














































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































Sorry for such an empty letter - 
Much love, Mummy 

Notebook: May 24th. Hot sun again and a din of crickets, & my tummy churning & my 
conscience nagging because I didn't go to Nagagaun - yesterday it was teeming & I had to go 
to Muttrapore394 sports prize giving. I gave out a million little cups & shabby little books but 
was amused by the stern Master who was running the show, & by some Buddhist priests in 
the audience, their skin almost as gold as their robes, their smiles flooding their faces, their 
arms & legs & eyes still. 

Afterwards we had tea together, they wouldn't eat the coconut ice as they only have 
one meal, & talked politely & then I drove them back to save them a seven mile walk which 
they had placidly contemplated as the last bus had gone. They got out into an evening 
brilliant green & gold, the flooded rice fields reflecting the setting sun & stood in their 
saffron robes with their quiet arms to their sides & smiled & walked off to their muddy little 
village & their begging bowls – & I had a great desire to go with them into their green and 
gold nirvana, to the uncluttered centre of peace they had found. 

Instead I drove back through the blazing dusk with one of the schoolmasters who had 
black lines under his eyes & said they would have sweet memories of me forever. 

Iris to Alan, Cherideo, 28th May 1965

My dear Alan, 
     I am thrilled at the thought of having T. Ropers autograph, I am a great fan, I don’t know 
enough to criticize the content of his work but his style is sooper – though I can hardly 
believe he really glowed at the thought of having a distant middle aged planters wife as his 
disciple! The proof of my article has come and gone, very quick so maybe they will publish it 
soon and I shall get the money.  
    It is boiling here and has been for the last five days, the temperature at 94 and frightfully 
humid, I go for my morning walk at 6 but it’s almost too hot even then. Horrid, but a good 
thing from the point of view of the flood situation. I see some new flood control device has 
been used successfully for the first time in the world on one of our rivers, so perhaps that is 
the beginning of the solution.  
    When one wipes the sweat from one’s eyes and looks round it is to be dazzled by the 
beauty of the flowering trees which are a riot of scarlet and gold, and all the villages are 
floating in pools of pale purple water hyacinths. Seeing it all for the last time is breaking my 
heart, but I think I keep the sneaking hope that it won’t be the last time, that I shall make 
masses of money out of my book and somebody will give me a vast great research grant to 
come back to India. This in fact would be impossible unless I learnt Persian – actually I have
been thinking quite seriously of trying to do this – I wonder how difficult it is. I am more and 
more coming round to your idea that history is written in crop statistics and legal records 
and revenue assessments and not in travellers’ tales or junketings at court, though it’s a 
good deal easier in India to discover how people lived and what they thought about because 
they’re living and thinking to a large extent in the same way now. 
    We have been out several times this week, to the club on Monday to see a bad film of Doris
Days, to the Pooles to dinner on Tuesday to chew our way through a huge hot meal, to 
Jorhat on Thursday to try and square up a school problem that has been outstanding for six 
years – and still is! And to a wedding in a village yesterday evening, one of my schoolboys 
sisters. It was very interesting as the priest was one of the old Ahom brand speaking the Tai 
language, which I thought was dead. It was pretty, with 101 little lights, the nearly naked 
priest chanting his Tai and throwing rice over the lights, the bride in white silk and the 
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groom with marigolds round his neck and the row of village elders all shouting instructions 
and advice through the ceremony. 
    After the bride had been presented to us and given us aniseed to chew and drifted off her 
uncle said "There is one important matter sir. She has not passed urine whole day". So we 
had to thrash out that little problem while we ate our wedding meal – they really are 
wonderful. The uncle spent the evening telling us about his Guru who lives in Bihar and has 
disciples of every race and religion and is generally conceded by them to be the 
reincarnation of Christ, Mahommed, Buddha and Krishna. He thought of relativity long 
before Einstein and after a week’s instruction in English wrote 7 volumes. I think I must go 
and see him, oh yes, and when a world famous wrestler visited him he couldnt bend back his 
little finger. 
    We have been invited to meet John Freeman at a "do" in Jorhat so that will be a thrill. 
Don't worry about the blanket, it'll be somewhere. 

Much love, Mummy 

Iris to Alan, Cherideo, 7th  June 1965

My dear Alan, 
I'm afraid this may be late, I've lost track rather but am now back to my Monday letter 

and should be able to remember. There has been a correspondence in the Telegraph about 
witchcraft, have been daily expecting you to appear, I missed the original article by Robert 
Graves which started it in which he apparently put forward the theory of it being an ancient 
cult – and was shot down by a lady called Rosemary Harris395 and someone else. 

I know how you feel about knowing less and less, can you imagine how little you’re going 
to know when you’re my age?! Just about everything I put on paper is a generalisation that 
could be immediately contradicted, Indian history is particularly evasive as the British found 
to their cost when they tried to pin down the land revenue system, they sent questionnaires 
round and found that the land belonged to the king and also to the peasant and in a sense to 
the landlords and yet to neither and still most definitely to all. This flexibility was of course 
the strength of the indigenous system but maddened the earnest improvers and they busily set
about straightening and destroying, how sad that anthropology was still a closed subject 
then. 

I shall love to help with your archdeaconry records, I am longing to get to original 
sources, I am sick of other people’s interpretations of facts, particularly as they differ so 
widely and one just has to pick the one that suits one’s own theories. It would be interesting 
to compare the village life of India and England in the 17th century and might help with 
answering the eternal question of what went wrong here. 

We are invited to meet John Freeman at a free for all on Friday, he is touring Assam and 
will give us a little waffle I expect, I don't know if we can go though as theres this cultural 
show on. I would like to meet him though there wouldn’t be time for more than an exchange 
of formalities I suppose. 

There is very little news as usual, we went to my headmasters wedding on Friday which 
was the usual happy confusion, hundreds of people just drifting about and apparently 
enjoying it, they take their pleasures without any sense of strain or any feeling that the guests
must be entertained, sitting under a grubby tarpaulin being chewed by mosquitoes is 
apparently a perfectly good evening to offer. We of course were taken into the bridal suite 
and fed rice pudding and peanuts and were a nuisance to everyone until we removed 
ourselves, the headmaster’s mother is blind from cataracts and sat looking sad in a 
deckchair, no wonder he can never be at school with her and his deceased brother's family to
look after. The matric results come out to-day, so many futures decided, including 
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Rosemary's. I plan to go up for a few days in August to find out what she is doing with 
herself. 
    What you say about schools being more important than pictures is true – but what are 
schools for except to teach us to enjoy pictures and such? It is very difficult to get ones 
priorities right, I get maddened here by all the money that is apparently “wasted” on 
cultural shows and literary symposiums and such and yet the spirit must be fed as much as 
the body – and think how poor India would be without the Taj and Europe without its 
wonderful wasteful cathedrals built from the money that should have kept people from 
starving. Beauty may not be truth – is anything truth? – but it is essential surely – what does 
seem wrong is that such huge sums should be able to circulate among a small section of the 
community for their private enjoyment and snobbery. 
    It's still very beautiful here anyway, and for free – the trees are putting on the best array 
for years for us, which is kind but sad too. We have taken quite a few photos and hope to take
more when Robert Higham brings back the lens of the camera. He comes in about ten days to
everyones relief396, Nazira is a dreary place with all those people out of jobs and looking 
stunned. 
    Haven’t heard from Granny for a long time, I hope all is well. I hope I'll have a more 
interesting lot of news next week,  the book I sent home was the first section of my Mughals, 
the introductory fifty pages with a synopsis of the rest, I’m now about to embark on another 
childrens book which I will probably write up on the boat.

Much love from us both, Mummy 

Notekook: June 11th. A hotter sun, and a heavy blanket of wet air draped round one, forcing 
its furry pressure against the back of the knees & the neck. More pains in the stomach, a sort 
of ball of sting under the ribs that rolls a bit but refuses to unwind in spite of endless prodding
& long sleepless nights. 

Beautiful scented trees bending pink branches over the hedge, and a golden halo 
round the fir trees where the laburnum is burning its swinging lamps of light. Miranda, 
stepping jerkily across the lawn, graceful but slightly menacing to me. Parrots in screaming 
crescents, egrets with orange necks driven from the rice fields, hills grey with exhaustion, 
almost panting, flat-washed. 

This morning I set off for my Naga village feeling tired & a bit ill, cows & men were 
still stumping across the fields, my 2 handsome masters were waiting for me under a tree and 
we went to the Naga church – a tin roofed building, full of cobwebs & ashes of last winter’s 
fires – a drum made from a tree- trunk, carved, a totem pole with a naked man standing above
an elephants head, another totem pole with a tiger lying down it, birds & other little men 
swinging on strings. 

The Nagas gathered round, the children exceptionally dirty & with sores & running 
noses, the women mostly elderly with shapeless figures & black teeth & huge rings of gold in
their sagging ears. Not very attractive but the village was sunny except for a mass of howling 
dogs that followed us everywhere. 

Afterwards I went to my headmasters house & drank very sweet tea in enormous heat 
while trying to sympathise in Assamese with his aged uncles kidney trouble. The poor old 
man was obviously ill & uncomfortable & his days must be cheerless & long. Back to 
my cheerful girls but I was so hot & tired I could hardly raise any energy. 

We have been to two weddings – Biren's sister's which was fun – she was very pale &
had little circles of white flowers painted on her cheeks & forehead. There were 101 little 
lamps, and an almost naked Ahom priest chanting in Tai & throwing rice on them & a row of 
noisy old men sitting cross-legged & shouting stage directions and the Go-down Babu to 
bring us down to earth with the information that the bride hadn't passed urine whole day!
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My headmaster's wedding was more sophisticated & duller, he moving in circles 
where men have first classes & wear long pants & we sat in a hot little room talking to them 
about tea. His mother is blind from cataracts & lay in a deck chair, her thin arms dry with 
fever, hoping I suppose for some cheer from her daughter in law. 

As usual all the other guests were offered were benches, mosquitoes & presumably 
tea – and this they were accepting with a great deal of pleasure. My stomach was 
uncomfortable, I must take the dogs into the burning afternoon, past the frayed cannas, down 
the hill to the bridge & the smell of excreta, past the dhobi house, the chota bungalow which 
is deep in leechus stones & small boys, & into the tea where there is a little shade & the warm
smell of the leaves. 

Iris to Alan, Cherideo, June 15th 1965

My dear Alan, 
Thank you for your letter, and also for a parcel of books which has just arrived, the 

English course and the Cowper Powys397. All very welcome, I’m going to hie up to Shillong 
and show the minister of education the course and try to persuade them to adopt it, or 
something similar. I haven’t yet started “Wolf Solent”. I like to gloat over a new book for a 
week or two – you must let us help you with your Blackwells bill when you finally have to 
face the day of reckoning as you have spent an awful lot on me. I have read one of the 
Mughal books you mentioned and the other two sound as if they are along the usual lines, so 
I won’t bother with them. I am more concerned with the European aspects of the period now,
as the two are supposed to run parallel through the book until they finally collide. (Can 
aspects collide, this is the sort of sentence I’m forever struggling with, but I’m glad to note 
that other authors have the same trouble and don’t bother to cope with it). 

I don’t know what to suggest about your future because I’m not quite in the picture, if you 
have finished your research and still have another years grant couldn’t you use it for your 
social anthropology course instead, and then you could write up your thesis next winter. 
Anyway your tutors will be able to advise you better, I do think anthropology would be an 
asset for the sort of work you hope to find, I saw an advertisement for work among the 
bushmen which would have suited you but it demanded anthropology – and out here the 
more qualifications the better. Verrier Elwin of course underlays the terrible loneliness one 
must feel living for years amongst a simple alien people, however attractive, and he was a 
saint anyway – but possibly you are too? An embryo one? 

It hasn’t been a very nice week for me as I’ve been suffering from tummy trouble and it’s 
been very hot and the combination depressing, specially as the tummy kept me awake at 
night. However I'm much better to-day and able to face problems again. On Friday I went to 
visit the Naga village where my school is, there is a funny little "church" full of totem poles 
(or perhaps phallic pillars) carved with tigers and elephants and little men and a huge drum 
made out of the trunk of a tree also carved. The Nagas themselves were rather seedy, the 
children covered with sores and all running at the nose, not at all healthy and handsome like 
the hill ones. Still they are always attractive and I hope to go back and photograph, they 
were a little suspicious and shy this time and I will have to take some softening sweetmeats 
with me. It would be interesting to study the structure of their society but the language 
problem would be too much for me, my Assamese is so superficial. Afterwards I went and 
had tea in my headmasters house, he is a charming young man, 25 years old (age has 
nothing to do with being the head of a school here, its simply a question of having a degree 
and knowing the right people) and on Sunday he and the second master who is supposedly 
handsome came to see me here. It was a frightfully hot day and Daddy wasn't enthusiastic at 
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having to entertain them but they didnt stay long and went off clutching the Bible and some 
plants for their gardens, fairly content. 
    On Sunday evening I dragged Daddy to a "cultural show" in Sibsagar, it was another fiery
evening and the hall very crowded and Daddy more than a little restless, however he sat out 
half the programme with not too pained an expression. It was mostly Assamese songs but 
there was also a violin recital, the first time I've hear Indian music played on the violin and I 
rather liked it after getting tuned in, they play all jerky and staccato to an accompaniment on
a drum. The only snag was the teddy boys who had not been able to afford tickets spent the 
evening hurling huge stones at the roof, so it was punctuated by the shattering crashes of 
rock on tin, typically it was only us two who jumped out of our seats, nobody else seemed to 
notice, and a mynah sat on the beam above the artists heads preening its feathers placidly 
through the whole performance. This amiable acceptance of whatever comes along is one of 
the most endearing of the Assamese traits – but I suppose a deadly obstacle in the way of 
progress too. 

