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INTRODUCTION

AnvoNeE who takes upon himself to introduce an
author to the public must of necessity write a eulogy,
more or less; otherwise he may receive a writ for
libel! I have endeavoured to meet this obvious
suggestion of bias by writing nothing except what
I had already said and written about Ronald Kaul-
back, privately, before he ever decided to write a
book at all; but I do not repudiate the suggestion
of bias. Many accusations have been brought
against the “ modern young man.” His defence is
often unanswerable—an alibi. ““At the material time I
was in the stratosphere (or Tibet, or Matto Grosso).”
Our modern young men are much too busy inventing,
creating and discovering to have time to answer these
charges; so it seems rather unfair to bring them.
Probably there are exceptions; there is always froth‘
on the surface.

Ronald Kaulback came down from Cambrxdge :
having skilfully avoided reading too many books, or
attending too many lectures. He had no very clear
idea of what he wanted to do in life, but he did know
that he could make a name for himself. Fate took
him to the Royal Geographical Society, where he
“decided to equip himself with the bed-rock knowledge
required of an explorer—a knowledge of surveying.

It was there that I first met him. From that moment :

~his mind was made up; he would become an
i : Ll e
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explorer. I was looking for someone to accompany
me to Tibet, preferably a surveyor. Here was the
very man, of that I had no doubt.

As soon as we had come to an understanding,
Ronald Kaulback threw himself whole-heartedly into
the work of preparation. I was impressed by his
sound common sense and his anxiety to take work
off my shoulders. Nor did he shirk responsibility.
For the first few days after we left civilisation, I was
worried about him. Had I made a mistake? But
I need not have alarmed myself. From Rima
onwards, when he had work of his own to do, he
began to shape into the real thing. His work was
astonishingly accurate and neat. Above all he was
thorough. He took an interest in everything, and
~ was an excellent companion. I never wish a better.

Then came the unlucky news that, for political
reasons, Kaulback would not be permitted by the
authorities to accompany me all the way. However
much this upset my plans, and disappointed me
- personally, it was naturally a far more bitter dis-
appointment to Kaulback himself. He took the blow
quietly, like a man, neither complaining nor up-
braiding me. My respect for him increased. Finally,
the question arose, how was he to get back? To
return through the Mishmi Hills during the rainy
season was probably impossible; there remained only
the long and difficult route via Fort Hertz and Burma.
Could Kaulback do it? I believed he could,
~ although the crossing of the Diphuk La had only
twice previously been performed by white men, on
both occasions by experienced travellers. Eventually
~ Ronald Kaulback, on this his first journey—he was
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barely twenty-foﬁr——with his  older cdmpanion,
Brooks Carrington, who was liable to break down,

led the party back over those inhospitable mountains

~at the worst season of the year. Not without con-

siderable difficulty they reached Fort Hertz and
safety. My confidence in his powers was justified ;

it was a remarkable feat, and proved him a born

explorer. On his return to England, Ronald Kaul-

back reaped his reward; he was asked to lecture to

the Royal Geographical Society.

I doubt, however, whether his friends will see him
for long. He has won his spurs as a serious explorer
at an early age, and has at least a quarter of a
century of exploration in front of him. We shall
hear of him again. The day is not far distant when

I shall be saying to my cronies, with pardonable
 pride: “You know, Ronald Kaulback made his

" first big journey with me >*!

F. Kinepon Warb. i
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CHAPTER ONE
A YOUNG MAN’S FANGCY

. ““ Some said, ‘John print it ’; others sa1d ¢ Not so.”
Some sa1d It might do good ’; others said ¢ No.’

Joun Bunvax.  Apology for His Book.

I wrotE all the rest of this book before starting the
first chapter because I could not think how to begin
it, and so wasted several valuable days scribbling
madly with no result. My brother Bill would have
been the man to have done it. Even at the age of
five his courage and determination amazed me. On
being set to write a composition, no matter what the
subject, ideas came to him in a flash, and in a very
few minutes the work was done. His essays were
masterpieces of brevity, written in a terse and utili-
 tarian style of his own. The only one I can remember
in full was on “ Pigs,” and ran as follows : ‘‘ Pigs are

very yousful things. They are in too parts, Ham and S
Bakin.” Unfortunately, Bill was out East and not. :

~ at hand to give me advice on the matter.

