
HAZARDS OF ASIA'S 
HIGHLANDS & DESERTS 

Pioneer Series 

By WALTER BOSSHARD 

(Trinkler Asian Expedition) 

ILLUSTRATED 

FIGUREHEAD 18 ADAM STREET ADELPH] LONDON, W.C.2 



PIONEER SERIES 

HAZARDS OF 
ASIA'S HIGHLANDS 
& DESERTS 

By W. BOSSHARD 
i"! the Tr inkler Asian Expedition) 

With (his exceptional work the successful 
Pioneer Series, issued by Figurehead, enters 
on a new life. As a result ol numerous 
representations by subscribers it has been 
decided to more than double the size of 
the literary matter and increase the number 
"I illustrations. 

T h e present addition to the series is a 
remarkable story ol endurance and achieve­
ment in the face of almost insurmountable 
difficulties. It deals with experiences in 
Ladakh , over the Karakorum and Kun-lun 
Mountain ranges and in the Taklamakan 
desert. A heart-breaking route took the 
expedition into places previously unvisited 
by Europeans, and caused the loss of all 
the transport animals, even the hardyyaks . 
Important discoveries were made in the 
dreaded Taklamakan desert, and a wide 
territory was covered before the late D r 
Emil Trinkler was able to return via India, 
and the author of this work, after detention 
for months by the Chinese, was able to 
get away with a quantity of material by 
way of the Russian Pamirs, over a high 
pass covered with ice and snow. 
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A Bizarre Landscape : the Abbey of Mulbekh (Ladakh). See page 13. 
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FOREWORD 

' ^HE aim of the Central Asiatic Expedition, 
JL the members of which were the late Dr 

E. Trinkler, its scientific leader, Dr H. de Terra, 
the geologist, and the author, was the geographi­
cal, geological and archaeological exploration of 
part of the Tibetan Highland, the mighty central 
Asiatic mountain-ranges, as well as the Takla-
makan Desert. The solution of the technical 
and practical problems which arose during the 
journey fell to the lot of the writer—as the non-
scientific member of the party. 

On leaving North India with my two com­
panions I began to keep a diary with pen and 
camera, not with the intention of presenting my 
observations to a critically inclined public, but 
solely in order that later I might be able to com­
municate my impressions and experiences fresh 
to a restricted circle of friends. It is to these 
jottings, and the persuasion of various interested 
gentlemen, that the present book is due. In it 
I have made neither scientific nor philosophical 
observations, but registered facts. It has been 
my aim to relate my own experiences in simple 
words. Not that science, politics and philosophy 
would be without interest to me, for no one 
travelling through Asia with open eyes and ears 
will be able to eschew these problems; but any­
body like myself, acquainted with Asia by per­
sonal observations for no more than ten years, 
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knows only too well how infinitely great and 
complex is this continent, and that any scientific, 
political or philosophical survey of the country 
can be little more than a piece of patchwork. 

I am deeply indebted to governments and indi­
viduals of many races for valuable help and advice, 
and would like to set down my thanks to each one 
did space permit. 

WALTER BOSSHARD 
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Leh, Capital of Ladakh : dominated by the Palace of the King. See page 16. 





I. OVER THE HIMALAYAN PASSES 
INTO THE LAND OF THE LAMAS 

WE had been on the way five days; the 
notorious Zogi-la (pass) already lay behind 

us. A week ago we had stirred from our com­
fortable and pleasant sojourn in Srinagar to make 
feverish last-minute preparations for our journey 
along the Indus Valley and over the high moun­
tains into Chinese Turkestan. There had pre­
viously been weeks of comparative indolence in 
Kashmir, with occasional bursts of activity explor­
ing one of the most beautiful regions of the world. 
Then the day came when we were ready to march. 
It was pleasant going at first, and a definite object 
enheartened us, but with each day's advance we 
appreciated more and more the task we had set 
ourselves. It was early June. We were now 
slowly climbing the winter-path through a ravine. 
Near the frozen lake beneath the pass-level we 
encountered a Ladakh caravan, the horses of which 
were making heavy labour through the soft 
snow. Shortly before two o'clock we reached 
the highest point. The weather was fine, but 
hardly a quarter of an hour later a strong wind 
set in, black clouds shot past the snow-clad 
summits, and soon a blizzard swept over us. As 
we had sent our two riding-horses ahead, we now 
had to grope our way afoot. Luckily we stumbled 
upon a deserted hut, and thought we should be 
able to wait here for the caravan ; but when, 
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by 5.30 p.m., there was no sign of it, we decided 
to make for the next inhabited shelter-house, at 
Machhoi. We had scarcely progressed a few 
hundred yards when the blizzard increased enor­
mously in violence, and though in fear of being 
lost we pressed on hurriedly, night had set in 
when the dark outline of the long-sought shelter 
appeared in front of us. 