We had two and a half inches of rain on Sunday night and the colours next morning were 
dazzling so we took the camera out and photographed birds on the flooded fields. 

They finally paid my poor little clerk Rs400 back which was something. 
Much love, Mummy 

Iris to Alan, Cherideo, 20th June 1965

My dear Alan, 
Thank you for a letter, perhaps your last from Oxford. I do hope you have managed to 

heave your books and files home somehow, aren’t you going to have any holiday. Of course 
we would be delighted for you to make your base at Field Head, we have almost decided to 
fly home after all and be back for Christmas. None of the cargo boats seem to call at S. 
Indian ports which is the chief point of going in one, and Daddy is dying to have Christmas 
at home, not having experienced the delights of piles of greasy dishes stretching from the 
Queens speech till the Telly Panto! I hope they will give us our ten days local leave, which I 
will spend pottering round India looking at caves, and we'll then meet in Bombay.

You will  have had your chat with Evans Pritchard by now and know whether you will be 
given a grant for your diploma course, if not don’t bother too much, with a year’s full pay, 
our provident fund and the profits from my book (?) I think we should be able to manage to 
see you through a year in Oxford without too much difficulty even if you don’t get a grant. 
The trouble is we shan’t be able to until after we come home which means you can’t start this
September as you probably would like to. I honestly think you would be better to do your 
diploma in England, the standard is much higher, and though I know Gauhati University has 
a department of anthropology I doubt if they know as much about it as you do already. I veer 
between wanting you to come out here and do some of the things I’ve left undone – studying 
the folklore and history properly and perhaps giving a hand with education – and hating the 
thought of the loneliness, frustration and pain you would experience. I don’t think you have 
any idea of the suffering you would see all the time, you would never be able to eat a thing. I 
don’t really know what is happening in N.E.F.A. but Verrier Elwin in that letter said it was 
stiff with people and he would not advise going there. The new tribal university planned in 
Shillong would be a good idea, I’ll find out about it when I go up, or there are the Tibetans. 
With a D.Phil. and a diploma you would have no difficulty in getting a job but would 
probably be poorly paid – however with a camera, Tape Recorder and your pen you would 
be able to make up in articles and books I’m sure. Both the Khasis and the Garos could do 
with systematic study – but goodness if you are lonely in the Lake District how could you 
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stand living for years in wild hills with no outside resources? Perhaps with a Good Woman 
by your side it would be possible. 

Its cooler again after rain, the monsoon probably, they are planting their seed in the rice 
fields and I hope Robert Higham has brought the lens of the camera back so I can take take 
pictures of the young rice. He is visiting the garden this morning and Simpson leaves at the 
end of the week, it seems too good to be true. 

We had a quiet week-end, my tummy trouble has been worrying me a bit but I'm on 
various medicines and feeling better. 

We went out yesterday morning for a run, and drove up a jungli path across which was 
the chain attached to an elephant. We drove across the chain and there was much stamping 
and the swaying of large trees, on the way back I was rather nervous, and as we approached 
there was more crashing and snorts, Daddy backed quite rapidly and out of the jungle 
galloped a very small elephant, much more frightened than we were, and disappeared across
the road dragging his chain behind him. 

I'm having a holiday from teaching this week as they're taking their annual exams, I went 
on from my Naga school to Sibsagar on Friday as the lawyer who has been sitting on the 
school funds for the last six years had still not coughed up a vital letter he had promised. I 
made him go home and find it there and then, the court is a wonderful place, there is a sort of
market outside it where you can get magic spells, hair cuts, tea, or letters written by a 
professional, seething with fascinating people and awful spivs of lawyers dressed British 
style in dark suits and nearly exploding with heat. Less and less people go to court now 
because its so crooked and expensive so the spivs are cutting their own throats. 

I had a picnic lunch by the tank which is always beautiful, surrounded by about 50 crows 
who were trying to snatch the food out of my hands. Went in to the hospital in Nazira to 
collect the old woman who works in my garden whose grandson is very ill there, its a 
depressing place as all the the really bad cases go there and the Doctor took me round 
saying "Her days are numbered" and "We have no hope for this child" until I was nearly 
sick. Any hospital would be the same and no expense or trouble is spared here. 

I must write to Rosemary, haven't heard from her for about a month and I fear this means 
she failed her Matric. Usual apology for a dull letter. 

Much love - Mummy 

Iris to Alan, Cherideo,  29th June 1965 

My dear Alan, 
    I was so glad to get your letter saying your plans were stabilized and that E. Pritchard 
thought you had a chance of being helped with your anthropology. I wonder how long your 
thesis will take to write, and if you have discovered any significant “patterns” from all your 
little coloured pins, or come to any final conclusions about witchcraft generally. I’m longing 
to get home and talk about it all. As you will have heard Granny is probably moving in 
September, could you face staying on at Field Head with Poochie398, you could put up a camp
bed in the kitchen and bar yourself in at night. I’m very glad for Grannys sake she seems to 
have found a comfortable little house or rather Richard has, nice and close to Oxford and if 
she can get some bridge she should be happy, Granpa will be happy anywhere once he gets 
his routine established. We have definitely decided to fly home and will arrive about 
December 10th, havent got the details settled yet but talk of little else. If I make any money 
from my book maybe I'll be able to get back and see all the places I've missed, if not I shall 
carry a dream like picture of them about with me which is probably better. 
    Don’t bother about any more Mughal books, I’ve shelved it till I get home, but do keep a 
note of anything specially good you hear of. I will write the first draft of my childrens book in
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the next few months, I can’t seem to do very much in this weather. It is a strongly 
recognisable mixture of “The Secret Garden” and “The Jungle Book”. I got a letter from 
Brenda yesterday saying she had just dumped my Mughals with the agents so await their 
gloomy tidings. 
    Brenda is still doing market research while John hoovers the flat and waits for news of 
various jobs he has applied for and they both seem very happy. Do go and see them if you 
are ever in London for more than a night or two, 5 (a) Clement Rd, Wimbledon, they would 
always put you up.
    I can’t imagine Verrier Elwin being involved in “scurrilous stories”, as you say he seemed
a strangely innocent person, a type one meets very often out here, mostly in the robes of an 
ascetic admittedly with a childish unconcern about the Realities of life such as earning 
money and making a name. The respect accorded to voluntary poverty probably makes this 
possible. 
    Another hot week has slipped past, filled with rain on the roof at night, we've had one or 
two inches every night and the rivers are all just about to burst their banks. 
    I went up to Jorhat on Thursday to try and finally settle the six-year old case of the school 
money, it took the Assistant Inspector of Schools precisely five minutes to give the approval 
we have been waiting for, but another hour and a half for his typist to produce the paragraph
for him to sign. During that time he and I and various earnest spectacled ladies discussed 
what was wrong with the education of Assam, only one quarter of the candidates entering for
Matric passed, we all knew that it was the teaching that was at fault but could only offer 
platitudes on how to improve this. I said I thought a cadre of really good teachers imported 
from outside and spread around to show the others how would be a good idea, but the 
Inspector said sadly that it had been tried and the good teachers simply reverted. I promised 
to go up and give a talk on how to improve teaching methods, its a pity I havent' had any 
training myself and don't know a bit more about it. 
    Jack Simpson left on Saturday and most of Nazira club was celebrating at Sonari that 
evening, but now there is a distinctly flat feeling in the air – we are going to miss not having 
anyone to hate. 
    I am deep in “Wolf Solent” at the moment, I wonder if you have read it, very Hardyish, 
full of dark incestuous crimes and unexplained relationships and deaths – the descriptive 
writing is beautiful – I love it. It’s so nice to have a really long, lingering book that one can 
get right up to the neck in, and yet not tedious like those American novels. I still haven't seen 
a single review of Gallipoli, how is it going, do you know? I am going to see an Assamese 
historian friend this afternoon and will sound him out about the chances of a European being
able to do research or other work in NEFA – it needs someone there quickly as progress is 
engulfing the tribes and they will soon be wearing twinkle Terylene and decorating their 
houses with plastic flowers like so many of the Assamese do.
    Do find out from Fiona about the film from the camera we left with her, dying to know if 
those memorable moments after you got your degree are safe for posterity, I asked her but 
don't reckon much on the chances of getting an answer. 

Much love, Mummy 

Notebook: July 2nd. My last June in India over & a miserable one, the shrieking parrots 
wheeling in dazzling formations between the shade-trees, the cassias heavenly, rainbows 
framing electric green against indigo hills, Birds friends above his head, the scent of rain-
washed tuber roses, the first moonflowers, water glittering everywhere – and all the time the 
pain in my stomach taking pleasure out of everything, keeping me tossing fretfully at night. 

Pills & chalky powders & Marie biscuits & cold tea – "Wolfe Solent" -. Folkstories, 
the rattle of the air-conditioner, Mac's eyes bloodshot, bongoolies between the dogs toes. 
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I wonder if I will forget this beastly month only thinking of the beauty, not the 
dragging depression that is centred in my stomach but affects my thoughts & decisions & 
keeps me lying in a crumpled bed for hours & hours, purposeless, bloated, defeated. 

What use is my so-called Buddhism that it cannot raise me from such trifling sickness
into the peace I preached about? The truth is that I cannot shake off either mental worry or 
physical pain – only when I'm reasonably well & contented can I summon up the helpful 
phrases – & then what is the need of help? My beliefs do not arm me against illness, 
bereavement or death, all of which I dread. 

Perhaps there is a holy man somewhere with the phrase & look to convince me – I am
so easily convinced! There is so much I want to do with these last precious months – I must 
get well, get cheerful, get busy & working again. My stomach will not stop me. 

Iris to Alan, Cherideo, 10th July 1965 

My dear Alan,
You really will have reached Field Head by now, I’ve been sending letters there for weeks 

so I hope some of them have reached you. I’m afraid you will find it a bit confusing trying to 
unpack your witchy notes in the turmoil of Granny moving, particularly as she seems to be 
bringing in a lot of new stuff. If she doesn’t want the black leather sofa and chair we will 
have them, tell her, sounds most seductive, I can just see myself stretched out on the sofa with
my disciples all round me twanging on two stringed instruments – my imagination is a bit 
muddled between holy men out here and what I imagine literary ladies do in salons at home! 
Your descriptions of your studies in London among mouldering parchments made my mouth 
water, its my dream to discover some secret hoard of historical material, I’m sure your thesis
will provide some stunning new facts to rock the academic world – don’t let Evans Pritchard 
or any of those crafty characters see it and pinch all your material. I have abandoned history
for my childrens book which I’m enjoying writing though I see no great future for it, still its 
good discipline to write well within a limited vocabulary and I think a childrens book 
between every other would be a good idea – if one wrote the others? I finished “Wolf Solent”
regretfully, it petered out a bit towards the end I thought but one had got so involved with the
characters that it was sad to leave them.  I have never read “Lolita” – the subject repulsed 
me I’m afraid but I must try it sometime. 
    I am feeling better at last, I seemed to have two lots of things wrong with my tummy and 
the treatment for one aggravated the other but both are now under control and I’m able to 
look around with pleasure again. I went to the bazaar on Wednesday to take some 
photographs, how I shall miss the colour and smells and beauty of Indian markets – the 
incredible variety of the faces, their unhurried absorption and grace, because of course they 
have all day to decide and the argument is half the fun. There was a man doing card tricks 
and Nagas and heaps of glittering glass bangles and spices and stalls of ruby red drinks – 
solid cholera probably but beautiful when sliding down the throat of a man in a gold silk 
shirt with green bananas slung round his neck like a garland. I am seeing everything extra 
large of course, as one sees it for the first and last time – and already there are lots of stalls 
full of cheap hideous printed cloth which everyone wants to buy and poison green plastic 
baskets instead of the bamboo ones they make themselves. The same story will be repeated 
here as everywhere, the old skills lost and then when it is too late the loss regretted. Both my 
schools are on their summer vacations for a month so I’m going to try to get the first draft of 
my book finished and then I can concentrate on them and on various other trips and things I 
want to make. 
    We went to dinner with the Highams last night to meet Mr Sinha399, one of the Top Men of 
our new combine, he was very dull like all business men, had no ideas on anything except I 

431



suppose other top men and the Market. It was fairly heavy going, we tried books, Mughals, 
what is wrong with India, the Great Train Robbery400 and Family Planning but nothing led 
anywhere but there were no long silences so I suppose it wasnt a complete flop. The Highams
arent a very enterprising pair themselves and will probably find the job a bit of a strain – 
still its a huge relief having Simpson gone. 

Will you tell Granny I'll be writing in a day or two, but I heard from the bank in Burma 
and they may may be able to release 25% of her money if the Exchange Control are 
agreeable, unfortunately I don't know Burmese currency so can't say how much this is but 
she will know. It is no good going to Burma because you have to be a resident before you can
have it, in any case resident or not they won't let her have more than 25%. I'll let her know 
more when I hear. 
   Please don’t bother to write every week while you’re working on your thesis, you’ll be sick 
of expressing yourself, once a fortnight will do! Tim Edye wrote the other day, he had met 
Jill Walker who said how much she liked you and hoped the “rift” would be mended – this is 
his interpretation though, you probably know the situation better – in fact undoubtedly do.

