges Canal. At Saharunpore, the railway station for
Rurki, there is a botanical garden, and a valuable collection of fossils, under the charge, and
created by the labours, of Dr Jamieson, of the Forest Department, a relative and pupil of the well-
known mineralogist, and one of the founders of the science of geology, who for fifty years
occupied the post of Professor of Natural History in the University of Edinburgh. Of Rurki itself,
and its invaluable canal, which has done so much to prevent famine in the North-West
Provinces, I hope to speak elsewhere. I was fortunate enough there to be the guest of Major
Lang, the very able Principal of the Engineering College, who had formerly been engaged in the
construction of "the great Hindusthan and Tibet Road," which runs from Simla towards Chinese
Tartary; and any doubts as to where I was bound for were soon entirely dissipated by the
Principal's descriptions of Chini and Pangay, the Indian Kailas, and the Parang La. He warned
me, indeed, not to attempt Chinese Tibet, lest the fate of the unfortunate Adolph Schlagintweit
might befall me, and a paragraph should appear in the Indian papers announcing that a native
traveller from Gartok had observed a head adorning the pole of a Tartar's tent, which head, there
was only too much reason to fear from his description of it, must have been that of the
enterprising traveller who lately penetrated into Chinese Tibet by way of Shipki. But then it was
not necessary to cross the border in order to see Chini and the Kailas; and even his children
kindled with enthusiastic delight as they cried out "Pangay 1 Pangay!"As the greatest mela or
religious fair of the Hindus was being held at this time at Hardwar (Hurdwar), where the Ganges
is supposed to issue from the Himaliya, I went over there to see that extraordinary scene, and
was fortunate enough to hit upon the auspicious day for bathing. That also I must leave
undescribed at present, and proceed in a dooly from Hardwar, along a junglepath through the
Terai to the Dehra Doon and Masuri. This was my first experience of the Himaliya. In vain had I
strained my eyes to catch a glimpse of their snowy summits through the golden haze which filled
the hot air. Though visible from Rurki, and many other places in the plains at certain seasons,
they are not so in April"; but here, at least, was the outermost circle of them—the Terai, or
literally, the "wet land," the " belt of death." the thick jungle swarming with wild beasts, which
runs along their southern base. It is not quite so thick or so deadly here between the Ganges
and the Jumna, as it is farther to the east, on the other side of the former river, and all the way
from the Ganges to the Brahmaputra, constituting, I suppose, the longest as well as the
deadliest strip of jungle-forest in the world. The greater cold in winter in this north-western
portion, and its greater distance from the main range, prevent its trees attaining quite such
proportions as they do farther east; but still it has sufficient heat and moisture, and sufficiently
little circulation of air, to make it even here a suffocating hothouse, into which the wind does not
penetrate to dissipate the moisture transpired by the vegetation; and where, besides the most
gigantic Indian trees and plants—as the sissoo, the saul tree, with its shining leaves and thick
clusters of flowers, and the most extraordinary interlacing of enormous creepers— we have,
strange to say, a number of trees and other plants properly belonging to far-distant and intensely
tropical parts of the earth, such as the Cassia elata of Burmah, the Marlea begonicefolia of Java,



the Duringia celosiocides of Papua, and the Nerium odorum of Africa. This natural conservatory
is a special haunt for wild animals, and for enormous snakes, such as the python. The
rhinoceros exists in the Terai, though not beyond the Ganges; but in the part we now are—that
between the Ganges and the Jumna—there are wild elephants, and abundance of tiger,
leopard, panther, bear, antelope, and deer of various kinds. My Bombay servant had heard so
many stories at Hard war about the inhabitants of this jungle, that he entered into it with fear and
trembling. If the word hatti (elephant) was uttered once by our coolies, it was uttered a hundred
times in the course of the morning., Before we had gone very
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