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June 3 

Roberto had flown in yesterday from 
Italy and we were up early this morning, 
waiting for Gigi Anand to take us to 
Heathrow in her battered old VW beetle. 
At the airport, she pressed a ten-pound 
note into my hand. 

"That's to buy film for Inder when 
you meet him in Srinagar." 

It was eight o'clock. But, from all our 
past journeys together, I would have ex
pected Donald Heath to have checked in 
hours before. So I was surprised to see him 
and David Williams at the counter. 

"They didn't confirm our seats," he 
shouted across . "Thank God we got here 
early to sort them out." 

He was right. The agency had messed 
it up. 

"We're incredibly over weight," I 
muttered, as we humped our bags off the 
trolley. 

"Don't worry! They're all too con
fused over the seats to notice ." 

And that's how we got through with
out paying. 

I pulled Roberto over. Donald caught 
him by the shoulder. 

"And what do you think bombesin is 
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doing in the lung?" was the opening sen
tence of what would be a life-long friend
ship. 

It was 2 a.m. when we arrived in 
Delhi, and the air was as warm as milk. A 
new airport but old old customs. We all 
had something to hide: Donald's terrifying 
postmortem knives, David's little tubes of 
white powder, Roberto's test tubes and 
balance, my batteries and cardiac output 
computer and Swan Ganz catheters. I was 
the one who got caught and spent the next 
half hour signing documents. 

June 4 

We took two rickety taxis to the India 
International Centre, the IIC, luggage pro
truding from the boots. A stupid race be
tween the drivers almost wrecked the mis
sion before it had started. Inder rang at 
five, before he took the plane from Chandi
garh to Srinagar to get things ready there 
for our first stop. At nine, our tickets to 
Srinagar arrived, and I found Donald and 
David finishing a hearty breakfast. 

We awakened Roberto and took a taxi 
into town. Cows, tricycles, and beggars 
hindered our way as we hooted down a 
labyrinth of malodorous side streets. 
Donald, as always, in dark suit and tie, and 
carrying his brief case, was already sweat
ing. He turned from the front seat, his eyes 
lit up. 

"And what do you think of all those 
meningeallike excrescences are doing in 
the pulmonary veins in pulmonary embo
lism?" he asked a bewildered Roberto. 

There was trouble at the Jama Mashid 
mosque. Donald was prepared to take off 
his well-polished leather shoes but didn't 
like trusting them outside. 

"They're my only pair," he explained. 
"Same here," I lied. "But they are 

quite safe." 
For a moment he was satisfied. But, as 

he reached the other side of the mosque, 
he had doubts and sent David back to fetch 
them. My guess is that David had prob-

lems with the guardian. He didn't return, 
and soon Donald made a beeline across 
the oven-hot stones of the quadrangle, 
treading as lightly as a saint on trial by fire. 

Sweat cascaded down my old friend's 
neck as we elbowed our way down side 
streets . He put on his hat to protect against 
the sun, looking more than ever like a 
mirage direct from Liverpool. Heads 
turned , veils dropped. And then began his 
initiation into an Indian soft drink indus
try protected from American imports
Thumbs Up and Limca and Kampa Cola. 
Every other stall received our custom, and 
during the succeeding two hours he must 
have consumed twenty bottles. 

Returned to the IIC, I tried to ring Mr. 
Liddell. He was commander-in-chief of 
the Inda-Tibetan Border Police. This para
military force, known universally as the 
ITBP, had been set up to monitor the 
sensitive border between India and China. 
Mr . Liddell had been immensely helpful 
on previous expeditions and had offered 
to help us again this time. Quite unlike the 
military prototype, he was a man of great 
culture and sensitivity, devoted to his gar
den and insisting on the provision of in
door plants in the various camps under his 
command. Unfortunately his sister was in 
hospital, his PA explained, so he was not 
there. I had a pocket calculator I had 
smuggled in as a present and wanted to 
take it over. But I could not get a clear idea 
from the PA where the headquarters were. 

"Just next door," he said. But that was 
patently not so. Various people in the IIC 
gave me conflicting directions. Outside 
was an afternoon oven and I had no inten
tion of walking down the road, turning 
right or left at the first crossroads (accord
ing to my various sources) and hunting 
around for a building without a name, on 
the fourth (or was it third?) floor of which 
would be an office from which, by the 
time I got there, the PA would surely have 
left for tea. So I gave up and went into the 
Lodhi Gardens and sketched a tomb in
stead (Fig. 1). 
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Figure 1. The Lodhi Gardens, Delhi. 

Beer in the bar before supper seemed 
a good idea . But, within minutes, Roberto, 
in a distraught state , rushed from the 
room, returning in a heavy sweater. 

"Bloody air conditioning ," he ex
plained, trembling. "It has given me a 
cold ." 

"But, Roberto!" 
"I know you think I'm crazy. But, I tell 

you, it has given me a cold. " He shivered. 
And I am remembering last year when 

Roberto turned up in tropical Chandigarh 
wearing the same sweater. It must have 
been 40°C. And we had all laughed. And 
he had said , "I tell you, air conditioning 
always gives me a cold. " When , a few days 
later , I developed a cold , it was generally 
agreed that he was right. 

I fell asleep as the storm broke. First of 
the monsoons? 

June 5 

It was baking at the airport, where 
Roberto was exerting his invaluable Ital
ian skills getting us at the head of the right 
queue at the right time . We had first been 
approached by a Kashmiri posing as a 
fellow traveler . His main interest soon 
turned out to be fixing us up in his uncle 's 

houseboat , where we would be unforgetta
bly welcome. 

"But unforgettably. Definitely. " 
As soon as he heard that we were 

already fixed up at the university, he lost 
interest and told us with great authority to 
wait at precisely the wrong place . Our first 
contact with Kashmiris . 

Inder was waiting for us at Srinagar 
Airport, a great smile of welcome on his 
face . And , from the back of the crowded 
hall, a little man rushed to throw his arms 
around Roberto . He turned out to be Has
san, who owned a stall on the airport and 
who had , generously and without any 
thought of repayment , helped Roberto 
when he had been in difficulties there a 
year before . Our second contact with 
Kashmiris . 

Brushing aside the undergrowth of 
clutching hands, we humped our luggage 
into an old ambulance that Inder had com
mandeered. It was good to catch up with 
the news. From London , Srinagar had 
been the weakest link in the chain. This 
was where the first stage of the experi
ments was to be done: a combination of 
haemodynamics and histology of the pul
monary circulation of the local breeds of 
sheep and goats and cows so that we could 
compare them with similar breeds at the 
higher altitudes of Ladakh. But, within 
twenty-four hours, Inder had organised 
everything. We were to stay at the staff 
quarters of the Medical Institute; contact 
had been made with Animal Husbandry 
and the Sheep Institute, where laborato
ries had been made available. 

We had the run of two concrete 
houses in a compound, where we were 
looked after by an off-hand villain with his 
half-witted assistant. It was not long be
fore we would realise that most of the food 
they bought on our behalf found its way 
into their own cook pots . Placing a grimy 
dish of half-cooked gristle in front of us , 
they would retire to the cushioned splen
dour of an adjacent room where they en
tertained their guests with delicacies. 
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I put my luggage into the bedroom, 
splashed across the bathroom floor to the 
inevitably leaking WC and back and 
joined the rest. We went straight to the 
"laboratories ." Inder had found an ideal 
place, a low brick building with a corru
gated iron roof . Inside it consisted of a 
corridor , from which opened , through 
bolted, wooden-slatted doors, some five or 
six rooms. They had been designed as 
pigsties, the floors of rough concrete with 
deep gullies round the edge, filled now 
with dust and rubble . Glassless windows 
looked out on to a small farmyard , on one 
side of which were more stables . Nobody 
had been there in years. 

The place was a turmoil. Men were 
sweeping and sprinkling the floors at the 
same time, pushing everything into the 
already blocked-up gullies. Someone was 
trying to fix up a wooden pole for a drip 
stand . The chief problem seemed to be the 
electricity supply , for which no provision 
had evidently been necessary in the origi
nal building. The solution was to tap the 
bare supply cables that ran at roof height 
in the road in front of the building . From a 
rickety pair of steps, two men were en
gaged in hooking two wires from the ca
bles, gingerly manipulating the bare ends 
of the wires wi th long, crooked sticks. The 
piratical supply of electricity was led into 
the first room, where a crude patchboard 
of sockets had been constructed. This was 
to be the haemodynamics lab in which we 
deployed our apparatus-the pressure 
transducer taped to the drip stand, along
side it the manometer system and the car 
diac output computer. On the other side of 
the room was Roberto's arrangement of 
centr ifuge, homogeniser , and pressure 
cooker. 

Up the corridor a smell of formalin 
started to escape from the room where 
Donald and David were organizing them 
selves for histology. David's hands had 
already acquired the lurid yellow colour 
from the Bouin's fluid that would distin
guish him for the rest of the expedition . 

The transport ofpicric acid for the Bouin's 
fluid had proved a problem. As it may be 
explosive, airlines do not look favourably 
on it. In the end, Inder had smuggled it in 
on his flight from Chandigarh without say
ing anything-a Sikh carrying explosives 
across terrorist-ridden Punjab. 

Now we were invited into the farm
yard for tea and sweet cakes. It was the 
first occasion to sit and relax with our new 
friends . A cuckoo called across the roof 
tops; but the rest of the birdsong was 
exotic, with sudden outbursts of pure 
Messiaen . While we were sitting, the gates 
opened and a boy drove in a group of 
sheep and goats-our sheep, our goats! 

Happy with the day 's preparations 
and full of enthusiasm for tomorrow, we 
piled into the institute car to go out to the 
Shalimar Moghul Gardens. Indian buses 
and trains are famous for overcrowding ; 
we were now to find that private cars were 
susceptible to the same problems. But the 
gardens were delightful-the "abode of 
love," created by the Emperor Jahangir for 
his queen, Nur Jahan, under the purple 
shadow of the foothills of the Himalayas . 
We strolled up through flower beds of 
roses lining each side of a long straight 
waterway, pausing at each pavilion to en
joy the waterfall and the ever-expanding 
view. Away from the watercourse, the gar
dens extended into a less formal parkland 
where long-nosed Kashmiri families were 
picnicking in the evening shadows of the 
enormous cynar trees. 

It was already getting dark when we 
returned to the car and its waiting chauf
feur . He was upsmoothing his gray mili
tary moustache . 

"Yes, Sahib. Yes, Sahib ," as he 
opened each door. 

A little later and we were drinking 
Indian whiskey and watching the sun go 
down over the pearl-pink waters of the 
lake from which three tall poplars ap
peared to be supporting the darkening sky. 

The male-voiced choir from the local 
mosque was in full throat when we re-
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turned home. It seemed as if they were 
singing all through the night, their chant
ing filtering through into my conscious
ness every time I stirred from sleep. They 
were singing for the Eid, as we were to 
discover. 

June 6 

And here we are in the outhouse, 
waiting to start. Brilliant shafts of sunlight 
through the window holes pierce the 
gloom of the room. Inder is checking the 
pressure recorders and the cardiac output 
equipment. Roberto is in the opposite cor
ner fiddling with the wiring for the homo
geniser and centrifuge, lifting the lid of the 
liquid nitrogen container to allow a few 
reassuring wisps of smoke to escape, start
ing up the boiler-steriliser we stole from 
the Animal Husbandry Unit. I am opening 
the lurid purple and pink notebook that I 
bought in Rymans back in London and 
into which would go all the haemody
namic data. I am thinking at this all-too
late moment about the numbering and 
coding system for the animals. Important 
to standardise. I decide on Animal, fol
lowed by Place, followed by Sequential 
Number. And at that moment in walks 
Sheep Kashmir One. (Afterward Inder will 
point out that Ladakh is also part of Kash
mir. But that's how it has to stay. "We're 
biologists, not geographers," I tell myself.) 

Sheep Kashmir One is content. I see 
her now through the first page of that lurid 
notebook and, behind the scribble that 
tells me she had a mean pulmonary arte
rial pressure of 16 mmHg and a cardiac 
output of 3.1 L/min and weighed 15.9 kg, 
her gentle, trusting face looks through to 
me. So, throughout the ages, she has ful
filled her sacrificial role. 

"And Isaac spoke to Abraham his fa
ther and said, 'My father!' And he said, 
'Here I am, my son.' And he said, 'Behold 
the fire and the wood, but where is the 
lamb for the burnt offering?' " 

But now her disconnected head looks 
up vacantly from the bloody floor down 
the corridor and on a table covered with 
American cloth her heart and lungs are 
being taken out of her body. Donald is 
standing back, his transparent green plas
tic tear-off apron tied tightly round his 
abdomen. His shirt sleeves are rolled up, 
and his rubber-gloved hands are holding a 
lobe of lung into which David pours fixa
tive through a brown plastic funnel that 
we found just in time in a stall in Delhi . 