Fiona seems happy and dedicated but Anne a bit unsettled, we must see if we can't find 
her something more worthwhile to do to use her brain which is much better than she thinks. 
She seems to be in with a rather odd crowd in London or perhaps I'm fussing as usual, can't 
wait to gather my chicks round me again and offer lots of unwanted advice. 

Much love from us both, Mummy 

Iris to Alan, Cherideo, 19th July 1965

My dear Alan, 
    Thank you for your very nice birthday letter which arrived a little early but it’s impossible 
to time these things and it was most welcome. Your kind remarks about my literary potential 
were happily lapped up – but I’m afraid I see myself as a second class Enid Blyton and 
certainly have no intention of ever writing my autobiography – some chatty pieces on “My 
25 years in Tea” for Woman’s Own would be the absolute limit in that line. I have kept a 
selection of your letters, not all but the most interesting. I have got eleven chapters of my 
children’s book written of the 18 I plan, it has kept me amused and will bring back to me, at 
any rate, Assam and the animals and birds – its about a “sanctuary” the children make in 
the jungle. I had a letter from my agent yesterday saying he had read the synopsis of the 
Mughals and thought it would make an interesting and entertaining book and would start to 
tout it round – not the wild enthusiasm I had hoped for but better than a blank refusal and I 
cheer myself with the fact that agents have to be cagey and not raise the hopes of 
inexperienced authors. The proof copy of my Indian Legends isn't ready yet.
     I do hope you will find you have that monster in your net, it is extraordinary to me that 
one could research away and not know what one was discovering – it shows how very little I 
know about research. I am toying with the idea of taking a degree by correspondence when I 
come home, to teach me how to organise my thinking a bit better and not chase so many red 
herrings and fritter my time. I hope you aren’t too squashed in your room, we have big plans 
for making a sort of cupboard lined with bookshelves for you where Granny’s linen is kept at
the moment, opening out of your room, but hope it won’t be too late to be of use.
    Nothing of great moment from here, a lot of rain, floods everywhere and the usual 
confusion as to how to deal with them – the latest ideas we saw discussed in the paper was to
divert the Brahmaputra to the Gobi desert – I wonder how many contractors will make a pile
on that little scheme and where in fact the Brahmaputra would end up. The Highams gave 
their first tennis party on Saturday which was relaxed and friendly and everybody turned up 
to show their goodwill. 
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     I have been visiting the local bazaars to take photographs and hope to have a reel ready 
by Thursday for Tom Poole to take home. It is rather difficult chasing reluctant Nagas 
through feet of slippery mud in the boiling sun – I didn’t in fact manage to corner any Nagas 
but practically everything in an Indian bazaar is worth photographing.
    On the way back on Sunday we got stuck in a hole – we were in the jeep, the driver in 
charge – and spent a long time trying to dig ourselves out before a crowd of jolly men 
arrived and were able to push us free. 
    I had a letter from Tim Edye saying that when he looked in the hotel register of the place 
they were staying in Skye he found a fellow guest was Mrs Buckmaser of Field Head – but as 
they were leaving next day the only time he met her was on his way to the bath and he 
thought being accosted by a strange man in a dressing gown might give her wrong ideas! 
Such a pity, they would have got on well. 
    Also heard from Brenda, who has been “relegated” to toothpaste research – she is handed
a questionnaire with advice such as “If informant has no teeth, terminate interview” which 
must be quite funny. What a lot of money must be wasted paying people like her to do things 
like that. John still hasn’t got a job but doesn’t sound unduly worried. 
    I’m just off to the school and hospital in a gentle drizzle – the new Family Planning has 
caught on like mad here and I only hope there arent too many failures. 
    I have about five thousand silkworms in the old kitchen cupboard, they are incredible 
things they grow about an inch a day and turn from palest grey to a beautiful blue green with
yellow  I think I shall balk at the business of boiling the cocoons but the drivers wife is very 
knowledgeable and I suppose they havent got much nervous system. Why they don’t get into 
this silk business seriously – but it is the same reason they don’t do anything. 
    Rice planting is starting in earnest this week, very fetching they look too and I shall be 
brooding as usual about never seeing it again. 

As I told Granny I have decided to spend my last ten days in India seeing the Pepper 
Coast from Cochin to Bombay, full of history. 

Much love – Mummy 

Iris to Alan, Cherideo, 27th July 1965

My dear Alan, 
Thank you for your letter, I certainly am not bored with hearing from you every week, I 

look forward all day to the mail, it’s just that I thought with all your writing you might be 
bored having to do more. I expect a certain amount of flurry and excitement is becoming 
apparent at Field Head but I hope this isn’t affecting your studies – anyway now I come to 
think of it you will be in your Borstal by now. I don't know how long you will be staying there
but I hope it’s a success and you don't get involved in too many problems. I had a letter from 
Richard about the house and I don’t think there will be any hitches now unless, as he keeps 
darkly hinting, he decides to get married but even then he can presumably live at Haileybury.

I can think of nothing nicer than working on all those old records and do hope someone 
else doesn’t get round to it first. The only snag would be spending my declining years in the 
Essex Records Office but perhaps I could collect them from nearer? It would be terribly 
exciting feeling the old villages come alive, and I think I have enough historical imagination 
but you could watch over that side and see I didn’t gush. I had intended to make a study of an
Assamese village this summer but haven’t felt well enough, anyway it would take more than a
few months to do it properly. 

I have nearly finished my book, it isn’t of course what I’d hoped – I wanted to recreate in 
the jungle sanctuary the sort of magic of “The Secret Garden” and though I felt it myself I 
haven’t made it work for others. I don’t think anyone will publish it, as the idea (a 
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commonplace out here) that all gods are one and that as I put it "it was the same god who 
walked the streets of Bethlehem and the forests of Brindaban” seems to shock the Christian 
mind. Richard would certainly be horrified – I think a few years ago you would have been 
too – and all those middle class mothers certainly would. A publisher out here might take it 
though as the idea is implicit in every Eastern religion. The only reasons (I think!) that I 
would like it to be published is that it sings the praises of Assam, and would be a sort of 
thank you offering.

It’s certainly very beautiful here now, we have been watching several families of blue jays 
being hatched and reared, one lot in our old pigeon house. The babies are all on the wing 
now though still being watched over and fed by their mothers and all day the lawn is a 
pattern of brilliant wings – they are up at crack of dawn and still working until it is nearly 
pitch dark poor dears. I finished and sent home my film with Tom Poole so I hope one or two 
come out. 

My plans are now to fly to Madras, spend a day there (Clive country) and then go on to 
Cochin by air where I get a boat for a four day trip up the coast, I hope calling in at Calicut 
and Goa. I'm sure it will all fall through but it keeps us busy thinking it all out and if I can 
get some photos I could work up an article easily as every inch of the Pepper Coast is full of 
history. Have at last got a review of Gallipoli in Spectator that arrived yesterday, very good.

A featureless week I’m afraid, went into the club on Monday for an hour that’s all. I’m 
going up to Shillong, probably next week, for a breath of fresh air and to see Rosemary who 
as I feared has failed her Matric. She says a Peace Corps doctor she met asked her to marry 
him and sent her a ring but she refused it – don’t know how much of this to believe but it 
would have seemed a solution if he was at all reasonable. One of the  millions of unsolved 
problems we shall leave. 

Haven't heard from Fiona from the Hebrides yet but hope it isn't too disastrous a failure –
if they can get a roof they will be all right. Anne had Morag staying when she wrote, just the 
same it appears, she is supposed to be going to a, don’t know which, university, in the 
autumn but I think her people are doubtful if they can afford it. 

Even  more boring than usual to-day, it is very oppressive and I feel like a sack of damp 
salt, sagging and wet. Hope to write something brighter from Shillong. 

Much love from us both, Mummy

Notebook: Aug 4th. My stomach did stop me, & finally sent me with Mac & lots of Thermos 
flasks to the refuge of Shillong & Dr Hughes401. Am lying in bed in the hotel at the moment, 
early crows cawing & sparrows slinking & the rumble of thunder. 

The drive up was beautiful, the rice planting at its various stages, blue hills, water, 
birds, & Mikirs in navy cloth making delectable photographs which we didn't stop to take. A 
short break at Nowgong for a cup of tea where the bearer remembered me from 3 years ago, 
& was all smiling welcome, incredible Burrapani a wide lake & very beautiful, Shillong as 
always, its smell of pines & damp wood & wet roads taking me back & back. 

On the first evening we took the car out behind the golf course to the little hut, but it 
got stuck down the lane to Mac's anguish, frantic reversing, beating of foreheads & two 
giggling Nepalese to watch us. Finally had to walk to the golf club, get taxis, & spend the rest
of the evening waiting for Mac to return which he did at 8 p.m. on foot!

Yesterday was spent at the hospital – a grim day – starting with a tube down the nose 
for two and a half hours. Sat in a chair reading "The Rector of Justin"402 & ringing a bell 
every 15 mins for the nurse to come & syphon some of the content out of my stomach & 
dump them into glass tubes. 

This was uncomfortable but fascinating, the contents turning from blue-green to 
sulphur yellow. After that an enema & then up to the operating theatre for a bowel test. Dr 
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Hughes said it would be 'uncomfortable but not agony' – it was in fact agony – pain like that 
makes me fearful of how I would stand up to continual real grinding pain – I couldn't. Death 
would then be a real escape. 

Dr Hughes is tall, pale, quiet, kind, charming – moves through his ceaseless work 
without a sense of strain & not a flicker of tension or ill-humour. A man like that could 
restore ones faith – He obviously sees some sense in suffering. 

After lunch back to the hospital for the result of the test, long wait in the passages, 
tiny nurses tramping, Mac restless & wanting to leave, at last the bits of paper that held my 
fate – amoebic cysts! This is exactly what I wanted, something to explain the pain but not too
much – the relief was exquisite – saw Mac off quite happily. Gave Rosemary tea, went to bed
with a hot bottle – to toss & toss with a raging headache & rising nausea. 

Dinner was a nightmare of wondering whether I'd be sick – but fell into bed & slept at
once & now next morning feel only slightly queasy. The mental relief is still a positive cool 
compress on my fretful imagination – how self-absorbed and self-dramatising I am. 

Iris to Alan, Shillong, Assam 5th August 1965

My dear Alan, 
    As you see I’m up in the pines and the cool mists – what a relief to be away from that 
sticky heat for a bit too though it isn’t cold here, still you can breathe. Somehow I feel much 
further away from you all, I suppose because I’m cut off from letters, I don’t know how long 
your Borstal is lasting but do hope it is going well. Daddy and I drove up on Monday, Robert
let us bring the G.M’s Plymouth and his driver but it refused to start in the morning and 
there was much pacing and cursing before we got going, the real reason for my trip and why 
we got the V.I.P. treatment was to see Dr Hughes the mission doctor up here. I didn’t 
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mention this before as I thought it might bother you all, but I have had all my tests now and it
isn’t the ulcers or other horrors that I visualised but simply persistent amoebic cysts and I’m 
going into hospital on Saturday for a ten days offensive against them. I just couldn’t get rid 
of the pain and felt so miserable in the heat and watching my last hot weather go without 
being able to enjoy it that Tom Poole and Daddy decided to bring me up here for a thorough 
investigation. I had it yesterday and thorough is the word, one of the tests involved a piece of 
rubber tubing down my nose and then swallowed – you can imagine my horror at having to 
gulp down yards of rubber when I can hardly swallow a poached egg without imagining I’m 
choking. It was quite fascinating actually, as they siphoned the contents of my stomach up 
through this every fifteen minutes for two and a half hours, and one watched them turn from 
pale blue to green to sulphur yellow (hope you aren’t reading this just before a meal). 
Luckily I had a very good book to read, “The Rector of Justin” by Auchinloss and this kept 
me occupied, though as it has one of Gollanz’s sulphur yellow covers I fear I shall never see 
one again without thinking of that tube. 
    The mission doctor, Dr Hughes is the one who operated on Daddy's appendix in 1942 – he
does about ten operations a day and the hospital is crammed to every corner with patients 
but he moves through an impossibly long day with a radiant calmness and makes you feel as 
if your silly little troubles were all he had to bother about. He is the sort of man who would 
restore one's faith very quickly if one stayed with him, one forgets all the bitter things one 
feels about missionaries when meeting someone like him. 
    Daddy left yesterday, Wednesday, after a rather grisly couple of days pacing up and down 
outside the hospital but it’ll be a relief for him not have my moans to contend with when gets 
back. 

I feel better already and have spent most of my time with Rosemary who is looking well 
though she is going through the stage of wearing masses of badly applied make-up and a 
stringy bee-hive hairdo and looks very tarty, but is cheerful and affectionate and trying to 
look after me very solicitously. She failed nearly every subject of her Matric and talks 
vaguely of taking it again but I don’t see how she’ll do any better unless someone makes her 
work. It is worrying leaving her in a place like this where standards are so very easy-going 
and every male appears to be a predator, most of her friends have at least one fatherless 
child and the only thing that worries them is how dark it is, a fair illegitimate boy is quite a 
status symbol!

 I’m staying in the only hotel, it used to be posh but is now seedy though clinging to its 
faded hunting scenes and College Pudding with custard for lunch. I’m the only European 
here, the rest of the inmates are presumably businessmen come up to oil the palms of 
ministers, they are all very jolly and kick off their shoes at mealtimes. 

