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– Foreword –





Tony Howard


It’s strange how things happen: whilst walking and climbing for the first time in years in Cwm Mynach in the Rhinog Hills, a pretty place hidden high above the Mawddach Estuary in mid-Wales, I remembered that Bill Tilman used to live close by and imagined him enjoying this quiet mountain valley. Then on our way home I had an email from Vertebrate asking if I would like to write the Foreword to this reprint of his book of mountain exploration and travel from China to Chitral. I recalled he had invited me to his cottage one evening for a drink and a chat after I had been lecturing on the Troll Wall in nearby Barmouth. How could I refuse? He has long been one of my heroes, an incomparable mountaineer, sailor and traveller, in search of the unknown, and the enviable and inevitable adventures that entails.


His explorations and climbs with Eric Shipton (I won’t call them ‘expeditions’ since both were aficionados of going small and light, or ‘alpine style’ as it’s now known) are the stuff of legend, as are his voyages in Mischief and subsequent pilot cutters. He preferred to travel simply with the minimum of equipment and food, and in the company of one or two close companions, relying on, and usually enjoying, the hospitality of local people rather than being burdened with baggage he felt was superfluous. Travelling light in this way, as he says, ‘doesn’t always make for easy travel, but more often than not it makes for interesting travel’. I agree wholeheartedly, it’s definitely the way to go.


As with any eternally inquisitive explorer he has ‘a rooted objection to following the beaten track’ and rightly says, ‘By risking nothing, nothing can be gained’, adding, ‘On the whole I think that Romance in travel is inseparable from an element of risk’. His reference to Romance with a capital R refers here to the feeling of mystery, excitement, and remoteness from everyday life that being in uncharted areas brings, rather than its more common amorous connotation. Tilman was a single man with a reputation as a misogynist though I suspect his concerns regarding women were more to do with the marital ties and obligations that would keep him from his travels. He would have liked Steinbeck’s ‘A journey is like marriage. The certain way to be wrong is to think you control it’. He himself quotes one of Sancho Panza’s witticisms from Don Quixote that, ‘A wife’s counsel is bad but he who will not take it is mad’—but that doesn’t stop him noting that, ‘All the Aqsu girls were graceful and many of them comely’.


He surprised me in his Preface with a disparaging comment more true now than then. He says, typically tongue in cheek, ‘Since nowadays so few people can be bothered to read, the text is brief, but the pictures numerous’. But fine and fascinating the pictures are. And the text is not that brief though an easy read that speeds you on a wonderful journey of discovery. Virtually every sentence is a gem of observation concerning the mountains he climbed (and sometimes didn’t) and the little known lands, peoples, customs and cultures through which he travelled, ‘whose very remoteness forms a deadly lure’. With which comment I couldn’t agree more, though perhaps I should be careful about using the word ‘travel’ too often; he advises us that simply to be a passenger on any form of motorised transport is insufficient, a ‘traveller must exert himself and move slowly’. Indeed!


He also surprised me with his humour as, though he was both amiable and chatty when I met him, he has a reputation for being an unsociable and reticent man of few words and friends. This book shows another side with his witty comments and often self-deprecating humour permeating the pages. If you can read his descriptions of travel, its vicissitudes, the people he meets along the way and the frequently alien food (and sometimes the over abundance or total lack of it) without at least smiling or more likely laughing out loud, I’d be surprised. It’s a travel yarn at its best, taking the reader through a little known and sometimes untravelled world now fast vanishing if not already gone, told by an erudite raconteur able to laugh at life regardless of circumstances, and all the more inspirational for it.


Tony Howard


October 2015









– Author’s Preface –


.


Comparatively few travellers have visited Chinese Turkestan; which is perhaps just as well because, of those fortunate few, not many have refrained from writing a book. Much has been written about the deserts, the buried cities, and the living oases, but less about its more serious aspect as a rich field for mountaineers. True, the great Central Asian traveller and explorer Sven Hedin took time off from serious exploration to make a light-hearted attempt on Muztagh Ata (Through Asia, vol. i) but he soon returned to the recording of astronomical observations and thermometer readings at lower levels. My theme is mountains, unsullied by science and alleviated with Chinese brandy.


Since nowadays so few people can be bothered to read, the text is brief but the pictures numerous.


Once more I am indebted to Dr R.J. Perring for much helpful criticism and advice.


H.W.T.


