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My First Adventure

The Story of a Badakshani Pony

I was born in Badakshan and I am smaller than many of the other horses in India. But being small does not worry me. Badakshani ponies are famous for being able to climb hillsides. Other horses stumble around on the stones but we do not. 


My mother is white like me. Our master, Yar Dil Khan, says it is a good thing because white horses don’t show up against the snow. People in Badakshan are always being shot at and they do not like their horses to be conspicuous. My mother always said to me ‘If there is a shooting, just keep close to me and don’t go rushing about by yourself.’


My mother is a wise old horse. I have heard Yar Dil Khan say he will not sell her for two hundred rupees.


Well, it is lucky my mother warned me what to do in a fight because as it happens we got into difficulties when I was only a few weeks old. There had been no trouble for some time. Perhaps that was why Yar Dil Khan decided he could take me with him. I do not know exactly what his business was, but he had to go over the mountains to see his uncle. We went down a wild ravine with steep sides where the mountains were very high. There was still snow on the slopes even though it was Spring. This made it even more dangerous because of the risk of avalanches. So we started early in the morning. Yar Dil Khan was riding my mother. She stepped very carefully while I frisked about, enjoying the outing. To begin with it was cold but in the more open country the cherry trees were in bloom and soon we were in the middle of the valley and had reached the tower where Yar Dil Khan’s uncle lived. While Yar Dil Khan talked with his uncle, my mother and I had a good feed of grass.


It was about midday when we started back. Yar Dil Khan was in a hurry because he wanted to get back before the snow got too soft and dangerous. We made our way out of the tower but when we re-entered the deep valley there was the sound of a shot and a bullet went into the snow at our feet. I suppose one of Yar Dil’s enemies must have seen us start out.


Of course I was very frightened. My mother started to go faster. I suppose Yar Dil Khan thought the best thing to do was to run for it. My mother gave a whinny and started to canter. She had no time to look after me. Yar Dil Khan turned round in his saddle and fired two shots.


Whether it was the sound of the shots or the general excitement I do not know: but I lost my head. After all I was only a few weeks old. I had great lanky legs and a silly big head.  I did not follow my mother like she told me to but took my own path. And suddenly I was separated from her. I rushed on, trying to get down into the valley but ending up going higher up the slope. My mother’s whinny was getting fainter and fainter. She became a small dot far down below me. Above me, below me, behind me and before me there was nothing but cliffs and rock and lots of snow. I kept climbing. It began to get darker and suddenly a great mass of snow went sliding down the slopes. I was so frightened. I sat back  and let out a whinny. Then all of a sudden I said to myself – “Well, I am a Badakshani pony after all. Why am I so scared?”


As soon as I said that I looked down and saw the tower of Yar Dil Khan far below me. And I saw Yar Dil Khan like a small black dot with a short stick that I think now was probably his telescope. I looked for my mother but I suppose Yar Dil Khan had put her inside her stable. So I was left to get down on my own. But although my mother was not there, all her cleverness came to my rescue. I began to see ledges and footholds and I began to be able to climb down. All the time I was getting lower and lower. A thin crescent moon helped me and before it had got very late I was safely down the hill. Slowly I made my way to the tower and whinnied to my mother. She whinnied back.


Suddenly there was a great commotion inside the tower. I was outside the gate and I could hear Yar Dil Khan arguing. It is one of his rules that the gate of the tower must not be opened after dark. So Yar Dil Khan refused to allow the door to be opened. “It is not the White foal,” he said referring to me “I saw it stuck in the middle of the Devil’s Cliff and it could not have possibly got down.”


“But listen to the White Mare,” said his wife “Listen to her. The foal will be frozen to death before morning if you do not let him in.”


Yar Dil Khan listened to his wife and the gate was opened with great care and I was brought in.


I was so happy to be safely  home again with my mother. And Yar Dil Khan was happy too. He gave me a good feed of warm mash and sat up most of the night with me. He could not believe that I had found my way down the Devil’s cliff on my own, “I’m sure of it,” he kept saying “The White Foal will take after his mother. And his grandfather too. He will be as sure-footed as a mountain goat. The Devil’s Cliff! The White foal has climbed down the Devil’s Cliff. It is wonderful. I would not sell him for forty rupees as he is.”