I’m going down to the library to-morrow to get out a supply of books to take into hospital,
I expect I will be sitting up as my “cure” seems to consist mostly of enemas, so I hope that in 
between them I can do some work. 
    I got the Proof of my book403 just before I left, it seems a poor little thing now and the 
illustrations rather dull so I don’t think will do more than cover the advance. There is a new 
editor at Chattos who is an Oxford friend of my agents which is a good contact. Have 
brought the other book up with me with an idea of finishing it but doubt if I will. 
    Shillong is as gay, pretty, grubby and colourful as usual, the colleges are full of tribal girls
who wander round in their lovely handwoven shawls. I had meant to look up Mrs Verrier 
Elwin but don’t know now if I will have time, I might go on Saturday, without a car I’m a bit 
stuck and she lives quite a way out I wish he was still alive.

Rosemary’s father has given me the manuscript of a book written by an aunt of his, all 
about her days in the Klonkdike gold rush, could be interesting but is actually hilariously 
banal, they all reply to each other in the affirmative and mount their sturdy long-eared 
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friends, perhaps I can extract something out of it for an article without being too cruel. Will 
write again between enemas, 

Much love – Mummy 

Notebook: Saturday Aug 7th. Two days have passed of nausea rising & abating, of grinding 
my beastly pills under my jar of Mum, of trailing down to the town and back through the 
pretty lake with salmon pink Cannas and wine-red water lillies, of going back to into my 
room smelling of damp wood and lying on my bed & pressing my stomach. Not very pleasant
but now I'm in hospital and its better - my stomach still churns but the end is in sight & Dr 
Hughes only 5 minutes away. I have an emerald green counterpane & have had a lovely 
dinner & am lying lapped in the scent of the Flit and listening to yapping dogs. Shillong is 
always nausea & the smell of burnt corn & peanuts roasted in their shells & sudden rain & a 
medley of faces that keep one peering, gaping enchanted. It is a wickedly immoral place but 
there is a gaiety in its excess, a jolly sort of wickedness that captivates even as one carps.
 Sunday. A grey sky behind the pine trees, which are soughing in the wind – a sweet, sad 
sound which expresses my mood. How well I shall get to know the shapes of the trees the 
flowers between the railings, the sounds of bells & brushes & sparrows. Dr Hughes is leaving
on Wednesday which is sad, he says I am to have an X-ray after all, I wonder why. I must 
achieve a routine, at present I feel listless, relieved but faintly depressed too. 

The last month on the garden has been a brilliant pattern of jays wings. Several 
mothers have been feeding babies, one in the pigeon house, & have been swooping down 
from dawn to dusk to collect insects. The last thing we saw as we had our drink on the 
verandah in the near dark was a jay's figure on the sundial, feeding herself at last. The babies 
grew fat and blue & shouted from their nests, rising to a crescendo as the mother approached.
Then they began to fly, landing clumsily in the fir trees, to shout again, but to whirr away to 
safety when the mother gave her harsh warning cry. After a few days she suddenly started to 
chase her nagging offspring away & the story was ended. A beautiful funny story that 
lightened many days. That & my story and the purple lagerstroemia404 & the chunks of 
rainbows I watched from the paddock in the evening & the egrets in the flooded fields, 
standing together like a village council. I'm glad I saw the beginning of the rice planting as I 
won’t see its end, but it will be a patchwork of different greens when I go back, the precious 
rice. 
Thursday. The 5th day of days all the same. Waking to the whisper of rain & the rattle of the 
enema tray, a bath, hot & soothing in the chipped tub, then breakfast on my churning 
stomach. Writing till 11, then the long lie with another enema rolling about inside like water 
in a radiator, dozing, reading about Father Acquaviva405  & Kim406, taking pills, feeling a little
sick, depressed but generally resigned. The little nurses in their green & striped dresses & 
tennis shoes bouncing in & out, the old tortoise mali clipping at the grass with scissors, the 
evening sun sinking behind the dove grey hills, kites flying above the hedge & the long 
evening leading to another day - the same. 

Iris to Alan, Shillong, 13th August 1965

My dear Alan, 
    Here I still am on a grey afternoon with clouds literally swirling in at the door, half way 
through my course. The time isn’t going too slowly now, have got into a sort of rhythm of 
writing, reading & dozing & the days slide by, though I feel I’ve been here about 3 months. 
Yours & Daddy’s birthday presents arrived on my first day in hospital so couldn’t have been 
better as I was feeling very depressed & cut off. Your selection as usual was perfect & I was 
thrilled with the “autograph”! I have only dipped into them, am trying to make them last as 
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we’ve packed all our books & won’t have anything till we come home (Daddy says another 
parcel from you is waiting for me.) I read “Warren Hastings” of course, & it was 
marvellous, even when wrong there is nobody so marvellous as Macaulay. Thank you very 
much. Daddy got me “The Pleasure of Ruins”407 which is sumptuous, you must have seen it – 
have found 2 "howlers" in the Mughal bit though, which gives me confidence for any I may 
make. I have also been reading a couple of books from the library, one Mughal, one "Kim" 
which I haven't read for years & is delicious. My course consists mostly of lying flat on my 
back – for about 5 hours a day – while they pump things into me – a "two-pronged attack" 
Dr Hughes euphemistically describes it, but I'll draw a veil over it! 
    All my mobile neighbours are very chummy & wander in to tell me of their far worse 
experiences, & Rosemary comes every evening & is hoping I'll stay in for months!
     Was very saddened today to meet our little Scots padre Innes & hear his wife has had a 
stroke – he burst into tears when he told me & I felt helpless. She is in a deep coma & I have 
said prayers for her, but always feel this is impertinence from me & anyway God must have 
made his decision. Peter Innes already has this "retarded" son to cope with, it is very hard to
understand. The nurses here are all tiny & giggly & bounce about in while plimsolls, mostly 
Khasis & excellent, far better than English ones. Dr Hughes has gone home, apparently he 
had a heart attack last year & has to go home every year, sad but my little Indian doctor is 
very sweet & sympathetic.
    I'm getting delicious food but as most of the course concerns enemas don't keep it for long!
    Rosemary is getting fretful about her father again, I think really we upset her & cause a 
sense of friction in her muddly but fairly serene existence. 
    The clamour will be rising at Field Head, don't let Granny do too much, she can always 
leave things for us to bring down. Fiona sounds happy but may find it palls, specially if the 
weather is bad, Granny says you are subsidising her, hope thats not true? 

Much love to all – am really better, Mummy 
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Iris to Alan, Fiona and Anne, Cherideo, 28th August 1965

Darlings, 
Taking this opportunity of writing a joint letter, chiefly because I'm out of my stride and 

trying to catch up. I'm sorry I missed out on last week, there were a series of postal holidays 
in Shillong and on the Saturday when we planned to shop we had to go to Ella Innes's 
funeral. This was a very sad affair naturally, but we had all come to expect it and to realise 
that it was the best thing as far as she was concerned. Peter took it very well though he will 
find it hard to manage his life and Ian's without her as she treated them both as if they were 
children and organised every minute. Ian is the real problem, he seems a nice enough lad 
until one realises he is 26 and hasn’t done a thing or had any training. 

I wasn't sorry to leave Shillong, and was very happy to be home and have doggies, 
Miranda etc. pleased to see me – all fat and well. Immediately strode round the compound 
cursing the malis which shows how much better I am, haven't had the energy to garden for 
months. 

Daddy came up on Saturday and we spent Sunday up there, took Rosemary for a picnic to 
Elephant Falls which was lovely with sun and racing clouds and the sigh of pine trees. It was
sad saying goodbye to R. and I feel we have deserted her, but don’t know what to do as her 
father won’t let her leave him. She is quite a glamour puss when she brushes herself up, nice 
figure and long sleek black hair (at least sleek when I'm there) and those huge hazel eyes – 
I'm sure she could find herself a very nice husband if given half a chance. 

Dorothy came to see me on my last day in hospital, looks older and thinner but is 
otherwise as giggly as ever, she is planning to type in Calcutta. Shillong is a seething mass of
people, a lot of them "tribals" – the girls in sweaters over their hand woven wrap-over skirts,
the boys in tight jeans with their lovely coloured cloth round their shoulders – they look very 
handsome but it is somehow saddening to see them hanging around scruffy cafes with 
cigarettes drooping from their lips – perhaps this is sentimental and they are probably a lot 
happier than locked away in their remote hills, clean, healthy but frustrated. It just seems a 
pity that when they emerge all bright eyed into the world, it such a shabby world they are 
offered. 

Have just finished “The crisis of India”408 which I read with interest but slight irritation – 
he is absolutely right in everything he says but somewhere between the statistics and the 
sense of outrage India has slipped between his fingers. He has seen nothing but the poverty 
and degradation and doesn’t seem to have noticed the beauty and gaiety, and though he 
continually (and rightly) blames the government for the present state of affairs,  he doesn’t 
blame us at all for the impossible task we left them. My book will put the blame squarely 
where it should be – if it ever gets written! I didn’t really mean my article to be “skittish”, 
but my mission is to lighten Indian history so as to make it at least readable, the real 
scholars are such heavy going that only a handful of other real scholars read them! 

We definitely do want to buy a stills projector, if you can wait till December we could get 
one then, otherwise we could put down a deposit on an H.P. one but Daddy wants a good, 
powerful one, better than Richard's with some guard against putting the slides in upside 
down. Perhaps you could look round. I meant to warn you that a film would be arriving to be
developed, and when it is ready could you please send anything that comes out to Dr T.W. 
Poole, c/o McIntosh, 349 Albert Drive, Glasgow S.1. 

No sign of the film that Fiona has had for a year and I wonder where the camera is? 
Big day in Nazira P.O. to-day, golf, tennis and a mid-rains dance – none of which are we 

going to attend I'm afraid. It’s against my principles to start with, and far too hot anyway. 
Almost September and I've sent for my seeds and the egrets are coming back to the tennis 

court and the end is in sight, a horrible hot weather but perhaps just as well as it makes India
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a lot easier to leave! I've got my last ten days touring fixed, fly to Madras and after a day and
night there on to Cochin where I catch a boat to Bombay. I don't stop at Goa unfortunately 
but call in at Calicut and various other old imperial bases and might work up an article to 
pay for the trip if everything hasn't disappeared from sight. 

Much love to all, Mummy 

Iris to Alan, Cherideo, 2nd September 1965

My dear Alan, 
    I'm a little early in an effort to get back into a rhythm and haven't a letter to thank you for. 
I had one from Granny yesterday sounding a little worked up about the move, I hope she 
won't let it upset her but I'm sure she'll find the new place a lot easier to run. I hope you 
won't be too lonely without even Poochie there, I suppose you could go and sleep next door if
necessary, feel I must have committed some awful parental lapse in making you afraid of the 
dark. I also got my History Today yesterday, my article was meaningless having read it so 
often but the cover was gay, though Mughal miniatures in reproduction aren't a patch on the 
original.409 I had a letter from Elek Books asking me if I would like to write the "scholarly 
text" on a book of photographs of Mughal India, they have apparently done a series called 
"Ancient Cities of Art" on Athens, Peking etc. Unfortunately I know very little about the 
architectural aspect of the Mughals, so I would have to read their previous books and see 
how scholarly I was supposed to be – they say they will meet me and show me these sometime
– Robert here I come There was an excellent review of Gallipoli which you probably read in 
H.T. which we read with tight smiles, mean spirited little people that we are. Actually there's 
nobody I'd like better to succeed than Robert and he deserves every bit of any credit he gets. 
    Have had a bit of a setback this week, more tummy trouble and the announcement by our 
Doctor Babu that he was going to give me another course of amoebic injections. However as 
he approached with the needle I got nervous spasms and couldn't face it, and when we sent 
for Tom Poole's stand-in he said it was nonsense, I couldn't possibly need more treatment, in 
fact he reckoned I had been given too much already and both my nerves and stomach needed 
a rest. So I've been given a mild tranquilliser and a mass of Vitamin pills and am feeling 
much better to-day. It's been very hot which hasn't helped, but now the rain has come again 
and everything improved all round – and the psychological effect of writing September at the
top of a letter is vastly cheering. Only the political situation looks gloomy but I cannot 
believe that India and P[akistan] will really start a full scale war, it is difficult to fathom 
what they think they're up to, especially Pakistan who appears to be the aggressor – but who 
to believe? I've been reading a soothing book called "Chronicles of Fairacher"410 to take my 
mind off my insides, feebly written, without an original thought or phrase but rather 
charming all the same, all about a Village School and the flower show and so on.
    I read somewhere that Cambridge had had a project for some time to collect and sort out 
parish records from all over the country with a view to writing a new type of history411 – so 
perhaps we have been forestalled? I shall love just pottering round graveyards and going on 
outings with the local archaeological society and writing Rosemary Sutcliff’s books – my 
literary aims are not high, although if I could do as well as R.S. I would be delighted.
    Our only outing was to the club on Monday to see an ancient but quite amusing Peter 
Sellers film called Mr Topaze. Everyone looking hot and bored as is inevitable at this time of 
year but the atmosphere in the club is a good deal pleasanter than of yore. 
    On Sunday the local football final was played off in staggering heat, our team was doing 
well until our goalie flung a couple of balls into his own net by mistake and then he gave up 
and just stood with folded arms and watched the ball whizz by.  Afterwards they produced a 
microphone and were all set for a public meeting and hour long speeches but I pleaded ill 
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health and handed over the trophies in record time, after which the winning team cheered 
itself lustily and we staggered home. It amazing the amount of fun they get out of racing up 
and down a ground like a crater field in the blazing sun, and how much fun the audience gets
out of seeing someone making himself ridiculous or getting hurt, no true "sportsmanship" to 
be seen anywhere but lots of hilarious laughter at everyone else’s expense, oh well, who can 
blame them poor dears. 
    I hope you've managed to collect all the material you need to carry on, and the thesis 
progresses. You could surely write little pieces on "Familiar Spirits" or "A village witch" 
without letting out anything sensational or jeopardising your reputation – A.L. Rowse does 
and you could save your conscience by thinking of the many people to whom you would be 
giving interest and pleasure – even if they weren't the top scholars?
     Much love to all, Mummy 