Barmouth


April 1950









– Chapter 1 –


Traveller or Passenger?


‘Better fifty years of Europe than a cycle of Cathay’ is a sentiment that might well be endorsed by a man who has seen no more of China than, say, Shanghai. But within the borders of Cathay is Chinese Turkestan, and for my part, having seen only a little of that fascinating country in 1947, I did not mind how soon or how often I saw it again. There can be no part of Asia, or indeed of any continent, which exerts a more powerful attraction on either the mountaineer, the geographer, the archaeologist, or any man who travels merely ‘for to admire an’ for to see’.


In the first place its very remoteness forms a deadly lure for the ambitious traveller. Some of the peaks and valleys of the Himalaya are also remote, but their appeal is mainly to the mountaineer. In time even he may become satiated with rocks, snow, and glaciers, and when he reluctantly or, perhaps, gladly descends to grass, forest, and villages, he finds with few exceptions that the villages are only the slightly squalid homes of a cheerful but uninteresting people without history, arts, or even trade. I have had many happy and amusing hours and enjoyed much hospitality in Himalayan villages and I think that, although one must be grateful to and respect those contented, hard-working, penurious folk, their villages are not one of the main attractions. They are merely incidents on the route, depots for the recruiting of porters, sources of food, or perhaps places where beer is brewed.


In Chinese Turkestan, or Sinkiang, the lures are many. Where else is there such a startling and satisfying mixture of desert and mountain, of Moslem and Buddhist, of settled folk and nomad? where the bread and melons of the one are rivalled by the cream, yoghourt, and kumis of the other; and all these found in a country of historic fame, a country which itself has undergone but little change and which was once the link between the great civilizations of China on the one hand, and of India, Persia, or even Europe, on the other. There are spacious deserts elsewhere; some also holding the buried secrets of past civilizations; but nowhere else is there such a desert fringed with rich and teeming oases, shut in on three sides by vast snow ranges whose glacier streams nourish the oases and upon whose slopes yaks and camels graze side by side; where in their felt yorts Kirghiz and Kazak live much as they did in the days of Gengiz Khan, except that now they no longer take a hand in the devastation of Europe.


Just as it is a good thing to have a friend at court, so it is good to have a friend in a remote country, especially when it is hedged about by political barriers under which the meek must crawl. In 1948 my friend Mr E.E. Shipton, in the post of Consul General Kashgar, was still spreading his beneficent rays over Kashgaria, touching sometimes distant Dzungaria, or at least Urumchi which lies on its outskirts. Within easy reach of this place Urumchi, the capital of Sinkiang, there is a mountain called Bogdo Ola upon which Shipton had long meditated assault, and it was in order to aid and abet him in this attempt that in May of that year I turned up at Shanghai.


To reach Central Asia by way of Shanghai may seem a Chestertonian approach, reminiscent of ‘the night we went to Birmingham by way of Beachy Head’; but by sinking one’s pride and opening one’s purse wide enough to take advantage of air travel, such an indirect approach takes no longer than the ordinary routes. From England the usual way to Sinkiang is from India, either through Kashmir to Leh and thence over the Karakoram Pass (19,000 ft.), or through Gilgit and over the Mintaka Pass (15,000 ft.), both of which routes, particularly the first, are hard on man and beast. I am not averse to hard travel, in fact in retrospect I like it, but in 1948 owing to the Kashmir dispute the first was impossible and the second doubtful. Moreover, both these routes lead to Kashgar, while Urumchi, to which Shipton had already gone, is a thousand miles further east.


Instead of saying I travelled to Shanghai by air I should prefer to say I was carried there; for it seems to me time to draw a hard and fast line between travellers and passengers before the word ‘traveller’ loses its romantic flavour. A journey of many thousands of miles by air and bus, such as that which I undertook to Urumchi, without the least physical effort on my part and with a despicably small increase of knowledge as a result, can hardly be called travelling. To my mind two distinguishing marks of a traveller are that he exerts himself and that he moves slowly. Indeed, this must be so by definition; for to travel is defined as to pass from point to point in a deliberate and systematic manner; while the qualification that he must exert himself was recognised by those most potent, grave, and reverend signiors who drew up our admirable licensing laws, when they defined the bona fide traveller (with whom we are concerned) as one entitled to call for refreshment on Sunday at public houses by having walked three miles.