In a month or two she will undergo a 
further transfiguration, and Donald will 
meet her again as a lacework pattern of 
pink and blue, as he looks down the mi
croscope in the sitting room of a Liverpool 
home carefully protected from any inter
ruption from the telephone. And the final 
transformation will be into numbers
numbers of cells, thickness of arteries. 
And that is how Sheep Kashmir One will 
pass into history in the statistical tables of 
a seldom-read learned journal. It is be
cause of this, because the black and white 
numbers will never give any idea of the 
colour and smell of the real experience , 
that I am sitting in my bedroom, trying to 
write it all down . 

But will she? A few hours later we are 
sitting in the farmyard, with not very ade
quately washed hands , drinking tea and 
eating the cake and bread provided by our 
Kashmiri friends . There has been one 
alarm in the haemodynamics stable , when 
there was an intermittent failure of the 
current. After a few moments of panic, we 
found a bird outside trying to dislodge one 
of the wires from the overhead cable with 
his beak. But, apart from this, everything 
has gone smoothly . So everybody is happy 
in the sun. Sheep and goats with the mark 
of the vampire on the left side of their 
necks are wandering round among the 
party, sharing some of the cake. On the 
back of one goat is perched an enormous 
raven, trying to reach down to peck at the 
dried clot of blood. 

And, at this moment, we find that we 
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have been studying the wrong sheep. 
Sheep Kashmir One, all for Hecuba. There 
is a long and serious talk with the men 
from the Sheep Institute who promise to 
provide us, the next day, with the same 
breed as the breed we shall be comparing 
at high altitude in Ladakh. 

Meantime, we have to tidy up and 
clean ourselves up for a formal invitation 
to attend the speech given by Mr. 
Mukwalla, a member of the cabinet, to the 
Medical Institute. I have let us in for this 
and am not too popular. 

June 7 

I woke at dawn and checked that the 
battery had recharged during the night. 
Through the hole in the wall of the 
shower, the sky outside was powder blue . 
Beyond the pebble-dash residences of the 
compound and over the concrete water 
reservoir was a distant glimpse of snow
topped mountains. 

We managed only one goat before it 
was time to go and lecture to the Sheep 
Husbandry Unit. Scanty curtains had been 
drawn halfway across the windows 
through which streamed the sunshine. A 
dusty hand-operated projector was 
brought and various complicated systems 
of wiring and junction boxes were tried 
out before a dull red light appeared on its 
side and it was pointed toward a large 
blackboard . After consultation, it was 
agreed that the blackboard would serve 
better to cover one of the windows, and 
the projector could now be seen to pro 
duce a dim yellow patch on the soup
coloured wal l. Focusing revealed the faint 
outlines of my first slide, and we were off, 
only an hour late . Donald 's slides must 
have been thicker than mine , and David 
had great difficulty getting them in and 
out. Time was running out , and we were 
getting dangerously close to our midday 
lecture at the Medical Institute, so Donald 
drastically abbreviated his talk. David 

would break a couple of fingernails getting 
one slide out and take ages putting the 
next one in. 

"We'll leave that one out," Donald 
would say, as its faint outline appeared on 
the wall. 

So, after another minute and one 
more yellow fingernail broken, the next 
image would appear, probably to be re 
jected also. Payment for the lectures - the 
promise of four cows. 

Things at the Medical Institute went 
better. The meeting was in the hall where 
Mr. Mukwalla had spoken the evening 
before. The same two high-backed, 
leather-covered chairs stood on the po 
dium, as if for royalty. The audience was 
keen, asking many real questions as well 
as the usual rhetorical ones. Lunch in Dr. 
Khuroo's office afterward was attended by 
the director. He had been rather obtru
sively called out of the beginning of our 
meeting and was apologising. 

"Oh , we all use that trick," I felt able 
to say and he laughed. 

On the centre of the dinner table 
rested a fly swat. Every now and then, one 
of the diners would reach for it and deal 
some mercifully ineffective blow at a fly 
on the food . Often the fly would have 
moved off by the time the diner had the 
swat in his hand, whereupon he would 
stay holding the swat poised in the air, 
waiting for the next target to settle within 
range. So frustrating had been the mark 
manship that Inder, on impulse, snatched 
the swat out of the hand of one of our hosts 
and took a great swipe at Dr. Khuroo's 
chest. 

After the laughter, the director told 
the story of his professor who was "be
coming a bit thin on top ." 

"He was bald as a coot," interjected 
Khuroo . 

"You may put it that way. In any 
event, on one occasion, he felt a fly on his 
head while he was wearing sterile gloves, 
and asked the nurse to swat it. The poor 
girl was terrified , but the professor was 
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getting frantic with the tickle . So she took 
a swipe, which hit him on the ear . Nobody 
remembered whether this dislodged the 
fly." 

Five goats after lunch. Toward the 
end there was a power cut. My first reac
tion was to run outside to see if there was 
another bird on the line but, this time, it 
was a genuine failure. Luckily our emer
gency batteries allowed us to finish the 
haemodynamics. The pathologists were 
unaffected but Roberto needed electricity 
to finish processing his specimens , so we 
took them back to the residence. 

There was another blow for Roberto. 
The liquid nitrogen container , which In
der had filled in Chandigarh, had given 
up . All the nitrogen had evaporated, and 
the specimens for measuring catecholam
ines had thawed . There was no more liq
uid nitrogen to be found in Srinagar, so we 
had to give up this part of the project. 
Luckily, the lung extracts for peptides 
could be salvaged by keeping them on ice. 
So a thermos flask was put on the shop
ping list for tomorrow . 

We left late in the afternoon for an
other black-hole-of-Calcutta ride to the 
memorial of Sheikh Abdullah . As we ar
rived , the lake was turning an iridescent 
purple , lighter than the sky . Two or three 
shikara fishing boats were etched in black 
and on the far shore stood a huddle of 
brown village houses . From the verandah 
of an adjacent house came the voice of 
Ritchie Benaud on the radio . India was ten 
runs behind England , with two wickets in 
hand. We dined at the new conference 
centre. Exquisite food but , beyond all, the 
enchanting music of the Santoor . 

June 8 

David and Inder were up early filming 
the animals. The men broke off branches 
from the acacia trees in the farmyard, en
ticing the sheep and goats to come into 
view of the cameras. Always, of course , 
the wrong animal got there first. 

Mericfully , the correct breed of sheep 
had now been found, and we started in 
earnest. We were in a hurry , since all our 
plans had been upset by the unforeseen 
arrival of the Eid. 

Kashmir is predominantly Muslim 
and the Eid Festival is the end of the 
period of Ramadan, during which the 
faithful neither eat nor drink from sunrise 
to sunset. So Eid is a day to look forward 
to. There will be feasting, fireworks, and a 
general holiday for two days. It was a 
break in our tight programme we had not 
expected, made worse by the extraordi
nary uncertainty of the actual date of the 
Eid. The festival is pronounced by the 
Imam after two reliable men tell him that 
they have seen the new moon. The world 
of Islam is also the birthplace of an astron
omy surely capable of predicting the pre
cise phases of the moon for millennia to 
come. And yet all commercial and social 
life will hover in uncertainty, waiting for 
the day on which the Imam decides. Eid is 
already over in Mecca , they say, and the 
Pakistanis are searching for the new moon 
from helicopters. 

Our original plans had been to leave 
Srinagar on the tenth and travel by road to 
Leh, a two-day journey over the moun
tains. But, as we left London, we learned 
that the passes were still blocked with 
snow, and so, instead , Inder had managed 
to get us on a flight into Leh, leaving on the 
twelfth . These extra two days would now 
be valuable. On the other hand, we had 
already lost one day doing the wrong 
sheep, and we still had no definite news 
about the cattle. They also posed a prob
lem . Although Kashmir is almost entirely 
Muslim, the holiness of the cow is a matter 
of national sensitivity, and we were not at 
all sure whether we would get permission 
for histology . 

I suppose all these uncertainties lent a 
tension to the morning's work. Also it was 
hot, the flies had found us , it was difficult 
to get fresh buckets of water, and dust was 
everywhere . Sheep Kashmir Five came in 
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baaing loudly in answer to calls from her 
sister in the farmyard outside. This 
shouted conversation between them con
tinued while we were trying to make our 
measurements and was wrecking the re
sults. The only solution was to bring the 
sister in, so a man was sent out to invite 
her to join us. I suppose it was inevitable 
that he picked up the first sheep he laid 
hands on and the two sisters continued 
their conversation through the window. 
Finally the real sister was brought in, nuz
zled up to the Kashmir Five with a short 
baa, and then all was quiet. 

Turning round in a room strewn with 
unswept sheep shit to rinse my hands in a 
bowl of blood-stained water matted with 
dirty sheep shearings, I looked for a pre
cious box of Kleenex brought with fore
sight from London. 

"Where on earth's my ... ? Roberto, 
have you got my Kleenex?" 

"No, not me. Donald, he took it." 
"Bloody hell!" 
'Tm sorry. I tell him he can have it." 

And then, "He needed it for the toilet. 
Diarrhoea, I think." And Roberto turned 
back to his water bath. 

Sheep Kashmir Six had now come in, 
treading with indifference through the shit 
and blood of her predecessor. Abandoning 
the conversation, I knelt down to put a 
finger on the bottom of its jugular to make 
it visible for Inder's needle and trying, at 
the same time, to keep the workbook out of 
the mess. 

"What's its age?" 
The man holding it pulls its lips apart 

and, looking at its teeth in a knowing sort 
of a way says, "Two years." 

I know that he is guessing and write it 
down. Two years. 

"Weight?" 
"We do after." 
The catheter is now in the pulmonary 

artery and Inder is shouting out numbers. 
"Pulmonary artery twenty-three, six

teen, eighteen. Twenty-four, sixteen, 

eighteen. Twenty-four, fifteen, seven
teen." 

I try to get it down before the sound of 
the words dies from my ears. "OK. Give 
me the wedge." 

Inder inflates the balloon on the cath
eter, and we both watch the pressure trac
ing as it falls. 

"There. What about that?" 
"That looks OK. Wedge eleven?" 
"Wedge eleven. No, ten. No, eleven." 
I write eleven, smudging across the 

page the drop of saline that has fallen on to 
it from the drip stand. 

"Ready for the cardiac output?" Inder 
asks. 

I switch on the computer and check it, 
then draw up 10 ml of glucose-saline into 
a syringe from the bag on the drip stand 
and hand it to Inder. I press the start 
button of the computer and shout, 
"Start!" 

Inder opens the three-way tap and 
injects the glucose-saline as fast as he can. 
We wait for the value of the cardiac output 
to come up on the computer, while Inder 
hands me back the empty syringe. 

"Two point nine," I say and draw up 
another syringe full, expel the bubbles, 
and hand it back to him. 

I press the button again, shout 
"Start!" and hurriedly write 2.9 in the 
book while Inder is injecting. 

The ritual of pressures and cardiac 
outputs is repeated twice more, by which 
time my fingers and the pen and the page 
are sticky with the glucose solution. As 
Sheep Kashmir Six trots out, Sheep Kash
mir Seven passes it in the doorway. 

I blow up. 
"No more animals in here until the 

floor is cleaned and I have the weight." 
"Wait?" 
"No! Weight." 
I mime a pair of balances and get a 

blank look. And then the right word 
comes: 

"Kilograms. Kayjee." 
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"Ah! Kayjee." And off he goes. 
"And, please, somebody clean the 

floor. " 
Somebody comes in with a piece of 

corrugated card board and scrapes the 
droppings into the gully. I turn with hands 
sticky with glucose and blood to find a 
shallow layer of something like soup in 
the plastic wash -h and bowl. Still no 
Kleenex. 

White with anger, I shout, "No more 
experiments until we've got some clean 
water ," and stride down the corridor to 
the pathologist's room. 

"Where's my Kleenex?" 
Donald looks up from the lung he is 

holding. 
"We 'v e used it all," he says and 

points to the buckets of formalin, in which 
his specimens are wrapped in tissue, and 
to the empty Kleenex box. 

I explode. 
"We had to have it," he says. "We just 

had to have it." 
But we all felt better after lunch. All 

the physiological studies on the sheep and 
goats were done. Donald and David had all 
their specimens ready for trimming next 
morning. There was growing confidence 
that tomorrow would be Eid, and Dr. 
Khuroo was making arrangements for us 
to stay the two days of holiday on a house
boat . This could still leave a day to study 
the cows before flying to Leh. 