Posted to Alan Macfarlane at Field Head    'Cherideo' September 11th 1965

    I have no idea whether this will get to you, everything is somewhat chaotic here at the 
moment and we haven't had any mail ourselves for ages. It has all happened so suddenly one 
can't really believe it is true, and rumours are flying madly and every second person one 
meets might be a paratrooper.412 So sad, so senseless, and as its impossible for either side to 
ever "win" one wonders how long their economies and arms will last out. Don't worry about 
us though, if things become critical they will do another of their evacuations, this will be my 
third and last I hope. 
    Actually I have decided to come home anyway, still not being quite fit and it being such a 
short time before we finally have to leave – but I don't know if I shall get a passage. All the 
children on their school holidays are stranded here and the first effort will be to get them 
away I expect – Daddy has gone up to Jorhat to-day to see what chance there is of an air 
passage. So maybe I will arrive before this letter. Hate to leave Daddy to face the crisises 
and what not but am not much help to him and it'll be one less worry to have me out of the 
way. He is going to ask to be relieved as soon as his replacement arrives which will be in 
another month with any luck so it shouldn't be too long a gap.
    We are wondering if our heavy luggage got through, it has to go down through Pakistan 
and left about ten days before the trouble by steamer so might have just made it – typical of 
us to lose everything – oh well one can't think about one's paltry possessions at a time like 
this when so many wretched people are suffering.413 Perhaps it is just as well that this 
business has flared up at last, it seemed inevitable and something must now be done to settle 
it. Just wish it could have waited a little longer. One worries about the food situation here 
until the rice crop is ready in another eight weeks, and of course the tea industry will get 
badly hit, Daddy has another eight days’ supply of oil to run his factory.
   As you can imagine all our thoughts have been on this, and much rushing to the wireless 
for news, though all the reports are so conflicting that one isn't much the wiser at the end. it 
is truly a sad way to leave India, one could really ring the necks of the politicians who for the
sake of pride are plunging millions into chaos and starvation, but the very word "Kashmir" 
seems to spark off violent emotions beyond one's comprehension.
    I got a letter from you last week, do hope you can keep the world from the door till your 
next grant arrives, you can take up to £10 overdraft and run up bills with Wright till we come
home, he won't mind. Fiona will just have to manage on her £30 a month and cut out 
smoking and parties if necessary, it is a liveable sum and she will just have to live on it. 
Please don't lend her any more. She seems to have had a wonderful time on Scarp414 and I 
hope it will keep her peaceful and relaxed for several weeks at least, have been wondering 
about The Move and hoping it went off smoothly. 
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    If I come home I shall probably spend a couple of days with Anne and then a couple with 
Granny before coming north, will of course ring you up. Was also amused in my last mail to 
get screeds from some historian who had read my article pulling it into little shreds – and 
have been composing a reply. Terribly pedantic old boy he sounds, keeps quoting from books
I've never heard of and of course all my own source books are being scanned by the 
Pakistanis so it's difficult to answer him as exactly, but I have myself covered on most counts.
How awful if I lose my notes, thank goodness I kept them with me and didn't send them with 
our heavy luggage as I had planned. 
    Really no news, and the fact that this letter probably won't reach you is a bit frustrating. 
Daddy is fine, he thrives on crisises and is a rock of assurance at a time like this. My 
tranquillisers are helping me considerably, not that I'm the least worried about Pakistan 
coming in here, they wouldn't do anything to us and would be only too anxious for us to go 
on making tea for them. 

Don't worry about us – we'll be with you in no time. 
                           Much love, Mummy
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    Iris arrived in England  Monday 20th September 1965. She did go back to India several 
times after Donald's death. The last visit was to Shillong a couple of years before her death.

An Address of Farewell on the eve of departure of Mr. D. M. Macfarlane and Mrs. Irish 
Macfarlane. 
Dhole-Bagan   8 10 1965

-----
Respected Mr. and Mrs. Macfarlane, 

We, the undersigned on behalf of the Managing Committee of the Dhole-Bagan High
School and the entire public of this locality most respectfully address you to day on the eve
of  your  departure  from  Assam  due  to  your  retirement  from  your  long  service  in  the
Cherideo-Purbut Tea Estate under the Assam Tea Company Limited. 

Indeed we, the members of the Managing Committee and the Public are greatly
sorry that you will be now going away from this locality and may from Assam probably for
good. It is needless to let you know that you both were held in high esteem and affection by
the people of this locality for the good and memorable service to this locality and the
amount of  sacrifice you were pleased to have made in the cause of welfare works and
propogation of Secondary Education in this very back ward area. 

It will be failing in our duty if we to day do not express you our heartfelt gratitude
and sincere affection for your selfless service to the people of this area. Propogation of
Education being one of the best welfare works in a human society, you have done more than
enough in this regard. 

Let  us  now remember how and what way you both have helped this  particular
institution from its very inception in the M.E. stage till it has been developed to the stage of
almost a full fledged High School catering secondary education to the students of this very
back wared locality of the Sibsagar Sub-Division. 

Respected Sir and Madam, it was you who at the outset constructed a pucca building
to accomodate the M.E. School and yourself were the President of the M.E. School till l954
and then you were elected the President of  the High School  in the office of  what you
continued till to-day. It may be mentioned here that it was you who were kind enough to
construct the thatched building for accomodation of the increased enrolment in the High
School stage. 

to narrate your farther contributions for the development of the School, it was you
who kindly provided two Sanitary Latrine to the school, one pucca Building for the Craft
Class, one Chowkidar at the cost of the Garden since 1957, the new School building in the
same site with a permanent barbed wire fending to the compound of the School. You were
kind enough to donate R. 50/- (Rupees Fifty) monthly for the School at the initial stage
without the help of which it would not have been possible for the School authorities to meet
the monthly establishment charges at a time when no government was available. 

Another example of  your spirits  of  your spirits  of  sacrifice and affection to the
School is that Mrs. Macfarlane herself helped the School positively by teaching the subject
of English in the school as a member of the Staff when there was dearth of teachers for
teaching English in the School. 

Besides this help and co-operation you both have rendered to the School mentioned
above, there are innumerable occasions when your help and ungrudging co-operation were
received from time to time whenever we were in need. 

The members of the teaching staff and the students are to-day greatly sorry for the
very thought that you are leaving us for good. But respected Sir and Madam, even if you
may not be in our midst in future as you were so long,  our memory will  never fail  to
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remember  you and your  acts  of  kindness  and generosity  for  all  time to  come.  Let  us
fervently hope you will be also kind enough to remember us and our affection for you so
long you will live in this world. 
We to-day pray to Almighty God that  He may grant you both long life,  happiness and
prosperity in rest of your life wherever you may be. 

With these sincere words of our gratitude, kindness and affection for you, we at the
last beg of you to forgive and forget if we at any time did anything which might have
displeased or dissatisfied you. 

"JOI HIND"

Yours affectionately, 

(sig S. Barkataky (Sarat Chandra Bakataky B.A.) 
Head Master & Secretary, Dhole-Bagan High School 
SN Konger (sig) (Sada Nanada Konger)
For and on behalf of the Managing Committee of the School and the Public of Dhole-Bagan
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          Donald arrived back in England 23rd October 1965 and never returned to India.
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A note on Donald and Iris's finances

     Although there are many gaps and evidence is fragmentary, it would seem that the 
constant struggle to make ends meet, which can be seen in the letters and other materials, 
reflected a real structural deficit throughout their time in India. This is a very simplified 
picture of their income and expenditure which fluctuated over time. There is very little on the
early period up to 1950, so I will divide the account into the three periods determined by my 
education, always one of the largest expenses for my parents. 
     From 1950 to 1955, I was at the Dragon School, a preparatory boarding school in Oxford, 
where the  fees were roughly £300 a year. Fiona and Anne were much less expensive, though 
there were other major costs such as  flying me out to Assam for Christmas  in 1952, 
contributions towards rent and upkeep at the English home and several periods when Iris was 
also at home and on one occasion renting a house for several months. There were also the 
costs in India. 
     My father's basic salary as the manager of a tea garden during this time was on average 
about £1000 p.a. with various allowances, with some small tax and pension contributions. 
There were also bonuses as a share of company profits. These were running at an average of 
about £500 a year for this period, so the total income was roughly £1500 p.a. For comparison,
at the end of this period, a comfortable house in the Lake District which they bought cost 
£3,500. Thus the three children and all their costs over the year probably absorbed one third 
of Donald's income, leaving roughly £1000 p.a. for other costs. The tone of the letters in this 
period is not desperate. 
     In the period 1955-1960, when I was at my next boarding school, the ratio deteriorated 
and the letters show their increasing worry over money. The basic salary inched upwards and 
then there was a  leap in 1957 so that the basic salary was then about £1200 a year and a little 
more with various allowances. But the company was doing much less well and the dividends 
were half what they had been and were more heavily taxed in India. So my father's pay with 
bonuses hardly increased in these five years, while the cost of living, both in the U.K. and 
Assam was rising and, in particular, the children were becoming much more expensive. 
     The family home, bought in 1955 with a large mortgage, it's upkeep, and payments to my 
grandparents for care of  the children during school holidays caused constant worry. Yet the 
crippling charge was my school fees at Sedbergh which were at least £250 a term, roughly 
absorbing over the year half of my father's income. If we add Fiona and Anne's education at 
Fairfield school, costing roughly £500 a year for both of them, this absorbed another third, 
leaving very little for life in Assam. The consequence was that he started to borrow from an 
Indian contractor. The first mention of this is in a letter of 1960, and in 1963 the debt, after 
some repayments, was still £1597, so the sum may have been considerable. This type of loan 
was not permitted by the Company and  almost led to my father losing his job. 
     The last period, 1960-5, was equally, if not more, difficult. The salary had increased to a 
basic pay of about £2,500, but the commissions were now very small indeed. My father was 
paying interest on his loan to the contractor and trying to pay back the principal. I was a little 
less expensive, as I had scholarships at Oxford for five years, so I cost my parents about £500
a year. Fiona and Anne were in India 1960-3.  When Fiona came back in 1963 to go to Art 
College, this again cost my parents about £400 a year. So probably, in all, at least £1000 a 
year was going on education. 
     There were, of course, various perks or advantages. The bungalow in Assam was free, as 
were eight servants, though not the two cooks. There was a company car and some free 
medical treatments. Yet club bills were considerable and home leaves were expensive. The 
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fares of Fiona and Anne back to India, and then back to England, were costly and not paid for
by the Company. 
     Consequently, when my parents arrived back precipitately in the Autumn of 1965, they 
were pretty hard up. They were still in debt to the company (for the contractor's loan) and 
with a relatively small pension of £900 a year, only about a third of their previous income. 
The next years were also a struggle as my father  failed to find a suitable job. Only the sale of
the Lake District house and downsizing to a cottage in Yorkshire and a croft in the Hebrides 
temporarily saved them. Most importantly, the children were no longer dependent,  except for
small items of support. 
     It is a salutary story and leaves me aware of the huge sacrifices my parents made, 
uncomplaining, and concealing their difficulties as best they could from us..  
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1 Nurse
2 Mds = maunds. A maund is about 37 kg. 
3 Carriage
4 This was just over £1 a month, the £1=13.33rs at this time. 
5 The cottage was on the North Cornwall coast, where the family had spent holidays in the 1930s. 
6 Alan Cowan was the husband of Pat Cowan, a close friend of Iris and Donald. Pat was Alan's godmother. 
7 Farex and groats were foods for young children. 
8 Almost everything in Britain was subject to rationing after the war and did not end completely until 4th July
1954.
9 There were riots from 24th October to 11th November in Bihar, and there had been riots in Calcutta from 
16th August. 
10 Violet's sister was living in Oxford, but leaving for India with her husband so Iris and family would be able
to take over her house while on leave in England. 
11 Iris's youngest brother born 10th April 1933.
12 The Khasis are an  indigenous ethnic group who live in north-eastern India . 
13 Virol = a health drink of the time. 
14 I had broken my arm when falling out of a tree some months before and it had set badly and had to be re-
broken (without anaesthetics). 
15 Sheila Macfarlane, born in El Paso, Texas 25th March 1920. She did not go to Oxford but joined the U.S. 
foreign service and was posted subsequently to Guatemala, Nicaragua and Torreon, Mexico.
16 Possibly her cousin Barbara Turbett, living with her mother in 1949 at 39, Kenilworth Court, Lower 
Richmond Road, Putney. 
17 Brigadier Francis C.A. Troup and wife Vera, 174 Old Brompton Road, London. Brigadier Troup was an 
army friend of her parents , who had been in India until 1932. 
18 Heather, daughter of Eric Haughton James (Iris's grandfather's brother), born 1896, died 1960. She married
Dr George Chesney. Their eldest daughter Neva (born 1923) married Alex James (born 1918), son of Eric 
Haughtons older brother John Ernest James. Alexander and Neva lived in Canada. they had married in 1946 
and flew to New York on 1st June 1947 and went from there to Canada. 
19 'By the Way' was the name of the rented house near Broadstone, Dorset, where we were living. 
20 Horse allowance for D.M. noted in Company papers, 10th December 1948. 
21 Presumably a pet dog.
22 A mynah is an Indian bird, famous for its ability to mimic human beings. 
23  This was a visit to our relatives in Scotland, including Donald's parents and his brother and sister-in-law, 
Alan and Jean. Photographs of this visit are in Dorset Days. 
24 Babs Meredith, the daughter of John and Daphne Meredith of  Amgoorie T.E., Amguri-Haloating, 
Sibsagar.
25 Tom Darby was a long-term friend of Donald's from before the war. He had joined the Assam Co.  in 1934
aged 23. He  and his family are recorded in a ship's manifest as follows: Thomas Ralston Darby, 38, 
Haxtoun, Bothwell, Glasgow, tea planter, travelled from London 25th November 1948 to Bombay with  his 
wife, Alice Elizabeth 38, and children, Kathleen Jane 6, David Binnie Ralson 3, Alexandra [Xania] 2
26 Dikhu  (Dekhoo on Assam Co. map) runs north-west from the Naga Hills, passing Lakmijam and Nazira and runs 
south of Sibsagar, eventually joining the Brahmaputra.
27 Hooluk monkey, the "hero" of the story that Iris was writing for them.
28 Alan's eighth birthday was 20th December
29 This was at the Nazira club, the central club for the Assam tea company, which features as a social and 
sporting centre in many of the letters. 
30 Sadly, this diary has been lost. 
31 Antrobus wrote (Assam Company, 238-9): 'On 15th August there occurred one of the worst earthquakes 
Assam has ever experienced... In spite of the magnitude of this disaster, the recorded loss of human lives was
mercifully small... The effect of this disastrous earthquake on the Assam Company's property was relatively 
slight. 
32 Corydon Lodge was a Scottish gamekeeper's lodge where Donald's parents, went for holidays and where 
Alan and Fiona occasionally joined them. 
33 Duncan Davidson Mowatt
34 The Egyptians, objecting to the British presence in the Canal Zone, broke the Anglo-Egyptian treaty of 
1936 in October 1951. They began to encourage attacks on British officials. In January 1952 these attacks 
led to British troops storming Egyptian police barracks at Ismailia. 