The Chinese saying that the further one travels the less one knows must have been prescient of the air age. Nothing could be truer of air travel. It is about 10,000 miles from London to Shanghai, a journey which had it been done by sea in a small boat, overland on foot, or even by car, would have provided an education in itself, a bottomless fund of anecdote, and perhaps a final eradication of that tormenting desire for travel. Whereas when it is done by air the traveller is poorer in pocket and no richer in experience. Nor is his appetite for travel satisfied; it is merely whetted. Places like Singapore, Bangkok, and Hong Kong, which were just names to me when I started, were still names when I was dumped at Shanghai, but which now kindled in me a dangerous spark of interest.


I realised at once that I should have visited Shanghai many years earlier—a surmise which probably holds good for most parts of the inhabited globe—before the first world war, perhaps, when Englishmen and even Europeans still had ‘face’, and when the presence of numerous ‘old China hands’ made even the longest bar in the world a desirable goal. But in 1948 Shanghai (Photo 1) seemed to me a place that one could hardly leave too quickly. I suppose it was not unnatural, but there were a great many Chinese, far too many, all of them apparently in the streets at once, in cars, in pedi-cabs, and a multitude on foot.


Despite the teaching of Taoism the Chinese, at any rate in private life, are active, bustling people with an eye firmly fixed on the main chance. Not for them, ‘the business of Tao which is one of day by day dealing with less and less until you arrive at inaction’. On the contrary, all of them appeared to be in trade and all those who were not serving in one or other army, tilling rice or drowning in a Yangtze flood, had assembled in Shanghai to ply their vocations. There were not enough shops or even barrows for the five million inhabitants of Shanghai, but there was plenty of pavement which could be used as business premises. Thus anyone not actually buying or selling had to walk in the street among the cars, pedi-cabs, and foot people, all of necessity going the same pace. Fruit sellers predominated; bananas were in season; and judging by the number of cast-off skins most of the five million seemed to be in favour of eating more fruit. In short, the impressions I took away were of too much noise, dirt, heat and a population badly in need of decimation—either by planning or by some less subtle means.


But to return to my thesis. The distinction between a traveller and a passenger is that the one uses travel as an end in itself while the other is merely carried as a means to an end. If I seem to disparage air travel, which is a very handy means of transport, it is partly to excuse my ignorance of China. For though I may now talk of having travelled in China, indeed even of having crossed it—being hurtled halfway in the course of one day by air and hurtled the remainder in twelve days by lorry—I am yet no sinologue. The true traveller, as I have said, must move by his own exertions, while the passenger is moved swiftly by machinery. My distinction is not a hole-proof definition, for I can conceive of circumstances in which the passenger moves so slowly as to have time to look about him, thereby qualifying as a traveller. In which category the occupants of a Chinese controlled bus must be placed is hard to say for, although they do not move so very slowly, there are other factors which come into play.


Consider for a moment a bus which I boarded in Nanking. The mere boarding of it was a bold step which few of the class derogatively described as ‘passengers’ would have taken, for I knew neither Chinese nor where I wanted to go. Nanking is like Euclid’s definition of a line—length without breadth—for it consists of a street six miles long. The hotel in which I stayed—truthfully describable as quaint and old world—was at one extremity and I had to get myself and a suitcase to the other. Buses ran frequently and mostly under their own power, so that I concede that once inside one was technically speaking a passenger. But to get in called for some personal effort, in fact for the utmost violence, and no less was needed to get out.


Those tiresome people who constantly remind us that a pint pot holds only a pint never can have seen a Nanking bus. There, private enterprise had free play. There were no trammelling by-laws; and evidently the conductor had a large personal stake in the success of his bus; for there was no nonsense about standing room for eight only. The capacity of the bus was limited only by the amount of compression a passenger could sustain, and yet live. And in the event, hardly by that, because the step, the bonnet, and any excrescence to which a human foot could adhere took a share of the payload. To insert oneself in the door like the thin end of a wedge was difficult, but it was enough. Fellow combatants, like so many mauls, drove one right home, and having thus become merged among China’s struggling millions one lost all volition. As in a pail full of maggots there is a constant seethe—the backwash of those entering and leaving—and just as fresh maggots are constantly coming to the top, so I found myself in a short time at the driver’s end of the bus. There was a door there, too, through which I was immediately pressed, and although we had come only a couple of blocks I decided to walk the rest.