This afternoon Donald and David 
were anxious to do some background film
ing in Srinagar. Roberto and I wanted to 
look at the shops, and Roberto was desper
ate for nose drops for his maturing cold. 
So we all crammed into the Sheep Insti
tute Ambassador and went into town. 

The Ambassador has become one of 
the symbols of India. It is a copy of the old 
Morris Oxford, which had been produced 
in England just after the war. The Indian 
reincarnation lives forever, rattling over 
the continent in a state of geriatric bliss, 
kept going by the devoted care of human 

attendants who are content to make spare 
parts by hand. 

I took to Srinagar. Wooden houses 
with corrugated iron roofs sprawl round 
the lakes. If you can cast off Western asso
ciations of corrugated iron, you find the 
effect light and elegant, the fresh metallic 
sheen of the iron shading off into rust . The 
local architects seemed to be going 
through a vogue of making the top of one 
side of the roof overlap the other . At the 
same time, the y put a gentle upward curve 
to the lower edge, which gives the roof an 
attractive lambda shape, seen end -on . 

The driver had just extricated us from 
some impossible traffic jam through the 
market and was honking his way across a 
low bridge dense with humanity and 
clapped-out automobiles when Donald 
and David decided th ey needed to get out. 
The driver threw up his hands in despair 
when Inder explained. He stopped just 
beyond the policeman the other side of the 
bridge, more to argue the toss than to let 
Donald and David down . But he had un
derestimated the Liverpuddlians; they 
knew absolutely that that was the place for 
them . 

As David opened the rear door to 
extricate Donald from the front seat, the 
policeman arrived. He was not pleased. 
This immediately put the driver in the 
opposite camp and more than ever on his 
mettle. How could the police possibly 
stand in the way of so distinguished a 
scientist and his film crew making an 
important film of the city? 

While the battle of words was build 
ing up, Inder quietly told Donald and 
David to get lost but to be sure to be back 
in the same spot by six . We watched them 
disappear along the edge of the river. As 
the driver -policeman battle died down, 
the driver returned to his seat, the police
man shrugged his shoulders, and we 
moved on to the shops. 

First things first; we found drops to 
unclog Roberto's dripping nose. While he 
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sat in the back of the shop, dropping in 
massive quantities. Inder and I pored over 
the small print of boxes of cold remedies . 
Our final choice was Actifed, which 
Roberto took gratefully and with touching 
trust. 

Having sorted out the urgent medical 
problems to the best of our ability, we 
wandered off in search of a thermos flask 
down alleys strewn with tied up chickens. 
A friend of Roberto's who owned a shop in 
Bologna had asked him to bring back some 
Pashmina shawls to sell. The important 
thing was that they could be pulled 
through a ring. That is what the Italian 
ladies wanted, and that is what every 
Kashmiri in town wanted to demonstrate 
to us. 

Escaping down some narrow alley, 
we found ourselves in the carpet zone and 
amidst captivating Kashmiri carpets with 
patterns of flowers and animals. We went 
for the animals, refusing to be interested if 
anything else was shown. 

"No flowers. Where are your ani
mals?" 

And a look of despair filmed over a 
pair of crafty Kashmiri eyes as their owner 
foraged through arm-aching, dusty piles to 
find the animals. " Stupid buggers. Why 
don't they take flowers like everybody 
else. Animals!" 

At last we found what we wanted, 
covered with primitive child-embroidered 
lions and birds and snakes and elephants , 
none of which had ever been seen in Ka
shmir. One for Roberto and one for me. 
Except that Roberto knew that he wanted 
one and I didn't think I did . My skepticism 
beat down the price until we reached titra
tion point-175 rupees-at which the mer
chant turned his back on us. Roberto, sit
ting on a pile of carpets , responded with 
equa l eloquence to this gesture by tilting 
his head back and ever so deliberately in
stilling two more drops into his nose. For 
the moment we left them and bought a 
dusty thermos flask and some ripe mangoes 
before getting back to the Ambassador. 

It was past time to pick up Donald and 
David , and the driver swung the Ambassa
dor round and headed for the bridge at full 
throttle, which approximated thirty miles 
per hour. By now the traffic had thinned 
and our turbaned policeman advanced to 
meet us all smiles . But no sign of the 
professor, he said. And, of course, we 
could wait. Just pull in a little way from 
the end of the bridge. 

We sat waiting, watching the darken 
ing sky. Every so often our policeman 
friend (as he now was) would stroll back 
from the bridge to try and work out the 
complex family relation, which, it now 
appeared, existed between him and the 
driver. Impatience gave way to anxiety 
and back to impatience and we turned for 
home. Th e driver was in a hurry, short 
tempered. Perhaps also the family link 
with the policeman had not proved as 
profitable as he had hoped. Pedestrians 
scattered before him as he did a Monte 
Carlo through crowded streets half lit in 
the twilight. A child 's elbow was struck a 
glancing blow but neither that nor our 
shouting could stop him until he got back 
to the residence. 

And there, of course, were Donald 
and David , halfway through their third 
bottle of beer. 

June 9 

Was it Eid? Or wasn't it? 
Had the chief Mullah seen the moon 

last night as he climbed to his turret? Or 
hadn 't he? 

Our only sources of information were 
the telephone, which was in one of its 
recurrent phases of nonoperation, or the 
houseboy. 

Me: Is today Eid? 
HB: Id? What ees? 
Me : Eeeeeed. We're not Jungians. 
HB: Yes, Sir. 
Me: Is it Eeeeeed today? 
HB: Mullah look at moon. 
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Me: Yes, but did he see the moon? 
HB: No Sir . 
Five minutes later: 
Roberto: Is it Eid today? 
HB: Yes Sir. 
Roberto: Not tomorrow? 
HB: Yes Sir. 
Me: Do you support Arsenal or Tot

tenham? 
HB: Yes Sir. 
But it was. HB went to find a taxi to 

take Donald and David to trim their speci
mens but came back with a more than 
usually hopeless look. "No taxi, Sahib. " 

So we went out into the street and 
found a rickshaw for one rupee. They 
returned soon with Inder in a military jeep 
that he had somehow commandeered. We 
packed enough small things for two or 
three days and escaped to Nagin Lake 
(Fig. 2). 

Where boatmen are resting beside 
their shikaras. 

The body of a shikara is long and 
slender, turning up to a point at each end , 
a little like a gondola. A large straw or 
canvas canopy supported by four cur
tained posts curves across the boat, slop
ing downward from prow to stern (Fig. 3). 

Figure 2. View across Nagin Lake from the 
houseboat. 

Figure 3. Old shikara beached beside our 
houseboat. 

Inside is a mass of luxurious gaudy cush
ions . We decide on two . The boatmen take 
a last puff of their hookahs and pull us 
with their heart-shaped oars across the 
blue lake. Inder isn't sure which house
boat was ours. We are taken first to one 
close by, and we enter astonished up 
wooden steps and across an elaborately 
carved verandah. We pass on through pa
latial sitting and dining rooms to a long 
corridor from which open four luxurious 
bedrooms. 

Yes, please. We wanted this one. But 
Inder took us back to the boats . " It is not 
for us," he said. 

Then , from the boat , he began bar
gaining . The owner shook his head in 
anger and disbelief . " Go!" shouted Inder 
to the oarsmen, and we were gliding once 
more across the lake toward a group of 
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four palaces , no less imposing than the one 
we were regretting . We climbed the steps 
into a clone of the first and took tea and 
doughnuts while waiting for the owner. 

A miracle . He was expecting us. 
We sorted ourselves out in elaborately 

carved cedar wood bedrooms smelling 
like cigar boxes , cleaned up in our private 
bathrooms, and emerged to find the table 
laid by the houseboy who had decorated it 
with patterns of petals and WELLCOME 
traced in coloured rice grains . The magical 
insight behind the misspelling did not go 
unnoticed , and we wondered whether we 
should send a photo back to our sponsors 
at the Wellcome Trust. 

June 10 

I woke early and went up onto the flat 
roof of the houseboat. The lake was cov
ered by a sheet of mist through which 
emerged the massive chinar and poplars 
on the far shore . Beyond them the eastern 
hills floated in midair, and beyond again 
diamonds of snow sparkled high up in the 
first sun. From across the valley floated the 
sound of waking voices and the cuckoo. 

I sat sketching in a rush before it all 
changed. It was a landscape from which 
all colour had been drained, a Chinese 
painting in grey and white . But, within 
minutes, the sun had topped the moun
tains , dissolving the mists and pouring the 
day's colours into the darkness of the val
ley. At which point I lay back in the 
growing warmth and dozed off until the 
heat forced me down to the shade of the 
verandah. 

Throughout the day shikaras floated 
across the lake bringing Coca Cola, car
pets , fruit, lacquered papier-mache. We 
read or chattered or talked about the great 
mystery of hypoxia or worked out the 
results of the previous days. Donald sat 
hours in his room watching a kingfisher 
that used his window sill as an observa-

tion and jumping-off post. The samovar 
was in constant use. 

Throughout the afternoon there had 
been intensive preparations in the adja
cent house on shore and in the dining 
room of the houseboat for the great tradi
tional Kashmiri meal , the Wazwan , which 
was planned for that evening. As the sun 
was setting, we were joined by the propri
etor, his father and brother , and by Dr. 
Khuroo. Out of the tiny kitchen the first of 
the thirty courses of the Wazwan started to 
be brought out-gushtaba lamb meatballs 
stuffed with pate , grilled tabaqmazh reek
ing of coriander , and karam spinach. So 
anxious were the sweating serving boys 
that the courses began to appear too fast to 
be eaten, and a pause had to be called 
before the feast could continue into the 
night. When the eating was done, hours 
later , we lay back on our cushions while 
the proprietor 's brother and a group of 
friends sang Kashmiri songs, accompa
nied by a portable harmonium ventilated 
by lifting the lid up and down and by a 
lutelike stringed instrument, the rababa, 
played brilliantly by the houseboy. 

June 11 

Leaving paradise , we returned to clear 
up the mess at the Sheep Institut e. Inder 
had at last gotten permission to study 
cattle but autopsies would not be done 
until September, when they were neces
sary for the veterinary students . Donald 
and David stayed in Srinagar while the 
rest of us went out with a cattle doctor to 
the farm. We traveled nearly an hour 
through valleys spread with rice fields, 
each surrounded by a thin mud wall about 
a foot high and flooded with water . The 
young rice shoots were bright green, about 
four inches high. It was transplantation 
time, our Kashmiri colleague explained . 
Men and women waded barefoot in the 
water, planting the young seedlings in 
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tufts a few inches apart. In other fields 
pairs of oxen, joined together by a wooden 
yoke, pulled wooden ploughs through the 
water. The whole effect was as if the coun
tryside were a weirdly fragmented or 
cloissoneed mirror on which green dust 
had settled. Or a microscopic view of 
some scaly, metallic martian with his 
day's growth of green beard yet unshaven . 

We skirted the Lake Manasbal before 
reaching the farm. The massive iron gates 
were shut. A notice bore the name of the 
institution, under which was written, "Ex 
otic cattle breeding ." While I was pon
dering whether, in this construction, it 
was the cattle or the breeding that was 
exotic, two men had appeared in answer 
to our motor horn and were trying with 
their fingers to undo the padlock and 
chain that seemed to hold the gates shut. 

"Why don't they use the key?" I 
asked. 

"Oh no!" the driver said. "You see, 
there is no key. The lock is there just to 
look good." 

Then he got out of the car , motioned 
the men aside, and with firm and decisive 
movements of his fingers pulled the whole 
arrangement apart. 

We drove round a large corrugated 
iron hay barn to a two -roomed concrete 
building beside which was a metal cattle 
restrainer. Inder was for working inside, 
but I persuaded him that it would be better 
to use the restrainer. Our first subject con 
firmed that decision . He was a two -year 
old bull who was more scared than angry 
and kept trying to leap or charge out of the 
restrainer . Inder sat at his head, cool as 
cool, trying to protect his precious cathe
ter from being mangled . 

"Its only your jugular," he was ex
plaining to the bull. 

The rest of the animals were ladies. 
They submitted willingly to the proce
dure , even seeming to enjoy it, their heads 
on Inder 's knee , getting a stroking from 
time to time. The size of the animals got 

progressively smaller as the farm hands 
tried to choose the easiest to handle. But 
the third had to be rejected because she 
was too small and we broke off for ten 
minutes while the unhappy men went off 
to find a bigger one. 