Soon we had a lire burning in the small room, 
and as we were without provisions and covering, 
I tried to get something from the caravans that 
had come from Ladakh. With the exception 
of flour and a little butter, we could obtain 
nothing in the way of food. I peeled the three 
potatoes that had remained from dinner and 
fried them in butter over the fire, and just as 
we were about to sit down to this frugal meal 
the door opened and our Tibetan appeared, 
followed by Dr Trinkler. They had brought 
the caravan over the Zogi-la but had left it 
behind in the telegraph house, which we had 
passed. 

Next morning when the caravan at last arrived 
we had breakfast, which in the superb mountain 
world around us did wonders towards renewing 
our strength. At half-past eleven we moved 
towards the valley, but the blizzard returned, 
with its customary vehemence in this part of the 
world, just as we were crossing the plain that still 
separated us from the low stone houses of 
Matayan. The refuge of Matayan, in which we 
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pitched our beds, was narrow and half in ruins. 
In the " list of visitors " I found a series of well-
known names: Sir F. de Filippi, Professor Dainelli, 
Marquis Ginori, Visser, and others. 

Day in day out we marched towards Ladakh, 
on the first stage of our journey over the desolate 
mountain ranges into Chinese Turkestan, days 
alternating with the most glorious sunshine and 
violent storms, with snow and bitter, hard frost. 

We wandered from one sterile valley to another 
—as there is no other practicable way leading 
through the ravines to the Indus—and when at 
last something green appeared again on the 
horizon, we were surprised to find a marvellous 
oasis of apricot trees before us : Kargil. 

Summer heat reigned in the valleys and on 
the passes which still lay between us and Leh. 
Barren, basin-like valleys, mountains, weather-
beaten conglomerate stone which had been 
eroded into strange forms here and there, and, 
scarcely visible, a few meadows with wretched 
mud-huts : that was the dominant impression 
Ladakh or Western Tibet made on me. Perched 
on a steep conical mountain shone the white 
walls of a building : the monastery of Mulbekh. 
Red-framed windows greeted us from the white­
washed walls, but everything seemed dead, there 
was no living being to be seen, no window open : 
the hermitage clung silently to the rock like an 
enchanted castle. Below, at the foot of the rock, 
dwellings stood on ledges and stone terraces. 
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None of the scanty fertile land was built over, 
however ; there was no waste. 

I had counted one hundred and five chorts, or 
saints' shrines, by the time we came to Lamayuru. 
Here two monks belonging to the Z'hamspa sect 
were sitting on the edge of a prayer-wall. These 
monks spend their life in constant meditation in 
mountain caverns. Their hair is worn long and 
twisted into an untidy plait; they deny them­
selves salt and women, and apparently most other 
amenities of life ; only during the time of the 
temple dances do they quit their solitude and 
go amongst men. The monastery of Lamayuru 
also stands on a high rock of strange shape. At 
the entrance there are four prayer-drums ; my 
companion, on entering the court, set them in 
motion. A priest in red robes received us and 
opened the door to a small temple in which stood 
a series of Buddhas. Finally, he conducted us 
to a terrace which offers a unique survey of the 
entire valley. Nuns, whose dwellings are situ­
ated lower down the slope, were busy sorting 
beans. They wore sheep-skins over their shoulders 
and had old puckered faces which looked like 
stored apples in spring. But there were also 
some pretty young nuns, out of whose eyes the 
devil peeped, and who were not the least reluctant 
to pose before my camera. In another corner a 
few young priests were sitting. They were mix­
ing the powdered bones of a deceased lama with 
alumina, and forming small Buddha images which 
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The King of Ladakh (centre), the dowager Queen (left), the young Queen (right), 
with the little Princess. See page 18. 