35 If I did, it is sadly lost. 
36 P.N.E.U. the Parent's National Education Union, was founded in 1887 by Charlotte Mason. It provided 
distance learning materials and Fiona and Anne would later attend the school itself in Ambleside. 
37 The Humber Hawk motor car had been used on their leave by Donald and Iris and was then shipped to 
India. 
38 The nickname given to Iris's father. 
39 This was a Christian boys' camp, run on the south camp of England at Forres, at which my uncle Richard 
was an 'officer'.
40 Roger Werner, married to Pamela,  was a war-time friend of Donald's and another assistant manager with 
the Assam Tea Company. He was born in 1916 and died suddenly in Assam on 20th January 1957. Pamela 
died on 8th December 2011. Their son Charles was born in 1948.
41 Probably Elizabeth Higham, daughter of Robert and Jean.
42 The first reference to a pet dachshund.
43 Derek Bentley was accused of the murder of a policeman.
44 The de Havilland DH 106 Comet was the world's first commercial jet airliner. BOAC began to fly them in 
May 1952. Rather alarmingly, within a year three Comets were lost after suffering catastrophic in-flight 
break-ups. Two of these were found to be caused by structural failure resulting from metal fatigue in the 
airframe, a phenomenon not fully understood at the time. The other one was due to overstressing of the 
airframe during flight through severe weather. The Comet was withdrawn from service after a crash near 
Naples in April 1954 after which Comet 1's certificate of airworthiness was revoked. The weakness was 
found to be particularly due to the square shaped windows causing stress concentration two or three times 
greater than across the rest of the fuselage. The square windows of the Comet 1 were replaced by the oval 
versions used on the Comet 2, which first flew in 1953, and the skin thickness was increased slightly. 
Remaining Comet 1s and 1As were either scrapped or modified with oval windows.[Wikipedia]
45 The Deanes were a family whom my mother had first known during the war when she returned to India. 
By coincidence they moved to a house within a mile of the house where her parents lived near Broadstone, 
Dorset, and we children became friends. 
46 The Australian touring cricket team played Oxford University in the Parks at Oxford. There is no note in 
my letters that I went to see them. 
47 The Coronation of Queen Elizabeth II on 2nd June 1953, which was widely celebrated.   
48 The climbing of Everest by Edmund Hillary and Tenzing Norgay on 29th May 1953. 
49 Borpatra Tea Garden, belonging to the Janzie Tea Association, near Sibsagar, was east of Tingalibam
50 Vera (Nita) Rigby, nee Parker, who died in 1990. Her husband Geoffrey was a tea planter in the Dooars 
area, and her son, Jocelyn was born in 1937.
51 Tim Edye and his wife Celia were life-long friends of Iris and Donald. Timothy Huish Edye was born on 8 
August 1910 in Gorakhpur, Uttar Pradesh, India. his father, Ernest, was 26 and his mother, Alice, was 28. He 
was born in 1910 in India and they had one son, Antony.  Tim was a tea planter with the Jhanzie Tea 
Association.
52 Alas, the few photographs I did get back from an older boy who had borrowed my camera were awful. 
53 Swanage was a seaside town on the south coast where I went a couple of times to a Christian boys camp 
with my uncle Richard. 
54 Jean Wallace with sons Stephen (aged 8) and Christopher (aged 6) arrived in Liverpool from India on the 'Cicilia' 9th 
August 1953 and were living in Swanage. Her husband Ian was a doctor.
55 Panitola is a Tea Estate, near Tokai, north-east of Tingalibam. 
56 Whistlers are a species of bird. 
57 A pokrie is a small pond. 
58 Indian Independence day is August 15th (1947). 
59 Geraldine May Coupar only stayed for about three years in India and then went to the Gold Coast in 1956, 
her husband Kenneth became a cocoa buyer. 
60 Ruaridh Paterson Ross, born about 1925, and his wife Elizabeth or Betty, were tea planters. Their children 
Morag (born about 1948) and Rosalyn (born about 1950), became close friends with Iris' children. Ruaridh 
also worked for the Assam Tea Company.
61 Jocelyn Rigby, was born in 1937 and went out to Assam as a tea planter himself in 1958. 
62 Jim Corbett, Man Eaters of Kumaon (1944) 
63 . Indian Standard Time
64 Probably Alice, wife of Thomas Ralston Darby, another tea planter with the Assam Company.



65 Mohurs were last minted in British India in 1918, but some princely states continued to mint them until 
after 1947. 
66 . Blue Chatoo - Chatoo Baboo, alias Aushootos Day, who was somehow involved in the kidnap of 
Sreenath Rae, editor of the 'Bhaskur' in Calcutta, in 1840. [The Asiatic Journal]
67 Robert George Garnett Higham
68 John Masters, the well-known novelist, including a number on India. 
69 The school near Cherideo. A recent description of it reads: "DHOLE BAGAN HSS was established in 
1919 and it is managed by the Department of Education. It is located in Rural area. It is located in NAZIRA 
block of SIBSAGAR district of Assam. The school consists of Grades from 6 to 12. The school is Co-
educational and it doesn't have an attached pre-primary section. The school is Not Applicable in nature and is
not using school building as a shift-school. Assamese is the medium of instructions in this school. This 
school is approachable by all weather road. In this school academic session starts in April. The school has 
Government building. It has got  6 classrooms for instructional purposes. All the classrooms are in good 
condition. It has 2 other rooms for non-teaching activities. The school has a separate room for Head 
master/Teacher. The school has Barbed Wire Fencing boundary wall. The school has have electric 
connection. The source of Drinking Water in the school is Hand Pumps and it is functional. The school has 1
boys toilet and it is functional. and 1 girls toilet and it is functional. The school has a playground. The school
has a library and has 1200 books in its library. The school does not need ramp for disabled children to access
classrooms. The school has 15 computers for teaching and learning purposes and all are functional. The 
school is having a computer aided learning lab. The school is Provided and Prepared in School Premises 
providing mid-day meal".
70 Notes on the plot are on the back of the first page in the notebook.
71 Black labrador puppy
72 Well-known thriller writer. 
73 "Dr Babu"
74  Reference to my letter of 8th April from Field Head.
75  I have found no trace of this. 
76 The notebooks were the nearest Iris ever came to keeping a diary.
77 Their dog at Field Head.
78 Dhole Bagan H.S.
79  Lying just south of Cherideo.
80 In Dibrugarh district.
81 Reference to the English poet, A.E. Housman's A Shropshire Lad
82 Probably the detective story.
83 Shiva Dhole (Sivadol) temple. 
84 Later called Noddy.
85 Increasing tension in an Arab-Israeli conflict which led to the Suez Canal being closed to shipping from 
October 1956 until March 1957.
86 "Kingdom of Golden Gardens" was published in the Sunday Statesman 18th November 1956. Although 
nothing is mentioned earlier, Iris had been assiduously working on the history of the Ahoms.
87 An annual winter party given at Nazira club.
88 Dog formerly called Toad.
89 The wedding of Iris's younger brother Robert to Angela Robertson was on 18th August 1956. Francis was 
the best man. 
90 Due to the Suez Canal closure.
91 Ray (Raymond Cecil Charles) and Lavender Corps were at Cherideo in the outer garden where Ray was 
assistant manager. He was born in 1922 and came to India with Lavender in November 1945. 
92 David Venters is noted as a School Prefect at Sedbergh, and in the same history sixth (Clio) as Iris' brother 
Robert in 1952. He was a rugger player and boxer and artist, and left at the end of Summer 1953. He 
travelled to Bombay in 1956 and became a tea planter, and in 1959 went to Tanganyika also as a tea planter. 
93 Bhuban Chandra Handique, author of, among other things, Industries of Ancient Assam (1959). 
94 Robert Higham and his wife Jean were Tea Planter friends. Robert came to India in 1937 and was married 
in 1944. Their daughter Elizabeth was born in 1947 and son Paul in 1950. 
95 John Gordon Darby joined the Assam Co. in 1952 and resigned in 1960.
96 Dulal Barkataki, Dhrubajouti Barua and Amal Chandra Hazarika, all tea garden assistants.
97 Pyuli Phukan was an Assamese freedom fighter, hanged by the British in 1830.
98 Cherideo staff.



99 The sixth Mughal emperor, son of Sher Jahan.
100 Archbishop of Cyprus and first  President of Cyprus from 1960
101 The Munich Air Disaster occurred on 6th February 1958 when the Manchester United football team, 
among others were on the plane which crashed at Munich. Twenty-three died and twenty-one survived. 
102 H.A. Antrobus, A History of the Assam Company, 1839-1953 (Constable, 1957). Hinson Allan 
Antrobus was born in 1890 and was described as a Tea and Rubber merchant in 1939, living with his wife, 
Minnie, at Sevenoaks, Kent. He died in 1963 and his wife, in 1962. 
103 BBC programme on which a panel of experts tried to answer questions sent in by the audience.
104 Author of the Perry Mason detective stories.
105 Annabelle and Phyllida were the names of the girls that Iris used in her book The Children of Bird God 
Hill (1967) . Andrew was clearly me.
106 Probably Letter from Assam above.
107 No letter exists but Denis Matthews  performed at Sedbergh School on 14th February. 
108  Robert, tea planter at Tyroon, T.E., Kharikatia, Jorhat [McLeod & Co. were the managing agents]. His 
wife, Pam, was one of Iris's closest friends. Their sons were Robert, born 1949 and James, born 1951
109 May Robertson
110 Emmett
111 No cine film taken in Assam has survived.
112 Dr Emmett was Lt Colonel Lionel Charles Renwick Emmett, born in India in 1913 and died in England in
1996. After the war he worked as a general physician in the tea plantations in Assam. 
113  C.P. Marriott, my housemaster at Lupton House, Sedbergh School.
114 For a holiday in Assam. 
115 The Boddington family, whose son, Mike, was a friend of Alan and Fiona in the Lake District.  
116 Stephen Grieve, a friend at the Dragon School who lived not far away in the Lake District. 
117 Mr Doogan was the manager of Brathay Hall, and the father of Michael, a boy a couple of years my senior
in my house at Sedbergh. 
118 The Listener was a weekly magazine published by the BBC which ran from 1929-1991.
119 Hoolock monkey (a gibbon). 
120 J.H. Burnett, in class IIB in Sedbergh in Summer 1943. Published a number of articles on Assamese 
natural history in 1958 and 1959 in the Journal of the Bombay natural History Society, Oryx etc, including 
on the Manas river.
121 Used for vitamin deficiency and skin disease in humans but no note of its use for animals.
122 Anti-malarial pills.
123 Nothing found about this.
124 Dated 4th May.
125 My father's younger brother, Alan, was a surgeon at Law Hospital, Wishaw in Scotland. 
126 Bimala Prasad Chiliha, a leader in the Indian National Congress and Prime Minister of Assam for three 
five-year terms. 
127 Pat Cowan, my godmother, and Jean Macfarlane, the wife of my father's brother Alan. 
128 My father had been appointed Temporary Acting General Manager of the Assam Tea Company, so there 
was a move to the Burra Bungalow in Nazira, which happened on 24th June. 
129 Thomas Ralston Darby was a  planter at Gelakey T.E., born 1910, married to Alice.
130 The Toklai Tea Research Institute, established in 1911. 
131 This is written as from Assam Co. Ltd, Nazira - the General Manager's bungalow, though they did not 
move there until a week later. Date stamp in India is 16th June, a Monday and the day my mother usually 
wrote. 
132 Airmail letter form
133 American detective series writer, including Perry Mason. 
134 Annual women's tennis competition, played between Britain and the United States  from 1923 to 1989. In 
1958 Christine Truman's victory led to a rare win for Britain.
135 John Surtees, racing driver (1934-2017). 
136 Charles Anthony (Tony) Yates, born 1921 and joined the Assam Company in 1947. 
137 Esmond Percy Lumley-Ellis, born 1906 and married Alice Rosemary Bliss. General Manager of the 
Assam Tea Company 1956-1961. 
138 This was Bill (William Joseph Cecil) Charlier, a tea planter at Towkok T.E., whose photographs and 
reminiscences are on the 'Koi Hai' website, including pictures of his plane. 