According to my workbook we had 
started at 12:41. At first the sun had been 
covered by thin cloud, but soon it came 
out at full strength. Flies swarmed in from 
nowhere at the smell of blood and sweat. 
And then the cardiac output machine 
started to play up, with a succession of 
crazy results . The sun had warmed the 
injectate up to over 27°C, so we cooled off 
another bottle in a bucket of water. But 
still the trouble persisted . Then the ma
chine started to tell us that it was not 
connected to the catheter (but it was) . We 
tried two other catheters before deciding 
that the instrument had sunstroke . Per
haps working outside was not so clever; so 
we took the instrument inside, with the 
wires attaching it to the catheter trailing 
out through the glassless window. Roberto 
stayed inside to control it , while we 
shouted to him through the window when 
we were ready . But it still didn 't work. 
Heat , flies , shouting, bad results all con 
tributed to the tension of the afternoon. 
Then a large, fat cow upped its tail and 
produced a jet of urine a fireman would 
have been proud of that turned our operat 
ing floor into a wash of mud. Roberto 
heard the noise, stopped honking his nose, 
looked out through the window and burst 
into a laugh that sent us all into convul 
sions; and tension was broken. 

By five o'clock we had finished six 
cattle and tidied up and were on our way 
back , passing groups of slim Kashmiri 
girls on the road, also returning from their 
day 's work, carrying pitchers or baskets of 
rice plants on their heads. Here the river 
Sind snakes its way through rice fields and 
cherry orchards and plantations of wil
lows. Kashmir is the world's source of 
cricket bats , and, only that morning , the 
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news had reached us that India had beaten 
England by five wickets for the first time at 
Lord's Sic transit gloria ... When Lord 
Curzon had word that the English had 
taken the Sind territory , he telegraphed 
his famous Latin pun back to the India 
Office in Whitehall: Pecavi, I have sinned. 

Throughout the day Roberto had been 
tormented by the growing conviction that 
he wanted one of those animal rugs we 
had turned down the day before in Sri
nagar. So, as soon as we reached the resi
dence, we went back into town. 

"We're back ," Roberto announced as 
we entered the shop. 

The merchant shook his head. "You 
here before?" 

"Yes . We saw two carpets with ani
mals on." 

"Carpets with animals?" 
It was clear that we had come to the 

wrong shop. We looked at each other, 
edging back toward the street. 

"How much were they? " the mer
chant shouted. 

"A hundred and fifty rupees," 
Roberto lied. 

"No. One hundred and seventy-five." 
And that is what we paid . 

June 12 

Low morning clouds brought appre
hensions that our plane might be unable to 
land at Leh, always a tricky landing in a 
route that was handled by only a few 
pilots . (Rajiv Ghandi had been one.) By 
7:30 we were all packed , batteries charged 
overnight and equipment in good order. 
Our luggage filled the ambulance that Dr. 
Khuroo had sent , leaving room only for 
David to act as guard. Donald, Roberto, 
and I went ahead in an Ambassador. Call
ing for Inder , we got our first intimation of 
troubles ahead. 

"Plane delayed twenty minutes," he 
said. "There's no hurry. I'll follow in ten 
minutes." 

By the time we got to the airport the 
delay had extended to midday-"or after ." 
Rumour was that it was raining so hard in 
Chandigarh, where the incoming plane had 
to make a stop , that the pilot had turned 
back to Delhi. As we lined up our seven
teen pieces of luggage, Derek and Peggy 
Bergel joined us. Inder moved off through 
the crowd. By the time he returned he had 
given two cardiac consultations, on the 
strength of which we would be allowed to 
take all our equipment in the cabin . Our 
gross excess weight was tactfully ignored at 
the check-in desk, and the boarding cards 
in our hands gave hope . 

I sat calculating the results from the 
cattle. Rumours floated in the air around 
me. The plane had just left Delhi. The 
plane was still on the ground . They had 
decided to fly straight to Srinagar, leaving 
out the passengers for Chandigarh. The 
pilot was ill. Kashmir Cow Number Four, 
pulmonary artery mean pressure 3 5 
mmHg. Weather conditions at Leh were 
impossible . The airport computer had bro
ken down. Milky sweet tea came and 
went. 

As the morning dragged on, the ru
mours became increasingly hysterical. It 
was almost a relief when the cancellation 
was announced. Inder was first in the 
queue at the ticket counter , then he let me 
take over there while he went quickly into 
town to the Indian Air office to see what 
could be done about tomorrow's flight. 
Elbowed from back and sides, I stood firm 
while the clerk laboriously made out 
vouchers for accommodation overnight 
and returned our tickets, ignoring the 
mass of other tickets waved in front of him 
or placed on his desk. Meanwhile the 
others had been collecting back all our 
luggage . 

We stood waiting outside for the bus 
that would take us to our hotel. A fight 
between two taxi drivers relieved the mo
notony . A crowd gathered. Sides were 
taken. Police in red turbans arrived and 
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also took sides. A war was beginning . 
Derek was telling us horror stories of the 
violence after the British left. There was 
this white family up the Kulu Valley who 
hid a group of Muslims in the cellar of 
their house. . . . And then the war was 
suddenly over. 

After the first hour, our periodic 
enquiries were met with the reassurance 
that the bus was on its way. After the 
second hour we ducked under the check 
in counter and pushed into the manager's 
office. We were not alone . A crowd of 
angry tourists was menacing Peter Sellers, 
who sat at the manager's desk promising 
this and that. His assistant was on the 
phone shouting, "Hallo. " Eventually Sell
ers told us that the bus was coming and we 
had better be quick if we were to catch it, 
and we hurried out. 

A half an hour later we were back in 
the office. 

"I promise you," Sellers shouted. "I 
promise you. If bus not come in ten min
utes, we put you in taxis. We are working 
only for you. Only for you, you must 
understand. " 

All those Olympic watches registered 
the exact second, and precisely ten min
utes later we were back. 

"I promise you," shrieked Sellers, his 
hands flying in all directions. "If bus not 
come in five minutes, I order taxis. We are 
working only for you ." 

"Bloody hell!" 
"Look, mister!" 
By some miracle of persuasion we 

found ourselves outside again. 
Five minutes further on all hell broke 

loose in the manager's office. 
"I promise you sincerely. Sincerely I 

promise you. If bus not here in ten min 
utes, you have my own bus. I work only 
for you, sincerely." 

The fact that no private bus could be 
seen on the airport was not even an issue . 
Another war, this time of international 
proportions was about to break out. 

The situation was saved by the arrival 
of the bus. Rain sweeping in from the 
south also helped to cool tempers. Within 
half an hour we were at the Broadway 
Hotel. 

We hated it at first sight. The dining 
room was rendered uninhabitable by the 
hyperamplification system of a grotty 
group playing Western music, and I 
yearned for a pair of wire cutters. Outside, 
the rain dripped into a swimming pool 
beside a shack on which had been written 
the enigmatic sign, "Unndres Coffee 
House ." 

Most of the day was taken up by con
voluted discussions about travel. Inder's 
contacts with the Inda-Tibetan Border Po
lice were helpful. He had gotten the prom 
ise of the two official seats reserved for the 
ITBP on tomorrow's flight. There might be 
other government seats free, and we were 
first on the waiting list for them. The alter
native to flying was to go over land. This 
had been our original plan . It normally 
takes two days, with an overnight stop in 
Kargil. The problem was the Zoji La Pass. 
This is normally open from the end of May; 
but the winter had been particularly severe 
and a hundred and ten feet of snow had 
fallen. Some of it had been recent, to which 
the mountains round Srinagar bore testi 
mony. Whether the pass was clear was 
another source of conflicting rumours. We 
decided to try first for tomorrow's flight, 
and get all the equipment and as many 
people as possib le on it. The rest would 
either wait for the next flight or take their 
chance by road. The trouble was that the 
next flight was in four days, and time was 
getting short. During our expedition in Leh 
the year before we had met people who had 
had to wait two weeks for a flight in. 

We waited until the Broadway Quar 
tet took its break and dashed into the 
dining room for a quick supper, but got 
waylaid by the manager who wanted to 
discuss his right bundle branch block. Fi
nally we escaped carrying our puddings. 
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June 13 

The day's start was inauspicious. 
"No breakfast," David said as Roberto 

and I struggled down with our baggage, 
watched by the porters . "Breakfast starts 
at 7:30 ." 

"But the Broadway Manifesto says 
7:00." 

"We told them that. They said it's a 
mistake." 

"Well, well." 
The cashier came up with a pink 

scrap of paper. 
"Twenty -four rupees for Limca in 

room," he said. 
"Where's our breakfast?" 
"Breakfast at 7:30 ." 
"No, 7:00." Derek reached to a pile of 

handouts and showed him the official 
meal timetable. The cashier shrugged. 

"OK. We'll take the Limca in lieu of 
breakfast. ' ' 

An ITBP truck took us to the airport, 
where were were first in the queue . 
Donald and David were checked in . Then 
a large group of German tourists turned 
up. 

"Not much hope ," said Inder. "On 
Indian Airlines you lose your money if 
you don't show up. " 

But, eventually, around the time that 
the flight should have closed, we heard 
that we would also get on. But why didn't 
they check us in? A fat Sikh came stum
bling in with a battered suitcase, desper
ately agitated that he might miss th e plane, 
but he couldn't attract any attention. No
body seemed at all interested any more. 

Looking back, we should have 
known. Within an hour a delay had been 
announced. By eleven o'clock the pilot 
told Inder that there was no hope and left 
for his hotel. We had a quick council of 
war, decided to take the overland route, 
and left just as they were announcing the 
cancellation of the flight. 

Ind er and I went by jeep with an ITBP 

captain to cash in our air tickets and find 
something to take us over land to Leh , 
while the others had lunch at the ITBP 
headquarters. The Indian Airlines office 
was swarming with discontented travelers 
through which Inder cut a characteristi
cally direct path to the manager's office . 
The manager's advice was clear. There 
was no prospect of a flight for two to three 
days, and he said we should take the road. 
By this time the captain had found out the 
going rate for transport by road, so that we 
were in a position to bargain. Jeeps were 
scarce , it seemed . We decided on two 
Ambassadors for the passengers and a jeep 
to carry the luggage and be ready to help 
in the likely event that the Ambassadors 
got stuck. In the centre of town we found 
a parking lot, at one end of which was a 
taxi office. In the middle was parked a 
good-looking jeep with its Ladakhi driver 
beside it. And , yes , he was interested. But 
not at the price we were offering. We 
moved over to a group of Ambassadors, 
but word of our interest had already gotten 
there . Forward stepped a young Kashmiri 
with the eyes of a goat , offering his Ambas 
sador and that of a friend . We went to 
inspect his battered property. The tread on 
the front wheels was less than a microme 
ter thick. We took it, on condition he 
changed the front tyres . His friend's Am
bassador was in tip-top condition, he 
promised us. But tip top . No problems. 
Meanwhile the Ladakhi jeep driver had 
come round to our price and we went over 
to the shack to work out the finances with 
the boss. 

The office was empty . 
"Boss busy some place," said goat

eyes. 
Opening an inner door, we found him 

stretched out on a couch and not too 
happy to be woken up in the middle of the 
day. But every detail was finally agreed 
upon, and Inder handed over a sum of 
money, receiving in return a complicated 
document. The drivers went off to get their 
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belongings for the journey, promising to 
be at the ITBP headquarters at three 
o'clock. 

By some miracle they were. And in 
next to no time we were on the road . And 
in next to no time later goat -eyes' friend's 
Ambassador had had its first puncture. 
One denuded wheel was exchanged for 
another, and we were off again. It was 
clear that this Ambassador, carrying 
Donald and David, was the least road
worthy; so it was decided that it should 
lead the convoy, goat-eyes carrying me 
and Inder in the middle and the jeep com
ing up behind with Roberto. In this way 
we could be reasonably sure to keep to
gether, and the jeep would always be 
available if one of the Ambassadors broke 
down. The decision proved unpopular 
with the two drivers behind, who had to 
be restrained from overtaking the leading 
Ambassador and hareing off into the dis
tance. 

We journeyed in the afternoon sun 
along the valley of the Sind ·, first through 
rice fields and then through apple or
chards. White roses flowered wild by the 
roadside. From time to time we would 
meet a truck or bus coming in to Srinagar 
covered with its garish and ornate decora
tions and slogans . "Rust in God" still 
haunts me . But none of them seemed 
likely to have come all the way from La
dakh. 

It was difficult to tell whether our first 
stop, in the village of Kangan, was by 
design or whether it just happened that the 
leading Ambassador had its second flat 
tyre there. It was on Donald's side, and, 
after the wheel had been changed, the 
driver blamed it on Donald's unacceptable 
weight, pointing out that the car was tilt
ing heavily over toward Donald's side. 
Friendship as well as the search for truth 
would not allow us to accept this hy
pothesis. David was unconscious. The ru
mour was that he had taken four drama
mines to knock himself out for the jour-

ney . Goat-eyes' Ambassador was also in 
trouble and out from some mud brick 
hovel arrived a mechanic to solder up the 
radiator, which was flopping loose. 