Before reaching Urumchi in Chinese Turkestan where I hoped to become once more a traveller, I had first to fly to Lanchow in North China on the Hwang-ho (Yellow River) and then to suffer twelve days in a post-bus. Once a fortnight a plane did the 1200-mile hop from Shanghai to Lanchow in a day. I had difficulty in getting a seat in it, for the Chinese seemed to be over-addicted to air travel. I suppose if one has had much experience of road and rail travel in China, this is what one is apt to become. The advantage of soaring safely over the heads of war-lords and beyond reach of bandits is worth paying for. But it struck me that flying was remarkably cheap. The price of other things seemed to keep well abreast or even ahead of the rapidly falling exchange, but one could fly to Nanking for less than the price of a tin of tobacco.


The war-time transport plane, fitted with iron bucket seats as became the iron-hard seats of the military gentlemen who had formerly used them, left Shanghai at 8 a.m., landed at Hankow, and reached Lanchow that evening. It was the same plane in which an American possessed of much money and considerable hope, had been recently scouring western China in search of a mountain higher than Mt Everest. No doubt on the China-Tibet border there are many unmeasured peaks, indeed parts of the maps of those regions are still largely conjectural, but most of it has been traversed by explorers who, had they noticed such a considerable protuberance as a 30,000 ft. mountain, would certainly have drawn attention to it. On this occasion no mountains higher than 20,000 to 21,000 ft. were seen.


The American pilot was assisted by a Chinese co-pilot whose duties were nominal, part of them being no doubt to save face. He could fly the thing when it was airborne, but, according to the American, he was no great hand at anything else; and since what goes up must at last come down it was a relief to see that this essential ending to a flight was left to the capable hands of the pilot. After flying for some time in cloud, through which one occasionally glimpsed high broken country of hideously eroded, reddish hills, we touched down. I heaved my accustomed sigh of relief:


So between the starry dome


And the floor of plain and seas,


I have never felt at home


Never really been at ease.


Lanchow-fu, to give it its full name, is the capital of Kansu province. It lies on the right bank of the Hwang-ho at an altitude of 5000 ft. The river is bridged here and it is as a bridge-point on the chief overland approach to China from the West that Lanchow owes its importance from very early times. When I learnt that the nearest railhead was in western Honan twenty-five days’ journey away, I felt that the C.N.A.C. (Chinese National Air Corporation) had earned every penny of the fare.


Lanchow was the army headquarters of what was called the ‘North West’ which included Sinkiang. The commander was General Chang Chi-chung, a man prominent in the peace negotiations after the revolt of the three northern districts of Sinkiang—Ili, Chuguchak, Altai—in 1944, when, having killed or driven out the Chinese troops and civilians, the rebels proclaimed a Republic of East Turkestan. These three districts, half of whose inhabitants are Kazaks, lie to the north of the Tien Shan range and form the wealthiest part of Sinkiang. They produce a surplus of grain, upon which Urumchi is dependent for food, and also oil, gold, wolfram, and coal. Peace terms were negotiated by the General, who became Chairman of a Provincial Coalition Government, but they were never implemented. After more trouble in 1947 a Turki was appointed Chairman and Chang Chi-chung became commander of the ‘North-West’. But Chinese troops were still excluded from the Ili district, the Chinese had lost all control over it, and in 1948 it was well on the way to becoming another of the Soviet Asiatic Republics.


However, Chinese writ still ran in Urumchi and the rest of Sinkiang, and the name of the General, to whom I had a letter of introduction, was potent enough there. He was a man who looked a very fit forty, though I believe he was nearer sixty years old, and he had a charming wife who had spent several years in England. He gave me a laissez-passer for Sinkiang and a dinner of eight dishes, all as new to me as the steamed bread and the Russian chocolate with which we finished. Another powerful ally was the secretary of the China Inland Mission, a Mr Walker, through whom I obtained a seat in the post-bus to Urumchi for a modest twenty-eight million dollars. The Lanchow mission ran a very active hospital situated on the other side of the river.


The town is as nondescript a place as I have seen. All I remember of it is a steam-roller. I stopped my rickshaw to have a look at this rara avis whose name, I think, was Hercules. How Hercules had got himself there from the coast is a question to which I still devote much thought. The Hwang-ho, known sometimes as China’s Sorrow, is not a traffic artery, a Chinese railway could surely not accommodate him; had Hercules therefore chugged his way patiently from the coast? If so, it was surely an example of patient progress and dogged perseverance as worthy of an epic poem as the advance of the Chinese army to the re-conquest of Sinkiang in 1877; when, owing to supply difficulties, an advance guard had first to plant crops and reap them before the hungry horde behind could make its next forward spring.