139 Thakubari was a district on the north side of the Brahmaputra where there was also a tea company club of 
the same name.
140 Officer Training Corps camp, which I was to attend from Sedbergh. 
141 In her book Daughters of the Empire (2006), Iris wrote about my sisters, "They had a Khasi ayah, 
unaccountably called Mrs. Dykes, who told them stories as she wandered through the tea bushes with them and 
the goats."
142 The British Empire and Commonwealth Games were held in Cardiff on 18-26 July 1958 
143 There is no letter telling of his death.
144Brendan Bracken born in Ireland in 1901, was a School Governor of Sedbergh,  an "old boy" who arrived 
when he was 19, claiming to be 15 and an Australian orphaned in a bush fire. As a close confidant of 
Winston Churchill he was elected to Parliament in 1929 and was made a Peer in 1952. He died of lung 
cancer.
145 Pat Smythe was a famous horse jumper. 
146 The Edinburgh tattoo. 
147 Dacre John Gare Mogg, born 1936, died 2012. Joined the Jorhaut Tea Company in 1957  as an assistant 
manager. 
148 Helen, wife of Norman Esslemont, of Napuk T.E., Singlo Tea Co., where the Sonari club was situated.  
149 Peter Innes - London Gazette 15th June 1974 Rev. Peter Innes was awarded the M.B.E. 'for services to the
British community in Assam'. 
150 On 4th November at Sedbergh.
151 I referred to an operation in a letter dated 2nd November, but did not link it to either my mother or father.
152 NASA's launch, Pioneer 1, was launched on 11th October 1958, but did not reach the moon as planned. 
153 Fiona kept her own diary.
154  Dr Thomas Williams Poole, the Assam Co. doctor, his wife Kathleen and the children, were among 
Donald and Iris's friends in Assam. Tom was born in 1921 and Kathleen in 1924. 
155  Charles Augustus Pitt Davies ("Cappie") was born 1909 in Quetta, married Eleanor Margaret Coombes  
("Peggy") 1943 in India.
156 Roy Boswell (1914-2000) Behubor T.E, Nazira, husband of  Johanna  ("Josie")
157 Near Lakmijan on the Dikhu.
158 P.R. Shortt, Rangagora T.E., Tinsukia
159  Vibhu Raj Assam Tea Co.
160  Muttrapore T.E., Sonari
161  Douglas and Margaret Lobban, Jaboka T.E., Sonari
162  John Lampitt, Scientific Officer, Assam Company
163  Dr Thomas Norman Amgoorie T.E., Amguri-Haloating
164  Peter Sehmer (1922-2000),  Borbam T.E., Amguri Haloating. Married Ann Monk in 1957. [Gill and I 
visited them in Assam in 1970 on our way back from Nepal to England. At that time they were living at 
Amgoorie T.E.]
165 The deliberate misspelling echoed the  humorous chatting between Pam Shaw and Iris.
166 Vibhu Raj, the Board gave him permission to marry in August 1958.
167 Gussel Brown was Stephen Gilbert Bathe Brown,  Jorehaut Tea Company, Cinnamara, born 1914.  During
the war fought in in the Gurkhas and was captured by the Japanese in Singapore. He was married to Doreen 
Hilda.
168 Jocelyn Rigby 
169 Rosita Forbes, published in 1939.
170 Gerald Houldey, (1906-1966), Director of the Assam Company at the London office,  5 Laurence 
Pountney Hill E.C.4
171 Leslie Sidney Sawtell (1920-1999) joined the Assam Co. in 1953 as the company accountant at Nazira..
172 Carbon copy - to all three children. 
173 Alexander S. Barrie, Mackeypore T.E., Nazira, born 1923, his wife Hilda was born in 1913.
174 B.B. is the Burra (big) Bungalow, or General Manager's house. 
175 Same number as in the last photograph taken of the Assam Company, Nazira, January 1960, although Iris 
was not in that photograph.
176 John Patrick Keble Martin, (1911-1987). Bamon Pookrie T.E., Nazira, Joined the staff in 1932, married to 
Mollie Jessie who died in 1984. 
177 The book was eventually published by Chatto & Windus as 'The Children of Bird God Hill' in 1967
178 Donald Wise wrote an article on the Nagas in the London Daily Express which caused an outrage. 



179 Edward Pritchard Gee (1904-1968), wild life photographer in India. 
180  Iris did eventually write the book and it was published by Chatto & Windus in 1967.
181  Peter Ramsay Cruden (1920-1998) married Daphne King in 1945. Kharikatia T.E, Mariani
182 R.N. Clifford,  Kathonibari T.E., Mariani
183  Arthur Ian Leetham, born August 1931 in Darjeeling, India, went to Assam in 1953 and married Elizabeth
in 1956. They had three children.
184 Charles Anthony Yates (1921-1998) unmarried, Assam C., Nazira
185 Binaca Hit Parade was an English service of Radio Ceylon which played western pop hits. 
186 Denys Aubrey Tudor Wild, bn. 1925 Assam Co., Nazira . 
187 As yet, it has not been able to find out anything about him.
188 Noted as performing on 27th April 1955 at the Museum of Modern Art, New York. 
189 The nearest garden to the S.W. of Cherideo, where Robert Higham was the Manager. 
190 This trip was planned to follow the route taken by the poet Wordsworth through France in 1790.
191 Thomas Herbert Popley (1911-1982) Suffrey T.E. and wife Elizabeth
192 Krishna Chandra Bardolai, tea planter born 1923, on the Assam Tea Company staff from 1951with wife 
Naba. 
193 Gerard Manley Hopkins, whose poems I was studying for my exams. 
194 "Bird God Hill" published 19th July in the Sunday Statesman.
195 Newly installed CTC machines.  Crush, tear, curl is a method of processing black tea in which the leaves 
are passed through a series of cylindrical rollers with hundreds of sharp teeth that crush, tear, and curl the tea
into small, hard pellets. This replaces the final stage of orthodox tea manufacture, in which the leaves are 
rolled into strips. [Wikipedia]
196  'A' level examinations.
197 A Sedbergh school magazine.
198 Iris kept carbon copies of the letters she wrote so that she could send the general parts to my sisters' as 
well and then give each of  us a special ending.
199 This refers to a hitch-hiking tour that I took with a friend from school through France, Switzerland and 
Germany in the footsteps of William Wordsworth. The details of this tour, with photographs, are in Alan 
Macfarlane, Sedbergh Schooldays (2018) and Lakeland Life (2019).
200 I was thinking of applying to Worcester College, Oxford, to read history. Robert had been at Worcester a 
few years earlier and Iris obviously hoped to get his advice and help. 
201 Man who collected the post. 
202  Born 1953
203 The tea garden where they were living.
204 I went to spend a few days at Aldeburgh, Suffolk, on a yacht with my school friend Geoffrey Bromley. 
205 In Sikkim.
206 Hedley Greenwood, (1916-1982) Borbam T.E., Amduri-Haloating, went to India in 1939, married to 
Beryl  Butterworth in 1947.
207 Geoffrey Johnson Smith (1924-2010), TV presenter then M.P. 
208  Education Committee
209 The China-India tensions rise, leading later to a brief war in 1962;
210 Martin Buckmaster who had moved into the other half of Field Head with his parents. 
211 House of Commons
212 Robert Rhodes James Lord Randolph Churchill (1959)
213 My father sitting in the second row, second left.
214 Chairman of the Assam Company.
215 A Mawari businessman from whom my father had taken a loan.
216 Two missionaries, Isabella Kelly and Josephine Thompson, were going to Sarawak, from Broughton Hall, 
near  Eccleshall, let to nuns of the Franciscan order of St Joseph.
217 Geoffrey Bromley had gone to Sarawak
218 Terence J. Luscombe, born 1940, went to India on 'Caledonia', which departed Liverpool 15 October 
1960. 
219 Eric John Hooker Hannay, O.B.E.,  born in 1913 married to Frances, superintendant of the Jorehat Tea 
Company and Chairman of the Assam Branch of the India Tea Association.  Keyhung T.E., Hoogrijan 1960-
1.
220 Car driving lessons. 
221 A religious camp. 



222 No diaries of this nature survive.
223 Michael Peter Lane, bn. 1939, came out to Assam at the end of 1959. 
224 Frances Hope Hannay
225 The Tea Share Manual for 1961 lists ASSAM & AFRICAN HOLDINGS LIMITED (formerly Assam 
Company, Limited.
226 John (Jack) Rowel Simpson, married Tyleen in 1941. He was brought in from the Jorehaut Tea Company 
in January 1961 rather than being an internal appointment, for the first time in the Company's history, with a 
mandate to overhaul the Company, which was financially struggling. 
227 This was Julie (Julianna), my first girl-friend in Oxford. My parallel life at Oxford in these years is told in 
Alan Macfarlane, Oxford Undergraduate (2019). 
228  Cambridge won by just over four lengths.
229 Harry Vincent Douglas Langworthy (1918-2001) was in the Assam Regiment and a friend of my father. 
He was a farmer living  at North Down Farm, Chagford,  Devon.
230 The school is still there. 
231 Adolf Eichmann's trial ended with his execution on 1st June 1962. 
232 The Marsdens lived near Blandford, Dorset. Edmund Percy Marsden, born 1918, was in the Bombay 
Grenadiers during the war, with my father. 
233 Copthorne Preparatory School, Copthorne, Crawley, West Sussex.
234 Nava Nalanda Mahavihara, located in Nalanda, Bihar, established in 1951, a centre for higher studies in 
Pali and Buddhism. 
235 In fact the letter was forwarded from Field Head to Robert and Angela’s flat in Old Brompton Road.
236 Alan Barnes was one of my closer friends at Sedbergh. A colourful character whose expulsion from 
Sedbergh is surrounded by many stories. For further background on the Sedbergh dimension, see Alan 
Macfarlane, Sedbergh Schooldays (2019). 
237 Published as Iris Macfarlane, The Children of  Bird God Hill  (1967).
238 Another of my close friends at Sedbergh. 
239 Robert Rhodes James, An Introduction to the House of Commons (1961). 
240 By coincidence the one performed by Worcester College Buskins and which I went to the previous 
summer.
241 He was born in 1940, thus two years ahead of me at Sedbergh School. He went to India in 1960. 
242 Nikita Khrushchev  leader of the Soviet Union.
243 Mrs Knappett was a Lake District friend who had let Alan and his family hold a party in her house in 
January 1960. The event is described in Alan Macfarlane, Lakeland Life (2019).
244 Vinobha Bhave was an Indian advocate of nonviolence and human rights. Often called Acharya, he is best 
known for the Bhoodan Movement. He is considered as a National Teacher of India and the spiritual 
successor of Mohandas Gandhi.
245 This was the nickname given to the Humber Hawk car belonging to my father. Humbert Humbert was the 
name of the main protagonist in Nabokov's novel Lolita. 
246 Bill and Agnes Beattie were with the Assam Tea Company from 1961-6. 
247 Refers to the fact that the letter is typed in red ink. 
248 In December 1961 King Mahendra appointed a council of five ministers to help run the administration. 
Several weeks later, political parties were declared illegal. 
249 Peter Farquharson Remnant, born 1897, married to Elizabeth. Conservative Member of Parliament for 
Wokingham from 1950-1959. Educated at Eton and Oxford. Fought in the First World War and became a 
Lieutenant, and became a Lieutenant-Colonel in the Second World War in the Royal Artillery and Staff. 
250 Wife of Stephen Gilbert Bathe Brown "Gussel" 
251 Lt.-Col. F.W.S. Roberts, Chairman and Managing Director. (Hon. P.F. Remnant was also a Director).
252 College collections, or termly exams. 
253 Owain Trevor Jenkins (1907-1996), married to Sybil Leonie Herbert in 1940.
254 Wedding anniversary.
255  This was a spoof party on an island on Windermere, where we were all stranded. We took revenge by 
arranging another spoof party at David’s house.
256 Leslie Sawtell, Company accountant.
257 South Bombay where their was a swimming club.
258 Charlotte Mason College, Ambleside, was a teacher training college.
259 Robert and Angela's flat.
260 Emma was Robert and Angela's second child.