Meanwhile we could explore Kangan. 
It consisted of a cluster of houses around a 
triangular green through which trickled a 
stream into which everybody seemed to 
have thrown their garbage. Two small 
bridges of planks crossed the stream. 
Hindi movie music blared from a shop 
where we found bottles of Limca for 
Donald . A little further up was Kangan 
International Haircut. To my surprise, 
there was also a little post office, in the 
darkness of which the officials broke off 
playing cards to serve stamps for post
cards. 

After everything had been put in or
der, we moved on up the valley, which 
became increasingly narrower . Forests of 
walnut trees gave way to pines and the 
wild roses changed from white to pink. 
After another hour the valley widened 
again into the broad highland pastures of 
Sonamarg, just beyond which would be 
the Zoji La Pass. 

This would be a critical point. The 
Zoji La is only 3,500 metres high, but is on 
the Kashmiri side of the route , where there 
is abundant snowfall. The higher passes of 
the Ladakh side have little snow. So 
whether the route is open depends on the 
Zoji La. Bulldozers and snowploughs cut a 
way through the deep glacial snow of the 
tenuous route across the mountains, and 
each year portions of the road are swept 
away. 

The first sign of the checkpoint was 
the tail end of a long line of trucks waiting 
to go through. We carried on past them 
and, after a further half mile, saw the 
barrier of the checkpoint. Jeeps, trucks , 
and people were strewn in the fields 
around . As we drew up, a massive German 
came up gesticulating. 

"You think you are going through? 
We been waiting here ten hours." 
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Roberto wasn't impressed. He had 
done it before last year. 

"You'll see. We'll start moving in five 
minutes. We wait till the convoy comes 
through from Dras, the other side . Then 
they will let us through." 

The barrier was controlled by an army 
unit. On the verandah of a wooden shack 
straight out of a Western movie sat an 
officer and a sergeant at a rickety table. 
Inder went over. 

"There's an army convoy coming 
through ," he said when he came back. 
"But they think that one of the trucks has 
broken down. As soon as they are through 
we can move." 

We put the cars in the wasteland op
posite the shack and alongside two rival 
stores housed in broken-down sheds. They 
were called the Arzoo and the Zoji La. Both 
had the same collection of frowzy Indian 
biscuits and served tepid tea . After explor
ing the shopping centre, there was little 
else to do except stare up the road that 
would round the side of the hill toward the 
pass. Every now and then the sergeant 
would lift the receiver and wind up the 
phone and shout "Hallo" into it, where
upon there would be a stir of interest from 
the tea-stained trestles of the Arzoo and the 
Zoji La. After an hour a small herd of cows 
appeared round the bend , raising false 
hopes . The sun dipped down under the rim 
of mountains , and suddenly it was cold. 
We piled on woolens and waited. 

lnder returned from another talk with 
the military. They had no idea what was 
going on. By now it was clear that, even if 
the convoy did get through, we would 
have to face a journey over the pass in 
darkness . The drivers were surprisingly 
confident and keen, and Inder went back 
to the checkpoint. We stood watching his 
silhouette leaning over the captain in the 
light of a hurricane lamp. The captain 
could not give permission for civilians to 
cross at night. 

"I'll speak to the Commandant," said 
Inder. 

Much winding of the phon e and 
shouting "Hallo," and then the comman
dant was on the line, God knows where. 
The sergeant stood to attention as he 
spoke, saluting at the end of every sen
tence. 

"Teeka Sahib." 
"Teeka Sahib. " 
"Atcha Sahib. " 
"Teeka Sahib. " 
"Atcha Sahib." 
"Atchacha Sahib." 
Inder took the phone and laid it on 

thick to the commandant. Important for
eign scientists. Vital medical research. 
ITBP support. 

"Then, if you can't give me permis 
sion , get me the General ," he shouted. 

But the general was not obtainable. 
Some ludicrous rumour reached us that he 
was playing golf. By moonlight? 

At that moment, the lights of the first 
jeep swept round the bend and halted at 
the barrier. The sergeant ran out to lift the 
pole , but the jeep was already so sur 
rounded by the travelers that it couldn't 
move. 

The driver leaned out of the window. 
"It 's OK," he said. "You hav e to get 

out and push from time to time , but you 
can make it. " One of the army trucks had 
gotten stuck in the snow , and this had held 
everybody up . 

But still the captain was adamant. 
"Not tonight. Definitely. Definitely. " 
And there was a sudden rush back to 

Sonamarg to find a place to sleep. We were 
slow off the mark, and, when we got to the 
village, Inder and I cut off quickly in the 
darkness to a group of bungalows up the 
mountainside. 

All beds except one had been taken, 
but there was room on the floor. For the 
moment , we accepted the exorbitant price 
and started to move everything, stumbling 
over the frosty rough grass in the darkness. 
Inside was electric light but no heat. Most 
of us had sleeping bags. Donald found 
himself some not too wholesome blankets 
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and spread himself on the floor , flat on his 
back in suit, collar, and tie, as always. 

I offered him a sleeping tablet. 
"I've never taken such a thing ," he 

said, and was snoring away before the rest 
of us had found our corners and the lights 
were out. 

June 14 

The alarm woke us at three. Roberto 
stumbled across the room in the darkness 
and found the light switch . What he saw 
when he switched it on sent him into an 
attack of the giggles that lasted half an 
hour. Whether it was the grotesque sight of 
ever ybody strewn over the floor , or 
whether some particular person had 
prompted the flood of irrepressible laugh 
ter , we never found out. The icy air out
side helped cool it. A crescent moon hung 
over the valley , and , below the bungalow, 
the cars were revving up. The Ladakhi 
driver had been threatened by the Kash
miris during the night, and that needed 
sorting out. Inder was shouting at the pro
prietor over the exorbitant price . 

" Hilton rates for floor space . My 
God! " 

We arrived at the checkpoint just as 
the sky was lighting up over the eastern 
ridge . The guard, shivering beside a dying 
hurricane lamp , lifted the barrier and we 
were off. We felt lucky. Normally, traffic 
over the pass was restricted to east - west 
in the morning but we had been allowed to 
make a dash before the convoy left Dras on 
the eastern side at seven . 

At any time this road must be one of 
the loneliest in the world , but the earl y 
morning lent an extra dimension of re
moteness . Until the Chinese invasion in 
1959, it had been a simple track for Yak 
and Dzo trains over the Great Himalaya 
range into and out of Ladakh. Since then it 
has been maintained as a supply line to 
the forward areas. A never -ending succes
sion of hairpin bends took us soon well 

above the grass line through a kaleido
scope of brown and grey and black that 
became progressively occupied by vast 
drifts and glaciers of snow. The track it
self, seldom more than ten feet wide, and 
often much less , alternated between rock 
and mud rutted with the tracks of the 
trucks . These last held the wheels of the 
Ambassadors like tram lines, forcing them 
from time to time against boulders or ice 
that had avalanched down during the 
night. A number of times we had to get out 
and clear the way and lift or push the 
leading Ambassador. In many places the 
snow had been cut deeply away, so that 
we skidded between walls of snow and ice 
thirty feet high. At one such point Roberto 
replenished the ice in his thermos flask, 
which had leaked disastrously into his 
sleeping bag . He came back delighted with 
having scratched " The Heath was here" 
on the side of the glacier. 

The pass itself was an anticlimax, a 
wide valley dreary with snow and rubble 
of stones and rock. But here we saw a 
group of distant figures crossing the 
snow - our first yaks . Down from the pass 
we chugged and slithered a further twenty 
or thirty miles along the Drass Valley to 
the village of Drass. 

The Ambassadors tore through the 
village at full throttle and were turning the 
first hairpin the other side when we saw a 
man leaping up the hillside from the vil 
lage at an incredible rate to intercept us on 
the road above. He proved to be a police 
man and flagged us down with calm au
thority while colleagues from the village 
arrived in a jeep. The Kashmiri drivers 
were jittery. Passbooks and documents 
were produced, and long explanations 
were given requiring the support of a great 
deal of body language. The upshot was 
that the Kashmiris had no authority to 
carry passengers to Leh . They were sup
posed to report to the police as they 
passed through the village. That explained 
why they had been so keen to travel by 
night. Arriving in daylight , they had tried 
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to run for it. Only they had not reckoned 
on the chamoislike agility of the police. 
They were required to attend the magis
trate's court at Srinagar next week, and 
our much subdued convoy at last moved 
on. I even felt sorry for goat-eyes. 

Although technically we had entered 
Buddhist Ladakh, the people of this "Lit
tle Baltistan" area were Muslim. Many of 
the women still wore the veil, and each 
little village had its mosque. The road 
continued to follow the Dras River as it 
flowed toward the Indus but now the land
scape became increasingly precipitous. At 
midday we approached Kargil, set in a 
confluence of valleys in the middle of 
orchards and cultivated fields. In centu
ries past it had been an important cross
roads of the caravans moving east into 
China or north into Russia and, last cen
tury, a centre of espionage in the "Great 
Game" between the British in India, the 
Russians, the Tibetans, and the Chinese. 
Now it is little more than a one-night stop 
between Srinagar and Leh. 

The drivers were tired (and the Kash
miris depressed) but anxious to move on 
as quickly as possible to reach Leh by 
nightfall. By moving rapidly in the middle 
of the day, they said, we would avoid the 
many hours of delays behind the slow 
convoys of army trucks. Roberto said they 
were right. Last year he had had to stand in 
a queue behind a military convoy for four 
hours over the Namika Pass. The hurry 
also suited us, although it meant that we 
could not spare time on the remote treas
ures of religious art past which the route 
would take us. So we sped past the mud
brick houses of Kargil and were soon 
climbing out of the valley. 

Now we were entering Tibetan La
dakh . Long-faded prayer flags fluttered 
from the corners of flat roofs made of 
osiers over mud-brick dwellings. Women 
were working in the fields in Ladakhi 
clothing. Here and there a Gompa shrine. 
With the strict limitation on sightseeing, 
we passed by the old monastery at Mul-

bekh but stopped a little further on at the 
Chamba statue, a gigantic four-armed ef
figy of the Maitreiya, the future Buddha, 
carved two thousand years ago in the rock 
by the wayside. We sat sipping bottles of 
Limca under the shade of a curious tree, 
which the monk said was a Bali tree. From 
a trunk of thick-crusted black bark 
sprouted side branches white as silver 
birch from which hung clusters of small 
green fruits like catkins . 

We left the enormous statue, its eyes 
cast down impassively on each new cen
tury's travelers along the ancient road, and 
moved on up to the Namika La, the first of 
the two passes over the Zanskar Range and 
3,700 meters high. "La" means a pass, and 
the name "Ladakh" itself signifies a coun
try of passes. 

Shortly after , the drivers stopped in 
the little village of Khangral. While we 
were debating why we had stopped in 
such an insignificant place, four boys ran 
out from the huddle of houses with old 
army cans full of petrol, which they 
poured into the tanks using broken bottle 
tops as funnels. 

"Everybody knows this is the place 
for petrol," the drivers said . They were 
also worried that the engines of the Am
bassadors were heating up. Goat-eyes was 
continually blaming me for insisting that 
he stay behind the leading Ambassador, 
complaining that the engine was overheat
ing, and every so often, if he thought I had 
nodded off, he would try to make a dash 
for it, only to be pulled back. Now, at 
Khangral, they packed a mixture of straw 
and wet mud round the petrol pump to 
keep it cool. 

We had to stop twice on the way up to 
the next pass, the Fatu La, at 4,100 metres. 
Each time the Kashmiris baled water out 
of a stream and soaked the mud packs 
round the petrol pumps. 

"Why can't I go on?" complained 
goat-eyes, on one of the many occasions I 
stopped him from making a dash past the 
leader. 
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"You just do as I tell you. " 
The reply was brief and in Kashmiri. 
Now we were looking east down the 

valley of the Indus, which would lead us 
to Leh. As far as the eye could see in any 
direction , there stretched a wildern ess of 
mountains. To the north the Ladakh range 
and to the south the Zanskar. Although we 
were now at the highest point of the route, 
and much higher than the Zoji La, there 
was no snow . We had passed eastward, 
out of reach of the monsoons and into the 
arid climate of the world of rock and sand 
that is Ladakh . 

After a further ten miles of hairpin 
bends and more water on the mud-packed 
petrol pumps, we stopped on a cornice; 
there below , halfway up the mountain
side , were the roof's and chortens of the 
Yungdrung Monastery at Lamayuru. This 
gompa had been established in the tenth 
century , and the main building still dates 
from that time. Because of its great holi
ness, it was declared a sanctuary for crimi
nals in the sixteenth century, and perhaps 
that is what goat-eyes was remembering as 
he led us along a ridge from which we 
could sit and look down on the four or 
five-storied central building perched on a 
dizzy outcropping of rock and the jumble 
of lower buildings and massive chortens 
that spilled down the side of the moun
tain. Prayer flags fluttered at all corners 
and hung from long lines joining roof to 
roof like broken spiders ' webs. A winding 
track led down from the ridge past lines of 
chortens into a deserted courtyard. Noth
ing moved. Yet the little cultivated walled 
fields further down the mountain showed 
that it was still inhabited. 