The post-bus service seemed to retain something of the efficiency and panache of the old courier service, which, when it ran from Sian-fu in Shensi to Kashgar, was the longest in the world. The drivers of the big five-ton Dodge truck had the lofty, swaggering airs affected, we are told, by the drivers of the old flash coaches. They were the aristocrats of the road, such as it was. Our driver would stroll up at the last minute smoking a cigarette which he would throw disdainfully to the admiring onlookers before donning a magnificent pair of white leather gauntlets. He would touch nothing but the driving wheel and that only with gloves. If anything went wrong, he would dismount to stretch his legs, leaving his two assistants to maltreat the engine and get themselves dirty. Off duty, however, he unbent. We changed driver and crew several times, but I never met one too superior to eat with his mechanics or even with me, and to do them justice they usually paid their bills and mine too. As became mail drivers they did themselves as well as the inns of the road would afford, drank when they could, and played Mah-jong and cards for what looked like great sums of money. Mah-jong, by the way, as played in the inns of the Kansu corridor road by the lorry fraternity, has little resemblance to the laborious, stately wall-building we know. It is played at unnerving pace, the tiles being picked up and banged down with the speed and clatter of a machine gun.


The driver’s freedom with his money, while in character with these brothers of the road, could probably be well afforded. Besides his pay there were, I imagine, some trifling perquisites, for in addition to mails the truck carried goods and passengers, who sat comfortably but precariously on top of the load. All, that is, except myself who had the place of honour and discomfort, on the box, as it were. It was cooler on top of the luggage and one could stretch out and sleep. I noticed, however, that no passengers presented themselves at the official starting point where they would presumably have had to buy a ticket. But on the outskirts of the town we usually found waiting for us a small group who had no doubt come to some private arrangement with the driver the previous night. En route we would be frequently ‘thumbed’ and the driver could pick out instinctively the paying and non-paying ‘thumbers’.


When I was not a guest of the driver, which happened only at the midday halt, I found the food question fraught with difficulty and anxiety. Before embarking on this lone journey I had carefully written down phonetically five or six essential words—words, I mean, for food—but there is a wide gulf between the writing and speaking of a foreign tongue and after a few discouraging essays I gave up trying to bridge it. Fortunately, in China there are no ridiculous hygienic regulations for the sale of food, puzzling to the buyer and a hindrance to the seller. It is displayed openly and conveniently in the street, neither behind glass windows, under glass cases, nor, worst of all, in cellophane wrappers. All I had to do therefore was to point to or seize what I wanted and flourish some notes; and the stall-keeper, mistaking me for a wealthy deaf-mute, complied with alacrity. Still, I like to get value for money, even Chinese paper money, and at first it was difficult to know whether to tender 10,000 dollars or half a million for a piece of bread. If the man was honest, and most of them were, one found oneself either with a derisory portion or with more than one could carry away.


This method, of course, restricted one to al fresco feeding; good enough in its way, but there were times when I wanted to get my legs under a table and to probe more deeply into the mysteries of Chinese food. As befits a civilized race the Chinese regard food with commendable gravity and have some unusual ideas about what may be eaten and how it should be cooked. It was quite maddening, therefore, for me to see and smell these bizarre and possibly pleasing dishes in preparation and not to be able to ask for them. As the only barbarian then on view I was everywhere a conspicuous figure and was therefore followed generally by a small crowd. If I went into an eating-house, the crowd came too to watch the fun. In a place where the cooking and eating go on in the same room it should be easy to get what one wants, but watched by a hundred eyes I found the process too embarrassing. If, on the other hand, I managed to sneak in unobserved and sat down expectantly at the first table, I found myself either ignored or subjected to a volley of uncouth sound. No one had the nous to plank down in front of me something edible. Perhaps they thought, not unreasonably, that I had merely come to study the habits of the flies.