So far as I, personally, am concerned, the story of bl
this expedltlon into Tibet began years ago. From

 the time my brother and I were babies, we were given
a marvellously active life by our father, Colonel
"H. A. Kaulback, who died five years ago, when in

- command of the 1st Battalion, the King’s Own Royal e
'Reglment We spent our whole time when not at 5
schaol in r1d1ng and shootmg and generally raggmg .
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around in the open, being always driven to fresh
efforts by the fact that though he had only one arm,
he was able to do everything better than most people
with two. As a natural result, any thought of a
cramped life in towns, working in some business,
would have been unbearable to us. Bill went into
the Army, and I had a shot at a good many things,
but always with the thought of exploration hovering
as an impossible ideal at the back of my mind. For
some time I choked down my dislike of a regular
routine, and worked first of all to be a doctor, then a
gunner, and finally for the Diplomatic Service. After
I had failed for that, I filled in time with George
Russell by paddling a canoe from Dunkirk to Budapest,
a most amusing trip, though we did not find it so
funny at the time, when we were stranded in Hungary
for ten days with hardly a halfpenny between us and
perpetually under the eye of the police, who thought
we were Bolshevik agitators.

On our return to the bosoms of our families, George
went off to the Cameroons on the Percy Sladen
Expedition to catch rats for the British Museum, and
I came back to have another try for the Foreign Office.
My only assets were languages, and I found it dreary
work slaving away at economics and all that sort of
stuff. It was my mother who finally decided that

‘it would be far better for me to do what I had always

hankered after, if it could possibly be managed.
When she suddenly told me that, I felt like a prisoner

~ coming out of gaol after a long sentence, flung all my

books away, and set to on the new work with a will.
Thanks to Sir Percy Sykes, who made everything
easy for me, it was more or less plain sailing from then
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on. With General Bruce, he got me into the Royal o

Geographical Society, where I discovered that making
maps was the greatest joy in life, and also into the
Royal Central Asian Society, which must have one of
the finest libraries on Asia in the world. In fact,
without him I should probably have spent years in
trying to make a start without knowmg how to set
about it. He has spent most of his life in exploring

Persia, and is a perfect mine of useful information. I

‘worked at maps for some months at the R.G.S. under
Mr. Reeves, who has taught pretty well every English

traveller since Stanley. Sir Percy Sykes, in spite of S

being terribly busy on his * History of Exploration,’?
still found time to take a more than kind interest in
my affairs, and one day in October, a letter came from
him to say that Captain F. Kingdon Ward, the well-
known explorer and botanist, was shortly setting off
for south-eastern Tibet, and that he was looking out

for someone to go with him. I met Kingdon Ward

himself a few days later, and we talked things over.
- He had several other people in view, but for one
‘reason or another they all found it impossible to go L

_in the end, so that I had the luck to be chosen.

The whole thing seemed so much too good to De :‘,
true that it was a long time before I could rid myself i

of the feeling that I would be certain to wake up soon
and find myself still working away at that darned
~ European History. One or two well-meaning friends
- advised me to pinch myself and even did it for me,

~ but there was no comfort in that; for, after all, it
must be just as easy to dream a pmch as to dream [a <
~anything else. I was filled with the wildest excite- |
- ment; but my spmts were sometxmes da.mpcd by o
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various people who came up with an air of great
knowledge and asked what Company was running
the Cruise (of all things), and whether there was still
a chance for them to buy tickets. That took the wind
out of my sails at first, until I became more used to
the idea of going and could see the funny side of it all.
Others were still more disheartening. They gave me

~ looks of frozen disapproval as soon as they heard what

I was going to do, making me feel rather like a naughty

- little boy caught playing truant when he should have

been sitting on a high stool doing his sums.
As it was entirely Kingdon Ward’s Expedition, the

~ primary object was, of course, to collect new flowers

and plants for cultivation in England. He is one of

 the world’s greatest experts on Himalayan flowers,
- and especially on rhododendrons, of which there are
~ apparently some eight hundred different varieties;
~ but though he has travelled all over Central Asia for

the last twenty-seven years, he had never been in that
part of Tibet which he was then planning to explore.