Soon the road swooped like a roller 
coaster down to the Indus, and we stopped 
in the little village of Khalsi , full of al
mond trees just to the north side of the 
river . We drank tea under a gigantic wal 
nut tree, unable to face the rice and dahl 
that had been proffered. 

This was the last lap of the journey . It 
was still only mid-afternoon , and we knew 

we would make Leh in good time . Soon 
we were passing a Sikh Gurudwara to 
which Inder and I had been taken two 
years before. In the temple is a large rock 
with an indentation in the shape of a 
crouching man. The holy man had been 
saying his prayers when the devil came up 
behind and hurled the rock at him. But the 
bionic holy man continued praying , and it 
was the rock that got dented. Last time we 
were there it had been mid -winter and the 
place had seemed deserted. Then , by 
magic, out of valleys and distant villages, 
a crowd of turbaned sikhs could be seen 
converging on the shrine. 

Other familiar sights were telling us 
that the journey was nearly over. Spitok 
Monastery stood on its little mountain to 
our right. My daughter, Libbie, and I had 
watched the monks making a mandala out 
of coloured sands there a year before . 
Then there were the military camps that 
now spread all round Leh, principal cen 
tre of frontier defense against China. We 
skirted the airfield and could see the gaunt 
outline of the palace over the town. At the 
Lha -Ri-Mo Hotel we found food, beer, 
cold running water, and beds - which 
were all we needed. 

June 16 

The ITBP jeep pulled up in front of 
the hotel shortly before nine. Donald and 
David had been sitting outside with their 
packages of equipment since eight , while 
cows and dzos and people wandered past 
on their way to and from the vegetable 
market on the other side of the road. A 
broad grin of greeting spread over the face 
of the jeep driver , who had been with us 
the previous year. We were loading the 
jeep when Mohammed Deen 's jeep arrived 
carrying Inder. Roberto and Peggy and 
Derek and I were taking our belongings 
and sleeping bags , intending to stay up at 
Sakti. The hour and a half journey in the 
back of a jeep over rough tracks is roman-
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tic enough at first but becomes tedious 
twice a day, and the tranquility of each 
dawn and dusk at Sakti would more than 
compensate for sleeping on the floor and 
the lack of toilet facilities . 

This year we had, once again, been 
generously provided with the comman 
dant's jeep. Viewed from the outside, it 
was a brightly shone specimen ready for 
the veteran car market. The driver flicked 
specks of dust from the flag-holder on the 
front of the battered and gleaming bonnet . 
Inside, you entered Arabian nights. Floors 
and seats and walls were covered with 
oriental carpets; lace curtains were neatly 
tied back at the side and rear windows. In 
the front ashtray was smoking, as always, 
a joss stick. 

We crowded into the two jeeps and 
set off down Leh's high street, honking 
imperiously at animals and humans, nei
ther species taking much notice of the 
military presence. At the right angle at the 
bottom of the high street the elaborately 
turbaned policeman blew his whistle as he 
saw us approaching and held up impatient 
hordes of nonexistent traffic to let us pass. 
We left the town, passing the man-high 
prayer wheel installed since last year and 
the quarter-of-a-mile-long mani wall built 
to commemorate Queen Skalzang Dolma 
in the seventeenth century and covered 
with hundreds and thousands of smooth 
stones , each engraved with the mantra: 
"Om mani padme hum," Hail, jewel of the 
lotus. 

The valley of the Indus , the Sengze 
Kha-bab , along which our route ran is a 
wide expanse of sand and rock. Here, the 
river runs from east to west, with the 
Ladakh range to the north . The modern 
road keeps to the north side of the river, 
but a more ancient track follows the south 
bank to the old monastery of Bemis. The 
south side of the valley is flanked by the 
Stok range and, behind that, the massive 
peaks of the Zanskar range, which sepa
rate it from the remoter Zanskar Valley . 
The names of the old regions are from fairy 

tales: to the east is Stod, to the west Sham, 
to the north Nubra. 

It had been mid -winter when I had 
first come here with Inder two years before 
to make our plans for the expeditions. The 
whole valley had been yellow -grey
brown, the ground hard with frost, and the 
streams solid with ice. Now the intense 
rays of the unfiltered sun poured heat 
across the valley, the streams were fringed 
with willows and poplars, and the fields 
along the river green with young barley. 
But, at any short distance from flowing 
water, the sand took over, piling in im
mense drifts up the mountainsides. This 
is, paradoxically, one of the driest regions 
of the world, a high-altitude desert with no 
snow and less rain than the Sahara. Only 
the distant fringe of remote peaks was 
capped with snow. 

Just past the ITBP camp, where we 
made a brief visit to pick up the generator, 
a side road leads down to a bridge that 
crosses the Indus to the palace of Stok. 
The old royal palace, standing in the 
shadow of the Stok Mountains, is occu
pied by the Rani of Stok, widow of the last 
king of Ladakh, Raja Kunsang Namgyal, 
who died in 1974. Further along the val
ley, in a piece of level land on the north 
banks of the Indus , a modern shrine re
cords the visit of the Dalai Lama. To the 
north of the road at this point is a small 
monastery from the roof of which each 
evening the monks blow six -foot -long 
horns away from the setting sun. A little 
further on, we stopped at the old Royal 
Summer Place of Shey. It had been the 
castle of the first king of Ladakh , Lhachen 
Palgyigon, and contains a thirty-foot 
gilded copper statue of the Lord Buddha 
constructed in 1633 as a memorial to King 
Singyi Namgyal by his son. Behind the 
palace and its associated gompa, lines of 
chortens stretched up into the foothills . 
From the roof and the blackened ruined 
apartments of the palace, friend or foe 
would long be visible in either direction 
along the valley . 
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Further east , we passed the Thikse 
gompa, perched on its hilltop overlooking 
the valley. It is the largest monastery in the 
area. The present buildings are five hun
dred years old . But, centuries before that, 
Thikse had been an important religious 
centre of the ancient region of Naris, 
which comprised western Tibet , and the 
great scholar Lotsawa Rinchen Zangpo 
had translated the Buddhist texts from 
Sanskrit into Tibetan there, in an exten
sive monastery, the ruins of which lie 
scattered beside the present gompa. 

At Karu there is a division of the 
ways. One road turns off south across the 
river to Hemis gompa, where the festival 
was in full swing. The main route contin 
ues ultimately to Manali through a zone so 
close to the Chinese border that it is for
bidden to foreigners. We took the track 
leading north up the valley leading to our 
village of Sakti. Ruined hilltop fortresses 
guarded the approaches and, high up the 
west side, was the white monastery of 
Chemre. Children appeared from nowhere 
out of the fields and shouted and waved 
and tried to chase the jeeps. Soon we were 
bumping over the streams and rocks that 
had defied all attempts to make a road and 
into the little collection of low mud -brick 
houses of Sakti. For me the name had a 
magic long before I came to associate it 
with the name of the goddess , wife of Siva 
the destroyer. 

Now we were climbing more steeply 
round the hillside, and there, past a line of 
chortens (Fig. 4) and mani walls, was our 
white-washed bungalow beneath the 
buildings and chortens and prayer flags of 
Tak Tok gompa stuck high up above on the 
cliff side . 

The jeeps drew up in the circle of 
dry-stone walls, which formed a sort of 
courtyard to the bungalow and from 
which steps led up to the entrance and 
terrace. Waiting on top of them was our 
old friend Mohammed Singh , the ITBP 
cook delegated to look after us. His joy at 
seeing Roberto and me quite overcame all 

Figure 4. Chortens at Sakti. 

military protocol, and we each received a 
long embrace accompanied by much pat
ting on the back. In seconds we had 
learn ed that he was now "Assistant In
spector. " After being introduced to the 
new arrivals, he turned to me and asked, 

"And where is sister? Sahib." 
It gave me great pleasure to report this 

back to my daughter. 
The bungalow was chaotic. Built 

some years ago, it had somehow been 
forgotten and lay empty until a few weeks 
before . We had camped out in it last year, 
when a priest from the gompa had given a 
permission that was doubtless more cor
rect ecclesiastically than legall y. Now its 
existence had somehow come to the no
tice of the officials in Leh, who had de
cided that it should immediately be made 
habitable. A group of workmen was en
camped in one of the rooms. Carpenters 
clambered through glassless windows. 
The workmen reexplored the original sys
tem of drains with archeological precision 
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only to find that the drains ended blindly 
underground two feet from the building . 
Electricians hammered wires into the ceil
ings. Dust choked every room. In the lean
to at the back, the three ITBP men were 
boiling tea on a kerosene stove. 

The "sitting room," which last year 
had been so useful as a laboratory, was 
piled high with rickety furniture. We set 
about stacking it up at one end, leaving 
enough room for the carpenters to finish 
their sawing and for us to get started on the 
goats that we were told were waiting down 
in the village. Dust and wood shavings 
were swept up, and Inder and I set up the 
tables for the haemodynamic equipment, 
slinging the drip bottles precariously from 
some of the electricians' new wiring 
tacked up high on the wall. In one corner 
Roberto organised his equipment, and, in 
the window, Derek was preparing his ap
paratus. 

Outside there were problems. Niran
kari, Inder's technician from Chandigarh, 
who had arrived ahead with heavy equip
ment, had put the generator on a low wall 
in front of the main entrance. Cables led 
from it through one of the many holes in 
the windows to a makeshift patchboard 
from which leads ran to manometers, the 
cardiac output computer , the centrifuges 
and a spare light bulb. Nirankari had 
pulled his right arm out trying to start 
the generator but had eventually suc
ceeded with the help of the "Assistant 
Inspector." Now he was running back
ward and forward to check the voltage on 
the voltmeter on the patchboard, which 
was fluctuating wildly, judging by the 
lamp, the light from which swung from a 
dull glow to a sun -tanning intensity. At 
this point Derek took over. A lifetime's 
experience fiddling with electrical cir
cuits bore down on the problem, calcu
lated resistance, put in bits of missing 
wiring, adjusted the generator, and even
tually some sort of respectable current 
flowed and we could start. 

In the meantime, Donald and David 

had established themselves in a little room 
provided with an ample table, the sole 
item that they had insisted was necessary. 
Pots of formaldehyde and Bouin's fluid 
were arranged on a side table, together 
with plastic boxes for specimens and a 
range of spine-chilling dissecting instru 
ments neatly spread out. Donald sat with 
his sleeves rolled up in one of his green 
plastic aprons and waited. David sat on 
one side and waited. 

And waited. The physiologists were 
in trouble. After the delays of setting up 
the equipment and getting the generator to 
work, two Sakti goats had been brought up 
from the village by Dr. Deen's assistant, 
and Inder and I had studied them, expect 
ing that they would then be turned over to 
Donald and David. But, at that moment, 
the farmer decided that he did not want 
them slaughtered . After some delays, 
Deen's assistant brought in two more 
whose owners had agreed to sell them for 
slaughter. But, by the time we had studied 
them, it was one o'clock in the afternoon 
and the slaughterman had disappeared 
somewhere up the valley for his midday 
meal. 

The physiologists broke off for lunch 
of dahl and rice, but the pathologists sat 
waiting, eager to get started. At this point 
Roberto felt ill and febrile. I took his tem
perature and found it high, dissuading 
him from taking antibiotics until there was 
some clearer idea of the cause of the fever. 

There was still no sign of the 
slaughterman, so Inder and I went back 
and continued with the remaining goats. 
Eventually the slaughterman returned 
from his long lunch break, singing hap
pily. But Donald and David weren't. It was 
then too late, they judged, to start their 
work. So everybody was angry with every
body else. Inder was eager to finish as 
many haemodynamic studies as possible, 
so we continued working on the goats 
until six in the evening. 

After Inder, Donald , and David had 
left to return to Leh, Roberto revealed the 
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contents of his carr ybag . And no wonder it 
was so heavy, crammed as it was with 
every variety of pasta, tins of tomatoes, 
beans, tuna fish . For Roberto, last year 's 
daily menu of dahl and chappatis was an 
indelible source of anxiety. Even then he 
had managed to relieve the monotony 
with a packet of bouillon cubes he hap
pened to have on him and that he taught 
an astonished group of army cooks how to 
dissolve in boiling water. This time he was 
prepared . The only thing missing was an 
enormous tin of olive oil, which, to 
Roberto's disgust, I had left behind at Sri
nagar Airport. But, all things considered , 
he was content, despite his fever . He and 
Peggy selected penne con tonno and went 
into the kitchen to cook it under the ad 
miring eyes of the Assistant Inspector and 
his two men , who had been persuad ed to 
get some onions from the village. It was a 
memorable cand lelit meal; only Roberto 
cou ldn 't do it justice. As I blew out the 
candles, the moonlight slanted in through 
the empty window, and all the dogs of the 
village were barking. 