When hunger did eventually drive me to confront these obstacles to the eating of a square meal I found ‘a trifling sum of misery new added to the foot of my account’. For when the guest at a Chinese eating-house finally lays down his tooth-pick with a sigh, pays his bill, and quits the table, the waiter in a strident bawl announces to the remaining clients the amount of the bill and the size of the proffered tip. The shades of meaning which can be expressed by the voice, even when uttering some bald figures, are no less numerous than the inferences suggested by a restaurant bill. Until custom has made him brazen, the fear that he has been publicly tried and found guilty of either extravagance or meanness, gluttony or crapulence, will in turn cross the mind of the replete but unhappy guest as he bolts for the door. I suppose this is done so that the owner of the ‘joint’, ensconced behind a pile of rice, can jot down the amount taken by his various waiters. Obviously it saves labour and book-keeping, and since publicity or the fear of publicity is a powerful monitor, the system is one worth the attention of a Minister of Food in any Welfare State.


The road crossed the river, quitted it, and climbed to a 10,000 ft. pass where snow still lingered on the hills above. At this season the river was rising, fast-flowing, and of a dirty yellow colour (hence the name Yellow River) owing to the quantity of yellow loess soil carried down in suspension. The Yellow Sea into which the great river flows is presumably so called on account of its discoloration by river water. The hills of north-west China consist for the most part of thick deposits of loess which, according to Prof. Albrecht Penck (Geog. Jour. vol. 76), were derived from mud brought by the Hwang-ho from Central Asia during the Ice Age. The loess is being constantly eroded by rivers to form numerous gorges and the yellow soil is then carried to the plains whence it is again swept up by the wind and redeposited elsewhere. The loess haze to which this process gives rise is most marked in west Sinkiang where more often than not visibility is limited to a few miles only. This haziness occurs on even perfectly still days so that one might almost believe the loess dust to be so fine and impalpable as to be equally at home in the air or on the ground.


Von Richthofen was the first to recognise loess as an aeolian deposit. He made a series of remarkable journeys in China in the 1870s, and we were presently to catch sight of that part of the Nan Shan range between Kanchow and Suchow which has been named after him. We reached Kanchow the second night about 320 miles out. At many points we had passed close to the still impressive remains of the Great Wall on the north side of the road, and Kanchow was a typical Chinese walled town. The Chinese have a sublime faith in walls, even to this day. Apart from the Great Wall, their earliest architectural monument still above ground, cities and towns must be surrounded by walls. In China, no wall no town is axiomatic. At all the towns that I passed sentries paced these walls, the guards had their quarters in them, and at night the great wooden gates in the massive arched gateways were solemnly shut. These town walls are solid; a core of earth and stone covered with unburnt brick, 20–30 ft. high, and wide enough on top for a cart to be driven.


Walls are considered efficacious not only against the outer barbarians—Mongolian hordes and such like—but also against evilly disposed devils. A few feet inside the entrance to a Chinese compound there is often built a piece of wall[1] rather longer than the width of the entrance, so that anyone entering the compound has to make two right-angled turns. Such a device is quite devil-proof, for devils move only in straight lines. It is said, and I like to believe it, that the strongest objection to the building of the first railways in China was on the grounds that such remarkably long, straight lines would facilitate the movement of devils. I noticed these walls mostly in the compounds of government buildings which are rightly held to be more devil-ridden than any others.


Kanchow (2–6) was a place of life and colour where the modern bazaar street was happily obscured by the neighbouring old-style houses, willow trees, and temples, of which the principal is the Hall of the Sleeping Buddha which for size almost rivalled the famous one at Bangkok. The Buddha is 120 ft. long and 40 ft. high, constructed of hollow clay, painted and lacquered. Whatever the old houses may have been like inside they looked delightful from without, with their curly projecting roofs of warm glazed tiles and elaborately carved eaves and supporting brackets. I have heard a theory that the curling concave roofs of Chinese buildings derive from the shape of Mongol tents (5). But the normal Mongol tent is the yort with a sensibly convex roof, the sagging ridge-pole type of tent being used only when on the move. Moreover, Chinese culture is quite alien to Mongolian; nor is it easy to see why the Chinese, who were building pagodas hundreds of years before the rise of the Mongolian Empire, should have been indebted to those widespreading, hard-riding ruffians for any architectural ideas except perhaps that of a stout wall for keeping them out. Such obscure, insoluble questions, however, are best left to sinologists for whom they provide a smouldering slag-heap of conjecture and controversy, which is ever ready to blaze anew at the wind of some fresh archaeological find.







	

1. These walls are known as ‘pi-hsia-ch’iang’ or ‘avoidance of uncanny influence wall’ (Lattimore).[back]
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