261 Stop the World - I Want to Get Off - a very popular musical.
262 Robert and Angela's elder daughter
263 Alastair Ian Youngson Wright who was to be acting manager at Cherideo from 12th July during my 
father's absence. The dogs were clearly left in his charge.
264 Shops in England. 
265  It appears that my landlady was not happy with my eating in my room.
266 Alexander Stiven Barrie, born 1923, married to Hilda, joined the staff of Assam Tea Company in 1945. 
267  Wright
268 Mawari traders
269 Ordinary soldier
270 Managing Agent for the Assam Company in Calcutta. Established in the late 1861 by E B Kilburn. Their 
interests were in tea, river steamers & the electricity generation industry. They were Agents for motor 
vehicles & agricultural machinery manufacturers
271  Wife of Robert Baldwin White of Mohokutie T.E.
272   Simon R. Hill of Deleng T.E., Selaghat.
273  Dr Poole. There was no vet at Nazira.
274  Dollar Academy, Dollar, Clackmannanshire, Scotland was the school where my father was a pupil.
275  Daphne Meredith's mother.
276  Simpson
277  Poole
278  Adele, Liz Leetham's five-year old daughter.
279 Restaurant in Park Street
280  Possibly wife of A.D. Cleland, Namsang T.E., Jeypore, Assam.
281 Country club in the south of Calcutta
282 Possibly Johanna, wife of Roy Boswell of  Behubor T.E, Nazira
283 Chabua Tea Co. Ltd. - Managing Agent, Finley, Muir & Co.
284  Wife of Hedley A. Greenwood,  Borbam T.E., Amduri-Haloating, Assam
285 Wife of Frank P. Mulvey, Borsapori T.E., Numaligarh - Jorehaut Tea Company
286  Janet, wife of Dacre John Gare Mogg,  Numalighur T.E., Numalighur, Assam
287  Wife of Peter Ramsay Cruden,  Kharikatia T.E., Kharikatia, Mariani, Assam
288 R.N. Clifford, Kathonibari T.E., Mariani - Jorehaut Tea Co. Managing Agent, James Warren & Co. Ltd
289 Jorehaut Tea Co. Ltd. &  Amgoorie Tea Estates Ltd. - Managing Agent, James Warren & Co. Ltd
290 M.K. Poddar, Socklatinga T.E., Gatonga - Socklatinga Tea Co. Ltd. 32, Cross Street, Cal-7
291 Possibly John Ellis Sawtell who worked to Braithwaite & Co., and engineering firm in Calcutta. No 

kinship link to Leslie Sawtell has been found.
292 John Maxwell Trinick an agricultural scientist at Tocklai
293  T.J. Newman Rogers, Pabhoi T.E., Mijikajan, Assam
294  D.S. Kincaid, Jorehaut Tea Co.
295 Michael A. Fitzpatrick-Robertson, married Eleanor in 1965. He was listed as having a company car at 
Cherideo from 1962. 
296 Pet dog.
297  J.S. Bach
298 Robert Rhodes James's book Rosebery  was published on 1st January 1963. 
299 Barbara Munsey died on 15th December 1962, in Calcutta. 
300 Pet monkey?
301 Admiral Sir Harold Walker, 1891-1975, was Chairman of the Directors of Amgoorie Tea Estates. 
302 Unmarried name Harper, the sister of Donald's brother Alan's wife Jean. 
303 On 15 January 1963 General De Gaulle laid down impossible conditions for Britain's entry into the 
European Economic Community. 
304 Primrose Corps born in 1944. 
305 D. Barua, was Assistant at Cherideo. 
306  Trevor Huddleston (1913-1998) Born in Bedford, England. In 1939 he joined an Anglican religious order, the 
Community of the Resurrection,  and was sent as a missionary to South Africa in 1943. He became a staunch 
campaigner against Apartheid but was recalled to England in 1955 for fear for his safety. His book about the 
forcible removal programme in in Sophiatown, Naught for your Comfort, was published in 1956. 
307  Assam Tea Company Papers
308  Pet monkey



309 Published by the Hakluyt Society
310 The Plantations Labour Act, 1951, which sought to provide for the welfare of labour and to regulate the 
conditions of workers in plantations. Under this law, the State Governments have been empowered to take all
feasible steps to improve the lot of the plantation workers. The passing of PLA brought some improvements 
in the plantations sector. It also helped in creating conditions for organising the workers and the rise of trade 
unions.
311 E.M. Forster
312 The Salesian order founded the Don Bosco High School Guwahati in 1948. 
313  British essayist, dramatist, and politician Sir Richard Steele (1672-1729) is best known for his collaboration 
with Addison on a series of essays for the Tatler and the Spectator.
314 Verrier Elwin did not die until February 1964. 
315  John A.T. Robinson Honest to God, published 1963. In criticising traditional Christian theology it 
aroused a storm of controversy.
316 Crush, Tear and Curl
317 He and his wife left on 2nd June and my father  took over as acting General Manager. 
318 Anne's birthday was on June 3rd. 
319 Novel by D.H. Lawrence about Mexico published in 1926.
320 Temporary structure
321 Robert White, born in 1912, married to Phyllis, was at Mohokhuti T.E. at this time.  
322 Tura Government College, established in 1958. 
323 26th July 1963
324  Pulitzer Prize-winning novel by Allen Drury, published in 1959.
325  Possibly from Peter Quennell an editor of 'History Today' about the article on Sir Thomas Roe which they 
published in November 1964.
326  Robert Graves The White Goddess Amended and enlarged edition, 1961
327 Mayo college in Ajmer, Rajasthan, founded in 1875, a boys-only independent boarding school. 
328 Dr Mylchrest was the family doctor in Ambleside. 
329 At this time, the House of Lords was debating the Commonwealth Development Bill. Lord Colyton was 
Minister of State for Colonial Affairs 1952-55.
330 Rosemary Sutcliff Sword at Sunset, published in 1963.
331 Chatto & Windus published her Tales & Legends from India in 1965.
332 Tony Connell joined the Assam Tea Company at this time. Terry Luscombe had resigned.
333 Her most influential book was Mysticism: A Study of the Nature and Development of Man's Spiritual 
Consciousness (1911)
334 John and Brenda Finney, who became close friends of Iris and Donald. 
335  'The Britannia Inn' at Elterwater near Ambleside.
336 The island of Gigha in the Inner Hebrides. The minister was Donald Macfarlane (1861-1923). 
337. Lt. General Kunhiraman Palat Candeth (1916-2003) led an operation to annexe Goa from Portuguese 
colonial rule and served briefly as Lt. Governor of  the state in December 1961-June 1962. In 1963 he took 
command of the newly raised 8th Mountain Division of North-East India where be fought, with little 
success, against the Naga insurgence in Assam. 
338  Christopher Hill, Master of Balliol.
339  William Elijah Dowsing
340  Leslie Victor Woollett
341 The assassination of John F. Kennedy on 22nd November 1963. 
342 Giacomo Lauri-Volpi (1892-1979), opera singer. 
343 Alalendu Gupta
344 Gulab Khushiram Kalani
345  Douglas Henry Maurice Cooper Romans.
346 Iris Macfarlane, 'An English Ambassador at the Court of the Great Moghul; The Embassy of Sir Thomas 
Roe 1615-1619', History Today, published November 1964. 
347 The State of Nagaland was formally inaugurated on 1st December 1963, with Kohima as its state capital. 
348 The Daily Telegraph
349 Dr. S.K. Bhuyan, Tunkhungia Buranji or A History of Assam (1681-1826). Rai Bahadur Surya Kumar Bhuyan 
MBE (1894–1964) was a writer, historian, and a poet.
350 A notable children's author, writer of The Sword in the Stone and other classics. 
351 A.P. Watt who remained Iris's agent for some years.
352 Alec Barrie, born in 1923, came to the Assam Tea Company in 1945.



353  Bernier, François, Travels in the Mogul Empire, A.D. 1656–1668
354  At Khoomtaie T.E.
355 Fleeing from East Pakistan, accusing the Muslims of persecution. 
356  Townsend Miller The Castles and the Crown: Spain, 1451-1555 (1963)
357 V.K. Krishan Menon (1896-1974). Nehru died on 27 May 1964 and was followed by Lal Bahadur Shastri 
as Prime Minister. 
358 Dr Winchester was Medical Officer of Health, stationed at Sibsagar. 
359 Hilda Grieve, Examples of English Handwriting, see below. 
360 A phrase I had quoted from David Riesman's work, Individualism Reconsidered, (1954), 48 
361  Greek dramatist (c. 342/41-c. 290 BC)
362 My second motorbike was a 250 c.c. BSA. 
363 Constantin Lipatti (from childhood called by the diminutive "Dinu") was born in Bucharest into a musical 
family: his father was a violinist, his mother a pianist. Born 1917, died in 1950.
364 J.G. Frazer.
365 I had originally been entered for a two year M.Litt., and this refers to the approval for a three year D.Phil. 
366 Part of a peace mission to Nagaland.
367 Edmund Leach’s Political Systems of Highland Burma(1954)
368  A Teton story appears in Iris's book Tales and Legends from India published 1965
369 This was Robin Briggs, who was elected a Prize Fellow of All Soul's in 1964. 
370  John Steinbeck (1939)
371 Margaret Agnes Harper, born in 1917 in Uganda, younger sister of Jean, the wife of Donald's younger 
brother, Alan.
372 Norman Esslemont, born 1917, married to Helen, born 1921, at Napuk Tea Estate, Assam. 
373 Ivan and Cynthia Rufus, who later retired to Australia. 
374 Michael Strachan (1919-2000), wrote The Life and Adventures of Thomas Coryate (1962) and Sir Thomas
Roe (1989). 
375  Norman Cohn The Pursuit of the Millennium (1959)
376 In Manchester, where Fiona had her room as a student. 
377  Professor B. R. Grover, the Chairman of the Indian Council of Historical Research died in 2001 aged 77. 
He was a historian of medieval India.
378  Bihar
379 The Old Fort.
380  Flood pond.
381  Within Akbar's fort, Ajmer, Rajasthan
382  Gertrude Hollis (pub. 1913)
383 Published in History Today on 8th August 1965. 
384 Mike and Cathy Courtney, of the Indian Tea Association, though they are not in the Assam Directory.
385 Robert Rhodes James, Gallipoli (1965).
386 A Scots word for doubt, indecision, being in two minds. 
387 James Gordon Macnee, born in 1927, tea planter, was married to Charlotte. Jimmy Macnee was the 
younger brother of the actor Patrick, Mr Steed of 'The Avengers'. 
388  Aurangabad district, Maharashtra
389 John Freeman was a Television journalist, presenter of 'Face to Face' and a Member of Parliament. He 
became High Commissioner in New Delhi in 1965. 
390  Ronald Segal (pub. 1965)
391 Dr H.J. Taylor, resigned in 1974. 
392 The Pakistan cyclone and build-up to war. 
393  Alan Moorehead Gallipoli (pub. 1956)
394  Near Sonari
395  Social anthropologist
396  Robert Higham took over from Simpson, not as General Manager but Superintendent.. The company 
headquarters were to be moved to Macneill & Barry in Calcutta at Calcutta, and Nazira became the eastern 
regional headquarters of ONGC (Oil and Natural Gas Corporation).
397  Author of Wolf Solent
398  Fiona's dog.
399  S.P. Sinha, Director, Macneill & Barry, 2, Fairlie Place, Calcutta-1.
400  Robbery of £2.6 million from a Royal Mail train heading from Glasgow to London on the West Coast Main 
Line in the early hours of 8th August 1963



401  Robert Arthur Hughes, an important missionary doctor in Assam who Iris and Donald had known for 
many years. Their contacts with Dr. Hughes is described in Alan Macfarlane, India: Beginnings and Endings
(2019)
402  By Louis Auchincloss (pub. 1964)
403 Tales and Legends from India (pub. Chatto & Windus ,1965). 
404  crepe myrtle
405  Rodolfo Acquaviva, Jesuit missionary to India at the Court of Akbar the Great
406  Novel by Rudyard Kipling
407  By Rose Macaulay (pub. 1953)
408 By Ronald Segal, published January 1965. 
409  The Emperor Babur and Vasco da Gama, History Today, August 1965.
410 By Miss Read. 
411  The Cambridge Group for the History of Population and Social Structure was founded in 1964 by Peter Laslett
and Tony Wrigley, to undertake quantitative research in family history and demographic history.
412  The Indo-Pakistan war  started in April 1965 over a disputed border in the  Rann of Kutch, Gujarat. In 
June,  the British Government managed  to persuade both parties to negotiate a truce. However, Pakistan 
believing that it could rely on the discontent of the people in the disputed area of Kashmir crossed the line of 
control on 5th August, initiating a second front when the Indian forces crossed the cease fire line on 15th 
August. The attempt to seize Kashmir failed and the fighting reached a stalemate. A ceasefire was agreed on 
22nd September 1965 and the War ended the following day.
413 The luggage was noted in a letter from Sibsagar Transport Agency as having been shipped for Calcutta on 
27th August 1965. Unfortunately it was impounded and held in a sealed cargo godown subject to the 
findings of a Prize Court in Dacca, East Pakistan. It was only released after a couple of years, thanks in part 
to the intervention of Erik Pearse, a friend from my undergraduate years at Worcester, who was in Dacca  in 
August 1967. The seven crates finally arrived at the end of March 1968.
414 A small, uninhabited, Hebridean island off Harris. 