June 17 

I woke early , but the sun was already 
beaming across the valle y . In the kitchen 
the boys were up and the water boiling in 
a cauldron . I took some and went out onto 
the terrace to wash and shave . 

Dawn in London is a threat, a needle 
in the side of the night. Dawn in Chandi
garh had been maternal. You stirred 
happy as a fetus in the warmth. Dawn at 
Sakti was different again, neither threaten
ing nor mothering but indifferent. A tran
scendental statement. A bell sounds from 
the gompa . Distant voices carry from far 
across the valley. And, suddenly, you are 
aware that there are people in all the 
fields, as if by witchcraft. 

Back in our room , Roberto was still 
sleeping, propped up to prevent breath
lessness. I sat using the solar calculator 

that I had bought as a present for 
Phuntsog, an ITBP corporal who had 
worked with us on previous visits. It 
looked as if the pulmona ry arterial pres
sure was higher in the Srinagar goats than 
in the indigenous Sakti breed, and I was 
pleased. 

Soon Roberto woke, miraculous ly 
cured. We joined Derek and Peggy for 
breakfast of dried egg omelette and ITBP 
ration vitamin pills. Inder had decided to 
go to the Hemis Festival, which I had seen 
last year. So Derek and I made an early 
start. Or tried to . We found the room occu
pied by painters who were rolling distem
per over the walls. But, by the time Dona ld 
and David arrived, the wa ll s were finished 
and everyone started in earnest. 

The pathologists were happy now, 
their room rapidly converted into a 
butcher's shop . Derek and I started on the 
remaining goats . The windows were full of 
children's faces , and they kept infiltrating 
into th e rooms, from which they were 
ejected complaining. The adult villagers 
wandered in and out freely or sat outside 
on the terrace chatting or spinning their 
hand prayer wheels . 

Soon specimens were arriving from 
the pathology room: bits of lung for 
Roberto, bits of pulmonary artery for 
Derek. So Derek moved to his table in the 
window while Nirankari helped me with 
the goats. Roberto, recovered from his ill 
ness, was busy in the corner. David would 
bring pieces of lung on an enamel tray. 
Roberto would cut and weigh samples, 
some of which would go immediately in to 
the liquid nitrogen container to be taken to 
Brescia for catecholamine analysis, while 
others were taken out to the kitchen and 
boiled in dilute acetic acid in a pressure 
cooker for peptide analysis . The pressure 
cooker had been brought from Inder's 
home and was needed because the low 
pressure at high altitude reduces the boil 
ing point of water. After boiling these 
specimens, Roberto returned to his corner 
to homogenise and centrifuge them. 
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Beside him, at a table by the window, 
Derek had set up his homemade appara
tus, the design of which Heath Robinson 
would have been proud. To the rest of us it 
was a mystery. The overall appearance 
was that of one of those antique clocks 
whose brass mechanism is open to view 
under a glass dome. Glass dome there was, 
resting on a greased glass plate. From it 
emerged a sphygmomanometer, con
verted so that Derek could increase the 
pressure under the dome and, thus, the 
partial pressure of oxygen . The mecha
nism under the dome was a complex as
sembly of bits of wire, string, and card
board in which plasticine seemed to play 
a dual role of adhesive and counterweight. 
In the middle of the mechanism was an 
old-fashioned clock hand, which traveled 
round a scale inscribed by hand on a piece 
of card. Somewhere into this assembly 
was inserted a tiny piece of pulmonary 
artery, the contraction of which Derek was 
studying at different partial pressures of 
oxygen and in the presence or absence of 
noradrenaline. 

He was blissfully taken up with this in 
the midst of all the hubbub around him: 
goats bleating, goats defaecating and uri
nating, me shouting out numbers to 
Nirankari or shouting to the children to get 
out, Roberto making whirring noises with 
his homogeniser and centrifuge, and the 
general chatter and laughter of the villag
ers who crowded in to enjoy this heaven
sent diversion. Every so often the Assis
tant Inspector arrived with a tray of cups 
of tea, at which blood-stained hands 
would reach out. 

Halfway up the cliffside above us, a 
different ceremony was taking place near 
the gompa . The sound of horns and drums 
and chanting floated down from groups of 
monks and children who seemed to be 
engaged in some rite concerned with a 
bunch of branches and prayer flags that 
had been roughly put together on a precar
iously projecting piece of rock. The chil
dren were running along paths that were 

not visible to us below and seemed to be 
moving weightlessly on air across the ver
tical rock face. 

lnder returned at lunch, and, by the 
time we had finished the day's work, eve
rybody was satisfied. As Inder and Donald 
and David rattled off down the valley, I 
took a stroll toward the main river, which 
flowed down the valley, full of melted 
snow. Up toward the pass at the top of the 
valley, a Y-shape of silver marked the 
waterfall to which we had walked last year 
together with Phuntsog. To our disap
pointment, he was unable to join us this 
year as he was down in Delhi collecting a 
medal for having climbed one of the major 
Himalayan peaks. But Phuntsog's brother
in-law had been helping us, and I hoped to 
go with him later to visit his wife and 
children in their little house way up the 
valley . 

And now I have to describe a mysteri
ous and intimate happening. This morn
ing I had wandered toward the river, in 
roughly the same direction as I was now 
taking, in search of a suitable place to 
defaecate. Perhaps it was this quest that, 
as I commented in my earlier note, had 
made me aware of suddenly how full the 
fields were of people. I had eventually 
found a discrete spot in which the dry
stone walls formed the shape of a horse
shoe. It had evidently appealed to others, 
probably also from the party at the bunga
low, for there were several other deposits 
in various stages of aging. Now it hap
pened that my path this evening took me 
past the same spot. When I glanced into 
the horseshoe, I was astounded to find that 
my deposit had gone. The others were 
there as bef9re; mine alone had been re
moved in broad daylight. I went down to 
the river's edge pondering over this hap
pening. Had some animal devoured it? But 
why single out mine? Or had it been re
moved by some human hand? Did the 
excrement of a Professor of Medicine from 
a far-off land have, itself, healing proper
ties? Was it being used in some form of 
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magic against me? Perhaps because I had 
sanctioned the killing of the animals? 

As I returned to the bungalow the 
smell of yet another delicious past supper 
reached my nostrils from the kitchen 
where Peggy and Roberto were busy over 
the stove, watched, as always, by the ITBP 
boys . 

June 18 

It is half past six in the morning. I am 
sitting calculating yesterday's results on 
the present for Phuntsog . Roberto is 
asleep. And suddenly there is the noise of 
a jeep outside and in bursts Inder. A radio 
message has been received by the ITBP at 
Leh. Roberto's wife Sandra is ill in Italy, 
and it seems that she will need an opera
tion. Inder shows me the ambiguous note . 
A white-faced Roberto has just time to 
gather his things and take the jeep back to 
Leh in the hope of catching the morning 
flight to Chandigarh and Delhi and the 
night flight to Rome. He leaves behind a 
touching parcel of four packets of spa
ghetti , one packet of penne, four tins of 
tuna, one tin of beans and two tins of 
tomatoes, together with presents for vari
ous people. 

June 19 

Within three days we had catheter 
ised fourteen sheep and fifteen goats. Four 
each of the sheep and goats had been 
autopsied , but the problem of permission 
to kill the low -altitude goats and, espe 
cially, the cows had not be solved . Inder , 
who was normally in charge of haemody
namics , had stayed behind in Leh to see 
the District Commissioner, while Derek 
and I made an early start on the four 
remaining Merino sheep. Permission had 
been granted to slaughter two of those 
because of their poor health. One poor old 
sheep was crawling with fearsome ticks, 
which Derek delicately removed with fine 

scissors and placed in a bowl of methyl 
ated spirit. 

Usually the jugular vein was easy to 
find, but occasionally it was obscure, con
fused with bands of muscle or folds of skin 
or remaining wool. 

" If you can see it, you can see it," 
Derek said. 

But, if you couldn't the village men 
were eager to give their advice. Everybody 
put a finger at the bas e of the neck and felt 
for the swollen vein. In fact the villagers 
were adept at finding the vein, and, after a 
time, a consensus of opinion would 
emerge. 

While we wer e occupied with the 
sheep, Donald and David were taking stills 
and cine films of the dzo and two stalls, 
which had arriv ed the evening before, 
Donald sitting on a stone wall, as always 
impeccable in city suit, collar, and tie , 
issuing precise instructions to David as to 
which animal , which angle , which back
ground. The dzo is the offspring of a cow 
and a yak. The stall is the offspring of a 
female dzo and a bull yak . 

After lunch of the inevitable rice and 
dahl, we moved the equipment outside, 
choosing a piece of level ground shaded 
by a wall of the bungalow. Shade was 
important both to prevent the glucose
salin e from getting too hot and to protect 
the investigators from the sun . 

The fist dzo was a bull, and thus 
referred to as a dzobi, the female being a 
dzomo. Few of the dzobis survive infancy, 
but this one had thrived to a massive size . 
With the upswept horns and shaggy hair 
that he had inherited from his yak father, 
he had a fearsome aspect, but, like all the 
domestic dzos and yaks, was entirely doc 
ile, quite different from the aggressive 
wild yaks that Inder had investigated a 
few years before at Whipsnade Zoo , 
where, on one occasion, he had come 
close to disaster. As I sat beside the dzobi 
to feel his neck , he turned a slim y nose 
against my cheek and seemed satisfied 
with the contact. The jugular was big as a 
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garden hose. He didn't even feel the nee 
dle of the local anaesthetic , and I am sure 
that it wasn't necessary. They are much 
more apprehensive of sudden movements 
or the unnecessary gripping of the han
dlers at critical moments. The dzobi stood 
placidly while first the introducer, then 
the catheter went into his jugular. His left 
eye, soft brown with large black pupil, 
looked straight into mine. Tears flowed 
continuously from its corner down the 
side of his face to join the salivary edge of 
his mouth. What was he thinking? He had 
a high pulmonary arterial pressure. 

June 20 

The last morning in Sakti was set 
aside for filming . Two yaks had come 
down from the pass, roped together. They 
were brothers and had lived all their lives 
roped like this. But only one would return 
that morning to his high pastures. 

At lunch the cooks had excelled 
themselves with a delicious dish of local 
turnips. In Leh, women in high hats sit by 
the roadside with piles of turnips on the 
ground, defending them vehemently 
against the sly cows that wander freely 
down the street , nosing through the rubble 
with one innocent eye on the vegetables. 
After lunch I went with Rintzen, 
Phuntsog's bother -in-law, to visit 
Phuntsog's wife about a mile up the val 
ley. The path led up across a sandy waste 
strewn with granite boulders. We passed 
the new gompa, dedicated by the Dalai 
Lama and placed facing China as a sort of 
spiritual radar station against commu 
nism . Groups ofruined chortens and mani 
walls littered the mountain side . At each 
chorten or mani wall, the path divided, 
beaten by feet that walked round holy 
objects correctly, keeping the holy place 
on the right. The sun was pitiless, and, 
when we reached the Phuntsogs' house, 
we were thirsty . Mrs. Phuntsog was sur -

prised and delighted. She ushered us into 
the living room , where we sat on the floor 
and quenched our thirst with spring wa
ter. And there, in a crude gilt frame, were 
the photographs Libbie had sent after last 
year 's expedition. It was clear that Mrs. 
Phuntsog would not come and sit with the 
men in the sitting room, so I moved into 
the kitchen where we had all been enter
tained last year. One small window in the 
mud -brick wall cast a feeble light on the 
wooden table, the cast iron stove with its 
pot always boiling over a wood fire and 
the low bench covered with carpet. Mrs. 
Phuntsog went automatically to the Gur
Gur, the traditional wooden cylinder 
about a yard long and four inches wide , 
bound in brass in which yak butter tea is 
made. The mixture consists of rancid yak 
butter, strong black tea , and salt. It is all 
put into the Gur-Gur and emulsified by 
rapid up and down movements of a 
wooden plunger. Two best cups and the 
only saucer were brought out, and there 
were exclamations of delight each time we 
accepted a refill. 

I brought out the little presents for the 
family. Each time I pulled something new 
out of the bag, Mrs . Phuntsog's face lit up 
and she stuck out her tongue to an 
enormous extent with the pleasure of it. 
We took some polaroids, mostly for her to 
keep, and started back down the valley. 