 He was full of hope that he might find many entirely

unknown plants there, as, in fact, he did. My own

~ knowledge of botany is so deplorable that I can hardly

tell a rose from a daffodil, and so, as I was obviously
not going to be much good to him in that line, my sole

~ job was to make a map of the country we went through,

~ and pray to Heaven that it would bear inspection

- afterwards. When he had asked me about it, I had
~ replied, cheerily enough, that I could make quite a
~ respectable map on occasion; but now that I was
 definitely going with him the most dismal ideas crept
~ into my mind, and I began to think of dozens of

- things which I might possibly not know how to do
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when the time came. Thereupon I was driven by
my fears to work like a slave with maps and calcula-
tions, theodolites and plane-tables, from the middle

 of November 1932, until January the 1gth in the

following year, when my boat, the Cify of Baroda, was
to sail for Bombay. At the last minute I was stricken
with influenza, but shook off the pestilence in time
to go overland to Marseilles, where the ship was due
on the 26th. As it turned out, there had been no
need to hurry, for the boat was held up by fog in the
Channel for three solid days, during which I had to.
amuse myself as best I could.

Of all ghastly places in which to hang around,
Marseilles in January is easily the most gruesome. On
the first day, though with no hope of being interested
or even amused, I was taken in an evil-smelling little
boat to the Chateau d’Yf, where, in the company of
a snuffling crowd of school-girls, I was shown the sights,
including the famous hole through which, we were
told, Monte Cristo had crawled to impersonate the
dead Abbé. I asked the old woman who acted as
guide how long after the book had been written that
hole had been dug. She answered gloomily that she
did not know, but that it had formerly been a source of
great revenue to the guides, as people had willingly
paid a franc to creep down it. Unfortunately, some
sporting but buxom lady had once got stuck half~way,
and had suffered so much when being pulled out again,
that it had ever since remained closed to the populace.

Having exhausted the chéiteau, I climbed to the
top of the transporter bridge over the mouth of the
old harbour, and drank a cup of lukewarm and washy
coffee in a small restaurant there, which battens on the
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unhappy travellers who are driven to clamber up to
; it for lack of anything better to do. There was an old
 church to see, and then the place was pretty well
cleaned out as far as amusements went. The cinemas
did not open till the evening, and it struck me that it
would be a dreary business sitting and eating all day
long, which is how a good many people were spending
- their time. I admired them, but could not compete.
- Instead of that, I walked down to the docks and stood
~ in a large crowd to listen to a Communist orator, who
talked the usual nonsense about taking the money
from the rich and giving it to the poor. I went away
unconvinced by his arguments, but found that one of
his disciples had been practising on me with such
~ success that I was left stranded with only a miserable
fourteen francs in my pocket. Frenzy gripped me for
~ a time, but an 5.0.5. message to my mother soon
~ remedied that. Well accustomed to such emergency
- calls, she sent more money out to me within four
 hours. Its arrival and her sympathetic message were
~ balm to my soul; but my spirit was broken by that
 dreadful city, and I spent the rest of my time there in
 mournful retreat, scarcely venturing from the hotel
- even for my daily glass of insipid beer. I felt itwould
~ take weeks of good living to remove the cloud of Imscry‘ ‘
! ”»‘1jffwhlch had enveloped me. |
~ No sooner had I stepped on board the boat how— ‘

- ‘:':ever than I felt 2 new man. I stood on the deck for

- four hours waiting eagerly to see the last of Marseilles,

: and when it finally vamshed I knew that all my
"trcubles were over, and that I was going to have the
time of my life. On the City of Baroda there were only
‘bout thxrty passengers, and wuh pcrhaps three ex-