There was time for a brief visit to the 
gompa before leaving. I went with 
Rintzen, who found a twelve-year-old 
monk to show us round. We climbed the 
stone steps in the side of the cliff, entering 
a series of courtyards. We went first into 
the " chapel." Here the brightly coloured 
wall paintings were lit from a hole in the 
centre of the ceiling. Long parallel banks 
of cushions would seat some seventy 
monks at prayer but I doubt whether there 
are so many now. The original shrine was 
built well into the side of the cliff, under 
an overhanging ledge of rock. Inside was 
dark. Images of the Lord Buddha , hanging 
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drums, and goats ' horns were dimly visi
ble. And there, hanging from the ceiling, 
was the bell that Libbie had left last year. 
Behind the sanctuary was the cave in 
which the holy mahasiddha had medi
tated for seventeen years, a boy bringing 
him food up the cliffside each day . The 
cold sucked the warmth from our bodies, 
and the lights of our candles flickered 
against the blackened walls. 

"And what was his name?" I asked . 
"Kunga Phuntsog," was the reply. 
As we returned to the main courtyard, 

the boy monk asked shyly ifl would take a 
photo of the ornaments made out of yak 
butter in the sanctuary for him. After days 
of pestering for self-portraits, the request 
was refreshing. 

" Why does he want it? " I asked 
Rintzen. 

"He is allowed in the sanctuary only a 
short time each day for prayers, and he 
wants to study the ornaments carefully so 
that he will know how to make them 
himself." 

We went back into the sanctuary, 
where the ornaments ("offerings," he 
called them) were in a glass case. The boy 
struggled desperately with the flimsy lock 
and eventually handed over to Rintzen, 
who broke it open with brute force . I had 
two shots left, one for him and one for me. 

"Please don't show it to anybody 
else," he said. 

Neither the boy nor Rintzen knew 
how old the gompa was. 

"I'll ask the chieflama," Rintzen said. 
We found him in a little garden 

consisting of a few willows surrounded by 
a dry -stone wall at the bottom of the cliff. 
Three or four senior lamas were seated on 
rusty steel tubing chairs around a plastic
topped table. Rintzen leaned over the wall 
and asked the age of the monastery. But 
the voice that answered did not come from 
any of the monks round the table. Peering 
over the wall , I could then see the chief 
lama lying on his back on a sort of wooden 

stretcher , rubbing his abdomen and chest 
up and down with both hands. He contin
ued this soothing motion, looking straight 
up into the sky, while he gave a long reply 
to Rintzen's question. 

"One thousand seven hundred years 
old," Rintzen said as we turned to go. 

June 21 

I was sitting writing in the garden of 
our hotel in Leh when Inder called for me 
in the ITBP jeep. Our first stop was the 
Army Agricultural Development laborato 
ries where Inder had met a veterinarian 
major who said that he was having diffi 
culties with the high -altitude "Brisket Dis
ease" in his cows. We went first to meet 
the colonel in charge, a Sikh who made us 
politely and cautiously welcome. As soon 
as Major Chandon arrived it was clear that 
the two men disliked each other, and In
der explained later that the major had 
been in charge of the unit until the colonel 
arrived. We went to see the two sick cows. 
The path , lined with painted ammunition 
boxes planted with sweet williams and 
antirrhinums , led us between experimen
tal plots of wheat and barley, various vege
tables and hops for high-altitude beer. Af
terward we were taken to a curious octago
nal dining room, where we studied details 
of the obstetric history and milking charts. 
We were not convinced of the diagnosis 
but decided, in any case, to study the two 
cows together with two controls in the 
afternoon (when we found that they had 
no great pulmonary hypertension) . 

Our next call was the Indian Airlines 
office to try and wangle seats on the flight 
to Chandigarh in two days' time. All the 
seats reserved for the army and adminis
tration had been taken up, and Inder 's 
string-pulling had, so far, been without 
effect. The trouble was that the manager of 
the airline office was a locum for a week. 
Nobody knew him and he was under no 
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obligation to anybody - a frustrating and 
unusual state of affairs. Even the district 
commissioner was powerless . The locum 
looked entirely healthy, and our prelimi
nary enquires had revealed no medical, let 
alone cardiac, problem. He talked long 
and seriously with Inder, whom he finally 
handed over to a man with protruding 
eyes at the back of the office. From where 
I was sitting, the conversation appeared 
jovial and encouraging . Our tickets were 
handed over and something done to 
them. 

"See you Monday at the airport," I 
heard him say. 

But when Inder returned the news 
was bad . We would have to wait and see. 

We were already late for our next 
appointment at the cattle farm nearby, 
where we hoped to study the indigenous 
high altitude cows. We went in Moham
med Deen 's jeep past the airstrip and 
across some wasteland and beds of dried
up streams to a group of mud-brick huts 
near the river. Seated behind a plate of 
half-finished saffron rice on the desk of an 
office was a bearded man with large spec
tacles who was introduced as the assistant 
district commissioner. By the wall to his 
left sat the manager of the farm . We shook 
hands, and all sat down except Inder, who 
went back to the jeep to fetch something. 

Mohammed Deen was explaining our 
mission to the manager. Indian conversa
tions, part in Hindi and part in Indian 
English, are confusing, and it was a little 
while before I realised that things were 
going badly. 

"These are precious animals," 
emerged from the taught lips of the man 
ager. He was now clearly angry. 

Inder came in at that moment and sat 
beside me . 

"What's going on?" he asked me. 
"I don't know," I said. "Something's 

wrong." 
We sat listening to the rising voices of 

the two men. The assistant district com-

missioner was sorting out papers on the 
desk. 

"What's wrong?" Inder put the ques
tion to both of them. 

"I am manager ofthis farm," the man
ager shouted back. 

"So?" 
"I am responsible for these cows. This 

is a dangerous procedure." 
Mohammed Deen said, "But you have 

seen it done last year in Sakti. You know 
it's not dangerous." 

"You open the jugular vein. Is that not 
dangerous? You put things in the heart. Is 
that not dangerous? These animals are 
precious . I have to account for them." 

"It is not dangerous. We have had 
similar procedures carried out on our 
selves." 

"The milk also is precious. They will 
stop milking. And many of them are preg 
nant. They will abort. And ... " 

Inder interrupted. "We are not inter 
ested in pregnant animals. We don't want 
to study them." 

"And they are milking. This stuff is 
valuable. I cannot be responsible for .... " 

Despite the tension , Inder and I 
grinned at each other. We were remember 
ing how , last year, the villagers at Sakti 
had been reluctant to let us study their 
yaks. Then the head man had persuaded 
his daughter to let us have one of her yaks. 
Next morning she had come running up 
from the village in her excitement. Never 
had her yak produced so much milk. From 
that moment, there was no shortage of 
supply of yaks at Sakti. 

"We can assure you that it won't in
terfere with milking," I said. 

"And many of them are pregnant. I 
cannot, certainly not, give permission .... " 

And so the argument ran on, simulta
neously through different channels, like a 
stream searching for a new path every time 
you block it with a stone . And , at last, 
when everybody had repeated many times 
what they had to say and the voices died 
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down , the real problem revealed itself. 
Nobody had told the manager . 

We had descended on him with all 
our demands . How was he to know what 
authority we had? There followed a long 
and complicated discussion about who 
had been told, who had agreed, when who 
had said what. Bigger and bigger names 
were coming out . But the manager insisted 
that this was the first he had heard of it. 
We sympathised, but he was not to be 
placated. Only direct permission from the 
cattle vet from Animal Husbandry would 
do the trick. Luckily the vet was due to 
join us, so we sat waiting in the office 
while the assistant district commissioner 
and the manager continued another acri
monious conversation, which we had 
interrupted . It wasn't the Manager's morn
ing. 

The cattle vet, a friend of Mohammed 
Deen , was a gentle person- "Too gentle ," 
Inder had said - and I followed his placa

"It 's not pregnant," the vet said at last. 
He withdrew his arm, covered with yel 
low-brown cow shit up to above the el
bow. (And he had not rolled his sleeve 
high enough.) 

As he was washing his arm and the 
edge of his shirt in a bucket of water, the 
manager slouched up. 

"That's not the one I meant," he said. 
Just like that. 

I shall not easily forget, and cannot 
easily describe, the look on the vet's face. 

At that moment Inder blew his top. 
"We're not going to be buggered about 

like this," he shouted. The phraseology 
was effective and, in an obscure way, apt. 

"I tell you . I will take this matter to 
the highest authority. You are deliberately 
interfering with an official scientific pro
gramme. You will certainly hear about it." 
He towered over the manager. 

It was absolutely the right thing to do . 
In next to no time we were studying two 

tory and kindly expression as he spoke to cows. 
the tightlipped manager. And , eventually, 
the manager would allow us to study one 
cow, provided that the vet assured him 
that the animal was not pregnant. 

June 25 

"How will he do that?" I asked Deen. And, of course, the flight didn't even 
"Rectal examination of the uterus ." come in. Instead, we got seats on a plane to 
"But. A cow. How do you do it? The Srinagar the next day , and now we are 

whole hand?" once more waiting on Srinagar airport , 
"Come and see. " hoping to get on the flight to Delhi. To our 
We went out to the cattle pen. The surprise and suspicion , we have been 

intense sun was pouring down on the checked in straight away , and now we are 
sand, throwing back heat. The vet had waiting three hours for the plane to arrive. 
rolled up his left shirt sleeve to the elbow I bury my head in the workbook with the 
and a boy was pouring yellow savlon over aid of David's calculator. Ladakh Goat 
his left hand. One man held the cow 's Number Twelve. Average systolic pulmo 
head, another lifted the tail, and in went nary arterial pressure so many millimetres 
the vet 's arm up to the elbow. The cow of mercury. On my left the Limca bottles 
was entirely indifferent to what was going come and go. Hassan's stall has just 
on. Sweat poured down the vet's face as he • opened up. 
felt for the two horns of the uterus through And, by some miracle, the plane does 
the rectal wall. arrive and we are being called to go 

"That bastard of a manager," I said to through Security where our baggage at
Inder. "He 's making him do this just to pay tracts the usual attention . Donald and 
him back ." David have packed their bags with hun-
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dreds of little specimens of lung in plastic 
boxes. That takes a little explaining. As 
David opens his personal belongings, the 
official notices a box of paracetamol tab
lets. 

"What's in there?" 
"Headache tablets. " 
"Let me see." 
David opens the lid . 
"They good for headaches? " 
"Yes ." 
"I got headache." 
"Take two. They 'll make it better." 
"Both at once?" 
Now he is searching through my 

sponge bag and abstractly wiping his 
hands on my face cloth . 

In the body search room I empty my 
pockets and raise my arms . 

"Where you from?" 
'' England.'' 
"What you do?" 
"I'm a doctor. " 
"What sort doctor?" 
"A heart doctor." 
"You feel my pulse. I want see my 

heart OK." 
I take a sticky wrist, half a mind to tell 

him he'll drop dead. 
"You're fine. You'll live to be a hun

dred." 
And at last we are on the plane , and 

Donald is telling us of the cactus that 
Professor Wagenvoort gave him five years 
ago in full bloom. Each year since he has 
waited in vain for another bloom. But this 
year, just before he left for India, an all
promising bud appeared. He put it under 
the stairs hoping that some trace of the 
blossom would be left when he got back. 
And I am dreaming of the roses in my 
garden. 

June 26 

Delhi had cooled off. We left in the 
early hours of the morning by Thai Air
lines. Our only problem was the nitrogen 

cylinder. It looked for all the world like a 
bomb. We put it though the x-rays but the 
operator insisted on our opening it. As 
Inder took off the top, a cloud of deadly 
looking gas poured out. 

The operator took a step back. 
"It's OK," said Inder, with less than 

his normal conviction. "It was specially 
designed for air travel. Look here on the 
labels. It says so." 

"I'll get the boss, " the man muttered, 
and beat a hasty retreat , looking over his 
shoulder. 

The boss wore a macho moustache. 
He lifted the lid once more. 

"That's OK. It's dry ice." He said . 
It stayed between my legs all the way 

home. 

Postscript 

The results were not spectacular. OK, 
but not spectacular. The year before, when 
we had not been able to get outside fund
ing, had produced results that were so 
much more exciting. I guess that is why we 
got the funding this time. Maybe the fun
ders are usually one step behind. We 
wrote a dull article .1 

Some time later, Donald was rung up 
by an administrator from the Wellcome 
Trust, asking for copies of all of the papers 
that had come out of their support (which 
had been generous) over the years. 

"Of course," said Donald. "And 
would you also like a pile of those which 
came from projects that you turned 
down?" 

" They would be of even greater inter
est," laughed the man from Wellcome. 

He was probably right. 
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